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Fantastic Pets and Eccentric Owners

Daniel Stephens Horror Past Tense
Jacob Derring didndét want to be there

He stared at the moon through a cracked, wioahed window. It cast a cool, blue glov
over the desk i hhelp,butthirk ofuhdtwld siléntenmoweovheredhs
spaceship crashes into a face painted
all over the room, appeared older and more tattered in the dark light.

6Pl ease excuse t hebehmdlis., 6 sai d a voic

A newspaper caught his attention. Its page was just visible with a tall lamp in the cc
of the room offering the only artificial light. It sat on the desk, open at his one and o
column: Fantastic Pets and Eccentric Owners. Every wegkdrgiewed loners,
weirdos, and pensioners about their pets, while the rest of his time was filled with n
cof fee and taking memos around headqu
the juicy stories, the celebrity gossip, and the fidests to stadium concerts and
Manchester United football games. Being a junior journalist at the Brunstoke Herals
wasnot what he expected.

6Very good read that, very good read

Jacob turned to see t o&tingraathe paperdTerracce me
Cunningham addressed him with a slightly hunched back, hisisirgybe seventy
years of life clearly taking its toll. He wore thin, silv@mmed spectacles that sat neatl
on the end of his nose, a red shirt with theltofion undone, and brown trousers. He t
white hair rather than grey which spread to his beard. He could look like Father
Christmas if that beard was any longer, Jacob thought.

6Do you I|Ii ke old books?6 The ol dcmawa
very far, and tried to push the books into some kind of order.

OErm, 6 Jacob hesi tOhated, Oyes, |l do. T
0You shoultdheyyaldl tthelsle,you the truth

Jacob picked up th n
t

arest onepickeduper
anot her . O0Bewar e ul |

e
h e Mo on. You |

OWerewolves! & He said abruptly.




Terrance moved more books, stacking one on top of another.

6éand please call me, Terrance. 0
The old man moved towards arockmghai r and sl owly | owe
sit down, 6 he said, gesturing towards

The chair had another stack of books on top of it.
6Just put those on the desk,d6 Terranc

Jacob picked up a few of the books, soitnething dropped to the floor. It was the curr
edition of the Brunstoke Herald.

Terrance watched it fall to the groun
seat, uncomfortably.

Jacob viewed the front page of the newspaper. Thdheadle r ead: 0 An
Brutally Slainé, while the picture sh
that story, Jacob thought?

He removed the final books from the chair, picked up the newspaper and placed th
on the desk. Sittingdown he sai d, ©6ééso, unusual p ¢

Terrance chuckled. 6l dondédt have any

Jacob hated wr it thangredmaddifty werd padiierese misofisst t
thought was rel i ef. anOlwastoldfomeet you abgut ourh
Fantastic Pets featureéebd

6Cal | me, Terrance, please. |l must ap
part. Your editor was right, | did tell him I had cats, and that they wrestled when | pi
GardeningWorldn t he tel evi si on. But that wa

Jacob stood up. oOo6Well, if t-berebds not

Terrance waved his hand in the air as
down. The6 He st o generte dehingims siomach and groaning quietly.

OAre you okay?o

as i f

n y
m | had

6Yes, 6 he answered, hes
breat h. 6The reason | t

pointed at Jacob.

i tant |
ol d hi




6You wanted me?d6 Jacob | et the quest.:

60Are you sure | canét get you a drink
ONoé, 6 he waathdtomgqueckédg, hi msel f. o661
OWhy are you here, Mr. Derring?6

60l dow@t foll o

6l dondt mean to be intrusive, 6 haeButsa
itdés a simple a question: why are you
OWell , it was to interview you

0 Ex a-avthlay f or ? Because you want to be
deamsét hat 6s what | did.dé He |l et his
appeared pensive, sad even.

0l 6miemirTTeyrrance, but this isnbét abou
6 0Oh, |l woul dnét say that, Mr . Derring
ONo pet, noi ds.téor vy, | 6m afr a

Terrance | et out a hearty |l augh. 060h,

He reached over another stack of books piled on the floor and picked up a silver lic
Taking a cigar from his top pocket, he lit the tobacco with a few quick breaths, @lov
the smoke to drift carelessly into the air.

6Do you write anything el se, besides

Jacob didnot know whet her to answer a
some film reviews, | like writing short storiés

6Shoorrti esst you say, 6 Terrance interjec:
any good. Sent it to a magazineéoh, w
from Underé?dmeéHill or

0OTerrible Tales from Under the Bridge
Terrance smiled, butt was restrained, as if he knew Jacob would know the answer.

Jacob shrugged and | et out a sarcast.
steal your work and pretend they wrot




OReal | yéo Duyrtorbaconealisirtesestelddtinhe t opi ¢c. O0Yo
myself whenlwasyoud He qui ckly sat wup straiagh
OHow ol d are yoaure WE&ntyétwenty

He didndét give Jacob a chance to answ

0Dreamers, thatdés you anuaslougrdow ol you s it
Tbut not you. I used to be a dreamer
OUse-bettamg the operative words, of <col
Terrance allowed the smoke to slowly driftfrombl mout h. & Dr e ame
afraid of the dark, whatodos under the
if thereds something out there,d he s
moondés | ight st r eaandeeminthemnwoods)or along, kost tave|
from outer space. 6

Hi s eyes surveyed Jacobés face as i f
Terrance appeared easily distracted.
now?2o

Jacob thoughtforaseead . 6 Over ten | thinké&ao
Terrance shook his head in sadness. @

—~+

no nearer getting him. o

O60How do you know itdéds a him?6
6ltdéds always a him, isndét it? Of ¢tapenr
there minds. 0

6What do you mean??d

oOWell, if your editor said: here you
you write?6

6l donét think I follow?5

O0Well , what angle would you go with i
Jacoomused for a moment . He was intrigu
to know his answer. 0The timingseébo
0Go on, 06 Terrance said, a grin beginn




6éthat every murder occurs al most exa

6éandéod

6éand Jheeld paused. 6éthe fact they h
Terrance was now smiling from ear to
ent husiastically. O6And they should be

Jacob was about to ask why, but hedhes tongue, as his eyes followed the tranquil i
to the window, the full moon shining brightly.

Terrance suddenly grabbed his stomach once again, grimacing in pain.

Jacob stood up even though he had no clue how to help the old man.

ONo, po&ayi Bbds

OWhy did you ask me here, 6 Jacob said
6l 611 show you, Mr. Derring, 16l sho
The old man stood up, gingerly. O06We d

Jacob was now b &mwédvni.n gCuinmp antgiéd ntmetalne r’
story | really must go. 0

6 Humour an old man, 6 he said, already
He eventually passed out of sight.

A minute or so went by, nothing.

Jacob couldndét wait any | o hehallway. He entered
the kitchen to find an open door leading down to the basement.

0Are you down there..?06 he call ed.
6 Ah, Mr . Derring, just the man | want
house.

060Do you want me tdqg dompe ndgowrm?z06 oth @ snair
Terrance seemed to ignore the questioao

OReally, 6 Jacob answered, before sayi




6l write under a pen name of course.

6What 6 s t h alevatihg hisaaice dowrsthe istairs. Thee wooden steps were
need of care, white paint torn off. The paint was coming off the walls too.

Jacob moved down the first step. He ran his finger against one of the cracks where
paint was no longer and feldeep valley in the stone where it had been torn away.
Further along three long indentations ran down the wall as if an animal had clawed
paint.

Terrance | aughed again. O6Terrance Wol

Jacob suddenly realised he recognised thaenam 6 Ter r ance Wol f ,
down a couple more steps.

0You heard it before?6
Terrance Wolf had written The Disappe

of Merit. The prize not only awarded the winner £5000 but a book deal andpleetref
their fellow writers.

0Yes, | 6ve heard it befor el Where did
emerging.
6l must apologise, Mr. Derring, but w

O0Where did you g efturthardown the &taird, his foobnudgidgvaa ot
Yashica SLR camera sitting on the step.

There was banging of chains. &6l never
owned it, it was my magazi ne. B uhere was
more metallic movement. O6éso | entere

A A

Circleds competitionébd

6You had no right..! 6 Jacob snapped.
60nly a writer ofohtehédrm&kealfdé tmoidsblhdedad
if he had been hit in the stomach. 06I
O0Forget it, 6 he answered, knowing he

had to say.
OPick up the camer abréathTerrance sai d w

6What ?606




He realised the old man meant the Yashica on the step. He picked it up as another
of pain rang out.

Jacob moved down the last few steps and noticed the paint was not only torn away
the wall, but great rivets had been dug, astif a dog had been trying to hide a bone it
the stone.

6l f your nightmares are real, doesnodt
softly, as Jacob entered the basement to see the old man inside a huge six by six {
cage, chains lockearound his ankles and wrists.

Jacob stopped. He held his breath, unknowingly.

Terrance suddenly let out a guttural scream of pain and fell to his knees. He bowec
head and swall owed, allowing the pain

Jacob looked from theage to the camera as if neither made any sense.
6Take a photo!d Terrance demanded.

Jacob raised the viewfinder to his eye, aimed, and pressed the shutter release butt
flash sent a bolt of light around the room.

60l tds time, Owhet saggl i td etac | yp@aadk, o6t
my affliction. | want you to tell it,
as another wave of pain seemed to env

He let out anotheterrible scream which grew deeper and louder.

O0What éhow €6 Jacob said, panicked. He
ONo, move back, d Terrance s holkeitwls beilgi
amplified around the r ooymu OcPaemeh afposrééy
back what | took from youébéb

Terrance arched his back and let out another exclamation of pain.

6l want to stop hurting peopl eébut th
anguish. o6lt isno6t mledavdyat does iteo
oOWhat is it, whatodos wrong with you..?

Terrance suddenly looked directly at him and roared like an animal in the zoo. His
had changed, they were diie, thin, and their colour had changed, Jacob was sure ¢
that.




Terrance writhed ipain, pulling at the chains that bound him.

Jacob backed further away. His eyes did not leave the cage, but his foot searched
first step.

His arms broke free of the shirt, ripping it to shreds. His slippers flew off his feet, ar
legs seemto break backwards. Brown hair sprouted from the roots of the grey all «
his body. His nose cracked and pushed itself forwards forming a snout. His incisors
dropped down, pointed and sharp.

Jacob had seen enough. As this beast smashed its bulk sigaibslted cage door
wanting his flesh, his instincts told him to run, but something forced him to stay still
watch, to feel afraid, to believe. He raised the camera to his eye and began taking |
one after the other.

He had his story.
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Invisible Pain

Don Quigg Horror PastTense

It's not safe here 23year old Donald heard from the deep recesses within hit
mind as he entered his home. It was after midnight, and very quiet. He locked the
door.

He quickly dismissed the thought as his erratic desire to experience the rusl
of insanity. Yet, just as hastily as it left, the thought's vapors whispered reminders
of gathering realizations he would soon experiencgith a decisive answer.

Is thereany wayback if | go there even for a moment? Can | regain control?
Did the voice of God grace the confines of my mind, possibly the Devil? Am | alrea
crazy?

A slight smirk escaped the right side of his mouth.

If | lose my battle for control, will God release my obsessisat me free?

Then, as it always did, the voice returnedReally, it's not safe hereDonald
knew it would be best to leave it b, let it pass, but he never couldin. How could he
ignore this? The etity that stole his voice knewso much about him. Evenf it was a
trap, which he knew could be a reality; he had to ask the essential questions.

Can | be stronger than what | give myself credit for?

Waiting...
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If I let you overstay your welcome will others begin to notice?

Silence...

Can you make me do stething | do not want to do?

This time, it took the bait. Like what, Donald? Are you afraid you will wake u
in the middle of the night sweating like you are being strangled, stabbing your fathe
over and over in the heart until there is nothing left batshredded crimson mess? Dc
you think you could do such a thing? Is anyone in your family safe?

Donald's left eye twitched. Then a sharp paipequivalent to a blinding bright
white flash, attacked the right side of his brain. For a few moments Donald did ot
feel |l i ke hi msel f. He had to stop wal
aware of his surroundings, yet for some reason, he was filled with a desire to go to
the kitchen and find not only the sharpesknife, but also one that gleamedHe
wanted to stop himself but found it impossible to turn back.

| am not who you think | am

| am who you are. Nothing more, nothing less.

After a long moment Donald slipped grudgingly toward the kitchen. Sweat
commenced as his whole body was overtaken bytesme heat. He felt it radiate
from his skin as if the blood underneath was boiling. He felt as though his body
expanding inside his skin.

Who am | becoming?

Silence...

Donald reached the kitchen and everything in it was disconnected from the

other parts of the house, everything except for the large knife lying on the counter.
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Gleaming magically.

You know you want to hold it, to grasp its power in your fingers.

Who are you?Donald pleaded.

| will set you free.

How will killing my father set me free?

You dready know the answer to that one.

| will not do it.

Kill them all, Donald. They are sound asleep. They will never know it was yc

Another sharp pain followed by swirling fragments of intense light spiraled
through everything he saw. It was lard to concentrate. He knew he wa stuck. He
had trouble breathing. Anything | think, this 'thing' inside my brain will instantly
know. | can't butcher my family in cold blood. Especially Dad. | love them and woul
never harm them. | wouldn't even think of it.

Ah, but you did.

Maybe if | don't think you will disappear. Can | shut off my thoughts? Is that
possible?

You can't stop me. | know what you want. | am you.

Awell, if that's the case..." Done
motion he grabbed the knifeand jabbed it deep into his own stomach.

The pain was so intense he cried out, loudly, jerking the knife free and
dropping it to the kitchen floor. He grabbed his stomach and fell to his knees. He
lowered his head to witness a stream of blood pouring thugh his fingersd forming

a sticky pool underneath him. He stared. His vision blurred and the room started to
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spin. The pain diminished.

Why did you do this to us?

The last thing Donall remembered before waking up threedays later was
hearing a set of barefeet racing down a flight of stairs, and letting out a wide grin

as his head bounced off the kitchen flood.won. Everyone is safe.

w~

0

Wake up Donald. Wake up ... now.

Darkness. Then darkness surrounded by brutal cold.

Donald, I'm still here. You did nbsucceed

Donald ignored the voice. Instead he comforted himself in the fact that his
family was safe.

No one is safe. Not as long as | am here.

Al can take drugs, asshol e. I can

Excuse me?0

5t

ANot hi ng, eyesdpoppea bpgroas he jerked his head to see a

beautiful nurse standing over him.

ADo you know where you are," the r
Silence...
AOf cour se. Il am in the place that

AAl right then. Yo u talaYoeattemptedshicide. Doyou

remember?"
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Donald, realizing he was lying in a hospital bed, let out a quick grin.

Al wasn't trying to kil!/l mysel f. I
from killing my family, ravaging my soul."

Can you compehend how crazy you sound to that nurse?

Stop it! You are the one that is crazy! | will kill you!

Donald watched the nurse twist to quickly exit the room.

"Wait! Let me explain! This isn't my fault! Please ... come back ... please ...
where is my family?"

| would never abandon you. You can guarantee that. | will always be here w
you Donald.

| don't want you here. | want you to leave. | will ask the doctor to give me pil
that will erase you from my mind. | will erase you from existence.

You need tdhink this through Donald. You will not be complete without me.
am here to grant balance to your life. You need me here. We are one.

| don't care anymore. | can thank you for that.

Donald, please, let me state my case.

There is no case to state

0
ADonal d, this bipolar medication v
it easier to see the more positive side of life."
Donald, don't take them! Please, you don't have to do this! We can maintain

together!

15




=]

Are there any side effects?"

=]

Ha! wihgadbesn't? Even though this drugoriginally targeted a
lessening oo n eséxsal desire, an overwhelming illusion of welbeing may cloud
your judgment of what is real and what is not. However, let me assure you that
extreme sideeffects are rare, andthe benefits of Lithium outweigh the negatives."

Donald, there is no easy fix here. Just give us a little more time. Please, I'm
begging you.

AThanks, Doc. We are about to comr

AExcuse me?"

AThere i s a madtwantsmetodohsgs that arenet me.
Lithium will kill the monster, so | am about to commit murder."

The doctor removed his horrrimmed glasses and leaned forward in his seat
He then rubbed his bald head. "Do you actually think that your disorder isseparate
from you?"

Donald rolled his eyes. He knew he sounded crazy to the doctor, but that w:
okay. | thought a psychiatrist would understand?

Donald, this is your last chance to do the right thing. | am real. Do you really
want murder on your conseince?

APl ease doctor, just write the pre

THE END....for now
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Daddyoés Little Girl

Christopher L. Horror (explicit) Past
Knives

There was little light. It was the perfect setting for his dark charade, as he
was the conductor of a gruesome and sadistic ploy. After violently shaking the
family into fractured regiments, the scum of existence landed on his greatest
manipulation. It was the daughter of a middle class family that was playing the
corporate game. A family that lived for making the big impression, a mother that
never stayed home for more than an hour and a dad who might as well remain
nameless. This sacred piece of the family was a savored piece, as she was an
example of how a woman in a youthful age should never be. She loved herself
in way that raped respect, skinning the very meaning of it into a belittled
category of meaningless proportions. People used her as she let herself be
used. She was more of a contaminated piece of filth that somehow bore a soul.
She became one with her disease as it built a feeling of belonging.
Unfortunately, the feeling of being alive only lasted as long as her partner.

It was in her plot to go from pleasure to pleasure that gave the beast his
reasoning, if there ever was any. Her craving for attention and for respect,
created for her, a desire to scum to the bottom of the trough and become a
wasted girl that fucked on camer a. I
upon herself, but it was hard taomsear
Angeles, California. She lived in a small Wyoming town, which was the most
underground place of places to start. She was doing the work of a porn star and
getting paid a hookers wage, if even that. Hundreds of guys would treat her like
an open house and wreck whatever orifice she had. They had full control of her
and could have done her a favor. Being as helpless as she was, her life was
spared for many months and somehow, disease and pregnancy missed her.
With the horde of men that she had endured it was a blessing, but the only one
she had.

She lived at home being the young, sweet, and loving teenager. Mommy
and daddy never noticed her metamorphism. They only saw what they had time
to see, and little concern for it. She would kiss her dad with the same mouth that
sucked on cock, swallowing every fluid as it made the strangers happy. She
would hug her mom with the same arms that were tied up just the night before.
She even used her brush to pretty up the hair that was stuck with cum. During
the day, when school was in session, she would treat the boys all the same, as
they were all equal in her eyes, they were nothing but a simple lay. It gave her
no pleasure as they werendét as exper
Her essence had even been in the lap of a few teachers, who would forever go
nameless.

Her name was Angelina and no matter how bad things got, no matter
how hard dark would bind her, she remained senseless to her damnation. Her
lack of concern would be the seed which would grow into a blossoming
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desperation. Her way of life had provoked trouble before, but nothing like the
monstrosity of evil that came to her door. Her parents might have exposed a
weakness, but her sick mind register
desires. A being that lived with one command, something unknown and alien to
our own sane beliefs, the creature never revealed why, but his composure
spoke volumes. A thin, almost dying existence, which had sweat, slime, and
other alien fluids covering his sickly pale skin. His boney frame was covered
with rags, while broken chains hung from the limbs. It was obvious that he
escaped from something, but it could
creation of someoneb6s psychotic fant

Like an earthquake on a beautiful day, the filthy existence came out from
nowhere and shattered their lives. It was the one day that the family was
together. Angelinadés Father was abou
of lying and cheating when he was grabbed by a set of hands that bore iron
links. It was crazy and a sudden shock to the only one witness, her mother. She
was just smiling at her husband while observing the wonderful clear day outside,
when the Beelzebub forced a curse upon them. She screamed loudly while her
husband was pinned to the wall. With his face pressed against the surface, the
walking scum revealed himself.

The smell triggered a series of d
stomach, forcing her to vomit. Flies revolved around him as he was the center of
di sease, while the creep breathed in
and obviously overpowered, her husband cried in a frantic wave, while
struggling against the frail mands s
wasnowengraved i nto the mandés wet fl esh. |

was understandably cowardly. He was pinned into a position where his fate,
which was once love affair jeopardy, became a horrific nightmare. The filthy
exi stence pressed aacksida Bhe sntelhokfeahamdspisa n
gave the stranger a certain high, which encouraged him to lick the skin. His
mouth open with a wall of drool and parting slime as the tongue emerged from
the ugly abyss. It was rough with bumps, scarred with abuse, layered with
disease infused fluid, and something that would cause Ed Gein to flinch. With
the monstrous instrument, which seemed to move with its own progression, the
creature |icked the husbandés f ace,
She continued to cry as she just stood there watching the horror fulfill his
silent curse. Trapped in a panic and confused by her sanity and self awareness.
She was crippled into a corner and enticed by the scene. However, something
happened, and a glimmer of sanity came back to her. She bolted from the
corner and raced for the phone with the police on her mind. The lord of flies,
with his contagious stench, was too busy with her husband to notice. Her
husband continued to cry while his chances of escape dwindled as those boney
fingers wrapped around his neck. While the crude reality of the scene increased
into a grime ballet, the mother was able to make the call. Her words were barely
of a coherent nature as they were rushed and unprepared. Even if there was a
chance for the words to form a clear understanding, she dropped the phone in
response to the stranger devouring h
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With pain searing from his throbbing tissue, the husband began to push
more desperately. His fingers pounded on the wall, as if it could free him from
the pain. The creature grabbed a hol
without mercy. The bone shattering momentum of the onslaught slamming
placed a crater into the drywall, let alone rendering the hand into a bloody mess.
Even with his hand injured to the point of severing, the man tried to fight. He
screamed for help, which finally cam
with a barstool. The flies flew off of his body as he fell onto his knees. After the
first violent attack, the wife attempted to drive another blow. She built the
momentum and, with the weight to her advantage, slammed another towards
the spine of the being. The barstool slammed into the wood floor, as it missed
the target, placing her into a vulnerable position. The fowl, sinister, and sweaty
creature took his new game and slammed her into the adjacent door, forcing it

off its hinges.
Now it was the wifeds turn to pla
feasting. She couldndét movaelydrivée | it

madness further into the dark that this sickness came from. The filth marked her
with his tongue and then smiled. The mockery was thick and penetrated her
hysterical panic, and there was no release. He made sure of that, his will was
pressed onto her and no one was to save her. Her husband was still
overcoming his tragedy. The long stringy hair draped from the sunken face, as
he positioned himself over her. She still tried to battle alone, but he was not
budging, drooling more and more with a gaping mouth. He drove his teeth into
the flesh of her cheek, tasting the blood. His hands were shredding through her
blouse, revealing the plump breasts. He shifted his attention towards the
luscious pair by sliding his mouth down her neck, piercing her skin with his
sharp teeth.

While she continued to bleed, her body was the target of a grotesque
rape. Her will to fight was sparked into the greatest effort she probably ever had,
but it was not enough. The man licked her nipples and, despite the situation,
they were erect. His teeth teased with great awareness of the sensitivity. He
would switch back and forth, making sure they were both pleased the same. Her
screams were frantic, ear piercing and seemed to only compliment the horrid
that was to lay her. The creature flopped onto the wife, releasing his ensnaring
grasp. The father towered over him holding a baseball bat, completed with blood
splatter. The creature performed a series of sly maneuvers and took advantage
of a certain opening. The husband was placed against the wall as the creature
continued his previous attempts. Blood gushed from his neck and chest as the
monster fed upon the flesh. The struggle was great and the pain was far more
intense than possible imagined, because he was a victim to a raw cannibalism.
The creatureds mouth was actually <c¢h
favorite meal.

Alive and rendered nude by the cr
subject to the greatest pain a man could ever experience, psychological if not
physical, while his wife suffered in her own little world of morbid reality. The
being treated the penis like a sausage with tough skin, tearing the nerves,
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splicing the skin and tissue. He let the husband go, and the collapse was of a
sudden surprise. The cannibalistic savage turned to the woman, the squirming
wife, and attacked her. The force of his desire was greater than before, as if
increased by some sinister urge. He tore through her clothes and then took
great care of her. His teeth bit into her like as if it was an apple, piercing her
breasts and creating an uncontrollable blood pour. Feasting on her like a
starved homeless person on thanksgiving, her breasts were rendered into a
mesh of tissue, meat, and twitching matter.

All this took place in a matter of seconds, while Angelina ran down the
stairs with an MP3 player on full blast. Her appearance was a mistake, one that
was sure to chase her. She only caught a glimpse of the horrific scene, catching
mostly just the blood. But it only took that and the element of the unknown,
blood covered, freak to trigger her instant reaction. She screamed a scream that
was sure to be heard by the neighbors, but that did not bother the intruder, as
he raced towards her door. Closed and locked, the door stood before the
savage and was the burden of a hundred blows. Franticly his fists would crash
into the wood -tearing his own hands- but that did not stop him. Piece by piece
the door came down and he quickly took Angelina into his grasp.

With limited light seeping in from the window, it was the perfect setting for
his dark charade, as he was the conductor of a gruesome and sadistic ploy.
With a new victim to feed his hunger, the psychotic evil posed with an obvious
distraction. He was sniffing her scent, possibly smelling the many men that had
been with her. He seemed enticed by it, as if it was an invitation to do more than
just feed. There were items that caught his attention, the ones that the sweet
teenager used to fulfill personal desires. He marked her with his tongue, but with
a more elaborate wanting. The gross essence meshed into her skin and onto
her lips. It was as if two worlds of opposite filth attracted these two, but this was
one person she would refuse. No matter what she said to him, no matter what
she tried to do, it would only further increase his desire.

He tied her down with the same ropes she used the other night. She still
had the markings rubbed into her skin and he seemed to notice, triggering a
reaction. He was excited and used the emotion to shred what little clothes she
had. Her breasts were bigger than he
Firmly, the ragged specimen of scum treated her breasts with a compassion that
was common with most of her customers. He squeezed them with his bloody,
crusty hands and forced his tongue down her throat. She reacted violently,
biting into the lumped surface, but only to swallow a thick and puss-like
essence. The situation was without hope, but was not that much different from
the gangbangs she had encountered the previous week. She tried to fight but in
a more psychological way, fighting the existence of the filth, hoping that his
desires would free her, as she had no choice.

His skinny, bloody fingers slid into her. She closed her eyes and tried to
ignore it, but the beast slapped her. He slapped her every time she tried to
ignore his presence, ignoring the horrible pleasure that was contaminating her
poor dwindled soul. Her pretty petit face was rendered with bruises, forcing her
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to realize the reality of her condition. Since ignoring the mistake of existence
wasnodot possible, she began to snap a
offensive. She continued to slam him verbally and word after word went by as if
he was suddenly insecure. He stopped his aggressive behavior and left the
room. She screamed for help and began to pull on the rope. The headboard
moved with every attempt but seemed impossible to break. With a wooden
headboard being resilient as stone, she tried like hell to break free, someway,
somehow. The constant thudding was awarded by a sound of an electric drill.

While the drill spun, the scent began to loom closer to her. With limited
sight, she could only fear that someone was approaching her bed. A hand
covered her mouth, while a sharp pinch was felt on her shoulder. With the drill
spinning, digging into her flesh, she let out an awful cry. The sound of the drill
and her screams went together as if they were part of the same vile choir. With
her mouth opened the fingers forced her tongue to stay exposed. Her beautiful
tongue ring was on the verge of being ripped. The drill bit was released before it
hit bone and there was a moment of calm. She could see the drill positioned
near her tongue. She dreaded the impossible thought but it was rendered real to
her, as her tongue was drilled. Blood splashed and painted her mouth a dark
crimson, while the monstrosity examined the shiny tongue ring. He threw it
without regard and freed the youthful teenager from the binding ropes.

Just like those other nights, she was raped of will, but this time obedience
meant life. She cried and bled as she positioned her body to his demand. She
was now on her knees, chocking on blood, with her bare ass exposed. He licked
the flesh, smelling the lower areas in a way that mimicked a dog, but this insane
inhuman person was gorging himself with it. His bloody lips licked the loose and
sloppy folds of her gaping cunt. His feasting of her juices pleased him, but
sickened her. She never felt this much abused and was alarmed by the sound of
the whirling drill. Her eyes widened and thoughts blank. Of all things that the
nightmare could do, she prayed for the speedy arrival of police. She screamed
louder and louder, franticly crying for help. The demented thing took time to
pleasure her with his gorging.

After moving his slimy essence from the spot, he returned with a number
of toys. Dildos that were of twelve inches were his favorite as he shoved them
into her cunt. He gave it a series of thrusts and then released it from the gaping
hole. The wonder of it all only encouraged him to further please his curiosity. He
placed a smaller, six inch, dildo into the wet abyss and watched as he shoved it
further with another large one.

Angelina, even as a whore, never felt so much pain as the answer to his
guestion was becoming known. He had fully stuffed her pussy to the extent it
could go but continued anyway, as his sick, delusional mind, was not satisfied.
Her body went through a painful spasm, and blood began to drip from the
stuffed pink folds. A finger slipped into her asshole with the lubrication of blood
and other fluids. She had gone through this experience before, and her body
responded as if it were used to it. The spilling of other fluids created a lube that
was much more slippery than her sex jelly. Setting aside the intense amount of
pain throbbing from her mouth and ut
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sickness that was contaminating her. But there was something more obvious
and presentedtoheraclosi ng death. She coul dnodt
go by the sound.

The drill bit spun rapidly, but then stopped as her master was adjusting
something. He gave her a tease of what was in store for her. It was a wooden
broom handle with nails. Fromthesounds he was maki ng,
replacing a drill bit. She tried to calm herself, while she remained positioned like
a punished dog. The air drifted through her exposed parts and then there was
pressure pressing against her wet asshole. There was not a count of seconds.
There was not a voice of reason as to why. There was only the sick truth that
this soulless being was to wreck havoc until death was met. The drill spun and
the pressure changed to a constant rubbing, irritating the skin with its
momentum, forcing its self into her ass. The wood flaked into splinters as it
pushed into past the wet exterior walls. The nails followed the burning presence.

The rusted iron shredded into her fair skinned, youthful ass, it was like a
meat grinder entering through the sphincter. Her cries were tearing her dying
throat, but were forced to sound muffled by the severed tongue. Despite the
sound of her cries, she continued to scream throughout the painful experience.
Blood was splashing on the walls as the drill spun, shredding into an area of her
bowel. A mess of shit stained the darkened sheets. Her body collapsed to the
pain and he released. The conductor of this nightmare wanted it to prolong the
inevitable ending.

A glare of light ran across her eyes. The sound of heavy footsteps flood
the hallway, but she was too weak to realize. She had passed out from the pain,
and was slowly dying from the blood loss, as her body was practically bleeding
out. The cops tried to take the man in custody and do what the law demanded,
but one of the recruits felt justified by his action. The situation and the nature of
the crime resonated with all of the officers and when one reacted, they all
supported. He fired a clean shot, wh
suspectdidn 6t move anymore than a few t wi
medically speaking, dead. Though he had the appearance of something
daemonic, the being simply passed away to never exploit any fear.

Angelina did not die. She was rushed to the hospital and quickly treated
in surgery. She now lives a life of misery as the pain lingers. She is currently
l'iving at Sanityo6s Peak, a psychiatr
lived a life of being used and a subject for a gross kind of abuse. It was ironic for
her, and unfortunate for her family, that the event took place, but life has a
tendency to allow karma to reign true. The police have yet to figure out the
puzzle that the corpse left behind. His finger prints and dental records are too
faulty to bring a clear match. The local police tried as hard as they could, but
were forced to invite help, as they were too small for such a task. They brought
in a CSl investigation team from outside, but they too came up empty handed.
Eventually, after a growing doubt and lurking news reporters, it was decided to
abandon the case. The oddity of the vague search is that it would be almost
impossible for a citizen, much less a person, to be free from identification. It is
as if he was held in captivity for years and then suddenly released.

22




Robert T. Knight Horror Past/Present

Asterius

| have lived within these dank walls for the better part of a decade.

Each day | scratch a mark in the stone confines of my prison with a
sharpened bone. The instrument fracturs and breaks as | put my strength behind
it, sometimes crumbling into white powder before | can properly finish. Oh well,
there are other bones to be found. One hundred and twelve bodies, to be exact,
stacked like cordwood in one of the many cavernous les.

My stomach is constantly rumbling, the cursed thing keeping me awake at

night. It seems as if it might eat its way from me, devouring my insides to escape.
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During these times | curl into a ball, squeezing my eyes shut to drive away the pair
Hunger is all-devouring. It forces you to do things you would not normally do. The
occasional ilifated rat or bird greets me with curiosity brimming in its eyes, and
then my pangs are sated for a short while. The squawks and squeaks used to hau
me.

As did the screams.

Those that watch me from above call me a monster. They hurl refuse and
stones upon me when | scurry into view. | pretend | do not understand what they
scream at me, but | was not always resigned to this fate. | had a mother who taugt
me how to speak, her small mouth forming the words, turning quickly to a smile
when | managed to grunt out the appropriate mimicry. My father knewnothing of
me until | was older; mother rushing me from the room when she heard his imperia
tread on the marble. | remember well his horrified expression when my mother
finally revealed me, hisson, and her hopeful gaze as she forced me to perform ever
act of intelligence she had taught me. dannotrecall my exact age-perhaps just
barely brushing my twenties-but he hurled me away from civilization with a rage
that only Zeus could match against Prometheus.

We all know how that turned out.

Again, the shifting growls. | clutch my bare stomach with my twisted hands.

Soon after my imprisonment, but long afterthe first shafts of hunger riddled
my frame, a small group of young men and women were ushered into my new horr
| recall vividly their wailing at the wrought gates, how their fleshy hands beat

against the metal door. | had reacted similarly upon my arwval, resulting in painful
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bruises along the sides of my hands and tops of my knuckles. They, too, were loct
inside. The enemy of my enemy, perhaps? My heart leapt, for now | would not be
alone. | wondered idly what crimes they had committed, for thewere all beautiful.

Not like me. My mother had never allowed me to look in a mirror when |
was young. This place changed that. After one night of torrential ramin which |
nearly drowned-l f ound a puddle the next mor
burning rays sitting serenely in the open air of my stony parlor. A simple glance
caused me to recoil in disgust, and my shaking hands traced the contours of my w
snout, reaching higher to the twin, curved spires jutting from my skull.

It was no wonderthose first visitors reacted in terror when they saw me,
shrieking into the darkness. Each new group, every year to the day, stumbled awa
with revulsion written in their eyes. | approached with friendship, using our native
tongue; this was difficult, gven my flat teeth and large tongue. | attempted to block
their paths with my body, to explain what | wanted. | was no enemy of theirs, for |
had been unjustly imprisoned as well. A simple laugh, a shared teathat was all |
wanted.

| killed the fir st group of young men in seldefense. Ignoring my pleas, they
turned on me with their fists and rocks, dashing my hopes, splashing my red sorrov
upon the walls. The women ran into the darkness, yet | could hear their frenzied
breaths echo through the spawling reaches. | remember sitting with those
shattered corpses, the crowds above screaming vulgarities and cheering at the
bloodshed. The ruby streams wound around me, cold eyes glaring into mine.

And | was sohungry.
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They lasted me nearly two weeksl dragged their bodies out of sight so the
onlookers could not see me as | had my fill. The first taste was halting, revolting,
and left me shaking with selfloathing. The guilt erupted within me and onto the
floor several times, but | needed to survig. They were the ones who attackethe. |
repeated these words like a mantra each time | fed, as if the knowledge could have
excused my actions.

Then that food was gone, and | knew the young women were still hiding.

They did not attack me. | stalkedthrough the winding passages of despair,
hoping to find them dead. | was lucky for the first few, the thinner ones having
succumbed to dehydration and hunger long before my bovine visage ever graced
them. The others Ihad to kill.

| shall never forget the first. Her eyes screaming at me, her mouth clamped
shut despite the sheer horror she must have felt. Her entire body quivered in fear i
| grasped her in my giant hands. Helios himself could not have stretched that
moment longer. She was so beautifu

Yet there we were, both of us trapped in the clutches of the monsters above
| was happy that they did not see her die. They saw me as | rushed from that secrt
place, however. How | wailed after that death, beating the ground until my fists
were raw and bloody. My tears drowned the dust beneath me and | wished that |
could scale those tall walls, to slay every one of them above. The watchers laughe

| never did eat her. | buried her in a special place within my home. Each
year for the past nire years, right before the annual sacrifice is made, | visit her. 1

can still see her raven hair, her emerald eyes. Sometimes they taunt me in my sle:
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perhaps a harpy sent from Hades to remind me of my foul deeds. Sometimes they
comfort me, keep me corpany. During these times | sleep next to her pile of rocks,
hugging the blocky headstone | used to mark her.

Today another group will visit me. The men will die first. | really have no
gualms about killing them now. Each group always resorts to attackg me, no
matter what devices | use to express my thoughts, my desired friendship. | have
even forgone language, only speaking in grunts and moans. If the spectators want
monster, | will be one.

My fate. | know | will never leave this prison. My faher visited once, but his
twisted gaze conveyed to me all that | needed to know. There was no escape, eve
for the innocently guilty. | am in the prime of my life, yet | feel old and tired.
Hunger is my constant companion and walks with me everywheredo, whispering
decaying words of banquets and feasts. | am used to the halls, the sudden turns a
drops. The sunny season beats upon my back, and the snows blanket the fur atop
my head. The days have stretched into one long, undying existence.

What is this?

| bend over, picking up the white with my gnarled fingers. | know from the
shouts above that the prisoners have been locked inside with me. Ignoring this, |
pull at the material.

Thread.

| follow it, turning away from the entrance where | would have gathered my
first meal. Unlike the previous years, | do not hear the struggling flight of many fee

from the gate. Over time, they grew
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door. No longer did they waste time pleading with the armored meautside,
flooding the metal door with their wasted tears. A quick sprint into the darkness
would allow them their trivial weapons, their choice of passage into the underworld

Yet someone is not with them, for | hear a stealthy tread, a breath held in
check.

As | round the corner | see him. He is as tall as I, muscles lean, stance
balanced. In one hand he holds a ball of twine. In the other, he has somehow foui
a club. What it is made of, | cannot tell. He has paused, looking at the various way
open to him, perhaps wondering where the exit lies. | know it is difficult to see
through the darkness, for | groped through my first years painfully.

Then | hear him speak. Itis not an exit he seeks, but me.

| hurry around the corner, listening to the shrieking cries above telling him
where | am at. | lope down the corridor, thoughts racing through my head Has he

come to slay me? Did someone send him to do so? Or is he just a-foaidy, head-

strong boy intent on proving himself? So entrapped within these, | do not realize |

have come to her grave.
| fall to my knees. Her eyes are gazing at me again, almost welcoming me
somewhere.

Oraios. Where will you take me, beautiful one?

| know he is coming from the echoing cheers rejoicing from the wWis. | hear
his tread behind me. In one fell swoop | could turn, smash in his skull with my bare
hands. His companions would shortly follow, keeping me satiated for a month or s

My life instinct screams at me to turn.
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Kill him, you fool!

| place ahand upon her marker, tears welling in my eyes.

Protect yourself!

| shake my head violently. He is nearly upon me. My heart hammers within
my chest, as if to leap onto the floor and scurry away from the danger. | fixate my
mi nd on Or ai greed srbseamense. Sootheene.

| wonder if it will hu T

THE END

Ty Johnston Horror Present
Killing Just For Fun
Nebraska flatlands

June 1990
A silver crucifix hangs from Ji mmy
doors of Bud o0 s firddoffins shdtgun. She gcateenng pellets catch ar
old man in the face, slamming his bod
ASpree killer! Spree killer!o Ji mn
He gets off another shot and the blast exptles a glass coffee pot in a
waitressd hands before cutting her in

AYeehaw! 06 Ji mmy Bob spins on his b

There is only one other person, a man in a black coat. He sits in a booth to
the right of the entrance, a paper cup bcoffee steaming in his hands.

Ji mmy Bob raises the shotgun to hi

He fires, the shot flipping the paper cup into the air and pounding the victim
back against the boothdéds seat.

The killer grins as he glances around at the deathral destruction he has
caused. AThree in one spot!o he yells

AExcuse me, 0 a voice says, fdbut I

Jimmy Bob turns.

The man in the booth is sitting up. His long coat and shirt are torn, but he
shows no sigs of being wounded.

AWhat the hell 20 Ji mmy Bob says.

The man in black slides out of the booth, standing mere yards from his
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shooter.

Ji mmy Bob backs up a step, raising
where the hell you are, mister!o
Thestrangergr i ns. Al have been waiting
Ji mmy Bobdés head tilts to one side
Al knew you would be here, 0 the ma

up such an opportunity, a nearly empty shop on a nearlyrepty highway in the
mi ddl e of the night. o
The man limps forward a step.

AStay there! o Jimmy Bobds grip tig
Alt 1 s time for your penance, Mr .
AHow do you know who | am?

The stranger s grin gr owswspaper across thé
country, 0 he says, fiand on all the ne
nearly two dozen murders. The FBI has

The man takes another step.

ADammit, | said st anthegurforwatd!asif Ji mn
meaning to stab with the warm barrel.

A have been following your progre

strangersays A You have been a very bad man

AYou a cop?o0

Al serve no earthly power. o

AJusd twhhe hell are you, then?o

A have gone by many names, 0 the o
wi | | not be repeating it, you may kno

ANever heard of him.o

AApparently you do not read your E

ATrue enough. 0 hégumaggpn, BhockingfSimondack t
against the booth. ANow how about you

Al dondt think so.0 Simon shoves a
further.

Ji mmy Bobbés jaw drops as he tligswaleoves
flashing on the cross at his neck.

Simonés eyes | ock on the crucifix
Ji mmy Bob jerks the gun at the man
Simon points at the killer. fAYou w
AWhat the haeapbl about Pal k

AEnough, 0 Simon says. AThere shal/l
The mage snaps his fingers and bl o

ice pick had been plunged into his flesh.
The killerbés eyes go wide as rédenlsst

shirt.
Simon snaps his fingers once more.
Anot her fount of red bl ossoms fron
Fingers snap again, and again and again.
Within seconds Jimmy Bob Haskins looks as if a hundred needles have bee
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stabbed into him, tiny streams ofred shooting forth from all over his body. The
shotgun, slick in his hands from the blood, slips away and crashes to the floor.

Jimmy Bob drops to his knees, his shaking hands gripped in front of him as
if he is in prayer. His eyes wide and red, he staregp at the person who has done
this to him.

AEnj oy your stay in hell, 0 Simon s
Ji mmy Bobdés head snaps to one side
his own gore.

Simon Magus leans forward, grabbing the crucifix betweetnis fingers. He
tugs, snapping the flimsy chain holding the cross.

When he stands tall again, Simon holds the cross out before him. He stares
with disgust at the tiny silver Jesus
do you allow these things?o

There is no answer.

Alt has been two thousand years, 0
tried to do your bidding, but not one

The little Jesus remains silent.

Simon drops the cross, the cheap piece of jewelry splatteringinJmy B o
blood.

ANO more, 0 Simon says. ANO more. O

Wit hout a glance to the dead, the
Sip. Minutes later he is back on the highway in his black Lincoln Continental.

Brief info on Writer
Kody Boye Horror Past

Duppy

The little kids liked Halloween because they could get candy, while the
teenagers enjoyed it because of one or more things. They could get the hell scarec
out of them by going to a hauntechouse;toilet-p aper i ng or eggir
Margeri edéos hooakeng i n the Hfathdssmnoetnthe f
mood for a scare and the most ultimate fuck of their lifein a graveyard. But there
were some teenagers who liked to take it to the extreme, and when those few mea
extreme they meant exteme.

Just | ike I saiah Cranberry, who ha

friends Theydd come to t he -dikedneofehmguise
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-a good ol ed fuck behind the safety of
Theyod al so c¢ ome whiah was ahy ¢saidh bad beere a s o
brought along. Normally he woul diplayers b
that his best buddy Mark was friends with, but Mark had made him tag along.
Isaiah was one of the rebel seventegiear-olds that could be foundin small
old towns that border-lined big states like California or New York. Isaiah had a
mane of maroorrcolored hair that went down to his shoulders and sideburns the
same color The short stripe of hair that was supposed to be a thin soul patch was
alsothe same color because of the constant nagging of hisfathérs t r ai g h't
turned gay, 6 after hi stokeepthib leir thersante cotoh e
Isaiah had been brought along because he knew all of the old gothic and-olc
world legendsthatwe nt around. Theypcweténigede asd
buddies called it. They were grave sc
Didada--as everyone else had called Tristhad been known for being the
biggest dumb blonde in the world. In life, she cod have been compared to the

dumb blondes that played on TV sitcoms, and that was exactly what killed her. Poc

Didada hadndét | istened to Mr. York in
from a chemical reacti on. Helyandday of
wonderfully deliciousd chemicals had

Shedd been buried in this cemetery

had given her daughter the best while depleting their own bank account in the
process of all of t hevenmpaysohachpadstonegso shé lhad

an unmarked grave.
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| saiah, 0o Mark said from behind hi

=]

AWhereds the grave?o

I donot know, 0 | saiah said as he

=]

soul patch i motumadudltr.e,fAllt &noa it . o

AWould you two knock it off and he

The two who had been fucking behind the gravestone stopped grunting and
moaning in pleasure after Mark had yelled at them. The guy raised his head up for
a short moment beforehe stood, pulling his underwear up his legs before pulling up
his jeans and buckling them as well.

AwWel |, whrendvei yong ffor, Mar k? | sn¢c
Didadads grave for us?o0

AYeah, | wanna see her yes oiutl forfi
she rose and shifted her skirt up her
around! o

Isaiah rolled his eyes at the stupid recheaded girl as he walked over to the
unmarked grave, seeing the patch of dead, squashed and broken vislen it.

AiYou i1 diots, you were fucking on h
move with an unwavering stare.

AQopsie, 0 the redheaded girl said.

Isaiah shook his head and bent down, brushing the violet petalsfdhe grave.

He | ooked at the girl déds grave for a n
unt il he wasndét anywhere near it.
AAlI'l right, o I saiah said as he bru
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AWebdbve all got to say her name over a

AAres ysaure you donodt need to spildl
friends cocked off. ASure you dono6t h
AFuck off, Jerry, o0 Mark said as he
his boot. @dADo wh a tofyow idea tolsoms @uihsre and do thiw a

anyway. o0

Isaiah nodded and began the ritual. He whispered her name under his breat
at first until he heard the others join in. When the others joined in, Isaiah gradually
began to raise his voice until the otherdid, and then he would raise it again with
their pitch.

They all started chanting her name so loud thatfor a second-Isaiah feared
that they would get caught. Their chants were like that of a satanic cult worshipping
the devil in his prime state by saxficing animals and their own blood.

After about five minutes, Jerry--who had mouthed off-stopped the chant.

AFuck this, o0 Jerry said as he turn
ACome on, doll, wedre blowing this fu

The other guyswhowereMar k6s fri ends gave a s
Jerry.

ASee you | ater, faggot, o Jerry sai
your rituals. o

Isaiah shook his head and slumped down on the ground, letting a hand rest
on his forehead before he felt Mark ase down into the grass beside him.

NFuck them, 0o Mark said as he reach
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Isaiah shrugged and took the cigarette that his frienaffered; holding it out
so Mark could light the cigarette.
Al dondt car eofwhmd, d hleyaitdah nkai d a
rubbing at one of his sideburns. nYou

Mark shook his head and took another drag.

ASo what i f my hairds a different
siddburns and a soul patch? Do you thin
dondét have a beard while | do? No, I
|l |l ook, Mark. |l dondét give a fuck wha

Mark gave a small laughandwa pped an ar m around

letting his free hand hold the cigarette in place while he took another drag.

Al dondt think youdd give a fuck a
Mar k | aughed. AYou do give a fuck abo
A6Course | give a fuck about vyou,

The two of them laughed for a moment before Mark looked down at his

digital watch.

AShit, 1itbés eleven already. o

Al should be getting home, 0 | sai alh
dondét care. He and his new guy are pr

AYoudbre not upset about your dad b
my dad had just broken up with my mon
upset. o

fDoesndédimebot hemi ah said with a shi
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his heel . fBesi des, it di stracts him

my breathdos smelled in the past three
Mark muttered a small, O0YeahlsaiaH ge
climbed into the passenger seat of hi

cemetery with the lights off until they went down the old back road, the one that wa
so old that it still didndot have adash
they left the cemetery, but he ignored it while fumbling for the radio, soon finding a

channel with a low gothic metal sound.

ot

Sorry about the guys, o0 Mark said

| didndét think theydd be assholes. o

ADomw@d@tr ry about it, o | saiah said act
care. o

Awell, I 6m going to rip all of the
not to say anything to you, | sai ah. I

kingdom come if they smarted off about your hair or saying any kind of word like
6faggot . 60

Afilt doesndét bother me. You as well
shrugged and rolled down the window, taking a deep breath of the clean night air.
ABesi des, emaveeynomeewi th a guy?o

ANo, 1t wouldndét bother me i f you
saw you date was that one girl é What

Al't doesndt matter anyway, 0 | saiah

NnThanks forethb®arkde hom
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ANo problem. Wait a second. o0 Mark
pull ed out a piece of gum. fAChew on t

Isaiah nodded and waved Mark a final goodbye before he drove back down
the street and to hisown house. Isaiah took the piece of gum out of its wrapping an:
popped it into his mouth before walking up the path.

The light was still on in the living room, so his dad was still up.

Isaiah shook his head and knocked on the door for a short moment logé
hearing somebody rise and come to the door.

Al sai ah, where the hell were you?o
the doorframe, restricting him from c
answer, son. You made me worry about your safetyfar hos e t wo hou
Al was just out with Mark, Dad; al

ALet my smell your breath, boy. N o

Isaiah turned his head for a brief moment to spit his gum out into the grass
and let his father grab his chin.

AYou were smoking. o

Isaiah gave a small nod and sighed before his father let go of his chin.

AYoudbre grounded for two weeks, |Is
smelling |ike smoke. The next time yo

Isaiah nodded and waited until his father took hishand off of the doorframe
until he passed, giving a small sigh
had watched the whole thing, but his

| sai ah fel't his fathero6s hand on h
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Al sai ah, o0 gli & of @telder tol d him. #Alt
Remember, youdre grounded; I 61 | hear

Isaiah gave a small nod and turned to hug his father for a short moment
before he walked up the stairs and into his attic bedroonte felt like shit and just
wanted to go to bed. He had just disappointed his father again and it hurt him so
much when he did that. He knew his da
help if he was smoking.

He crawled into bed and pulled the coversip so they rested below his
nipples, placing his hands behind his head and staring up at the ceiling.

It was a stupid ideahe thought as he stared up at the ceiling, shaking his
head as he closed his eyeSo much for telling Mark to bring along some diis friends
for a scare.

All Jerry got was a good fuck and a nice hit to his ego.

That was the | ast time | saiah invi
Mark had been against the idea, but he had pressed him into it.

Isaiah shook his head and rdéd over onto his stomach, placing his hands
under the pillow and sighing.

He fell asleep shortly after, but little did he know that miles away in the old

graveyard, something shifted and began to tear at the grave it was in.

Isaiah woke to the phone mging. He turned over and pulled the phone from
the cradle, placing it to his ear.

AHel | 0?0
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Al saiah, 1itéds me, o0 Mark said. fASor
Al t ost BievEewn, |l should be getting u
sleep from his ges.

ASo, whatodd your dad think of you

AHe smelled the smoke on my breath

AShit, |l 6m sorry man. O

Ailtodéds not your fault, Mark. |1 06d be
comesupherand sees that |1 06m on the phone

AAl'l right, 106l see you around, |

AAl'l right, bye. o

Isaiah put the phone back in its place and crawled out of bed, lifting his arm:
and arching his back so he could stretch his entire body at the sartime. He
grabbed some clothes before he walked down the stairs and into the bathroom.

The dark circles under his eyes were the first thing that greeted him.

Must 6 ve be e rhethoughtasheg closeddghb door, stripping out of
his underwear.Youl ook | i ke you didnoét sl eep a

He wasnoét sure i f he had slept all
usual, but he had come in late last night, so maybe that was the reason.

He shook his head and turned the hot water on before the door toeh
bathroom opened behind him.

ASorry, 0o Richard said from behind
the shower . o

inltos fine. o
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Isaiah crawled into the shower and closed the curtain.

Als Dad up?06 | saiah asked.
AScott? Hell n o, gyobheawaldfa anbtleer té/cshounsp t
son.Heandiwer e up a | ittle | ate |l ast nigh

| sai ah didnoét have to wait for Ric
together He guided his hands to his head and ran his fingers through his hatrying
to get the grease out of it while trying to ignore the fact that he was grounded and
would be as bored as hell for the week he had off for Halloween vacation.

Great, the only town in the whol e
grounded duriry it.

Hedd get over it eventwually, but h
his father got up and started making him do all the chores around the house They
usually split the chores, but when he was grounded he did all of them.

He turned the water off and got out of the shower just as Richard closed the
bathroom door. He grabbed a towel and wiped himself off before dressing and
walking out of the bathroom, where he walked into the kitchen and started on the
dishes.

He got an approving nod from Rchard.

AThat 6s good that youodre starting
harping on you to do the dishes. 0

AYeah, | gQguesséo

The doorbell distracted him.

Al ol l get it,o0o |Isaiah said, drying
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Mark stood at the doorway, jogging in place. On the weekends and during
the summer, Mark always came over as he was dressed now: in an undershirt that
had sweat stains running down from his armpits and shorts, showing his muscular,
hairy legs. AWi I | your duandnilnegt wiotuh gnoe ?ro
wiping a hand across his sweaty hairline.

i | donot know, | et me ask. o

Isaiah turned and walked over to where Richard was standing.

ot

Do you care if | go?bo
Al sai ah, your father woul dnot owmlyift
you were hanging out with your friend

grounded? No electronics, no going an

3t

| know, but come on, 1tdés only fo
ask you for anything?o

The man $ook his head and scratched at the stubble on his chin.
Al dondt care 1 f you go, just be ©b
l ong. 0O

Isaiah nodded and gave Richard a small smile before he bent down to grab

his sandals, pushing his feet into therand strapping them in before he walked out

with Mark.
ASorry, I hate to get on your dad?é
your mind off of what happened | ast n
AThanks, 0 | saiah said as he and Ma
Al appreciate it, Mark.o
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At this hour of the morning, everybody was still asleep, and being the small
town that it was, there wasnodét any ca
small towns that youdd see i n ratenab-heree
it was wood-with the same kind of atmosphere and the same kind of people. He ar
Mark liked jogging early in the morning like this because it was cool, and with
wi nter soon coming up, It was a ggod
before the two of them were confined to the gym and running on treadmills for
three months when it started snowing.

Al &m sorry about what Jerry said, o
really am, | saiah.o

ADond6t worry about faultthatybuafriekhd has atmouh
as big as his sex drive. o

Mark laughed.

AHe6s such a horny ass, and his gi
They didndét care that we were five fe
something to hide beh nd . 0

They both laughed for a good while before Isaiah looked around, seeing tha

they were leaving his neighborhood.

AMar k, where are we going?o0

AWedbre jogging, remember? This 1is

ANo it isndt; | O6ve leén jogging wi
Mar k sighed and grabbed | saiahos a

further.
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Al sai ah, Il Il ost my wallet at the <c
sweat from his forehead. Al | ost my f

t herel! o

AAl right all right, calm down, 0 |
Sshoul der. #Al 6l1 go down to the cemete
from here i f we cut through the field

AThank god youdbre my best friend,
Isaiah smiled beforethey jogged out of the neighborhood. A large field
blanketed this side of the town, a grass field where an old man let his horses run fr

during the weekdays.
ALooks | i ke webre going over the f
ACome on, | saiah!o

Isaiah climbed over the fence and jumped down to where Mark was. He

gri maced as he | ooked over at the ol d
ADo you think hedll see us?0o0
ANoO, | donodot think he will. Come o

The two of them jogged across the field, stayingear the far side in case
somebody was watching. The ol d man wo
strolled by in their car and saw two men jogging across the field, they were bound 1
get suspicious.

They were halfway across the field when they spped.

5t

You all right, | sai ah?0o

AYeah, | forgot my inhaler though,

43




against a tree. ASorry, Il 6m such a fu
ANo youdre not. |1 toés not your faul
justwaithereunti you get your breath back. 0o

Isaiah nodded and lifted his fist to cough into it, leaning his head back after

he got over his short fit and took slow, deep breaths.

AAre you sure youore ok, | sai ah?b9
Al 611 | ive, Mark; youbdveorsee.eon me W
AYeah, I know, I still get nervous
and if you couldndét breathe, | donot
t own. I dondt have my phone either, s

comhgaut to get you. o

Isaiah nodded and continued to take short, deep breaths. Mark was right,
but he knew that he would get over th
breathing; he just needed to let himself relax and get his breathing.

This shat delay would get him grounded for another month, he knew that.

Isaiah pushed away from the tree and was about to reach back before he fe
Mark place a hand on his back.

AAre you sure youore al/l right? We
ANo, | etds keep going, 0 | eseyoar alled.a i
Somebody will have a hay day with all

Mark laughed and the two of them started across the field, but at a much

slower pace this time. Isaiahwassure hat hi s friend di dn¢
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into the state he had just been in. He hated it when his asthma intervened with his

normal life, but he always got around it.

=]

Sorry, o0 Mark said out of the bl ue

AFor what? You didndot do anything.

=]

| mawdej ygp across this field thoug

you had an asthma attack. o

ANo i1t isnot, Mar k. Quit Dblaming vy
fault because | have asthma and now vy
it? Big deal! Letbdés just forget about

worry about. o

Mar k give a small nod, but 1| saiah
seriously. His friend took him more seriously than anybody else at schoaid--hell,
Mark was his only friend at high school-but sometimes Mark could be stubborn as
hell.

Isaiah loved Mark for it though.

AThereds the side entrance that we
they neared the end dgrobdblylee sdimeveherelarourd T h
there or by Didadads grave. o

Isaiah nodded, all the while trying to suppress a shudder. What they had
done last night was something that should never have been done. Even if it had be
just a ofun | ok e G thathadbntesgong to theireschool, ibwa® n
still wrong. Hedd been | ured i nt onagicof

the old world. He had gone for the fun of it, but as he thought back on it, he knew it
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was wrong.
A shudder did go through him.
AYou all right?06 Mark asked.
AYeah, 0 | saiah said. Al &dm fine. o

The two of them climbed over the wooden fence and walked through the sid

entrance, scanning the ground for Mar
ADo you know where you | ost it?0o0
ANoO. I f |1 knew otmeato,utl hveawl ddv eny s |
ASorry, | didndédt meané There it 1is

Mark ran to where Isaiah pointed and picked up his wallet, fumbling

through it.
AGood, my | icense and cash is stil
AAIl right, |l etbs go, 0 | satahy sai ™

Isaiah stopped speaking.

Il n front of hi m, Didadads grave wa

Al said you were grounded! 0o | saiah
door.

Al 6l 1 see you | ater, I saiah, o Mark
walked off.

AWhat do you have to say for yours
ADad, |l 6m sorry, 0 |Isaiah said as h

pl acing his hand on the doorframe, ke
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over and asked if | wanted to runwith him.Ri chard sai d it w a

ARi ch? You said he could go out ru

A | didndét think you would care if
sorry, Scott. o
Al sai ahéo his father sighed, remov

thought you would listentome s on. O

Al 6m sorry Dad. Mar k | ost his wal/l
| woul dobve been back before you got wu

| sai ah wal ked past his father and
he heard the door close.

AA month, orhesteai gouRdl and now Yyou¢

But Dad, | €0 | saiah trailed off,

3t

Ge't back to those chores, 0 his f a

ot

by. AStart on the dishes, thereds not

Isaiah sighed and walked over to the sink, where he pulled the rubber glove:
over his hands and began to do the dishes. He was allergic to the damn soap, and
sure as hell didndét want his hands to
continued with the dishes but his mind soon strayed back to what he and Mark had
witnessed in the cemetery.

Why had Didadads grave been torn a
by some of Markés asshole friends? Or
had worked, whati f é

No! It didndt work, and donét you
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know about is a bunch of bullshit anyway.

That was all it was, bullshité
Al sai ah, are you sure thereds no w
Al 6m sureadd| saaahiously | ooking b

time to talk, Mar k. My dad has me dow

Al saiah, 1tdéds three in the morning
AHe might if he and Rikharldeaeér e
ADond6ét worry about it. We did chan

chanting 6Didada, Didada, Didadado ove

The breath passed from |Isaiahodos | u
Al sai ahé come on man, youdsewsoapgf
Al wasndét chanting Didadaé | was ¢

Neither of them spoke.

To bring a person back from the dead like they did, you had to speak the
true name.

Isaiah had chanted her real name.

He had freed her from her grave.

Isaiah woke p to the sound of a dog howling far off in the distance. He
didndédt know how far off the dog was,
reminded him that he had done something wrong, something forbiddemand

somethingthat would damn him to Hell for eternity.
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We 61 | de al Mawkihdadsaidi Yto ul adtoenr6,t have to
| sai ah. You dondét have to worry about
going to go back to that cemetery and

The only problem wi t h Mar kdés pl an was that
grounded sure didnot help anything,; I
better i f he wasndét grounded, but how
cemetery and telling Didadatdiedown and di e? He didnot
regardless of the fact that the Duppy was stupid enough to just walk around and
trip over things.

He shook his head and | ooked over
two hours which would kill him tomorrow morning when his father woke him up at
the crack of dawn to start on the chores.

He fell back asleep with thoughts of what he had done.

The next morning, Isaiah was cleaning the kitchen when he heard the

doorbel |l ring. He diwhlkidthe do& to know iowasMak.n
AWhat are you doing here?0 | saiah
too. O
AHey, thatdéds not very nice of your
wanted to tell you not to worry about
Adm not worrying about it right no

can see his facwithouthi s gl asses on. 0

ARSeems | i ke youodll be doing that f
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you in trouble. o
Al tos all right, jostthe bafbreome
Isaiah closed the door just as his father was coming into the kitchen.
AWho was that, | saiah. o
AThe churché | just said we werendo
His father nodded and walked over to the fridge, where he pulled a soda out
and looked amund, examining his cleaning. He gave a few short nods before he
popped open the soda
Alt | ooks nice, 0 he said, reaching
the store for me and pick up some t hi
AAlI'l right, what do you need me to

Isaiah was handed a long list.

| 6m going to be gone for a |ittle

Mark reached up to wipe a bead of sweat from his cheek and felt stubble.

Goddammit, | always shave before | go out running.

He had forgotten about it.

Maybe it was a sign that he Isould start growing a beard?

God, |l 6m half a year ol der than 1s
do.

He smiled and when he realized that he had been running back toward the
cemetery He hadndét been payi ng planationdon t

it. Or maybe, just maybe, he was going back to prove to himself that nothing had
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happened.

AWe never | ooked in the grave, 0 he
was some dirt. For all we know, t hgeavee
and it decided to dig a little hole. o

He knew better than that. Dogs did

nothing there for them. Why would a dog need to go into a cemetery unless it chas
a cat or smelled food?

It was all a big lie on hs part. He was trying to make a good excuse as to ho
the graveupuandd. beené

AOk, | etbés not go up there, o he sa
road. o

He rested his hands on his knees for a moment before he started back dowi
the road.

What if Isaiah did bring her back the right way? What if he really did pull that
ceremony out of that book of his and bring Didada back life?

ANo, he said hearmamrde cdh ame esdlaihcdras
over his face, feeling the stubble brusa gai nst the skin. AT
upturned. o

Are you even sure the grave was upturned?

AYes, 1 &dm sure.o

Then why donét you go | ook?

He turned around and started jogging toward the cemetery.

He hated it--absolutely hatedit--when his consciace argued with him.
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Di d a d a 0wasugtureed, with the dirt scattered and the flowers lying in
petals. Mark was afraid to go anywhere near the grave, for fear that what he, Isaial
and those jackass friends of his had done had worked.

Did Isaiah sayit worked?He thought as he sweat ran from his armpitsNo, he

didndot; he just said that the grave w
AOr maybe he said, o6Weodl I deal wit
cemetery. fAMaybed.tthatds what he sai

He was about to turn before he heard a door being slammed.
ASir, youdre under arrest for vand
Mark swore his heart skipped beating before he was asked to place his han

behind his hand and interlace his fingers.

*

AWhat did yowhsapeoedsasahe | ister
on the other end of the phone. #ASI| ow
he had been frantically saying, but t
charging you with vandali sm?0

AYeah, aewyyguhavefdteesdhundr ed dol |l ars to

AFi fteen hundred, Mar k, you know |

ACome on | saiah, you know my Orent
jail .o

Isaiah twisted the cord around his wrist and looked over his shoder, trying

to decide whether or not he should ask his father.
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=]

| sai ah, pleaseéo

=]

Al'l right, o he said. Al éll come d

AOh God, please dondot, 0 Mark begge
will rat on me. 0

AMar k, émy dad

AJust ask Rich, please?o0

Al 61 | be down soon, Mar k. o

Isaiah hung up the phone. He sighed and leaned against the wall, crossing |
arms over his bare chest as he tried to figure out what he was going to do. Mark

would end up going to court for the vamlalism charges; he already knew that

Trishds parents werenod6t going to | et
also knew that iIif he didndét go get Ma
happened

You are responsible for what happened, dumbagsp u 6r e t he on

play along, the one who said hegal name.

5t

How was | supposed to know?bo
il sai ah, who are you talking to?bo

| sai ah Jjumped as he heard Richoés v

3t

Mar kés in jail.o
AWhat 20 Rich asked. AYour friend?a¢
ATheyor e et hinyan wagdalism. Samebody messed with an
unmarked grave down at the old cemetery and he was picked up for vandalism. He

was jogging down that way¢éo
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AGod | sai ah, | 6m sorryéo

AHIi s parents are out of town and h
but € 1 6m not an adult. Rich, | need tc¢c
anything | 6ve ever asked you for befo

AThe bail money, 0 the man said. #AkF

AFi f-hemecr ed. O

Rich grimaced after he said theddn
was lean against the fridge and cross his arms over his chest, shaking his head an
closing his eyes.

ARi ch, pleaseéo

AYoubre going to owe me your ass f

friends dondt need to besmakgnhnggoarou

ot

What, how did youéo

5t

|l tés only obvious, | saiah. The ol
where you can go do drugs and not get caught. Trust me, | know from my younger
days. o

Isaiah nodded and sighed.

AWill you come doawnfanmndmb&bDI him

Aloll try, but |1 Oom not sure if |01l
AMaybe you could talk them into it
AHal f a year or so under age, | sai a

to court. o

5t

Al | r idgvéjust go already? Mark sounded really broken up on the
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phoneo

| sai ah foll owed Rich to the door a

There had been a long wait in the police station, but Rich had finally talked
the officer into letting him bail Mark out,regard | ess of i f he we
Mark had come out of the jail cell, he looked upset.

AThanks, | saiah, ¢ Mark whispered.

AYou donét owe me anything, o | saia
each other anything other than their friendshipo

Rich gestured the two of them along and out of the police station, where he
and Mark climbed into the back seat while Rich climbed back into the front, pulling
out of the parking lot soon after.

ADid you boys mess around in that

Mark was the first to speak.

ANo, s-Wesmokéd down there, yes, and we were just hanging arounc
the cemetery, we didnét vandalize the

AAre you |lying to me, Mar k?0o

ANo sir, o Mark said. AMe and | sai a
bemause of after what weéodo he trailed

Mark had messed up.

nAA¢r you what?0 Rich asked, stoppi
other kids did something other than drugs down at that cemetery. Buck up and tell

mewha you did, you two; |l dondét want
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