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The Pale Girl | Alex Woolf

Saul’s mother had often warned him against pale women. She would not have approved of
the young lady who was currently eyeing him up. For the third time in as many minutes he’d
noticed the girl’s dark eyes on him, singling him out from across the bar. She seemed to be on
her own. Her skin looked smooth, fine-grained, like marble or ivory—and of a similar hue.

No, his mother would not have approved. But that was just her natural anxiety—and her
prejudice. She was probably thinking of the stories, or of events long ago, in her own childhood.
He remembered as a boy hearing rumors of incidents in faraway places, in more exotic climes.
But this was London in the year 2018. There was even now a fashion in the city among some of
the more daring young women—reversing centuries of tradition—for the ‘pale look’. They did it
to shock, of course—shock their parents, shock the establishment. They also did it because they
knew that, deep down, men were attracted to it. Certainly in the case of this one, it was her skin
above all that fascinated him. There was something about its cool, almost translucent quality. It
made her look detached, aloof, unpossessable—a challenge. There was also something of the
tomb about it. And death, in these health-fixated, nutritionally enhanced times, was strangely
sexy. He wondered what it would be like to touch.

It was edging towards nine-thirty, and Connor wasn’t responding to his texts. He was
usually reliable. The night out had been Connor’s idea anyway, and Saul was seriously
considering returning to his flat and his studies. But he didn’t move—not immediately. Not while
there was this eye thing going on with the pale stranger across the room. If Connor came in to
find Saul chatting up a pretty girl—how cool would that be!

The next time their eyes met, he tried smiling, and she responded with one of her own. Her
eyes registered surprise and embarrassment, but her parted lips, gently raised at the corners,
seemed to hint at something else—attraction? His heart began beating double time. Such a smile
was as clear an invitation as a boy ever got. Saul descended from his stool and carried his drink
through the crowded room to where she sat. He wished right now he wasn’t the shy type. He so
wanted to be the suave loungebar prince for whom this sort of encounter happened routinely.
There was no time even to rehearse an opening line. This had happened before. Those bastard
hormones, they drove him into situations that his brain, his stomach, his nerves simply weren’t
up to. Normally at least he’d have Connor on hand, who was a far better talker and better able to
bridge those awkward pauses with his inane conversational muzak. Now he’d have to manage on
his own.

“Hello. Is this seat taken?”” He nodded at the stool next to hers.

She looked at him. Her eyes were not entirely dark but had hints of green fire in their
depths—her skin flawless, even up close. “No,” she said in a low, foreign-accented voice, her
deep red lips curving into a knowing smile. “You are welcome to take it. I don’t even like it

anyway.”



Did she just make a joke? Saul froze. There was nothing more scary than a girl with a sense
of humor. She must have seen his face fall, because she seemed to take pity on him. “Sit down.
Please.”

Saul took his place, feeling almost expected.

“Can I buy you a drink?” Now he sounded like a john. He should have introduced himself
first.

She shook her head.

“I’m Saul by the way. And you are?”

He didn’t hear her reply, which was mumbled anyway, because of the loud music. This end
of the bar was much closer to the speakers.

“You’re not local, are you?” he said.

“Sorry. What you say?”

Saul put his mouth close to her ear. “You’re not from around here!”

“How can you know?”

“Your accent.”

“What?”

“The way you talk.”

She looked at him, and Saul found himself fixated on the deep emerald light that danced in
her eyes.

“So where are you from then?”” he asked.

“What it metters where I from? Only important thing is where we are going. Yez?”

Then he felt her hand on his arm as she raised her deep red mouth to his ear. “Do you want
to go somewhere else?”” she purred.

What the hell! thought Saul, as the blood thumped in his ears. Yes, why the hell not? Connor
wasn’t going to show tonight anyway. Next thing, he was following her slender, sinuous figure in
its black, sheath-like dress towards the exit. From her shoulder swung a black, surprisingly large
bag.

“Do you want go to hotel?” she asked him when they were on the street. It sounded like
how-tell.

This was all too easy, thought Saul. Was she a professional? He wondered how he could
frame the question politely. “Are you by any chance—?” he began.

“There is how-tell not too far by texi.”

Texi?

“Will you be expecting me to pay?” he asked.

“For texi?”

He’d meant for what would follow.

“I don’t have much money with me,” he admitted.

She smiled at him again, and he relaxed.

“You smell very nice,” she commented.

Saul silently blessed his Coyote Powerscent deodorant.



“We could go to my flat,” he suggested, still thinking about the cost. “It’s only fifteen
minutes away.”

“That sounds like a good plot,” said the girl. At times she sounded East European—at
others, just odd, like no accent he’d ever heard.

A minute later, she waved down a taxi.

While he gave the driver instructions, he felt her hand on him, gently pressing through his
shirt, just above the belt. In the taxi she began kissing him passionately. For Saul this was all
much too fast.

He broke free of her embraces. “What’s your name?”” he asked.

She mumbled something between kisses. It sounded like Desva? Disva? Dishva? He
couldn’t be sure.

By the time the taxi stopped outside his block nineteen minutes later, her hand was stroking
the front of his trousers. Her sexual assault on him—for that was almost what it felt like—
continued in the elevator as they rose towards the tenth floor. Saul went along with it because he
lacked the confidence to take charge, because he was excited by the idea of a girl taking the lead,
and because he never knew when a chance like this might come his way again—but in truth he
was a little overwhelmed.

Saul’s neighbour, old Mrs. Venson, opened the door of her flat just a crack, as she often did,
on hearing the creak of floorboards in the hallway. Saul searched his pockets for his front door
key, nodding and smiling at Mrs. Venson while Dishva giggled and licked his ear.

He broke away from her when they got inside his apartment. He needed the toilet. Nerves
probably. “Make yourself at home,” he smiled at her, switching on the television with the remote
control. “I’ll be back in a second.” In the bathroom, he checked himself out in the mirror. He’d
seen a similar expression on the face of his niece’s hamster after the three-year-old had been
playing with it.

When he came out, he saw that Deshva had located the half a bottle of white wine in the
fridge and poured two glasses. “Nazhdrave,” she said to him, raising a glass. Or it may have been
‘Nezhdrove’—she spoke so unclearly.

“Nizhdreve,” attempted Saul as they clinked glasses and then drank.

“Do you hev bid?”

“Bid?”

“Yes. To schlip in. And for make the lov.”

“You mean bed?”

“Bed. Yes.”

On the television, the news lady was reporting the disappearance of another young man—
the fifth since the Wednesday.

Saul led Disva to the bedroom. She didn’t seem bothered by the mess of open books, coffee
cups and clothes, nor intrigued, as many were, by the blown-up, luridly colored photos of insects
on his wall—by-products of his PhD studies in entomology. She went straight to the bed where
she lay down on her back and looked up at him. “You want to make the lov with me?”



Saul dimmed the lights and lay down next to her on the messed up sheets. They began
kissing, and soon, almost without him being aware of the process, they were naked. Desva took
the lead at every stage, and Saul increasingly felt like a sex toy, being used purely for another
person’s gratification. That this person happened to be an attractive young woman excited him
certainly, but the whole experience was also becoming stressful and something of an ordeal. He
felt under pressure to keep pace with her, but arousal was taking longer than usual, and the
harder she worked him with her mouth and hand, the less hard he became. He was also slightly
perturbed by the scent now coming off her, beneath the cheap perfume—the smell of her sweat,
which was cloyingly, almost rancidly sweet.

Eventually, semi-flaccid, he managed to enter her, and once inside, friction, along with some
expert contractions of her internal muscles, did its work. He couldn’t be sure whether she
climaxed—it was all a bit of a blur at the end. In the still aftermath, as he lay there, giddy
pleasure and relief subsiding into sleepiness, he felt her eyes on him, studying his body. In the
half light, her eyes and mouth seemed bigger than before—almost catlike. He buried most of his
face beneath the sheets to block out her strange, unpleasant odor.

Suddenly she sprang up and jumped out of bed. “I em hungry,” she declared. “Is time to
eat.”

Is time to sleep, thought Saul, but he reluctantly got up and followed her naked body into the
kitchen, his eyes slightly mesmerized by the bounce of her pale buttocks as she walked. Dazedly,
he watched her pour oil into a frying pan and light the gas hob.

“I haven’t got much food in,” he said, going to the fridge and peering inside. He took out
some turkey steaks from the freezer section and put them on the countertop next to her.

She ignored them and turned to him. Her lipstick was smudged; her mouth looked swollen
and wet; her eyes were big—bigger than before. “Now oil is hot. Ready for meat.” In her hand
he noticed she was carrying a utensil. He had no idea where she got it from. It was a knife that
forked at the end into two blades: one was straight and pointed, the other was curved into a hook.
She looked excited, flushed and sweating, as she cheerfully plunged it into Saul’s waist. Bright
cold pain seared him. He screamed, and the pain intensified as she withdrew the implement. A
blood-soaked morsel of pink flesh adhered to the hook part of the blade. Blood oozed out of the
circular hole she’d made in him. He fell sideways, crashing into a set of drawers. His hands were
clamped to his side, but blood was escaping between the fingers, pouring down his leg and
pooling on the white lino around his feet. Half fainting from the shock and the pain, he saw her
pluck his flesh from the blade and toss it into the frying pan where it began to sizzle and turn
white.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR — Alex Woolf is the author of over 20 commercially published
novels and chapter books aimed at young and Y A readers. They include Soul Shadows, a horror
novel about cannabilistic shadows, shortlisted for the 2014 Red Book Award, and Ship of the
Dead, about a zombie attack on a cruise ship. He’s also had numerous adult stories published by
Sirens Call Publications, Strange Circle, and Vagabondage Press.
Twitter: @RealAlexWoolf
Amazon: https://www.amazon.co.uk/Alex-Woolf/e/BOO1HPNS4C/
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Mirror, Mirror | Christopher Stanley

Beauty tips the key into the palm of her hand and returns the vase to her mum’s dresser. She
uses the key to unlock the chest in her mum’s wardrobe and from this she removes an envelope.
Inside, there’s a note and a pair of gold and diamond Claddagh studs—the ones the gypsy
woman gave to Beauty’s aunt. The note says: ‘For Beauty’s 18th birthday’. Beauty’s not
supposed to have them until tomorrow.

Back in her own bedroom, Beauty flicks her eyelashes with mascara. She presses the studs
into her ears and admires her reflection, wondering if her aunt looked half as pretty.

“Breakfast is ready,” calls her mum.

“I’m not hungry.”

College is a contrast of bold chat up lines and shy smiles from boys who may never have the
courage to speak to her. She examines her face in the lid of her metal pencil case, studies her hair
in the toilets between classes and practices looking demure in the changing rooms after hockey.

Back home, after a minimal supper, Beauty is drawn upstairs under the pretence of
homework. In front of the mirror, she fusses with her fringe and checks for freckles. She tucks
her hair back and is surprised when she sees her ears.

“You should spend more time in the real world,” says her mum, lingering in the door.

“Get out.”

Her mum returns to her own room, saying “You love your reflection.”

Beauty stares at the mirror. She knows she’s wearing the studs but her reflection’s ears are
naked. She leans forward and so does her reflection, staring into Beauty’s eyes, whispering,
“Come closer.”

Beauty jumps up and flees the room, searching the other bedrooms, yelling for her mum, but
all she finds are mirrors on every wall. On the landing she sees her grinning face reflected in a
dozen wall-mounted stars. She steps back and misses the top step of the stairs, flying and then
falling.

The following morning she is eighteen years old. She sits on the wrong side of her bedroom
mirror while her reflection sings “Happy birthday to me,” with an accent that speaks of far off
places. She watches her reflection take a cotton pad, blot it with lotion and wipe it across her
face, clearing a path through layers of blush. “Your aunt was pretty,” says her reflection. “But
you really live up to your name.” She takes another cotton pad, dabs it with coconut oil, and
strokes the mascara from her eyelashes, saying “It’s so good to be young again.” Then she ties
her hair back with a rubber band, revealing the gold and diamond Claddagh studs in her ears. As
she gets up to leave, she says “See you around, maybe.” Beauty wants to scream but instead she
utters a perfectly synchronised “See you around, maybe.”

And then she’s gone.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR — Christopher Stanley lives on a hill in England with three sons who
share a birthday but aren’t triplets. In his spare time, he writes dragons into people’s basements
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and monsters into the plumbing. His stories have been published in The Arcanist, The Molotov
Cocktail and Calendark: The Infernal Almanac.
Twitter: @allthosestrings
Blog: whenonlywordsareleft.wordpress.com

This Little Piggy Said | Copper Rose

“It’s your turn to drop the blade of the miniature guillotine.”

Clarice didn’t want to but she knew the truth. She had run through the cellar, plucked the
cobwebs and pulled the dangle cord on the light. She had bolted up the steps through the kitchen.
She had skidded across the porch, vaulted over the railing and thumped onto the dry grass.
Grandmother pretended it was the lawn. Grandmother also pretended she didn’t care if she was
missing a little toe. All the first daughters of the Cleary Clan were missing their little toe by the
time they were twelve.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR — Copper Rose perforates the edges of the page while writing
unusual stories from the heart of Wisconsin. You can connect with her (and her alter egos) on
Facebook at Once Upon A Blank Page by Julie C. Eger, and on Amazon. She also understands

there really is something about pie.
Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/-/¢/BO07BDHG6XK

TWISTED REALITIES

Twisted Realities:
Of Myth and Monstrosity

Available on Amazon, Barnes &
Noble, Kobo, and iTunes

edited by Kate Manroe
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Suits Me Quite Well | Sophie Kearing

“She’s our age, but she looks Aalf that!” Mother complains to Aunt Olivia as we stroll down
the sidewalk.

My aunt snickers. “The woman is lifted and lasered and Botoxed within an inch of her life!”

They’re talking about Lydia, who owns the boutique we’re about to enter. They’re still
tittering when we pull open the heavy glass door.

The object of our scrutiny calls to us, “Welcome, ladies!”

My eyes flit from Lydia to a coral sundress. I whisper, “I don’t think she looks that young.”

“That’s because you’re only sixteen,” Mother says before joining my aunt at a display of
colorful scarves.

“These dresses run small,” Lydia says, startling me. “Why don’t you try on a small and a
medium and see which one is more comfortable?”

“Oh, that’s okay. I’m just looking.”

“Nonsense!” She winks, then pulls two dresses from the rack. “This color would look
gorgeous on you! You must try these on.”

I follow her to the fitting rooms. She deposits the garments in the largest one. I step into it
and the door clicks shut. I frown. The full-length mirror is black. It’s just reflective enough to
show that there’s someone behind me. Before I can turn around, a blade is dragged across my
neck. I lose consciousness. When I come to, I’'m staring at... myself. I am the centerpiece of an
expanding crimson pool. Confused, I lunge toward the crumpled heap that is me. I smash into an
unseen barrier. It takes me a few seconds to understand: The mirror. I’m on the wrong side of it.

The fine lines around Lydia’s eyes plump and fade. Her hair becomes thick and glossy. Her
breasts inch upward.

“Thank you, darling,” she coos at my wasted body. “Your youth suits me quite well.”

ABOUT THE AUTHOR — S. Kearing is a coffee-obsessed night owl who writes flash fiction,
short stories, and novels. Her short fiction has been picked up by Ellipsis Zine and Horror Tree.
She loves writing on rainy days, reading books that smell fantastic, and Netflixing with her fur
babies in her lap.

Twitter: @sophiekearing

Nora’s Wish
John Mc Caffrey

Available on Amazon,
Barnes & Noble, Kobo, and
ITunes

JonN Mc CAFFREY
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A Life in Nightmares | Michael Subjack

Last night I was attacked by a team of wild boar. Despite my best efforts to escape, the vile
things caught me and ripped at me with their jagged, blood-stained tusks. The night before that,
there was a rabid dog trying to get into my home. Last week, I ran afoul of a swarm of very large
and very angry bees. I’ve been on something of a wild animal kick as of late and I don’t know
why. I’ve never been able to make sense of my nightmares and I’m too old to start now. I began
having them nightly when [ was a child and it was as frightening and traumatic as you’d expect.
My father insisted it was just a phase but my mother took me to see several psychiatrists. Things
were a little different in those days and rather than attempting to discuss the issues I might have
at length, I was prescribed medicine that made me very tired but did little to dissuade my
nightmares. Eventually I learned to accept them and they became just another part of my
existence. They don’t really bother me anymore and they certainly don’t scare me. Now I know
what you’re thinking—how can they be nightmares if they’re not scary? Because, frankly, it
feels misleading to call them °‘dreams’. Dreams suggest something enjoyable or at least
innocuous. The images I endure every night are far from enjoyable and innocuous. Zombies,
nuclear war, serial killers, and drowning (just to name a few) aren’t things most people aspire to
encounter in their lives. But they’re what I encounter every time I go to sleep. And the older I
get, the less of that I need. That’s one plus of being elderly. I haven’t found many others.

After I wake up each morning, I go outside and bring in the paper. Then I fix myself coffee,
toast, and a poached egg for breakfast. Once I’ve finished that elaborate feast, I sit down and
record the previous evening’s nightmare in my journal. As I’ve been doing this for the better part
of sixty years, I have a lot of journals. I don’t always remember the nightmare though.
Sometimes I’1l wake up and whatever it was has been reduced to fleeting vapors. On those days,
I simply write ‘Don’t remember’.

Then I’'ll spend a few hours reading. Three days a week I like to do a few laps in the
community pool. Once the sun goes down, I have dinner and then I go to bed. That’s my life.

Not bad, all told.

kksk

It seems my subconscious is no longer interested in wild animals. Last night I was on a golf
course that I used to frequent with my friend Stan. A heart attack claimed him three years ago
and I haven’t golfed since. This particular golf course was one of the nicest ones in the state but
you wouldn’t know it based on my nightmare. In addition to dodging softball-sized hail, I also
had lightning to contend with. It may seem comical, like that scene in Caddyshack, but this
lightning blackened the earth when it struck. I could practically feel the heat and smell the ozone
it produced. Couple that with the hail and fierce winds and you have a thoroughly unpleasant
experience. Still, given my nightmares now number into the tens of thousands, it wasn’t
especially memorable. There was one strange detail, though. I spent most of the nightmare
running toward a club house that always managed to stay far away, no matter how far or fast I
traveled. Standing next to the clubhouse was a figure dressed all in white. I couldn’t see them
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well enough to determine age or gender but they had what appeared to be a veil covering their
face. For as nonsensical and surreal as dreams are, the figure seemed strangely out of place.
I don’t quite know what to make of it.
kkok
The mysterious figure returned last night, watching me while I sat trapped inside a burning
car. The figure was much closer this time, close enough that I could see the outline of a head
through its veil but no detail beyond that. I still have no clue why this is happening. Is it Death’s
way of saying its coming for me? Or is the universe telling me I have unfinished business to take
care of? I don’t know about any of that but I do know one thing:
It’s starting to scare me.
skskok
It’s three a.m. and I’'m wide awake. As you’ve probably guessed, the figure was in my
nightmare again. The porcelain dolls my wife collected came to life and attacked me. Since |
only kept those ugly things to honor her memory, I found this nightmare to be rather cruel. I used
to tease her all the time about how creepy and hideous they were, and in response, she would just
buy more. By the time she died, she had about thirty of them, all of which I store in the spare
bedroom. That these mementos of my wife and her wry sense of humor have been perverted by
my nightmares angers me. | like to think that under normal circumstances, my subconscious
would have repressed this terrible ordeal but the presence of the mysterious figure ensured it
stayed at the forefront of my memory. This time they were standing outside my bedroom
window, no small feat considering my bedroom is on the second floor. As the dolls began to
attack, the figure leaned forward and put its hands on the glass, as if it were spectating an
exciting sporting match. It relished in seeing me suffer. I won’t be going back to bed tonight. I’'m
going downstairs to fix myself coffee, which I’1l be generously enhancing with my old friends
Jack and Jim.
How I’ve missed them.
skeskk
I woke up with a bit of a hangover this morning. The good news is that I didn’t have another
nightmare, or maybe I did and just don’t remember. That seems unlikely, as even when I forget
the nightmares, there’s still the faintest traces of them in my memory. None of that today.
And that’s fine with me.
skesksk
Demons held an orgy in my house last night. The place I’ve lived in for almost fifty years.
There have been nightmares that have taken place in my home before but this was the first time it
actually felt defiled. I went into the living room after finally rolling out of bed at ten and could
only see those horrid things writhing against each other, their bodies coated in blood, slime, and
God knows what else. The figure was there, of course. Watching, enjoying, and motioning for
me to do the same. Part of me is considering leaving the house for a few hours but the outside
doesn’t look any more inviting than this once peaceful place.
Perhaps I'1l just go back to bed. Unusual for me, as [ normally don’t sleep during the day.
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Can such a thing be done without nightmares?

skskok

The answer to that question is ‘No’ because nothing is sacred anymore, at least not
according to my nightmares. My grandmother’s house had a beautiful old tree with a tire swing
hanging from it. Some of my fondest childhood memories involve that very spot. I know for a
fact that none of my nightmares have taken place there. It’s a memory that’s too pure and perfect
to be corrupted. At least until earlier today.

I arrived at the tree to find the mysterious figure standing next to it with my grandmother’s
severed head in their hand, only she wasn’t dead. She proceeded to mock me for gaffes and
indiscretions that had occurred years after her death. Some of them I had completely forgotten
about, like the time I hit a handicapped boy with a rock, requiring him to get stitches. I was
around twelve when that happened. He never dropped the dime on me, either out of fear or due
to his limited mental capacity. Regardless, I felt guilty about it for years. It wasn’t until I was
well into my twenties that the terrible incident had mostly faded from my memory. One thing I
hadn’t forgotten about was the time I was unfaithful to my wife. My long-dead grandmother had
saved that one for last. My one instance of adultery happened on a business trip. I confessed to
my wife as soon as I got home and we went to therapy to get past it. And I thought I had but now
I find myself overwhelmed with self-loathing and guilt.

After my grandmother finished taunting me with these awful memories, the tree had caught
fire and I woke up to the sound of her mocking laughter. Even as I prepare myself a drink, I can
still hear it, a ghastly sound that pierces through my ears while it rips apart my mind.

I fear there’s no respite from any of this.

skeskok

I didn’t go back to bed last night. I stayed awake with the help of coffee and an old pack of
cigarettes I had stashed away in my desk. I quit for good not long after my wife died but puffing
away on cigarettes that were almost a decade old is one of the only pleasures I’ve had lately. I’'m
tempted to buy another pack but that would entail going out.

And I have no desire to do that.

skeskk

It’s after midnight and I’ve invited Jack and Jim to join me for another spell and they are
more than happy to oblige. I’ve been up for over twenty-four hours and I know that drinking will
only serve to exacerbate my need for sleep.

If that happens, let it be undisturbed.

Please.

skeskk

Miracles do happen. I managed to stay awake through last night. I’'m now on hour thirty-six
of'no sleep. I have a stomach full of alcohol and a head full of corrupted memories.

Suffice to say, I feel awful.

skeksk
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Hallucinations can occur if you stay awake for too long. I know this to be true because I’ve
seen the figure from my nightmares standing outside my home at various points. It’s never for
long and they never do anything but stare as they patiently wait for me to fall asleep.

And I have a bad feeling they won’t have to wait much longer.

k%%

I’ve found the old .38 that I purchased some years back. My wife hated having a gun in the
house but right now, I’'m profoundly grateful that I didn’t get rid of it.

Something tells me I’'m going to need it.

skokok

Fifty-five hours without sleep.

Is it possible to feel blessed and cursed at the same time?

skkok

I’m seated in my favorite easy chair but I’'m no longer alone. The figure is sitting across
from me, its veil securely in place. I’m holding a bottle of Jack in one hand and my .38 in the
other.

What I want is for the figure to remove the veil and reveal itself to me. Will it be grotesque?
Beautiful? A mirror image of my own face? I don’t know but I’'m only giving it five minutes.
Then I’m pulling the plug on the whole damn thing. At this point, I’'m not even sure if this is
reality or one of my nightmares.

And I’m past the point of caring.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR — Michael Subjack was born in a small town in Western New York
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Guts | Evan Baughfiman

Palms dripping sweat, Mikey approaches Emma.

He really gonna ask this goddess to Winter Formal?

Shitshitshitshit.

Mikey’s hands tremble. His stomach gurgles.

Her back is to him. Not too late to retreat.

She turns, says, “Yeah?”

Breath short, Mikey’s voice cracks. “H-Hi...would you...um...”

His belly’s full of fire. Knees buckle.

OhGodOhGodOhGod.

Mikey hears the ripping before he feels it. Sees a crimson stain bloom across his shirt.

He collapses, screams as black butterflies swarm free of his guts. The little monsters have
chewed their way out. Their wings are razor blade sharp.

“Ew,” says Emma, stepping around the bleeding boy.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR — Evan Baughfman’s plays have been produced throughout the
U.S. Taste of Amontillado (adaptation of The Cask of Amontillado) is available through Heuer
Publishing. Additionally, Evan’s authored story collection, Twisted Tales from Edgar Allan Poe
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Emaciated Man,” “The Tell-Tale Art,” and “A Perfect Circle” have won awards at various horror
film festivals.
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Stygians | Tawny Kipphorn

I was a man with everything to lose but not much to live for. Now, as I sit here under the
dying light, I can smell their putrid scent. The scent of warmed-over, rotting flesh. Any mortal
man would drop dead at first exposure to their stench, but unfortunately for me, I am no mortal
man. | am doomed to play this game of cat and mouse with them for eternity, and I am the
pathetic mouse.

I can hear them screaming, they are gaining on me. Unholy shrieking like that of a cat being
skinned alive. Horrid sounds of death and despair fill my ears to bursting here in the fifth circle
of Hell. The place I call home, because as I’'m sure you’ve figured out by now, I’m no saint, and
I’ve done things that have earned me a special place as the right hand to the devil himself.

I wouldn’t wish my fate upon any man whom I’ve hated in life, and I was a man with many
enemies, now [’ve become the ultimate enemy against the humanity that turned me into the half-
breed I am. This cycle of torture and suffering repeats itself, and these things, masses of flesh
and bone with the ingrained intent to kill, are relentless in their lust for me. They are the
teratoma’s of Lucifer. The demons’ toys. The beasts of Baphomet.

They are the Stygians and they are in eternal pursuit, the vile manifestations of my sins. As
they sink their disgusting teeth into me, I die yet again, only to be reborn once more. I am the
lowly acolyte of the fallen one, chosen to welcome each and every poor bastard whose fate is
akin to my own. The familiar expressions of terror and redemption etched in their faces as I
welcome them to Hell.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR — Tawny Kipphorn is a Freelance Speculative Fiction Author from
Pennsylvania. She enjoys writing Supernatural and Psychological themed Verse, Short Stories,
and Flash Fiction pieces.

Blog: https://darkdoorpassages.wordpress.com/

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/tkipphorn

oI

Holy Water | Alexandra Gipson

“You know this place here is haunted, dontcha son?”

I set my suitcases down on the sidewalk and look in the direction of the voice. An elderly
woman wearing different shades of blue squints over her glasses as she pushes her walker
towards me. Her permed hair, dyed fire red, clashes with the blue clothes. “So I’ve heard,” I say.

“What’s yer name, son?” she asks, parking her walker by my suitcases.
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“Stefano. Yours?”

“Nice’t meet ya. I’'m Ruby. That’d be my place next door.” She pauses, then nods her head
towards my new house. “The family that used’t live there just up and left one day. I didn’t see
nuthin’, but I heard screamin’ during the night. In the mornin’ they came rushin’ out, like
somethin’ was chasin’ ‘em.”

I nod and give a tight smile. “Mhm, I know.”

“Then why’re ya movin’ in?”” Her brown eyes, desperate for an explanation, are wide behind
her large, wire-rimmed glasses, giving her the appearance of an owl.

I shrug. “It was cheap and fully furnished. You don’t find that too often around here.”

“Well, you seem like a strong youngin. Maybe you’ll be able to handle yerself. 1’1l tell ya,
though, be careful.” She waggles a finger at me before continuing down the sidewalk.

I turn back to my new place that stands before me: a three-story, red brick house, with a
charcoal-colored, trapezoid-shaped roof. Stairs with metal handrails lead up to the door that’s
juxtaposed between two large, rectangular windows. It’s a plain house, one that you would look
at and forget because nothing about it stands out.

I pick up my suitcases and walk up the stairs. Upon entering I crinkle my nose at the musty
smell of mothballs and mildew. The door shuts behind me, feelng and I feel trapped between my
suitcases and the wall. While turning around, I bump into the ceramic dish hanging there. A few
drops of water fall onto the floor.

I walk until I’'m at a crossroads: in front of me a set of stairs, down the hallway a closed door
with a black, chalkboard sign on it, and to my left and right a living room and a dining room,
respectively. The stairs are old and wooden, with a rusting metal handrail. I set my suitcases
down by the foot of the staircase. Light filters in through a skylight, calling attention to the dust
that swirls around like a snow in a gentle breeze.

“Hello?” 1 call. Hello... hello... hello... My voice bounces off the hallway walls that are
painted jade green.

I wait a few seconds then smile. Haunted, schmaunted.

Hello.

My smile disappears. The echo of my voice has all but faded, but I think I hear a whisper. I
shake it off and venture into the dining room. A circular table that seats six and is covered with a
cream tablecloth sits in the middle of the room. In the china cabinet against the wall are dishes,
probably only taken out for holiday dinners or special occasions, and a modern chandelier hangs
from the ceiling. Pristine and elegant, it is the type of dining room that would be featured in a
home decor magazine.

While crossing the hallway to enter the living room, there is a blur of black in my peripheral
vision. | pause, step backwards slowly, and look to my right. There is nothing out of the
ordinary; I probably just saw the sign on the door. I continue into the living room, where a
random assortment of objects—frying pans, picture frames, silverware, shoes, and books—Iitter
the floor. Curtains on the windows are torn, like a cat used them as a substitute for a scratching
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pole. If the dining room would be in a magazine, the living room would appear in a newspaper,
showing the wreckage after a tornado.

“What the hell happened in here?” I say under my breath.

A family of wimps encountered a demon, that’s what happened.

I whip around and am met with a pair of eyes the color of freshly spilled blood in the sun. It
didn’t speak, but I heard its voice. This creature, this thing, it isn’t human, but it takes the shape
and height of one. Its skin is black—eternal night—brittle and sharp like shards of obsidian. If I
would reach out and touch it my fingers would be sliced open. There are no discernible features,
no outlines of its nose or mouth, except for its eyes—eyes that contain Hell itself.

Tendrils of smoke begin to wrap around its shoulders as it loses its solid form and morphs
into a gaseous state. A burning smell like food that is left in the oven for too long fills the air. I
can only stare as the figure is engulfed in a cloud of thick, black and red smoke. Within seconds,
only the smoke remains. I open my mouth to scream, but before sound can escape, the smoke
funnels itself down my throat. Like I’'m punched in the gut I double over and lurch backwards.

Struggling is no use. Give up. The voice is menacing, deep, persuasive in my head. It could
kill me with words.

What the hell! Get out of my head! Get out!

Give in.

No fuck you getoutgetoutgetouttttt. 1 fall to the floor and roll back and forth in a ball.
White noise fills my ears; my head is light and heavy at the same time, like a boulder falling on a
balloon and popping it.

Would you stop struggling already.

Get out (how do you get rid of a demon) get out (religion salt holy water near the door) get
out of my head (holy water gotta get it gotta get it).

Don’t you fucking dare.

Did it just fucking sass me? 1 try to stand up but my body resists, my back arches and my
chest rises but my hands and arms remain on the floor. I scream, not my normal scream—one
shriller and more pained—and find the strength to jump to my feet. I think I shocked it, as I can
run towards the door without a struggle. My hand is almost in the holy water, relief is so close,
but my hands betray me. They bend so the back of my hand is touching my wrist. I reach my
other hand out and it does the same. Pain sears through my wrists and I scream.

God dammit, can’t use hands, what do I do, face, yeah, slam face into it.

Wha—

Before it can understand the thought I slam my head onto the ceramic dish filled with holy
water. It falls off the wall and shatters, and a warm liquid begins to trickle down my forehead. A
bittersweet relief, I feel the demon’s hold on my mind loosen, but my face stings like I dipped a
cut finger in tomato juice. My hands return to normal, somehow not broken, as it shrieks. The
sound is unbearable, like ten thousand teapots all whistling at once, and I cover my ears and
scream, t0o.

For the love of all things unholy, stop.
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You stop you fucker, get out of my body (what else should I do salt yes salt). While it’s
paralyzed by the holy water, I run through the living room. Glass from picture frames cracks
under my feet, and I kick a pot out of the way like it’s a soccer ball. I block out the shrieking and
ransack the cabinets for salt of any kind—packets, a container, a shaker, anything.

Victory! 1 find a container of one and tilt it back. The salt burns as it fills my mouth,
individual grains filling the cracks between my teeth and lining my gums. I have to force myself
to swallow. The demon screeches again, rattling my brain; is it possible to go deaf from hearing
something inside your head?

I drop the salt container and it rolls until it hits the fridge, spilling its contents as it goes. My
mouth opens and the funnel of black and red smoke comes shooting out. My scream is combined
with its, an ear-splitting sound, as it leaves my body and skyrockets to the ceiling. It starts to
swirl around, circling above me—a destructive tornado waiting to touch down. I grab the
container and make a circle around myself with what’s left of the salt, only taking my eyes off
the demon for seconds at a time. The cloud disappears, and the demon plummets from the air and
crashes onto the floor in its human shape. It squirms and twitches, smoking slightly like cool rain
on hot pavement. I watch its every move, holding the container of salt above my head like a
makeshift baseball bat.

What the fuck, dude. It glares at me, red eyes narrowed.

“I could say the same!” I stare back at it, my eyes wide and mouth open. “In fact, I will.
What the fuck, dude!” I pause, unsure. “Dudette?”

I’m a demon. Do you really think | have a gender?

“Well, sorry, I don’t know much about demons,” I reply with a sneer.

Well maybe you should.

I drop the container and run my hands through my hair. “Oh, my God, what the hell is even
happening right now? I’m not actually talking to a demon that tried to possess me, am [? This
has to be a dream.” I pinch myself, hard, on the arm. Nothing happens, save for the fact my
forearm hurts.

Not a dream. A nightmare, perhaps.

A bark of crazed laughter escapes my lips. “A demon. Just tried. To possess me! And now!
I’'m talking to it!”

And now you’re talking to yourself, it chides.

Without opening its mouth, it laughs like a banshee and winks at me.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR — Alexandra (Ali) Gipson will be a senior at Seton Hill University,
where she studies English with a focus in Creative Writing. Her fiction and poetry has appeared
or is forthcoming in Eye Contact: The Literary and Art Magazine of Seton Hill and Buck Off!
Magazine. Aside from writing, she is a fan of books, music, feminism, and hockey.

Twitter: @aligips

Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/agipsonwrites/
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All in White | Ashley Davis

I have a last name. I know what it is, [’'m confident, but my brain won’t let me access it. The
waves seem peaceful from the porch, but when they start crashing, I’'m compelled to begin my
walk. Across the time-worn red carpet, through the screen door, down the old, worn wooden
steps, and into the sand. From there I look back and see my cat—her name is Vera—gazing at
me from the window. Her eyes have seemed full of shadows lately, and I know identity is
something I can no longer trust, so I look away. I check under the porch for the little dog from up
the beach who likes to come play with the sand crabs, but there’s nothing there. They know. The
sand turns from gritty, tough crystals to shifting softness beneath my bare feet. My journey ends
abruptly, at the edge of the water. The sand is wet here, sucking my feet down with each pull of
the tide, like a silky, enveloping sheet against my skin. The waves barely touch my toes at first,
but when the sky begins to swirl, charcoal and purple with a hint of dark moss, the waves are
lapping at my ankles, and then the wind kicks up.

I take down my braids, let my golden hair fly free, and close my eyes. When I open them the
water is up to my shins and the day is growing dark, the salty scent of seaborne night incoming.
That’s when he comes. The boy in white. I don’t remember his name. Joseph? Jacob? Jonathan?
Something like that. Even with the water halfway up to my knees, his pants are never wet, never
dirty. Sometimes I have trouble seeing his eyes, and I can’t tell if it’s his russet-brown hair and
thick lashes or if there are shadows lurking there. The other one gets in the way. She tells me
he’s a bad green underneath, and to stay away. He frightens her. Occasionally he holds my hand
while we both watch the tide coming in with storm clouds on the horizon. When the water
reaches my knees he disappears, and I know I’ve gone too deep. I’'m too close to it. The jade
dragon. It waits to the west, just southeast of the pier. No one fishes there anymore, because
there is no longer any sea life to be caught. Did they disappear, run away, or was it just feeding?
I don’t think it eats like us. It feeds on something else. But then where are all the fish? Why don’t
the dolphins jump there anymore? Why have all the fishermen abandoned it, speaking only of the
place in whispers? Why don’t the gulls perch there?

It’s him. He’s doing it. I don’t know how. I wonder, if the sea was calm enough on a new
moon, could I see the golden shine of his monstrous eyes glinting beneath the water’s surface? I
don’t fear his crimson scales. I don’t fear his sharp, jagged bone-white teeth. Nor his onyx claws.
Nor his jade fins that slice like razor blades. He is fire beneath the water, but the north wind
follows me, protects me. I am a force of nature, like him. They say that animals lack self-
awareness, but this is no animal. He’s more self-aware than we are. [ don’t even know why I call
him ‘he’, as his kind has no gender. And he doesn’t have a name—not a made-up one or a
scientific term. But wasn’t I told once before...?

The more I see the boy, the more I feel the jade dragon’s presence. I’m curious, intrigued,
but more sea stars wash up dead on the beach every day, and no flower I plant in the front garden
bed will bloom, not even my morning glories. Wisteria still hangs from the eaves, but how long
until he takes that life too? I know our final meeting place will be at the place where the waves
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and the pines meet, but there’s nowhere like that on this island. A gentle rain starts to fall, and I
put my rusty blue bike in the old shed, shutting the heavy wooden door. I enter through the front
door, not sure how I got here, but Grandfather is here and dinner is ready and we’re watching an
old game show and laughing. Once I have my bath and go to bed, for once closing the window
instead of leaving it open wide, I hear my grandfather’s footsteps as he walks out to the porch

and blows out the old glass lamp. He tightens the shutters and locks the doors, his silhouette
standing there longer than usual. He sighs deeply, and I know that he can sense the impending
changes as well as I. Our family—we can feel it in the wind. We’re not entirely human, after all.

www.SirensCallPublications.com
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Dark Eye of the Lamb | Neal Privett

Moonlight sliced through the broken window and covered the room with a silver shroud. A
blast of white-hot panic shot through her when she heard the sound again, but she bit her hand
and suppressed her cries. That awful scraping sound. Something not living... not dead... moved
stealthily up the rotted staircase and down the darkened hallway.

Coming... for her.

kkok

Her mind raced backwards in time, to earlier that day.

The sinking sun shed a dull winter’s light over the child’s gravestone. Frederick Vann
McAlister 1889-1897 etched into the crumbling marble, just below the image of a small lamb.
The animal’s effigy stared sadly off into the gray evening as if it could see directly into the
beyond.

The two college kids shivered in the cold wind as they surveyed the tiny cemetery behind
the ruins of a three story Victorian house, the towering mute relic of times long past. The boy
drained the remainder of his beer, crumpled the can, and tossed it away. The girl shot a
reproachful glance in the boy’s direction, but his cavalier demeanor remained unfazed. “You
could show a little more respect,” she said.

“I’m respectful,” the kid said with a sneer.

The girl shook her head in disgust and stormed away.

“Hey... don’t get an attitude,” he added, pointing to the old house. “It was your idea to stop
and look at this goddamned dump anyway.”

“This is history,” she said.

“No, this is a termite factory,” the kid said. “And we are never gonna make it to the concert
if we keep stoppin’ to gawk at dead people.”

“Let me make a couple of grave rubbings and we’ll go.” The girl popped open the back
hatch of her car and reached for a box, from which she took some paper and charcoal. Her
boyfriend grabbed another beer from the cooler. The shadows had already started to gather and
the temperature was falling steadily.

“This place is creepy. Hurry the hell up.”

The girl returned to the old graveyard and knelt in front of the child’s stone. “I’m sorry,
Frederick,” she said, tears burning her eyes. “I’m sorry that you died so young... and I’'m sorry
for my boyfriend’s disrespect.” She spread the paper over the small marker and quickly rubbed
the stick of charcoal over the lettering until the image appeared.

“I do respect the dead!” The boy laughed and leapt into the air, coming to rest on top of a
time-worn tombstone. The marker crumbled under his weight.

She rose from her knees and lunged at her boyfriend, trying to stop the desecration. “What
the hell are you doing? Stop it!”

The boy dodged her and jumped atop another tombstone. He rode the stone down to the
ground with the girl screaming, almost in hysterics, “How could you?”
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Enjoying every second of his impromptu blasphemy, the boy danced around the stones,
knocking them over. His final coup was the child’s grave. He kicked and the lamb sailed across
the cemetery. It bounced and rolled down the hill, coming to rest against an ancient oak.

“You bastard!” The girl screamed. She turned in enraged defeat and headed straight for the
car. The boy laughed again and raced up behind her. When he grabbed her arm, she wheeled
around and caught him on the chin with a savage uppercut that almost lifted him off the ground.
The boy stumbled but kept his balance. He shook the dizzy stars from his eyes and cradled his
chin in his fingers.

It wasn’t the first time he had pushed things over the edge, but it was the last time, as far as
she was concerned. He watched her go, regret bearing down on him like a heavy stone slab.
“Wait... I’m sorry!”

“Go to hell!”

The girl stood in front of the car, fumbling angrily with the keys. He ran up to her
cautiously, as if she were a landmine that might explode. “I’m an idiot. I’m sorry, okay?”

She glared at him venomously but her words caught in her throat when she glanced back
towards the graveyard.

Dozens of dark figures, she recalled, some of them still rising from the ground, appeared out
of the dusk. The faceless shadows passed through the broken tombstones and moved down the
hill towards the two kids. The animosity that was thick a moment ago, had now vanished
completely, and they held onto one another as if the contact was their only salvation. The
humming drone of fear buzzed in their brains, and that emotion quickly skyrocketed, turning to
blind panic.

They jumped into the car and slammed the doors and the realization struck the girl like
lightning... that she had dropped the keys outside.

The boy threw open the door and raced around the front of the car. “They have to be here
somewhere!” He fell to his knees and ran his fingers over the ground. “My god! Help me! Find
the damned keys!”

The girl hopped out and retraced her steps. She looked around frantically, kicking at the dirt.
She cried out, her voice breaking into mournful sobs, “I don’t know where they are!”

The boy rose and grabbed her by the wrist. They ran down the road, away from the cemetery
and the shadowy creatures rising from their cold dank graves. The girl cried uncontrollably as
they raced in the opposite direction. “This is your fault

“Let’s just get the hell outta here!”

They raced down the dirt road blindly, with no sense of direction. The girl looked back and

'7’

screamed. The ghostly shapes moved like silent storm clouds passing over. Some of them were
tall... some were short, the size of children. All of them were moving silhouettes of people...the
haints of the last century, whose bones moldered in the graveyard. They were more memory than
physical, yet they struck terror in the hearts of the two kids like nothing they had ever
experienced before.
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The college students ran until they came to a farmhouse off the unpaved road, behind some
trees. The girl breathed a sigh of relief when she saw lights burning in the front windows. The
door opened halfway and the cautious eyes of an elderly woman peered out. “What do you
want?”

“Please!” The girl pleaded, “Let us in!”

The lady studied them in sharp silence. Then, much to their relief, she opened the door. The
boy and the girl rushed inside. It was if they had ventured back in time. The old farmhouse was
devoid of electricity. Homemade quilts covered an antique couch. Shelves lined with dishes
towered above a handmade table in the corner. Ancient photographs, yellowed with age, glared
back at them from a china cabinet. A warm fire crackled in a stone hearth, with flames caressing
a black kettle that idly hung and bubbled. The suspicion in the woman’s voice faded somewhat,
and she invited them to sit by the fire and warm themselves.

Her boyfriend, so arrogant earlier, was now reduced to little more than a frightened child.
He lay his head on her shoulder and fought back tears. “I am so sorry!”

A strange smile broke across the old lady’s face and her eyes became obsidian discs. The
woman’s lips receded and she bared a mouthful of blackened teeth. The girl covered her ears and
tried to block out the gut-wrenching sound of the old woman’s laughter... hoarse and crackling
like bones being ground into powder by some infernal machine. The old woman pointed
accusingly at the boy, who seemed to shrink in her domineering shadow.

He tumbled to the floor and cowered before the ghost-flames of the fire. Distorted
caricatures of shadow danced on the floor and walls, reaching for him... scratching... raking his
flesh with unseen talons. A force they could never understand now held power over them. The
girl rose, her terrified eyes locked on the old woman. The boy writhed on the floor. Blood rolled
in black rivulets down his face.

The woman never released them from her stare. She shook her head and her voice sounded
as if it came from the lips of a drying rat-infested corpse. “You disturbed the dead!”

The boy cried out, “I’m sorry!”

“You offended them, boy! You haveta pay their price now!”

The girl moved closer, her hands held out in supplication. “What can we do to make this
right?”

The old woman’s voice rose to ear-shattering heights and rattled the walls. “You can die...
that’s what you can do!”

The girl thought her head would explode; brain and skull sailing off like bloody shrapnel
into every corner of the dimly lit room. She closed her eyes and gritted her teeth. The woman
threw her head back and laughed like a demon meeting a fresh pack of sinners. And that was it
for the girl. She grabbed up her boyfriend and they fled the cabin in a mad rush of fear.

The dirt road stretched out before them in the cold moonlight, clogged with obsidian
shadows... creeping things that defied the desecration of their graves.

“This way,” the girl screeched. She took the boy by the arm and led him up the hill. The
shades turned and followed them... back in the direction of the old cemetery and the house. The
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girl stumbled and fell, dragging the boy down with her. She picked herself up and pulled the boy
along. By now his mind had become unhinged and he spoke only in strange monosyllables that
took on the aura of a long dead language known only to the damned.

When she glanced back at the old farmhouse, she saw no signs of life. The light from a few
moments ago had vanished. There was now only a cold ruin wracked with rotted wood and rats,
shrouded with darkness... obviously abandoned for decades. She felt her heart freezing into a
block of ice and her nerves fraying like old rope... but she pulled herself together and kept
moving.

The graveyard appeared out of the gathering night. Frost had begun to form on the grass and
the moonlight made the stones almost glow. The students trudged forward desperately, falling
and rising like ocean waves, with the steam rushing from their nostrils. The boy sank into an
open grave and howled as his ankle cracked.

The moon-soaked epitaph glowed white and screamed at the girl once again in cold silent
lettering: Frederick Vann McAlister 1889-1897.

“Get up!” She screamed. She lifted him free of the open grave and physically pulled him
towards the house. Every muscle ached... every fiber of her body howled in protest, but she kept
moving. The entire hillside was now filled with the silent specters.

She couldn’t remember entering the house. Her mind was operating on some kind of animal-
fear induced auto-pilot. They were running up the grand staircase when her thoughts became
legible to her once again. The house was encased in darkness, but the moon shone through a high
window, illuminating the central part.

Barricading themselves in an upstairs room until sunrise seemed to be the only logical plan.
They were miles away from town and now they had the added challenge of his injured ankle. At
the top of the stairs, they made the turn to the second floor. She pulled the boy down the shadow-
choked hallway and they took the stairs again, up to the third level.

The shadows and sounds all merged into one unholy blast of phantasmagoria and her brain
reeled, falling into delirium...then emerging back out into conscious thought before the cycle
began again. She could not be sure if she was awake or dreaming.

They had nearly reached the top step of the third level when there was a great crash. She felt
her boyfriend’s hand leave her grasp and she turned to see him plummeting backwards through
space... swallowed up into a gaping hole in the rotted stairs. It all happened in slow motion: he
fell... down and down... thrashing and screaming... all the way into the cellar far below. His
screams faded and then there was only the aching quiet of the old house in the night and the
fevered beating of her own heart in her ears.

Then she saw the shadowy haints again as they entered the house and floated up the long
skeletal staircase. She continued to the third floor and scurried down the dark hall. She ran into
the first room she came to and slammed the door. The old key was still in the lock. She turned it
quickly and stuck the key in her pants pocket. She moved back against the wall and slid down to
the floor. There was nothing to do now but wait... and pray for some kind of rescue that would
or would not come.
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The thought of her boyfriend lying in a broken heap down in the bowels of this house came

to her then. She began to cry.
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And now she sat on the floor of a haunted house... lost in the dead hours between midnight
and dawn, with a horrible thing waiting for her just outside the door and trying to get in. As
much as her mind refused to accept this, it was happening and there was nothing she could do
about it.

Except reason with it...

The thought chilled her blood. To speak to it... to ask its... forgiveness? What other choice
did she have?

She took a deep breath and called out. “Hello?” The sound of her own voice in the cold
dusty moonlit room caused the chill bumps to explode all over her body. The thing in the hall
stopped beating on the door. It was listening.

The girl took another breath and continued. “I just want you to know how sorry I am that we
disturbed your rest.”

The hallway was silent.

She thought for a second and continued. “Just let me go... I promise that nobody will ever
bother you again...”

Was it still there?

“Please...”

The silence of the house was shattered as the door began to shake violently. The thing
punished the old wood until it began to splinter and crack. The hinges began to separate from the
frame. The door finally collapsed to the floor with a crash. An errant cloud of dust rose into the
air and the particles danced in the moonbeams.

The girl gasped, paralyzed in that frozen moment. Her blood stopped flowing and dizziness
filled her head. She waited in agony for something to appear.

Something moved in the dark hallway.

“Please!” She cried out. “Please don’t...”

She heard the scraping sound again... something being dragged across the wooden floor. /¢
came into the room... it emerged from the darkness!

She screamed and screamed again!

The desiccated corpse of a little boy, dragging one foot behind entered the moon-haunted
room... his eye sockets hollow and black and crawling with worms. It was Frederick, and he had
come home. In his arms was a lamb... a marble lamb that somehow moved. I