
OTHER DIMENSIONS VOLUME THREE

By

Charles Savage

Edited and Co-Authored by

Heather Savage

Other Dimensions Volume Three Copyright © year 2022

All rights reserved.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Other Dimensions Volume Three

Dedication

Chapter One:  Braided Discourse

INTRODUCTION

Other Books by the Author

––––––––
[image: ]


OTHER DIMENSIONS VOLUME One

Other Dimensions Volume Two

American Disgrace

Zira: A day in a puppies life

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication


[image: ]


This book is dedicated to all of those who continue to read my stories.  Thank you so much for still being around.  For those that are new to the series, thank you for being one of us.  Don’t ever change and always be yourselves.  

Last, but not least, to Shaun Michael Voigt (19 July 1982-15 August 2022) and his family.  A life long friend who left the world too soon.  See you on the other side man.  
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DISCLAIMER

THIS BOOK IS A WORK of fiction.  All characters, names, places, and events are a product of the authors imagination or are used fictitiously.  Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead is entirely coincidental.
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Other Dimensions is a short story series where the impossible becomes possible.  It is told by my fictional self, and my Imaginary Best Friend, Demonic Humunculous, and Co-host of this great series. Her name is Julie.  No, I don’t, nor have I ever had an imaginary best friend.  I am also well aware that “Humunculous is spelled incorrectly.  Its just the way that I prefer it.  

In this series you will encounter tales that will stretch your imagination to new levels.  Adventures that are not common with todays story telling.  These stories are along the lines of the paranormal, horror, fantasy, science fiction etc.  The endings are often surprising, as well as shocking.  They are quick paced and grasp your attention while leaving you talking about them for days to come.  This volume will focus on story telling, not so much graphic.  But, don’t worry my loyal readers, it wouldn’t be Other Dimensions without the fucked up shit in it.  This volume will be different in a way.

I began writing the Other Dimensions series back in about 2009.  I was encourage to write the nightmares that I was having for some years prior.  It helped.  People seemed to like the weird dreams that I was having.  So, I decided to write them and share them with those around me.  At this time I am about half through Volume 9 thats hand written.  I grab certain stories from all of the volumes and retype them so I can continue to publish this great series.  It’s hard when you don’t have a lot of time on your hands.  But, we will get through it readers.  We always do.

I never claimed that I was a good writer.  Nor would I.  Grammar just happens to be my worst subject, and probably always will.  I apologize for that, I know how it drives some of you absolutely crazy.  The popularity of Other Dimensions is simply from the stories themselves, and not from the proper writing.  The stories are familiar, yet different all at the same time.  They are the types of stories that are often neglected from mainstream trends and other social norms.  I like to tell these types of stories because they are the ones you don’t hear of anymore.  They are the ones that I enjoy most in the fictional worlds of make believe.

Todays generation is severely deprived in my opinion.  Meaning, when I was growing up, it was Tales From the Crypt, Twilight Zone, and the X-Files that caught my demented little mind’s attention.  Kids today have mindless conversations on social media that makes up the majority of their reading experiences.  They are missing out on good story telling.  And that is one thing that I will claim as well as some others.  My stories are damn good.  Refreshing from the standards of happy endings.  Those who have read the previous two volumes know that rarely is there ever an ending thats warm and fuzzy.  In my endings, something bad happens, and thats why you, the readers, like them.

People often ask me about Julie.  Is she real?  Who is she? And so on.  No she isn’t real.  One day me and some of my military guys were shooting the shit, when somehow the topic of imaginary friends came up.  I’ve never had one.  But if I did, she would be just like Julie in every way.  Madly in love with me (Which is just about every guys situation when they talk about the chick that they brought home from the bar the other night.  Yeah, she was imaginary too.) constantly joking around with me, a total badass, and at times wants to take me to the underworld.  I wanted her to be completely fucked up.  And she is in a cool way, well at least, for the fictional world.  Wouldn’t want to meet someone like that in the real life.

Other Dimensions started from a combination of writing short stories for my son when he was younger and a dream log of 163 dreams that I accumulated over the years.  I have really bad nightmares and sleep problems brought on from my time in the Iraq War while serving as a frontline infantryman.  The stories are introduced by me and Julie, everyone’s favorite Demonic Humunculous!  Sometimes they are told by the character in the story.  And yes, again, I know that Humunculous is spelled wrong.  I want to be different.  And this volume will certainly be different.

––––––––
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Braided Discourse

WELCOME BACK READERS.  Tonight’s story kicks off the very first story of Other Dimensions Volume Three.  This story is one of those that will cause you some anxiety when left alone late at night in your very home.  What are shadow people?  Do they really exist?  Are they harmful?  Are your children safe?  What do we really know about them?  We won’t make any claims in regards of answering these questions this evening but will offer another perspective on them.

The idea for this story suddenly popped in my head on 24 October 2021.  Me and my good friend Shaun have discussed this type of concept for awhile now.  But until a few moments ago, while I was in the shower the, idea came to me in the worst way possible.  I often spend the night at my editors house and we have too many times been awoken in the middle of the night to the sounds of footsteps, whispering,touches, and shadow people all around the bed.  Even our puppy, Zira has gone completely ape shit on nothing at all facing in the same place that we see most of the worst occurrences.  I have watched people walk through the bedroom when no one else was supposed to be around.  Me and the editor have both felt someone or something touching us in the middle of the night.  So, yes, this story is based on real life events.

But it was my friend Shaun who asked me, what if the shadow people were the dark sides of human behavior stranded in our realm?  Interesting concept.  But, I would have to say, what if they were something more disturbing?  Something that we have never thought of before.  Something that our mortal minds could never fathom in a millennium or two?

You know the rules readers,  get your drugs, turn down the lights, relax, and enjoy the downward spiral of mind-altering tales that me and everyones favorite demonic Humunculous, my Imaginary Best Friend and co-host to this wonderful series, Julie, will share with you. Here’s hoping they’ll keep you up at night!

1

Carl and Haley had met by dumb luck, really.  Carl was on the verge of going postal from not adjusting very well after years of combat and disrespect from filthy fucking civilians.  Haley was two steps away from giving up on everything and everyone and going out with a little bit of fun with homicidal and suicidal tendencies.  Carl gave himself one more chance to have a good life and incidentally met Haley at a dive bar filled with questionable characters.  They hit it off immediately with each other.  Love at first sight if you will.

They got drunk and went bowling, and wouldn’t you know it?  Carl can definitely bowl a granny strike any day of the week.  Needless to say, they saved each other from going out and doing something really fucking stupid.  They needed each other.  They had fun with each other.  They went and saw all of the movies in the theaters while talking shit the whole time.  They loved going to state parks and walking the trails, riding bikes, going camping and just all around site-seeing as much as possible.  

Carl had two jobs, Haley had one.  They spent their free time with each other and dreaded being separated.  A few months later they were engaged and always felt that they have known each other their entire lives.  Everything was going good except...

2

The house that Haley owned never had any problems until Carl started coming over.  There was a virus that everyone panicked over, so the government declared a state wide shut down.  No one could leave their houses without showing paperwork that they were “essential” workers.  Sure, you could go grocery shopping and what have you, but you had to buy only essentials and nothing else.  And god help you if you ever bought a coffee mug representing your favorite movie on it because people lost their shit over that type of behavior!  

Carl was out of work and struggling to get unemployment.  This system was completely fucked in more ways than your lot lizard cousin at a truck stop on a Saturday night.  But that was ok with him, because he loved to write in his free time. So that’s what he did and created the demented stories that give the rest of us some sort of hope that rational people still do exist.  He appreciated the time off to get his books written, but it wouldn’t all be fun and games.

One night, around 4 a.m. as he was finishing up a story he noticed something that should not be going on.  At first he thought that maybe it was simply fatigue, or perhaps a reflection from the laptop’s light that he was using was hitting his glasses.  All of this was quickly ruled out, however.  What he saw, despite his mind’s attempt at denial, was an old lady walking slowly from the bedroom door to the closet.  She had a short pixie cut hair, gray and white.  She was the type of grandma that you could trust to take an apple from without even knowing her.  Her aura gave off the calm sense of a good natured woman. One that you wouldn’t mind hearing stories from of long ago.  When she finally did get to that said closet, she disappeared.  

“Damn!  Maybe my drug dealer was right to cut me off.” Whispered Carl, shaking his head as the laptop finished shutting down.  This event did not frighten him but instead felt like he witnessed something amazing!  He even heard the floor creak as she walked on by!  He had no explanation for what just happened but without a doubt it did, in fact, happen.  He let out a nervous laugh and shrugged to himself.  I mean, who would ever believe him anyways?  He was a man of science, not the occult.  Paranormal bullshit was not in the cards for this guy.

When Haley got home he had already told her all about it, who was a little shocked.  She worked in the medical field and had a patient die recently that fit the description of the ghostly figure he had seen.  She pulled up a bunch of pictures, trying to find an obituary listing and he was able to pick out the lady from their room right away.  They could not explain how this had come about, only that it just did.  All was relatively quiet for the next couple of weeks so they put it to the back of their minds.

3

One day they decided to change things up and moved into one of the bigger bedrooms. Carl was back to work by then and they needed some space to stretch out. This particular sleeping quarters had a bathroom attached to it, full of two sinks, toilet and a bathtub.  There was a closet on one side of the bedroom that consisted of glass mirrors for doors, which did an excellent job of reflecting the room in its entirety.  From the first night they noticed strange things going on.  

Shadows that seemed to loom over them as the slept.  Footsteps of someone walking around where heard regularly.  Tall, dark beings seemed to be standing at the end of the bed starring down at them.  They would often wake in the middle of the night calling out to each other, asking if someone was in the room with them.  They would desperately turn on the light on the night stand as fast as they could to try and catch whatever was walking out of the room or back into the bathroom, but they never saw anything in the light... at first.  

Both Carl and Haley suffered horrible nightmares nearly every night. They even bought a legitimate dream catcher that seemed to help, but would not stop the horrible dreams.  The dreams of horrible shadow people.  Sometimes they included demons or other dark forces that they have never encountered before, but seemed to know very well.  The dreams had common themes that only altered slightly from one night to the next. The most frightening part was dealing with a form of sleep paralysis that would keep them stationary so they couldn’t get away when they came for them.  These types of night terrors left them feeling helpless and unable to save one another from being carried away or torn to pieces, if the demons felt inclined to do so. Other dreams just added to their growing sense of paranoia. Where nothing to seem to happen at all, just darkness and the growing sense that something was getting closer and was going to get them.  

When the dreams woke them up, they would see these shadows lurking over them and watching.  There was no defense against this that they tried with any level of success.  When the alarms went off it was pure relief for them to get up.  That meant that they could go to work and get away from the evil forces for a short time.  But the nightly visitors didn’t just scary the living day lights out of Haley and Carl, but also some of the four legged creatures who reside with them.

Haley had four cats and the cats loved sneak in to the bedroom as often as possible.  Once these strange things started happening they would run into the room just to dart back out again in terror.  The ones that didn’t run from the room immediately regretted it and would hiss and growl while looking at the bathroom, where most of the phenomenon was taking place.  Everyone felt uneasy being in that room alone.  The room was certainly becoming more active everyday.

4

Carl would often write and get freaked out by the disturbances going on. It was uncomfortable for him to be in that room alone while Haley was away running errands or working so  he would have their record player running while he typed away at his laptop.  Once, while he was hard at work, he heard a growl.  He immediately grabbed the digital camera that he had bought, hoping to catch the paranormal events going on in that room.  The cats went completely ape shit outside of the bedroom door.  He was able to catch shadows moving on the walls in the corner by the door where he and Haley had often seen the shadowy figures standing guard watching them throughout the night. He caught other unusual things on camera as well as witnessed those things himself.

Now I must tell you something very relevant to this particular video.  Carl was so fixated on where the shadows were coming from that were moving around and trying to catch some of the other bizarre events that he had witnessed that he didn’t notice something else.  What he hadn’t noticed while filming was to be discovered a few nights later.

Haley worked in healthcare, like I mentioned before.  One of her patients died recently and had left two very expensive porcelain dolls to her. She took them home mostly because she figured they could sell them to one of the antique shops they frequented and not because she actually wanted them because these two dolls gave you the creeps, as they always tend to do for most people.  Definitely not something that you want to see staring at you in the middle of the night while dealing with the other scary shit that went on constantly.

A few nights after the growl, Carl and Haley were fucking like retarded teenagers.  Haley was all into it, and so was Carl except for the fact that he felt the hairs on the back of his neck were standing up and got the distinct feeling they were being watched. Right next to the dresser where the dolls from Hell were seated, in fact.  He froze and turned on the light, taking a cursory look at his surroundings.  He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirrored door and realized he was pale white. He was absent of the expected color of flushed skin from having some of the best sex of his life.

“Whats wrong?” inquired Haley, seeing his face and growing concerned.  Carl stammered trying to speak clearly about what he thought had occurred and turned toward the dresser. Haley followed his gaze and saw that the porcelain doll was looking right at them.  They both knew that it wasn’t facing that way before and neither one of them touched it.  The damn thing was freaky enough so why would anyone fuck around with it?

“Holy shit!” exclaimed Carl totally freaked out by this.  They discussed the possibilities of how that could have happened and failed to find a suitable solution for it.  Something about it triggered Carl and he remembered the video that he had taken the other night and decided to play it for them.  Their focus was solely on the doll this time and not the moving shadows.  Twice that fucking doll’s head moved!  And no one noticed until that very moment.  They decided to take that doll out of the bedroom and put it on top of the bookshelf in the living room. This had them rattled so they curled up close to one another and kept watch of the room until exhaustion took over and they nodded off, still holding each other.

The rest of the night was frequented by the sounds of footsteps and shadowy people but Carl and Haley slept soundly for once. Two of the shadows moved forward and spread their cloaks out to the sides like an enlarged bat from hell.  The other shadow people bowed their heads and stepped back and disappeared in to the darkness.  The two that remained wavered for a second before becoming a black smoke, descending down upon the two unconscious beings laying in bed.  Carl and Haley’s bodies absorbed the shadow people’s smoke as they slept and soon they began snoring.  Neither one of them knew what had happened.

5

When they awoke they both felt groggy, like they’d been drugged, which, in turn, made them cranky. However this seemed to be their new normal and their attitude toward each other began to change to aggression instead of love and kindness.  They couldn’t explain it all.  They loved each other but argued all the time now.  They would be fine one moment and then just going off on each other the next.  Haley was acting like a hateful fucking bitch.  Like the type of bitch who goes from being fucking great to the stuck up, gold digging slut who found someone better and has been fucking around with them, and now just wants to make your life a living hell until you have had enough of the bullshit.  

Carl was the indifferent, insensitive prick who could care less about that type of behavior.  He would just leave and tell the walking migraine where she could get fucked at and have a nice day afterwards.  He didn’t have time for that disrespectful bullshit.  And no one should ever have to deal with that type of shit. Like we said before, he worked two jobs and wrote stories to support them while she fucked off one job after another and refused to go work at Carl’s part time job so they could have some extra income.  

When Haley’s floor fell in from a leak, it was Carl who flipped the bill.  He even had to sell some of his comic books to help pay for it.  She bitched at him for everything.  Going to the bathroom, staying up late, writing, not being able to sleep even though she bitched at him right before bedtime and after the bars closed so he had no way of getting to sleep or going somewhere to fucking chill out for a moment.

She spent all of his money.  He was paying for fucking everything.  She would ignore him and play on her phone, but my fucking god, if he picked up his phone for any reason she would start going off on him.  She would go so far as to tell him to stay home and text some fucking dude right in front of him.  Sometimes he would leave.  Other times he’d just go right off on her.  

He wasn’t allowed to do a goddamn, mother-fucking thing without her getting pissed off at him.  And he had better do what she wanted when she wanted to do it or else.  Carl didn’t give a shit.  He simply did it so she would just shut the fuck up already.  And when she didn’t, he would leave.  Sometimes she would leave.  And here’s where their dirty little secret comes out.

6

Carl took off one night after getting bitched at for getting a text from his kids mom.  Hadn’t even talked to her in over a year.  Hell, he had no idea that she was even out of prison.  But did Haley ever go off on him for two days.  Because somehow this was his fucking fault.  He told the bitch that she was acting like a fucking cunt and stormed out the house.

He drove to the part of town that had the worst types of people.  Hookers, drug dealers, fucking gang bangers.  Carl found his target without even realizing what was happening.  It was almost as if some other driving force was using him like a puppet.  The girl walking along the side of the road had no idea that she was being stalked. Mostly because Carl hadn’t yet realized what he was doing either. He pulled closer to the side of the road and slowed his car until he was rolling along side her. She was obviously a working girl, older than she looked from a distance, probably a runaway, definitely homeless but she still held enough appeal to keep her out here making money. She had long, blonde hair that was in need of a wash and her lanky frame was bruised in various places. It was a rough life to live on the streets and her body reflected that. Carl figured she must also be strung out because it took her a long time to notice him following her but when she turned her head toward him, she revealed the most captivating pair of blue eyes he’d ever seen, thus sealing her doom. “Hi” Carl said to her. “Uh, hi yourself handsome.  You looking for a date?” The girl was quick to slip into business mode, probably due to her coming down from whatever she took to have her up. “I’d be honored!” Carl told her and stopped his car.  The girl quickly crossed in front of the car, glancing around as she did so to check for cops or anyone else too nosy for their own good. Carl watched her as she did this and was licking his lips in anticipation.  She slipped into the passenger seat and pointed toward a row of boarded up houses down the street. “Over there.” She said. Perfect, Carl thought to himself. Following her direction, they made their way toward the back of one of the houses and Carl could see that the boards had been torn off of the door.  This is probably where she normally takes her customers, he thought. He allowed her to lead him into the dilapidated structure but followed close behind. He felt the adrenaline pulsing through his body in waves and realized his dick was rock hard which only added to his excitement for what he was about to do. The girl turned those piercing blue eyes on him and stepped close, pulling her skinny arms around his neck and pushing her abused frame into his erection. “Tell me what you like, baby” she breathed into his face causing Carl to get a nosefull of her absolutely rancid breath.  He clenched his teeth to avoid his face giving away the disgust he felt and looked down at her.  “I want to make you scream” he told her, smiling as he said this. She must’ve saw something she didn’t like in that smile and realized a little to late what Carl’s true intentions were because she immediately tried to push him away. Carl had his arms around her too tightly for any escape attempts, however, so she only managed a slight struggle.  This proved to be the kerosene on the fire burning inside Carl and he pushed her to the floor and pounced on her, straddling her with his hands around her pretty little throat.  Those blue eyes grew very large as she tried to pull his hands away, horrified at what was happening. Carl, however, was in pure, animalistic bliss. He grinding himself against her as he strangled her and came in his pants just before her struggling stopped.  He squeezed her throat once more and saw that the blue eyes that drew him in no longer held any appeal in their current lifeless state. Grunting as he climbed off of her Carl realized he was feeling the same sense of calm that he once experienced with Haley and felt a stab of regret that she wasn’t here with him. He decided to try and reconcile with his wife and get back their spark. Leaving the dead girl in her trap house coffin, he made his way back to the car and drove home.  He even found himself humming along to the radio.  Humming, for Christsake! He hadnt been in the mood for anything remotely cheerful in months and here he was bobbing his head and humming to some horrible pop song like the happiest idiot on the planet!

Once he arrived home he saw Haley on the porch, hands on her hips, most likely working up to another round of bullshit to bitch at him about but it did nothing to quell the bliss Carl was feeling. In fact, he opened up the car door, jogged up to Haley, and planted a giant kiss on her lips before she ever got the chance to say anything at all.  She fought it for a moment but Carl held her like he held the girl before and felt himself getting hard all over again. Haley felt it too and stopped struggling and began pushing herself against him and deepening their kiss. Of course this led to a nice, long bedroom session and Haley found herself happier but confused about what just went down. “Weren’t we mad at each other” she asked Carl as they lay together post coitus. “Probably.” Carl said. “So what the fuck got into you?” Haley inquired, turning towards him and raising an eyebrow. “Do you really want to know?” he asked. Haley nodded her head, “Of course I do!” “Okay the. Tomorrow we will take a drive and I’ll explain everything but for now I just want to enjoy this small reprieve from us wanting to hate each other.”

The next day Carl did as he promised and he and Haley got into the car to do some exploring. He could sense her excitement and curiosity about their plans but he remained mum on the subject. Rather than getting upset about it, Haley felt herself feeling quite happy...until she realized where Carl was taking her. “What the fuck Carl! Your grand adventure was to take me into Cracktown, U.S.A? How romantic!” she ranted at him, rolling her eyes and gesturing at the burned out businesses and gang bangers roaming the streets. “Just wait.” Carl said. Haley looked at him like he’d lost his mind, and maybe he had. There was something different about him now, so she just huffed and slouched down into her seat, arms crossed in front of her in annoyance.  They drove for a few blocks in silence and rounded a corner where a few working girls were standing.  This got Haley pissed off all over again. “You seriously think I’m okay with you wanting to fuck a hooker?” she raved. Carl turned to face her and smiled. Haley nearly decked him but something in his smile intrigued her and for the first time she sensed his excitement. Sighing in defeat she relaxed a little, realizing this is where his mood from yesterday must’ve come from. Despite herself, Haley was even getting a bit aroused, remembering their activities last night. “Alright then. If this is your kink, far be it from me to stop you.” Carl was overjoyed to get her consent on this and once again found himself rock hard. Haley noticed as well and smirked to herself. “I swear men are like puppies. Mention a treat and it’s all joy.” Carl just grabbed her hand and placed it on himself and began to hunt.

It didn’t take them long to find a suitable girl. She was walking alone and didn’t even hesitate when she saw it was a couple inquiring of her services. They took her to a burned out dive bar at the edge of a dead end street. Not a soul was around to see any of this. Haley grabbed the girl by the hand as she exited the vehicle and pulled her inside with Carl close behind. Once inside, the events that unfolded were not at all what Haley expected but she still found herself actively participating. Had she asked Carl, he could’ve confirmed that feeling of being puppeted by something not of themselves, but instead they were in the middle of a raunchy fuck right next to the body of the girl they just killed together. It was messier this time, as Haley wanted to use a knife, but they rolled their naked bodies around in the blood and it added to the pleasure they were feeling.  It was like a drug to them both and they were hooked.

So that’s how it happened. Carl and Haley had become serial killers.  This is how they blew off steam.  Get pissed off at each other, commit a murder or two.  They would dispose of the bodies in their backyard or wherever was convenient for them at that moment.  They were brutal when it came to acting on their secret life.  They often joked that their house was becoming haunted because of the people that they buried in the backyard.  But that wasn’t quite it at all.  Not exactly.  

The more pissed off they got the stronger the shadow people became.  Of course  the subjects of our story did not know this.  I mean, come on, the paranormal world is not something that they teach you about in regular public schools.  Which, by the way, is complete bullshit, but like I have said before, Carl took off one night and did a little killing.  He felt nothing for how much pain he caused his victims as he mutilated them in an abandoned warehouse.  A popular place for junkies and squatters.

Haley went ballistic on some homeless kid and left his body in the middle of the road burning like a heap of trash.  They had no regular mode of operation or set standard for who their victims were or how they were killed.  They just did it whenever the urge took control over them.

Carl ran into a battered up woman who was having trouble walking down the street.  Someone really did a number on her.  Probably the sharply dressed pimp that everyone claimed was a respectable gentleman.  Both hands gripped the steering wheel tightly at the top.  He was leaned forward just enough to having his chin brushed against the back of his hands.  In the back seat a dark figured lurked over him.  Carl caught a glimpsed of the inter-dimensional being in the rear view mirror a moment before it consumed him and took over.  The sensation that came over him was that of a cold warmth.  Mind boggling to say the least.  He was still conscious of himself but knowing at the same time that the shadow person was completely in charge and resistance was futile.

He hated the girl on the streets.  She was pathetic.  Why wouldn’t she fight back?  Fight for her freedom?  Do something for fuck sakes.  It was people like her that brought society down.  And people like Carl who supported their livelihoods all the while thinking that they were better than them.  Even though that she dressed up nicely, there was something horribly fake about her.  The red dress, blonde hair, ruby lip stick.  The matching high heels and hand bag.  It was the hazel brown eyes that set him off.  He had no idea why, but it did.  He believed at that moment that he had the full understanding of a bull when he saw red.  It’s just pure rage.

He hit the gas.  The car jerked forward and darted into the battered woman.  He clipped her leg allowing her to go over the hood of the car.  She screamed in shocked and terror.  This made him smile.  A quick jam on the brakes and the car came to a halt.  

“Are you alright?” he asked all concerned after exiting the vehicle.  He was snaring at her mangled body.  She was hurt bad.  Her legs were bloodied, the nylons in shambles.  He stared down at the exposed left ass cheek and decided that a whore looking this good couldn’t possibly die without being fucked one last time.  He bent over to pull the skirt down to give her some reassurance that his intentions were only that of good and to help her out.  Her face looked like she just spent four hours as a personal punching bag for a heavy weight boxer.  The angle of her right arm showed that it was broken.  

She was a wreck and the only sadness that Carl felt was the fact that he didn’t know which damage was actually caused by him.  A quick look around told him that no one had witness what was about to happen next.  A crooked smile escaped his lips before violently grabbing the girls broken arm and tossing her in the trunk of his car.  He slammed the trunk shut and began to move to the driver’s door before turning back, picking up a chunk of broken glass and opening the trunk again.  He jammed the broken glass into the womens eye before locking her up again.  She screamed something fierce while thrashing around in her battered state of being in the tiny compartment.  He drove to an abandoned house just outside of town.  She died within the next thirty minutes of arrival.  Carl did not like this.  He felt that he had been cheated.  

He went through her purse and found the drivers license.  There were pictures of her children in there as well.  It broke his heart to think that the whore would spend eternity in hell without her children.  The shadow figure that possessed him grew larger at this thought.  It was as if Carl had black wings at the moment.  Two hours later the whores children found mommy in hell and the cops that investigated the slaughter all agreed that it made Manson look like some child finger painted on the walls.  

The kids were home with the baby sitter and Carl ranged the door bell.  When the door opened he presented himself as a policeman.

“Excuse me Ma’am, but I am Detective Daniels and I am here to inform you that the children’s mother has died prematurely.  But, only because I wasn’t done bashing her fucking head in as my cock rammed her asshole.” Carl responded in a neutral tone.

“What, what?!!  OH  God what are you doing? Get out of here now this instance!..God no Help!!!” screamed the baby sitter as Carl forced his way inside.  The cuff of her long sleeved shirt got caught on the door knob which kept her in place and being slammed into the wall by Carl’s aggressive push.  Her head hit one of the hooks on the coat rack exposing the inside of her skull.  Carl slammed the door shut resulting in her being thrown along with it.  

The lights in the house began to flicker and spaghetti runny eggs look material oozing out her skull brought even more joy to Carl.

“Holy shit!  Would you look at that!  I didn’t even try.  God damn thats fucking gross.  I haven’t seen shit like that since Nam!  What was that?  You sound fucking retarded trying to speak with half of your brains falling out of your skull.  Allow me.”  He said compassionately as he sat beside her and placing his arm around her shoulders holding and rocking her gently.  

“Sigh.  I miss this.  I really do.  My wife doesn’t love me anymore.  So sad.  But, hey, you know what’s really funny?  I’ll tell you but you have to keep it a secret, can you do that for me.  You see these shadow people all around us?  You do, good, Good!  They don’t possess me.  I feed on them.  They are my food.  Oh sure Haley is possessed by them, but I am not.  I am the Wendigo, I rule the creatures of the dark.  Oh, look, the children are here.  Come kiddies, your mother is waiting in Hell for you to join her sorry whore ass.” Carl calmly spoke in the hypnotic manner that caused people to listen.  The kids began to scream at the sight of the Wendigo with it’s horrifying face and antlers.  The baby sitter struggle with everything that she had left in her to get away from this creature of darkness.

A possessed demon sat on the floor embracing the injured baby sitter.  It had fur like a deer.  The face looked like a zombie werewolf, the antlers upon its head just added to the confusion.  Carl was no longer in human form.  His looks caused the kids and their watcher to develop schizophrenia and to have an all around mental melt down.  Carl kept his eyes locked on the two children as he turned his head, enlarging his mouth, and with a blink of an eye he snapped his head and bit down hard and deep into the watchers face.

One kid started pissing himself while the other started and punching and trying to gauge out his own eyes.  Blood ran down his face in thick streaks.  Carl’s face was the ashen grayish pale of that of a zombie and now gleamed with crimson as he turned to face the kids once again chewing with his mouth open.  Shadow people grabbed the kids and held them still as Carl moved forward and torn them apart.  To best describe what had occurred just imagine a seriously ill mental patient who had gone through all kinds of harsh treatment.  Electrocution, water torture, straight jackets and so on.  And that this crazy person has a stuffed doll and is beating it on every hard surface in sight.  And that the doll is falling apart and the cotton insides are going all over the place.  Now imagine that happening to a live human being.

The cops didn’t even know where to begin when they responded to call that was put in by the neighbors.

Carl slept good that night.

7

Haley on the other hand went out looking for blonde chicks to kill.  She didn’t find them.  A text from her team leader, Hernandez, lead to a few drinks.  A few drinks lead to inappropriate touching, then kissing, then a night in his bed.  Sometime during her drunken stupor she killed his cat through the means of strangulation.  A side of murder always allowed her to climax during sex.  She didn’t know that the house that he took her to was that of a friends who was out of town.  His real home was that of the whore who Carl was busy redecorating the interior with the children's body parts.  The shadow people knew damn well the best way to create misery.  The cops would claim that this was all planned later on.  Vincent Cash would challenge these allegations by the means that it was all a weird coincidence.  Especially since Hernandez texted Haley first.  But again, this is how they blew off steam.  She later would gut a trucker at a rest stop and walk six miles wearing his body before disposing of it deep in the woods.  The body was laid out in a ritual pattern that only the shadow people and the Wendigo understood meaning of.

8

“Where the fuck are my god damn car keys you son of a bitch?!??  You want to play god damn games tonight?  Fine! Fuck you!” Haley shouted one evening.  Carl was busy getting dressed for his speech for the Senate.  He was fixing his tie as he looked in the mirror and could not believe that the stupid bitch was going to start this shit once again before he had an important event to go to, where character was the most important thing to display.  Here she was again trying to piss him off.  It was working and he had, had enough of this shit.  

He stop fiddling with his tie and stormed out of the bathroom to tell her that it was over and he wasn’t going to put up with her shit again.  Thats when he noticed that her car keys were in her fucking hand.  

“You got to be shitting me!  Your keys are in your fucking hand!  Stop wasting my mother fucking time with your stupid bullshit.” He shouted at her then turned around to head back to the bathroom.  But, he didn’t make it.  He was faced to face with someone who shouldn’t be in his house.  The man just stared passed him as if he didn’t exist.  Haley had froze up.  Their dog Zira whimpered and went to go hide someplace else.  Carl turned to Haley and asked;

“What’s this, another one of your boyfriends?  You got to be fucking kidding...Holy shit!” he had turned back to face the man who was there a moment ago just to stare into the back wall.  The man had simply vanished.  He looked around frantically to find the intruder.  Haley started screaming at Carl as to the where abouts of this strange person, as if Carl fucking knew.  They searched the house over and over again and found nothing but emptiness and silence.  

They entered
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