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To Claire, my bright light every day. Thank you for putting up with me and my argumentative self.

To Mayk, my horror joining comrade.
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This book (together with its predecessor; insert selfish plug here) has been a long time coming. I have always wanted to write, but there were always other things that took precedence: school, travel, kids. Despite the different career choices I have made, writing has always been the one constant.

My first stories were written back in high school. I never liked school and found it boring and increasingly counterintuitive. However, I had to go (except for the many days I ran away to the beach, but that is a different story), and I needed to keep my mind busy. I did so by writing stories. At first I was relatively quiet and no one paid too much attention to me. I was absorbed in creating my fantasy worlds, my horror stories, and anything else I could conjure.

One day a girl who was sitting next to me started reading one of my stories and was suddenly lost to the class. She kept on reading and forgot to pay attention to the teacher. I never had that issue because the teachers never paid any attention to me. But the girl next to me was a different story. She was hardworking, had good grades, and here she was, not paying attention.

That was the beginning of the writing bug. I gave her a story a day and she devoured them (not in class this time). Sometimes she tried to figure out what the inspiration was (movies we had seen or other books) and other times she just had fun with them.

I have to acknowledge her, as her motivation made me want to continue to write. I have lost contact with her since then, but thank you, Liza.

The long period I have spent collecting the stories written here started in my early twenties, from 2001 up to 2016, and then a second period between 2024 and 2025. During the break I was mostly working and had very little time to write. When I did, there were many people who helped me along the way. Juha and Ilona, Joe and Mayk were all people I worked with who gave me feedback on my stories. It is feedback I cherish and am very thankful for. With Mayk I even started writing a fantasy-based comic book. His drawings decorate all my books and even my walls. Thank you all so much.

My aunt, Naomi Gal, who is an author in her own right, gave me some much-needed criticism and the view that you should never give up on publishing your stories, regardless of how bad you think they are.

My dad, whom I lost in 2024, is also present in these pages. I wrote The Beach before his death and had to rewrite it, as I could not see that story in front of me on the page anymore. It was about death, but not about loss. So the story had to change to fit my state of mind. I will always cherish his memory and his advice for as long as I live.

The same day I lost my father, I also lost my step-mother. She was not a writer per se, but her journals were the stuff of legend. She would describe the things that happened during their voyages in a voice filled with humor, wonder, and sarcastic irony. A sharp, tongue-in-cheek voice that captivated any reader.

I would also like to thank my mom. I got my stubbornness and my never-quit attitude from her. I would most likely never have finished this collection if it were not for her. I know that, for the most part, the stories I have written in this collection are not really for her, but she was still instrumental in getting me to a place where I could actually write all of this.

While I was busy with this collection, my personal situation changed and my children were born. This gave rise to a whole new face of horror. I suddenly had new ways to write my horror stories. I learned about the fear of loss, the sheer terror that something might happen to them. I always thought I knew what love was. I experienced that with my ever-loving wife, Claire. But when my kids arrived, I realized I would put my kids first in any moment of crisis, and my wife only second. They are young and not teenagers yet, so that might be subject to change.

My last thank you and acknowledgment goes to Claire. My wife, my light, my everything. Without you, I would not have those bundles of joy above, I would not be able to get anything done, and I would never have enough energy to actually get started. You are strong, independent, and incredibly resourceful. I have no idea what I would ever have been able to do without you. Thank you so much for everything. 
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This collection deserves a small word of introduction. It is a very different beast from the first in the series, in that it contains almost no science fiction at all. That has everything to do with why this collection exists and how it was made. I have always been interested in pushing things to their limits to see what happens. The first collection worked at the boundaries of science — though everything there may well be outdated by the time anyone reads it. This collection does something different. It goes to the limits of thought. That can mean fantasy, the whimsical, tragedy, the psychological, and horror.

That is why the book does not have a single face, but rather a mosaic of strange things that bleed into one another.

The stories here were written across two decades and across very different life experiences. What connects them is not genre but instinct: a persistent interest in what happens at the very edge of comfort. Not necessarily the supernatural — though that is here as well — but the moment where something familiar tips into something it should not be.

Some of these stories are for everyone. Others are not. Because of that range, I have included a short reading guide on the page that follows. It is not a warning, only an option. Some readers prefer to know what they are walking into; others prefer not to. Both are valid, and the book will hold either way.

Begin wherever you like.

Eytan Gall Belgium, 2026


Reading Guide

	Story

	Tone

	Leaves That Pass

	Quiet supernatural


	The Kettles on the Tray

	Whimsical / magical realism


	The Wedding Gift

	Magical realism


	The Beach

	Literary / grief


	The Coming Rain

	Science fiction horror


	Strangers

	Crime thriller


	The Gravel Road

	Fantasy adventure


	The Crack in the Wall

	Supernatural horror


	Lost

	Classic horror


	Penance

	Extreme horror


	Goodnight Kiss

	Erotic horror


	A Typical Meal

	Dark comedy / horror


	The Devil's Game

	Supernatural noir


	A Drawing Too Far

	Extreme horror


	On the Wings of Pages

	Magical realism


	Fragments

	Surreal grief horror


	A Dream Short

	Psychological / literary


	The Witch

	Dark fantasy


	Reality Flow

	Hard science fiction


	The Storyteller

	Meta-horror
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There are things in life I don’t understand, and that’s not a complaint. Far from it. I’ve come to accept this reality. There will always be things beyond my grasp, and while I’ve made peace with that now, approaching it with a sort of detached rationality, it wasn’t always this way. Something happened that made it painfully clear that some things would always remain beyond me.

It was a day like any other. Autumn. Leaves drifted down in spiraling bursts of color. I’ve always found the sight beautiful, and that day was particularly vivid, the trees letting go of their leaves, one by one, sending them tumbling to the earth. Within days, they’d be raked up and discarded, destined to become biological waste. As I watched them fall, I forgot the plan I had for the day.

I’m a writer, which gives me some freedom in how I structure my time. But deadlines don’t wait, and being self-employed means I have to be my own motivator. I need discipline, routine, goals. And yet that morning, the sight of those leaves pulled me away. I lost track of time. My schedule fell apart. Instead of starting work early, I found myself beginning only that evening, writing well into the night. And that night, something shifted in me. But I’m getting ahead of myself. That tends to happen when I get too caught up in the memory.

I started writing in my home, a cozy, slightly old-fashioned place filled with books and dark wood. Everything in the house was made of wood, the structure, the furniture, each piece a different shade. Some lighter, some richer and darker. The reason I bring this up is because the wood creaks. It expands and contracts with temperature changes, filling the house with strange sounds. I’m used to it by now, but visitors often find it unnerving. At night, when concrete houses fall silent, mine seems almost alive. The creaks, groans, and sudden pops echo through the quiet like whispers in an empty room.

That night, I sat at my desk and typed the first lines of a new story. Behind me, the house groaned under the pressure of strong winds. The gusts slammed into the walls with force, and the structure moaned in protest. But even after the wind died, the sound remained, a low, eerie moan that unsettled me. I couldn’t concentrate. Eventually, I stood up and followed the sound, tracing it to the front door.

I turned on the porch light and peeked through the curtains. Leaves were swirling wildly, rising instead of falling. Nothing else. I shook it off and returned to my desk.

Then came the knocking.

I walked to the door again, peered outside but could see no one. I sat back down. Another knock, louder this time. Annoyed, I got up and swung the door open, expecting to catch a child in the act of some Halloween-season prank. No one was there. Probably hiding in the bushes. I stepped out to check but found nothing. That’s when a loud bang behind me sent my heart lurching into my throat.

I spun around, just the door to the study slamming shut. I cursed myself for being so easily spooked.

Back inside, I closed the door, turned off the light, and sat down once more. But I didn’t get far. A sharp crash came from upstairs, from my bedroom.

My chest tightened. Had someone entered while I was outside?

I rushed upstairs. The mirror in my bedroom was shattered, jagged pieces glinting across the floor like broken ice. The window was closed. I searched the entire house but found no one. Nothing else seemed out of place.

After that, the night passed without further incident. I didn’t get any writing done. When morning came, the first thing I did was head to the front door and pull back the curtain.

The leaves were gone. The trees that had been nearly bare the day before were full again, their branches decorated as though autumn had never begun.

I chose not to question it. I don’t know what happened that night, and I don’t know what happened with the leaves. I’ve decided not to dwell on it. Let it pass. Let it drift away like the leaves I never saw fall.

But I know it wasn’t my imagination. The mirror remains broken. The shards still lie scattered on the floor, undisturbed. I don’t know why I haven’t cleaned them up. I just know it wasn’t a dream.

It wasn’t.
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Mrs. Whithers had an unthinking knack for finding the most peculiar, magical items. It wasn’t a studied art or a skill she cultivated over time; it had grown around her like ivy grows around a fencepost: quietly, relentlessly, without direction. She would simply walk into a shop, wander aimlessly, and stumble upon whatever strange thing had been waiting for her.

It helped that she adored antique stores. She walked through them the way one might walk through a museum curated just for her, full of timeworn secrets and dust-glazed echoes. She’d spent countless hours combing shelves, drawers, and baskets, pressing her fingers to old wood and faded glass, each object whispering some forgotten life.

That morning, she'd entered her favorite shop with no aim in mind but pleasure. The scent of old paper and oiled brass soothed her as she made her way past stacks of war-era china, a pile of lopsided clocks, and a rather nervous-looking taxidermied fox.

On a table near the back sat a collection of kettles.

There were nearly a dozen of them, arranged without any particular order atop a velvet-lined tray. Porcelain, copper, cast iron, even one with what looked suspiciously like snakeskin wrapped around the handle. They had tall spouts, curled spouts, bulbous bellies, and odd knobs for lids. No two were alike, yet when she looked at them long enough, they somehow blurred into one other. Different, yes, but vibrating with the same quiet hum, as if they were having a conversation she could not hear.

She felt... unwelcome.

It wasn't something she could explain exactly. The kettles didn’t look hostile. But their shared silence unnerved her. They seemed to know one another in a way that left her entirely excluded.

Still, she lingered. She tried to choose one. She narrowed it down to a squat blue one with a brass lip, but then the spindly iron one beside it seemed to frown. Or perhaps she imagined that. She shook her head and stepped back.

“No,” she murmured to herself, “better off left alone.”

So she turned her attention elsewhere.

There was always something new. Always some little thing whispering her name.

She wandered the shop for another half-hour, fingers brushing across dust-coated book spines and picture frames filled with people long dead. Then she saw it: a glass dining tray, oval-shaped, thick, and etched with a faded floral pattern that spiraled delicately toward its center. It shimmered faintly under the shop’s yellow lights.

It had presence. And more importantly, it didn’t stare back.

It would look perfect on her little coffee table at home.

“Just this dinner plate, John,” she said at the counter, handing it to the young man behind the register.

“Would you like me to gift-wrap it for you?”

She stiffened. John had asked her that every time for over ten years. It had never once been yes.

“No, John,” she said, her tone dusted with dry disdain. “I would not like my dinner plate to be gift-wrapped, if it’s all the same to you.”

He smiled blankly, teeth uneven and just a shade too gray for a man so young.

“That’ll be fifty-five pounds.”

She paid without another word and left the shop behind her, tray tucked beneath her arm and disdain in her stride.

The walk home was longer than she'd remembered. Her knees ached. She regretted not bringing her cane, but there were certain things she would not surrender to age, and the cane was one of them. When Jack had still been alive, he’d have fussed until she gave in. Not because he enjoyed winning arguments, but because he knew she would never admit pain aloud. Not unless cornered.

By the time she stepped through the front door of her modest home, she was breathless and irritated. She set the tray on the table and collapsed onto the sofa with a sigh that traveled up from her bones.

She closed her eyes just for a moment.

When she opened them again, the afternoon sun had dimmed, and a hush had settled over the room like a soft quilt. Hours had passed without permission. She cursed softly and pushed herself upright.

It was time to see Mrs. Ruth.

They met for tea, as they often did. Mrs. Ruth was older, slower, and far more interested in gossip than Mrs. Whithers had patience for, but they had known each other a long time. Some friendships need no nourishment to survive. Like dried flowers, they simply endure.

They spoke of family.

“Is Henry still with that girl of his?” asked Mrs. Whithers, sipping her tea. Not because she cared, but because she knew Ruth did. 

“No, unfortunately,” said Mrs. Ruth, picking at a scone. “He’s going through a phase.”

“A phase?”

“Yes. A ‘best-there-is-can-do-no-wrong’ sort of phase.”

Mrs. Whithers made a small sound of agreement. “Isn’t he a bit old for that?”

Mrs. Ruth nodded. “They’re all too old for the way they act these days. Always rushing. Wanting everything now, or preferably yesterday. No patience, no sense of pace.”

“I hardly see my grandchildren anymore. They’re in New York, busy with something or other. But I imagine it’ll all turn out fine in the end.”

“Oh, did I mention Henry died?”

There was a pause.

“I’m sorry, what?”

Mrs. Ruth waved a hand. “Not Mrs. Ashton’s husband, he had that hiking accident.”

“I thought he had a heart attack.”

“He did. But if you ask me, something’s not quite right about it.”

“...Henry?” Mrs. Whithers reminded gently.

“Oh yes! Peacefully in his sleep. Two nights ago.” Her mouth curled in a satisfied smile. “In the bed of Mrs. Topper!”

She slapped her thigh and immediately regretted it.

“I didn’t know he was having an affair,” said Mrs. Whithers, in a tone of practiced surprise.

“Oh yes, dear, the whole street knew.”

She let Mrs. Ruth carry the conversation after that, letting the stories spin and reshape themselves in the warm haze of late afternoon. They always did. Names changed, details warped, but the rhythm was the same. Mrs. Ruth’s voice was a kind of lullaby. Soft, repetitive, mildly entertaining.

By the time the sun began to fall, it was time to go.

Her home was quiet again. The kind of quiet that felt like it was listening. She closed the door behind her and walked into the living room.

She froze.

The tray was not empty.

Where once there had been nothing, now there was a neat pile of red fruit. Glossy, round, softly glowing under the dim lamp. She didn’t recognize them. They looked like pomegranates, maybe, or oversized cherries, though neither quite fit. They were ripe. Too ripe. Their skin gleamed as though it were wet.

She wasn’t afraid. Not precisely. But she was annoyed.

Mrs. Whithers didn’t like being surprised by her belongings. At her age, she preferred her objects to remain object-like. Passive, inanimate, comfortably inert.

She picked up the phone and called the antique shop.

“Antiques R, U, love us! John speaking, how may I help you?”

She grimaced. Acronyms. Dreadful habit.

“John,” she said, “I’m sorry to say the tray is not going to work for me.”

“Oh,” said John, a faint note of understanding in his tone. “Did it happen again?”

“It did.”

“I’ll come by later to collect it. We’ll process a refund, of course.”

“Very well,” she said and hung up.

She sat down across from the tray and stared.

The fruit glistened, as though waiting. Beckoning.

She knew better. Of course she did. But it had been a long day. And John wouldn’t be by for a while yet.

With a small smile creeping up her cheek, she reached out and picked one up. It was warm in her hand, the skin smooth and slightly damp, like breath against glass.

She bit into it.

The juice spilled down her chin, sweet and wild. Her eyes fluttered shut.

Her last thought, as the taste unfolded across her tongue, was not of fear or regret, but of sheer, unfiltered wonder.

Oh... what a wondrous flavor...
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The day arrived with a hush before the first chord, Rachel teasing her veil free of a ribbon and David scolding a stubborn cuff button, and then everything moved at once. The tension, planning, and emotional roller coaster of the past few weeks reached its crescendo, and when their big day came, it was nothing short of perfect. The wedding landed like a practiced finale: champagne that never ran dry, toasts that made even the band mist up, and a dance floor that refused to close. For days after, it stayed in people’s mouths, a story that kept retelling itself. When the music finally faded and night fell away, the newlyweds collapsed into bed, exhausted, euphoric, and relieved.

Morning brought sunshine and the kind of slow, lazy comfort only post-wedding bliss can manage. Over coffee and breakfast, they began the pleasantly mundane task of sorting through the mountain of gifts and envelopes. The fun was not the gifts themselves but the playful bickering over who gave what and how much anyone might have spent. There was laughter, teasing, and the occasional “Are you kidding me? That toaster was at least two hundred.”

About halfway through the pile they found a plain brown envelope without a name, card, or message, just a slightly crumpled thing tucked between two brightly wrapped boxes. Rachel tipped the contents into her palm and a copper chain slid out in a small knot, the pendant thudding against her skin. It should have felt cool. It didn’t. A faint warmth lingered there, like a coin pressed long in a closed hand. The metal carried a faint sweetness, not quite penny, something older, the way handrails smell in summer.

“Please tell me your weird cousin didn’t mug a street vendor for this,” David said.

“It looks... sad,” Rachel said.

The pendant was lopsided, foxed with green in the seams, ugly in an honest way.

“Sad is generous,” he said. “Tragic is closer. Maybe just cheap.”

She laughed and the feeling passed, as thin as a draft through a keyhole. She lifted the desk drawer, brushed aside a drift of menus and dead batteries, and set the necklace there. The chain settled in a loose circle that for a beat looked almost deliberate, as if it had found a place that already knew its shape.

“Bottom drawer it is,” she said.

She closed the drawer on the dark.

The honeymoon stuck for better reasons. They ate grilled fish on a balcony where napkins kept threatening to fly. They walked barefoot along a strip of sand that squeaked under their steps. They fell asleep to waves counting off the night outside their villa, while a waiter seemed to appear whenever they needed anything and a nearby band rehearsed the same chorus until it felt like theirs. Best of all was each other, a stretch of days and nights where they kissed and touched and laughed and made love as if they had discovered a language only they could speak. For a while, nothing else mattered.

Time moved, and so did life. Back home, the dream gave way to reality. Work crept in. Bills showed up. Schedules clashed. Late nights turned into early mornings until the shimmer wore off. What had been charming habits hardened into grit. Rachel’s quirks became David’s pet peeves. David’s routines became Rachel’s red flags. Good moments still arrived, but less often, with less spontaneity and fewer traces of wonder.

One year passed. By then they could barely go a day without arguing. What had started as playful sarcasm turned into jabs. The laughter drained out of their jokes. Silences grew longer and heavier until even sharing a room felt like a test. Home no longer felt like a shared space. It felt like neutral ground, or worse, enemy territory. They spent more time apart, finding excuses to be anywhere else, and when they were together the smallest disagreement could spark a shouting match.

One such issue turned out to be the toaster. It died the week the warranty ran out, as these things tend to do. Rachel mentioned it with a laugh that asked to be joined, and David said he would handle it, his voice short, colder than the room. Three days later the empty spot on the counter felt like a dare. Rachel held the receipt. David jiggled the plug as if that proved something.

“It’s fine,” he said.

“It doesn’t turn on,” she said, the anger in her voice mounting.

“Calm down. I said I’d get to it,” he said, his voice trembling with agitation.

“You always say that and never do!”

“When did I ever do that?”

Rachel let out a hollow laugh. “Seriously? The oven you were supposed to look at, which I took care of. The internet provider you were supposed to call, which I did in the end. You want others?” she said. “Your dentist appointment, the car inspection, your mother’s birthday. And now the toaster.”

“You are so annoying! I said I’d take care of it.”

“When?” she said.

“After work.”

“That means never,” she said, softer than she meant.

“That’s not fair.”

“I don’t want fair,” she said. “I want help.”

“I do help.”

“You used to notice when the basil needed water,” she said.

“I still notice,” he said.

They both looked at the wilted plant by the window. A fly tapped the glass and kept tapping. Rachel set the receipt down and smoothed it flat. David picked it up and folded it twice and set it down again.

They stood there with the dead appliance between them, the counter suddenly too wide, the sink dripping in slow, patient beats neither of them bothered to fix. There was a pause. No one yelled and there was no dramatic ultimatum. There were two people too tired to continue. They sat at the kitchen table and, for the first time in months, did not
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As part of the writing process, I am influenced by many different things in my life, as well as by the media that has become an integral part of almost every society. To give a glimpse of what my inspirations were, or where an idea came from, or even how something that started as a fluke changed into something more tangible, I decided to add these little notes to some of the stories I wrote.

I hope you enjoy them. Note, however, that I did not write notes for every story, only for the ones that have an interesting note. This does not mean that the other stories are not interesting to me, but simply that some stories came very easily and faded just as quickly. 

The Kettles on the Tray

I wrote this back in 2014. The inspiration for this story was a short story I read by Neil Gaiman. I enjoyed the whimsical, magical feeling he created there, and I tried to capture something similar here. I have no idea if I actually succeeded, but I like how it turned out.

The Wedding Gift

In 2009 a friend of mine was getting married and I thought about giving him a story as a present. After a day or two of writing, this came out. When I gave it to my girlfriend to read, she said it was not really suited as a wedding present. So I gave it to another friend to see what he thought.

He gave the exact opposite advice and told me to find a crappy necklace to go with it. I am happy to say I gave it to the groom, and he even enjoyed it. As a side note, this story was originally written in Hebrew, after which I wrote the English version.

The Beach

I grew up next to the sea and was diving and swimming even before I could walk properly. My dad, who is an avid diver in his own right, told me after reading the first version of this story that it was the only way he would ever want to die. In that version, someone died by drowning.

After my father’s death, I felt I had to change the story and push it into something more melancholic, less about the act of drowning and more about loss and what remains. The version written here was written in 2025.

The Coming Rain

I heard a report on acid rain on the radio and thought to myself: what would happen if the acidity of the rain became so high that it would go right through you? It was not a pleasant thought, so I took it further. If the rain was that acidic, it would eventually go through everything.

The question of "what would happen if" is at the heart of almost all my stories. I think questions in general are a very helpful tool in writing, and the more questions you ask, the more you understand the story and the people, and the more everything falls into place. Eventually you come up with your own ideas and put them together in a way you can relate to, which is what happened in this one. This was written in 2007.

Strangers

This was one of the first murder stories I wrote, and, as often happens when working digitally, I lost it. The first version of this was very different and was written back in 2007, but I could not remember the details. The only thing I remembered was that it involved a couple and a serial killer.

So, this is a rewrite of that story from 2014, instead of the original version. Let that be a lesson for you: always make backups.

The Gravel Road

I had a picture in my head, long before I set out to write anything, of two small barn-like houses facing each other in the middle of a deserted gravel road. This image haunted me for a while and I kept seeing it over and over in my mind. Somehow these two houses were alone, and together they possessed some power, as if they were the center of some event or a doorway.

I could see all this quite clearly, but I had no story to attach it to, so I came up with this story just so I could get rid of that image from my mind. It was something I had to do, because if I did not, it would keep repeating in my head like an incredibly catchy song that you can only get rid of after listening to the whole thing. Similarly, I had to construct the story, which I finally did back in 2007.

Lost

This is a fairly conventional horror story. I wrote it in 2005 and at the time I thought it was great. Years later I decided it was not everything I thought it was. This story was actually one of the easiest stories to write. Usually, I do not need to spend endless hours in front of the screen to come up with ideas. I have many floating everywhere, and my biggest problem is actually sitting down and writing them.

This one came when I was looking into the mirror and imagined some creepy laughter. I think this story has the feel of a Twilight Zone episode.

Penance

This is my Halloween tribute story. Every self-respecting horror writer, I feel, should have a Halloween-based story. After all, that is the season for all things scary. I thought about it for a while and really enjoyed the whole Jack-o'-lantern myth and feel. So, I took that into the future and gave him the everlasting curse of hell. Every Halloween. This was written back in 2015.

Goodnight Kiss

Goodnight Kiss was one of the hardest stories in this collection to write, and probably the one I am most conflicted about. The sexual elements were difficult to put on the page, not because of discomfort exactly, but because getting the tone wrong would have killed the story entirely. Too much and it becomes something else. Too little and the horror has nothing to feed on.

What interested me was a specific kind of vulnerability: the moment when desire outpaces judgment, when you want something badly enough that you stop asking the right questions. That is something many adolescent teens would know all about, but it does not really end there. Many adults have the exact same issue and the same lack of control. That is exactly the kind of opening something predatory would look for. The story is less about sex and more about what it costs to lose control of yourself, and what moves in to fill that space.

A Typical Meal

Written in 2014 as part of a challenge where the subject had to center around food. What better way to do that than to make food inedible? I had a lot of fun writing this story. Unfortunately, the first version disappeared and I had to rewrite the whole thing from scratch. As you can tell, this has happened to me several times in the past. You would think I had learned my lesson by now.

The Devil’s Game

Like most of my stories, I had an image in my mind long before it was attached to any story. This one came from an image of someone looking down the stairs and seeing himself talking. That image was very eerie, because at the time I had no idea if it was an image of the future, an alternate reality, or just a strange dream.

I finally came up with this story as a setting for that image, although in my mind it was different from what eventually appeared on the page. In my mind, the person looking down at himself was somehow stuck in a hell and was actually the murderer in one dimension, the savior in another, and a random character in yet another. Once again, that became a bit too complicated for a short story, so this is what came out of all these ideas.

I originally wrote this story back in 2005.

A Drawing Too Far

This is a horrible little story that I wrote in 2012. I wanted to write a voyage into madness, a place where you start out in a normal and familiar environment and lapse into a mad journey that has nothing to do with where you began. The starting point for me was a painting.

When I finished the story, I thought I might have gone overboard. Then I searched for horror paintings and found out that people do the strangest things. People paint with their body fluids, their genitals and stranger things still. The list just goes on and on. It was quite mad, and it was only when I realized people were already doing these things that I felt I could not go too far. No matter how far I took this story, someone had most likely done it at one point or another. Which I found was the scariest thought of all.

On the Wings of Pages

I wrote this story in 2005 and it is one of my favorite stories. It actually started very differently. I wanted the drawings to come alive and physically affect every single person who came into contact with them. Very quickly things escalated into monster-movie chaos and I decided I preferred the realm of dreams, which at times seems more real than life itself anyway.

This way it also keeps some innocence, instead of turning into a very surreal movie scene.

Fragments

This little piece of horror is how I imagine a real nightmare. Not a neat story with a beginning and an end, but something that keeps breaking apart and rearranging itself, hitting you from different angles each time. Dreams, memories, grief and guilt all bleed into one another here.

The core of this story came from two places. On the one hand, the fear of losing a child and a partner, that hollowed-out feeling that follows you into sleep whether you want it to or not. On the other, a visit to Israel, to places like Yad Vashem and markets that are full of life, where the idea of sudden violence feels both distant and uncomfortably possible. I wanted to see what happened when that kind of loss met something more abstract and supernatural: a reflection that is not you, but wears your face better than you do.

For me, Fragments is about how trauma does not stay in one place. It comes back in pieces. In dreams. In mirrors. In the fear that one day you will not know whether it is you looking out, or something else looking through you.

A Dream Short

I love this story. It is one of my favorites. I had a big problem with it, because I just could not get it right. It started as a rough paper draft that was nothing like the story you are reading now. The bottom line was similar, but the original version started out as an action story and slowly turned into a psychological drama.

I never managed to make that transition smooth. I kept trying to force the story along a certain path, and instead of going where I wanted it to, it kept turning into something else. I constantly rewrote this story and even now I feel as though I could rewrite it again.

As a short story, this is probably the one I spent the most time on, which makes it the most precious to me. Even now there are things I would happily change, but I guess that is part of the charm this story has over me. I could keep changing it and playing with it for a decade and still feel it could be better. The version that appears here was finally finished in 2007.

The Witch

This story grew out of an idea that has followed me for a long time: what if the person everyone calls “savior” is the one quietly doing the most damage, and the supposed “dangerous witch” is the one left to clean it all up afterward. I wanted a magic system that was less about big, flashy spells and more about maintenance: mending faults, bleeding off pressure, keeping the world from tearing itself apart. That kind of work is invisible when it goes well, and very obvious when someone abuses it.

The Ashwalker began as the classic powerful mentor figure, someone who walks from town to town “fixing” problems. As I wrote, he shifted into something more unsettling: a man so convinced of his own necessity that he never looks at the long-term consequences of what he does. The witch, his former student, became his mirror and his correction. She inherits not only power, but also the burden of repairing the scars he left behind, including the one that destroyed her own town and killed her mother.

For me, this story is about responsibility and narrative. Who gets to tell the story of what happened, and whose version everyone believes. The Ashwalker calls himself a protector; the people he leaves behind call him something else. The witch steps into that gap and chooses the harder path: not revenge alone, but years of slow, unglamorous work to set things right, knowing it will never be enough and doing it anyway.

Reality Flow

This story started from a simple question that sits at the edge of real physics: if measurement and observation help decide which version of reality becomes “real,” what happens if you take the observer out of their usual place and move them along time itself. The Tachyon Resonance Array and the TIDE project are fictional, but they are built on real concepts: retrocausal signaling, fields that can in principle point information backward along a curve in time, and the idea that you can treat consciousness as a pattern that rides on top of that field rather than something fixed inside a skull.

Daniel’s mind becomes an anchor for a runaway experiment. Instead of sending tiny signals a fraction of a second into the past, the field latches onto his neural pattern and drags it along the timeline, first into a slightly altered near future, then into far futures, and eventually all the way “backwards” along the history of the universe. The long rewind sequence, from orbital rings to plate tectonics to early Earth and beyond, is basically a dramatized version of running cosmology in reverse: satellites and stations deorbit, cities dismantle themselves, continents shift, stars and galaxies unwind, and the large-scale structure thins out. Behind that is the idea that time is not just a line but a direction in a larger manifold, and that a field can, in principle, trace a path through it.

At the end of that path he meets something that is not a god, but a physical necessity given a voice: the Observer. It is not “watching” in a mystical sense, but acting as the external reference frame that forces probabilities to resolve into actual events. In quantum mechanics you can think of measurement as the process that collapses a wave of possibilities into one outcome. Here that idea is scaled up to the entire universe. The Observer represents the constraint that says: this configuration exists, that one does not. Daniel, as a dislodged mind-state, becomes a perturbation in that system. He is suddenly able to draw distinctions too. His choices about what he is willing to let stand or collapse start to matter at the same level.

The core of Reality Flow is not really a time-travel story, but an observation story. It plays with the idea that every experiment we run, every measurement we make, already edits the space of possibilities in small, local ways. Daniel’s accident simply tears that open and hands him a share of the cosmic workload. When he decides to “look” at a new universe forming, he is not just watching it; he is helping select which version crystallizes out of all the ones that could have been.

The Storyteller

This story started as a pile of stubborn images I couldn’t let go of: the endless white columns and the bull-headed monster, the subway carriage with a masked killer, the giant in the forest, the wrong-place-wrong-time stabbing by the river. For a long time I had no idea how they connected. Part I and Part III were actually written back in 2014, then just sat there, waiting for the missing pieces. The other sections were written much later, when I finally found a way to thread everything together into a single, coherent nightmare.

This story is built as a kind of horror nesting doll: four different deaths in four different “genres” of nightmare, followed by the reveal that none of them are isolated at all. The labyrinth with the minotaur, the urban subway slasher, the corrupted hero in the forest, and the wrong-place-wrong-time city murder all feel like separate stories at first. Only in the fifth part do they turn out to be different cuts of the same thing: one person’s pattern of fear, sliced into scenes and catalogued by something that treats human terror as material to archive, trim, and re-use.

The robed figure in the last section is not just a monster, but an editor. It talks about “cutting everything that does not build,” about removing the long stretches of ordinary life and leaving only the line underneath. That is what storytellers do all the time: we strip away the commuting, the dishes, the small talk, and keep only what hurts, shocks, or moves. Here that instinct becomes literal and predatory. Ordinary grief, like the woman at the kitchen table waiting for a call, is pared down until it fits onto a shelf alongside monsters, killers, and ruined houses. The horror is less that the narrator dies four times, and more that his life has been flattened into material for someone else’s shelves.

At the end, the nightmare loops. The narrator is dropped back at the beginning, knowing he is not a hero but inventory, one story in a vast library of curated fear, constantly returned to and replayed. In a way he becomes what we all become once a story is told about us: a pattern someone else can pick up, re-read, and reorder. The Storyteller asks what is left of a person when you strip away all the “noise” and keep only the moments of pure fear and helplessness, and whether that ruthless kind of storytelling is an act of art, or something much closer to feeding.
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