
​A Boy Named Coil

​Estrella Betker 



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A BOY NAMED COIL

    

    
      First edition. December 17, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Estrella Betker.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232072131

    

    
    
      Written by Estrella Betker.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Estrella Betker

	    

      
	    
          
	      Journey Through the Dark

          
        
          
	          Nightshade

          
        
          
	          Foxglove

          
        
          
	          Baneberry

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          In These Haunted Halls

          
        
          
	          En Estos Pasillos Embrujados

          
        
          
	          A Boy Named Coil

          
        
          
	          Rose Colored Glasses

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Estrella Betker

Dedication

Epigraph

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Epilogue

Sign up for Estrella Betker's Mailing List

Further Reading: In These Haunted Halls

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For the unseen,
and for the hands that reached for them.

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
 
 
See, I have written your name on the palms of my hands.
 
Isaiah 49:16 NLT


    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter One


[image: ]


***
[image: ]


THE GROWL OF HIS STOMACH threatened to expose his hiding place. Three more minutes and Paolo's Pizzaria would shut the lights off. Then he could satisfy the pangs that were hitting in waves now. 

Coil knew Paolo threw many uneaten crusts out into the giant dumpster he was waiting inside. The light switched off and a small neon glow replaced it in the cracked opening in the bin. Coil knew it was a neon pizza with dripping cheese. And it was the sign that Paolo was about to open the large black rusty garbage bin door and toss a bag in. Coil shifted his small ten year old body against the cold wall of the bin. 

A scream of the hinges had Coil holding his breath. Little sweat beads made his long thin curls stick to his face. He had done this countless times. But the moment of was still terrifying. A large plastic bag flew up into the sky and down into the rest of the trash. The bin was halfway full. Coil had opened a few bags and found very spoiled food. It would make him sick; he knew first hand how that'd turn out. 

His mother had always left him to sit here in this bin while she ran off to make the demons in her mind disappear. Coil of course knew now it wasn't a magic potion that took the pain away– like she had told him– it was a needle she kept with her always, a spoon, a rubber cord, and a lighter. And a special rock she had to sell her soul to get. 

Now Coil no longer waited for his mother to come back. When his curls were much shorter and his eyes larger– he had waited for three nights for her to come get her son. But she never returned. It had been a holiday and Paolo's Pizzeria had taken that holiday so the bin lay fairly empty, except for one large bag that smelled foul. By day two Coil had ripped the bag and spilled out its horrid contents. Most of it was used napkins, and empty soda cups. But the bottom of the bag had pooled with marinara sauce and cheese that had changed color and was stretchier than normal; the cheese smelled so sour, but he had been so hungry that he chanced it. Putting a blue speckled crust and cheese that reminded him of vomit into his mouth he thought how it hadn't been his worst meal. But it had definitely made him dirty. 

Coil had eaten it and as soon as he had finished did he vomit everything. It had tasted awful going down, but it was nothing to it coming back up. Then he started sweating. A fever broke out. And he lay in the old rusty bin the whole day and night. He soiled himself in a hallucination.

The bin had become too small to avoid any more mess on the ground so he lay in his filth and waited. The fever had broken, his mind cleared, his nose furious at the scents, his legs ached as he climbed over the bin. No signs of his mother anywhere. 

Since that awful weekend he hadn't truly loved pizza crusts and marinara sauce but a beggar can't be a chooser, right?

Coil listened for Paolo to leave. The sound of his footsteps and gentle singing got continually quieter until Coil couldn't wait anymore. He tore the bag and scavenged through the goods. He came up empty. Not even a bone from a chicken wing. It must have been a slow night. Coil’s stomach screamed and ached already. He looked at some severely spoiled food. The temptation was there. But he couldn't bring himself to stoop so low. He now knew he had standards. They weren't high but they were higher than mold and fermented cheese.

He pushed himself up close to the bin wall and pushed the bin lid with his head, his bushy curls softening the metal bones of it. His eyes, still larger and brown, looked from side to side before slipping out of the garbage bin. He stumbled two steps before gaining his balance. Turning out of the alley he headed to the street. At this time there wouldn't be many people about. Coil knew that people who lived in homes and ate in restaurants and had big thick coats in winter time were disturbed to see Coil digging through the street trash in the cans. So he tried to avoid the streets where people walked in crowds. But at this hour everything died down, even those streets– and if Coil’s memory served him right, there were lots of half-drunk coffees and partially eaten pastries wrapped in napkins. Eating in those streets was a real treat and Coil's stomach cried out at the thought. 

It was dangerous because the lamplight lit the path and people called police to take people who dug through street trash away in large white trucks. 

Coil’s heart thudded hard against his chest. His back was flat on the wall. He looked left then right...or maybe it was right then left– Coil didn't know his left and right. The coast was clear and Coil beelined for a street bin sitting directly under a lamp. His stomach was too hungry to care anymore. If he had been smart, Coil would have gone a block further where a streetlamp had burned out and a large burger with only two bites lay on top untouched by trash. Instead, Coil's small hand dove into the light of the street lamp and his face pushed against the metal opening to see the contents. One of his feet went up into the air and the other weighed himself on five little toes.

A large hand grabbed his shoulder. He froze, trying to think of a lie as he pulled his arm out of the trash. 

“Sorry sir, I dropped my... my...” What did people here drop? He looked up and the man had thick dark eyebrows and hair swept back with a bit of it rebelling on his forehead. Amid the grunge feature he looked kind and Coil forgot he was trying to finish a lie. 

“I have dropped a few of mine too, son.” Coil scrunched his nose at the word son. Mostly to look disgusted at the term but moreso to cover the ache he felt at someone calling him that. His stomach growled at that moment and red pooled to his bronze cheeks but the man didn't react. 

“I'm pretty hungry too; I missed my lunch today. I know a great place for a greasy burger and cheesy fries. You want to grab a bite to eat with me? I don't like eating alone.”

Coil had half a mind to tell him he wasn’t his son and he didn't need his charity. But the other half wondered if his stomach would rebel and eat Coil's body if he didn't eat. It had been too many days without food this time. He had to eat. He had never had a burger and cheesy fries in a restaurant before. So he shrugged and pretended he couldn't care less. The man smiled and turned and Coil realised this man was fast and he had to jog behind him to keep up. By the time they got to the diner, Coil's legs threatened to buckle.

The man opened the door and Coil straightened up. Warm air pushed against his face and he dusted the front of his dirty clothes off. He had some dignity. He stepped foot onto the checkered tile floor. He swallowed as the air swarmed in scents of all kinds of things that Coil could taste in the air. Music was playing and the silver metal side boards and red walls were stunning, but all Coil tried to do was try to remember every smell he could. 

"Welcome to Aunt Poe's,” the man said. Kicking a cigarette butt to the sidewalk as he entered, he grumbled to himself “I really gotta quit those things.” Coil glanced at the dying red ember. He wondered why the man didn't quit if he wanted to. The man seemed like he could do anything. He turned back to the man, but he had already walked towards a booth that had its own light and a large window to the ever growing cold outside. Coil watched the man slide on one side and gesture to the other. Coil looked at the smooth, mint green  bench. It looked like a place to die and be at peace. He slipped his legs under the table and sat down. The pillow that graced his backside made him close his eyes and lay against the back rest which was equally comfortable. Yup, you could die and be at peace here. He thought. The man cleared his throat and Coil caught a glimpse of the man's smile before turning to the lady that came to them. Coil wanted to sit up straight and be respectful, but his body craved the cushion: he didn't dare move lest it be a dream. 

“Hey Si, who's the kid?” Coil sat straight, the cushioned bench replaced by fear of being pushed out of this place and a broom hitting his backside as he went back into the cold. The man who the lady had called Si turned and nodded to the boy. 

“New friend.” And Coil stared up at the plump lady. Her dress matched the bench and the white apron had oil stains on it. In her hand was a notebook and a small pencil. Her lips were painted red and her eyes were tinted with blue. 

“You got a name there, kid?” She said with a smile. Despite her appearance she seemed nice. So he nodded, but words didn't come out. She chuckled and turned back to Si.  

“He's cute. I might just trade him for you!” Si smiled at her and Coil thought maybe he had come between him and his...woman? She looked older than him by quite a bit. And Coil was about to say he wasn't tryin’ to start nothin’, but she winked at Si and he swept his hair back childishly.

“Can't turn your back on me now, Bertha. You promised me endless burgers and cheesy fries.” This time Bertha laughed and tousled his hair. 

“With two cokes.” She scribbled on her pad and turned away
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