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THE TARANTULA by Neal Privett 

 

The moon was full again. 

 

It hovered above the midnight waves and melted over Robert Agarôs drink-addled 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 where Robert was tonight. He had boarded a flight out of town 

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 never to re-

emerge back into that lousy 9 to 5 world ever again.  

 

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

all moon worshippersébirds calling in the jungle and monkeys chattering excitedly in the 

treetops. Voices of lovers on the beach farther down laughing and splashing in the sea. La 

Luna ruled over everything here. 

 

Robert rose from the soft powdery sand and raised his glass to the gleaming moon that swam 

like a goddess above the rolling waves. ñTo you,ò he toasted.  

 

Finally, he was happyélost in a gentle mambo-haunted paradiseéslave to no one. Riding a 

rum-laced wave to some blue dreamy place. Robertéthe beach bum. The rum hound.  

 

Dig it.  

 

Yes.  

 

Some shadows passed suddenly in front of the night tide rolling in. He rubbed the fog from 

his eyes and 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 beach. A couple of them 

carried torches.  

 

Robert watched them pass for a few moments then struggled clumsily to his feet. He stood 

there wobbling in the salty breeze until he regained his balance again.  

 

He brushed the white powdery sand from his open red flowered Acapulco shirtéhis 

backéhis chestéhis legs. He tried to piece thoughts together. The ones that hadnôt been 

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. If there was a party happening on the islandéhe 

wanted to be there. Maybe there would be gals doing the limbo, drinking mixed drinks, and 

howling at the moon. And judging from the weird capes on the folks that just fluttered 

pastéit must be a costume party. By God, Robert thought to himself. Iôve gotta make that 

scene. 

 

Robert stumbled down the beach with his head spinning. Time ceased to exist; there was only 

the moon, the starséboth of which swirled above him in time to the drum beat in his head. 

He stopped and listened.  

 

Waitaminute, he said. The drums werenôt in his mindéthey were coming from someplace 

else. Someplace 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 with beckoning orange fingers from behind a wall of palms. The 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 intoxicated face. He barrelled down 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 couldnôt believe it. Crashing a local native rock and roll party. Dig 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 moth to a flame. 

 

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 abrupt stop. There was a clearing 

beyond the trail. Ahead, he could see the flickering ghosts of the bonfire flames as they 

danced with the music. His blood turned to ice water and his mind squirmed inside his skull 

in a feeble attempt to comprehend what he was seeing. This wasnôt 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 

wasnôt just musicéit was a call to the night-spirits. A chill ran up Agarôs spine, despite the 

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 howling revellers. Agar couldnôt pull his eyes away from the 

scene. 

 

He recognized the same 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 louderéand faster. The dancers spun out of control and went wild. 

They threw themselves on the ground and screamed as if some invisible horror was ripping 

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 gone silent. 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 wasnôt the kind of party he wanted to crash. Where was the 

conga line? The girls? The hooch?  

 

The leader pulled the hood from his head and the blood raced through Robertôs brain. The 

man was painted more elaborately than the others. He wore skull make-up, but there was 

more colour in his faceéan almost yellowish tinge that melded with the white and black of 

the faux bone disguise. And on the tall manôs forehead was something elseéa red splotch. 

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 slapped them incessantlyébeating out a frenzied 

call out to unknown worlds. Robert watched in stone silence as the newly arrived leader 

clenched his fists. 

 

He screamed, ñHermanos de la Tarántula ... Nos reunimos aquí esta noche para dar la 

bienvenida a una nueva alma a nuestro redil de los condenados ... traer la sangre nueva ...ò 

 

Robert tried to translateé ñDamn,ò he whispered. Half remembered visions of high school 

Spanish class came back to him. ñHermanos: brotherséTar§ntulaésangre: thatôs bloodéò 

 

The tall reaper-like figure continued, ñVeneno del Tarántula es 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 condenación ... Bebemos formar la copa de la 

vida ... y el sabor de la sangre de los vivos ... y al hacerlo, conquistamos la muerte ...ò 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 something supernaturalé 

something forbidden to the ears of outsiders. 

 

ñVeneno del Tarántula es 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 

condenación ... Bebemos formar la copa de la vida ... y el sabor de la sangre de los vivos ... y 

al hacerlo, conquistamos la muerte ...ò 

 

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 

passed the 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 the leader of the groupéor covenébegan to speak again, the loud bellowing voice 

echoed across the night like thunder and Robert found his feet glue to the sand. He was too 

petrified to move. All of a sudden, Robert was an interloperéspying on some weird and 

ancient ceremony that he wasnôt supposed to see and he wished that he had never left the 

beach. 
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The robed, skull-faced 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 understood what the cult leader meant when he 

said sangre. 

 

There was a commotion beyond the wall of palms and tall grass. Then came a scream that 

shattered the night. Robert sank farther down behind his cover. His mind 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 smiled. His deaths-

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 leaderôs outstretched hand made the decision 

for him. He exploded out of the tropical night, howling like a maniac, and descended swiftly 

upon the shocked revellers, 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 beach. 

 

The drum beat changed all of a sudden, and Robert knew that they were signalling to 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 pulled 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 air. Agar held his 

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.  

 

ñMuchas Gracias,ò 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 the third floor, locked and bolted the door and 

headed straight for the mini-bar. ñSweet mother of God,ò he groaned. ñI need a drink.ò 

 

The girl sat on his bed; a lovely, but terrified, island angel. She held some dark secret that 

Robert could only guess at. He tossed 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 speaking. ñWhat 

the hell was that?ò 
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ñA sacrificeéto the Tarantula God.ò 

 

ñThe which?ò 

 

ñArana Padreéthe great spider fatheré Xiaolaéhe watches over the islands and protects us. 

I was to be his bride tonightéò 

 

ñBride? They were going to kill you, sweetheart.ò 

 

ñMy blood was to feed the Great Father and we would all live in peaceéò 

 

Robert sighed and shook his head. ñMan, somebody sold you a real bill of goods, didnôt 

they?ò 

 

The girl gave Robert a perplexed look. ñWhat do you mean?ò 

 

He shook his head in disgust. ñNada.ò He reached for the telephone. ñWe should call the 

police.ò 

 

The girl grabbed his wrist. She was wide-eyed with fear. ñNo! The police cannot help.ò 

 

Agar hung the phone back on the receiver. ñOhéright. The police are in on itéò 

 

The girl nodded. ñManyéof the members of our sect are policemenéò 

 

Robert continued to wrack his 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 Robertôs naked foot. It glared through eight monstrous eyes and 

its fangs were ripe for the attack and dripping with venom. ñWell,ò Robert asked the girl. 

ñéwhere do you live? Is there somebody we can call?ò 

 

She shook her head and turned away. Robert was just about to say something else when he 

glanced down and screamed like a banshee on fire. ñHoly mother of God!ò 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. For a second, Agarôs mind was numbed to everything but the sickening 

putrescence that splatted upon the floor in graphic slow motion. He looked at his foot, then 

down at the floor. 

 

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

 

The horrified 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 dead tarantula 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 been temporarily rendered a mental 
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vegetable. She was now lost in the throes of paralysiséall because of a squashed tarantula. 

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 throat. Robertôs 

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 girlôs screams as he lost consciousness. 

 

Standing above Agarôs prostrate body was the cult leader, a rounded club in his outstretched 

hand. His painted skull-face grinned devilishly in the soft lamplight of the hotel room. The 

tall, dark man continued to grin as he reached over and grabbed the defenceless girl by her 

long hair then patiently and methodically slit her throat. 

 

   

 

Robert opened his eyes slowly. At first there was darkness, but things came into focus 

quickly. The hotel was gone. So was the girl. He was lying on his backéon some kind of 

altar. It felt cold and smooth against his bare 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 neck wouldnôt 

permit it. 

 

The deep bellowing voice was instantly familiar, but the sight of the skull-face 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 than look at it.  

 

ñWe finally have you,ò the tall, mysterious cloaked figure said with a smile. 

 

ñCongratulations,ò Robert smirked as he turned again to face his captor. ñWhat now?ò 

 

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

 

ñWhy not let me go? You canôt possibly get away with this. Iôm a tourist, for Godôs sake. If I 

come up missingéò 

 

 The leader of the tarantula cult laughed. ñYou have seen too much. You know more than any 

outsider should.ò He reached into a cloth sack. ñAnd what is more, my friend, you have killed 

the sacred spider. You have killed our father. Our protectoréò 

 

The skull-faced man held the dead tarantula close to Robertôs faceéso close that some of the 

fluids dripped onto his chin. Robert gagged and turned away in disgust. ñXiaola must be 

avenged.ò 

 

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 Robertôs body and spoke words 

that no sane man should ever hear.  
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By some strange act of cosmic mercy, Robertôs eyes rolled back into his head and he lost 

consciousness again.  

 

Or perhaps it wasnôt mercyé 

 

   

 

There was a surging rush of sound and sensation. When Robert opened his eyes, he was in 

the middle of a party. People were everywhere. 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 Agar 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 Van Gogh 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. The music was so loud that it assaulted his brainépushing 

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 was no one there 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 Robertôs eyes. Then she smiled. ñWow. Look at your eyes! What 

have you been drinking?ò 

 

Robert helped the woman to her feet.  

 

ñThank you,ò she said. ñSorry to almost knock you down. Itôs a little wild out here with the 

band, isnôt it?ò Her voice was musical. She laughed and rubbed his chest. ñWhoopséyour 

shirt is all wet. Blame it on my drink.ò Robert glanced down. His Acapulco shirt hung open 

and blew gently in the breeze. There were specks of blood on his flesh. ñWhat did you do,ò 

the woman asked. ñCut yourself shaving?ò 

 

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 arm. ñCan I come to the beach with you? This party is 

starting to get on my nerves.ò 

 

Robert nodded and she took his arm in hers. They walked down the beach in silence. The idle 

chit chat came like rain. ñSo where are you from?ò 

 

Robert had to think. To remember. ñCaliforniaéI thinkéò 

 



14 

 

ñWhoa,ò the woman cackled. ñYou must really be tying one on. Iôm from St. Louis. My 

nameôs Jeannie. Whatôs yours?ò 

 

ñRobert.ò 

 

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. 

Whatéhe couldnôt say. Visions started to come back to him as he walked: faceséa girléa 

grinning skull with a knifeé 

 

The woman continued, ñThese crazy kids and their rock and rolléI wish Elvis had never 

been bornéò 

 

ñElvis is the king, babyé,ò Robert said angrily as a degree 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 heard the drums once again. Those damnable drumsé 

 

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 penetrated every inch of his body. He felt the moonlight 

caress his fleshéinvade his insides. Slice into his mind. He stopped and looked at his hands.  

 

The drums in his head grew louder. 

 

Something ancient and primitive spoke to him thené. from out of the night. 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 long sharp claws. Robert whispered, ñWhat in the 

name of God?ò 

 

The nightmare didnôt end there. 

 

His face. Robertôs cheekbones began to shift. He felt his entire face begin to rearrange itself. 

Great ripples of pain rolled through his head and he could hear the bone crunching and 

shifting beneath the skin. He cried out in pain and fell to his knees.  

 

Robert Agar screamed. Not a scream, really. More like a bloodcurdling wailéone ounce 

confusion and three ounces terror. Add lime. Shake, donôt stir. ñWhatôs happening to me?ò  

 

His flesh pulled apart to release great tufts of black fur. His eyes blurred momentarily and 

burning flashes exploded inside them. And a moment lateréhe saw more clearly than he had 

ever imagined possible. Eight simultaneous images of the beach and the screaming, 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 agony ceased all of a sudden and it was replaced by something else. A ravenous 

hungeréthat hurt almost as much as the awful transformation that had changed Robert into 
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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 Robert, in his new incarnation, buried his 

fangs beep into the back of her neck. It was a horrible thing he was doing, but he couldnôt 

stop himself. Strangely enough, he didnôt want to stop. 

 

The blood that gushed into his mouth was sweeter than anything he had ever tasted. 

 

 

 

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 waiterôs voice made him jump.  

 

ñAnother drink, sir?ò 

 

Robert thought for a moment. ñA sangria.ò 

 

ñComing right up, sir.ò The waiter blew away and returned a moment later with a tall, chilled 

glass, bursting with wine and fruit. ñRobert reached into his shirt pocket and produced a few 

bills. He handed them to the man, who smiled and nodded. 

 

Agar sipped his drink and groaned. ñOh, manéwhat a dream.ò 

 

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

seen rolled away on both sides. He was aliveéand on vacation. It was time he acted like it. 

Someone had slipped him some bad liquoréor maybe even a pill of some sort. But he was 

alright now. Nothing but crazy dreams. Too much sun. Bad seafood. Nothing more. 

 

The waiter returned with a newspaper. ñPaper, sir?ò 

 

ñYes, please. In English.ò Robert 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 screamed, ñAztec Mummy Stolen from Local Museum.ò 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. ñPolice investigating murder of tourist at the Palm Resort hotel.ò 

 

Robert stared in shock at the newsprint that screamed bloody murder before his eyes. He 

continued to read. ñWomanôs drained and mutilated remains discovered early yesterday on 

the beach near Consueloôs Key. So far, no clues have been unearthed, other than the fact that 

enough tarantula venom to kill five human beings was injected into her bodyéò 

 

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 later.  

 

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 else: he had to go where those drums were playing. He didnôt 

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 were no spiders in sight, but something had made a gigantic web 

over him. Uncanny. 

 

He sniffed his wrinkled Acapulco shirt. He hadnôt changed it in days. But he quickly 

removed it when he saw the bloodstains. He hopped up and tossed the wadded-up shirt into 

his bag. He put on another short sleeve shirt with tiki idols 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 sideburns were longeréblacker. And 

his hair rose higher into a widowôs peak that looked almost vampirish. And his eyebrows now 

met in the centre. 

 

ñI look like a lycanthropic rockabilly singer,ò Robert remarked to the mirror. He grimaced as 

he noticed tiny bits of cobweb 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 he came 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 Agar into a dream-like state. He stopped before the skull-faced 

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 when he drew 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 a semi-paralysis. 

 

ñYou have been transformed into something elseésomething outside of the mortal realm. 

You are now our servant and you will complete all tasks I give to you. Yes?ò 

 

Robert nodded. 

 

ñTonight is the full moon againéand you must eat. This is the blood you shall drinkéò The 

tall man handed a photograph to Robert. The zombified American took the photograph 

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

his investigation until he finds us. That woman you killed will be our undoing. You must 

prevent that. Go and kill this manétonight.ò 
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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 moonôs rays. It was no longer Robert 

that emerged from the trees onto the night beachéit was seven feet of black furred, eight 

eyed terror. The man-tarantula 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 bed. 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 

Manuelôs arm and stood there watching the manôs flesh bloat and bubble from the poison it 

had injected into him. Manuelôs 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 screamed her head 

off, covering her eyes as if this wasnôt happening. Robert moved closeréthe venom dripping 

from his fangs like honey. He flexed his furry clawed hands and revelled in the eight, 

telescopic images of the brown skinned beauty howling in agony as he bit into heré 

 

 

 

Robert came to the following morningéwalking on the beach, dazed and confused. He 

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 lined path 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 forehead. ñMy son,ò the man said. ñAre you alright? You 

collapsed at my door.ò 

 

The room came slowly into focus. Robert groaned, ñFatheréIôm in troubleéò 

 

ñYes, my sonétell meéwhat have you done?ò 

 

ñI have become somethingéò 

 

ñWhat have you become, my son?ò 

 

Robert thought for a moment. ñA demon.ò 

 

   

 

Robert sat on a cot in a stone cell. He smiled when the priest unlocked the door and entered. 

The padre brought him a tray with a loaf of bread and some soup. ñOur fare is simple here, 

but I hope it will nourish you.ò 

 

ñThank you, father,ò Robert said. ñYou donôt know what this means to me. I must be locked 

up until the moon is gone.ò 
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The old man laughed. ñI do not understand how this will helpébut if it will ease your mind, 

my sonéò 

 

ñI will kill, Father.ò 

 

The padre hesitated in thought for a moment. ñThen I shall pray that you will kill no longer.ò 

The priest smiled and bowed. ñGoodnight then, my son. I will come to release you at dawn.ò 

 

ñGoodnight, father.ò The old priest locked the heavy wooden door again and stopped when 

Robert called out to him. ñPlease donôt come back down here, Fatherénot tonighténo 

matter what you hear.ò 

 

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. ñPray for me, Father.ò 

 

The dreaded moon appeared much too soon and its sharp rays cut through Robertôs addled 

mind as he stared through the iron bars of the primitive cellôs window. Agar moaned with 

pain as the transformation took hold and his tortured body began to change 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, drinking in every sweet drop of its newfound 

freedom. The beast growled in anger as it headed towards the source of its misery. 

 

Robertôs mind struggled and gained a foothold inside the tarantulaôs skull. His man-soul 

fought tooth and nail against the monsterôs soul inside him. With every step, the beast warred 

against the horror possessing him. It was being summoned once againéthe drums wafted on 

the fragrant tropical air. But this time, Robertéthe spider-thingéhad no intention of taking 

any orders. Robertéthe manéwas appalled at what he had done in the guise of the tarantula. 

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 

light of the bonfire. Robertéthe lycanthrope... emerged from the palm studded darkness and 

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. 

There was something different about him this timeésomething wrong. The tarantula man 

rushed through the milling crowd of twisted devotees, grabbing one after another and 

snapping their necks with his steel-like claws.  

 

One man rushed at him with a machete, but Robert caught 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 memberôs misery was doused when the tarantula sank its fangs into his 

throat and drank deep before tossing the moistureless hull away. 
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The creature lumbered across the clearing and grabbed another victiméthis one a woman. It 

tore the garment from her chest and ripped into the flesh, severing the chest bone in a matter 

of seconds and tasting her still beating 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 

skull make upéresembling the haunted spectre of Death himself. The tall man raised his 

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

in the orange firelit semi-darkness. ñYou! Rebellious servant of Xiaolaéyou have 

blasphemed against our great god for the final timeéò 

 

The leaderôs eyes began to light up with a demonôs fire and the air began to stir about the 

jungle clearing. Robert felt his pulse quicken and his spiderôs brain squirm under the power 

of some unseen force. 

 

And it hurt. 

 

The drums blasted the windéonly nobody was playing them now. The drummers had all 

fled. Robert fell to his knees and tried to stifle the vice-like pressure on his mind. The leader 

of the spider people raised his hands higher. The long black sleeves of his robe slid 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 swirled over with 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 with the flaming light of ancient, vengeful 

gods. The tarantula-creature 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 the cult leader 

with an outstretched crucifix. The old man screamed with a fire brighter than anything the 

forces of darkness could muster. ñCreatura noctis ... redire unde venerant redire inferno 

damnari ...Creatura noctis ... redire unde venerant redire inferno damnari ...ò 

 

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 cross at him, sending 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 Robert nowéeven with this throbbing arachnid 

mindéthat these two foes knew one another before. Perhaps even in a former life. Their fight 

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

 

The padreôs cross began to glow and a shaft of blue light shot from its silver design, striking 

the cult leader in the face. He fell to 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. 

Illuminated by the firelight, were the features of an ancient thingéwhich should have died 

centuries before. Robert knew right away that he was gazing at the visage of the Aztec 

mummy that had been reported stolen. Somehow, by some awful twist of fateéperhaps even 

by the hands of the spider cultéthe mummy had been resurrected to continue its reign of evil 

over the islands and possibly even worlds beyond. 

 

Another punishing blue flame shot from the priestôs outstretched crucifix. The night was 

filled with the padreôs triumphant voice; ñVete, ara¶a rey! We meet againéfor the last time!ò 

 

ñYou could not defeat me when you came with the Spanish four-hundred years ago, old 

manéand you will not defeat me this night!ò The Aztec mummy raised its hand defiantly 

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 tarantula-thing 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 to deliver the death-

blowébut the mummy sent him hurtling across the clearing as if he had been pummelled by 

an invisible hammer. The tarantula landed and rolled back on his feet. It charged again.  

 

Robert Agaréthe tarantula-mané grappled desperately with the Aztec mummy, the evil 

ruler of an ancient sect of Indians that worshipped the tarantula with blood sacrifices. Robert 

got his claws around the fiendôs throat and squeezed until the bone and mummified flesh 

began to splinter and flake away. In less than a moment, the mummyôs head rolled to the 

ground and the body, no longer with a centre of 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 whyébut he felt a sudden need to help the old priest. Robert reached over and 

lifted the old man up.  

 

ñDios mío,ò the padre said with a smile. ñI believe that I am finally getting too old for this.ò 

He glanced down at the lifeless mummy, crossing himself. ñThis time may he remain truly 

dead.ò 

 

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 drove his hand into Robertôs chest like 

a spike and skewered his heart. 

 

But the padre was ready. He drove the crucifix deep into the dried-out chest cavity of the 

mummyéright where the evil Aztec emperorôs heart once beat. There was a great flash of 

blue light and 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 called 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 heart. ñYou saved me, my son. But you could not save 

yourself. How ironic life can be.ò 

 

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 earth 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 the water. ñMay 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.ò 

 

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

keep the bulky arachnid frame moving. It was better this way. There would never be a 

momentôs 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 depths, away from 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 sadly. ñRequiesce in pace.ò 

 

THE END 

 

NOW AVAILABLE FROM ROGUE PLANET PRESS: 

http://www.lulu.com/shop/rogue-planet-press/hammer-of-the-gods/paperback/product-22974027.html
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NOBODY LOVES ME ANYMORE by 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 he had whilst most politicians who in all honestly compared to him were mostly 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 was clear from the moment he entered the White House. 

 

Of course, he was Donald Trump. 

 

Tonight, heôd 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 Towers. 

 

There had been assassination attempts on the Presidentôs life recently. 

 

This was no fricking joke. 

 

For years, it seemedðand this man proved no differentðwhilst newly inaugurated Donald 

Trump found his feet, like so many before him, he was having serious bother acquiring the 

trust of the American 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 back-peddled on former, impassioned promises which mostly 

concerned the has-been Barack Obamaôs Affordable 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 something heôd 

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 lad with the 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 countryôs hatred of the Free West, as he portrayed 

deepened attention seeking on a grand scale. At some stage, this fellow had to be dealt withé 

 

Ah, get the British to deal with it. The British were soft and gullible enough to join in and 

agree to a bombing missionðusing British artillery and planes. Screw how it affected 

Britainéand NATO could pay for it. 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, didnôt they? 

 

But there was the turmoil 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 in public places. 

The world, yes, was in a rough state. 

 

But Donald Trump was the big boss now. 

 

This blond haired, tiny-handed, sour-faced 70-year-old curmudgeon would deal with all this 

shit, but most of all, his main priority was to inevitably turn the world and popular opinion 

around and Make America Great Again! 

 

So far, though, Trump was shaming America. 

 

He was playing Cowboys and Indians. 

 

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

ñLet the British bomb and nuke Iran and Syriaéit might take the heat off us for a while. 

Theresa May is easy prey, sheôll agree to itéand good old Boris will back me up, he always 

does!ò 

 

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. Trump pressed a secretive little button next to his 

desk and the door opened, just then as Sean Spicer entered. 

 

ñOh hi, Seané!ò 

 

ñGood evening, Mr President. I thought Iôd stop by before continuing to Broadway. The 

missus and I have seats booked for the new Harry Potter playéò Slyly, he chuckled as he 

added, ñéjust one more fricking Brit phenomena we must find a way to devalue. After all, 

itôs Forever America right, right, and itôs down to us on this side of the Atlantic to pioneer 

and block othersô innovation, isnôt it, as we ourselves take the most credit for the majority of 

progressive technology and peace-keeping philosophy?ò 

 

ñYeah, Sean, weôre not as bad as weôre painted. Tell meéwhat is the fake news saying 

today?ò Trump produced his cell-phone. ñPardon me, I need to tweet. I wonôt be a second.ò 

 

Chagrined, Sean walked across to the huge windows to admire the monumental New York 

skyline. It was certainly a magnificent view. 

 

ñOh, as usual, the New York Times is full of bullshit, but reallyðas youôll agree, sirðthey 

are no different to the rest of the tabloids and attention seekers peddling Alternative Facts. 

Personally, I think theyôre just jealous of us gifted, imperial ones, or pissed-off they canôt be 

in charge of the damned country. Demigods or Democrats, I ask you, which is worse?ò Spicer 

said, brushing his right breast with his hand. 

 

But looking across this skyline, Sean noticed something óglimmerô in 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 glimmer was reflecting off a rifle-sights, glinting in the glorious New 

York sunlight. Automatically, Sean turned to warn the President. 

 

ñDonaldéò he shouted, running across the room, ñéDuck!ò 
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Angrily, Donald looked up at the charging Republican heading his way. Mr Trump despised 

fools and hated jokers. 

 

If anything, he told the fucking jokes around this joint! 

 

ñDucké? Donald Ducké?ò President Trump yelled, ñI hate people saying that!ò 

 

As Sean Spicer tried to shield his boss, the bullet struck him in the back between the shoulder 

blades. He collapsed into Donald Trumpôs lap, blood oozing everywhereðand quite 

franklyðcausing a mess. 

 

Suddenly, outside, the weather took a turn for the worse as rain pelted the huge windows. 

This made the President change his mind and decide to head back to sunny Washington. He 

dialled a number and someone picked-up. ñSeanôs had it, Iôm afraid. I think heôs been shot by 

a sniper. He died serving his country. We should be proud. In the meantime, get me a 

maidéthereôs damned blood everywhere and Iôm entertaining guests here on Friday!ò 

 

Flabbergasted, a voice at the other end said, ñWhat, are you saying Mr Spicer is dead, sir?ò 

 

ñDonôt act so surprised,ò Mr Trump enthused, ñIt might have been me. Get me a carðIôm 

heading to the JFK Airport, get Air Force One readyðIôm on it like a car bonnet!ò 

 

Before anyone knew it, Trump was in the back of the car, alongside Jacob Lines, his 

bodyguard hired for the evening. 

 

ñDo you carry a pistol, sonny?ò Trump enquired, and held out his hand to hold the weapon 

Linesô presented for the President to peruse, as the rain outside intensified. ñWow, this is 

some well-oiled piece of kit. Have you fired it? Have you shot anyone? Have you ever killed 

anybody with this thing? Itôs truly amazing Obama tried for more stringent gun control. 

Everybody should possess one of these killing machines!ò and he laughed heartily. 

 

ñTerrible weather weôre having, siréò Jacob, a big man, commented, and added as a joke, 

ñStill, I suppose itôs not so bad for those of us with the first name Daffy or Donald!ò and 

laughed heartily. 

 

Infuriated, the Presidentôs face turned a darker, bloodier shade of orange as he yelled, 

ñDONALDéDAFFYé? YOU THINK YOUôRE GODDAMNED FUNNY!ò 

 

Immediately, the President pointed the gun at Jacob Linesô chest 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 Trumpôs personal chauffer Charles peered into 

the back with an air of horror and panic, just as Donald brandished the still-smoking gun and 

pointed it at him. ñJust continue driving, assholeéIôd like you to stop off at the City 

Slaughterhouse along the way. This joker is getting fed to the pigs!ò 

 

He looked to the left side of the back seat where there was a sealed-boxða brown-paper-

wrapped package, with Mr Trumpôs name on it. It also read FOR YOUR EYES ONLYé 

 

ñBy the way,ò the President said, ñWhat is in this ridiculous parcel?ò 
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Charles shrugged, ñI guess you ought to open it and see!ò 

 

ñDo your job and drive, Charles. To the Slaughterhouseéthis dead guy stinks!ò 

 

Trump writhed at the packaging of the cube-like box until, finally, he paused. At first it 

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

and elated when he held the goods inside up for all to witness, as he hurriedly tapped on the 

partition window to get Charlesô take on the matter. 

 

ñSeeé?ò Mr Trump said, as he beamed like a child, ñéI told youðI told everybodyðthings 

would work out in the end!ò 

 

There, in POTUS Donald J Trumpôs hands, was the North Korean leaderôs severed head. 

 

THE END 

 

Now available from Schlock! Publications: 
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DEAR MONA by CT Beesley  

 

The Friday after St. Mathewôs Day,  

 

 

 

Dear Mona,  

 

I can hear the usual jingle of a cowbell as I sit and bask in late summer sun, resting my back 

against the bench we built years ago, still hereðitself leaning against the old oak: no doubt 

another guilty courting coupleôs legacy. Or was that our planting? I forget. Of course, Iôm 

really sitting in the shade.  

 

Iôm taking off my collar with my right hand as I write with my left, for itôs suppressing me 

more today. The gargoyles stare at me, some spouting water, others plainly grotesque. The 

ones draining water from my church are, Iôm sure, attempting to splash my feet with water, 

God willing.  

 

Why was I chosen, why me?  

 

When I remember that night my stomach contracts: the storm raging outside; a heavy, 

thunderous downpour pounding at our stains as the external temperature started to bite us as 

it came down with snow. I recall each raindrop wanting to break in, willing to enter uninvited 

and submit to the warmth of the nave and vaporize. That night I became part of the 

landscape, carved into and condemned to this church for eternity, and one of those beastly 

statues.  

 

Looking back I can see your face contorted and covered with a paper-white façade, staring at 

me aghast whilst that thing clung to me. Iôd heard on my travels and whilst taking sabbatical 

that blood drinking was very much in mode in Victorian London, but not here, not in our 

village. I believe I made a flippant remark about the subject during my religious teachings but 

never again will I speak in jest. You know as well as I my actions have been reprimanded. If 

only I couldôve found it in my soul to repent, for now itôs too late. Itôs not that I canôt find 

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

 

A pink scar of light scratches the sky. The 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. I often sit and wonder why that creature chose me. The real 

questions I have, my dear, are 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 I must wait, I 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 I were to beat the arm of the bench Iôd welcome the sound as I 

would your company with open arms. Instead I lay, cold-blooded and animal, in a faint 

attempt to recharge my batteries and rekindle my emotions. No longer does my chest rise and 

fall.  

 

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

ears, ñAre you single?ò And to this I let my eyebrows rise high enough to arouse an awkward 

suspicion that I may not have understood the question. I even let an answer form on the tip of 
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my loose tongue before you finished, ñéhonours or combined?ò We were friends throughout 

our entire university lives. Oh Mona, what a time we had! 

 

We didnôt let my turning hanker in the way of things. No, we saw it as 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 was ludicrous, for we were dead and weightless. We 

couldnôt move the metal cage for the only liquid we had drunk in the last few days had been 

from one another. I recall you saying it was our love that powered the lift after we submitted 

to our ravenous hunger. You mustôve been correct, because we left traces of our passion in 

the lift bay for others to find. I wonder if the boy ever turned? We were two vampires in the 

city. Or at least I thought we were, at times.  

 

Many a day we spent writing over coffee about how we used to fight about nothing in our 

letters to each other. I often reminisce about our favourite café off St. Leonardôs Terrace 

where we used to sit after walking through Chelseaôs smoke and gutters. How we used to 

people-watch, mark potential victims for each other, and make wagers that we couldnôt get 

them during sunrise (an unfair advantage to which I turned a blind eye). You nullified any 

compromises I thought you mightôve had: the non-existent pulse, the coldness of my skin, my 

peculiar feeding habits. You would continue to wend my way until you died, preaching any 

ills I had were too nebulous to make any difference. How I yearn for your cathartic ways in 

these solemn moments of mine.  

 

Wait. Something has unsettled the cow. Its bell is ringing furiously in its perturbed state. I 

cross the seldom churchyard reverently bowing my head as I pass the altar. I pace about the 

grass amongst the shadows and the graves, along the picket fence you and I erected. I still 

ensure the graves are free of lichen just how you prefer, although I fear my best efforts are in 

vain if youôre unable to see them as I continue my search for the beast.  

 

And then I see him. In front of the necropolis and me, stooped over my livestock, is my 

maker. I can smell the funk radiating from his leather jacket where Iôm standing between you 

and my creator.  

 

ñWe meet again, Sir Edwin,ò I remain silent, ñfor you are royalty now, inherited from your 

filthy bride, the Queen of vampire slayers.ò  

 

Malik was his name, and he spat his words.  

 

I (Edwin). ñRoyalty? Queen slayer?ò 

 

Vampire Malik laughed off a wry smile. 

 

ñYour 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 course.ò 

 

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

 

ñUnfortunately, her blood continues to flow, albeit through your veins due to her 

contaminating ways. But I shall not take a chance, not a drop of her can remain. We canôt 
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have a rogue amongst our midst. Even I shudder to imagine what the Devil would have to say 

about that.ò 

 

You were a slayer. A vampire killer, yet you continued by my side through adversity like the 

shadow Iôd lost. Were you slaying behind my back? Is this evil fiend 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 I could see the rosy hue leaving your face for want of pallor. 

Is it you meant for your line to continue, did you see me as an opportunity to create a 

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

for ever after? I can see it so clearly.  

 

ñYou say nothing, my brother?ò says Malik. ñAre you remembering all those years ago when 

I cursed your place of worship? I was hoping that having made you into the thing she most 

detested the girl would put down her steaks, that making you immortal would drive her to 

insanity and, even more sweetly, suicide.  

 

At least then she may have returned as a pure-blood, and with a will such as Monaôs she 

would have been a fine specimen.ò 

 

My anger is smouldering. I canôt stop my legs from lunging forward and find myself reaching 

claws first for his neck. Iôm scratching at anything tactile for my vision is blurry and 

blackening with rage. I see the red of his blood leave his body as I force my teeth intoðinto 

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

on to the ledger slab Iôm not certain. I remain shaking as I write with this unsteady hand, as I 

cannot forget my actions after I saw he was still undead and blinking.  

 

I drank his blood, Mona. I tore at his lymph nodes and spat back his fat. I allowed myself to 

stand over his scarlet-stained body for too long until I aimed to shout but roared at Malik 

instead.  

 

ñIf I am to be bound by your alchemy, you will not share this soil with me!ò 

 

After that I killed him.  

 

 

 

Iôve been constrained to a church for thirty-one years and have learned 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 an enemyôs face). I shove the cross in his jaw, not 

worrying about the long, sharp canines. The bible I secure with his arms crossed in a suitable 

burial pose. I could impale him at once but I want to see him bleed from the wounds heôs 

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 I wait until it submerges the entire inscription before reading it aloud, and I pray:  

 

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

slayed My maker, Your nemeses and Our tormentor. Let blood seep through the fissures and 

let soil consume it. Accept this token of our friendship 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 always was, óthe jocund 

oneô.ò 

 

Malikôs second death has aroused feelings within me first felt when I became a monster, 

when I came round from my slip of unconsciousness and you were so white I thought youôd 

been drained too, changed forever, like myself. Little did I know it would take years for that 

shock to fade. 

 

I fear Iôve become rather animated and am conscious I have only an hour to write you my 

thoughts down on this paper. I shall cease to warble in your ears any longer and strain your 

eyes no further tonight. Iôm making my way below. 

 

  

 

Good evening. I know you find my personality complex and layered, after all Iôm looking at 

your dead body, but isnôt this 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 my speckled 

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 death. I canôt help but stare at your face. I 

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 I will spend the rest of my unlife with you, my love. 

In this moment, Iôll 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 I scurry back to the altar I seal my letter to you and tuck it in front 

of your headstone between the granite and the grass. Next time I must bring flowers, the kind 

you like. I canôt help laughing at the fact Iôm choosing for you a bunch of flowers when for a 

lifetime you arranged all my floral splendours. As I step back from our stereo graves I canôt 

stop the sorrow 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 I must not lose 

hope that one day my peace will come. Just now, Mona, I must wait, like you shall until 

tomorrow night when Iôll 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 END 
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THE DEBT COLLECTOR by Steven Havelock 

 

Dominic Thomas did a double take.  

 

Why is such a hotty looking at me? 

 

Heôd gotten up, gone to the bar and got a drink. 

 

Sheôs still looking at me! 

 

Dominic wasnôt used to getting much attention from females. In his forties, smaller than 

average, balding on top and with a large nose. 

 

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

 

God, Iôm confused, the hottest woman in this joint is staring at me? She must be some sort of 

con woman, maybe setting a honey trap. I need to get out of here fast. 

 

He looked away and concentrated on his drink instead. 

 

Iôm going neck this as fast as I can and get the hell out of here, something just doesnôt feel 

right. 

 

Heôd drank half the beer glass and was about to down the rest as fast as possible. 

 

ñExcuse me?ò Dominic turned to look. It was the hotty. 

 

ñDo you mind if I join you?ò 

 

Dominic stared at the hotty. Long blond hair, tight fitting top that showed of her larger than 

average breasts and curvy hips and waist. 

 

I know somethingôs 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. 

 

ñNoépleaseésit down.ò 

 

ñMy name is Angel Rose,ò she said, taking a seat. 

 

The way she stares at me, itôs like she knows me or has seen me before? 

 

ñHave we met?ò he asked almost gloating over her large breasts. 

 

ñI think we may have, not sure where.ò She took a deep breath and her blue eyes connected 

with his. ñMaybe in another life,ò she joked. 
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Dominic laughed uneasily. 

 

God! Iôm so turned on! 

 

Angel let out a deep sigh. To Dominic it sounded like a sigh of sexual frustration. 

 

ñIôm only in town a few days.ò She pulled out a business card. Dominic stared at it. It read: 

 

Angel Rose 

Debt Collector. 

Call now 

075229758489 

 

ñCall me and we will go on a date.ò 

 

ñWha? Date? With me?ò 

 

ñYou not as bad as you think,ò she said with a smile. 

  

Dominic smiled feeling a tight warmness in the pit of his groin. 

 

ñOkay, you bet!ò 

 

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? Tonight? A 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. 

 

RingéRingéDominic took a breath and sighed deeply as he thought about the curvaceous 

blonde that he had met earlier today. 

 

Ringé 

 

ñHello?ò 

 

ñHi Angel, itôs me, Dominic.ò 

 

ñOh, hi Dominic. I was just thinking about you. I was just in the shower. Iôm still not 

dressedò 
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Dominic felt his blood pressure rise and his heartbeat become more aggressive. 

 

ñListen, you said, youôre not in town long.ò 

 

ñYes?ò 

 

ñSo how long exactly are you in town for?ò 

 

ñOh, just until some unfinished business is sorted out.ò 

 

ñAngel, if youôre not in town long, maybe we should make the most of it and hook-up as 

soon as possible?ò  

 

ñYes, I think thatôs a good idea.ò  

 

I canôt believe my luck, Dominic thought. 

 

ñHow about tomorrow at 6 at Tate Modern?ò she said and sighed deeply again. Dominic 

thought he caught a hint of sexual frustration.  

 

ñDo you like art galleries?ò she asked. 

 

ñYeah, sure I do,ò Trying to think back the last time he had been to one. 

 

ñOkay, Tate Modern tomorrow at six.ò 

 

ñSee you then.ò 

 

ñOkay bye, have sweet dreams, sweetheart. Bye.ò 

 

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

 

God! I feel like the luckiest man alive. 

 

A stupid smile plastered across his face. 

 

 

Dominic arrived 30 minutes early and waited for Angel. He beamed a big stupid smile as 

soon as he saw her. They greeted each other and headed into the art gallery. Soon, 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! 

 

ñThat guy in that painting looks just like me,ò Dominic said. 
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ñHis name is Paganini. He was a 17th century Italian violinist. Probably the best the world has 

ever seen.ò 

 

ñOhéOkayéwhat happened to him?ò 

 

ñHe committed suicide.ò 

 

ñWhy did he do that?ò 

 

ñHe was trying to back out of a deal.ò 

 

  

 

Dominic aged 27.  

 

Whatôs woken me? Whatôs that smell, it disgusting like sulphur? 

 

Dominicôs room was deep in shadow, but as his bleary eyes adjusted he saw a tall dark 

humanoid shape standing over his bed. 

 

ñWho the hell are you?ò said Dominic, too sleepy to be afraid, still half believing this was a 

dream. 

 

I will come for you.  

 

An almost silent sibilant whisper that left Dominic feeling cold. 

 

 

 

ñWell, why did he commit suicide to back out of a deal/ò He looked at the face again. ñI 

mean, the worst they could do is kill him.ò 

 

Angel was staring deeply at the picture. She said almost in a whisper, ñYou will understand 

soon but believe me you will wish you hadnôt. Iôm collecting my debt tomorrow. Tomorrow 

is the last time you will see me.ò 

 

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

 

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

 

  

 

RingéRingéRing 

 

Dominic answered his mobile. He looked at his watch. 
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Itôs 9 a.m. 

 

ñHello, itôs Angel, Iôm collecting my debt in two hours. Just wondering if you would like to 

have some quality time before I leave town?ò 

 

ñYes, would love to.ò 

 

ñOkay, I will be right over.ò 

 

The phone call ended. Dominic found himself staring at his mobile and felt deeply uneasy, 

but couldnôt work out why. Then he looked down and saw the semi hard erection. 

 

Somethingôs not right. 

 

Dominic stumbled back to his bed, with a sickening feeling in his stomach. 

 

I will just lay down for a few minutes. 

 

 

Dominic dreamt. 

 

He was on stage playing a violin. As he played to large crowded audience, he noticed a 

humanoid figure in the front row seat. 

 

Oh my God! He has red skin and horns. Itôs the devil! And my names not Dominic! The man 

in the picture! 

 

 

 

The entity for a millisecond caught him in his stare. 

 

Tomorrow I will take my payment. The words seemed to enter Dominicôs head telepathically. 

 

Later that night. 

 

I canôt let the Devil take me. I should never have done it! There must be a way out. 

 

The sun rose above the horizon. Dominic had spent most of the night racking his brains.  

 

Eureka! I know what I will do. 

 

He went to the 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. 

 

ñHold on! Hold on!ò he shouted as he stumbled out of bed. 

 

ñI know you are a debt collector, but give me a minute!ò he shouted, trying to be confident 

and jovial even though he didnôt feel like it. 

 

He opened the door. And stared at Angel. 

 

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

again. 

 

Angel steeped into the room and shut the door behind her. 

 

ñI come to collect my debt.ò 

 

ñWhat? What the hell are you talking about?ò 

 

Angle pulled out a small violin which Dominic hadnôt noticed at first under her arm. She held 

it out to him. 

 

ñPlay.ò 

 

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

he thought. 

 

Oh my god! Iôm an expert violinist? 

 

ñHey, how did you know I could play? And something else that has been puzzling me, how 

did you know where I lived?ò 

 

ñI know many things, both the seen and the unseen.ò She stared straight at him. Her eyes 

seemed to be boring into his soul. ñDid you really think you could escape me?ò 

 

ñWha...What?ò 

 

ñAnd now Iôm here to collect my debt.ò 

 

She pointed her finger at his heart.  

 

Burning pain! Pain like heôd never felt before! Unbearableéunbearableé 
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Angel Rose had become the horned devil that Dominic had seen that night at the violin show 

in his dream. Dominic felt his soul leaving his body. Blackness assailed him. 

 

THE END. 

Steven Havelockôs books are available on Amazon. 
 

NOW AVAILABLE FROM ROGUE PLANET PRESS: 

Sword and Planet 
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GERIATRIA by Ian Fletcher  

 

I 

 

ñAh, Cool Mint Oreos,ò Ian thinks, reading the packet.  

 

ñYep, Iôll have some of those. Theyôre my favourites!ò he mumbles to himself. 

 

ñNow, where did I put my damn trolley? Is this one it? Whatôs inside? Salt and vinegar 

crisps, Heinz Spaghetti Hoops, cans of Heinekenémust be mine.ò 

 

ñThe store will be closing in five minutes. Please go to the check-out counter,ò an anodyne 

female voice announces over the intercom. 

 

Ian looks up and down the aisle. 

 

ñNow where the hell is theéò 

 

ñThat way sir,ò says a store clerk who has suddenly appeared. He points to one end of the 

aisle. ñJust turn left, sir, and you canôt miss it.ò 

 

ñOh yes, of course,ò says Ian. 

 

He wheels his trolley along the aisle. 

 

ñBlast! Was it left or right?ò he thinks. 

 

ñOn your left, sir,ò says the clerk who is now directing an elderly lady with a trolley full of 

toiletries towards the check-out. 

 

The cashier duly scans the barcodes on his Cool Mint Oreos, salt and vinegar crisps, Heinz 

Spaghetti Hoops and cans of Heineken. 

 

ñThatôs twelve pounds fifty, sir,ò she says. 

 

ñOK,ò says Ian.  

 

ñMy wallet!ò he thinks, tapping his front trouser pockets. The lump in right side tells him itôs 

there. 

 

He takes out the wallet and opens it. ñNo cash?ò he thinks. ñAh, thereôs my card.ò 

 

He hands the credit card to the cashier. 

 

ñThank you, sir. Please sign the receipt,ò she says. 

 

ñSure,ò says Ian. ñWhat the heck? Iôm Ianéò he ponders and looks at his card: FLETCHER. 

I.  

 

ñFletcher, Fletcher,ò he mumbles, now able to scrawl his signature automatically. 




























































































