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Whatôs For Dinner, Judith? 

Daniel Stephens Horror Past 

 

 

óYou sometimes hear those stories that you just canôt believe are true,ô spoke 

Richard Kensington in his forced upper-class English accent.  

 

Judith Thurrock, one of Kensingtonôs underlings at Barrett-Kensington Associates, 

knew he was actually a west-end grunt whoôd started life as a thieving London 

layabout. She sat across from him, struggling to make out his facial features 

amongst the rising steam of the sauna. Heôd been put on the right tracks after his 

parents won the lottery and sent him to a posh private school in the south of the 

city, where he lost, or rather hid, his cockney-slang roots. Sheôd found that out from 

Lucy Gordon in accounting who was friends with Kensingtonôs wife before Lucy 

had disappeared. Oh yeah, whatever happened to Lucy Gordon? 

 

óWell, I will take that awkward silence as a mark of respect for the storyteller,ô he 

continued.  

 

Judith felt she was listening to Stephen Fry telling a joke. He probably practised 

this accent every Christmas watching the Queenôs speech. She wanted to say óyo 

alrite, mi old chinaô in her best west London voice to provoke Kensington into 

accidentally letting slip his perfect pronunciation, but she held back the urge.  

 

Sat next to Kensington was his wife, Brigitte. Her right leg was crossed over her left 

in the direction of her husband. The red, painted toe nails and polished feet were 

the perfect accompaniment to her immaculately shaved legs that shined graciously 

in the mid-tone light of the sauna room. Judith saw that Brigitteôs fingernails were 

the same colour as her toes and even without make-up, the sweat on her face did 

nothing to hide her beauty. If it wasnôt for a white dove tattooed on her ankle, 

anyone would have thought sheôd been born a rich, posh bitch. She wished she 

looked as good as Brigitte by the time she reached her fifties.  

 

óWe have always had guests here. We welcome one and all to our domain, to sample 

the fruits of my successes,ô continued Kensington. 
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Judith glanced across to her boyfriend Tony who was sat beside her. She gave him 

that ówhy are we hereô look, which was similar to the óare you kidding meô 

expression he saw when he first told her they were visiting the Kensingtonôs for 

dinner. She noticed, as the steam had begun to disperse, that Tonyôs eyes were fixed 

on Brigitteôs perfectly pruned legs. She nudged him with her elbow. He didnôt 

notice. She did the same again, this time with enough force that Tony couldnôt help 

letting out a yelp. 

 

Richard Kensington stopped speaking in mid-flow. óéis everything alright?ô 

 

Tony looked embarrassingly at the Kensingtonôs before turning his gaze towards 

Judith. óNoénoéitôs nothing Mr. Kensington, please continue,ô he stuttered. 

 

Judith gave her boyfriend a sarcastic smile. óPlease continueô, she thought, óplease 

continueô, whenever have you spoken like that, Tony. He had been mimicking the 

upper-crust English accent ever since theyôd arrived.  

 

óNow, where was I,ô added Kensington, leaning forward. 

 

He rubbed his shoulder gently as if it suddenly hurt and Judith noticed he had the 

very same white dove tattoo as his wife, only his was at the top of his arm. She had 

to admit, at least to herself, she wouldnôt have guessed they were tattoo-type people. 

 

Judith and Tony had arrived at seven-thirty pm sharp, as instructed. Theyôd 

received a call quite out of the blue at six pm. As they both worked at Barrett-

Kensington Associates they travelled to work together and usually got home just 

before six. Tony was one of twelve architects working for the company. Although he 

enjoyed the job, he still hadnôt got over what happened the previous year. He lost 

out to the conniving, two-faced, no-good, rotten little whore-child Randy Gorman 

for the top job working alongside Kensingtonôs partner, and genius of the 

operation, James Barrett. Gorman, a yank from New York whoôd seduced and 

married an English maid from Newcastle, had stolen Tonyôs plans for a new 

building that was to be an extension to one of the major universities in the city. It 

was a multi-million pound contract and Tony had done all the hard work. Before 

Tony knew what had happened, Gorman had been promoted and shipped off to 

Barbados for six months to work on a new hotel. It was now nearly two years later 

and Gorman still hadnôt come back to England. 

 

óThis is it,ô Tony had said enthusiastically to Judith when heôd put the phone down. 

óKensington has asked us for dinnerétonight, can you believe it, itôs the same thing 

that happened to Randy Gorman before he upped sticks and left for paradise, this is 

itéthis is it!ô A little spittle hit Judithôs face as Tony over-emphasised óthis is itô. 

 

Judith hadnôt had time to unpack the ready-meals sheôd bought from Marks and 

Spencerôs on her lunch break when Tony had given her this piece of news. She liked 
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her job; the money was good, but the less she saw of Dick Kensington the better. 

The thought of having to spend more than ten minutes in the same room as that 

egotistical buffoon was torture in itself. Could she take a sit-down meal with small 

talk and after-dinner brandy and cigars? What were they going to talk about? She 

didnôt have a black American Express card, and she didnôt change cars depending 

on her mood like other people chose flavours of ice cream.  

 

After a brief discussion of the pros and cons (argument), Judith finally caved to the 

idea of the extra income and the huge Christmas bonus. Even if they didnôt get to 

move to Barbados, or Los Angeles, or Milan, or Paris, sheôd still welcome the fact 

theyôd get out of their small, rented apartment and actually buy a house. She 

couldnôt wait for the moment they didnôt have to worry about the couple next door 

and their unreasonable sex hours ï waking up at four am to squeaking bedsprings 

and screaming orgasms was doing nothing for her beauty sleep. The only screaming 

orgasm she wanted at four am was the cocktail (one shot of Vodka, one shot of 

Amaretto, and a little milk), sitting on the beach in Barbados waiting for the sun to 

come out.  

 

So they showered, changed, and jumped in the car. Within twenty minutes they 

were pulling into the Kensingtonôs driveway. Huge, electronically-operated iron 

gates opened to allow them to pass after they introduced themselves over the 

intercom. They followed the winding, gravel driveway through a secluded wooded 

area up to the fifty-bedroom mansion. Tony parked the 1997 Honda Civic next to a 

Bentley, a Porsche, and a classic 1967 Ford Mustang Coupe. Judith wasnôt a car fan 

but even she knew their Honda looked like the car equivalent of a homeless man 

crashing a very exclusive party at the Ritz hotel.  

 

They were welcomed in by Kensington himself who told them the butler had the 

night off. The high-ceilinged hallway had beautiful Spanish architecture in the 

stonework and old European murals painted on vast canvases. It was like a 

museum. 

 

óWelcome to my home,ô Kensington had enthused like a tour guide at a Disney 

attraction. óFollow me.ô 

 

Judith and Tony followed him down a corridor, through a room with a snooker 

table and bar, through a glass conservatory and into a spa-like room with a hot tub 

and two benches. 

 

óI insist that all my guests are treated like royalty when theyôre here. Tony, youôve 

been a shining light in my organisation over the past year and I intend to reward 

you for that. Please, take your clothes offéboth of youéand lie on the benches.ô 

 

Judith and Tony looked at each other wondering if theyôd heard the words right. 

 

Tony said what Judith was thinking only he said it without the expletive. óéExcuse 
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me!ô 

 

Kensington started to laugh. óA massage my dear boy, donôt worry, Iôm no sadist. 

My wife might have perfect nails but she gives the best massage. I will leave you 

both. There are towels on the benches.ô 

 

Tony looked back at Judith who stood next to him. He arched his head, 

questioningly. She shook hers. 

 

Kensington left the room. 

 

óCômon, just do it for me, we donôt want to upset his feelings, itôs only a massage.ô 

 

Judith gritted her teeth. óNo way, itôs embarrassing.ô 

 

Brigitte Kensington, a radiant woman with mousy blonde hair, entered the room. 

óHello, Tony and Judith, isnôt it?ô 

 

She walked over to Tony and shook his hand. Judith knew immediately that Tony 

found Brigitte attractive. She was in her mid-fifties (another piece of useless 

information from Lucy Gordon ï what happened to her?) but looked no older than 

thirty.  

 

óPlease, relax, lie down on the table and let me rub your troubles away.ô She held 

Tonyôs hand as she said this, seductively stroking it as she took it away, her eyes 

locked on his. 

 

óAre you sure it isnôt any trouble?ô Tony asked. 

 

óNot at all,ô she said, now reaching out for Judithôs hand. óItôs no trouble at all,ô she 

said softly, smiling. 

 

Judith shook the womanôs hand after a little hesitation, noticing immediately how 

soft it was. The earrings she was wearing looked like gold chandeliers, dangling 

from her earlobes. They were very distinctive but Judith hated gold and big 

earrings for that matter. But, they were the only ugly things on his womanôs 

perfectly aged head.  

 

Tony wasted no time stripping off. He wrapped the towel around his waist to hide 

what he always called his óMeat and Two Vegô, and slid onto the table face down. 

 

óAre you joining him, my dear?ô asked Brigitte, the earrings making small, 

shuffling sounds as she moved her head.  

 

Judith had never met Brigitte before but she was certain sheôd seen this monstrous 

piece of ear jewellery before. 
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óYour earrings are very nice,ô Judith lied. 

 

Brigitte lifted her hands, cupping the chandeliers under each ear. She looked like a 

belly dancer ready to start her routine. óYou like them? Iôm afraid theyôre one of a 

kind, you canôt buy them in the shops.ô 

 

Judith shrugged to say - óoh, never mindô - but was actually thinking ówho caresô. 

Where have I seen them before? 

 

Behind Brigitte, Judith noticed Tony silently pleading with her to comply. It was a 

facial expression Judith had seen quite often, usually when she was denying him sex. 

But she wasnôt going to stand and watch while her boyfriend enjoyed the warm, 

caressing hands of a woman he clearly was attracted to. His flushed face and, 

although sheôd never admit to noticing the fact he slid on to the bench hiding a 

bulging erection, made her assessment quite clear.  

 

óThereôs nothing to worry about, my dear,ô Brigitte said, keeping her eyes on 

Judithôs.  

 

óOkay, okay, I just donôt want to be any trouble.ô Judith replied. 

 

óJust wrap the towel around your waist and lie down, Iôll be back in one second 

with the oils and special rubbing salts.ô 

 

Brigitte marched out the room, her open-backed high-heels click-clicked, clicked-

clicked against the tiled floor as she went. 

 

Judith began getting undressed. óHow did I get roped into this?ô she demanded, 

walking towards the second pinewood bench. 

 

óItôs okay,ô Tony reasoned, ótheyôre eccentric, a bit posh, they want to treat us 

nicely. This must mean Iôm going to get that promotion, they wouldnôt be doing all 

this if there wasnôt something special on the cards.ô 

 

óYeah, well, just know that although I do love you, thatôs not why Iôm doing this. 

Iôm doing this because I hold a distant hope we might be able to buy our own house 

by the end of tonight.ô 

 

Judith took the rest of her clothes off without removing her knickers. She lay down 

on her stomach.  

 

Within moments, the click-clicking could be heard approaching. Quiet and distant 

at first, getting louder. Brigitte came walking into the room, her head back, her 

spine straight as an arrow. 
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óAre we all set,ô she asked her smile seemingly immovable. 

 

óWhat we having for dinner,ô Judith asked. It was the only small talk she could 

think of.  

 

Brigitte began to laugh, óWell, I hopeéactually Iôm sure itôs something youôre both 

quite fond of. The dish derives from England but the inspiration is quite worldlyéa 

little West Indian, a dash of central Asia, a bit of South America. However, Richard 

is the cook so heôs the one to ask.ô 

 

Judith wondered why such a simple, straightforward question might make the 

woman laugh, but the soothing, warm hands against her shoulder blades made her 

forget immediately. Brigitteôs wet, oily palms buried themselves into her shoulders; 

the perfect amount of pressure, forcing her to excrete a small orgasmic yelp. It was 

Judithôs turn for the red face. 

 

óI use common sunflower oil for my massages. I find it works so much better than 

the cosmetic rubbish you can buy over the counter.ô 

 

óIsnôt that used for cooking?ô Tony asked, taking the words right out of Judithôs 

mouth. 

 

óYes, thatôs right Tony, I believe it is.ô 

 

Brigitte massaged every inch of Judithôs body from the temples of her head all the 

way down to her toes. When she was finished, she did the same with Tony.  

 

óRight, now to the best bit; everyone loves my speciality.ô 

 

Brigitte reached for a tub of brownish power that Judith hadnôt noticed was there 

before. It looked like coffee. Brigitte took out a hand full and started depositing it 

over Judithôs body. She dropped a little bit of powder on each of her legs, then some 

on her arms and back. The she did the same for Tony.  

 

óWhatôs this?ô Judith asked, pointedly. 

 

óJust wait,ô was Brigitteôs immediate answer. 

 

She dropped the last remnants of powder from her hand onto Tonyôs foot and 

walked back over to Judith. She placed her hands on her shoulders and started to 

rub just like she had before. This time the pleasure was even more intense. 

Whatever the powder was, grinded against her skin under the controlled pressure 

of Brigitteôs soft palms. Judith desperately held back another orgasmic cry. 

 

óShe seems to be enjoying it,ô Tony enthused. 
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Brigitte smiled back at him, her lips parting slightly.  

 

óWhat is this stuff?ô he asked. 

 

óA few things thrown into a pestle and mortar is all,ô she replied. 

 

óSmells a bit like Jamaican Jerk,ô he joked, giving Brigitte a wide-eyed grin. Had he 

been single it would have been his best effort at flirtation of the night. 

 

Brigitte said nothing, returning her attention to Judithôs naked back which was 

bronzing from the oil and the powder. It looked like sheôd been in the sun all day. 

 

Judith was speechless after what she could only explain was the best massage sheôd 

ever received. Nothing else was said as Brigitte left her contemplating begging for 

more. The woman with the magic hands had the same affect on Tony, who bit his lip 

so hard to stop himself from screaming in pleasure it began to bleed. When she was 

done, she gave them both bath robes and instructed them to get into the sauna 

room. She told them her and her husband would join them presently. She actually 

used the word ópresentlyô.  

 

The sauna room was at the far side of the room, hidden by a large stone dividing 

wall that had white tiles all around it. It didnôt fit with the rustic tones and 

pinewood ambience of the rest of the room. 

 

óShall we go in?ô Tony said to Judith as he eyed the solid metallic door that jutted 

out from the wall like an entrance to a submarine. The rounded window in its upper 

section confirmed her nautical evaluation.  

 

óI dunno, Iôve never had a sauna before.ô 

 

óTheyôre hot, thatôs all I know.ô 

 

Next to the door was a thermostat which read eighty-degrees Fahrenheit. 

 

óIt looks like an oven,ô he protested. 

 

Judith nodded in agreement as the click-clicking of Brigitteôs feet could be heard 

entering the room. She had returned with her husband. 

 

óWhat are you waiting for, go in,ô she ordered. Her smile was still fixed across her 

face but it didnôt hide the stern nature of her tone. 

 

Kensington was chucking to himself. He brushed past Judith and lay his hand on 

the heavy-looking steel-door handle, pushing it down and opening it. 

 

óAfter you,ô he said, gesturing for Judith and Tony to enter. 
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They both stood still. 

 

óYou will like it, Iôm sure.ô Kensington said, excitedly. He entered and sat down on a 

wooden bench. Brigitte followed her husband, taking off her shoes at the door, and 

perched herself next to him. 

 

óWell, come on then,ô Kensington said, waving his hands as if to usher them in. 

óYouôre letting all the warmth out.ô 

 

Judith and Tony looked at each other, seeking some kind of reassurance. 

 

Tony entered first and saw there was a second bench across from the one 

Kensington and Brigitte were sitting on. Judith followed, the heat overwhelming her 

even before fully entering the sauna. She closed the door with some difficulty behind 

her. It closed with a clang. She sat down next to Tony and took in a few short 

breaths of hot air. 

 

Ten minutes later, Kensington was in the middle of the story óyou just canôt believe 

is true.ô 

 

óTwenty years ago, myself and Mrs. Kensington were hiking through the Amazon 

just on the Peruvian border.ô Kensington looked at his wife and she took his hand, 

squeezing it. His voice had mellowed and Brigitteôs smile had diminished for the 

first time.  

 

óWe were with a group of friends. We were young, idealistic, perhaps naµve.ô He 

swallowed. Judith thought he did it for affect. 

 

Kensington rubbed his sweaty palms together. óOne night - our fifth - there was a 

terrible rain storm. We took shelter wherever we could. Next morning we awokeéô 

He paused. 

 

óGo on,ô Brigitte said, squeezing her husbandôs hand tighter. 

 

óWhen we awoke in the morning, weôd lost our party. Weôd also lost our backpacks, 

our supplies, our food. We thought we were going to die.ô 

 

Tony leaned forward. óWhat happened?ô 

 

óA small boy found us and led us to his village.ô Kensington looked back at his wife, 

óit was crazy, we must have walked right past this place and we never saw it. There 

were houses made out of tree branches, mud cooking pots, cutlery fashioned from 

stoneéô 

 

Brigitte added, óit was like another world.ô 
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Kensington nodded. óYes, it was. How were we to know?ô 

 

Kensington outstretched his arms like a wanted man giving himself up. óThey took 

us in, they gave us dry clothes, they fed us. The food was the best weôd ever tasted 

and thatôs no lie.ô 

 

Brigitte nodded again. 

 

óThey saved our lives,ô Kensington said, softly.  

 

óHow did you get home?ô Tony asked. 

 

óWe were there seven days when the Peruvian army stormed the camp. We had 

been pronounced missing. They treated the Chulu ï the tribe was named Chulu, we 

found that out later ï they treated them like savages, beating them with the butts of 

their shotguns. We tried to stop them but what could we do?ô 

 

Kensington leaned back and looked at his wife again. 

 

óOf course, the first thing we wanted to know was if our friends had been found. 

They told us that they had and we asked to see theméô 

 

óéand they told us that we couldnôt,ô Brigitte said. 

 

óYes, thatôs rightéwe asked where theyôd been foundéô He swallowed and placed 

a hand against his white dove tattoo as if it was burning. 

 

Brigitte suddenly stood up. óI have to check on dinner,ô she said, her voice 

mechanical, forced. She opened the sauna door and left the room, closing it with a 

clang behind her.  

 

Judith shot a glance at Tony who was staring at the door. Kensington didnôt seem to 

notice his wife had gone. 

 

óThey told us our friends had been found the same place we were.ô 

 

óBut surelyéô Tony said, unable to finish his question. 

 

óYes, we would have known. Iôm just grateful of this...ô Now he looked at the white 

dove permanently painted on his shoulder. 

 

óHow come?ô Tony asked. 

 

óWe both have the same tattooémyself and my wife. We got them at the same 

timeéhers is on her ankle. You see the Chuluôs sacred god is an animaléthat 
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animal happens to be a white dove. Had they not seen the tattooôs on our bodies 

they wouldnôt have been as hospitable.ô 

 

Kensington looked towards the sauna door, perhaps looking for the reassurance of 

his wife. óHad we not had the white doves, weôd have suffered the same fate as our 

friends.ô 

 

óWhy, what happened to them.ô This time it was Judithôs turn to ask the question, 

her heart now beating faster. 

 

óThe Chulu had killed theméall,ô he said, distantly, his eyes drifting to the floor. 

 

There was silence. 

 

óBut that isnôt all,ô continued Kensington. óOr, indeed, the worst of it.ô 

 

He stopped speaking again, took a deep breath. It was getting hotter in the sauna, 

Judith was sure. 

 

óThe Chulu had prepared us some of the greatest food we had ever tasted, they had 

treated us like the Godôs they thought we were butéô He trailed off. 

 

óOur friendôs remainséonly the boneséwere discovered no more than a hundred 

yards from where we had been sleeping. We had no ideaéô 

 

óOh my god, that must have been terrible,ô Tony exclaimed. 

 

Kensington seemed to ignore Tonyôs condolence. óYou see, what you donôt know is 

that the Chulu are meat eaters, but not any kind of meatéô 

 

Judith held her breath without noticing. 

 

óThey eat human fleshéô Kensington paused, allowing the revelation to enter the 

room like an unwanted guest. 

 

Tonyôs mouth dropped open. 

 

óThe beautifully prepared and delicious meals we had been enjoying every day for a 

week, was the flesh torn from the bodies of our very dear friends.ô  

 

Kensington looked at Tony with an expression that was void of emotion. His eyes 

were glassy, his face full of perspiration. He was rubbing his hands again. 

 

Silence.  

 

Steam rose into the atmosphere. It was too hot in here now, Judith wanted out. She 
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wasnôt sure if it was the heat or Kensingtonôs deranged pre-dinner story. Her 

stomach suddenly felt the way it had the first and only time sheôd eaten caviar. It 

was one of slow-churning sickness and the thought of hundreds of fish eggs hatching 

inside her and swimming around their human fish tank.  

 

Kensington sat unmoved. Even his breathing appeared to have ceased. Nothing 

moved; there were no sounds. Judith could feel her body but it would not respond. 

 

The silence was eventually broken by Tony. óNow that is something you donôt hear 

every day.ô 

 

Kensingtonôs expressionless face changed immediately. The smile returned, in fact, 

it was a grin from ear to ear. He displayed perfectly white teeth and began to laugh. 

 

óIt is, isnôt it,ô he said, jovially. 

 

Tony pointed a finger at Kensington. óWere you jokingéis this a joke?ô 

 

Kensingtonôs laugh increased to a guffaw. He had to grip his sides as they were 

clearly beginning to hurt. Judith, not knowing whether to join in or cry, noticed 

Brigitte had reappeared at the door. She could see her face through the rounded 

glass window. Brigitteôs smile had reappeared but this time it was different. It 

wasnôt warm or welcoming but cold and void of sentiment. It was the sort of smile 

Hitler might have had after the invasion of France. 

 

The door to the sauna opened. Kensington stood up. As he did so he stopped 

laughing and his face became expressionless again like a robot hitting an on/off 

happy switch.  

 

óNo, I wasnôt joking,ô he said, sternly.  

 

He darted towards the door and rushed out into the cool air. The door slammed 

shut behind him. 

 

It was only then that Judithôs instincts took over. She stood up looking inquisitively 

towards Kensington and his wife who were both staring back at her, an icy glee 

glowing from their faces. 

 

óWhat are you doing?ô Judith said. 

 

Tony stood up. óWhatôs going on Mr. Kensington?ô 

 

Kensington looked them up and down. óIôm afraid weôve held a taste for it every 

since my dear people.ô 

 

óWhatéwhat do you mean?ô Tony said, fear growing within him. 
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óYouôre not the first and you wonôt be the last,ô heckled Brigitte. She laughed 

hysterically. 

 

óThey all love the preparation of the meat, donôt they my dear,ô Kensington said to 

his wife without taking his eyes off Judith and Tony. 

 

Tony went for the door, banging his hands against it. He tried the door handle 

which was locked firm. The thudding Tonyôs palms made against the metal sounded 

like a death march drum. 

 

Judith followed his lead, pushing against the door but it was no use, it wouldnôt 

budge. She tried the handle but got the same result ï it wouldnôt move. She placed 

her back against it and pushed but only managed to slip to the ground. As she hit 

the ground, the heat from the floor burned her buttocks and she had to get up 

immediately. 

 

óPlease, what are you doing?ô she said to the laughing faces staring at her through 

the glass. They looked like spoilt children on a day trip to the zoo poking fun at the 

monkeys.  

 

Brigitte was a different woman now. She was excited, fidgety. óThat Randy Gorman 

loved his massage. He wasnôt too happy when he found out I was just marinating 

him.ô 

 

Brigitte let out another hearty cackle and walked away leaving her husband alone 

to poke fun at their capture.  

 

óMy wifeôs recipe is spot on, you know.ô 

 

Judith backed away from the door. óItôségetting hotter in here?ô she gasped, 

struggling to breathe. 

 

óWhatéwhat is this?ô Tony shouted at the window. Kensington just stared straight 

back. 

 

óTonyéTony,ô Judith said, falling to the bench. óItôs getting hotter in here.ô 

 

óMr. Kensingtonéplease, if I do this, will I get the promotion?ô Tony pleaded. 

 

Kensingtonôs smile faded. óWhat promotion, my dear boy?ô He said and left the 

window. Tony and Judith were alone.  

 

óShut up Tony,ô struggled Judith. 

 

Tony collapsed on to the other bench. óWhatéI canôt hear you, itôs so hot.ô 
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The temperature was rising fast. Steam was filling the room and the air was 

thinning. 

 

Tony searched for breath. óI canôtébreathe.ô 

 

The image of Lucy Gordonôs face flashed across her mind. The image of her 

wearing huge, ugly gold earrings that looked like chandeliers and rattled by the side 

of her head every time she moved appeared. The same earrings Brigitte was 

wearing, they were Lucyôs. Whatever happened to Lucy Gordon?  

 

Now she knew.  

 

The heat in the room was overpowering. Judith felt herself go in and out of 

consciousness. She began to feel pain. Her skin began to itch. At first it was like 

brushing against nettles then it was like someone pinching her skin between their 

nails.  

 

She heard Tony splutter some words. óWhat iséthis?ô 

 

Judith could see her skin was bright pink and beginning to bubble. Before she lost 

consciousness she managed to answer her boyfriendôs question. 

 

óItôs an ovenéitôs an over.ô 

 

  

 

 

 

Believe 

Rick McQuiston Horror Past 

 
 
Tyler sat in his bed, huddled under his blankets, glaring down at his bedroom floor. 

A thin layer of sweat coated his body, making him feel very uncomfortable. How he 

hated that sticky, wet feeling. It reminded him of when he had a fever, drained of all 

of his energy and full of aches and pains. In a strange way however he wished the 

sweat were from a fever. That would have been preferable to the real cause of it, 

which was from simply being nervous. 

 Tyler gripped his blanket tightly, attempting to extract as much false security 

from it as he could. Nearby, his baseball bat, the same one heôd smacked a home run 

with the week before, leaned against the bedpost, silently offering its assistance if it 

were needed. 

 Tylerôs thoughts drifted back to his friend Joey and what he had said when 

they camped out in his parentôs backyard a few nights before. In the yellow glow of 
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his flashlight Joey had pulled out a small, leather-bound book from beneath his 

pillow. He went on to explain that it was his fathersô, and he had accidentally found 

it in his basement the week before. It was hidden with other curious items in tightly 

bound boxes hidden behind the furnace. His dad always had been interested in 

weird occult stuff and had amassed quite a collection of the stuff.  

  

          

 ñThereôs no title on it,ò Joey pointed out. ñBut if you look on the first page 

near the bottom youôll see a single word scratched into the paper. It saysé believe.ò 

He then flipped open the book and motioned toward the otherwise blank first page. 

There, almost unreadable, was a single word sloppily written in dark red ink. Tyler 

leaned forward. 

 ñIt saysé believe,ò Joey repeated as if reading his friendôs mind. ñThatôs 

what it says.ò  

 Tyler felt his spine stiffen as a cold sweat tightened its uncomfortable grip on 

his body. He looked down at the floor of his bedroom, and noticed dozens of 

footprints littering the carpet. Some were large, as if from grown men and women, 

while others were comparably small, apparently from children. They were scattered 

everywhere, and criss-crossed each other frequently. Tyler knew very well what 

they were and who had made them.  

 Dead people. 

 They were made by whole families, by wandering loners, by lost souls with no 

place to rest. All forgotten and long dead. 

 ñYou wanna see something really weird?ò Joey had asked on that ill-fated 

night in the tent. ñCheck this out.ò He then proceeded to flip through the remaining 

pages in the book, pausing briefly on each one. ñYou see that?ò he asked as a smile 

slid across his face. ñTheyôre all the same. The same word on every page. Believe.ò  

 ñBut why? And what does it mean?ò Tyler had asked, although he didnôt 

really want to know.  

         

 Joey looked at his friend with a glint in his eye. ñAll you have to do is read 

every page out loud.ò  

 ñIs that all?ò Tyler had remarked sarcastically.  

 Joey laughed. ñNo, not really. You have to believe each time you say it.ò He 

then closed the book and opened his fourth can of soda pop. ñBut I have to warn you 

though,ò he continued. ñThere are some things you donôt want to believe in.ò 

Joey had always been a strange character, and Tyler sometimes wondered just why 

they were such good friends.  

 ñFine,ò Tyler said to his friend. ñGive me the stupid book. Iôll read every 

dumb page.ò He was surprised at his courage sometimes. 

 ñSuit yourself,ò Joey replied. ñBut your life might change a little.ò He smiled 

and took a swig of his soda. ñI know mine did.ò   

 Tyler cursed at himself as he recalled flipping through every page in the book 

and saying the words loud and clear. He had followed Joeyôs instructions exactly, 

reciting each word while looking directly at it and clearing his mind of any 

distractions. Only the word itself and its meaning occupied his thoughts. And most 
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important of all, he actually convinced himself to believe in the words and the book. 

  But none of that mattered now as he sat in his bed alone and scared. In the 

last few days heôd seen things which were weird and very disturbing, things which 

should not be seen.  

 First, there was the pretty young woman hovering over his school bus. Her 

face, stained with the blood of her death, was twisted by pain and anger. Then there 

was the tall man standing in the middle of an aisle in the grocery store, bruises 

covering his swollen body, head bent so far back it looked as if it would fall off. 

Apparently he had suffered a broken neck in some type of accident.  

And there were many others as well. Bloody, mangled bodies and faces, 

distorted features, expressions of stark terror and pain. Some appeared almost 

normal while others were nothing more than shells of people. And then there was 

when he made the mistake of walking past Hollowthorn Cemetery. The noises heôd 

heard coming from the ground gave him nightmares. Terrible scratching sounds 

like the dead were trying to claw their way out of their graves.  

And they all had one thing in commonéall were directed at him, as if they 

knew he was aware of them. It was as if they were always there, but until truly 

believed in could not fully exist. 

 Tyler gritted his teeth in fear. The pale moonlight, which streamed into his 

room, casting shadows everywhere, further heightened the tension which already 

paralyzed him.  Joeyôs words danced in his head. There are things you donôt want to 

know. Your life might change a little. Now Tyler knew what those words meant.  

 He looked down at his bedroom floor again and realized that his situation 

could be much worse than he previously thought. He always had an active 

imagination, something he thought would have been an asset in his life, but now it 

seemed to make his problems worse. It allowed him to enter fantastic lands and see 

strange creatures. In a way, he actually believed in these worlds within his mind. He 

was the master, creating things the way he thought they should or would be. The 

escapism his imagination offered was priceless to him. Troubles at school or with 

girls could not enter these lands, and although they waited for him back in reality he 

still enjoyed his creations whenever possible. 

 But that is what caused his problems as well. By believing in them, even if 

only for a minute, and by reading the strange book from his friend Joey, he gave life 

to them.  

 And ghosts were only the first things to manifest themselves in his 

worldéand certainly not the most frightening.  

 Tyler looked at the footprints on the floor of his bedroom. The ghosts had 

been everywhere, even walking around before his house had been built. They left 

tracks for a true believer like Tyler to see. But there were other tracks as well, made 

from things which werenôt human, and never had been. Born in his imagination, 

and since believed in at one time or another, anxious to explore their new world. 

They were long, distorted things slithering around in all directions, blotting out 

many of the ghostly footprints. He watched in horror as new ones appeared right 

before his eyes. Twisted, snakelike tracks, searching for something to believe in 

them, to make them real.  

Tylerôs stomach churned when some of the tracks turned towards him, and 
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appearing to hesitate for a moment or two, began to approach his bed. His 

imagination raced in an attempt to create creatures that would make such tracks; at 

least if he knew what they were he might be able to deal with them better that way.  

  

Slowly, the things began to appear, excited with hunger and their newfound 

capacity to feed. They had existed in Tylerôs mind for too long, and were now quite 

anxious to test their abilities.  

 They gathered in growing numbers and surrounded the frightened young 

boy on his bed.  
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