



[image: The Legend of the Infested Furniture]







[image: by Angela Riteman]


 





[image: and]


 





[image: Hours + The Man and the Cart - both by Anthony R. Wilbourne]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Series Info

The Legend of the Infested Furniture

Hours

The Man and the Cart

Other Books from 1613 Productions

About the Author

Thank You


Copyright © 2025 by Angela Riteman  

Copyrights © 2025 by Anthony R. Wilbourne  







Published by 1613 Productions, a division of 1613 Enterprises  

All rights reserved  







This book is a work of fiction.  All characters, locales and events contained herein are products of the author’s imagination.  Any resemblance or reference to an actual person, property, locale or so forth—either existing or not—is strictly coincidental if not confidential.  







This production is protected by a private license.  No part of this work may be reproduced, transmitted or distributed—whether mechanically, electronically, photographically or otherwise—without official permission from the publisher.  







If you wish to contact 1613 Productions, you may do so at the1613s@outlook.com  







Written by Angela Riteman and Anthony R. Wilbourne  

Edited by Anthony Wilbourne  

Book art and design by Anthony Wilbourne  







ISBN-13: 979-8233883729  







“The Legend of the Infested Furniture,” ebook edition, printed in December 2025 in the United States of America  

“Hours,” second edition, printed in January 2026 in the United States of America  

Originally printed as an ebook in December 2025  

“The Man and the Cart,” ebook edition, printed in December 2025 in the United States of America  


	[image: ]


	 
	[image: ]







[image: ]



The Legend of the Infested Furniture  


[image: ]






[image: ]



Despite its crudeness, the game really did help.  The honk, honk, honk noise—though annoying—helped Dean forget about where he was.  The blue screen, flickering ghosts and blocky ball eclipsed the flaky, stringy and fuzzy things in the house that made his skin crawl.  The door, which was closed, seemed to protect him from the uncomfortable unfamiliarities that lay outside the room.  The game was “Pac-Man,” and although it wasn’t the type of VG he would’ve been playing if he were at home, it was making his overnight stay at the Westlakes slightly more tolerable.  







Dean was more of a side-scroller, beat-’em-up and occasional role-play type of kid.  He didn’t mind Ty’s Atari; he just would’ve rather been playing his Nintendo.  It was 1992, long enough ago for something probable to become something speculative, and most of his friends—including himself—had upgraded to the NES or Sega Genesis.  They would visit each other’s houses just to try the consoles out.  But Ty’s house was different.  It was smaller.  Grungier.  With downstairs bedrooms whose enjoyability was ruled by the rotund queen upstairs.  Berna Westlake didn’t like things she couldn’t control.  That she couldn’t shut off.  That was one of the reasons why her son kept his door shut.  He didn’t want his mother to hear the noise and lash out.  







Berna was a friend of Dean’s mother, Elaine.  They met in the early seventies and even dated some of the same men.  The two women, irrespective of their diverging paths, stayed in touch.  While Elaine made the conscious decision to have Dean years later, Berna slipped and birthed CJ at age sixteen with one man and Ty with another five years later.  They were actions Berna always regretted and, if not for the tax credits, would’ve hated.  







Dean disliked Berna.  He thought she was loud, vulgar and mean.  He would see her yell at her kids.  Never hit them, but leave enough of a sting for one to fear such a blow.  







Does Elaine know about this?  







After Ty had his turn at a couple of rounds, CJ—who had been in his room several feet away—opened the door and said, “Didn’t you hear Mom calling?  It’s time to eat.”  







Within seconds, CJ, Ty and Dean ascended to the 4-room clover-like confines of the top floor.  They stopped at the center, where the living room met the hall.  In the boys’ line of sight was the kitchen and a cream-colored steel-legged table.  On its top were three bowls of something thick, lumpy and brown.  There was also a plate of Wonder Bread slices.  







“Kool-Aid’s in the fridge,” Berna said un-attentively.  







She was planted on the couch, watching a broadcast.  The couch, which will serve as the catalyst for our story’s terrible end, was black and decorated with pink and blue flowers.  The sofa was similarly colored and decorated.  Berna had gotten the set at a yard sale.  The couch stood by a wall, the sofa by an adjacent wall, a 24-inch television by another wall, and a folding table—holding a fourth bowl and beer—by her.  







CJ approached the table first.  He got a better look at the heated mush.  He wasn’t happy.  







Dean, meanwhile, surveyed the kitchen.  In addition to the sink of dishes, half-empty coffee pot and can of mounting garbage, there was a musty odor that the Westlakes probably couldn’t smell but an infrequent visitor like himself could.  







Typically, Berna had her children help with the chores—usually on Sundays or at some other point during the week.  But today was Friday, and because of an argument between Berna and CJ, Wednesday’s top floor cleaning was postponed.  







“Chili again,” CJ moaned.  







Berna turned away from the TV.  “Wha’ do you mean, ‘chili again?’”  







“We had that last week.”  







In a sporting yet ominous way, she replied, “No, you didn’t.  You didn’t get bread with it last time.  Eat it.”  







CJ said he wasn’t hungry.  







“I’m not having you waste food.”  







Thinking Dean’s presence would keep Berna under control, the teen didn’t budge, so she raised her voice as if their semi-invited guest wasn’t there.  Semi-invited?  “I’m serious.”  







CJ, feeling threatened, sat down.  Ty and Dean followed.  







The boys ate their chili, which was salty but not disgusting.  Dean proceeded to grab a slice of bread, pull it apart and set the pieces around his bowl.  







Having taken a swig of Kool-Aid, Ty asked, “Whatcha doing, Dean?”  







“Making breadsticks,” he answered respectfully.  “For dunking.”  







CJ remained quiet, periodically sipping small spoonfuls of chili.  







“Cool,” Ty said.  “Lemme try.”  







Shortly thereafter, when “Wheel of Fortune” was playing, Berna asked Dean how his parents were getting along and if there had been any news.  







He knew what she meant by “news.”  A month ago, after he had stayed the night, Dean told his mother that Berna forgot to feed him, which wasn’t exactly true seeing how she allowed the boys to eat out of the refrigerator.  Nevertheless, the deeply concerned Mrs. Kirkland called an unsuspecting Ms. Westlake, and although Dean didn’t hear the entire conversation, he gathered that it probably wasn’t a very friendly one.  Since then, Dean had seen a change in Berna.  A superficial kind of change that was hard to interpret.  Like a box full of wasps?  Or a couch full of...?  







“No news,” Dean answered timidly.  “They went out for dinner and a movie.  I guess they needed some time alone, you know?”  







“Yeah, I know.”  







After some more questions and answers, the heavy matriarch mentioned that she used to date Mr. Kirkland.  







Dean hadn’t heard this before, despite always having known her and her kids.  If he could’ve remembered anything before his third birthday, he would’ve remembered his mother babysitting the Westlake children.  Back when Berna was out doing licit and illicit things.  







“Really?” Dean said oddly.  “For how long?”  







“Not long,” Berna replied.  







Dean caught CJ stabbing the bottom of his bowl with a spoon.  







“Your mom and I were friends at the time.  She was seeing a guy named Lenny, and I was seeing your father, but after we split, he took your mom for a walk and three years later they were married.”  







Dean was relieved, for he didn’t think he could love Berna as a mother.  







“Do Ty and CJ see their fathers?”  







Berna didn’t answer, so Ty answered for her.  “My dad left when I was two.  He visits sometimes.  CJ’s dad...?”  







“Maybe he got hit by a bus,” CJ said aloofly.  







Berna let that go.  To her, it was better to try and guess the phrase on TV than the whereabouts of some unwitting donor she didn’t care for.  







Eventually, the clapa-clapa of Pat Sajak and his contestants reclaimed the living room.  This allowed CJ to flick a glob of chili at his guest.  







“Hey!” Dean exclaimed.  







Berna huffed, but didn’t turn away from her show.  







Ty said he saw that and CJ said “Shut up.  You didn’t see nothin’.”  







CJ was actually jealous of Dean because he had both a father and the ability to complain without getting in trouble.  







Berna demanded an explanation.  Ty explained what CJ did and CJ, after denying it, explained that Dean had spilt chili on himself.  







Angered at having her attention diverted, the volatile woman shrieked, “Stop goofing off and finish your dinner.”  







Dean, who had just finished wiping his face, was angry at the short-haired female Jabba.  It was one thing to yell at her own kids, but another to yell at somebody else’s.  The boy lowered his narrow face, feeling the sting and seeing an ant scurry across the floor.  Do these ants play a role in Dean’s or Berna’s development?  Are they coming from the couch?  







After dinner, Dean returned to Ty’s cramped downstairs bedroom.  The lights were on and “Dinosaurs” played in the background.  It was just past nine according to Ty’s alarm clock and the world outside his small rectangular window was as black as tar.  







“What’s CJ’s problem?” Dean asked Ty.  “Did I do something to offend him?”  







Dean was sitting on Ty’s blanket.  Berna offered him the couch, much to her unease, but he chose the carpet.  Ty had an extra sheet anyway, and down here, Dean could enjoy his import of Charleston Chew, Cheetos and Coca-Cola without upsetting the woman upstairs.  He went sock-footed the last time he was here and Berna seemed offended by that.  







“Nah, he’s just butt-hurt because he got caught skipping school.”  







Ty went on to talk about the argument he walked into, the call from CJ’s principal and his half-brother’s threat of running away.  







CJ not only skipped school, but also smoked cigarettes, attended parties unchaperoned and jumped off bridges with friends, which made the least sense—even to him.  The bridges were high and the depths were often questionable, for it wasn’t always easy to see what lay beneath the surface.  But like a lot of kids, CJ loved to see how invincible he was.  How close he could come to meeting the Reaper.  







“Run away?” Dean said curiously.  “To where?”  







“Nowhere.  I don’t think he was serious.  I think...”  This was more for his brother than for Dean.  “Mom still sees a little of his dad in him.”  







Dean was nine and too young to understand.  He knew how it felt to bear a grudge, to want to get back at somebody, but didn’t know how a grudge could become so great that it wound up defining a person’s existence.  







Later, at around one in the morning, Ty woke up.  He drank a little too much Kool-Aid and was now paying the price.  This was a conundrum because he knew Berna didn’t like her children roaming around after bedtime—that was her time—yet he learned from CJ what the punishment would be for pissing in any place but the toilet.  She might not find out right away, but eventually, she would.  Nonetheless, Ty had to go.  He couldn’t hold it ’til morning.  He’d just have to tell Berna that if he got caught.  







So, Ty quietly set his sheet aside, crawled to the end of the bed and arose.  Dean was asleep.  His snack trash, in his backpack.  Upon entering the basement space, Ty stepped forward about ten times.  It was pitch-black, and CJ’s room was vacant.  He had gone out.  After finding the ragged wooden banister, Ty worked his way up the staircase and entered another space whose light-shadows gave the darkness upstairs some shape.  He was just a few feet away from the bathroom when he heard a series of grunts and cries come from Berna’s room.  Not knowing any better, Ty turned to his left, opened the door and hit the light—catching his mother and some man in a very weird position, which to him, resembled a misconfigured Barbie doll.  Dean heard Berna’s scream and awoke.  







The better part of the weekend had passed and Dean readjusted to life back home.  He was happy to be closer to the wide open streets and fruit trees, and further away from the chaotic deep-city surroundings of the Westlakes’ neighborhood.  He spent yesterday and part of today getting reacquainted with his NES, friends and bright bug-free bedroom—where he was currently doing his math homework.  







Dean liked math.  With the exception of art, it was a subject he studied every year.  Taking what he learned the previous year and applying it to the next.  As of now, he was on equivalent fractions.  







Dean was working on problem 17—just three away from the word problems—when Elaine knocked on his open door
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