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My name is Meghan 
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Meghan had been working at the nursing home for seven years, and someone they hired only a few months ago got the job she applied for. It was the third time she’d applied for lead CNA, and it would be the last time.

That was it, she decided. She was done. She couldn’t bring herself to go in, toss her keys and badge at the boss and toss out a few expletives, and throw up two middle fingers. She knew if she set foot in that place, she’d be the good employee and take the abuse like she had for the last seven years.

Passive aggressively, she sent a text message. I quit. 

She checked her phone repeatedly, but no one was texting her. She checked social media, but no one was talking about Meghan. They were talking about her.

Meghan quit all social media and uninstalled the apps.

She made a stop at the liquor store before she went home to her drafty apartment that always had a smell of rotten pickles. 

Right before she passed out from overindulgence, an alert sounded. Pushing herself up, she scrambled for her phone. Through her drunken fog, she tried to read the job alert posted just minutes ago. 

“Fuck it, I’ll apply” she slurred, tapping until the application was complete. Tossing her phone aside, she reclined, passing out.

That was a year ago now. She arrived at the house, ready to take care of this man’s dying fiancé. Four days into the job, she died and as she went to tell him, something stabbed her in the back, paralyzing her instantly. She fell hard to the floor, knocking out four of her teeth. He picked her up, dragging her to a human sized dumb waiter and shoved her inside. The wood creaked around her, echoing loudly, worsening the head trauma.

She replaced the woman she’d been taking care of.

“Come on, Grace,” he said dragging her by her arms to the bed.

She was slowly coming out of it and intended to fight, until he placed a chloroform filled rag over her face and shoved the I.V. into her arm.

That’s all she knew now. The incessant tap of the I.V. drip, the alternating voices of CNA’s that would bathe, wipe, and dress her. 

The little gnomes on the wallpaper around her, went from romantic dates with their gnome women to knife wielding psychos that cut the eyes, and lips from their lovers, leaving them to bleed out in the grass.

Depending on the drug, the gnomes would sometimes come out of the wallpaper and crawl towards her like in Puppet Master. 

One of the aides loved to watch horror movies and laugh at the violent scenes.

Meghan pushed through the fog of the drugs to turn, hoping to unplug the TV that hung on the wall. However, as she did, her eyes fell on the cord that held the I.V. and heart monitor.

Having a moment of clarity, she remembered I.V. drips don’t need electricity to work, and she didn’t want to draw attention to herself as the day aide was downstairs getting railed.

Her fingers fell on the frayed tape that held the needle in.

Loud noises of those two finishing filled the room, stabbing Meghan’s brain with their guttural climax.

Abandoning the peeling of the tape, Meghan pushed her head into the pillow. 

Mikey’s rattling car pulled up, and the lovers scrambled to get dressed. 

“No, those are my underwear.” The girl said.

Get caught. Meghan hoped. If they were caught, maybe she could be moved to a hospital. Maybe people would notice the inconsistencies in her condition.

Curt conversation occurred and Mikey took over. His heavy feet clomped up the stairs, sighing as he saw her.

Taking the bed rails down, he placed her on the table, strapped her in, and lowered her into the bariatric tub, turning on the jets and retreating to the room.

He placed something on the counter, drawing her attention to it.

It was a gnome. He spouted about something to do with dungeons and dragons, and how he was bad at dimensions and 3D printed it bigger than necessary.

He lifted her up and washed her back. 

She curled her fingers around his and tried to speak. His grip tightened on her, calling her by the name the man who trapped her here gave her. 

My name is Meghan. 

It was right there, but it was painful, trying to get her mouth to form a sound. He lowered her down and turned the drip up.

Once he changed her sheets, he put her back to bed, Mikey stupidly played with the gnome. 

It held a torch and a sword. In any other time, it would be cute, but now she wished it to become sentient and cut the drip and set her free. 

He placed her in such a way that she couldn’t pick at the bandaid. 

She wrapped her fingers around the line, pulling at it, making no progress. 

He stood, “time to turn,” he said

He readjusted her, now facing the bathroom.

“Oh, shit it came out,” he said, “now I gotta call the nurse.”

He left, going downstairs to find the number for the nurse. The bed rails were down. Slowly, she inched her foot to the edge. Her ankle clunked against the bed, getting her toes stuck in the space between the bedrail and frame.

Slowly, she pulled her toe out, and dangled her leg down, the pins and needles wracking her body as she hung it there. 

Finding it useless, she used her other leg to scoot her butt over to the edge, rolling quickly off, and knocking Mikey’s stupid gnome down.

The noise downstairs ceased, and he called out again. 

“Grace,”

Did this idiot really think she had the ability to respond.

The tentative nature of his steps urged her to keep pushing. 

Each creak sounded heavier than normal.

She turned onto her stomach, pushing her hands under her to army crawl away.

“Grace,” he said, grabbing her and putting her back in bed.

My name is Meghan. 

The nurse came in, found the vein, and attached the I.V. again.

The demonic gnomes were back, this time cutting Mikey and dropping him in a hole.

My name is Meghan. She thought again and again, knowing it to be fruitless.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

2


Blood Soaked
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She woke with a pounding headache, tangled in a chair, wetness surrounding her. Pushing free of the chair, pain wracked her body, tightening her lungs, causing her to seize and be unable to move until the muscles loosened. 

After what seemed to be an eternity, she was able to roll over and try to get her bearings in the blackened room before her. 

An acrid smell of copper, bad beer, and piss hit her nose, nearly causing her to puke. She was too weak to push herself up.

A crunch of glass came behind her. She quickly laid on her stomach and tried to hold her breath. 

A flash of light passed over her, lighting up the liquid underneath her. She had to stifle a gasp when the crimson fluid, stretched out before her, thick, clotted and dotted with broken glass and bits of paper. 

The light passed away from her and the unmistakable sound of a gun cocking clicked. 

Scrunching her eyes shut, she braced for the bullet to penetrate her. 

The bang reverberated off the walls, but no pain hit her. 

A deafening silence and then the slow decline of a body hitting the floor, whooshing through the air in sharp sounds before thudding and crunching glass.

The dying stranger gargled and spat up, a wretched sound of drowning in his own fluids filling the echoing space.

She waited a while before pushing herself to her knees and searching for a bit of light. Only bits of silver, gold and shiny glass shone in the pervasive darkness.

Fumbling in the darkness, her hand landed on a face. It could be Clementine. Blindly, she felt around for the septum piercing, finding either a stranger or Bebe.

Tracing her fingers back up the face, she searched for the wig, finding natural, short hair. She found a chair and used it to push herself up, pressing her lips together to keep the noises of pain in. Once she was up, she almost crumbled back down, as the blood rushed to her feet, making her aware she lost her shoes somewhere in between now and when she entered the bar.

They were pin heels she didn’t like to wear, and they pinched her feet anyway. She always kept a pair of flip flops in her bag.

She needed to find light and find it soon. There’s no telling how many dead bodies littered the floor, and she didn’t want to take a chance and have glass stab through her feet,

A scraping sound preceded a yellow rotating light coming from the outside.

The person on the table wasn’t going to be using their shoes. 

Feeling around the corpse in the dark, she realized it was a man. Pulling her hand back, she apologized to him for the accidental groping and for the theft of his shoes. Using the same chair, she pulled his boots on, sliding into them comfortably.

She’d need to get socks soon. The scraping ceased and the yellow light was gone.

Returning to the corpse, she searched the pockets for a phone and found nothing. No wallet, no phone, and no keys. 

Slowly, she took a tentative step forward, her foot falling through the air when the floor was lower than expected. Stumbling a bit, she got her footing and scooted her feet along the floor. When she’d get to a body, she’d reach down and feel for the nose ring or the wig and find neither.

She apologized for stepping on a man with a clip-on tie. 

He got her back by being deceptively tall, causing her to tumble forward. Glass clinked and fell to the ground, crashing and skidding over to her. A groan came from behind her. A man speaking another language, calling out to a person with a feminine sounding name. 

She chanced a look back, finding a faint hint of light near the source of the sound. She pushed herself up, and walked over, seeming to know where to step. In the dim light, she could see his eyes. 

It was as if he could see the heavens, and reunited with his long-lost love, his mother, his daughter, his sister. His smile was beautiful and bright. A grey, billowing puff of smoke lifted from his body, following the trail of light. One last breath and then total darkness again.

“I hope you’re happy,” she whispered hoarsely.

Her foot clunked against the step up, letting her know she was heading to the back of the bar. Turning, she shuffled to where she assumed the door to be. The city was awful quiet. She reached the door, fumbling for the handle, she found a chain.

She jerked on it but found it fastened to the handle. There had to be a light switch around.

Once she found the switch, her heart raced, fearing what she’d find when she turned it on.

Inhaling sharply, she stuffed her fear down and flicked the switch. 

The light nearly blinded her as it blasted away the darkness.

In front of her was a message, scratched into the glass door.

You played the game and now you’re here.

Her reflection showed her covered in blood, her hair cut in random places around her head.

Try as she might, she couldn’t gather her memories.

Only pin heels, Bebe bitching about how she never learned to walk in them.

“Come on, Emme,” Clementine yelled.

“Stop being a slow fuck.” 

Only painful memories surfaced. They were all getting together for the first time in years and going to meet up with Carter, a man they knew from their college days.

The cold of the night from not wearing a coat. The sting of a hornet as she placed her hand on the banister to walk down the stones steps and then the...no, it wasn’t there. The pain that should have come back to her didn’t. She remembered the ankle twisting and then it’s all a blur.

Someone could have caught her. The ground was too cold to go barefoot. 

Fuck the warning and fuck her friends.

Advancing, she used the heavy chain to beat against the glass until it shattered.

Ducking out from under the press bar, she entered the night. The painful frigid air cut through her. Yanking the door open, she pulled a hat and coat off the rack by the door.

That was peculiar, there was a coat check at the place her friends were dragging her to. And it was a loud club with pulsing music and brightly colored drinks. Not this strange corner bar. She stood in front of the bar, looking up, hopeful to find a sign, finding only empty sockets where a lighted sign once was.

The snow covered the outline, obscuring the long since gone letters.

The place lacked personality in the way that cheap art bought at some chain store did. Grey building after grey building lined the streets, each window perfectly square and darkened.

The soft snow crunched under her feet, casting a glow about the empty corridor.

Looking down, she saw no footprints outside of her own.

A man called her name. She knew that voice.

“Carter,” she called out into the darkness.

She waited, but only the wind carried snow to her face, making her aware of the scrapes she had.

Where could she go and cry until her heart stopped? Where was that snowplow!

She was in Vegas. This had to be a soundstage or a simulation. A very convincing simulation. 

Something told her to stop advancing and turn around. 

Once she did, she met with a long, jaunty black figure, that looked like it wore a plastic suit with gold and currant stars. It had no mouth or eyes. It said her name, sounding like Carter. 

Hearing a thought she had, its voice changed to Bebe’s, Clementine’s then her own. The plastic exterior melted away until it resembled her. 

“Where am I?” She asked.

“The other side of the shoe store,” it said.

It returned to her, the fight over the god damned shoes and her demanding they visit a shoe store and let her buy something. She went into a corner to try them on, knowing they were leaving her. 

She emerged from there into a world filled with walls either colored yolk or baker-miller pink.

It was a comfortable air-conditioned room with both the feeling of home and the uneasy feeling that came from her home.

The thing that took her appearance backed away and ducked into a corner, disappearing into the brick walls.

Light emanated from behind her. In the reflection of the window, she saw the source of the light. A glowing building with a long courtyard, lined with Christmas trees.

A cry of relief and frustration erupted from her. She knew she belonged there.

A prickling rose from the skin on her face, a sensation like her bones growing and skin stretching to keep up overtook her. Her voice deepened. Her new sex grew between her legs, replacing what was there before. A beautiful woman in a red dress with a blond boy called out to her.

He knew she was his. He approached and took her in his arms. The last of her fell away when the belly button piercing, she deeply regretted.

“Come, Daddy, I want to see the lights,” the child said.

“Yes, dear we’re going to be late if we don’t go now,” 

He kissed her head and let her lead him to his new fate, leaving Emme behind.

Soon, he’d know his name, and the name of his son and wife, but for now, he was ready to look at Christmas lights. 
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The Floating Witch 
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Teenagers and preteens sat around many a campfire throughout the years telling the old tails of the escaped convict with a hook for a hand, the people driving with their lights off to start a gang killing, Bigfoot, Loch Ness, and even the occasional Fiji mermaid. However, today, Brandi had one that would knock their socks off. An old tale from her time that was improbable but not dated or too close to real life. 

“Have you ever heard of the floating witch?” She asked the crowd.

They reacted with a mix of interest and disinterest. 

Stammering at the lack of enthusiasm, she pressed on, nonetheless. “S-she’s from a l-long time ago. Back during the puritanical times.”

“Let me guess, she floats and kills people,” a mean girl snapped.

“Christ, Becky, we heard your god-awful retelling of the evil tooth fairy, let her tell hers.” Some pockmarked boy said

The mean girl rolled her eyes and conceded.

Brandi had to think quick; she’d been turning this story over and over again in her mind. 

“Her name was Gladys Merriwether, and she immigrated to the states with her husband. They tried for a long time to have kids, but the longer they went on not having them, the less she wanted them. She was happy in her life and wanted nothing more.”

Brandi looked around the campfire before continuing, many of them were paying attention.

“She was out berry picking one day when an intoxicating smell led her to a sight she would never forget. She followed the scent until she happened upon a large red tree with blue fruit growing from it.”

The kids around the campfire, shared a confused look.

Brandi pressed on. “A twisted man, whose skin had pulled away from his bones so much his insides were visible emerged from the tree. Everything twisted within another organ, large and small intestine, twisted with his nervous system, blood veins wrapped around arteries. However, one thing was more horrific than all of that. Where his chest and lungs should have been was an empty, vacuous space, filled with nothing but blackness. As she stood, rooted in her spot by fear and morbid curiosity, he walked up to her, black muck oozing out of the hole in this chest. It mixed with the pink of the other organs.”

The mean girl gave a disgusted scoff at the image Brandi provided.

“He looked into her eyes, his dangling from the socket, twisted in the veins on his face, and looked in to her mind. ‘I can make it go away,’ he said, his voice garbled and unctuous as he tried to speak with his twisted tongue. Gladys missed her parents she left in England and thought of them often. ‘All I ask is for a bit of your soul,’ she didn’t even have to think about it, she ran.”

“She didn’t sell her soul?” The pockmarked boy asked.

“Not then,” Brandi said, looking at the fire a moment before pressing on. “He kept watching her, knowing that every day her resentment against her husband grew until one day she was with child and ill. Laid on top of a table, taking in the last moments of her life, she saw him coming through the window. She spoke, saying ‘I choose me, take as much as you want.’ She then miscarried. Her husband was suspicious of her lack of emotion from the loss of her infant.”

“What did he do?” The mean girl asked, her voice heavy. 

“He killed her, dragged her to the red tree, tied her to it and lit her on fire, becoming even more convinced she was a witch or unnatural as it took her a long time to burn.”

“Kerosene was probably used a lot back then,” some boy with dark hair said, “it would make someone burn a long time before dying.”

Brandi cleared her throat and continued. “It’s said that the tree never grew back, and scorch marks reappear accompanied by her screams on the anniversary of her death.”

“What happened after she died?” A blond girl asked. “I mean that story sucks if she didn’t take vengeance.”

“Oh, she took vengeance,” Brandi said. “He took a wife a year later. She made it so every child she bore would either die, or she would miscarry. It all became too much, and she hung herself from the rafters of the barn. She waited until the husband saw it before ripping his eyes out, leaving him with the last image of her hanging in the barn. Not satisfied with that, she took her anger to the rest of the town, trapping the children in the schoolhouse. The pot belly stove burst from its spot, shooting flames everywhere. Their little screams filled the valley, and their parents ran towards them, leaving them to watch helplessly as their children burned.”

“Why is she called the floating witch?” The dark-haired boy asked.

Looking at him, Brandi said “reports and sightings have her floating three feet above the ground. It’s said she floats to others, doing as the twisted man did and helps others enact their revenge. They know it will be a dark mark on their souls, but she knows how to find them. She listens for the heavy sobs, wails of agony and cracking voices calling out for a reprieve and she comes in. It’s been said she’s dispatched revenge for anyone willing for the last four hundred or so years. And she just keeps getting stronger.”

The dark-haired boy stood and doused the fire, taking out his phone and leaving the others in the dark.

Brandi stood and walked into a clearing in the woods and knelt before the redheaded woman who turned away from her.

“It’s him, isn’t it?” The woman asked.

“No,” Brandi said, “but he can lead us to them,”

“Stand up, Brandi,” 

Brandi stood and the witch asked her terms.

“I want you to rip this thing out of me in front of them. I want them to see their seed die before you take their sight, and then I want you to take my parents. They defended them and blamed me.”

“Hurry,” the witch said “he’s loading his truck” 

Brandi lifted off her feet and floated to the boy’s truck, sliding in the bed just as he put it into drive. 
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Painted Girl
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It was another day in the isolated cabin and another plate of beans. Unwilling to look at them a moment longer, she cast her gaze out the window, focusing on the sunset. It was the same as it had been before and would be the same tomorrow. The same unmoving blackbirds lined the sky, and the sun still rested in the corner.

Turning the murky beans over in her bowl, she pushed them away from her in disgust. She advanced, looking out at the grain of the field, painted to look like it was moving in the wind, but it was frozen in time, never to move again. She was the only thing in this world that could move. She had no idea how the beans ended up in the cupboard every morning, but there they were. She didn’t wake to a rooster, but to bright lights from outside her world, cast down on her so that everyone could see all the details, admired from a distance.

There was no water. Only beans, only voices from the outside. And only the never-ending darkness growing in the corner. 

She had no idea when she became sentient, but she cursed it every second. She assumed she was here because of a curse. Someone in her bloodline pissed off some witch and they sent her here.

However, her memories were here. She had a mother, father, and sister. 

Mother died long ago, father disappeared, and sister trapped in the other cabin. On occasion, they would catch sight of each other and stare with hate.

Before the sister tried to leave, Barbara could leave the cabin, could have more than grey beans. There was a delusion of the smell of hay, rain, and sunshine. However, when Cara left, all she smelled was the oil and canvas.

“What is this piece called?” The voices asked everyone every day. 

“Little girl hides” was the answer. Then a great face would lean in too far and the alarm would sound, sending Cara to her hiding spot, but Barbara would stare back, locking eyes with the giants of that world.

There was no chance of it happening today. Today was Sunday. She could tell it was Sunday by the bread left on a plate next to the beans. 

She always ate the bread. On occasion, holidays, and peak hours, she’d get minestrone or clam chowder. 

The whistling came with a flash of light over her world. Oh no, he was going to get too close. That velvet rope was there for his protection.

Footsteps sounded, telling her he backed away.

The light turned on, and he was up close, his brown eyes on her, nose mere inches from her window.

“Boo,” she said. 

The large giant tumbled back, screaming “fuck” again and again. This museum has gone through a lot of security guards because of her and her sister.

She hadn’t heard her sister’s voice in 18 years. When she wanted to talk, she sent a message. It would appear on a little chalkboard near the window. 

Good one, sis.

Barbara cast her eyes to the corner where the growing darkness was.

It always retreated any time she spooked one of the giants. The door clicked and she went outside.

She and her sister walked out into the hard, gooey ground and readied themselves for moving around and spooking the giants, moving just enough to make them do a double take and move away uneasily. No one existed in the other worlds that were only fruit, or too big to be anything other than their portrait. Only the small ones had life, but they didn’t move unless no one was looking.
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I had been in this competition for long time. We started out with twenty men and twenty women, each living in their own house and following a strict diet tailored to each of us. 

They chose the fat, old, less attractive, and plain awkward to prove they could turn anyone into a celebrity. The second day they lined us up by fattest to skinniest. I was close to the least fat but still didn’t appreciate the insinuation of being with the others. We all exercised together in the morning, and then ate our minuscule breakfast, and were on to the day’s task. 

In the time we’d been here, we’d modeled, sang, and danced, and tonight was the acting challenge.

The bitch who stole the stage building prize from me was sent home last week. 

The show was called: Second Shot at Fame. The premise was: take a bunch of thirty plus, overweight people that at one time wanted fame and fortune and maybe they had kids, or life just decided, fuck your dreams.

Sometimes people would move into the rooms they desired when someone went home, but I didn’t want to move. I still had roommates, and they were more loved than I was.

If I won the challenge tonight, I get to have dinner with five of my favorite people in the house and the actress of my favorite TV show.

There were now half the people than we started out with. All my favorite people went home. 

We lined up into the theater, sat and waited for the explanation of the scene. Our character has just come from a funeral, and our boss didn’t care. We had to follow the script but come up with something to say or do that would leave an impression.

Scattered voices whispered their lines aloud, each of them at different points in the script.

I looked around and placed my bets with the top ten on who was going home this week. Her name was Janessa, but I called her thick arms. It was rude, but that was the only place she couldn’t lose weight.

However, fuck her because she called me fupa. She had been close to the bottom four and in the bottom four more than anyone else. She couldn’t sing, couldn’t model, and didn’t have good looks or a fun personality. She wasn’t even practicing her lines. Always gave less than the bare minimum and whined when she didn’t reach the top ten. I was in the top ten until I said I didn’t want to do a charity in a hospital setting. 

Our host, a disgraced former model gave me the longest, bullshit ass chewing for that. I worked in a hospital, so therefore, I must want to be there while I’m taking a break from my life by doing this. 

The actress came on and said we were going in alphabetical order. My last name being Mackey, I went, as always, dead in the middle.

The dweeb would go first, and it was clear he wasn’t ready. He had a hit or miss performance that quickly slipped into a hit and miss performance. The actress visibly winced at his uncomfortable manner.

We were supposed to give critiques when the performance was over, and a great many people agreed that once everyone else performed, he’d get another chance.

He sat down and watched the others, taking notes on their performance. I watched the others, partly taking mental notes of what I could do at the end, or fly by the seat of my pants when the time came.

Janessa showed some promise. She must have meant it when she said she’d win this for her friends that didn’t.

I stood up and walked to the stage, my heart pounding in my chest as Janessa sneered at me.

I breathed in and out and pulled from my experience. I had time off when my sister tried to kill herself. I wasn’t allowed bereavement time to see her. I threatened to quit, and they withheld my check for a week. I had to go back and beg. 

All that hate welled up inside me as I stepped forward, deciding to play my character as meek. “I’m not surprised you’re late,”’ the actress said.

“I ...I was at my mother’s funeral,” I said, attempting to put an edge to my words that I quickly drew back.

As she said her lines, I hoped the audience would see my twitching hands as the urge to hold back my rage and not nervousness of performing in front of others.

“Hello, are you listening to me?”

Her line was something like “I’m sorry, but we need you here and you need to get your priorities in order.”

I nodded, swallowed hard and said, “I’m sorry, I’ll get my uniform on, and be right out.”

She left, and it was up to me to take a few minutes to show the audience what my character was going through. I breathed in and out and fumbled and struggled with my apron and pressed my hands to my temples.

I never liked the fanning of the face, it always felt so beauty pageant. I pressed my lips together and turned to see that she had come back.

“Oh my god, I have given you more than enough time. The day shift wants to go home and you’re the only waitress I have tonight.”

“Why am I the only waitress you have, where are the others?” I asked through gritted teeth.

She listed off a bunch of names and how one was on vacation, one had a baby, and the other was sick.

“Chloe is always sick,” I said, my voice cracking.

“I’m so sick of your flippant attitude, wipe your damn tears, and pull yourself together, I need you out on the floor.”

My intention was to push the pain down, attempt to powder my nose and collapse into a fit of tears as she left. However, she didn’t leave. She stood there, whispering about my life. I swear the producers told her my secrets.

“I know your sister tried to kill herself. You and here were in and out of counseling your whole lives. Your mother is tired of you.”

As my hands lit on the table, I flipped it, shattering the mirror and cracking the wood. It lifted six inches off the floor, and the drawer came off in my hand. I screamed and threw it aside.

She attempted to stop me, saying “stop acting like a psycho, you are on thin ice, young lady.”

I pushed my breath out and looked at her. 

“Fucking push me in then!” I screamed, getting closer and looking down at her. “I think every day about your death, imagining the blood, and the pain. Since I won’t get that, I’m settling for this, watching your dreams of your perfect restaurant slipping through your fingers.”

I yanked my apron off, and grabbed my coat, intentionally crunching the glass as I exited.

Silence held the room for a long time.

I had enough time to go back to my seat, exhale, and center myself. The hostess of the show slowly crept out, clearing her throat and lapsing into her façade of quirky girl, about to hand out backhanded compliments.

“Okay, we have...” the actress came up and whispered in her ear.

“Right, Davey, come up and take your second chance.”

They quickly got the stage cleaned and redid the scene.

He did better this time. 

I didn’t get any critiques on my performance. I didn’t care. I wanted to go home after they used my past against me.

I hadn’t won a challenge yet, so you can imagine my shock as they came out and announced I won this challenge.

There were no scattered whispers, clapping or cheering. 

The actress painted a smile on her face that did nothing to hide her discomfort, as she said, “I can’t just give you a dinner, instead my prize is a small role in any show of your choosing.” That was when the host chimed in and said, “except Legends of Oxnard,” she grimaced, staring at me.

No one hid their fear or hurt.

“You can choose any show and anyone to go with.”

Unable to think, I said my favorite ghost show.

“Okay,” the actress said, forcing the smile deeper “who would you like to take with you,”

When the dweeb was the only one looking at me, I pointed to him and said, “I would like to go with him.”

In the instant we got back to the house, my roommates dispersed, moving out so fast they left drawers open and socks trailing down the hall. 

The cameras left us alone, but the confessional was still set up. I was about to go down when I saw a line. They all looked at me, a mix of glaring and unease in their eyes. They kept their voices hushed as they said their piece and filed in and out. In groups they walked up, casting glances at me as I stared out into the hall. 

I suddenly didn’t want to go down and do my confession. I wanted to see if they would talk about me. However, as I approached the doors, I pulled back and took myself to confessional anyway.

I plopped down heavily on the chair and instantly began. “Oh, my fucking god, these people are being so dramatic. I was acting you pussies. I am not Jared Leto or Shia Lebouf. All my roommates moved out. I was the only one giving a performance. I am so mad right now that I don’t even remember the name of the girl who keep her script and shook the whole time. She didn’t project, turned her back on the audience and avoided the actress’s eye contact. She had to start her scene many times, and the only reason I’m saying this is because they praise her. They praised her tonight, and she is almost always close to the top ten. I hope she goes home tonight; it has been so aggravating having her as a roommate.” 

I sighed and pressed my tears away. That was a little stream of consciousness, but whatever, it needed to be said.

They came for us, at seven p.m., taking us down to elimination.

I was called very first.

The hostess’s hands shook as she handed me my paper of critiques and said “I was waiting for you to give all of yourself, but I think you took it too far today. You need to find a happy medium.”

She wouldn’t let go of the paper and let it slip from her grasp.

I stooped to pick it up and groaned as I took my place over where I was to wait as they cycled through the others. The usual top ten was next, leaving the coasting ones and then it was Dweeb, thick arms, little girl, and old guy.

Dweeb looked at me, his eyes saying he would rather die than go anywhere with me.

The hostess looked at me, and then to Dweeb.

“Davey, you had to go and redo your scene today. Not many people are granted that privilege. Carlie, I saw your performance, and it was terrible. You have been coasting on your cuteness for a long time. Janessa, you shone for the first time tonight. I am impressed, but is it too late? And, Mark, I see no reason to keep you around, which is why you and Carlie are going home.” The others took their notes and joined us.

Mark and Carlie left without saying anything.

We returned to find Carlie taking her food out of the fridge. Of course, she was going back to the hotel, and of course, we weren’t supposed to have any more than they allowed us to eat. She glared at me as she passed with all her food in her hands. 

“It should have been you,” Janessa said, just seconds after the door clicked closed.

I turned and said, “I’ve thought the same thing about you several times.”

The women lined up, blocking my entrance 

“I always knew you were a psycho,” a girl I dubbed the pretty one said.

“I acted in a scene,” I said.

“It was more than that,” said the judge’s favorite. “You left your body for a moment and then heaved that heavy desk up and over.”

“You guys, I was acting. Besides, I don’t remember any of you having all your deeply personal things aired out for all to hear.”

Janessa smirked. “That was a nice touch,”

I was done. I attempted to push through them and go up to my room when they grabbed me, lifting me up and slamming my face into the floor.

With the impact of the blow, I was sure I’d cracked my skull open. Everything was numb from my face to my teeth that I left behind as they dragged me out and into the elevator, tying my arms and stuffing a gag in my mouth.

They picked me up and dragged me out of the house. I was in and out of it





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ALLISON MILLER






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





