Heather Fox 

“Help,” screamed a woman’s voice. Tammy looked up from where she was. To her right a man and a woman were huddled under a towering figure holding a bloody broadsword with an S shaped snake in a circle mark above the hilt. The two people faces were of pure fright. The man was frozen in place while the woman was trembling. “Run, Tammy, run.” Tammy wanted to run, but she couldn’t move. The black figure raised his sword. The woman yelled for Tammy to run, again, but she was still frozen in place. The figure let his sword swing. In a splash of blood the two people’s head flow away. The black figure just laughed and started toward Tammy. 

“This way,” yelled someone a small way to the left. 

The dark figure turned its head and mumbled, “To dangerous to take you now, The stupid solders will be here soon, Lord Lurk will get you.” With that the figure bent down and touched her under her left ear. Tammy screamed from the scorching pain of his touch and sat up in her bed. Cold sweat trickling down her. Just as dream, only a dream, she thought. She touched the nearly faded burn mark under her left ear. I got this from a cooking pan, not a mystery figure. The dream was just a imagined thing. There is no truth to the dream. People can not burn with a touch. That would be magic and magic is not aloud. Also there is no person named Lord Lurk. I wish this dream would go away. She had had the dream since she was eight, Of and on. Might as well get up, the sun is almost up. I think. She hopped 
