
        
            
                
            
        



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A REQUIEM FOR REVENGE

    

    
      First edition. July 10, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Glenda Norwood Petz.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8201221973

    

    
    
      Written by Glenda Norwood Petz.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


	 

A Requiem for Revenge

[image: Rip Black And White Clipart - Clipart Suggest]

 

Glenda Norwood Petz

 


Disclaimer: This story is a work of fiction born from my imagination. It results from a recurrent nightmare that plagued me for over a year. It’s important to note that none of the spells or incantations in this story are real. The words themselves are authentic, taken at random by me, and used structurally to build my story. The Latin phrases are also real, as are their meanings. Never have I delved into the occult or black magic, nor have I ever tried to bring anyone back from the dead.

But the next time you visit a cemetery and perchance see a pile of rubble that shouldn’t be there, take my advice…RUN!

GNP

 


All rights reserved. 

 

Copyright© Glenda Norwood Petz, 2022

 

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form, by photostat, microfilm, xerography, or any other means, or incorporated into any information retrieval system, either electronic or mechanical, without the written permission of the copyright owner.

 

This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

 

Original publication date: 2019 under title Animus

Manufactured in the USA

 


Other titles by this author:

 

Ghost Girl

Hurricane

The Punishment Room

The Children In the Woods

Dream Weavers

Apollyon’s War

The Fall of Autumn’s Becoming

Welcome To Cowbell, Daniel Chesterfield

We’re All Dead Here

A Killing of Sparrows

 


 

 

 

 

 

For my sisters, Linda and Brenda, who have always believed in me, even when I didn’t believe in myself. Thanks for all the support and encouragement.

I love you both with all my heart.

 


PROLOGUE

 

Friday, October 11th–9:15 a.m.–Kendall Funeral Home 

 

Patrice Cavanaugh pulled her dark blue four-door sedan into the parking lot of Kendall Funeral Home, selecting an empty slot with “VISITORS” painted in black block letters on the curbstone, parallel to the front entrance. She was tired and weary. Somewhat sad, but not grievous. Her eyes ached from lack of sleep; a luxury denied her since leaving the hospital earlier that morning. With the car idling, she adjusted the air conditioner vent, allowing the frigid air to blow directly in her face, trying to fight off the wave of nausea that’d suddenly swept over her, lying as heavy as a boulder inside her chest. Just when she was certain she was going to pass out, the sick feeling subsided, leaving her feeling weak and sweaty. Leaning back against the headrest, she exhaled a puff of breath as she stared at the front door of the building, dreading what lay ahead of her. “God, I hate funeral homes,” she said.

Gabby, her older sister, sat beside her in the front passenger seat, staring blankly through the windshield. “I know,” she said. “So do I, and for good reasons.”

Patrice glanced at Gabby. “Thank you for coming with me,” she said. “I know you didn’t want to, and you didn’t have to, but I appreciate you being here. It means a lot to me, especially considering your feelings for Brad.” Patrice knew how much Gabby disliked him. Hated him was probably a better way of putting it. And she wasn’t alone in her feelings. Everyone who knew Bradley Cavanaugh hated him, including herself.

“You’re welcome,” Gabby responded, squeezing her sister’s hand. “Come on, let’s go inside and get this over with,” she said, getting out of the car.

At the doorway, they paused momentarily beneath the green and white striped awning overhanging the front entrance, its scalloped edges flapping softly in the light fall breeze. “You okay?” Gabby asked.

Patrice nodded. “Yes,” she answered, opening the door, and stepping inside. Bells chimed as the door closed behind them.

The waiting area of the funeral home looked as though a pine tree had suffered an upset stomach and vomited, leaving a blanket of multi-colored greens in its wake. Forest green carpet, matching lime green sofa and chairs with tiny pink rose accents, grass green throw pillows with yellow fringe. Everything was green. The colors were meant to be cheerful for this otherwise sad environment, soft pastels to help the grieving cope with their losses and soften the hard blow of dealing with the reality of death. But Patrice found the variety of colors more than overwhelming, and frankly, quite sickening. Almost as putrid as the smell of gardenia scented room-spray that permeated the entire lobby. Paintings of serene settings decorated the lobby walls. In one, a lakefront with calm, still waters and an angler casting his rod from a canoe; a country cabin with a dirt path and quaint white cottage in the other. Autographs from artists she’d never heard of were scrawled in the bottom right of the paintings. In the corner next to the front entrance stood an upright metal bookrack filled with flyers and pamphlets offering self-help advice on how to deal with grief. Various magazines and newspapers were scattered across the glass-top coffee table in front of the sofa. Organ music played softly from overhead speakers, reminding her of old Ms. Petty, the church organist from her childhood, whose long pencil-like fingers plucked away at the keys while she rocked back and forth to the sounds coming out of the pipe organs. “For fuck’s sake, turn off that funereal dirge and put on some good old rock-and-roll.” Patrice thought, feeling guilty for having such thoughts while standing inside a funeral home. She stifled a giggle at the thought of hard rock blasting from the sound system inside a death chapel.

“May I help you?” asked the elderly lady at the reception desk, whose short hair was a light shade of purple that could only be the result of using too much color rinse. Her cat-eye shaped glasses sat perched on the end of her beaked nose, looking over them as she spoke.

“I have an appointment with Mr. Kendall.”

“Your name, please?”

“Patrice Cavanaugh.”

The receptionist, whose name she later learned was Gladys, picked up the phone and punched in an extension number. “Patrice Cavanaugh is here for her appointment.” She paused, listening to the voice on the other end of the line. “Yes, sir,” she said, hanging up the phone. “Follow me, Ms. Cavanaugh. I’ll show you back.”

Gladys led Patrice and Gabby down a short hallway with three doors, two on the right and one on the left, the latter having a restroom sign over the top of the door. A faint odor of formaldehyde filled the hallway, causing Patrice to shudder. She suddenly wished she were back in the lobby smelling gardenias and admiring the art. She was more than familiar with the procedure of embalming and what it entailed. Not that she’d ever performed or witnessed one personally, because she could never do that. But because the funeral director who’d overseen the arrangements for their parents had explained it to her and Gabby, at their request. There wasn’t a need for the procedure to be explained to them. They only wanted to know what their mom and dad would be subjected to. It was a decision they’d both come to regret, because once the procedure was described, it’d created mental images that would forever haunt them both.

At the end of the hall were double wooden doors with silver thresholds on the bottom and matching silver push bars with an “Authorized Personnel Only” sign posted on the left doorway. “I can only imagine what’s beyond there,” Patrice thought. “Is that where Brad is?” she wondered. “Lying on a cold morgue table waiting to be dressed and put into his coffin? Good. I hope you freeze your ass off in there.”

Gladys led them to the last door on the right, stopping just outside the office. “Here we are,” she said, smiling and motioning Patrice and Gabby into the office. Patrice thanked her and stepped through the door. A munchkin of a man who was as big around as he was tall greeted them. Patrice expected him to dance and sing a chorus of the lollipop guild. Instead, he extended his pudgy hand with its sausage-like fingers and introduced himself. “Ms. Cavanaugh, I’m Miles Kendall,” he said, smiling and revealing tiny, doll-sized teeth. “Please allow me to extend my deepest condolences for your loss.”

“Thank you,” she answered softly. “Mr. Kendall, this is my sister, Gabby. She’s assisting me with making Brad’s arrangements. I hope it’s okay for her to be here.”

“Of course, of course,” he beamed. “It’s always nice to have someone to lean on, especially at a time such as this.”

He shook Gabby’s hand as well and then motioned for them to sit in the two brown leather chairs across from his desk. Gabby grimaced at his sweaty touch, wiping her hand on her jeans before sitting down, wondering if he’d noticed her reaction. If so, he showed no indications of it. Immediately, he began his spiel about finalizing funeral arrangements.

“Ms. Cavanaugh…” Miles started.

“Patrice,” she insisted. She felt no need to tell him why. Frankly, it was none of his business.

“Very well. Patrice,” he said, shuffling through papers on his desktop. “Have you given any thought as to what type of service you’d like for your husband? I have several plans I can go over with you,” he said, opening a black notebook, its pages separated by colored tabs. “Is there to be a memorial service or a funeral only?”

“Neither,” Patrice quickly responded, eliciting an inquisitive raised brow from Miles. “Something simple and inexpensive will be fine.”

Miles remained silent, glancing back and forth between the two women, completely perplexed by her request.

“What my sister means to say, Mr. Kendall,” Gabby offered, as though reading his thoughts, “is that she and Brad discussed this type of situation in the past, as I’m sure most married couples do, and both decided on what each would want in the event of the other’s death. Brad made it perfectly clear to Patrice he didn’t want a funeral.” You can put him in a cardboard box and toss him in the ocean as shark bait for all I care. She thought. Good riddance to bad rubbish, I say. “He didn’t want anything fancy, expensive, or overly extravagant. He told Patrice he didn’t want all that attention lavished upon him or people coming to gawk at him while he lay in his casket. He was extremely adamant about it. So,” she said, turning to Patrice. “My sister doesn’t need to go into debt to pay for something Brad didn’t want. I’m sure you understand that.”

Miles appeared to be disappointed. She wasn’t sure if it were because of all the money he wouldn’t be making, or because Patrice’s request was so strange. Whatever the reason, his displeasure was clear by the scowl that’d replaced his smile.

Patrice reached into her purse, took out an envelope and handed it to Miles. “His life insurance policy,” she told him. “The face value is ten thousand dollars. That should be enough to take care of everything. He already has a pre-paid tomb at Greenview Cemetery, so there shouldn’t be a cost for burial. If there’s any money left over after expenses, you can send me a check.”

Miles stared at her momentarily, said nothing, then opened the envelope and removed the policy. Quickly scanning over it, he said, “Yes, I’m sure this will be enough. But shouldn’t we at least discuss the type of coffin you’d like for your husband? I can take you to the display room and show you…”

“No, no,” Patrice said hastily. “I’ll trust you to make that decision, based on everything Gabby has told you. Again, nothing overly expensive.”

Miles wasn’t sure how to respond to her wishes. Most people he dealt with wanted the best for their loved one’s last farewell, but hers was strange, and more than a little unnerving. He’d been in the mortuary business for over twenty years and had never been asked to do such a thing. Family members usually took pride in choosing the right casket for their dearly departed–the right service, the proper music, everything. Obviously, Patrice Cavanaugh wasn’t like most people. She seemed to be a mousy, timid woman, and fragile, as though she might shatter into a million tiny pieces at the slightest of touches. “Yes, I suppose I can take care of that as well,” was all he could think to say.

“And Mr. Kendall,” Patrice continued. “I’m not sure whether the hospital staff told you when they released Brad to you, but I want to clarify that he is not to be embalmed.”

“But, Ms. Cavanaugh,” he protested. “That’s simply not…”

Patrice held up a hand, cutting him off. “I know it’s probably unorthodox compared to what you’re used to. But it’s his request, Mr. Kendall, not mine. All I’m doing is honoring his last wishes, which is exactly what I would’ve wanted him to do if the tables were turned.” She supposed she could’ve lied and made the request sound more viable by telling him it was for religious reasons, but she feared God himself would strike her down with a powerful bolt of lightning for telling such an extravagant falsehood because Brad had never stepped foot inside a church in his entire life. She knew as she spoke the words to Mr. Kendall how strange they sounded, but Brad had made her promise more than once that she wouldn’t allow him to be embalmed upon his death because he was terrified at the thought of having sharp probes punching holes in his body to drain him of his blood, although she’d assured him he wouldn’t feel a thing. Yet he was adamant about it, and she’d kept her word like any good wife would.

“I see,” he said, nodding. But he really didn’t. This lady is nuttier than a fruitcake. What kind of person doesn’t want their loved ones to be embalmed?

“Is there a problem, Mr. Kendall?” Patrice asked. “You seem unsure of my request.”

Miles fixated on her, his mouth agape. “It’s just…” he began, but Patrice interrupted before he could say anything further.

“I can take my business elsewhere if there is.”

“No, Ms. Cavanaugh. That won’t be necessary. I’ll honor your husband’s wishes.”

“Good,” Patrice stated. “Then that’s settled.”

“Yes,” Miles stammered. “I suppose it is.”

“I brought clothes for him,” she said, placing a brown paper bag on top of his desk. “I’m sure he wouldn’t appreciate being buried in bloody clothes.”

Miles stared thoughtfully at the bag. Did this woman care so little about her husband that she couldn’t even take the time to put his burial clothes on a hanger? A bag was all he was worth to her? He didn’t want to think about it anymore. All he wanted was to finish his business with this cold-hearted woman and get her out of his establishment.

“Ms. Cavanaugh,” he began, refusing to call her by her first name. “I’m sure you understand if there’s to be no embalming, Mr. Cavanaugh will need to be laid to rest right away, for reasons I’m sure I don’t need to explain.”

“I understand,” she replied.

Miles rose from his seat and picked up the bag with Brad’s clothes in it. “Would you like to see him so you can say your last goodbye?”

“No,” she answered hastily, realizing she’d probably stunned him with her abrupt answer. “What I mean to say is, I saw him this morning at the hospital, and that vision of him was enough to last me a lifetime. I said goodbye to him then.”

“Very well,” he huffed. “I assure you I will conduct your husband’s services accordingly and in agreement with your wishes, and with Mr. Cavanaugh’s wishes as well.”

“I appreciate that,” Patrice said.

“Thank you,” Gabby added.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” Patrice said, reaching into the left front pocket of her black Capri pants. “Can you please put this in his hand and bury it with him?” she asked, placing a bronze coin into his palm. “It’s a token of good will to guide him on his journey into the afterlife,” she explained. Or Hell. I guarantee you that’s where he’s heading.

Miles took the coin and cupped it in his hand. “Yes, of course, Ms. Cavanaugh. I’ll see that it’s entombed with him.”

At the doorway of his office, Gabby turned to Miles and said, “Mr. Kendall, I’m sure Patrice’s requests and behavior might seem somewhat strange to you, but they’re really not. Everything she requested was exactly what Brad wanted. Nothing more, nothing less.” Pausing for a moment, she then continued. “My sister is having a trying time dealing with his sudden death, then having to make all these spur-of-the-moment decisions. She’s extremely stressed, so please forgive her for any improprieties.” If you only knew about all the bruises he gave her, every bone he’s broken, every bloody nose–then you’d understand. Because if you knew all these things, you’d probably want to dump him in the ocean yourself.

“I understand, Gabby,” he said as he ushered her away from the door and into the hallway where Patrice stood patiently waiting for her.

But that was a lie. 

He didn’t understand any of it at all.

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Present Day

 


Chapter 1

 

The Mistress was ready.

Hell, she was more than ready. After all, she’d spent the past year planning and preparing for this moment to arrive. It would be spectacular, a coming out celebration for her, and every step had been planned meticulously. It would be glorious to behold. Too bad she and Bradley Cavanaugh would be the only two people who would know about it.

She was both nervous and excited; slightly worried, yet not afraid. The thought of going through with her plans to get even with that piece of shit was a level of courage she would’ve never in a million years thought she had. Butterflies danced in her stomach, flitting, and fluttering in spasmodic arcs, their tiny wings tickling her insides and sending a thrilling chill up her spine. The feelings she was experiencing could only be described as ecstatic and electrifying, the way eating too much chocolate made her feel, or the anxiousness a teenage girl might encounter when that special boy she has a major crush on finally asks her out on a date. It was totally arousing, a complete rush of adrenaline, like plunging down the first drop on a roller coaster.

She giggled delightfully, clapping her hands together, pleased with herself for concocting such an extravagant plan without anyone knowing about it. Because if anyone did find out, she’d be labeled completely insane and locked away for all eternity.

And she would never go back to that place, or any other like it, again. No siree, Bob.

What she couldn’t deny was that there’d been moments when she’d experienced apprehensiveness about moving forward with her strategy. However, once she focused on all the hurt, anger, frustration, betrayal, and pure hatred she’d carried inside for years, those feelings of uncertainty had quickly dissipated. In their place was born a gut-wrenching desire for vengeance against a man she absolutely loathed.

She wasn’t entirely sure it was going to work. She’d never tried the spell on a human before. But she had performed the same ritual on a cat with success. Well, sort of.

The little gray ball of fur came into her possession courtesy of the local animal shelter adoption program. He was a cute little thing, too. Friendly, and affectionate, eyes the color of topaz. If he hadn’t been meant to fulfill a higher purpose, she may have considered keeping him as a pet. She let it enjoy three days of freedom before sacrificing it, which she considered generous since he could’ve lived the rest of his life trapped in a cage. And when the time came to say goodbye to Mr. Kitty, she’d shown him mercy by making his death quick and painless. She’d been mesmerized by the bubbles that’d erupted from his nose and mouth as she held him under water and had even felt a little sad as she watched the life drain from his tiny body, his bright, topaz-colored eyes going dim.

Running her hand down his limp body, she squeezed the excess water from his fur, then laid him outstretched on the ritual cloth, preparing him for resurrection.

It took less than an hour for his rebirth. At first, he was dazed, as though he’d just awakened from a catnap. But then he became violent, hissing and snarling at her. He wasn’t the same sweet kitten she’d drowned in the bathtub. When he lunged at her, attacking with his claws and teeth, she put him down with one stab from her ritual dagger. Instead of burying him, she wrapped his tiny body in a towel, tied them both up inside a plastic garbage bag, and put the bundle outside in the trashcan for the sanitation workers to pick up.

At the time she’d performed the resurrection spell on the cat, she didn’t know she’d need to perform it again in the future. She’d only done it then to see if she could. The experience helped her improve and enhance her craft.

All of that was about to change.

More than a year ago, she’d decided to kill Bradley Cavanaugh and had planned his death perfectly. How and where she’d do it, and how she’d dispose of his body. It’d be done in a way that no one would ever suspect her of committing the crime. If questions ever arose about his whereabouts, the authorities would simply think he’d absconded without telling anyone. Liars, abusers, and cheaters always operated that way, walking away from relationships without giving explanations. Or screwing every woman who said yes to their sexual advances. They were like alley cats, always on the prowl for their next unsuspecting victim, wooing and showering them with gifts until they snared them in their webs of deceit. All her life she’d known men just like Bradley Cavanaugh, and they were always the same.

Users and losers.

Ready to make her move by kidnapping him at gunpoint and bringing him to her cabin, the stupid son of a bitch got himself killed in a car accident. The nerve of him. Who did he think he was to try spoiling her plans? He wouldn’t. She wasn’t going to let him.

Discarding her original idea because she couldn’t kill a man who’s already dead, she was forced to think of another way to fulfill her desire of annihilating him and making him suffer as much as he’d made her suffer. But she’d had to think, and move, fast.

Producing a replacement strategy hadn’t taken long. She’d figured out the perfect solution. One that no one would ever figure out.

She already had everything she needed for the spell, having collected potions, herbal ingredients, and even bones and other body parts, over the years. With all the necessary ingredients, perhaps she could kill a dead man, afterall. It truly was a brilliant plan.

Raising her glass of Merlot towards the ceiling, she shouted, “Hallelujah. Let the games begin.”

 


Chapter 2

 

“Come on, Riley,” Frank Rowan said to his trusty Labrador. “Let’s go out there and make our final rounds before we lock up the joint for the night.”

Grabbing his key ring from its hook on the kitchen wall, he headed towards the front door of his one-bedroom bungalow he shared with his dog. It was only six hundred square feet, but it was home, and they lived there rent-free. It was just one benefit that came with the job. Landing the position wasn’t much of a competition. It wasn’t like applicants were knocking down the door to apply. This job wasn’t for the squeamish or faint-hearted, and certainly not for someone who scared easily. Not too many people were cut out to be groundskeeper at a cemetery. Frank had no qualms about taking the job. How hard could it possibly be to walk around and check on gravesites, keep the grounds clean, and make sure no one accidentally got locked in after closing? It took guts and nerves of steel to walk through a graveyard at night, especially when there was no moon, and it was dark AND quiet. He understood why some people might be scared, especially if they let their imaginations run wild. If they did, they probably would see a ghost or two, or imagine the hundreds of towering, looming tombstones bathed in silver moonlight were stone soldiers, standing erect and ready to do battle.

At six feet, five inches and weighing two-hundred-fifty pounds, Frank Rowan didn’t scare easily, nor was he afraid of much… except spiders. The eight-legged freaks gave him the willies, especially the gargantuan ones, with their long prickly legs and gazillion eyes staring at him. Damn, how he hated those things. Most people found his size intimidating, so they avoided him. He’d overheard whispers from town residents and the names they called him - Digger, Weirdo, the tall dude, to name a few. He’d even heard the occasional “wow, you’re a tall drink of water,” when someone did take the time to speak to him. Frank had never responded or reacted to the name-calling, giving only a slight nod as he passed them by. He never understood why they called him Digger though, for he certainly didn’t dig graves. And even if he did, didn’t the bozos know there were machines for that kind of work now? He had no clue why they called him names at all, since no one personally knew him. He’d only been in town for the past year and had taken the groundskeeper job at Greenview Cemetery a few weeks after arriving. It was exactly what he’d needed after suffering through, and unfortunately surviving, his worst nightmare. Horrible and tragic losses he preferred not to think or talk about. A secluded place seemed like the perfect medicine for a broken man. Somewhere away from everyone and everything, where no one would bother him. It was easier for the townsfolk to gossip about him and believe what they wanted to believe rather than knowing the truth about the man he was. A small town was what he’d been looking for when he’d discovered Peach City. Located fifty miles north of the Florida state line, it seemed peaceful enough to settle down in. So he had. 

Frank also didn’t believe in ghosts. He’d certainly never seen one. And if there was such a thing, he was in the perfect place to observe them. He’d always believed when you’re dead, you’re dead. Plain and simple. No Heaven, no Hell, no Purgatory, and certainly no lingering spirits who had a problem moving on to their next realm because they had unfinished business on earth. He’d admit, however, on a couple of occasions, he’d gotten spooked. Like the time he’d been making his nightly rounds and heard what he thought was whispering. Since the entrance to the cemetery closed at ten p.m. and cars had no way in or out other than the front gate, he knew he was alone. Except for Riley, who stood loyally by his side. And since Riley could neither talk nor whisper, he’d concluded it was the wind rustling through the leaves. Then something unexpected happened that’d scared him so badly he’d almost pissed his pants. The bushes began shaking and rattling. A deep growl emanated from beneath the brush. Inching slowly and carefully, he squatted and shined his flashlight through the gap between the branches. Two glowing silver orbs stared back. He’d anticipated being mauled to death by a vicious bobcat or rabid raccoon. The mere thought caused a ripple of fear to slither through his belly, making the hairs on the back of his neck stand at attention. As he scrambled backwards, the creature sprang from the safeness of its cover. Frank lost his balance, falling backwards onto his rear end. The feral cat lunged onto his chest, burying its claws into his skin, hissing and growling, breathing its rotten, foul breath into Frank’s face. The odor had been overwhelming and suffocating, making him nauseous. Clutching the cat by the nape of its neck, he yanked it off, his skin tearing as the cat’s razor-sharp claws broke free, taking out chunks of his flesh. Quickly getting to his feet, he was gasping for breath. His heart pounded as he kept a watchful eye on the cat, hoping it wouldn’t pounce on him again. Thankfully, it hadn’t. It hissed at him, released a guttural growl, then ran into the woods, back to its filthy way of life and smorgasbords of decaying animal carcasses.

The puncture wounds in his chest stung and burned. He’d known he was bleeding because he could feel the wetness soaking through his shirt. Picking up his flashlight, he turned to Riley and said, “Thanks for the help, pal.”

He could laugh about it now, especially when he thought about how he must’ve looked. A mountain of a man thrashing around on the ground while wrestling a defenseless cat. It’d delivered several nasty injuries, and it hadn’t been funny when he’d nursed all his wounds… including a slightly bruised ego.

Opening the door, he turned to Riley. The dog remained on the couch, glancing back and forth from Frank to the door. “Are you coming or not?”

Riley licked his chops and answered with a whimper.

“What’s wrong, buddy?” Frank asked. “You scared?”

Riley whimpered again, glanced momentarily at the front door, then laid his head back down on his paws.

“You’re not going to make me go out there by myself, are you?” Frank asked as he kneeled beside the couch. Scratching the dog behind the ear, he said, “I don’t blame you, boy. I don’t care much for it myself, but I have to do it and make sure everything’s secure. Come on. I promise it’ll be over with before you know it.”

Without lifting his head, Riley cast a furtive glance at Frank, then the front door. Reluctantly, he left the safety of the warm couch and sauntered toward the door, his tail tucked firmly between his legs.

“What gives?” Frank thought. “Why the sudden strange behavior?”

 


Chapter 3

 

The anticipation was killing her. She hated waiting. She was anxious and restless, eager to move forward, but she had to wait because the time to act hadn’t arrived. Patience was NOT one of her virtues. Waiting for anything was a huge pain in her ass. She felt like a kid standing outside a penny candy store with a whole dollar to spend on anything she wanted while having to wait until the doors opened for business.

Looking at the clock for what seemed like the thousandth time, she saw she still had a little more than an hour left before her ceremony would begin. Downing the last of the red wine in her glass, she glanced over all the ingredients laid before her, naming off each one, conducting yet another inventory to make sure she had everything she needed. She did. A black candle for power; a picture of Brad for spiritual identification; gold dust to summon the dead; and Azan flowers for the actual resurrecting of his dead body. Her own blood would be the last addition to complete the spell and seal her power over him. She was satisfied. Glancing at the clock once more, she discovered only minutes had passed since she’d last looked, although it seemed like it’d been hours. Mentally, she screamed “UGHHHHH!” at the top of her lungs. Aloud, she whispered, “Patience, girlie. Patience.”

As she waited, she reminded herself why she hated Brad so much. The reasons were endless. She hadn’t always harbored so much hatred for him. There’d been a time when she’d liked him, enjoyed being in his presence and hearing his laughter or listening to him tell dull and corny jokes. But her feelings had quickly changed when she’d learned the truth about him. About what kind of man he really was, and the facade he’d hidden behind. And learning what she had about him hadn’t been an easy thing to accept. 

Brad was a strikingly handsome man. Tall, with wavy black hair and sea-green eyes. He’d been the envy of many men in town because of his good looks. But the women loved and lusted after him. His problem was, he’d loved and lusted after them in return. From what she’d learned through town gossip, his infidelities were substantial. Obviously, the institution of marriage and the vows he’d taken meant nothing to him. He was also a compulsive liar, a drunk, and a man who found pleasure in physically abusing women whenever he was intoxicated, and sometimes when he wasn’t. She knew that much from first-hand experience. Punching a woman in the face and stomach may have made him feel superior, but he was the worst kind of man on the planet, in a class lower than cockroaches.

Even with all his hatefulness and cruelty, there was another more important reason she hated him so deeply. He’d taken her best friend away from her, someone who’d been an integral part of her life since elementary school. A friend who’d sworn they’d be together forever, through thick and thin, no matter what. The son of a bitch took it all away, and Patrice stayed silent and allowed it to happen.

Because of that, she could never forgive him. 

Or her.

Patrice had complied with Brad’s request to sever their friendship, not wanting to continuously be a victim of his rage by disobeying him. She knew Brad well enough to know he didn’t simply make threats – he followed through on them.

Forced to decide between remaining friends with her or satisfying her husband, she’d taken the side of Brad, abandoning her for a man who didn’t give two shits about her and treated her abusively.

It’d taken her several years to accept the demise of their friendship, to mend the pieces of her broken heart, and put her life back together. A life void of Patrice.

Time had helped her overcome the mental anguish she’d suffered. What time hadn’t healed, and never would, was her deep-seated hatred for Patrice’s husband. In fact, having time to mull over it through the years had only made her resent him more.

“I loathe you, Bradley Cavanaugh,” she hissed through clenched teeth. “With every ounce of my being.”

With her eyes transfixed on the clock, she said, “And it won’t be long now until you find out just how much.”

* * * * *

Midnight. The moment she’d anxiously waited for. It was time.

The blood red robe cascaded around her ankles as she stood before the makeshift altar, the cowled hood pulled over her head so only her face was visible. Her alabaster skin looked pale and ghastly in the glow of the burning candles. The ritual gown wasn’t necessary to perform the spell, but she preferred wearing it because it made her feel superior and important, as if she were the queen of the world.

All those long months of waiting were about to come to fruition, and hopefully, her deep desire for retribution sated and satisfactory.

Opening her book of Forgotten Spells and Magical Rituals to the page bookmarked with a blue sticky note, she placed it on the round dinette table she’d converted into a temporary shrine. At the top of the page, Resurrection Spell was sprawled in large, black letters. “Ritual must be performed at midnight on the third day following death,” was highlighted in orange. Directly below that, also in orange, “If performed during the cycle of the full moon, the power of the spell shall increase thrice-fold.” Although she’d highlighted WARNING! in yellow, she didn’t heed the advice, crossing it out of the recipe. Warnings were for novices and idiots. She was a pro and completely at ease. Unlike other mystics she was acquainted with, she knew what she was doing. She’d already performed the spell once. What would make this time any different from the last?

A copper bowl filled with yellow Oenothera rested atop a black tablecloth with a red five-pointed pentagram painted in the center, compliments of her crafting paints. The flowers were creatures of natural beauty, with four heart-shaped petals on each. She hated to burn them because they’d make a lovely bouquet. But, alas, duty called, and that meant the flowers must be destroyed. Atop the flowers was a photograph of Brad. She felt the urge to spit on it but resisted. Non-ingredients would ruin all her hard work.

Striking a match, she lit the five red candles on each point of the pentagram, then touched the burning flame of the match to the wick of the black ritual candle she held in her hand. As the candle began melting, she tilted it and allowed wax to drip onto the picture of Brad, small black circles covering his face, running together, and forming one large blob of melted wax. Placing the black candle into a candlestick, she picked up the sterling silver dagger from the table and drew the sharp blade across her palm, making a short, shallow wound deep enough to draw blood, but not so deep it’d require medical attention. She winced at the sting of the pain as she held her fisted hand over the mixture inside the bowl and squeezed red droplets on top of the hardened wax. Lastly, she sprinkled diamond dust over the flowers, then closed her eyes. 

Many years ago, she’d trained herself how to meditate and put herself into a trancelike state. It’d been difficult at first, because she was so easily distracted by thoughts and noises going on around her. But the more she practiced, the better she became, until she learned how to tune out all the interference and addling thoughts.

Starting with deep breathing exercises, she inhaled and counted to six; exhaled - counted to six, repeat. She then imagined herself at the top of a ladder, needing to descend to the bottom rung, into the black abyss that lay beyond. Inhale, exhale–take two steps down. With each descent, her mind grew darker, until total blackness engulfed her, her thoughts clear, her mind focused. 

She chanted. “Ommm, Ommm, Ommm… Surgit, Surgit, SURGIT!” With her arms spread wide, palms upward and eyes closed, she began the incantation that would revive the body of the man she so desperately reviled.

“I call out to the prison walls holding the body of Bradley Cavanaugh captive,” she intoned. “I command you to listen to the sound of my voice. I order you to crumble away and set him free. Loosen your grip on him, mighty death chamber, so he may be raised from eternal rest and live again. Listen to the sound of my voice and obey my commands. Spew forth that which you have confined.”

She paused for a moment and opened her eyes, stepping closer to the altar. “Surge sursus, iterum.” (Rise up and live again.)  

“Ego ad te, Bradley Cavanaugh… et resurgere a mortuis!” (I call to you, Bradley Cavanaugh, AWAKE and rise from your dead slumber.)

She touched the black candle’s flame to the flowers inside the copper bowl coated with diamond dust, instantly igniting them. A hissing sound erupted from the flames as they grew higher and redder, licking at the photograph of Brad as though they were feeding on him. The photo curled at its four corners, devoured by the heat and fire, then disappeared completely into the pile of smoldering ashes.

“Ego proecipio tibi! Surge sursus, veni ad me.” (I command you, rise and come to me.)

“Surge sursus, Surge sursus, SURGE SURSUS!” She commanded. 

Inhaling deeply; she breathed in the sweet aroma of burning flowers, photograph paper and dried blood. The smell made her smile, because the scent was confirmation she’d followed through with the resurrection spell without qualms or second thoughts. Waking from her trance, she exhaled with a sigh, blew out the candle and placed it in the copper bowl across the pile of ashes that’d once been stunning flowers.

The summoning ritual was complete. Bradley Cavanaugh’s grave had been ordered to break away and loosen him from its death grip, and he’d been commanded to escape from his burial vault and obey her commands and instructions to come to her. 

Changing from her ritual gown into a pair of jeans and black t-shirt, rest was what she needed now. Sleep would likely elude her. She was too excited about the fun that lay ahead of her. The joy she’d feel when getting even with that prick for all the pain he’d bestowed upon her over the years was overwhelming. She recalled a favorite phrase of Brad’s, one that he said quite often to justify getting out of an engagement or an appointment, feigning tiredness for his excuses. “Being an attorney in the corporate world is torture.”

“Jackass,” she said aloud. “You have no clue what torture is. But you will soon enough.”

Thoughts about the tools and other devices she’d purchased for the special occasion, and what she planned to do with them, danced around inside her mind. All of them were downstairs on the worktable, concealed beneath a blue plastic tarp. She didn’t want him to see all her toys right away and spoil the surprise. How much fun would that be?

She also had Ketamine and other medical supplies, all of them either bought or stolen. She liked to think that she’d borrowed them, but that’d mean they’d need to be returned after use and she had no intentions of doing that. Because then she’d have to admit she had stolen them, and admitting to the theft might prompt another investigation, and she didn’t have time to waste on such foolishness. Much more important things were on the horizon now, things that would require her complete and devoted attention. She did, however, intend to use all the supplies, but not all at once. She hadn’t waited an entire year to exhaust all her fun in one day. No way. Her plans would take weeks, possibly even months, to complete. She intended to get as much enjoyment out of this as she could, no matter how long it took. She was anxious to get started—but in no hurry to finish.

Because Brad had been called from his not so eternal slumber only minutes before, and the walk to arrive there would take hours, she had more than enough time to relax. She imagined the trek itself would be quite a challenge for him, being only recently reanimated. It would be funny to see, like watching a toddler learning how to walk. She couldn’t care less how painful it might be. It didn’t matter to her whether he walked, crawled, or flew, as long as he made his way to her. He belonged to her now, just the way she’d planned it.

A brief rest was exactly what she needed because she would require all her strength and energy when he finally got there. She had all kinds of good things planned for him, and she would need all her vigor to deliver the goods and make everything extra special.

Lying down on the couch, she placed a throw pillow beneath her head and shut her eyes, falling asleep faster than she’d expected. With the nightmare fresh in her mind, she bolted upright in a near panic. Her dream had reflected what’d only been a fleeting thought before. 

What if Brad wasn’t Brad? Would he arrive like a lion or a lamb? Would he be passive and obedient, or would he be aggressive and violent like the kitten had been? Getting up from the couch, she checked the windows and both doors, ensuring they were all locked.

In the bathroom, she opened the medicine cabinet over the sink and took out a syringe and small vial. Turning the bottle upside down, she plunged the hypodermic needle into the rubber stopper and drew out 2cc’s of Ketamine, recapped the syringe and put the bottle back inside the cabinet. The amount she’d drawn should be more than enough to sedate and sustain him. If not, she had an ample supply and would keep injecting him until it did.

Returning to the living room, she placed the filled syringe on the coffee table in a position that would be easily accessible. If she needed it in an emergency, she didn’t want to have to struggle to get to it. She thought about putting it in the pocket of her jeans, but decided against it, fearing the cap might come off the needle and inject the Ketamine into her instead. 

Again, she checked the windows and doors, taking the time to peek out the front curtains and into the yard. Nothing, and no one, was there. “Give him time,” she told herself. “He’ll be here soon enough.”

She sat on the couch, clutching the throw pillow tightly against her chest.

And waited.

 


Chapter 4

 

Riley’s loud and incessant barking woke Frank up. Rolling over in bed, he squinted at the digital clock on the bedside table. 12:30 a.m. He’d barely been asleep for an hour. Throwing his head back onto the pillow, he groaned and shouted, “Riley, enough!”

Riley was agitated in a way Frank had never seen before. It wasn’t just his barking. He was whining and whimpering, pacing in front of the door, standing on his hind legs pawing at the doorknob, and scratching at the door frame. Something had him stirred up. Whatever it was, Riley wasn’t going to let up until he could get outside and investigate.

Frank got out of bed and crept to the front window. Pulling the curtain back, he looked out, but didn’t see or hear anything. “There’s nothing there, boy.” But Riley wasn’t convinced. He continued to display his nervous behavior, urgently wanting to go outside.

The open-air mausoleum was visible from the living room window. The interior remained illuminated during the night. An automatic timer turned the lights on when the sun set and turned them back off at daylight. There was nothing in there, either.

“You probably heard a skunk or a possum or some other night scavenger,” he said to his dog. “Guess you need to find out on your own,” he sighed, clipping Riley’s leash to his collar. “Or else you’ll never let me get back to sleep.”

Frank decided against using a flashlight, depending instead on the stream of light emitting from the mausoleum to guide his way. He was only going there to show Riley nothing was lurking around in the dark, then straight back to the house. The outdoor burial chamber was only a few hundred feet from his bungalow. It would be a short, quick, uneventful trip.

The dog nearly dragged him out the front door. It took all Frank’s strength to restrain him and keep him from running away. Riley wasn’t interested in anything around the house; he headed straight for the mausoleum. 

“What the hell?” Frank shouted. “Whoa, boy, not so fast.” Riley pulled hard against his leash, struggling to get free, but Frank held fast to the handgrip, the plastic casing rubbing hard enough against his palm to form a blister.

They entered the catacomb through the entryway arch parallel to the front of the bungalow. Although it was a wide-open area, the sign posted next to the doorway stated, “No Cars Allowed.” Stone benches sat empty in the middle of the room, there for visitors to sit with their loved ones, and provide sitting space during graveside services.

Crypts lined the walls on both sides, twenty rows long by six columns high. Front crypt seals were constructed of white marble, sealed shut with heavy-duty glue, concrete, and metal shutter plates. Miniature flower urns and brass nameplates were installed on the front of each marble slab. Only a few of the urns held flowers, both fresh and artificial. The nameplates on the occupied tombs were engraved with the name of the deceased. Only the most recent entombments were absent of identifying grave markers. The brass plates were there, but no names had yet been engraved. Frank had thought many times how sad those images were. It was as if they’d been laid to rest and totally forgotten about. Out of sight, out of mind. “This’ll be you one day,” he’d told himself on more than one occasion. “Dead and buried. No one to visit you because no one cares.”

Not all crypts were occupied. Some awaited their owners to move in and take up residence, like the one who’d moved in today. His eternal abode had been closed just that afternoon.

“See, boy? There’s nothing here. Just you, me, and our shadows.”

Riley whimpered and looked up at Frank. The dog was trembling, his shackles standing on end. The glow from the fluorescent light spilling from inside the tomb made his black coat appear purple. Ripples ran over his haunches as his muscles convulsed with spasms. The dog was frightened. Of what, Frank didn’t know. Whatever had him on edge was inside the mausoleum, near the walls of dead bodies. And whatever it was could only be seen, or heard, by Riley. His attention was focused on one crypt in particular. The new one that’d only recently been sealed.

Frank slowly led Riley to the fresh tomb, allowing him to sniff around and ease his curiosity, and to show him he was having a hissy fit for nothing. Riley yelped loudly, as though he’d been struck and suffered great pain from the blow. He turned from the vault and ran behind Frank, his head lowered, eyes down.

Frank felt a cold wave of fear rush through him as he watched the dog’s behavior. He’d always heard dogs have a keen sense of sight and smell, and they could see and hear things a human could not. Exactly what had Riley seen? Better yet, what had he heard?

“Come on, Riley. Let’s get out of here before we do see something.” The dog stayed close to Frank, trudging alongside his master on the side opposite the crypt, keeping his distance from the wall of the dead.

At the archway exit, Frank froze when a loud thump! came from behind, startling him and Riley. He quickly spun around, disturbed by the unexplained noise. Frank remained immobile as he scanned the entire area, up one wall of crypts and down the other, and along the ceiling. Nothing. No bats, no birds, no monsters lurking in the dark.

What he heard next told him he needed to call the funeral home first thing in the morning and let them know whoever had sealed the new crypt had apparently sealed a rat or some other furry critter inside the tomb.

That’s the only thing that could explain the scratching noises coming from inside an airtight chamber.

As he and Riley exited the mausoleum and stepped onto the dirt path leading to their bungalow, a bright flash of lightning spider-veined across the sky, followed by a booming crack of thunder that vibrated the ground beneath their feet.

“Let’s go, boy, before we get soaked, or fried extra crispy.”

* * * * * 

Even if Frank hadn’t been sleeping, he wouldn’t have heard the commotion going on inside the mausoleum over the torrential downpour of rain and continuous claps of thunder.

While he was nestled safely in his warm bed, the unthinkable was unfolding at the crypt located on row two, column six, along the wall facing away from the bungalow.

As lightning ripped across the sky, a crack appeared in the top left corner of the marble plate sealing the vault, zigzagging down the front until it connected with the bottom right corner, snapping in two like a saltine cracker. Pieces of marble shattered onto the concrete floor, scattering in all directions, the bronze flower urn landing sideways atop the pile of rubble. With the force of an exploding bomb, the shutter blew away from the chamber, making a loud cling! clang! clunk! as the sheet of warped and twisted metal hit the ground, rocked from side to side, coming to rest beside the debris. The entombed coffin slid from the enclosure as if an invisible hand pulled it free with the same ease as removing a loaf of bread from the grocery store shelf. The foot of the casket hit the concrete with a loud BANG!, sliding across the floor until the entire coffin was exposed.

From inside came a man’s muffled voice, groaning as he tried to scream, able to produce nothing more than grunts and pitiful whimpers. Ripping and scratching came from inside the casket. The unmistakable sound of fingernails clawing at the satin lining, struggling to escape from the dark burial tomb.

A jagged crack appeared diagonally in the coffin’s lid, its hinges squeaking against the weight of the splintered wood, breaking open just wide enough to provide Bradley Cavanaugh enough leverage to begin his escape from entombment to freedom. 

Bruised and swollen fingers slithered through the thin slit, grasping onto the rim and pushing the lid upwards, exposing the monstrosity that lay within.

It was a good thing Frank Rowan was fast asleep, or else he might’ve witnessed a nightmare worse than any he’d ever had. 

If he’d been awake or inside the mausoleum, he would’ve seen Bradley Cavanaugh rise from the dead, crawl drunkenly out of his coffin, climb over the chain-link fence, and stagger away from Greenview Cemetery.

Riley knew something awful had happened. He heard the noises coming from inside the mausoleum, and the ruckus had terrified him.

Skulking, he returned to the bedroom and lay at the foot of Frank’s bed, trembling uncontrollably.

 


Chapter 5

 

Confused and disoriented, he staggered like an inebriate, his mind blank. If his brain had ever contained any vital information, it was gone now. Erased, leaving nothing but an empty slate. No thoughts, no memories, only nothingness. He couldn’t even remember his name.

Some of the buildings and stores looked familiar. He didn’t understand why seeing them gave him a certain sense of déjà vu. He felt out of sorts and out of place, a strange man in a strange land. 

Nausea overwhelmed him. A jackhammer pounded inside his head. It wasn’t a headache, but a constant swooshing and whirring sound, like putting a seashell to his ear and hearing the ocean’s roar. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t walk without stumbling and every step took considerable effort. Invisible lead encased his feet, making them hard to control. Continuously tripping and faltering, he slowed his pace and walked leisurely and carefully, afraid his next slight of step would send him sprawling face first into the concrete sidewalk. He had no idea how long he’d been walking, or why his journey began at a cemetery. He had no reason to be there and couldn’t recall going. How had he gotten inside that box? Who’d put him there? And why? His shoes were caked with thick, red clay, clumps of it adhered to the sides and tops of his white sneakers.

According to an identifying street marker, he was on North Cedar Avenue. He was surprised he could read it, considering how empty his mind was, and the fact he could barely form a thought. 

Various stores and businesses lined both sides of what looked to be the main street in town, their neon signs flashing rainbows of color onto the wet pavement. Music echoed from a nightclub, growing louder each time the door opened, and then returning to a constant vibrating hum when the door closed again.

In the window of an electronics store, he caught a glimpse of himself, gasping at the ghost of a man staring back at him.

His dark, wavy hair was wet and matted, small ringlets of deep brown curls clung to his forehead. His shirt and trousers were slightly wrinkled and stained with the same red clay as his shoes. Dark bruises and cuts covered the backs of his hands. His fingertips were shredded, his fingernails whittled down to ragged stubs. Over his right eye, a jagged gash ran through his brow, clotted with dried blood. The entire right side of his face was bruised, swollen, and horribly misshapen. The blackish discoloration beneath his eyes clashed against his pale skin.

The reflection staring back at him was a total stranger, someone he didn’t know or recognize at all. Yet when he touched his hand to his face, so did the man in the glass. Sickened, he realized the man in the mirror image was him.

Struck by a wave of dizziness, he stumbled backward, away from the ghastly man in the window and into a lamppost, sliding down the cold metal and onto the sidewalk. With his legs drawn up, he rested his elbows on his knees, burying his head in his hands and sobbing as he frantically tried to recall something, ANYthing, that would help him remember who he was and what was happening to him. But there was only a blackened emptiness. 

The door to the nightclub opened, followed by the sound of footsteps coming toward him.

He glanced up to see a Goth couple standing in front of him. Both wore dark clothes and leather jackets, their hair as black as his memory. They also seemed to share the same love for multiple piercings and tattoos because both had plenty of each. The man’s arm draped loosely around the girl’s shoulder as she chomped loudly on gum while staring blankly at him.

“Mister, are you alright?” Goth Girl asked.

Glancing up at her, “Wha…?” was all that came out. Speaking was a struggle. His throat was dry and scratchy, his voice raspy. It felt like he hadn’t had a drink of water in days.

Goth Girl flinched and took a step backward when she saw his face. “Holy shit!” she exclaimed. “Do you need me to call someone for you? Maybe an ambulance?”

“Dude, you must’ve tied a good one on tonight,” Goth Man interjected, unfazed by his appearance. “You look like you’ve been rolling around in a pigsty.” Quickly adding, “No offense. It’s because your clothes are so dirty.”

“Do…you… know… me?” he asked hoarsely.

“Can’t say I do,” the girl answered.

“Me, either.”

With the lamppost as support, he pulled himself up off the sidewalk. “Where…am…I?”

The couple exchanged a puzzled glance, then shrugged.

“Man, you really are drunk. And judging your appearance, I’d say you’ve been in a fistfight to end all fistfights.”

“Where…,” he rasped.

“Peach City,” the girl answered. “You’re in Peach City, Georgia.” The latter remark sounded more like a question than a statement. Maybe she wasn’t so sure of the location herself.

“Home of the best boiled peanuts in the world,” her boyfriend chimed in. “Or so they say. I’m allergic to peanuts.”

Goth Girl offered her assistance once more but got no response.

Deciding the bruised and injured man didn’t want or need help, the couple whispered to each other as they walked away. Goth girl took one last glance over her shoulder before disappearing around the corner.

Even more confused than before, he remained leaning against the lamppost, finding the support of the pole reassuring. Without it, he was certain he’d crumble to the ground in a heap.

He repeated the town’s name over and over in his mind, trying to obtain some level of remembrance. It sounded vaguely familiar, but the reason it did eluded him.

He was suddenly overwhelmed by the feeling he needed to be somewhere. He didn’t know where he needed to go, but he knew he had to hurry and get there.

A woman’s voice beckoned him. “Come to me.” He must obey, trusting her voice would guide him to his destination.

He started walking again, away from North Cedar Street, towards the opposite end of town and in the direction of the voice summoning him.

* * * * * 

He was an automaton, a puppet, and somewhere, unseen, was the puppet master, pulling his strings, controlling his every move, guiding him into the unknown.

“You must keep walking, you must keep walking,” he heard the voice command. “You have somewhere you need to go. Walk faster.”

He felt as though he’d trekked for dozens of miles, and still hadn’t reached his destination. But he knew he was close, drawing nearer and nearer to the voice calling for him, getting ever so closer to his puppeteer.

From North Cedar, he walked to the outskirts of town and onto County Road 130, a busy two-lane blacktop. There were no stores or businesses in the area, and what few houses there were sat so far away from the highway it’d be impossible for anyone to see him. County Road 130 was a long and desolate highway, the only road leading in or out of Peach City. Bright headlights from an oncoming car zoomed past him in a blurred haze, heading towards town. He was careful to stay off the road
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