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I have an addiction, and it lives in my cell phone.  It has nothing to do with social media, nor a game that consumes my finger dexterity.  My cell phone gives me the ability to open a blank document, and start writing no matter where I am, and no matter what is going on around me.  Flying on planes, waiting for lunch meat to be sliced at the grocery store deli, standing in a line of people at the DMV; you name the occasion, and I can pretty much guarantee, I am standing there writing.  Coming from an engineer, that’s strange.  I am supposed to love numbers and inventing cool shit that may change the world.  Instead, I have found joy in creating alternate worlds where anything can and does happen.  Inspired by what I have learned and published working with Black Belt, I want to bring you, the reader, a unique window into my mind.  My goal to terrify and fascinate remains.  I am excited to share with you my first solo anthology of horror, science fiction, and frayed sanity.

Don’t fret, Silver Back is standing true to the Literary Alchemy style of  variety in horror, science fiction, and the strange.  Much like the style of the other Silver Back & Black Belt anthologies, this book has an underlying theme that will creep up when you least expect it.  I have interspersed short stories to break up the sequences of this new underlying story, keeping you guessing at what will come next.  You will find that I also leave the path of terror, and I dip my toe into outer space.  Hopefully, it fills you with the same level of “give me more” that our other stories have provided.

Ultimately, two rules have stayed firm in my heart since I started down this path of creating these tales.  First, I want you to enjoy reading these stories as much as I have enjoyed creating them.  Second, I hope to inspire you to “play a game”.  You never know what it may turn into.

-Silver Back

Of Silver Back and Black Belt Fame

A Literary Alchemy Production
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Silver Back is forever blessed with a warm and loving home filled with his amazing wife, four awesome children, and two happy and slightly overweight pugs in Houston, Texas.  While he greatly enjoys writing and publishing, he needs to continue engineering his way to a stable retirement.  Thankfully, the oil and gas world is infinitely challenging, and a load of fun for the super nerd that Silver Back has become.  He enjoys scaring fish onto worm ridden hooks, and craves a daily “CrossFit high”.  He also cannot get enough of skull crushing Acid Rock, and a good old school game night.  (Yes, playing games with dice, and game boards, and cards, and shit.  A good duel of Magic The Gathering usually fits the bill.  Come on over to my house some time, and I will make you feel really inadequate, really quick.  Oh, and, bring something yummy.  Getting your ass kicked will make you hungry.)

Silver Back wants to thank his family for their continued support and love throughout the publishing process.  Hopefully they never get sick of reviewing cover ideas, and hearing Silver Back banter with Black Belt over the next “big idea”.  He wants to further thank his mom and dad for being the best editors and critics, and always providing their support and encouragement.  Thanks Mom and Dad, you make this hobby infinitely fun.  Finally, Silver Back wants to thank Black Belt for ideas, inspiration, chills, and unending amounts of entertainment.  Like we have said since our days of playing on the grid iron, “just don’t stop”.

Hey Black Belt, “Seriously though, let’s  go break something else” comes to mind.  Also, in the immortal words of Brian B.  “‘Cause I’m in love with bad things!”

-Silver Back

I want to thank you, the reader.  Without you, the writing is not near as fun.  As long as you are enjoying it, I am writing it.  If you have any questions, comments, or just want to chat, please reach out to me at:

silverbackhorror@gmail.com

And on FaceBook, you can look up “Silver Back”, and drop me a note.

“In the wake of blood and thunder

You and I deserve each other

The hell above will drag us under

We were all just born to suffer”

-Eric Vanlerberghe, I Prevail
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Chase was an asshole. Born from a family of assholes.  The Blevins clan felt like everyone in the world was just wrong, and they knew they were always right.

“Would you look at how that imbecile across the street is cutting his grass again?  I could do it ten times faster and our yard looks like a putting green.  His yard looks like the killing fields.”  Chase’s dad, Grover Blevins, was always examining the world through his fractured view with a beer in hand, and four day old underwear itching him in horrible places.  Chase learned to see life through this same cracked lens.

Chase was especially evil to his neighboring humans when he drove his car.  Chase loved his car, and he loved to drive.  He would have loved it even more if he could be the only human on the road.  Unfortunately, there were thousands of drivers in the greater Cleveland area, and he would have to tolerate each and every one of them.

Chase’s lesson in patience didn’t come without some land mines on the road to enlightenment.  He exercised his middle finger a lot, wishing it was really his trigger finger that he could use instead.  There were water spots on his windshield and driver side window from the spittle and venom that would escape his lips as he yelled at fellow drivers.

“That sum bitch deserves a case of herpes to match da pile of shit he has fo’ brains!”  Chase yelled every level of profanity.  His anger would often run wild as he would roll down his window and yell at drivers not living up to his standard.

“Hey numb nuts!  That mushy thing on the right is called the fuckin’ gas pedal!  You should exercise your right ankle a bit and give it a try!”  Rude looks and stares would follow.  Some people would fight back with the occasional four letter retort, but most drivers would curl up with embarrassment, and wish for alone time with their teddy bear after meeting a character like Chase.

Winters were hard on Chase. His black Mustang would lose traction often on the icy streets despite sand bags in his trunk, and aggressive tires on his hubs.  The false sense of “good driver” security that Chase harbored did not slow him down, nor did it keep him from tail gating and being generally obnoxious.

“Come on douche!  Do you need me to drive it for you!?!”  Chase ran up on the back side of a black Mercedes sedan with its back window blacked out.  He laid on his horn and wished for the now red light to hurry up and become green.  “Your slow ass made us miss the light, dick head!”

Little drops of Chase’s acrid foam hit the windshield.  Anger and hate started to boil over in him.  The light turned green, Chase examined the area around his vehicle, and made an immediate move into the passing lane.  He darted past the slowly accelerating Mercedes.  He realized all of the car’s windows were jet black.  It didn’t stop him from throwing the single finger salute.

“Enjoy your slow drive to hell, jerk off!”  Chase put his attention back on the road and skidded to a stop in the intersection.  Some kids on bicycles had crossed the street at the wrong time, and were in the middle of his lane.  The Mercedes continued on its way, and Chase gave the children the evil eye.  He rolled down the window of his Mustang.

“You fuckin’ kids should be in school or prison.  Get the fuck off the road!”  The two boys looked at Chase in terror and froze in front of him.  Their white breath in the cold air, jumped excitedly in front of their expressions of terror.  “I need to drive where you are standing, dip shits!  Move your asses!”  Chase laid on his horn again.  A thought occurred to him that he needed to install a louder horn system.  “I wish it was a locomotive horn,” crossed his thoughts.

The boys shuffled on, and Chase tromped on the gas.  His tires squealed and he made it to the next light.  He was fortunate enough to be stopped next to the jet black Mercedes.  The paint job was so glassy, that Chase could see his full reflection in it.  “Oh!  It’s you again!  Oh!  Another fucking red light!  Strange.  You seem to be a red light magnet.”  Chase just continued to rant as the light finally turned green.

“I bid you farewell once more, douche!  Rot in hell!”  Chase gave the Mercedes one last wave of his right middle finger.  He jumped through the next intersection, and saw that the road ahead wound down into one lane.  He continued to pick up speed.  He was surprised to find the Mercedes easily keeping up behind him.  When Chase looked a second time, he realized that the “douche” was tail gating him.  He tapped his breaks trying to buy a little space.

“Ok, so now you wanna play?  Ok, creep show, let’s make this fun.”  Chase doubled the pressure of his right foot on the gas pedal, and had his car near eighty miles per hour in seconds.  He sprinted through two yellow lights.  In the last intersection, he even caught a little air as he passed over the cross street.  His struts easily took on the strain, and Chase’s heart raced with adrenaline.  He looked up in his mirror to find the Mercedes even closer.

A red light was ahead, and Chase pushed on the wider pedal of the break aggressively, trying to get to a reasonable stopping speed.  His head jerked as he fell just shy of the white cross walk line.  He quickly looked in his rear view to see the black Mercedes stopped.  He stared into the mirror, and saw the black car inch forward.  “Don’t you do it, asshole!”

The Mustang rang out with a crinkle of pain, as the bumper made contact with the Mercedes.  “Oh no you didn’t!  Fuck!  I am going to sue your ass, and own that fucking car!”  Chase reached into his glove box, and pulled out a shatter hammer.  He put his Mustang in park and got out.  He approached the blackened windows.

“Get the fuck outta that car and give me your insurance information!  Come on douche!  You made contact from behind.”  Chase went to the pinch point and looked for damage.  His chrome bumper was deformed, and he could see reflective chrome chips on the white salted road.  The black paint of the Mercedes looked immaculate.  The steaming pot of rage within Chase boiled over, and he marched back to the blackened driver side window.  He tapped the glass with the shatter hammer.

“I am going to count to three, asshole!  You better get the fuck outta that car, or I am coming in after you!”  Chase raised the hammer over his head.  “One!”  Without even getting to the number two, he brought the hammer down hard and shattered the jet black glass into thousands of granular shards.  The creamy white interior coldly stared back at him.  Chase took two steps back and looked around.  He was startled to find that the black car did not have a driver.  He looked around the area for anyone that may be running or walking away from the scene.

“What in the hell?”  Chase pulled out his cell phone and started taking dozens of pictures.  “Okay, you son of a bitch, you think running away will get you out of this trouble. Think again!  I know people.  You will pay for this, I promise you.”  Satisfied with his work, Chase kicked the driver side door, and went back to his car.  He got in, buckled up, and put his car in drive.  He had no idea how many green lights he had been through with the accident drama, but now he was spent and just wanted to move on.  He was already planning to take his Mustang to Freddie Fixit’.  Freddie had done wonders helping Chase restore his treasured Mustang, and knew the bumper would be “as easy as greasing a bearing”.

Chase gripped the steering wheel in the ten and two positions.  He felt his Mustang ease forward.  He pushed harder on the brake. He started to hear the sound of crunching metal and knew the Mercedes was now pushing on his car.  “You bastard!”  He looked in the mirror, and didn’t see any hint of a driver in the vehicle.

Chase gripped the wheel tighter and pushed harder on the brake, but the advance of his car into the crossing intersection did not slow down.  He desperately looked left and right, and realized that half of his car was already out in the intersection. “No! No! No!”

The last thing Chase saw was the shiny chrome grill of a Mac Truck entering through his driver side window.  The rest of the moment was riddled with pain and mutilation.  He felt his body ground into hamburger from the collapsing metal.  Overwhelming pressure made his eyes pop out of their sockets as his head was crushed on the passenger side door.  It was surprising how long it took for the darkness of death to overtake him.
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​Fugu’s Tail
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Fugu peered out of the porthole of his galactic cruiser. He puffed on his Tenarian cigar and pondered his next move in the civil war that raged throughout the solar system of SOL 5.  He clenched the green cigar in his three fingered hand, and tucked his short legs under himself in his customary sitting position and left enough room for his tail to curl up over his shoulder.  His Belcan, ape-like face, clinched in thought as he started to make out land masses and cloud formations on Alnus 2. He knew he could find his human contact, Lieutenant James Titus, waiting for him in Palay City. He hoped that Titus could give him some advice on his highly illegal cargo.

Fugu had three solar rotations of rations left for Princess Val, but her race’s demanding eating requirements were not easy to keep up with. While she was more “borrowed” than kidnapped, it was illegal to transport any culture’s royalty with such demanding nourishment needs. The Tenarian Princess had to eat at least one Gupta per Tenarian cycle, and with only three left, getting her to a reasonable council as a negotiation token was going to be challenging. As Fugu saw it, he either needed to capture more Guptas, or he would be forced to drag Princess Val into the Palay City’s main hall and pray to Ratzit that the council would not execute him for kidnapping and war crimes. It didn’t help that the people of Alnus 2 worked very hard to stay neutral in the Sol 5 civil war. His only hope rested upon the desire of Alnus’s people to restore their trade routes which had been ravaged by the warring factions.

Fugu heard a notice alarm from the ship’s navigation system. He turned the cigar around and touched the hot coals to his purple tongue to extinguish it. He then scribbled the symbol of the Belcan people on the hazy glass of the porthole and eased himself down from the bench. He entered the cockpit and hoisted himself into the pilot seat. He switched the ancient craft to manual navigation, and eased its golden hull through the atmosphere of Alnus 2. He could feel the ship’s atmospheric system switch from synthetic gravity to the heavier gravity of Alnus 2. Fugu found himself saying prayers to Ratzit that Titus knew a black market contact for Guptas. Once he landed in the space port, he figured he would feed the princess and prepare for his meeting with Titus while his vessel passed through quarantine.

Fugu grabbed the crying furry Gupta by the scruff of the neck. It begged for its life in its ancient Tenarian dialect. “Don’t you worry my little furry friend. You give your life for the sake of the entire solar system.” Fugu gripped the Gupta hard in his right hand and grabbed his zap stick in the other. He approached the syntho-shield of the Princess’s cell. He could see her viper-like body curled up in a back corner.

“You must return me to my realm, Belcan scum.” She hissed the threat in her deepest and most commanding voice.

“Come now Princess Val, you and I both know this civil war must come to an end.  Sadly, I see no other way of getting to peace without you asking your evil father, King Ver for it, or maybe he will trade your well being for a peace accord.”  Fugu armed the zap stick, and cocked his right arm to throw the Gupta.  He made a series of clicking noises with his nose, and the syntho-shield disintegrated.  He quickly threw in the Gupta, and made another clicking sound to get the shield reactivated.  The Gupta immediately took a defensive stance and he heard it give its war cry.  Fugu saw the Tenarian viper unfurl and take an attack stance at the back of the cell.  As fast as a lighting strike, the Gupta was torn in two by the viper’s massive and muscular arms.  She was already bloodying her face and fangs with green Gupta entrails.

“Quite delicious.  I have been wondering what a Belcan would taste like,” she hissed.

“Eating me would be very unwise, your highness.  Not only would you lose your only life line, but I highly doubt you will find an accommodating pilot on Alnus 2 willing to take your slithering ass home.”  Fugu chuckled, and relit his green cigar.  He went to his quarters and changed into his formal wear.  He debated if he should conceal his bolt pistol.  Instead, he opted to mount his short sword on his back, and moved toward the vessel hatchway to await completion of the quarantine protocols.

Upon exiting his cruiser, he did a quick integrity walk down.  He ran his hand along the smooth emblazoned word “RESILIENT” and reminisced on all of the adventures he had been through with the ancient ship.  He walked past a pile of dead Minoch’s he must have picked up on Tenaris.  A robot mechanic greeted him and advised him of the repairs needed from the infestation.  (As all space travellers know, Minochs love to chew on power cables.)

Fugu paid his bill, and proceeded to the “Wayward Pilot” to meet up with James Titus.  He had known the strange looking human from Sol 1 for a dozen planetary orbits of the Sol 5 star.  He knew little of the old Lieutenant other than he had escaped his home planet of “Earth” just before all life there had succumbed to massive solar flares.  Titus had a female companion hidden somewhere on Alnus 2, and was never far from his android body guard, Jenny.

As Fugu entered the bar, he could feel the wafts of cool air flowing through the establishment from the nearby forest.  The sounds of Alnus 2 wild life echoed everywhere.  He could see Titus one room over.  He cautiously passed through the eating area, noting the Tenarian soldiers sitting in the corner.  Their serpentine appearance was foul and they were armed to the teeth with bolt rifles and blades.  He took the long circuitous route around their area and approached Lt. Titus extending his arm to shake hands as customary for humans.

“My friend, my friend, it has been such a long while.  How are you Titus?”  Fugu smiled, showing his big yellow teeth.  They gave each other a firm handshake, but it always surprised Fugu how weak James was.  He was not surprised that the human race was struggling to survive if they were all as fragile as Titus.

“So good to see you Master Fugu.”  After shaking hands, James bowed and went down on his left knee in the customary Belcan greeting.  He also saw Jenny in the background nod her head in greeting.  Fugu returned the gesture of the bow and jumped up on the chair.

“I already ordered you your favorite drink.  What can I do for you here on Alnus?”  James had a big smile, and had grown hair on his face since last seeing Fugu.

“Oh Titus, I have acquired the package we discussed, and I am ready to set your plan in motion, but I must warn you that I am down to only two Guptas.”  Fugu lit his Terarian cigar and took a big gulp of his purple drink.

Titus shifted uncomfortably in his seat as he saw a Tenarian soldier look his way.  “Ixnay the mention of Uptay, please.”  James gave a nervous chuckle.

“I am sorry James, those are new words to me.  What is your meaning?”  Fugu gave a confused look and scratched his furry head.  James saw a Tenarian soldier talk to his four fellow troops and stood up.  They all got up with him and started to walk toward their back table.

“I think we just stepped in a big pile of ‘Fugu’.”  Trailed out of James as he got to his feet and stared down the lead soldier. 

“Greetings gentle Tenarians.  Can I offer your squad a round of sour Caja milk?”  James stood and gave a half bow.  He could feel tension quickly building in the room.

“I just heard your nasty little Belcan friend here use the word ‘Gupta’.  Is there any reason why you two are discussing our royal delicacies?”  The soldier grasped his well oiled bolt rifle.  James could see the signature slime trails their Tenarian hands left on the metal.  The remaining four Tenarian soldiers fanned out in a rough assault formation.

“No, no, no, my humble Belcan master here simply said the word ‘pooped-a’.  It is a human condition we use to express being tired.”  Titus fought to keep his hands and knees from shaking with the rush of adrenaline in his system.

“T’is right my hissing friends.  Fugu here has nothing to do with your hairy food choices.  I am just trying to master my human dialect.  Now how about that sour milk?”  Fugu stood up in his chair so he would be at about the same height as the Tenarian soldier.

“How do you know that our food is hairy?  You lie, you die.”  The soldier swung up his bolt rifle and pointed it at Fugu’s muzzled face.

Fugu gave his relaxing grin and leaned back on his tail.  He placed the green cigar in his mouth.  “You know, Fugu is being nice by offering you the sour milk.  You should know it is impolite to point guns at beings.”

“What is the universe with one less Belcan?”  Everyone could hear the bolt rifle charge up.  Everyone in the bar space had stopped talking and looked as the tension unfolded.  Several citizens at the front of the bar, escaped out the door wanting to avoid a violent conflict.  The fellow soldiers clutched their bolt rifles ready for action.

“It would be a very sad place, Fugu can tell you that.”  The apish Belcan spit his green cigar into the Tenarian soldier’s face.  The next sequence unfolded in seconds.  Fugu ran the soldier through with his short sword.  He quickly switched his grip as the dead soldier fell over, and he advanced on the two Tenarians on his right.  Jenny, the loyal body guard to Titus, only needed a wink from the human to make her move.  She cleared the tables with lightning speed, and directed shots from the other two guards to the ceiling.

Within seconds, and with very clever fighting techniques all five members of the Tenarian squad were dead.  The bar keep was tapping into the communications line to bring in the local authorities.  Fugu looked to Jenny to ensure she did not need any backup.  He cleaned the bluish green blood from his short sword on one of the dead soldier’s uniform pants.  Jenny stood motionless, surveying the scene.  Tenarian blood dripped from her fists.  Titus got up from his seat.  Jenny raced to be by his side.  The loyal robot, once a cyborg, had long lost all of her human flesh in the long transit from Earth to Alnus 2.

“That sure complicates things.  Master Fugu, if you would please be our guest and follow us?  We need to leave before the authorities arrive.”  Titus pointed to the wall at the back of the bar.

“Fugu does not need to run.  These foul reptiles pulled their weapon first.  I also don’t think there is a lot of Tenarian sympathy around here.”  Fugu gave a big toothy grin.

“I agree, Master Fugu.  However, it will be difficult to acquire Guptas for our guest if we are in an energy cell, waiting to be heard by the magistrate.”  Jenny had pulled a grate up from the floor, and Titus pointed again in that direction.  He winked at the bar keep, and threw a handful of Palay coinage on the table.  Fugu looked around the room.

“I think you make a good point my friend.  I think we should make a quick and discrete exit.”  Without hesitation Fugu sprung forward on his strong tail and approached the hole in the floor.  “Ooohh, we leave one pile of ‘Fugu’, just to enter a tunnel full of more.”  He sheathed his short sword and crawled down trying to breathe only through his mouth.  Master Fugu’s only hope was an aged human, and his skilled robot in a sewer full of universal filth.
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“I would like for you to make a trip out to Floyd Foods next week.”  Erin wrinkled her nose in displeasure at the thought of setting up a last minute trip, but she wanted to comply with her boss’s wishes.

“Sure, what’s up?  Are they looking at a new packaging line?”  Erin prepared her notebook and pen to capture every detail.  As a sales engineer, she knew that even the smallest detail could be the key to unlocking a big sale.

“They are looking at an entirely new production line but, I will warn you, they are not your typical canning nor prepared food line.  These guys are co-packers for N-Mass Munchie Bites.”  Jack smiled.

Erin looked up from her reading glasses and returned the big smile.  “You have got to be kidding me!  N-Mass Munchie Bites are the hottest thing since the candy bar.  That stuff is flying off of the store shelves.  Any idea on the capacity they are looking for?”  Erin knew a full production line of a hot product could yield major follow on sales if she was successful.

“I have no idea.  I got a call from William Floyd this morning asking for me to come.  Well, I have that cruise booked with my wife, so I told him I would send him my best second.  Erin, I want you to go on this trip.  Recon his facility and then take him out to an amazing dinner.  Get the relationship side of this deal going.  I am told that Floyd Foods has a facility in ten states and two factories in Mexico.  If we get this first line, we could be in for a lucrative deal.”  Erin nodded to Jack fully knowing the gravity of the situation.  She didn’t like not knowing anything about the recipe nor the process going into the deal, but she felt up for the challenge.  She booked her trip for the next morning and packed her brief with at least one product card from every part of her company’s equipment line.

That night, she swung by Go-Lo Mart and picked up a two day old sandwich.  She also bought both flavors of the N-Mass Munchie Bites that were available.  She could only eat half of the sandwich that evening, but she was able to finish both bags of the Munchie Bites.  She didn’t know what was in them, but they were decadent.  As she fell asleep to the television that night, she heard the commercial jingle in the background.

“Getcha some Munchie Bites, Getcha some Munchie Bites!  You’ll eat’em N-Mass.”  The music stopped and a chipper male voice came up saying, “N-Mass Munchie Bites are a product of N-Mass Worldwide.  Check your local mart and getcha some today!”  Erin gave a mannish burp to the commercial and shut the TV off.  She went to sleep trying to purge the jingled ear-worm from her mind.

Erin made her flight and was in her Geronimo Rental car before rush hour.  She found the Floyd Foods production facility on the outskirts of Bismark, North Dakota.  She couldn’t imagine a more remote location for such a bountiful product line.  She waited only a few minutes in the marble and mahogany reception area.  She could hear the young receptionist hidden behind a massive desk, taking endless calls and filling calendars with meetings.  Finally an overly tall man with long slim arms and twig-like legs came out to greet her.

“Ms. Torrence?  I am William Floyd.”  He spoke with a deep voice and offered her his hand to shake.  Erin felt goose bumps as she grabbed the pale white hand.  It was ice cold to the touch, and the long fingers were tipped with nails filed to points.  It looked like Floyd had arrows at the tips of his fingers.

After exchanging pleasantries, Floyd looked her in the eye.  “Ms. Torrence, I need you to sign a confidentiality agreement on the behalf of your company.  You cannot share any of our secrets with anyone outside of your business.”

“You can call me Erin, and I completely understand.”  She felt uneasy about signing such a large legal document without Jack’s review, but she knew it would take a few weeks for him to sign it since he was on his way to the Grand Camens with Dotty.  She took up the old style pen that looked more like a quill.  She realized there was an ink well next
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