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THE TARANTULA by Neal Privett
The moon was full again.

It hovered above the midnight waves and melted over Robertsdjankaddled mind like

warm butter over lobster tail. The night was beautiful out there beneath the stars. And

mysterious, too. Nobody knew what mad little secrets the islands held in the silver lunar
rayséand nobody knew wh e boardeRafhghtoutoftevens t oni gh
without telling a soul and now he was happily lost in that cool blue dream of palm trees and

rum drinks with tiny paper umbrellas. Lying on his back in the sand, he vowed neger to
emergeback into that lousy 9 to 5 world evagain.

The island was resplendent in its velvet darkness; the night air was filled with living things,

all moon worshippersébirds calling in the ju
treetops. Voices of lovers on the beach farther down laggind splashing in the sea. La

Luna ruled over everything here.

Robertrosefrom the soft powdery sand and raised his glass to the gleaming moon that swam
like a goddess above the rolling waviéeo youp he toasted.

Finally, he waentlemanmbfhywéina £td ipraradi Ralidgal ave tc
ruml aced wave to some blue dreamy place. Robe

Dig it.
Yes.

Some shadows passed suddenly in front of the night tide rolling in. He rubbed the fog from
his eyes ath turned to see a line of locals dressed in long cloaks that flowed behind them in
the breeze. They looked almost like giant bats, marching down the Beeatiple of them
carried torches.

Robert watched them pass for a few moments then struggled lgltionisis feet. He stood
there wobbling in the salty breeze until he regained his balance again.

He brushed the white powdery sand from his o
backéhi s c hHestrie@th piese tHoeghtstogether. The ones thditthbeen

drowned in rum already, that is. He watched the last stranger vanish down the long beach and
decided on a crazy whim to follow them. I f t
wanted to be therdlaybe there would be gals doing the limbonking mixed drinks, and

howling at the moon. And judging from the weird capes on the folks that just fluttered
pastéit must be a cost ume p a rdtegatta niaie thato d , Rob
scene.

Robert stumbled down the beach with his hgadrsng. Time ceased to exist; there was only
the moon, the starséboth of which swirled ab
He stopped and listened.

Waitaminute, he said. The drumsweakten i n hi s mindét hey were c¢comi
else. Soraplace in the jungle. The soft green jungle night.
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Agar staggered down a trail that snaked through the tropical vegetation. He tripped and fell
flat on his face once, but he picked himself back up and kept moving. The faint glow of a fire
reached out witlheckoning orange fingers from behind a wall of palife distant sound of
drums swayed on the island air.

The rum soaked wayfarer spat sand from his mouth and parted the palm leaves, stepping into
the lush coolness with a crooked grin on his intoxtééee. Hebarrelleddown the secluded
pathway, en route to some cool blue paradise.

An adventurous buzz radiated through Agar. A kind of gentle madness danced on his brain.
This was so cool he couldrbelieve it. Crashing a local native rock and rolitpaDig that.

He followed the exotic rhythm of the drums. It was like a Martin Denny record at midnight.
The drums pulsated somewhere under the moon. Someone was madly slapping the skins from
across the distance and it drew him closer. Like a motfilaone.

The trail cut through the tropical undergrowth for about a quarter mile. The drums grew
louder and louder the farther Agar walked. He wiped the sweat from his eyes and pushed his
way through the leaves and grass until he finally came to an aboppisere was a clearing
beyond the trail. Ahead, he could see the flickering ghosts of the bonfire flames as they
danced with the musiélis blood turned to ice water and his mind squirmed inside his skull

in a feeble attempt to comprehend what he wamgeThis wasé a party.

It was some kind of cult ritual.

The drums were pulsating now at a fevered beat. They almost had a life of their own. But it
wasrak j ust musi céi t -spiritssA caill ranaup Agdastspine tdéspite the g h t
heat.

The drums controlled everything. Shadows and fire.

Figures whirled and gyrated around the bonfires. Someone tossed another block of wood.
Sparks of flame showered the howlirmyellers Agar could pull his eyes away from the
scene.

He recognized theame men who had marched past him on the beach a little while ago. Their
cowls were down now and he was aghast to find that their faces were painted like skulls.
Their spectral visages almost glowed in the light of the fire. Most of them danced around the
blaze. They tossed their heads back and waved their arms skyward in wild ecstasy. The
drums suddenly grew |l ouderéand faster. The
They threw themselves on the ground and screamed as if some invisible horrqpwas ri

their flesh with unseen talons.

And then they stopped.
A tall robed figure emerged from the green wall of vegetation beyond the fire; its face
obscured by a large black hood. The dancers waited, bodies prostate on the ground. Even the

drums had gomsilent. The silent figure entered the human circle and raised its arms to the
sky. A unanimous gasp left the true believers and they all scrambled to their knees.
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Robert crouched down behind some palmettos. A strange chill danced on the back of his neck
and he shivered. The rum was beginning to wear off a bit and the initial thrill of following

these strange cats was gone. This wahke kind of party he wanted to crash. Where was the
conga line? The girls? The hooch?

The leader pulled the hood fronsinead and the blood raced through Rabdatain. The

man was painted more elaborately than the others. He wore skullupakat there was

morecolouri n hi s faceéan al most yellowish tinge t
the faux bone disguisdnd onthetallma® f or ehead was somet hing e
Robert squinted and tried to make the design out from his hiding place.

It was a tarantula.

The drums started up again and the natives s
call out to unknown worlds. Robert watched in stone silence as the newly arrived leader
clenched his fists.

He screamediHermanos de la Tarantula ... Nos reunimos aqui esta noche para dar la
bienvenida a una nueva alma a nuestro redil de los condenadier la sangre nuevao...

Robert tr i efiDann@he whispered. Halftrem@&mbered visions of high school
Spanish class came backtohfidle r manos: br ot her s él al I8nda diéd a é s

The tall reapetike figure continuedfiVveneno dellfaréntulaes muerte, hermanos ... y

también es vida. Bebemos de la copa de la muerte ... y al hacerlo nos salvamos de aquella
larga noche oscura de la mortalidad y de la condenacion ... Bebemos formar la copa de la
vida ... y el sabor de la sangre de los vivog al hacerlo, conquistamos la muer@The

crowd rose to its feet and began to sway with the drum beat again. His voice melded with the
rhythm and became one. Robert knew that he was hearing songthergatura

something forbidden to the earfsoutsiders.

fiVeneno dellarantulaes muerte, hermanos ... y también es vida. Bebemos de la copa de la
muerte ... y al hacerlo nos salvamos de aquella larga noche oscura de la mortalidad y de la
condenacion ... Bebemos formar la copa de la vida ...aber sle la sangre de los vivos ...y

al hacerlo, conquistamos la muerte ...

Someone brought two wooden cups. The leader accepted them then held them high. He
uttered strange words over them and took a long drink of whatever was in there. Then he
passedhe cup around and everyone drank from it. There was a collective sigh from the
gathering and Robert wondered what it was they drank.

It was like some old horror flick on Shock Theatre. Agar wanted to return to the hotel, but

when t he | eadoerr coofv etnhéeb eggraonu ptéo s peak again,
echoed across the night like thunder and Robert found his feet glue to the sand. He was too
petrified to move. Al of a sudden, Robert w

ancient ceremony thae wasi supposed to see and he wished that he had never left the
beach.



The robed, skulfaced leader then lifted the second cup high and uttered similar mumbo

jumbo over it. But this time he did not drink. Robert saw, to his horror, that the second cup

was empty. It had to be filled firstéthen he
said sangre.

There was @ommotionbeyond the wall of palms and tall grass. Then came a scream that
shattered the night. Robert sank farther down behind his ddigemind was generating
white hot flashes of panic. What in the holy hell is this?

The woman looked to be around twenty. Two robed goons dragged her into the circle. She
kicked and fought the entire way. The leader grabbed her by the hair and smildeatHss

head visage beamed in the flickering firelight and Robert knew beyond a shadow of a doubt
that he was looking at the most evil bastard he had ever seen.

Agar rose slowly. His heart raced so fast that he was afraid it would explode. He knew that he
had to make a decision. And that glaring fact scared him to death.

The sudden gleam of a sharp blade in the cult |éadetstretched hand made the decision

for him. He exploded out of the tropical night, howling like a maniac, and descended swiftly
upan the shockedevellers who were completely caught off guard. They stood there,
speechless, as Robert grabbed the beautiful sacrificial victim by the wrist and pulled her
away. Agar and the girl raced down the path, through the trees, and back to the beac

The drum beat changed all of a sudden, and Robert knew that theyigreréingto others
about the rescue and resultant blasphemy against their primitive god. It would only be a
matter of moments before Robert and the girl were pursued.

Robert puléd the girl up the beach. They ran into the moonlit darkness, melting into the sand
and the surf. Robert glanced back several times, but no one was pursuing them. His hotel
waited up ahead. They halted in sight of their sanctuary and struggled for aiheAdjais

knees and fought off the dizziness that overtook him. The girl brushed dark hair from her
eyes and tried to feign a smile. She was petrified, and her voice quaked with the rusty fear
that comes from a near death experience.

fiMuchas Gracias,she said.

Agar pulled her along and headed for what he prayed was the safety of his hotel room. He
knew one damn thing. His vacation was now officially over. He was catching the next plane
out of there.

Agar took the frightened girl to his room on théd floor, locked and bolted the door and
headed straight for the mibar.fiSweet mother of Godhe groanedil need a drinlo

The girl sat on his bed; a lovely, but terrified, island angel. She held some dark secret that
Robert could only guess ateHossed some ice into a glass and drowned it with bourbon. He
sat on the bed beside her. He took a couple of nervous drinks before finally sp@afiat.

the hell was that¥
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M sacrificeétoothe Tarantul a God.

fiThe which®

PMArana Padrsepgithder gfretalter € Xi aol aéhe watches

| was to be Wis bride tonightéeé
fiBride? They were going to kill you, sweetheart.
iMy bl ood was to feed the Gread Father and

Robert sighed and shook his he@dan, somebody sold you a real bill of goods, didn
theyd

The girl gave Robert a perplexed lodvhat do you mearnf?

He shook his head in disguBNadao He reached for the telephoriVe should call the
policed

Thegirl grabbed his wrist. She was widged with fearfiNo! The police cannot help.
Agar hung the phone back ontherecei®®h é r i ght . The poolice are
The girl noddedfiMany éof the members od our sect ar

Robert continued to wradhis brain. He talked on, unaware of the fur covered creature

gliding across the floor. It appeared suddenly from behind the chest of drawers and scurried
on long spindly legs towards Rohk@rhaked foot. It glared through eight monstrous eyes and
its fargs were ripe for the attack and dripping with venéwiell,6 Robert asked the girl.
fewhere do you |live? |1sO there somebody we

She shook her head and turned away. Robert was just about to say something else when he
glanced down and screamed l&ké&anshee on firédHoly mother of Godd He leaped
upwards like a frightened cat and brought his foot down with a definitive floor shaking thud!

Agar lifted his foot and moaned with disgust and shock at the green ooze that dripped slowly
from his heel. Br a second, Agé& mind was numbed to everything but the sickening
putrescence that splatted upon the floor in graphic slow méi@itooked at his foot, then

down at the floor.

One extremely mangled tarantula lay dead at the foot of his bed.

Thehorrified girl rose from the bed slowly. She had fallen into some kind of trance. Her lips
quivered and tried in vain to formulate words but she was in complete shock and had lost the
ability to speak. All she could do was stare in disbelief at the demutwéa and shiver
uncontrollably.

Robert rose from the bed and backed away, a sudden chill ripping through him like a sudden
gust of wind blowing through a graveyard. The girl had leeporarilyrendered a mental
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vegetable. She was now lostinthetho of paral ysi seéeall because
Robert was dumbfounded.

Her eyes diverted from the tarantula back to Robert. She opened her mouth. This time,
instead of silence, a gut wrenching scream erupted from the depths of her throasRobert
spine tingled. He felt a presence appear behind him.

The stars exploded in his head as Agar hit the floor. The room swirled and went black. Robert
could still hear the gié& screams as he lost consciousness.

Standing above Agés prostrate body was tloelt leader, a rounded club in his outstretched
hand. His painted skuflice grinned devilishly in the soft lamplight of the hotel room. The
tall, dark man continued to grin as he reached over and grabbaefémeelesgirl by her

long hair then patielyt and methodically slit her throat.

Robert opened his eyes slowly. At first there was darkness, but things came into focus
guickly. The hotel was gone. So was the gir]l
altar. It felt cold and smooth agaings bhare back. Some kind of local stone.

He winced at the throbbing pain in his skull. His brain swam like a fish in dark water. The
drums were pulsating again. He tried to lean up, but the pain in his head and neclkdwouldn
permit it.

The deep bellowingoice was instantly familiar, but the sight of the sKalie leering down

at him still caused a savage surge of fear to rush through his heart. The painted face glowed
in the firelight and was so hideous that Robert turned his head away rather thaniiook

fiWe finally have yowgthe tall, mysterious cloaked figure said with a smile.

fiCongratulationg) Robert smirked as he turned again to face his caénat now®

The tall man said nothing. He stood there and smiled instead.

AWhy not let me go¥ou car@ possibly get away with thisah a tourist, for Goa sake. If |
come up Ooni ssingé

The leader of the tarantula cult laugh@dou have seen too much. You know more than any
outsider should.He reached into a cloth saé¢ind what is more, mjriend, you have killed
the sacred spider. You hawe killed our fathe

The skulifaced man held the dead tarantula closeto R@bertf ace és o c¢cl ose t hat
fluids dripped onto his chin. Robert gagged and turned away in digjuatla must be
avenged

The drums grew louder and the sweltering night began to spin out of control as the tall skull

faced man began to chant. He held the battered spider over @dimety and spoke words
that no sane man should ever hear.
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By some strage act of cosmic mercy, Rob@reyes rolled back into his head and he lost
consciousness again.

Or perhapsitwash mer cy é

There was a surging rush of sound and sensation. When Robert opened his eyes, he was in
the middle of a party. People wareerywhere. Men in porkpie hats and flowery Acapulco
shirts spilled alcohol all over themselves and women in island dresses shook their hips and
kicked up sand. Laughter was everywhere. It was the farthest corner removed from the dark
night world Robert Agr had just come from.

The question was: how did he get here?

Everyone moved and gyrated drunkenly by the beach to the music of a live Calypso band.
The music was of the islands and tinged with American jazz. The steel drums painted the
scene like VarGogh with a molasses drenched brush. The saxophone wailed and the singer,
in his pork pie hat, jumped up and down as he sang.

Robert was disoriented, bewildered. He moved through the crowd in a confused attempt to

find his way back to the room. Themusias so | oud that it assaul't
thoughts together and rendering them useless. The dancing bodies collided into his and filled

his ears with distorted laughs and unintelligible words.

The waves rolled gently in the distance. There wasneatleere and he needed to clear his
head. Try to figure out just what the hell had happened to him.

Robert headed towards the beach. All of a sudden someone fell into his arms. She hung there
for a moment, staring into Robéteyes. Then she smilddVow. Look at your eyes! What
have you been drinking?

Robert helped the woman to her feet.

AThank you) she saidfiSorry to almost knock you downdta little wild out here with the

band, iskt it?0 Her voice was musical. She laughed and rubbed his.¢dhMéb o o ps éy o ur
shirt is all wet. Blame it on my drinkkRobert glanced down. His Acapulco shirt hung open
and blew gently in the breeze. There were specks of blood on hisfilékhat did you da

the woman askediCut yourself shaving?

Robert stared at her like a creature from another dimension. Words did not come. He turned
to go to the beach and she grabbed his &3an | come to the beach with you? This party is
starting to get on my nerves.

Robert nodded and she took his arm in hers. They walked down the beach in silence. The idle
chit chat came like rairfiSo where are you from?

Robert had to think. Torememb& al i f or ni @ é | thi nké
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AWhoap the woman cacklediYou must really be tying ahon. &m from St. Louis. My
names Jeannie. Whét yours®

fiRoberto

Agar smiled and tried to be friendly. His head pounded mercilessly and all he wanted to do

was find some cool lonesome place to hide. Something terrible had happened to him.

What éhuldndcosay. Visions started to come back 1
grinning skull with a knifeé

The woman continuediT hese crazy kids and their rock an
been borné

AEl vi s i s t lbRobetisad@ngrilybaadegree of clarity returned to him. But a

wave of panic bled all over Robert as he glanced up and saw the moon rising over the flat
expanse of the ocean. His heart began to beat uncontrollably and somewhere deep in the

jungle of his brain he heardthaudms once again. Those damnabl e

The moon was pure silver. Razor sharp and cool. It rose slowly, but surely, over the warm

dark waters. Somehow Robert was drawn to it, more so than ever before. The light bathed

him in an eerie glow and its rays paaétd every inch of his body. He felt the moonlight
caress his fleshéinvade his insides. Slice |

The drums in his head grew louder.

Something ancient and primitive spoke to him then f cutoohthe nigh He stared at his
hands in complete awe that quickly turned to a feeling of unbridled horror. Long black shafts
of fur began to grow out of his flesh. The thick, spindly hair shot from the backs of his hands
and his fingers began to melt away into lohgrp claws. Robert whisperg@y/hat in the

name of God®@

The nightmare didi end there.

His face. Robed cheekbones began to shift. He felt his entire face begin to rearrange itself.
Great ripples of pain rolled through his head and he could hehotteecrunching and
shifting beneath the skin. He cried out in pain and fell to his knees.

Robert Agar screamed. Not a scream, really.
confusion and three ounces terror. Add lime. Shaked @tin fiwhais happemig to me®

His flesh pulled apart to release great tufts of black fur. His eyes blurred momentarily and
burning flashes exploded inside them. And a
ever imagined possible. Eight simultaneous images of the beach ancetmaiagy; horrified

woman, assaulted his senses. He covered his eyes and buried his head in the sand. Waves of
pain rushed over his body as the spine and bones stretched and grew longer.

The drums inside his head were beating at a fever pitch now.

The agny ceased all of a sudden and it was replaced by something else. A ravenous
hunger ét hat hurt almost as much as the awful
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an unparalleled thing of horror. Robert leaped up from the sand and with little effort he
crossed a hundred yards of beach in mere seconds. He chased the screaming woman down
and pounced upon her, knocking her face down into the rolling brine. A rattling, insect din
escaped his throat.

The foam rolled around their struggling bodies as Rolrehis new incarnation, buried his
fangs beep into the back of her neck. It was a horrible thing he was doing, but hécouldn
stop himself. Strangely enough, he didmant to stop.

The blood that gushed into his mouth was sweeter than anything hednadsted.

Robert awoke, reclining in a chair with the warm sunlight hitting him square in the face. He
glanced around in confusion for a moment and realized that he was beside the hotel pool,
beneath the shade of a large palm tree. The \imiercemade him jump.

fiAnother drink, sird
Robert thought for a momeritA sangriad

AiComing right up, sin The waiter blew away and returned a moment later with a tall, chilled
glass, bursting with wine and fruiiRobert reached into his shirt pocket gmdduced a few
bills. He handed them to the man, who smiled and nodded.

Agar sipped his drink and groanébh , manéwhat a dr eam.

The ocean stretched out to infinity before him. And miles of the whitest sand he had ever

seen rolled away on both sideeHwas aliveéand on vacation. |
Someone had slipped him some bad | iqgquoréor n
alright now. Nothing but crazy dreams. Too much sun. Bad seafood. Nothing more.

The waiter returned with a newaperfiPaper, sir@

AYes, please. In EnglishRobert tossed the man a coin and sat his drink down on the small
bamboo table beside his chair. He stretched the paper open and studied the front page. The
headlines screamedAztec Mummy Stolerirom Local Museumo Robert mulled it over for

a moment. Who the hell would want to steal a mummy? And what for? He shrugged and
continued reading.

The headline on the bottom of the page screamed out to Robert and caused his blood to run
cold. AiPolice investigatingnurder of tourist at the Palm Resort hatel.

Robert stared in shock at the newsprint that screamed bloody murder before his eyes. He
continued to readiwomarés drained and mutilated remains discovered early yesterday on

the beach near Consu@dey. Sdar, no clues have been unearthed, other than the fact that
enough tarantula venom to kil fd ve human be

Robert took another deep sip of his drink and escaped to the cool solitude of his room.
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The drums woke him late

It was already dark and the soft thunder of the waves crashing outside his door greeted him.
But the peaceful sound quickly faded away when the recognized the native pulse of the
island. And he knew something elbe: had to go where those drums waleg/ing. He didid

know why. He just knew that he was being summoned and that he had to answer the call.
There was no choice.

Robert rose, but hesitated when he saw the web that hung in silky strands all around his bed.
He stared in disbelief. There ware spiders in sight, but something had made a gigantic web
over him. Uncanny.

He sniffed his wrinkled Acapulco shirt. He h@dohanged it in days. But he quickly

removed it when he saw the bloodstains. He hopped up and tossextithesdup shirt into

his bag. He put on another short sleeve shirt tikthdols all over it and left it unbuttoned.

He put on a pair of old jeans and ran his fingers through his hair. The mirror offered a strange
image back to him when he stared at his reflection. His sidebur wer e | onger ébl ac
his hair rose higher into a widd@svpeak that looked almost vampirish. And his eyebrows now

met in thecentre

fil look like a lycanthropic rockabilly sing@érRobert remarked to the mirror. He grimaced as
he noticed tiny bitsfocobweb handing behind his ears and off the tip of his chin. He rubbed
them away and raced out the door into the night.

Something inside him made him follow the drums. He walked down the beach, took a beaten
path into the jungle and followed it until kame to a clearing a half mile in. The breath

caught in his throat when he saw the tarantula cult waiting up ahead. Shadowy figures, all.
They congregated around a large bonfire that was piled high with dry wood. The drums grew
louder and lulled Robert Aganto a dreardike state. He stopped before the skatted

leader and waited there for the strange man to speak.

Skull make up adorned the faces of those present, and the savage memory of the previous
ceremonial night came reeling back to Robert whedrbe closer. The cultists crowded

around him. They chanted and gyrated. They raked his hair and flesh with their fingertips and
moaned in ecstasy. All Robert could do was stand there in goseatysis.

AYou have been tr ansf or ethindouisidetofthe snortadeetl.i ng el
You are now our servant and you will complete all tasks | give to youodYes?

Robert nodded.

ifoni ght is the full moon againéand ofleu must
tall man handed a photograph to Robert. The zombified American took the photograph

without looking at it. The cult leader spoke agdifhis detective is on to us. He will not stop

his investigation until he finds us. That woman you killed will beumdoing. You must
prevent that. Go and kill this manétonight.
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The cult let loose with a unanimous sigh as the drums grew faster. Robert nodded and turned
to go. The crowd parted to let him pass. As he walked down the jungle path, the pain returned
to him and the night was filled with his screams. When the cult heard, they responded with
howls of pleasure.

Robert underwent his horrible transformation under the i@o@ys. It was no longer Robert

t hat emerged from t he t segeafeetofhlaclofurred)aghtni g ht
eyed terror. The matarantula raced down the beach with superhuman speed. Somehow it
knew the destination.

It reached the bungalow and wasted no time. The creature broke down the front door and
found its prey lying in be. But the doomed one was not alone. Robert stalked across the tiny
kitchen floor and burst into the bedroom of Lt. Manuel Rodriguez. The detective tried to
reach his gun on the nightstand, but the tarantula was faster. It sank its sharp fangs into
Manuebs arm and stood there watching the tsdtesh bloat and bubble from the poison it

had injected into him. Manu@l eyes rolled back in his head and he collapsed onto the bed.
The woman fell from the covers and backed herself against the wall. She schesirhedd

off, covering her eyes as ifthisw@é&asn happening. Robert moved cl

from his fangs like honey. He flexed his furry clawed handsrewelledin the eight,
telescopic images of the brown skinned beauty howling in agonylashe i nt o her é

o

Robert came to the following morningéwal ki ng

walked for several hundred yards until he came to a tiny stone church that looked as if it had
been built back in the 1700s. He walked the white gravel [xadial until he came to the door

and he collapsed on the front step.

He awoke with a priest hovering over him. The man wore a long black robe and dabbed a
cool wet rag on his fevered foreheéllly sonpthe man saidiAre you alright? You

collapsed at myabro

The room came slowly into focus. Robert groaritda t haéar éIn t o oubl eé
AYes, my sonétel]l meéwhat have you done?
Al have become somet hingé

AWhat have you become, my son?

Robert thought for a momeritA demono

Robert sat on a cot instone cell. He smiled when the priest unlocked the door and entered.
The padre brought him a tray with a loaf of bread and some 80upfare is simple here,
but | hope it will nourish you.

AiThank you, fatheg Robert saidfiYou doré know what this mans to me. | must be locked
up until the moon is gone.
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Theoldmanlaughedl do not wunderstand how this wild/l I
my soOone

Al will kill, Father.0

The padre hesitated in thought for a mom@ahhen | shall pray that yowill kill no longer.o
The priest smiled and bowe@oodnight then, my son. | will come to release you at dawn.

AiGoodnight, fathea The old priest locked the heavy wooden door again and stopped when
Robert called out to hinfiPlease doét come back dowh er e, Fat her énot toni
matter what you hear.

The padre looked at him curiously, then nodded and vanished back up the ancient stone steps.
Robert was left alone with his thoughts and fears as the sun went down behind the tropical
canopy.fiPray for ne, Fathen

The dreaded moon appeared much too soon and its sharp rays cut througls Rddlked
mind as he stared through the iron bars of the primitivésosihdow. Agar moaned with
pain as the transformation took hold and his tortured body begdiange once again.

The aged bars were no match for the strength and fury of the tarantula. It bent and ripped the
iron from the mission wall and reduced the stone into powder. The thing rushed from its
internment and into the moon drenched foliage, dngkn every sweet drop of its newfound
freedom. The beast growled in anger as it headed towards the source of its misery.

Roberts mind struggled and gained a foothold inside the tardntskall. His marsoul
fought tooth and nail against the mon&soul inside him. With every step, the beast warred

against the horror possessing him. It was be
the fragrant tropical attrh.i nBjueth atdhinso tiinmes,ntRa
any ordersmarRéwastappel | ed at what he had do

And tonight he was going to square all accounts.

Robert followed the sound of the drums in the distance and found his prey in the flickering

' ight of the bonf i r.emerg&drdanretmetpan studded dgrknasedntt r o p e
stepped into the lunar bathed clearing where the spider people danced to the primitive music

of their evil drums.

The cultists stopped dancing and screamed when they saw Robert burst into their midst.
Therewas omet hi ng di fferent about him this time:¢
rushed through the milling crowd of twisted devotees, grabbing one after another and

snapping their necks with his stéi&e claws.

One man rushed at him with a machete, butdRotaught his hand and snapped the arm off
at the shoulder, wrenching it free. The man screamed in agony as Robert severed his limb,
but the shirtless cult memlismmisery was doused when the tarantula sank its fangs into his
throat and drank deep befdossing the moistureless hull away.
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The creature |l umbered across the clearing an
tore the garment from her chest and ripped into the flesh, severing the chest bone in a matter
of seconds and tasting her stifldiing heart as it died inside her.

Robert tossed the lifeless female away and stopped when a very tall, thin figure appeared in
his path. It was their leader. The man stood like a monolith in his black flowing cloak and

skul | mak e up ér edspectrof Deathchimseh. @he halanoan faised his

hands stoically and shouted above the panicked din of his followers as they scrambled about

in the orange firelit serrdarknessiY ou! Rebel | i ous servant of Xi
blasphemed againstourgreatd f or t he fi nal ti meé

The leadeds eyes began to light up with a der@®fire and the air began to stir about the
jungle clearing. Robert felt his pulse quicken and his s@deain squirm under the power
of some unseen force.

And it hurt.

The drums bl asted the windéonly nobody was p
fled. Robert fell to his knees and tried to stifle Wiee-like pressure on his mind. The leader

of the spider people raised his hands higher. The long black sleevesaifehsdid down his

arms and revealed withered brown skin in the light of the flickering fire.

Robert sank further down to the ground. The tarantula man wailed in agony as the mysterious
leader tightened the pressure on his head. All eight eyes swidedvadli fog. He felt his
skull begin to buckle and crack. In another moment, Robert Agar would be dead.

The leader laughed maniacally. His tall body became encased by a strange glowing aura and
Robert knew that he was looking at a creature afire witfiah@ng light of ancient, vengeful

gods. The tarantwereature buckled under the might of ancient magic and closed its eyes for
the last time.

Then something happened.

From out of the jungle stepped the priest from the old mission. He came at teadeift

with an outstretched crucifix. The old man screamed with a fire brighter than anything the
forces of darkness could mustdCreatura noctis ... redire unde venerant redire inferno
damnari ...Creatura noctis ... redire unde venerant redire infamoati .0

The leader of the spider cult staggered and fell back a few steps. Robert raised his head and
glanced up to see his tormentor actually scared for the first time. The leader took a step
towards the priest, but the old padre shoved the crdssiasending the tall man reeling in
repulsion.

The tall man turned his dark magic towards the padre now and this gave Robert the impetus
to rise from the ground. It was apparent to
mi ndét hat t h evome ariotvay before.dsrhajgsreven in a former life. Their fight

was an old one and he was witnessing the ultimate rematch.

The padrés cross began to glow and a shaft of blue light shot from its silver design, striking
the cult leader in the face. Helfed the ground and writhed for a moment before leaping
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back up. When he stood again, Robert gasped to see the makeup gone from his face.

l' 1l uminated by the firelight, were the featu
centuries before. Robert &w right away that he was gazing at the visage of the Aztec
mummy that had been reported stolen. Somehow

by the hands of the spider cultéthe mummy ha
over the islandand possibly even worlds beyond.

Another punishing blue flame shot from the pigestutstretched crucifix. The night was
filled with the padrés triumphant voicefiVet e, ar afa rey! We meet ag

AYou could not defeat me when you aamith the Spanish fotlundred years ago, old
manéand you wil |l n®The Adtecfmenanty raisesl itsthand defiantly g h t !
and by some unseen force, the old priest was knocked flat. He landed in the sand and rolled.
And he did not get up.

The taantulathing rose and charged the living mummy. Robert lowered his head and tackled

the cult leader, hitting him with every ounce of force he could muster. The two brawling
night-creatures crashed headlong into the sand. Robert raised his claw totdeldeath

bl owébut the mummy sent him hur tpbmmelgdyacr os s
an invisible hammer. The tarantula landed and rolled back on his feet. It charged again.

Robert Agar éntame tgaraprmtl welda d e s preummy, theleyil wi t h t F
ruler of an ancient sect of Indians that worshipped the tarantula with blood sacrifices. Robert

got his claws around the fietedthroat and squeezed until the bone and mummified flesh

began to splinter and flake away. In less than a mortienthummys head rolled to the

ground and the body, no longer witlcentreof intelligence to guide it, toppled harmlessly.

Robert stood over his kill with the venom foaming around the edges of his monstrous mouth.
He knew not why é baedto Help thd odlpriest. &Robsrurehchedrovenand
lifted the old man up.

fiDios miop the padre said with a smild.believe that | am finally getting too old for thas.
He glanced down at the lifeless mummy, crossing himSetis time may he remainuly
deado

All of a sudden, the headless corpse sprang to life and knocked the old priest down. The
tarantula man grabbed the mummy, but the undead beast caught the tarantula on the chin and
sent him reeling again. The leader of the spider people @iis\eand into Robed chest like

a spike and skewered his heart.

But the padre was ready. He drove the crucifix deep intdried-out chest cavity of the
mummyeéeright wher e tdhheartencebkat. Fhere was a greatplash o r
blue lightand the Aztec mummy exploded into dust, a threat no more.

The night returned to peaceful silence once again. The fire crackled and burned. The locals
had long fled the scene. Far in the distance, a night bird called to a lost spirit somewhere.
Maybe it cdled for Robert.

The padre helped the tarantula up and stood there as the supernatural creature limped away,
oblivious to everything but the life that was quickly draining from its tortured body. The
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padre followed behind with a heavy heéifou saved memy son. But you could not save
yourself. How ironic life can be.

The tarantula moved slowly and steadily down the jungle path, towards the waiting ocean.
The moon waxed above, beckoning to the gentle tides. It was a beautiful night. The last night
on arth for Robert Agar, who found himself in a nocturnal world of demons and spirits that
he could not control. Until the very end.

The priest followed Robert all the way to the beach and stood there in the moonlight,
watching the creature limp towards thater.iiMay you find the peace you were looking for.
You warred against the devil and you won. Go to your rest, my son and may the angels
accept you in their blissful midnight midst.

The tarantula man staggered, nearly collapsing to the sand, but Roiperthe strength to

keep the bulky arachnid frame moving. It was better this way. There would never be a
momenés peace in this life as he was now. Better to sink to the bottom of the ocean and lose
this monstrosity he had become in the green depthg, faara the eyes of mankind.

Robert saw eight moons wavering in space as he sank beneath the foam and greeted the
darkness.

The ageless padre smiled sadigequiesce in pace.
THE END

NOW AVAILABLE FROM ROGUE PLANET PRESS
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NOBODY LOVES ME ANYMOREDby GK Murphy

The newly elected President of the USA was a quiet man. Like most businessman, however,
he constantly thrived on adrenalin, sought the opening to strike a lucrative deal, and this
factor hehadwhilst most politicians who in all honestly compared to hirmenmostly boring

old basket cases and lacked the essential verve and vibrancy demanded by the American
people and world at large.

He was different and this watearfrom the moment he entered the White House.
Of course, he was Donald Trump.

Tonight, héd taken the flight which deposited him in New York so that he could partake in
sharing some sushi and cheeseburgers with old friend and work colleague, spokesman Sean
Spicer, which would happen at Trump Tower

There had been assassination attempth@®Presideids life recently.
This was no ficking joke.

For years, it seemédand this man proved no differéntvhilst newly inaugurated Donald
Trump found his feet, like so many before him, he was having serious bother acquiring the
trust of the America people who lacked that certain important ingredient that enabled them
to acquire complete faith in the new Leader of the Free World and Commander in Chief, as
now and then Mr Trump bagbeddled on former, impassioned promises which mostly
concerned thedsbeen Barack ObammAffordable Care Act and how to repeal and replace

it, and of course that old bummer, constructing a huge Mexican border wall. The latter was a
resolute promise he made, and one which he wished more than anything was sométhing he
never brought about into the public domain. Currently, it looked like there would never be a
border wall as there was too much other important stuff to contend with and sort out before
that crazy shit!

For starters, there was that North Korean young lall thi hilarious haircut. In fact, it was

this little chubby guy causing a shitload of trouble, simply for blowing things up for no

apparent reason, other than promoting his co@trgitred of the Free West, as he portrayed
deepened attention seekinpogpa and scal e. At some stage, thi

Ah, get the British to deal with it. The British were soft and gullible enough to join in and
agree to a bombing missi@rusing British artillery and planes. Screw how it affected
Britai n€&xcould payforit. Why should the USA pay for everything? Let
foreigners use their powers to wipe out a dictatorship and make the world a more peaceful
place!

Where was the Churchill spirit, after all?

Britain used to rule the waves, dilthey?

But there was the turmolil in the Middle East, too. There was global, vast terrorism on a
massive scale, and now it seemed too many young people were becoming radicalized as they
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turned their attention to making homemade bombs and killing westerners i gdabés.
The world, yes, was in a rough state.

But Donald Trump was the big boss now.

This blond haired, timhanded, soufaced70-yearold curmudgeon would deal with all this
shit, but most of all, his main priority was to inevitably turn the wonld popular opinion
around and Make America Great Again!

So far, though, Trump was shaming America.
He was playing Cowboys and Indians.

fiYeahp he muttered as he reclined in the huge leather chair situated in the apartment lounge,

fiLet the British bombmd nuke I ran and Syriaéit might tal
Theresa Mayiseasyprey,éhd agree to itéand good ol d Bor.i
doesb

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. Trump pressed a secretive little button rext to hi
desk and the door opened, just then as Sean Spicer entered.

MOh hi, 0Seané!

fiGood evening, Mr President. | thougtd ktop by before continuing to Broadway. The

mi ssus and | have seats b oosllg ldechuckledastee new H
added, j ust o n eingmiat phenorhena we knust find a way to devalue. After all,

ités Forever America right, right, andstdown to us on this side of the Atlantic to pioneer

and block othe&@nnovation, isi it, as we ourselves take the most dréat the majority of

progressive technology and pedeeping philosophy®

AiYeah, Sean, wee notasbadasviree pai nted. Tell me éwhat i s t
todayd Trump produced his cefihone fiPardon me, | need to tweet. | wbbe a second.

Chagrined, Sean walked across to the huge windows to admire the monumental New York
skyline. It was certainly a magnificent view.

AOh, as usual, the New York Times is full of bullshit, but réalas youdl agree, sid they

are no different to the rest dfd tabloids and attention seekers peddling Alternative Facts.
Personally, | think theye just jealous of us gifted, imperial ones, or pissiédhey cari be

in charge of the damned country. Demigods or Democrats, | ask you, which is8pses?
said,brushing his right breast with his hand.

But looking across this skyline, Sean noticed somettghigmmedin a window opposite in
another tower, and by the aid of attuned vision, noticed to his horror he was observing a
sniper, and that active giimer was reflecting off a riflesights, glinting in the glorious New
York sunlight. Automatically, Sean turned to warn the President.

fiD o n a bhe 8houted, running across the rod,D u cok !
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Angrily, Donald looked up at the charging Republican heading hisMayrump despised
fools and hated jokers.

If anything, he told the fucking jokes around this joint!
iDuc k &€? Do n adPdesident Trimp Pelled hate people saying that!

As Sean Spicer tried to shield his boss, the bullet struck him in the baeebethe shoulder
blades. He collapsed into Donald Truispap, blood oozing everywhéreand quite
franklyd causing a mess.

Suddenly, outside, the weather took a turn for the worse as rain pelted the huge windows.
This made the President change his mirdi @ecide to head back to sunny Washington. He
dialled a number and someone pickegd iSear@s had it, &n afraid. | think hé been shot by

a sniper. He died serving his country. We should be proud. In the meantime, get me a
ma i d é 6 kamnea blood evemhere anddn entertaining guests here on Friday!

Flabbergasted, a voice at the other end $&ithat, are you saying Mr Spicer is dead, Gir?

fiDond act so surprisedMr Trump enthusedjlt might have been me. Get me adcadém
heading to the JFAirport, get Air Force One readyldm on it like a car bonnei!

Before anyone knew it, Trump was in the back of the car, alongside Jacob Lines, his
bodyguard hired for the evening.

fiDo you carry a pistol, sonngTrump enquired, and held out his hand ¢addithe weapon
Linesdpresented for the President to peruse, as the rain outside interisifi@a, this is

some weHoiled piece of kit. Have you fired it? Have you shot anyone? Have you ever killed
anybody with this thing? & truly amazing Obama triddr more stringent gun control.
Everybody should possess one of these killing machiresl he laughed heartily.

fiTerrible weatherw@ e h a v i0dagob, a big maa, commented, and added as a joke,
AStill, | suppose s not so bad for those of us wihe first name Daffy or Donaldand
laughed heartily.

Infuriated, the Presidest face turned a darker, bloodier shade of orange as he yelled,
ADONALDéEDAFFYé? YOU REGODDAMNED BUNNYD

Immediately, the President pointed the gun at Jacob &omest and discharged three rounds,
filling his upper body with bullets. Suddenly, the black vehicle pulled to a breaking halt. The
tinted partition window abruptly lowered and Tru@apersonal chauffer Charles peered into
the back with an air of horrond panic, just as Donald brandished the-stitioking gun and
pointeditathimfiJ ust cont i nue &dikeiyou tostgp,off athesCityo | e € |
Slaughterhouse along the way. This joker is getting fed to thedpigs!

He looked to the left side of thatk seat where there was a sedlesd a brownpaper
wrapped package, with Mr Trud@ name on it . It also read FOR

fiBy the wayo the President saidWVhat is in this ridiculous parce)?
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Charles shruggedi guess you ought to open it aneleb

iDo your job and drive, Charles. 0To the Sl au
Trump writhed at the packaging of the cdile box until, finally, he paused. At first it

horrified him to see what it was that was in there. Then suddenly, he wastalynptstatic

and elated when he held the goods inside up for all to witness, as he hurriedly tapped on the
partition window to get Charlésake on the matter.

S e e @VIr Trump said, as he beamed like a chiigl,] t o & ldtoldyewverybody things
would work out in the endi

There, in POTUS Donald J Tru@ghands, was the North Korean led@deevered head.
THE END

Now available fronBchlock! Publications
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DEAR MONA by CT Beesley

The Friday afte5t. Mathevés Day,

Dear Mona,

| can hear the usual jingle of a cowbell as | sit and bask in late summer sun, resting my back
against the bench we built years ago, still 8etself leaning against the old oak: no doubt
another guilty courting coupielegacy. Or was that our planting? | forget. Of cour@ms, |

really sitting in the shade.

Idm taking off my collar with my right hand as | write with my left, fd@sisuppressing me
more today. The gargoyles stare at me, some spouting water, othdgsglatiesque. The
ones draining water from my church am@n Isure, attempting to splash my feet with water,
God willing.

Why was | chosen, why me?

When | remember that night my stomach contracts: the storm raging outside; a heavy,
thunderous downpouyoounding at our stains as the external temperature started to bite us as
it came down with snow. | recall each raindrop wanting to break in, willing to enter uninvited
and submit to the warmth of the nave and vaporize. That night | became part of the
landscape, carved into and condemned to this church for eternity, and one of those beastly
statues.

Looking back | can see your face contorted and covered with a-phferfacade, staring at

me aghast whilst that thing clung to m@&l heard on my travelsxd whilst taking sabbatical

that blood drinking was very much in mode in Victorian London, but not here, not in our
village. | believe | made a flippant remark about the subject during my religious teachings but
never again will | speak in jest. You knowwaell as | my actions have been reprimanded. If
only | couldve found it in my soul to repent, for nov@sttoo late. s not that | cadi find

courage to seek forgiveness, it is the fact | no longer have a soul.

A pink scar of light scratches the sKyhe way the bell tower cuts through a reddening streak
manages to send something down my spine as the atmosphere hangs above the steeple,
waiting for darkness to take it. | often sit and wonder why that creature chose me. The real
guestions | have, my deare for you: Why did you stay with me all that time? Why did you

never run for the white caps of the Fagaras? For the answers | must wait, | know this well.

There is a plain silence in the air, no clouds in the sky above me, just the piercing light of
late, low, September sun. If | were to beat the arm of the bémhetelcome the sound as |
would your company with open arms. Instead | lay, tbded and animal, in a faint
attempt to recharge my batteries and rekindle my emotions. No longer dabgshyise and
fall.

| remember when we first met, before you sorted flowers and the first words you let kiss my

ears,fiAre you singleB And to this | let my eyebrows rise high enough to arouse an awkward
suspicion that | may not have understood the tipred even let an answer form on the tip of
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my loose tongue before you finishé8,h o nour s o 0 Wecwermfoignas ¢hcb@ghout
our entire university lives. Oh Mona, what a time we had!

We didr@ let my turning hanker in the way of things. No, we $aas a fresh set of

memories to fill, and we obliged. Our first hotel, the romance, and the taking over! The
moment we got stuck in the lift and the porter informed us that all three of us had to jump in
unison in order for the lift to function. It wasdicrous, for we were dead and weightless. We
couldr@ move the metal cage for the only liquid we had drunk in the last few days had been
from one another. | recall you saying it was our love that powered the lift after we submitted
to our ravenous hungeYou muséve been correcbecause we left traces of our passion in

the lift bay for others to find. | wonder if the boy ever turned? We were two vampires in the
city. Or at least | thought we were, at times.

Many a day we spent writing over coffalbout how we used to fight about nothing in our
letters to each other. | often reminisce about our favourite café off St. Lé®namace

where we used to sit after walking through Chelseaoke and gutters. How we used to
peoplewatch, mark potentialictims for each other, and make wagers that we c@udgt

them during sunrise (an unfair advantage to which | turned a blind eye). You nullified any
compromises | thought you migle had: the nomxistent pulse, the coldness of my skin, my
peculiar feeing habits. You would continue to wend my way until you died, preaching any
ills I had were too nebulous to make any difference. How | yearn for your cathartic ways in
these solemn moments of mine.

Wait. Something has unsettled the cow. Its bell isimgduriously in its perturbed state. |

cross the seldom churchyard reverently bowing my head as | pass the altar. | pace about the
grass amongst the shadows and the graves, along the picket fence you and | erected. | still
ensure the graves are free ahken just how you prefer, although | fear my best efforts are in
vain if youde unable to see them as | continue my search for the beast.

And then | see him. In front of the necropolis and me, stooped over my livestock, is my
maker. | can smell the fumadiating from his leather jacket whedmlstanding between you

and my creator.

fWe meet again, Sir Edwibl| remain silentfffor you are royalty now, inherited from your
filthy bride, the Queen of vampire slayers.

Malik was his name, and he spat Wwsrds.
| (Edwin). fiRoyalty? Queen slayab?
Vampire Malik laughed off a wry smile.

AYour Mona was a slayer. The most feared assassin and annihilator in the whole of
Christendom. The single weakness she had was her life, and you of@ourse.

Therds an eerie pause allowing a cream of carpet fog to connect us at the feet.

AUnfortunatelyher blood continues to flow, albeit through your veins due to her
contaminating ways. But | shall not take a chance, not a drop of her can remain.@Ve can
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have arogue amongst our midst. Even | shudder to imagine what the Devil would have to say
about that

You were a slayer. A vampire killer, yet you continued by my side through adversity like the
shadow @ lost. Were you slaying behind my back? Is this egidi who stands before me

the reason why you used to let me suck your blood? Come to think of it you used to force me,
begged me to go on taking when | could see the rosy hue leaving your face for want of pallor.
Is it you meant for your line to continugdd/ou see me as an opportunity to create a

weapon, the ultimate machine ydwalways dreamt of using so you could cleanse this world

for ever after? | can see it so clearly.

fiYou say nothing, my brothed®ays Malik.fiAre you remembering all those yeaigo when

| cursed your place of worship? | was hoping that having made you into the thing she most
detested the girl would put down her steaks, thakingyou immortal would drive her to
insanity and, even more sweetly, suicide.

At least then she mayakie returned as a pubdood, and with a will such as Mo@sashe
would have been a fine specimen.

My anger is smouldering. | cérstop my legs from lunging forward and find myself reaching

claws first for his neck.@in scratching at anything tactile fory vision is blurry and

blackening with rage. | see the red of his blood leave his body as | force my teétimioto

one of my own. Whether& my forcefulness or his state of shock that sends him backward

on to the ledger slalirh not certain. | remain shaking as | write with this unsteady hand, as |
cannot forget my actions after | saw he was still undead and blinking.

| drank his blood, Mona. | tore at his lymph nodes and spat back his fat. | allowed myself to
stand over hiscarletstained body for too long until | aimed to shout but roared at Malik
instead.

Ailf | am to be bound by your alchemy, you will not share this soil wittome!

After that | killed him.

|6ve been constrained to a church for thishye years and havearned to be forever close to
a crucifix, a bible, even a petite vile of holy water (blessed by myself it makes it more
satisfying when thrown like acid onto anemys face). | shove the cross in his jaw, not
worrying about the long, sharp canines. Bit#e | secure with his arms crossed in a suitable
burial pose. | could impale him at once but | want to see him bleed from the wodsds he
sustained.

The blood has been given enough time on the tombstone and is at present thicker than a
chocolate cremeux. As the liquid seeps into each individual letter, looking for a crack in the
concrete | wait until it submerges the entire inscription before readahgud, and | pray:

fiBeautiful Mona, please accept this as a gift from me as proof of our undying love. For | have

slayed My maker, Your nemeses and Our tormentor. Let blood seep through the fissures and
let soil consume it. Accept this token of ouefrdship sealed with the blood of our enemy. A
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gift that cannot be bettered. Thank you for the joyful memories you have bestowed upon and
blessed me with and restored in me. Thank you, my Mona, for you alway&hegscund
on&o

Malik& second death Baroused feelings within me first felt when | became a monster,
when | came round from my slip of unconsciousness and you were so white | thouight you
been drained too, changed forever, like myself. Little did | know it would take years for that
shock tofade.

| fear lIove become rather animated and am conscious | have only an hour to write you my
thoughts down on this paper. | shall cease to warble in your ears any longer and strain your
eyes no further tonightGh making my way below.

Good eveningl know you find my personality complex and layered, afterdaillboking at

your dead body, but ignthis why you find me so indulgent? Tender as ever is your skin,
stretched thin like an Italian pastry. My habit of blood drinking is evident from noklgoke

collar contrasting against the whiteness of your dress, but matching the crimson silkiness of
your caskets insides. Bit by bit I lift up your veil of lace to find your obsession for perfection
still keeps you with a clear complexion, even after ddathr&t help but stare at your face. |

will lie next to your corporeal body until daybreak. Only then must I return to the confines of
the church. Exactly as you stuck by me | will spend the rest of my unlife with you, my love.
In thismoment,|dl envelop you with my arms and caress your elegant, undulated body. How
you no longer complain about my icy touch is a wonder.

Morning has come. Before | scurry back to the altar | seal my letter to you and tuck it in front
of your headstone between the gtamind the grass. Next time | must bring flowers, the kind
you like. | carit help laughing at the facfnh choosing for you a bunch of flowers when for a
lifetime you arranged all my floral splendours. As | step back from our stereo gravés | can
stop thesorrow that washes over me like a rain dance, the daylight presenting me the fact that
only one side will ever be filled. Still, the tides of life are forever changing, so | must not lose
hope that one day my peace will come. Just now, Mona, | mustikaiyou shall until

tomorrow night whendl see you again, my darling.

The darkness can never take you now.

Yours for the moment,

Fr. E. Bindon

Have you ever tried to open an envelope in the dark?
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THE DEBT COLLECTORby Steven Havelock

Dominic Thomas did a double take.

Why is such a hotty looking at me?

Hedd gotten up, gone to the bar and got a drink.
Shés still looking at me!

Dominic wasi@ used to getting much attentiaoifn females. In his forties, smalligran
average, balding on top amdgth a large nose.

As he walked back to his table with a drink, he looked again.

God Ianm confused, the hottest woman in this joint is staring at me? She must be some sort of
conwoman, maybe settira honey trap. heed to get out of here fast.

He looked away and concentrated on his drink instead.

&M going neck this as fast as | can and get the hell out of here, something juét féeésn
right.

Hed drank half the beer glaasd was about to down the rest as fast as possible.
AExcuse me@Dominic turned to look. It was the hotty.
ADo you mind if | join you®

Dominic stared at the hottizong blond hair, tight fitting top that showed of her lartien
average breasts andrgy hips and waist.

| know somethin@ not right here.

He stared at her a second longer and the uneasy feeling dissipated like an early morning mist
to be replaced by lust and a deep urge to have sex.

iNoépl easeésit down.

fiMy name is Angel Bseo0 shesaid taking a seat.

The way she stares at nitds like she knows me or has seen me before?
fiHave we met®he asked almost gloating over her large breasts.

Al think we may have, not sure whe&r&he took a deep breath and her blue eyes connected
with his. fiMaybe in another lif@® she joked.
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Dominic laughed uneasily.
God! 16m so turned on!
Angel let out a deep sigh. To Dominic it sounded like a sigh of sexual frustration.
fildm only in town a few days.She pulled out a business card. Dominic stared at it. It read:
Angel Rose
Debt Collector.
Call now

075229758489
fiCall me and we will go on a dade.
fiWha? Date? With mé?
AYou not as bad as you thijdshe said with a smile.
Dominic smiled feeling éight warmness in the pit of his groin.

fiOkay, you betb

Then almost as fast as Angel Rose had arrived she got up and walked away. Dominic looked
at her shapely ass as it wiggled away from him.

Later that night.
How long should I wait to call? Tonigh# day? Two days?

Without thinking about it Dominic found himself looking at the business card, almost
automatically his hand went to his phone and he had dialled the number.

Ri ngéRingéDominic took a breath aunvdceaws ghed d
blonde that he had met earlier today.

Ri ngé
fiHello?0
AHi Angel, ités me, Dominic.o

AOh, hi Dominic. | was just thinking about you. | was just in the shovéar.still not
dressed
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Dominic felt his bbod pressure rise and his hbadtbecome more aggressive.
fiListen, you said, yolu rnet in town longd

AYesd

fiSo how long exactly are you in town for?

AOh, just until some unfinished business is sorteddout.

fAngel, if youb rnet in town long, maybe we should make the most of itreruk-up as
soon as possiblé?

fiYes, | think thads a good idea.
| cand believe my lugkDominic thought.

fiHow about tomorrow at 6 at Tate ModedrsRe said and sighed deeply again. Dominic
thought he caught a hint of sexual frustration.

AiDo youlike art galleries@she asked.

AYeah sure | da) Trying to think back the last time he had been to one.

fOkay, TateModerntomorrow at six0

fiSee you then.

fiOkaybye, have sweet dreanssveetheart. Bye.

The phone went dead. Dominic looked down sad he had a full erection.

God! | feel like the luckiest man alive.

A stupid smile plastered across his face.

Dominic arrived 30 minutes early and waited for Angsd.beamed a big stupid smile as
soon as he saher. They greeted each other ameladed into the art galler§oon, they were
staring at many different pictures from many eras.

Angel guided Dominic over to one picture.

What the hell! He looks just like me!

fiThat guy in hat painting looks just like m@Pominic said.
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fiHis name is Bganini He was a 1% century Italian ilinist. Probably the best the world has
ever seem

AOh ©kaye what happened to him?
fiHe committed suicide.
fWhy did he do that?

fiHe was trying to back out of a deal.

Dominic aged 27.
Whatis woken meWhats that smell, it disgusting like sulphur?

Dominios room was deep in shadow, but as his bleary eyes adjusted he saw a tall dark
humanoid shape standing over his bed.

AWho the hell are yowsaidDominic, too sleepy to be afraid, still half believitiys was a
dream.

| will come for you.

An almost silent sibilant whisper that left Dominic feeling cold.

fWell, why did he commit suicide to back out of a d@&le looked at the face agaiii.
mean theworst they could do is kill hing.

Angel wasstaring deeply at the pictewrShe said almost in a whisp@Y,ou will understand
soon but believe me you will wish you h&dmdn collecting my debt tomorrow. Tomorrow
is the last time you will see nte.

| knew it was too good to be true. | feel crushed.

After a few more hours staring at various paintings. They said their goodbyes.

Ri ngéRingéRing
Dominic answered his mobile. He looked at his watch.
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[tés 9 a.m.

fiHello, ités Angel, Bm collecting my debt in two hours. Just wondering if you wadildkel to
have some quality time before | leave to@wn?

fiYes, would love t@
fiOkay, | will be right overo

The phone call ended. Dominic found himself staring at his mobile and felt deeply uneasy,
but couldr@ work out why. Then he looked down and sawdémi hard erection.

Somethin@ not right.
Dominic stumbled back to his bed, with a sickening feeling in his stomach.

| will just lay down for a few minutes.

Dominic dreamt.

He was on stage playing a violin. As he played to large crowded audienceticed a
humanoid figure in the front row seat.

Oh my God! He has red skin and hornés the devil! And my names not Dominic! The man
in the picture!

The entity for a millisecond caught him in his stare.

Tomorrow | will take my paymenthe word seemed to enter Domidschead telepathically.
Later that night.

| cand let the Devil take me. | should never have done it! There must be a way out.
Thesunroseabove the horizarDominic had spent most of the night racking his brains.
Eureka! Iknow what | will do.

He went tothe kitchen, grabbed a knife and in one swift motion stabbed himself in the heart.

As he lay dying, he saw a white light. He found himself falling down and down a deep tunnel
made of white light.
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Knock! Knock! Knock!
Dominic was aroused from his slumber by the rapping on the door.
fiHold on! Hold ond he shouted as he stumbled out of bed.

Al know you are a debt collectdout give me a minutélhe shoutegtrying to be confident
and jovial even though he didreel like it.

He opened the door. And stared at Angel.

God, she is so beautifuthh hard againhe thought as he felt a warm feeling in his groin
again.

Angel steeped into the room and shut the door behind her.
Al come to collect my deldt.
AWhat? What théell are you talking aboud?

Angle pulled out a small violin which Dominic haitimoticed at first under her ari8he held
it out to him.

APlay 0

ConfusedDominic took the violin and started to play. When he finished a few minutes later,
he thought.

Oh my god!dmn an expert violinist?

fiHey, how did you know | could pl&8/And something else that has been puzzling me, how
did you know where | lived®

Al know many things, both the seen and the unéeédme stared straight at him. Her eyes
seemed to be boring into his saiilid you really think you could escape nde?

fiWwha...What®
AANd now Bm here to collect my delat.
She pointed her finger at his heart.

Burning pain! Pain like h& neverfelb e f or e ! Unbearabl eéunbearabl
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Angel Rosehad becoméhe horned devil thddominic had seen that night at the violin show
in his dreamDominic felt his soul leaving his bodBlackness assailed him.

THE END.
Steven Havelo@€k bools are available orAmazon
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GERIATRIA by lan Fletcher

I

fAh, Cool Mint Oreos) lan thinks, reading the packet.

AYep, 18l have some of those. Th&g myfavouriteso he mumbles to himself.

fiNow, where did | put my damn trolley? Is this one it? V@hatside? Salt and vinegar
crisps, Heinz Spaghetti Hoops, canddof i nekenémudst be mine.

fiThe store will be closing in five minutes. Please go to the ebetkounte an anodyne
female voice announces over the intercom.

lan looks up and down the aisle.
iNow where the hell is thee

AiThat way sig says a store etk who has suddenly appeared. He points to one end of the
aisle.fJust turn left, sir, and you camiss ito

AOh yes, of coursesays lan.
He wheels his trolley along the aisle.
fiBlast! Was it left or right®he thinks.

AOn your left, sirp says tle clerk who is now directing an elderly lady with a trolley full of
toiletries towards the cheahut.

The cashier duly scans the barcodes on his Cool Mint Oreos, salt and vinegar crisps, Heinz
Spaghetti Hoops and cans of Heineken.

AThats twelve poundsifty, sir,0 she says.
AOK,0says lan.

My wallet!o he thinks tapping his front trouser pockets. The lump in right side tells fin it
there.

He takes out the wallet and opengiNo cash® he thinks AAh, therés my cardd
He hands the credit catd the cashier.
AiThank you, sir. Please sign the rec@iphe says.

ASurep says lanfiwhat the heck?8n | a heéponders and looks at his card: FLETCHER.
l.

fiFletcher, Fletched,he mumbles, now able to scrawl his signature automatically.
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