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For my Ancestors.

Those who came before.

Those who will come after.
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Content Warning


[image: ]


This is a crime and horror short story collection with dark themes. This book may contain content that trig-gers some readers, including death, murder, and torture. 

For a full list of warnings, please refer to the book details page on my official website.

renaaliston.com/the-devils-hymn/
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Profit
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I TALKED ABOUT what was going on with my sister. The conversation shifted to my parents and the problems with my cousin. I studied her as she grabbed her pen and paper. “What are you doing?”

“Writing.”

“Writing what?”

“Your life is fascinating. I’ve been trying to come up with an idea for a novel but couldn’t figure out what to make the story about. But this is gold.”

I grabbed the knife from the table and sliced through her neck. If there was anyone who was going to profit off of my misery, it was going to be me.
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The Rock
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TIMOTHY GRASPED ONTO the flashlight as I chiseled the stone. The light bounced around as his eyes searched the field.

“Hold it still, dammit!”

He gripped tighter on the flashlight as a piece of the rock broke off. 

My eyes widened as the diamond glistened. “Oh, look at her. She’s a beaut.”

“How much do you think we’ll get for her?”

My eyes darkened as I turned to face him. “You mean, how much will I get?” I grasped onto my knife and sliced through his throat. His body fell to the ground as a grin spread across my face.
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One Final Job
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I THOUGHT I would retire after fourteen years of putting in long hours and being separated from my family, but I was wrong.

I got the call last night. He sent me the photograph this morning. It was him. The man who murdered my sister. I'd been searching for him for the past five years. Eventually gave up after the trail grew cold. A part of me did it for my family. They deserved peace.

But staring at his picture, I knew what needed to be done. Grabbing my SIG P365, I headed out the door for one last job.
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I SHOULD BE disgusted with myself, but I’m not. She had it coming.

We met fourteen years ago in college. We majored in the same studies. Our taste in men–same. But we were different. She was shallow. My humbleness fed her ridicule. We remained faithful to our roles throughout the years. She was the humiliator. I played the victim. But things changed. I changed.

No longer willing to play her games, I stepped out of the shadows with blade in hand and cut out the pain. There she laid on a bed of leaves, begging for my humility to return.
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The Shadow
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CURVES AND SHADOWS danced along the walls. En-tranced by their rhythm, I watched, stalking their movements. The chandelier rattled as the ghosts stomped up and down on the floor. I grasped onto the couch cushion. My eyes widened as one shadow moved closer.

Shapes surrounded me. A curve reached out, stinging my flesh. A straight line prodded my forehead. But the shadow stood still, staring, stalking. Its eyes pierced my soul.

I levitated off the couch and floated toward the wall. Two hands reached out, grasping onto my shoulders. My body pulled inside; I saw the face of the shadow.
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The Portal
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THE MIST SWIRLED off the freshly fallen snow. I glimpsed it, hiding within the murk–two glowing orbs piercing through the white cloud. My eyes squinted. My body tightened. I searched through the fog, but saw nothing. 

Calm returned as the mist cleared. A trail of footprints led to the cabin, resting thirty feet away. I took a few steps before a gust of wind almost knocked me to the ground. It was at that moment I realized I wasn’t alone.

My brother texted me a few weeks ago about this place—strange noises, apparitions. He thought it was the temperature change playing with his mind, but the more messages he sent, the more disturbing his beliefs became. I hadn’t heard from him since.

I continued toward the cabin, trudging along in the deep snow, battling the gale as I slogged up the three wooden steps. I gripped the railing, then entered. 

“Aaron?” My voice echoed off of the walls. I pulled my jacket collar closer to my neck as a breeze rushed in through the open window. I scurried through the living area and over to the window, grabbing hold of the frame and slamming it closed.

My body straightened as I saw him standing in the snow—black boots, torn jeans, blood-stained t-shirt. I bolted through the front door, running toward him as he collapsed to his knees. “Aaron, are you alright?”

His dry, cracked lips parted, but no words escaped.

I helped him to his feet and brought him inside. Reclined on the couch, I covered him with a blanket before shuffling to the fireplace. Four logs rested in the black iron holder. I tossed one inside and started a fire.

The warmth caressed my hands and face as I removed my coat and walked over to the couch. Aaron’s dark eyes stared out the window. His beard glistened as the ice melted. 

I left him alone, hoping the shock would eventually wear off on its own, and journeyed around the cabin. The kitchen was off to the other side of the house. A wooden table surrounded by four chairs sat in the middle. The room housed a refrigerator, microwave, and coffeemaker. One window rested above the sink.

I ventured over to the back door, grasped onto the handle, and yanked it open. A white sheet graced my eyes. Not another cabin in sight for miles. A deep cough caught my attention as I locked the door and hurried into the living area. 

Aaron adjusted himself on the sofa. His heavy eyelids closed as his breath returned to normal.

I shifted my attention upstairs. My boots scraped against the steps as they creaked with my movement. The rail wobbled as I reached for it, trying to keep my balance.

My feet greeted the landing as my eyes traveled down the long hall—three closed doors and a lone window at the far end. I sighed, willing my feet to move. The right slid across the wood, followed by the left.

My heavy breath escaped as I grasped onto the knob and turned. The click radiated through my palm. I pushed the door open. It was empty. I strode to the window and peeked outside. Emptiness swallowed me as I once again realized we were alone.

I exited the room, closing the door behind me, and hurried to the next room. The door ajar, it grated against the frame as I forced it open. A wooden rocking chair sat in front of the window.

My feet slid across the floorboards while I remained fixated on the chair. I took a deep breath as I turned toward the window. I saw him–standing outside, black boots, torn jeans, blood-stained t-shirt.

I ran out of the room, down the stairs, and toward the front door. My hand grasped onto the doorknob but my eyes journeyed toward the living room window. “Aaron?”

He turned and looked at me. A smile spread across his face as he grasped onto the blanket. “You made it.”

“What’s going on?”

“I don’t know.” He ambled toward the couch and took a seat. “Have you been upstairs?”

“Yes.”

“Did you see it?”

“See what?”

“The third room.”

My back straightened as my eyes traveled along the ceiling. “I didn’t make it that far.”

He got up from the sofa and advanced toward the stairs. I followed behind him–up the steps, down the hall. He turned and looked at me before opening the door.

The room differed from the others. Furnished. Painted. Even the window was covered. But it was the drawings on the wall that caught my attention. I moved closer, studying the markings. “These are runes.”

“Yeah. I’ve been trying to figure out the message.”

“Any luck?”

“No.” He lowered his head to the floor. “I’m glad you came, but wish you didn’t.”

“You sounded crazy when we last talked. You scared the shit out of me. And then I come here. You’re outside, no coat, blood all over you. Who’s blood?”

“Bryce.”

My eyes widened. “You brought Bryce?”

“It was his idea.”

“Of course it was. Idiot! How did he find this place?”

“I don’t know.”

“Tell me what happened.”

“He attacked me while I was sleeping. I got the knife off of him, but he went mad. I had to.”

“I understand. Where’s the body?”

“Downstairs. There’s a room off the side of the kitchen.”

I turned my attention to the wall as Aaron shuffled around behind me. “What were you doing outside?”

“Trying to leave.”

“Trying?”

“I figured if I walked far enough, I’d reach another cabin, but I never did. Somehow, I made my way back here.”

“I don’t understand.”

“It won’t let me leave.”

“What won’t let you leave?” The rocking chair creaked; our gazes met. 

Venturing down the hall, Aaron pushed open the door. I grabbed hold of his arm as a figure rose out of the chair, turned and faced us. His seven foot body arched forward as he lurched toward us. 

We backed out of the room. My body trembled as my eyes shifted to the right. Another one approached. Aaron grabbed my hand as my eyes darted to the left. A third one appeared.

Aaron removed his blanket and wrapped it around me. “They can’t see you if you’re covered up. Go into the third room.”

“I’m not leaving you.”

“Trust me. Now go!”

I bolted past the creature, ran into the room, slammed the door shut, and backed into the wall. My body jolted as a wave of lightning pierced my spine.

I turned and studied the inscription. My eyes ping-ponged between the runes and then I saw it—the words—a blood oath. 

I reached into my back pocket and removed my knife. Slicing the palm of my hand, I smeared the blood over the runes and chanted the hidden message.

Screams shattered the windows. A loud thud came from the hallway. I ran out of the room. Aaron laid in the middle of the floor, struggling to get to his feet. 

“Are you okay?”

“What happened?”

“I think I found a way out,” I said as I helped him to his feet.

“Well, whatever you did scared them off. I’m going downstairs.”

“For what?”

“Provisions.” Aaron sprinted down the hall as I ran back into the room. Pots and pans rattled, echoing throughout the cabin as he tossed the kitchen. His footsteps battered the stairs and hallway as he approached.

My body trembled as the door slammed. Aaron placed a box of food on the floor before tossing an extra blanket on top and joining me on the wall.

“It’s a blood ritual.” I pointed to the lines drawn between the sets of runes. “I think these are doorways. If I’m correct, we’ve opened the first door.”

“How many more are there?”

“Two.”

We sat in silence for a couple of hours, staring at the wall. I decoded half of the symbols before Aaron stopped me for dinner. His entire premise was my staying nourished enough to figure out the message. My priority was leaving quickly. We both were right.

Aaron analyzed what I had deciphered while I cleaned up. He added a few lines, helping to push things along a little faster.

“What are the creatures?”

“I’m thinking they’re remnants of chaos. Whoever opened the doors didn’t close them properly, allowing them to break through into our world.”

“How do we send them home?”

“I don’t think we can. Bryce must have found something that led him to this place. Your coming here brought life, energy, therefore waking them.”

“Can we put them back to sleep?”

“I see two options–we die or we leave.”

We gathered in front of the wall, Aaron’s hand in mine, and took a deep breath
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