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What 6s For Di nner , Judi t h?

Daniel Stephens | Horror | Past

6You someti mes hear those stories the
Richard Kensington in his forced upperclass English accent.

Judith Thurrock, one of K ekKessingtan Assatiatss,
knew he was actuallyawese nd grunt whodéd started |
layabout. She sat across from him, struggling taake out his facial features
amongst the rising steam of the saunce
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 cockneyslangrootsShe6d f ound
Lucy Gordon in accounting who was fri
had disappeared Oh yeah, whatever happenéd Lucy Gordon?

6Wel | , I wi | | take that awkward sil ern
continued.

Judith felt she was listening to Stephen Fry telling a joke. He probably practised
this accent every Christmas watching
alrite, mi old chinaé in her best we
accidentlly letting slip his perfect pronunciation, but she held back the urge.

(n

Sat next to Kensington was his wife, Brigitte. Her right leg was crossed over her le]
in the direction of her husband. The red, painted toe nails and polished feet were
the perfectaccompaniment to her immaculately shaved legs that shined graciously

inthemid-t one | ight of the sauna room. Ju
the same colour as her toes and even without mak#, the sweat on her face did
nothing to hide herbe aut vy . I f it wasndét for a wh

anyone would have thought shedd been
looked as good as Brigitte by the time she reached her fifties.

OWe have al ways had gue s tll®our@dman, to s&mplev
the fruits of my successes, 0 continue




Judith glanced across to her boyfriend Tony who was sat beside her. She gave hir

t hat o6why are we hered | ook, which we
expressionhesawwan he first told her they w¢
dinner. She noticed, as the steam hac
on Brigitteds perfectly pruned | egs.
notice. She did the same again, hi s ti me with enough f

letting out a yelp.

Richard Kensington stopped speakinginmief | ow. O0éi s everyt
ony | ooked embarrassingly at the Ker
udith. ONoénbdéitBenebhbtog, please ¢

Judith gave her b oy Pleasecantnuéshesttougbt@lease ¢
continue whenever have you spoken like that, Toie had been mimicking the
upper-cr ust Engl i sh acdaeved. ever since tAh

6Now, where was |, 06 added Kensington,

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 ha
to admit, atleastt o her sel f, she woul dn 0 {ypepeople

Judith and Tony had arrived atsevenat hi rty pm sharp, as
received a call quite out of the blue at six pm. As they both worked at Barrett
Kensington Associates they traglled to work together and usually got home just
before six. Tony was one of twelve architects working for the company. Although h
enjoyed the job, he still hadndét got
out to the conniving, twaefaced, nagood,rotten little whore -child Randy Gorman
for the top job working alongside Ker
operati on, James Barrett. Gor man, a |y
married an English maid from Nemwast
building that was to be an extension to one of the major universities in the city. It
was a multimillion 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 Gor man stil/l hadndét come back to

60This is it,6 Tony had said enthusi as
0Kensington has asked us Ifioervediintn,e riétt
that happened to Randy Gorman before he upped sticks and left for paradise, this
itéethis is it!o A |little -samphastiesiésd tio

Judith had
0s

0t had t-measshéd bopgbk ffheri
Spencer n

n
0 her | unch br e aeke ofrnbwes nSheTlilec




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 sameam as that
egotistical buffoon was torture in itself. Could she take a silown meal with small
talk and after-dinner brandy and cigars? What were they going to talk about? She
didndt have a bl ack American Express
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
move to Barbados,orLosA gel es, or Milan, or Par.i
theydd get out of their small, rentec

couldndét wait for the moment they dic
and their unreasonable sex hour$ waking up at four am to squeaking bedsprings
and screaming orgasms was doing nothing for her beauty sleep. The only screami
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 Babados waiting for the sun to
come out.

So they showered, changed, and jumped in the car. Within twenty minutes they
were pulling into the Kensi ngpeatediren dr
gates opened to allow them to pass after they introded 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
Bentl ey, a Porsche, and a cl assi c arifané¢
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 hal beautiful Spanish architecture in the
stonework and old European murals painted on vast canvases. It was like a
museum.

OWel come to my
oF

home, 6 Kensington had
attraction. I I o 0

w me. O

Judith and Tony followed him down a corridor, through a room with a snooker
table and bar, through a glass conservatory and into a spigke room with a hot tub
and two benches.

o1 insist that al/|l my guests are tree
been a shining light inmy organisation over the past year and | intend to reward
you for that. Pl ease, take your <cl otH

Judith and Tony | ooked at each ot her

Tony said what Judith was thinkingonl v he said it witho




me! O

Kensington started to | augh. O6A masssag
My wife might have perfect nails but she gives the best massage. | will leave you
both. There are towels on the bench&s.

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

Kensington left the room.
6Cémon, just do it for me, we donoét
Judith gritted ©besr embarhasédNoagwdy, it

Brigitte Kensington, a radiant woman with mousy blonde hair, entered the room.
6Hel Il o, Tony and Judith, isndét it?6

She walked over to Tony and shook his hand. Judith knew immediately that Tony
found Brigitte attractive. She was in her md-fifties (another piece of useless
information from Lucy Gordon T what happened to herut looked no older than
thirty.

0Pl ease, rel ax, |l i e down on the tabl
Tonyods hand as s he s agitds shelooksit,away, bet eyest i
locked on his.

m

OAre you sure it isndét any troubl e?656

(@))

ONot at all,
said softly, smiling.

she said, now reaching

Judith shook t he witeimssitatios, noticeng ichmedalitelyehow
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 theonlyuglythh gs on hi s w¢
perfectly aged head.

(a})

Tony wasted no time stripping off. He wrapped the towel around his waist to hide
what he always called his 6Meat and 1

O0Are you joining him, earingsmaking’sthalla s k e ¢
shuffling sounds as she moved her head.

Judith had never met Brigitte before
piece of ear jewellery before.




6Your earrings are very nice, 6 Judith

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

belly dancer ready to start her routi
kind, you candét buy them in the shops
Judith shruggedtosay-6 o h, newvlkut mwvadgdact ualclayr ets

Where have | 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 s
But she wasndt goi ng ermwyfrerndanoged thewcarmy a t
caressing hands of a woman he clearly was attracted to. His flushed face and,
although shedd never admit to noticinr
bulging erection, made her assessment quite clear.

0Ther eibsg ntod hworry about, my dear, 6 B
Judit hos

60kay, okay, | just dondét want to be
6Just wrap the towel around your wai g

A

with the oils and specialrubbh g s al t s. 6

Brigitte marched out the room, her openbacked high-heelsclick-clicked, clicked
clickedagainst the tiled floor as she went.

Judith began getting undressed. OHow
walking towards the second pinewood beh.

6ltds okay, 6 Tony reasoned, O6theyore
nicely. This must mean | 6m going to ¢
this i f there wasndt something speci e
6Yeah, wel |l , tjhuosutg hk nfo wd ot hlaotv ealy ou, t h
| 6m doing this because | hold a disteé
by the end of tonight.

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.




0Ar e we al | her snile seemsdglyamneoalles d

60What we having for dinner, 6 Judith &
think of.

Brigitte began to | augh, o6Well, I hoq
quite fond of. The dish derives from England but the inspiration is quite wod | y €
little West Indian, a dash of central Asia, a bit of South America. However, Richard

A

is the cook so heds the one to ask. o6

Judith wondered why such a simple, straightforward question might make the
woman laugh, but the soothing, warm hands against hehoulder blades made her
forget i mmediately. Brigitteds wet,
the perfect amount of pressure, forcing her to excrete a small orgasmic yelp. It was
Judithdés turn for the red face.

61 use c¢ o mmolfor myumassdgesw &nd it veorks so much better than
the cosmetic rubbish you can buy over
0l snét that wused for cooking?6éd Tony &
mouth.

6Yes, thatodés right Tony, | believe it

Brigitte masssyed every inch of Judithoés body
way down to her toes. When she was finished, she did the same with Tony.

ORi ght, now to the best bit; everyone

Brigitte reached for a tub of brownish powerthatludi t h hadndét na
before. It looked like coffee. Brigitte took out a hand full and started depositing it
over Judithodés body. She dropped a | it
on her arms and back. The she did the same for Tony.

O0What 6s this?6 Judith asked, pointedl]l
6Just wait,d6 was Brigitteds i mmedi at ¢
She dropped the | ast remnants of powc
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 Brigitteds soft palms. Judith desftg

0She seems t oTohyenthesed. oyi ng it , 6




Brigitte smiled back at him, her lips parting slightly.

6What is this stuff?6d he asked.
O0A few things thrown into a pestl e ar
6Smell s a bit |ike Jamai can -gyeddgkn. ladHhee
been single it would have been his best effort at flirtation of the night.
Brigitte said nothing, returning her
bronzi from the oil and the powder .

Judithwas speechless after what she coul
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
so hard to stophimself from screaming in pleasure it began to bleed. When she wa
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 Opresentl yo.

The sauna room was at the far side of the room, hidden by a large stone dividing
wall that had white tiles all around
pinewood ambience of the rest of the room.

6Shall we go in?6 Tony sofidarnetdllic door thatyutted t H
out from the wall like an entrance to a submarine. The rounded window in its uppel
section confirmed her nautical evaluation.

6l dunno, | 6ve never had a sauna bef c
6Theydére hot, thatdéds all | know. d
Next to the doorwas a thermostat which read eightydegrees Fahrenheit.
6lt I ooks Ilike an oven, 6 he protestec

Judith nodded in agreement as thelick-clickingof Br i gi tt eds f e
entering the room. She had returned with her husband.

order ed. F

60What are fyow, wao timg e
hi he stern nat

s h
face but it di dnot t

0
de
Kensington was chucking to himself. He brushed past Judith and lay his hand on
the heavylooking steetdoor handle, pushing it down and ogning it.

O0After you, 6 he said, gesturing for




They both stood still.

6You wi ||l i ke it, |l 6m sure. 6 Kensi ng
wooden bench. Brigitte followed her husband, taking off her shoes at¢hdoor, and
perched herself next to him.

OWell, come on then, 6 Kensington saic
60Youbre letting all the warmth out. 0

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 hel
even before fully entering the sauna. She closed the door with some difficulty behi
her. It closed with aclang. She satdown next to Tony and took in a few short
breaths of hot air.

Ten minutes | ater, Kensington was 1in
is true. O

6Twenty years ago, myself and Mr s. (Y
justonthe Peruvianbor der . 6 Kensington | ooked 3
sqgueezing it. Hi s voice had mell owed
first time.

O60We were with a group of friends. We

swallowed. Judiththought he did it for affect.

Kensington rubbed hi s s we-otryifth pthdremss at ¢
terrible rain storm. We took shelter
He paused.

A

060Go on, 6 Brigitte saiddtglequeezi ng her

O0When we awoke in the morning, wedd I
our supplies, our food. We thought we
Tony | eaned forward. oOWhat happened?G¢d
0A smal l boy found us and | ledbadkathiswafe,
6it was crazy, we must have wal ked ri

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

Brigitte added, 6it was | i ke another

10




Kensingtonnoddke d. O6Yes, it was. How were we

Kensington outstretched his arms | i kegé
us in, they gave us dry clothes, they
and thatodos no | ie. o

Brigitte nodded again.

0Thesaved our | ives, 6 Kensington saic

O0How did you get home?d Tony asked.

OWe were there seven days when the Pe
been pronounced missing. They treated the Chuluthe tribe was named Chulu, we
found that out later i they treated them like savages, beating them with the butts o
their shotguns. We tried to stop ther

Kensington leaned back and looked at his wife again.
t

i ng we mnaunmdt e

6 Of cour hin
t I had and we ask

se, the first
They old us that they
6éand they told us that we coul dnoét , ¢

60Yes, thatodos right éwe asked where t he
a hand against his white dove tattoo as if it was burning.

Brigitte suddenly stood up. 6l have t
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 ssanso
notice his wife had gone.

0They told wus our friends had been fc
60But surelyéd Tony said, unable to fi

6Yes, we would have known. |l 6m j ust
dove permanenly painted on his shoulder.

[{en)

OHow come?06 Tony asked.

OWe both have the same tattooémyself
ti meéhers is on her ankl e. You see t§h

11




animal happens to be a white dove. Had theynotsee t he t att oo0s
t hey woul dnét have been as hospitabl e

Kensington looked towards the sauna door, perhaps looking for the reassurance o
his wife. OHad we not had the white ¢
friends. 0

OWhy, hwipptened to them.d This time it
her heart now beating faster.

6The Chulu had killed theméall , 6 he s
There was silence.
6But t hat i snot all ,dondeetdi ntbd Kensit

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

060The Chulu had prepared us some of tF
treated us | i ke the eGdaddubsé 6t hHey ttrhaa u gk
60ur friendds remainséonly the bonesé
yards from where we had been sl eepi ng
60h my god, that must have been terr.i
Kensington seemed dtod eingreor & Ybanys@&s, Cc ¢
that the Chulu are meat eaters, but 7

Judith held her breath without noticing.

06They eat human fl eshéd Kensington p
room like an unwanted guest.

(o))

Tonyds mouth dropped open.

6The beautifu
we e k , was t he

o

repared and del i ci
h torn from the bo

o

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

12




wasnoét sure i f it was t he -dneeastory.dder Ker
stomach suddenly felt the way it had ¢t
was one of slowchurning sickness and the thought of hundreds of fish eggs hatchir]
inside her and swimming around their human fish tank.

Kensington sat unmoved. Even his brahing 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
every day. 0

Kensingtonds expr dsnmedataly. Bhe smilefretucned, io fach 1
it was a grin from ear to ear. He displayed perfectly white teeth and began to laugh

6lt is, isndét it,d6 he said, jovially.
Tony pointed a finger at Kensington.

Kens i n quglhimcéeasedlto 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
gl ass wi ndo wlehaB reappgearédtbat this time iwas different. It
wasnodét warm or welcoming but cold anc
Hitler might have had after the invasion of France.

The door to the sauna opened. Kensington stood up. As he did so tepped
laughing and his face became expressionless again like a robot hitting an on/off
happy switch.

6No, I wasndét joking, 6 he said, sterr

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

twasonlythen t hat Juditho6és instincts too
towards Kensington and his wife who were both staring back at her, an icy glee
glowing from their faces.

O0What are you doing?06 Judith said.

Tony stood up. OWhathn@s o;m®ibng on Mr . H

Kensington | ooked them up and down. ¢

since my dear people. 0

O0What éwhat do you mean?d® Tony said, f

13




0Youobre not the first and you wonot &
hysterically.

0They all |l ove the preparation of 't he
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 fiirm.The t huddi ng Tonyds pal ms 1
like a death march drum.

Judith followed his | ead, pushing agsé
budge. She tried the handle but gotthe sameresilti t woul dndét mo
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.

0PIl enahsaet, are you doing?6 she said to
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. ¢
|l oved his massage. He wasnot too haprty
him.o

Brigitte let out another hearty cackle and walked away leaving her husband alone
to poke fun at their capture.

O0My wifebds recipe is spot on, you knd

Judith backed away from the door. 611t
struggling to breathe

60What éwhat is this?6 Tony shouted at
back.

6TonyéTony, 6 Judith said, falling to
OMr. Kensingtonéplease, iif | do this,
Kensngt on6s smile faded. O0What promot.i

window. Tony and Judith were alone.

6Shut up Tony, d struggled Judith.

Tony coll apsed on to the other bench.

14




The temperature was rising fastSteam was filling the room and the air was
thinning.

7z

Tony searched for breath. &6l candt ébr

The i mage of Lucy Gordonb6és face fl ash
wearing huge, ugly gold earrings that looked like chandeliers and rattled by thadse
of her head every time she moved appeared. The same earrings Brigitte was
wearing, t heWhateverhappehed o yutysGordon?

Now she knew.

The heat in the room was overpowering. Judith felt herself go in and out of
consciousness. She beg#o 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. ¢(

Judith could see her skin was bright pink and begining to bubble. Before she lost
consciousness she managed to answer |

6l tds an ovenéitds an over. o

Believe

Rick McQuiston | Horror | Past

Tyler sat in his bed, huddled under his blankets, laring 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 a
of his energy and full of aches and pains. In a strange way however he wished the
sweatwere 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 onethd s mac k e d
with the week before, leaned against the bedpost, silently offering its assistance if
were needed.

Tyl erds thoughts drifted back to h
they camped out in his p dareelnthedysllonbgbow df Vi
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his flashlight Joey had pulled out a small, leathebound book from beneath his
pill ow. He went on to explain that it
it in his basement the week before. It was hidden with otherucious 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.

AThereds no title on it, o0 Joeypageoi
near the bottom youodoll see a single W
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. Tyle
leaned forward.

Alt saysé believe, 0 Joey repeated
what 1t says. o0

Tyler felt his spine stiffen as a cold sweat tightened its uncomfortable grip or
his body. He looked down at the floor of his bedroom, and notidedozens 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 crisscrossed 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 1
place to rest. All forgotten and long dead.

AYou wanna see something real Hatedwe
nightinthet ent . fACheck this out. o He then
pages in the book, pausing briefly on
slid across his face. ATheyore all th

ABut whwRa®Andoes it mean?06 Tyl er h

really want to know.

Joey | ooked at his friend with a g
every page out | oud. o

Als that all ?0 Tyler had remarked

Joey laughedi No, not really. You have t ¢
then closed the book and opened his f

though, 0 he continued. AThere are son
Joey had always been a strangéharacter, and Tyler sometimes wondered just why
they were such good friends.
AFine,o Tyler said to his friend.
dumb page. 0 He was surprised at his ¢
ASuit yourself, 0 Jomiyghtepdhange A8 u

and took a swig of his soda. Al know
Tyler cursed at himself as he recalled flipping through every page in the boo
and saying the words | oud and cl ear.

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 thatmattered now as he sat in his bed alone and scared. In the
| ast few days hedd seen things which
should not be seen.

First, there was the pretty young woman hovering over his school bus. Her
face, stained withthe blood of her death, was twisted by pain and anger. Then therg
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. Ahthen there was
when he made the mistake of walking p
heard coming from the ground gave him nightmares. Terrible scratching sounds
like the dead were trying to claw their way out of their graves.

Andtheyallhadone thing in commonéall we
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
paralyzedhim. Joey 6 s words dameecce iamehitdhi mega
know. Your life might change a littleNow 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 allowddm to enter fantastic lands and see
strange creatures. In a way, he actually believed in these worlds within his mind. H
was the master, creating things the way he thought they should or would be. The
escapism his imagination offered was priceless to hinTroubles at school or with
girls could not enter these lands, and although they waited for him back in reality h
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 lif
to them.

And ghosts were only the first things to manifest themselves in his
worl déand certainly not the most frig

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, mad
from things which werendét human, tiamnd
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.

Tyl erds stomach churned when some
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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; a
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
capacitytofeedThey had existed in Tylerads mi
anxious to test their abilities.

They gathered in growing numbers and surrounded the frightened young
boy on his bed.

JUNGLE ROT

Michael A. Kechula | Horror | Past
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