
        
            
                
            
        


	Jezebel


Book Description

An antique shop owner buys a nineteenth-century doll with a deadly history.

A Companion Short Story To The Novel Slenderman

When an eccentric man brings in an old doll that he wants off his hands, Johnny, the antique shop owner, takes him up on the deal. The doll is beautiful with red lips and auburn hair. Johnny becomes affectionate toward it, giving it the name, Jezebel. When Johnny’s girlfriend, Pacie, shows up, unexpected events begin to happen.
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Chapter 1

Johnny finished polishing his latest acquisition, an English silver teapot. He looked up from his workbench at the back of the shop, behind the cash register, when the entrance doorbell jingled. He was not surprised, much, when a man with the tips of his hair dyed blue and a ring on every finger walked inside the shop with a gate like that of a slinky cat. He held something wrapped in newspaper in his hands as he walked up to the counter.

“May I help you?” Johnny said, washing his hands.

“I have something I want to sell.” He sat the package on the countertop.

Johnny walked up to the counter. “What do you have?”

The man began unwrapping the newspaper with his fingertips as if it were contaminated. Inside was an antique doll. 

“That’s a lovely bisque doll. How long have you had it?”

“Too long,” the man said. “I’ll give you a deal on it.”

Johnny picked up his jeweler’s magnifier that sat next to the old-fashioned cash register. “May I examine it?”

“Be my guest.” The man stepped back.

Johnny bent over the doll and mumbled, “French bisque head. 1889. Looks like human hair. Red. French hat and dress. Leather boots. About two feet high. Excellent condition.” He looked up. “What are you asking for it?”

“I’m not sure.”

“What did you pay for it?”

“Three thousand dollars at an auction.”

“Why are you selling it?”

The man crossed his arms. “I don’t want it anymore.”

“I’m sorry for asking these questions.” Johnny could tell the man was uncomfortable. “I’m just trying to figure its worth.”

The man said nothing for a moment. He shook his head and backed up some more. “It’s not for me. It’s not my style. I just don’t like it.”

Johnny looked the doll over a bit more, then said, “If you give me a price, I’d be happy to take it off your hands.”

“A hundred bucks,” the man said. “I just want it out of my house before I throw it in the trash.”

Surprised by the man’s hateful reaction to the exquisite doll, he said, “I’ll give you a thousand dollars, which is significantly less than it is worth. I don’t want to steal it from you.”

The man nodded. 

Johnny prepared the paperwork for the man and paid him. Johnny was now the owner of a doll that had more to its history than the man was saying.

 




Chapter 2

“There you go, my beautiful,” Johnny said, placing the collectible doll on a shelf inside the lighted glass case next to the service counter. It pleased him to see its red lips from his work area. He turned when he heard someone come in the back door. It was Pacie. “Look what I just added to the shop.”

Pacie looked at the doll in the case. “I like it. Where did you get it?”

Johnny kissed her, then said, “A quite unusual guy sold it to me today. He didn’t want it anymore. He acted like he was afraid of it?”

“Really? Why?”

Johnny turned back to the doll and smiled. “I don’t know why. But I do find it quite attractive.”

Pacie leaned into him. “Don’t get carried away, Romeo, it’s only a doll.”

“I love you, Pacie. Don’t you forget it.” Johnny pulled her close to his body.

“I know you do.” She kissed him, then looked at the doll. 

Johnny saw her gaze frozen on the doll’s porcelain face. “What’s wrong.”

Pacie shrugged. “Nothing. I just thought it frowned at me, but I know that’s impossible.”

Johnny laughed. “Frowned at you? You do realize it’s not real.”

“Of course.”

“Or are you jealous of Jezebel’s kissable lips, adoring eyes, and creamy skin?”

“No, but I think you’re in love with it. Do you realize it’s not real? And why did you give it a name?”

Johnny put his hands in his pockets. “You’re funny, Pacie. Hey, do you mind watching the store while I bring in a few things from the truck? I have a box of assorted trinkets that I got at an estate sale.”

“Sure.”

Pacie watched Johnny walk out the back door as she moseyed around the shop, looking and touching items as she walked past them. When she reached the front window, she looked out onto the rather dreary main street of Black Water. The weather was dismal. Few people strode the sidewalks.

A tap at the back of the shop caught Pacie’s attention. She turned around, hoping it was Johnny, but he was not back inside, yet. She moved toward the counter where she thought the sound came from and noticed the cute little doll dressed in an apron and bonnet, next to Johnny’s red-lipped beauty, had somehow fallen forward and now rested against the glass door.

Pacie carefully opened the door, catching the little doll before it fell to the floor. With care, she placed it back in its spot. Before closing the case door she looked at Jezebel and touched its auburn hair. It was a lovely doll but there was something odd about it, but she could not figure out what was causing her uneasy feeling toward it.

Johnny walked back inside the shop and placed a box on top of the counter.

“This doll’s hair feels so real,” Pacie said, rolling it
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