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CHAPTER 1
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My girlfriend has worms in her vagina, but I fuck her anyway. No Trichomonas vaginalis can stop me from getting pussy. I realise the likelihood of my contracting the virus, but I don’t care. Her pussy sliding into mine is the only thing keeping me going right now.

I’m not surprised when five days later, I have frothy, foul-smelling discharge, itching, burning, and discomfort during urination and sex.

The doctor prescribed us both metronidazole twice daily. We had to abstain from alcohol and sex until the treatment was over. I was a grave worker, and on Monday, I was preparing a grave for a woman’s late husband, whose funeral was being held tomorrow. My girlfriend called me.

“Aza? What’s up?” I asked her, clutching my phone to my ear with my gloved hand, resting my foot on the shovel by the grave.

“Julie, something’s gone wrong. Did you see the news? The Carpenter is back in town. Three more girls have gone missing near the cemetery. I’m worried about you. The serial killer is getting close to you. Can you come home early? Resign even?” she said, her voice crackly through the phone.

“Baby, you know I can’t do that. There are no other jobs for me right now as someone who hasn’t even graduated high school at twenty-three. I’m only getting my diploma next year when I finish.”

“I hate that you’re near that monster. I don’t want you to get hurt.”

“I know, but I’ll be okay. Besides, if the killer finds me, I can fight back,”

“This isn’t a joke. I’m worried,”

“I know. I’m sorry. I promise it will all work out.”

I cut the call and finished work for the day. I changed in the shed, and then I went to have lunch with my friend Angus at the diner.

“I have a new offer for you. A job on a farm. Good pay. You’ll have to live on site. Think you can handle it? My friend Josh is looking for a farmworker.”

“Is it far? I don’t want to be away from Aza. She gets anxious when I’m far from home,” I asked him, sipping my coffee and taking a bite of my avocado BLT.

“It’s just outside of town. You can bring her with you, if you want. You’ll be staying in the back room. Josh is nice. I’m sure he won’t mind, as long as you both pitch around the farm.”

“Okay, I’ll ask her, but I’ll take the job. Send me the details.”

“Great. You start on Wednesday.”
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Aza and I drove through the hollowed streets of Eden, a small agricultural town on the hill. The houses were far apart, the people self-reliant, and the weather overcast and rainy. We met Josh, a seventy-year-old farmer who lived in a farmhouse with his wife, Cam and their three kids.

“It’s nice to meet you two. I just need helpers in the stable. Feed the horses, groom them, ride them and train them. Your friend told me you used to work on a stable in your teens and have horse riding experience,” he said.

“Yeah, Aza used to be a professional competitor in horse riding, but I worked in the stables. I met her that way. I used to work in her family home,” I told Josh.

He nodded gruffly, then led us to our new living area. It was a small cottage behind the enlarged farmhouse next to the stables. Aza and I settled into the space and unpacked our luggage. Josh gave us space and left.

“I’m happy you’re not working at the grave anymore,” Aza said, drinking her medication. I did the same.

“I’m glad you agreed to come with me. I know you’re a city girl.” I said to her.

“I don’t mind, baby. I go where you go,” she said, kissing me. I held her tight, our boobs brushing each other as we French-kissed, her tongue sliding against mine.

“Let me go make us some dinner. See what’s in the fridge. If there’s nothing, I’ll go to town and get us some food,” she said, and I nodded.

She left, and I went outside to the stables for my first day on the job.
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A dead pig lay on its side as a wolf ripped it to shreds behind the stables near the woods. My heart raced at the scene. The gate to the pig sty was slightly ajar, and I rushed to shut it tight. The wolf finished eating the pig and left its carcass on the forest floor a few meters ahead of me. I walked closer to the dead pig and felt bile rise in my throat as I saw its innards.

It looked like the pig had already been dead when the wolf came to eat it. It probably died from a cold, and maggots were already in its innards. I grabbed a shovel, dug a hole, and buried the pig.

I started working in the stables: clearing dung, cleaning the stables, and grooming the horses. At the end of the day, I finished my work and went back into the cottage. Aza had dinner ready. She was Palestinian, so she made me meals from home regularly.

On the table, hummus, falafel, tabbouleh, and maqlouba were scattered on fancy china plates.

“You made all of this in a few hours?” I asked her.

“My mother put some leftovers in our luggage, and I heated them. But I did head to the store, and I made the hummus and falafel while you were gone,” Aza said.

“This looks amazing, Aza. Thank you,” I said, kissing her. She smiled, and then we got to eating.

We finished everything. I ate most of the food in huge gulps. I worked hard and was a rabid eater. Food meant everything to me, and Aza’s home cooking was comforting. It was also nice learning about her culture. My parents came from Sudan, so I felt like our cultures mirrored each other in some parts. I sometimes cooked Sudanese food like Kudra Mafrook, Sharmout Abiyad and Kamunia for us, and she loved it. My mother still taught me new recipes when I went to see my parents back in Grahamstown in the Eastern Cape.

We finished dinner, then we went to bed. Later that night, I awoke to a loud sound. Aza was snoring beside me. I was a light sleeper, so I awoke. I got out of bed and checked the time on the oven: 3:21 a.m.

The noise sounded like a woman’s screams. I ran outside and rushed towards the source of the screams. It was in the main farmhouse. I paused. Then I blushed. Josh and his wife Cam could be having sex. Their kids weren’t home, so that was probably likely. But this loud? This terrified? I moved close to the window and was relieved when my suspicions were confirmed as I saw their naked bodies moving. I moved away from the sexy scenes, feeling like a voyeur.

When I turned around, a man stood in front of me. I shrieked and then covered my mouth.

“What are you doing out here all alone, miss?” he asked me.

I realised it was a teenage boy.

“Who are you?” I asked him. He looked sixteen or seventeen.

“I’m the farmboy. My dad is the owner of this farm. Who are you?” he asked me, his gaze calculating and observant.

“My name is Julie. What are you doing out here? Shouldn’t you be sleeping inside?”

“I’m Max. I just came home from a friend’s house. But then I heard my parents... You know. Now I’m embarrassed to sneak in. I’m waiting for them to... finish,” he winced at his words. I smiled at his mortified face.

“Do you want to come into my cottage? My girlfriend is sleeping, but I can make you some tea,” I said.

He agreed, and we went back into the cottage. Aza was awake.

“Julie? I was about to go look for you. What happened?” she asked me. She turned to Max. “Who is this?”

“This is Max. Josh’s son. He’s just visiting us. His parents are ... occupied. I offered him some tea,” I said.

“I’ll make you some,” Aza said she started making us all some tea.

“So, is your friend far from here? And why did you come home so late? Sorry, just making conversation. Don’t mean to be nosy,” I asked Max.

“It was a party, actually. My parents let me go. I’m a bit tipsy from the beer,” he said.

Aza gave us our sage tea.

Max thanked her and sipped.

“It’s delicious, thank you,” he told her.

“You’re welcome,” she said.

“When did you two come here?” Max asked.

“We just arrived yesterday. What’s it like here? Is it nice?”

“Yeah, it’s okay. Although there are some weird stories. The Carpenter has been seen here before. They say he travels from each town, kidnapping teenagers and hoarding them in a secret warehouse to kill them and fashion them into furniture. Scary stuff. I can’t wait to leave for university and leave this place.”

“I didn’t know The Carpenter was a nomad,” I said.

“He’s a sneaky serial killer. Probably why no one has caught him yet. He gives supernatural vibes. Like a demon in the night. They say he escaped from hell,” Aza said.

“Should we be speaking of such scary things at the early hours of the morning?” I asked them.

They gave me blank stares.

“You’re right. Thanks for the tea. I’m going back to my room,” Max said.

We bid him goodbye, finished our tea and climbed back into bed.
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I woke up the next morning, and Aza made breakfast. I was missing home and my parents, so she made me some traditional Sudanese Medeeda Hilba, a Fenugreek porridge. I ate it at the kitchen table, and then I went out to start working in the stables. I took some horses out to ride. When I’d given them adequate exercise and fed them, I was walking towards the chicken coop, but a call in the forest made me stop.

“Hello! Is anyone there? Somebody help me!” A man was running full speed towards me. He was covered in blood from head to toe. I screamed as he stood before me, shoving my shovel in his direction.

“Please, I mean no harm. I was attacked by a rabid wolf in the forest. Help me, please,” he cried. I looked closer to see that it was a young boy. He looked like one of Josh’s boys I’d seen around the farm.

“Oh my god, Sam? Are you okay?” I dropped the shovel and helped him to the farmhouse. I called Josh, and he and Cam came to our assistance.

“My boy! I was looking for you. Thank you for finding him, Julie. Sam, what happened?” Josh said.

“I was attacked in the forest while hunting,” he said.

“You know you’re not supposed to hunt there. What were you thinking? Let’s drive you to the hospital.” Cam said to her son.

They took Sam to the hospital, and
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