Speaking of punching our next tale takes 
place on a battle field the ultimate sucker punch. Just remember you can make anything on a battlefield if you have the...  

Spare Parts

So as I stood there with the hot gun in my hand, out of breath, the rage draining from my body. I scanned the scene of littered bodies all around me. My kin lay on one side with our enemies on the other. Smoke and fire filled the air like a hot sour mess.

The gun dropped from my hand as the pain in my arm crept into my brain. I felt the blood soaking into my shirt. The bastards got me. I was done for. I started to move toward the shelter but my knees gave out. I hit the cement hard. Someone far away shouted my name but the pain was to intense for my mind to register what was happening.  

I woke up with ninety percent of body covered in bandages. My head was on fire, my legs still wouldn’t work, and my vision was blurry. I tried to move but my body wouldn’t work either.

“Relax human. Your body is broken. It must mend.” The shadow came toward me. It was a large creature with many arms. At least that is what it’s shadow showed me.

“Where am I?” My voice was weak like a mouse.

“You are on my ship.” The shadow continued to walk around me. I felt a few pokes and prods as it touched me in different spots on my body.

“How? Why? Where are my people?” The words fell out of my mouth like water through a broken dam. 

“No more questions. For now. As I said your body must rest.”

“Please one more. Who are you?”

The shadow came closer to my face and I saw the features come into focus. It had two eyes like a fish, two slits where the nose should be, and a large mouth full of pointed teeth. The face was surrounded by long silver hair that seem to go on forever.

“Fine my name is Luna. Now rest human. I shall be back to check on you later.” Luna turned and I saw her long tail swish back and forth as she glided out of the room.

“Luna?” She turned back toward me. “Thank you!”

Her eyes blinked sideways as she nodded. Then she left.

I sat there for a bit staring at the ceiling of the room. It had a strange wave like design that seem to be moving with every breath I took. It was hypnotizing me. Soon my eyelids closed and I fell into a deep sleep.

When next I awoke Luna was standing over me with a long knife of some sort. I tired to move but again I couldn’t.

“Relax human. I am just helping your body heal.” She took the knife, cut my chest open, and reach in with one of her many arms pulling something out of me. Then she took something off the table behind her and put it inside my chest.

“What the hell?” I didn’t feel a thing.

“I told you relax human. I am just installing a new heart.” She said it as if she was installing new brakes in my car.

“But what was wrong with my old one?”

Luna let out what I think was a sigh. “Look human you were damaged real badly. Almost beyond repair. Do you wish to continue to function?”

I was at a lost. “Well, yeah.”

“Fine then stop asking me what I am doing and let me get back to work.”

I watched as she replaced my lungs, liver, kidneys, and I am not sure what else. I passed out.

I woke up again. This time Luna was nowhere to be seen. I glanced down at my chest. To my surprise there was not even a scar where she cut me open. I ran my hands down the rest of my body. No scars anywhere. Remarkable. Who was this Luna? And how did she know how to fix my body? For that matter where did she get the parts? You know I did come from a battlefield. Maybe she.. No I don’t want to think about that. I guess I should just be happy I am still alive.

Luna glided into the room as I tried to sit up. She pushed me back down with one of her many arms. “Not yet Human.”

But I am tried of looking at the ceiling.”

She gave out that sigh again. “You humans. Always so impatient. Look you have just had a major overhaul. So sit still before all my work is ruined.” She gave me a flash of a smile. I think. I saw here sharp teeth. They were pointed anyway.

“Here eat this. We must see if you new parts work.” She put a piece of... Something in my mouth. 

I went into a coughing feat. Blood welled up in my throat. My body shook all over. I started to convulse. My eyes went dark as the room started to spin....

This tale is all about what happens when a man becomes consumed by what he has lost. Oh the...

Memories

The lightning came first as it always does. We counted off one, two, three, Crack. The thunder came with a loud boom. Tommy and I hid under the blankets. Three miles away. The storm had started around 9 pm. Tommy and I were suppose to be asleep but I was afraid of the thunder and Tommy jumped every time the lightning flashed. We were very young at the time Tommy was 6 and I was only 5. I still remember it like it was yesterday. People tell me I am crazy but I heard it I swear on my mother’s soul. Tommy heard it to but we never talked about it. Until now.

“There is nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it so.”

William Shakespeare
“Are you sure you want to do this?” Joann took a quick look at her husband Shawn as they drove down the dark back street.

“No but I promised Tommy we would do this together.” He put the jeep into four wheel drive pulling onto the mountain road. “We have to do this together. It is what she would have wanted.” A lone tear escaped his eye.

The road was at a 40 degree angle but the truck took it with little problem. They drove in silent for a while as the trees and darkness swallowed the small blood colored jeep. The headlights dancing on the shadows playing in the darkness.

“Shawn?” Joann broke the silent as they approached the top of the mountain.

“Yes my love?”

“This place scares me a little!”

Shawn stared out into the mountain road. The road that leads too... He gives her a small smiles. “Don’t worry I’m here. Everything is going to be fine.” 

She heard the shakiness in his voice something she never heard in him before. A chill ran up her spine as the hair on the back of her neck stood at attention. She said nothing else as the blackness covered them like a straight jacket.

“He is observing the chaos, taking in the lack of raw humanity
It's as if the entire world's fallen in love with their insanity
Hear the innocent voices scream
As their tormentors laugh through all of it
No forgiveness from all I've seen
The degradation I cannot forget
So sleep soundly in your beds tonight
For judgment falls upon you at first light
I'm the hand of God
I'm the dark messiah
I'm the vengeful one”
Disturbed

Tommy sat in his 4x4 Ram truck. The engine was running but he could not bring himself to put it in gear. All these years later 20 years to be exact he could not. No would not let himself think about that night on top of the mountain at that cabin. The memories hit him like a dog bite to the leg. The pain started slowly than traveled to his brain like a gunshot. He held his head in his hand.

“Tommy? Tommy North is that you?”

Tommy turned toward the sweet voice outside his window. A skinny redhead in shorts and a Metallica t-shirt stood beside his truck. “Oh my god it is you.”

Tommy rolled down the window. “Linda Hellisfer?”

“Yeah it’s me.” She does a spin, “in the flesh!”

Tommy hops out of the truck and he sweeps her up into his arms. He spins her around. “God I haven’t seen you in...”

“10 years!” She finishes for him.

“Has it!” He puts her down.

“Yeah you left after they...” He kisses her cutting her off. “I missed you too.”

“I’m sorry I left.” He embraces her again.

“Me too but I understand. Your mom just...” He cuts her off again with a kiss. She kisses him back holding him until...

Shawn turned into the old driveway stopping the jeep. He takes a deep breath opening the door.

Joann grabs his hand. “Shouldn’t we wait for Tommy?”

Shawn takes his wife’s hand and stares deep into her eyes. She has been his rock for the last five years. They meet...

“Seems like just yesterday
You were a part of me
I used to stand so tall
I used to be so strong
Your arms around me tight
Everything, it felt so right
Unbreakable like nothing could go wrong”
Kelly Clarkson

Shawn walked into the coffee shop with a hand full of books when the other guy slammed into him. His books went flying all over the floor.

“Careful dude you almost spilled my coffee.” The guy kept walking stepping over Shawn’s books.

Shawn let out a sigh as he bent down to pick up his books.

“What a jerk! Here let me help you!” Joann bent down to help him.

Shawn looked up to the most beautiful eyes he has ever seen. “Thank you!”

Shawn watched those beautiful eyes now seeing the terror as they sat in his Jeep at the place where... “It will be alright. We can wait for him.” Shawn closed the door reaching over and kissed her. “I love you!”

They waited as the night closed in around them...

“I spoke to God today and she said that she's ashamed
What have I become.
What have I done
I spoke to the devil today and he swears he's not to blame
And I understood 'cause I feel the same”

Five Finger Death Punch

Tommy turned onto the mountain road with Linda in his cab with him. 

“Thank you for coming with me.”

“No problem I missed you a lot.” She stared at him longingly.

“I missed you too honey.” 

The darkness engulfed the truck. The headlights were the only light source on the trek up the mountain.

“So where are we going?”

She couldn’t see the tears in his eyes but she did hear the fear in his voice. “Home!”

The truck continued into the darkness...

 Lets keep the theme going with our next tale in which a man learns sometimes the battle is...

Crime vs Punishment

I have been in this place for more days then I can remember. Placed in this cell for a crime that I dare not remember for it was so terrible that to think of it would surely make me go mad. I tell time by the guards that walk in front of my cell door on a revolving basis and by the meals they toss at me through the bars.

It was at one of my meal times I heard the guards talk of me and what I had done. It was to much for me to bare. I covered my ears with the rocks that litter my cell. Small rocks, big rocks, rocks of every size that were tossed in here with me and at me.

I was a model prisoner never speaking, staring, or interacting with the guards that came by. It was the same with the others that came by. I never interacted with anyone or anything. I was a speck on my society. I was a bad man for what I did. No must not think about it.

More time went by and more came to watch me. To see the man who would do such a thing. Who would have the courage to do the unspeakable. They watched and murmured among themselves. Sometimes I heard them and other times I had put the rocks in my ears.

I have no idea how long I have been here but I know my beard grows longer each day. As does the rest of my hair. They give me no mirrors, no sharp object, nothing I can use to hurt myself. No that would be the easy way out I must sit in my cell and endure the pain, the stares, and the murmurs.

One day she came. The one who I committed the crime of which I can not think. I spied a glance at her from the corner of my eye. Never looking her straight at her. She watched me for a long while. In fact she pulled up a chair outside my cell. She sat watching me. This is my new punishment. I have earned it. I deserve it. I am a monster. Come and see the monster. She get up and leaves. Leaving her monster to sleep with his rocks.

The next morning she returns back to see the monster in his cell. Back to torture me. To watch me suffer. To help me suffer. I earned it and I took it. I am the monster that she sees. Society believes me to be a monster and here she sits watching me. Watching my pain and inflicting more by having me watch her watch me as I sit in my cell.

So it went on for days, months, years I do not know for how long it was for as I said. I had no idea what time it was or what it day it was. Time was my enemy as much as I am to my self. I so wanted to ask her why are you here?
