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TA S T E R #3
For those too strapped to buy a print

issue of Murky Depths - I wouldn’t
dare suggest that you’re too tight! - or you
just want a little hint of what to expect if
you did buy Murky Depths in all it’s
glossy glory (or maybe you just aren’t
keen on the magnificent aroma of
printing ink) here’s our third taster issue.

You’ll have the bonus of seeing a sneek (and a very
small sneek at that) preview of the cover for Issue #7
which the legendary Chris Moore has illustrated for us.
It’s based on James Johnson’s A Brief History Of
Dogfighting brought to life by the amazing art of
Leonardo M Giron. If you’ve picked up one of our little
brochures or postcards at conventions you’ll know what
I’m talking about.

If you’ve a lust for some biting passion we have an
extract from Sam Stone’s first book in the Vampre Gene
Trilogy. This is in no way typical of what we normally
print in Murky Depths but we thought this taster issue
was a good place to give you a teaser. I offer a big thank
you to Andy Bigwood whose cover for this teaser issue
is based on Killing Kiss

Terry Martin, Publishing Editor

For submission guidelines, advertising rates and other
enquiries please visit www.murkydepths.com.

Subsciption Rates: from £24 for four issues, single
issues from £6.99; available from
www.murkydepths.com (Cards or PayPal)

Copyright 2008. All rights reserved. No part of this
magazine may be reprinted in whole or in part
without written permission.
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eeaacchh ffrroomm

MMuurrkkyyDDeepptthhss..ccoomm



out a glass. I take mine and sniff the contents.
Mmmm. . . wine with a trace of blood. Nothing else
hidden within.

“It smells like you,” I tell Serena.
She pulls back the long drooping sleeve of her

dress and I see the tiny bandage covering her wrist.
Her lower arm bears the healed and healing scars of
previous donations.

“My own brand. This is my regular room.”
So. Serena is not merely a willing patron; she

will require some recompense for her contribution.
“How much?” I ask.
“I’m not cheap, but I come with a guarantee.” 
Slowly she turns again to open her bureau.

Inside the top drawer she pulls out a piece of paper.
A certificate. 

“I’m clean. No, syph, AIDS, hepatitis. I offer
peace of mind, unlike the freebies in the alcoves. So
a hundred for a small donation.”

Lilly is shocked.
“You’re a prostitute?”
“Oh, puhhlease! What I’m selling is far rarer than

sex. Though I’m not averse to it, if the mood is right;
I offer blood, discretion and no nasty surprises.”

“You are exactly what we want,” I tell her as I
raise the glass to my lips and sip at the wine. “Yes.
You’ll do nicely. Taste it, Lilly.”

Lilly swigs, deliberately unladylike, but I refuse
to let her bait me. The rush from the blood hits her
and her pupils dilate immediately. Her expression
becomes glazed and she throws back the contents
of the glass. She sways on her feet for a moment,
before her eyes refocus, landing on Serena. The
face of the seductress replaces the familiar soft lines
of my beauty as she moves in with feral
determination on the unsuspecting Serena. I block
her, pushing back the pride that threatens to
develop my ego to obscene proportions; I would
love to watch her take this girl how she wants, but
– would Lilly recover from the horror of it?

“We are willing to pay double for a large
quantity of blood. How willing are you?” I ask.

T
he doorman stares with dismay at
Lilly’s long blonde hair and too-
normal make-up, before casting

his disdainful expression in my
direction. He has ‘LOVE’ and ‘HATE.’
tattooed on his knuckles. He tugs at
the cuffs of his shirt, jerks his neck, and
blocks our entrance while letting in a
motley group of black clad, Marilyn
Manson look-alikes – it’s hard to
distinguish male from female. 

“Not Goth, no entry.” He looks awkward and
wrong in his black tuxedo.

“We’re not poor imitations, we’re the real thing,”
Lilly says smilin. The long points of her fangs are so
visible that I gasp with excitement.

“Why didn’t you say so?” The bouncer nods,
stepping back. “First door on the left.”

I realise I’ve been holding my breath as my lungs
begin to ache and I take a shuddering wheeze to
ease the pressure. Lilly grabs my arm as the smell of
salt and iron fills the air and we halt, overcome by
the aroma.

“Blood.” 
“Yes,” I agree.
She surges forward. I hold her arm; make her

walk in a controlled and dignified way. She
stumbles, pulling against me for a while before our
paces match and we walk slower. 

The door ahead opens as though of its own
volition just as we reach it.

“Biter or donor?” asks another bouncer. This
one younger and less rough in appearance, which
seems to suit his stark black outfit, despite his
eyebrow and lip piercing.

“Biter,” I confirm.
“Good, we’ve more donors in tonight.”

“You’re new here.” 
A small, pale girl stands before us. She is

wearing a long Wicca black dress and her hair
shines blue-black in the candlelight. She holds out
an antique silver tray that is covered with glistening
raw razor blades.

“We never re-use or recycle.” Smiling she shows
her fake fangs. “There’s a yellow plastic bin in each

alcove. You ditch them in there when you’ve
finished.”

“Of course.” I return her over-zealous smile as I
reach out and take a blade. 

Lilly takes one, but remains silent. 
“Obviously, it’s a donors’ market. They like you,

they give,” the Wicca girl continues. “I’m a donor. I
swing both ways.” Her eyes sweep us. “I like you –
both.”

My skin prickles as I feel Lilly look at me. 
“That would suit us. My friend is hungrier than

I am. Where?”
“Follow me.” 
Our new donor leads us further into the room

past the Goths who are kissing and more in the
corner of the room. She raises a black curtain to
reveal a door. She quickly dips under it, pushing
open the other entrance and I move to follow. Lilly
grabs my arm as I reach out to the curtain.

“I don’t swing both ways.”
“It’s not sex, it’s food.” 
“Funny, you seem to like fucking yours.” 
“Not anymore.” I shake my head and look

deeply into her green pools of anxiety.
She’s stiff, unmoving. But still I pull her into my

arms. Her lips are ruby in the artificial twilight. I kiss
her softly but she doesn’t react. She is terrified,
though of what I am unsure. 

“Get off,” she replies finally, but there is no fight
in her. 

Her mouth opens, responding despite herself
and I kiss her long and deep until we are both
breathless.

“I promise,” I say, reluctantly pulling back, “no
sex. Just blood. I wouldn’t like it if you were. . .”

She blinks, surprised.
“Why?”
“I don’t know. But I definitely don’t want you

with a male donor. It could so easily turn sexual.”
Her eyes nod her acceptance.
“Okay. Let’s go. I’m famished.”
The curtain rises and our ‘donor’ stares out at us

through watery yellow eyes. 
“Problem?”
I shake my head. 
Behind the curtain is a door leading into a small

room. It is sparse inside with only a three-quarter
four poster bed, a chair and an antique bureau. 

“What’s your name?” Lilly asks as she looks
around the room.

“They call me Serena.”
“I think we need something to get us in the

mood,” I suggest.
Serena smiles knowingly, closing the door

against the black of the outside curtain. She rams
home a well-oiled bolt, that barely squeaks. Then
she moves over to the bureau, opens it and pulls
out a tray holding a decanter filled with a ruby red
liquid and some crystal glasses. She pours slowly. It
sounds like blood dripping from a major artery; I
wonder how long she has cultivated this skill to
achieve just the right amount of trickle. She holds
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“Lilly. For God sake!” 
My head pounds in response to the slowing

thud. I release her. Step back. We are killers. Maybe
this is how it should be. She will have to learn the
hard way, like I did. She will harden her heart to the
death and then she and I will be truly alike. This was
what I wanted, wasn’t it?

But no. I promised her that I would not let her
go too far.

“No. Killing this girl will change you. I don’t
think I want that.”

But I am powerless. All I can do is look on until
the frenzy slows. As I hear Serena’s heart flow still
slower, Lilly looks up at me through the bulk of
blonde waves that drape over the bloody arm like a
silken shroud. Grudgingly she pulls away, throwing
a fleeting glance down at the pale girl. She licks her
lips. 

“I think I went too far,” she sighs.
“Perhaps.” Yes. She did.
She stretches with feline beauty. New muscles

shift under the surface of her bare arms and she
looks at her glowing skin, her eyes widening with
surprise.

“How do you feel?”
As she rises gracefully to her feet, she looks

once more at Serena lying unconscious; her small
chest labouring against the cheese-cloth Wicca
dress. 

“Sexy.” She smiles. “I feel, very, very, sexy.”
Her arms are around my neck before I have

chance to assimilate her words. She kisses me; her
mouth tastes of blood and I pull her to me. 

“Lilly . . .”
I lick nectar from her tongue, lap at the teeth and

gums taking away the last traces of Serena’s
lifeblood. I draw her nearer, her strong body
compresses against mine as she squeezes back. My
heart beat feels as though it will burst my chest.
She’s mine.

Love and passion, not the lust, drives me as I
kiss her willing mouth; but still she holds back.
Pushing me away, she hurries to the door, unbolts
it and lifts the curtain. A gush of air wafts in and I am
left unsatisfied once more. Will she ever surrender
again? From the corner of my eye I see the tiny
ripple of air lift and drop the papers on the bureau
and I catch a glimpse of a photograph as it falls in
apparent slow motion to the floor.

On the tacky purple carpet the picture lands face
up. The same limpid expression in a smaller body;
a male child. I look back at the still body, the glassy
eyes, Serena’s lifeless posture. I reach in my pocket
for my bulging wallet and stuff the
promised money into the bureau,
stepping over the photograph as I walk
towards the door.

“I need to see my parents one last
time,” Lilly says, dropping the curtain
down behind us as we exit.

And now I know; she has changed –
but is it for the best? 

Serena has trouble looking away from Lilly, her
head turns to me but her eyes stay on my lover.

“Gave a lot, once before. . . It was good. He was
. . . like you two. I . . . yes . . . I want that. . .”

“Like us?”
“Yes.”
“A man?”
“More than that . . . the real thing. You’re ‘real’

aren’t you?” Serena sighs; her too thin body leans
into me but she slides against my hip and around
me making herself more accessible to Lilly. Serena’s
nose has been broken in two places and badly fixed.
I wonder who or what did this to her? But it’s
irrelevant. I step back. I have to let Lilly do this. It
will strengthen her, make her more mine. 

The air is tense. Serena’s aura has come alive as
a reaction to the blood lust. Lilly touches her and
the tension soars. The air crackles with unchecked
energy. I fight the urge to intrude again. Serena is
clay in her hands, as Lilly moulds her. 

“No teeth. No evidence.” I whisper holding out
the razor blade but Lilly has hers clutched in her
eager fingers.

The wrist bandage flutters to the floor and Lilly
carefully opens the raw wound beneath, drawing a
thin red line along the vein. Serena sighs, shudders.
Arousal scents the air, drowning out all other smells,
even the blood as it bubbles up and out of her wrist. 

I guide them both to the bed, feeling like a pimp,
as Lilly licks delicately at the wound. Serena
stretches out, her sharp body forms the shape of the
pentagram; her face matches her name. Lilly
crouches over her, and the tender licking becomes
greedier as she clamps her mouth over the gape and
sucks. Perspiration pops up on my brow. I am
painfully stimulated by the whimpering murmurs
that escape the willing victim’s lips. I look away
from them both, wiping my hand over my mouth
but I can’t shake the vision, so I have to look back.

I feel like Victor Frankenstein watching my
creature come alive. Lilly stretches out beside
Serena whose burnt umber skirt rides up to reveal
brown legs. I turn away as the tan flesh begins to
whiten with every gulp of blood. The sleeve of
Serena’s dress pushes further up her arm revealing
still more tiny scars in her powdery flesh. How
many? Over a hundred. I begin to count them to
distract myself from the vision of their bodies
moulding together.

Serena’s throat convulses. I snap alert. Lilly’s
hunger is still too ravenous and Serena’s arm is
bloody pulp.

“Lilly. Stop!” 
I hurry forward roughly pulling at her, but her

strength is shockingly equal to mine. Serena’s limbs
float like feathers in the wind with every tug on
Lilly’s arm. 

“Lilly. You’re killing her. Look,” I say gently.
Lilly is oblivious. Her blood lust is all she sees

and all she can hear is the rapidly decreasing sound
of Serena’s heart beat as the blood loses its fight to
pump and I know how delectable that can be. . .
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Demon Lover

The smokescreen of youth hides a wizened frame;;
Hooked claws, scraping the floor,
Penetrates an aura with a single curl.

You will pay for the service, orgasm guaranteed.
Pain of my length, a sharpened sword,
Disguised as pleasure.

This is how I feed.

Five years of life - given so easily - your 

Female energy - pours from the mouth in

A moist aging rush.

My talons hold fast, feeding, growing,
Phallic vigour becoming my glamour;;
A facade that the lonely see.

I am a demon lover.

I know climax, I know ecstasy. I am the 

Ultimate extreme sport. Giving me your

Passion is selling a piece of your soul.

But I never take too much, am never greedy.
And though it will never be the same again

I will leave some of your life intact;;

Open to me at your peril.

Sam Stone’s novel Gabriele Caccini –The Vampire Gene Book 1 (written as Paigan Stone) has

been shortlisted for BOOK of The YEAR with ForeWord Magazine. She is currently working on
the sequel. Her writing has appeared in six anthologies under the name Samantha Paige. She
also has a degree in English and Writing for Performance and an MA in Creative Writing. 

Art: Martin Deep
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iirrrreeppllaacceeaabbllee fflluuiidd.. TThhee hheeaaddmmaann gguuiiddeedd hhiiss ssoonn iinn
tthhee pprroocceessss,, aanndd tthhee yyoouunngg mmaann rreettrriieevveedd tthhee ggllaanndd
wwhhoollee aanndd ppeerrffeecctt aanndd lliifftteedd iitt hhiigghh ssoo tthhee hhuunntteerrss
ccoouulldd sseeee,, aa jjaaddee ssaacckk qquuiivveerriinngg iinn hhiiss rreedd hhaannddss..
TThhee hhaarrppoooonniissttss bbeellooww cchheeeerreedd aanndd rraaiisseedd tthheeiirr
kknniivveess iinn ssaalluuttee..

TThhee sshhuuttttllee rreettuurrnneedd,, aanndd tthhee ttrriibbee eemmeerrggeedd
eexxcciitteedd aanndd rreeaaddyy ffoorr tthhee ffeeaasstt.. FFoooodd ffoorr mmoonntthhss
lloooommeedd aabboovvee tthheemm oonn tthhee hhaarrdd,, ffeeaattuurreelleessss ppllaaiinn..
TThhee bboovvaaddoonn wwaass tthhee oonnllyy ggeeooggrraapphhyy,, aanndd tthhee oonnllyy
ssuusstteennaannccee,, oonn tthhee ddeeaadd wwoorrlldd tthheeiirr aanncceessttoorrss hhaadd
bbeeccoommee ttrraappppeedd oonn lloonngg aaggoo.. TThheeyy bbeeggaann ttoo bbuuiilldd
ffiirreess uussiinngg ggoobbss ooff ffaatt aanndd hhaaiirr lleefftt ffrroomm tthhee llaasstt ooff
tthheeiirr pprreeyy.. SSoooonn ffoooodd ssmmeellllss ffiilllleedd tthhee aaiirr aanndd tthhee
mmeenn aanndd wwoommeenn ooff tthhee ttrriibbee aattee wwiitthh rreelliisshh..

BBuutt oonnccee tthhee hheeaaddmmaann aanndd hhiiss ssoonn hhaadd
ddeesscceennddeedd ffrroomm tthhee bbeehheemmootthh’’ss ccoorrppssee tthheeyy ddiidd nnoott
yyeett eeaatt,, ffoorr tthheeiirr ffiirrsstt dduuttyy wwaass ttoo tthhee ffuuttuurree..
RReevveerreennttllyy ccaarrrryyiinngg tthhee ggllaanndd tthheeyy mmoovveedd ppaasstt tthhee
ffeeaasstt ttoo aa ffeeww ffiigguurreess hhuuddddlleedd iinn tthhee sshhaaddooww ooff tthhee
sshhuuttttllee.. TThhrreeee ffaatt cchhiillddrreenn mmeewweedd aatt tthheeiirr aapppprrooaacchh,,
aanndd ssttrraaiinneedd aatt tthhee tteetthheerrss tthhaatt ssttaakkeedd tthheemm ttoo tthhee
ggrroouunndd.. TThhee sshhuuttttllee’’ss gghhoosstt iimmiittaatteedd tthheemm iinn
mmoocckkeerryy,, iittss ssppeeaakkeerrss ccrraacckklliinngg wwiitthh aaggee..

CCaarreeffuullllyy tthhee hheeaaddmmaann ffeedd eeaacchh cchhiilldd aa mmeeaassuurree
ooff tthhee pprreecciioouuss fflluuiidd wwhhiillee hhiiss ssoonn llooookkeedd oonn,, uunnttiill
tthhee bboovvaaddoonn ggllaanndd wwaass sshhrriivveelleedd aanndd eemmppttyy..
AAllrreeaaddyy tthhee cchhiillddrreenn wweerree ssttaarrttiinngg ttoo ffllooaatt,, aanndd tthhee
oollddeesstt aanndd llaarrggeesstt ggiigggglleedd aass hhiiss ffeeeett lliifftteedd ffrroomm tthhee
ggrroouunndd,, tthhee ccoorrdd aarroouunndd hhiiss aannkklleess aallll tthhaatt kkeepptt hhiimm
eeaarrtthhbboouunndd.. SSoooonn hhee wwoouulldd bbee rreelleeaasseedd ttoo ffllyy ffrreeee..

TThhee hheeaaddmmaann wwoonnddeerreedd iiddllyy iiff hhiiss eellddeesstt ssoonn,,
wwhheenn llooookkiinngg aatt tthhee bbllooaatteedd bbooyy ffllooaattiinngg bbeeffoorree
tthheemm,, ssttiillll tthhoouugghhtt ooff hhiimm aass aa bbrrootthheerr——oorr iiff tthhee
gglliimmmmeerr iinn hhiiss eeyyeess wwaass mmeerreellyy hhuunnggeerr..

TThhee ttrriibbee hhoouunnddeedd iitt ffoorr wweeeekkss,, eexxppeerrttllyy,,
bbeeggiinnnniinngg wwiitthh tthhee bblleeeeddeerr hhooookkss tthhaatt
ssaappppeedd tthhee ccrreeaattuurree’’ss ssttrreennggtthh aanndd lleefftt aa

ttrraaiill ooff ssppaatttteerreedd ccrriimmssoonn iinn tthhee wwaassttee bbeellooww..
OOnnllyy wwhheenn tthhee bboovvaaddoonn bbeeggaann ttoo ffllyy lloowweerr ddiidd
tthhee ttrriibbee bbrriinngg tthhee sshhuuttttllee cclloossee ttoo iittss mmaassssiivvee
ffoorrmm aanndd ssiinnkk tteetthheerreedd hhaarrppoooonnss iinnttoo iittss ppiinnkk
sskkiinn.. TThhee bboovvaaddoonn ccrriieedd oouutt iinn tthhee vvooiiccee ooff aa
cchhiilldd aatt eeaacchh hhiitt,, aanndd iittss fflleesshh ssqquuiirrmmeedd..

TThhee eeoonnss--oolldd sshhuuttttllee,, aa rreelliicc ooff tthhee FFiirrsstt TTiimmee,,
bbeeggaann iittss aaeerriiaall ddaannccee aarroouunndd tthhee bbeehheemmootthh,, jjeerrkkiinngg
iitt ffiirrsstt tthhiiss wwaayy,, tthheenn tthhaatt,, wwrreenncchhiinngg ooppeenn iittss
wwoouunnddss.. AAss tthhee ccrreeaattuurree sslliippppeedd iinnttoo aa ffaattaall ddiivvee tthhee
hhaarrppoooonniissttss——wwaattcchhiinngg tthhrroouugghh tthhee sshhuuttttllee’’ss ooppeenn
bbaayy ddoooorrss——cchheeeerreedd aanndd rraaiisseedd hhiigghh tthheeiirr ffiissttss,, aanndd
tthhee sshhiipp’’ss gghhoosstt ccaacckklleedd oovveerr tthhee ssppeeaakkeerrss.. 

TThhee bboovvaaddoonn ccrraasshheedd ffaaccee ffiirrsstt aanndd bbrrookkee ooppeenn,,
iittss bblloooodd rruunnnniinngg ffrreeeellyy oonn tthhee ddrryy,, ddeeaadd ggrroouunndd ooff
NNeewwhhoommee.. TThhee sshhuuttttllee sseettttlleedd cclloossee bbyy aanndd
ddiissggoorrggeedd iittss eeaaggeerr ccrreeww bbeeffoorree aaggaaiinn ttaakkiinngg wwiinngg
aanndd vveeeerriinngg ssoouutthh.. IItt wwoouulldd rreettrriieevvee tthhee rreesstt ooff tthhee
ttrriibbee ffrroomm tthhee llaasstt bboovvaaddoonn ccrraasshh ssiittee,, aa vvaasstt ssttaaiinn ooff
bbllaacckkeenneedd bboonnee aanndd rroottttiinngg fflleesshh,, aanndd bbrriinngg tthheemm ttoo
tthhiiss nneeww ooaassiiss ooff rreedd mmeeaatt.. TThhee sskkiinn--ccllaadd
hhaarrppoooonniissttss bbeeggaann ttoo fflleennssee tthhee bbeeaasstt wwiitthh bboonnee
kknniivveess..

TThhee hheeaaddmmaann aanndd hhiiss eellddeesstt ssoonn ddiidd nnoott ttaakkee
ppaarrtt iinn tthhee hhaarrvveesstt,, iinnsstteeaadd tthheeyy cclliimmbbeedd tthhee
ccrreeaattuurree’’ss ffllaannkk wwiitthh hhooookk aanndd lliinnee,, uupp oonnttoo iittss bbaacckk..
TThheeyy mmoovveedd ttoowwaarrdd iittss fflleesshhyy bbuuttttoocckkss,, pprrooddddiinngg
ffoorr iittss ssppiinnee.. IItt wwaass ddeelliiccaattee wwoorrkk,, ffiinnddiinngg tthhee ccoorrrreecctt
vveerrtteebbrraaee aammoonnggsstt tthhee ffuusseedd lleennggtthh ooff bboonnee aanndd
pprryyiinngg tthheemm aappaarrtt ttoo ggeett aatt tthhee ggllaanndd iinnssiiddee.. DDeelliiccaattee
wwoorrkk nnoott ttoo ppuunnccttuurree tthhee ggllaanndd aanndd ssppiillll iittss

Bill Ward is a freelance writer out of
Baltimore, Maryland. He has sold fiction to
Flashing Swords, Every Day Fiction, Darwin’s
Evolutions, Kaleidotrope and the anthologies
The Return of the Sword, The Age of Blood &
Snow, and Desolate Places. To read his
fiction or check out his weekly book reviews
please visit billwardwriter.com.
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