
Snow has been falling all day, which is kind of rare where I live, but as much as I hate the cold, I 

admit there’s something very pleasant about seeing all that white fluff in December. What a perfect 

opportunity to visit a Christmas market - both in real life and in writing! The following short story was 

inspired by the holiday season, but it also features Gray, who is the main character of Gray’s Shadow, the 

next Kings of Hell MC novel, which will be published in the first quarter of 2018. 

 

 
 

 

Red and white used to be the colors of Christmas, and for most people they still were, but this 

December Alexander could only think of them as blood soaking into snow. He picked up the mug of 

coffee and raised it off the table, unsticking it with a tug so firm some of the hot beverage spilled down 

his fingers. He groaned, looking through the window at the multitudes of people swarming the Christmas 

Market. 

The cheerful melody of ‘Jingle Bells’ sounded like mockery, and he couldn’t help but imagine 

that the young woman singing from the stage in the corner of the cafe was slapping him with each 

melodic syllable. She had reindeer antlers attached to a headband and wore an ugly sweater depicting a 

smiling Santa.The two young kids who came here with their parents, jumped in front of the stage as if it 

were already Christmas morning. 

Alexander looked at his watch again. Shouldn’t the cop be here already? Things could go sour at 

any moment, and instead of getting this over with, passing the cops all the evidence and leaving, 

Alexander was stuck drinking coffee that was supposed to be a latte, yet at the first sip turned out to 

contain pumpkin spice syrup. 

His phone buzzed, and Alexander picked it up, expecting to see some dumbass excuse from 

Detective Anderson, but the text message froze him to his seat.  

[Gray will find you.] 

More warmth drizzled down his fingers, and when he peeked at the hand that was holding the 

sickeningly sweet coffee, he knew he shouldn’t have done that. Seeing it tremble wasn’t doing good 



things to his mind, and Alexander quickly put down the mug. His heart rattled, and as the singer’s voice 

went into a prolonged shrill, he was close to losing his balance. 

Detective Anderson was late. And if he couldn’t be here on time, then Alexander couldn’t afford 

to give him the benefit of the doubt. It was high time to get to the airport and disappear. Having given his 

statement against Mr. Magpie already, he was in a vulnerable position, and yet there was no one around to 

protect him from the threat feared by all men who knew that name. 

Gray. 

A man elusive as a shadow, known to have never once missed his mark. Having Gray prepare 

bullets for you meant only one thing. You were fucked. 

Alexander stood up, put on his jacket and threw some money on the table before rushing out of 

the cafe.  

Bright, colorful lights of the Christmas market assaulted him along with the biting cold air as 

soon as he stepped into the night, but there was no time to lose. He needed to get a cab, and fast. 

Every five seconds, he looked over his shoulder, as if that could help him if there was a rifle 

aimed at his head. Under his jacket he was sweating as if it were July, but the chill in the air still ate into 

his cheeks. His whole body was on high alert, and when he spotted someone with similar body 

proportions to Gray’s, he made an instant turn into the closest alleyway. 

There was something about Gray that had Alexander more frightened than he otherwise would be 

of a hitman. Gossip about him moving quicker than a man should, or that he was older than he looked, 

has been around since Alexander joined the organization. 

Alexander had never believed such things, but now, when he was Gray’s target, they surfaced in 

his mind and just wouldn’t sink again. Was it the eerily ageless face surrounded by silvery hair or the way 

Gray’s shadow always seemed to look slightly off?  

Alexander was a tough man, and he’d spent half of his life breathing crime and violence. He 

wasn’t the type to be easily manipulated or believe in urban legends, and yet there had been shudders 

running down his spine whenever Gray was around. Some said they didn’t want to look away from the 

man, because they believed his shadow crawled toward them every time they blinked, but Alexander had 

dismissed that notion, blaming it on silly superstition and Gray’s inhuman prowess at killing. 

Now he wasn’t so sure anymore. Just beyond the colorful Christmas market, darkness prevailed, 

and Alexander reached to the holster hidden underneath his jacket. The cold steel of the handgun was 

heavy in his hand when he pulled it out while walking forward in hope that his eyes would adjust to the 

faint light in the narrow alleyway. He breathed the icy cold air and the smell of rotting trash coming from 

the large containers lined up in a way so disorganized they were blocking his way.  

The galloping rhythm of his own heart drummed in his ears, and even as his eyes got used to 

discerning between the various shades of dark, something at the back of his head told him he was being 

followed. 

Had he been herded into this alleyway? Was this a trap? It seemed that darkness thickened around 

him with every step he took. Tall walls on each side had no windows, but if need be, maybe he could 

climb the fire escape ladders? In this moment, the sharp flanks of the rooftops seemed heavy and 

oppressive, as if they could crumble around him at any moment  

And the damn ‘Jingle Bells’ was still playing, loud and clear, and probably masking any footsteps 

coming Alexander’s way. 

The phone beeped and he grabbed it automatically. 

[Sorry, traffic. I’m on my way.] Anderson. Too fucking late now. 

No one was behind him when Alexander turned again, but slaloming around the trash containers 

made him feel like a rat in a maze. The safety of bright lights and people was almost within reach. All he 

needed was to leave the alley and join the fun. 

He took a deep breath, squeezing his hand on the grip of the gun as he listened for suspicious 

noises. The Christmas song curled around his ears, teasing them almost like physical touch. Something 

told him to look up, and when he did, his body went into a stupor. 



A shadow stood motionless in front of the alley, completely still, like a predator that spotted its 

victim in the dark. A rush of heat to Alexander’s head made him stumble back, and he ran ahead at a 

frantic pace. The firearm felt unsteady in his clammy hand, but when something clattered behind him, 

Alexander spun around and shot blindly.  

There was no sound beyond that of the gun itself, as if the bullets had sunk into a black hole that 

sucked in even the noise they’d made. 

Alexander couldn’t wait any longer. He needed to be around people if he was to be safe. 

He dashed forward, stepping over trash and scaring rats until he found a turn into another 

alleyway, from where he could already see the lights of the market. He now yearned for the sound of 

‘Jingle Bells’. 

But this time he was certain he wasn’t alone. As he ran, he could vividly hear the footsteps of 

another man gaining on him. 

His leg hit something heavy. It threw him off balance, but he managed to keep himself upright 

and ran, ran for his life to the multi-colored lights, to the scent of gingerbread and mulled wine. The 

moment he rushed out of the alley and into the festive world of the market, relief flooded him with such 

force he didn’t notice a large figure in red.  

The Santa grabbed at Alexander’s shoulders in a desperate attempt not to fall as they crashed, but 

in the end they both regained safe footing. Alexander was too overwhelmed to apologize and just ducked 

into the crowd, phone in hand. He hoped Detective Anderson would be here soon, but at least in the 

crowd, with so many cameras--both in shops and people’s phones--Gray wouldn’t dare approach him. 

The thought barely sank into his mind when his gaze locked with a man standing by a black 

sports bike just off the street. His face was strikingly handsome, but it was his hair that drew Alexander’s 

attention. Gray didn’t look more than twenty five, sleek in his black leather jacket, but his long hair, 

pulled back into a ponytail, was gray like a pigeon. 

Alexander backed out so fast he bumped into a child who dropped her pretzel and started crying, 

but Gray made no movement to follow and just watched on with a small smile. 

Swallowing hard, Alexander kept holding his gun under the jacket even as he chose Detective 

Anderson’s number. Flashes of heat trailed up and down his body when he backed away, never taking his 

eyes off Gray. He needed to be prepared for anything, but in the crowd of people at least there was a 

chance for him to be safe. No one in their right mind would kill a man so publicly, especially not someone 

with a record as perfect as Gray’s. Successful assassins were patient and always waited for the right 

moment to strike. It was now in Alexander’s interest to not allow for such a moment. 

Something dark passed through Gray’s face. From afar it almost seemed like a trick of light, but 

as Alexander focused on his pursuer more intensely, the shadow climbing up Gray’s neck became thicker. 

It slid to his cheek, spreading into sections that with each passing second looked more like pitch-black 

fingers.  

The shadowy hand touched Gray’s lips, and the man whispered something, making Alexander 

wonder if there was a sniper somewhere that Gray was talking to through a headset. The black, shadowy 

fingers pulled away from Gray so fast it looked as if the darkness dropped off him like water. 

The cheerful melody of ‘Santa Claus is Coming to Town’ sounded like loud laughter, raising in 

volume as seconds passed, counted by the frantic pulsing in Alexander’s head. He saw movement to his 

left.  

Ready to use the one weapon he had, Alexander looked at the tree next to him. There were cables 

looped around it to power the green and red lights in the naked branches above, nothing that could be 

dangerous. But before he could fully submit to relief that it must have been just someone’s shadow, he 

noticed that the shape on the tree trunk was oddly dark. The shadow raised one of its hands and moved its 

fingers, as if saying goodbye, and Alexander glanced into the crowd again.  

Gray stood close to a group of laughing women, never looking away, as if he didn’t need to blink. 

Slowly, he dropped the raised hand, and in the same moment, something pulled Alexander back. He tried 

to scream, but when he opened his mouth, cold and sticky goo flooded his throat. He didn’t stumble. The 

force that steadily moved him back now seated him on a bench by the tree. 



His lungs ached, but he couldn’t cough. He couldn’t move. His mind screamed in alarm, but 

Alexander was powerless as the goo that tasted of fresh sweat, leather, and blood filled him up and kept 

him still.  

Kept him from breathing. 

The phone he must have dropped earlier started ringing, but there was no strength left in 

Alexander to struggle against the hold of the black shadow that kept him glued to the bench like tar. His 

body became heavy, and with his lungs unable to suck in air, fear was slowly replaced by relief. 

It was all over now. 

With the cheerful melody of a Christmas song to keep him company, Alexander was dying in 

Gray’s shadow. 
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