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A Bad Day to stop huffing glue
Sergeant Vim Kash had had a rough couple days. His commanding officer had not been too appreciative of his report of the poltergeist at the garrison, and had put him on administrative leave. Which meant he'd been shunted into a small office with a military doctor who, with the aid of a clipboard and a stethoscope, would be required to make sure he was physically and mentally capable of continuing in the Legions. The bar was not set very high, though, as mental instability was a contributing factor to aggressiveness in the face of the enemy.

After what seemed to be a week, but was probably just a matter of hours, the medical officer gave him an all clear, but sent him on a week's rest and relaxation to 'settle his nerves'.  And because it was the military, his choices for R&R were rather limited to the city of Ohmen and its surroundings. The military was not known for throwing money around, especially for a lowly sergeant on the down-and-out, but this was a new low in his career. 

He'd slumped dejectedly on the mite-ridden bed in his hotel room, listening to the ice machine chugging away merrily, trying his best to get some sleep, but failing miserably. He opened his blood-shot eyes, and stared out the window near him, at the bright neon sign flashing on and off through a crack between the two buildings which crowded the back of the hotel he'd been assigned to. The blue-green-red cast a glare on the wall opposite, and on Vim's face.

It was the scream which had launched him out of bed. A shrill, terrified noise, which echoed throughout the alley below his window, and around his sleep-deprived head. He'd rolled out of bed, falling to the floor in a heap of sheets and body parts, and after wrestling futilely for a moment, he'd dragged himself up to the window sill. He'd spied the woman running down the alley, armed up and face flush with terror. A moment later, he'd spotted the thing she was running from.

The creature had shambled along the rounded cobbles, a slack-jawed expression on its lichen mottled face. It's limbs had been extended past what a normal human would have, capped with a set of claws already stained with ichor and blood. It's body had sported a variety of flora, ferns sprouting from its shoulder like a flower in its lapel, vines ran the lengths of its arms, and clutches of emerald growths, which seemed like cacti. It had stalked at a consistent pace, not at a speed which would catch the woman any time soon, but all it had to do was keep going until she tripped.

Which she had, hence the scream, and the two which followed it. Vim's combat senses had flared as he hopped up away from the window sill, and into the bathroom. He'd gripped the towel rail, and ripped it from the wall, covering himself in a cloud of building material. After a flurry of coughs, he'd charged downstairs as quickly as his booted feet could take him, and burst out the back door of the hotel with the express purpose of saving the damsel in distress.

But it would seem that in the span of time he'd needed to get downstairs and out to the alleyway, the woman had been caught by the monstrous beast, and partially eaten. The woman's bloody body lay in a lump on the ground, damp strings of ichor leading the eye from the body to the grotesque maw of the creature. The... thing had taken a few steps towards the soldier, who screamed, a little of rage, mostly of terror, and charged.

Amazingly, the towel rail had been an excellent weapon, a hefty weight behind a hooked end. Vim had slammed it repeatedly into the creature's face, over and over, spraying it's blood which seemed to be a pale green shade, all over the alleyway. The beast fought back, swiping it's claws at Vim's belly. The strikes had not connected luckily, leaving Vim with free access to the monstrosity's face to maintain his attack. The creature had fallen a few moments later, slumping to the cobbles with a sagging sigh. Vim, his heart pounding, collapsed against the wall.

He had slid down the wall into a heap at the base, breathing heavily as he stared at the slowly drying cake of bodily juices on his hands. His commanding officer, he'd decided, would never believe this one, especially if the poltergeist couldn't sway him. Zombies and plant monsters were probably on the negative end of the believability spectrum. He'd looked up, his eyes drawn to the rising steam from the dead creature, what it had used for brains spilling from the gash Vim had created.

“Bugger,” he had said to himself, a punch-drunk grin spreading across his face. Poltergeists making off with the sugar, commanding officers, thinking he was crazy, and medical officers, probing where they really ought not to be probing, had given him a hard couple days. It would only be correct with the universe and the constant of fate within existence that for Vim it could only get worse. 

He had laid his head back against the wall, his eyes closing slowly. The fatigue had washed back like the tide, washing over him in vast waves. Scream and cries had risen up around him in the city, and the occasional groan from feral throats. He had finally found sleep, no matter the circumstance. A smile had spread across his face.

–

Vim looked over to the creature he'd killed, as he tried frantically to sharpen the rail in his hand. The metal rasped against the cobble in from of him. He breathed heavily, his fatigue a long lost dream he wished he could enjoy again, but such luxuries were not in his future. A little movement in the corner of his eye drew his attention. He hefted the weight of the rail into both hands and stood slowly.

The woman had begun moving again. Vim, eyes wide with terror, fled in the other direction.
