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      Isn’t a monster just a creature that hasn’t been investigated and classified by science?


    

    
      Frank Reteguiz
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  REWARD









Cinematic:

As the author of this work, I offer you, the reader, the opportunity to redeem a cash reward for introducing this work to any producer that offers an acceptable contract (to the author) for this work. The reward offered is 10% of any option contract for film up to a maximum of $10,000.00.

Via this reward, our mutual goal is to introduce this work to cinematic producers. Many are likely familiar with the term “six degrees of separation,” the theory that anyone on the planet can be connected to any other person through a chain of acquaintances with no more than five intermediaries. This is what I aim to accomplish here with your help.

Think about who you may know in the movies or literary agencies who may be able to help me. It doesn’t hurt to ask, and if your effort pans out, then you’ll be rewarded for it.

Think about who you know that reads and would enjoy this book.

Send any leads, opportunities, or introductions via the email below.




I appreciate your help,

Frank Reteguiz

rickandllewyns@gmail.com








  
  
  Fact

  
  




Annie Lytle Elementary School, aka Public School Number 4 or The Devil’s School, was built in 1918 in Jacksonville, FL, closed in 1960, and then designated as a historic landmark in 2000.
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The Downtown Riots 
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  Prologue

  
  




Saturday

May 30th, 2020

Annie Lytle Elementary School

Formerly Known as Public School #4

11:47 pm




The echoes of police sirens, the pops of exploding tear gas canisters, and orders yelled through megaphones to disperse and go home echo down the St. John’s River from downtown Jacksonville and into the Riverside neighborhood. The normal bustle of nightlife has ceased since the Covid lockdowns; some of the bars and restaurants are able to stay partially open by serving take-out through jerry-rigged walk-up counters where they also serve to-go cocktails. The police choose to look the other way so those businesses can still make money. Tonight, people have stayed inside, and the restaurants closed early, with some boarding their windows in preparation, as the peaceful daytime protests downtown are expected to shift into riots once night comes.

A few blocks down College Street, a black 2019 Camaro slowly approaches and parks behind Fiery Piston Garage, which is next to the abandoned and derelict school. The engine shuts off and two teenagers exit the car: a tall, muscular Black boy wearing a green and orange Mandarin High School letterman jacket and a tall, blonde White girl in a black hoodie and leggings.

“Aren’t you scared?” Jason asks.

“No, I’ve been wanting to do this since October, when my cousin told me the stories of her and her friends sneaking in here when they were in high school,” Lexi says with excitement.

She walks around the Camaro and wraps her arms around Jason’s strong left arm and leans in to give him a peck on his cheek. “And why should I be scared? I always feel safe around you.”

Jason smirks but doesn’t avert his gaze from the old, abandoned school. Vines grow wildly on the walls and through the broken windows of the brick and concrete two-story building. Grime covers the massive concrete columns and arches that are at each entrance. Jason had never appreciated the elegant Greek-inspired arches before, even though he saw them hundreds of times underneath the I-95 overpass whenever he drove downtown. The property is surrounded by a chain link fence with razor wire at the top. At the far corner of the property is a chrome Airstream trailer.

“I’m not climbing over any razor wire and getting tetanus,” Jason says. “I’m also not getting arrested for trespassing either.”

“Relax, we’re going to be fine,” Lexi says as she pulls him along with her. She guides him behind the garage, where there is a narrow passage between the wall and the fence. Lexi switches on her phone’s light and looks around until she finds where the fence splits apart. She looks over at Jason and smiles, “Just where my cousin said it would be.”

“What about us getting caught?” Jason asks as he points at the trailer 75 yards away from them.

“Don’t worry about it. My cousin said that’s an Army vet who the owners hired to maintain the lawn and keep the homeless from living here. He’s probably passed out. Plus, the police are too busy with the riots downtown to respond to a trespassing call. We’ll be fine,” Lexi assures him.

Jason smiles at her, “Okay, let’s go check this off our graduation list.”

Jason pulls open the split in the fence and the couple crawls through it.

“Fuck!” Jason reactively proclaims as the sleeve of his letterman jack is sliced open from a jagged link. He innocently covers his mouth with his hands out of embarrassment. A light switches on in the trailer and a silhouette moves around inside it. The couple crouch behind the tree as a man emerges from the trailer. They can’t see him well in the darkness as they peek their heads out, but they can feel his gaze. They stay still for a minute and uneasily watch as he stares in their direction. Jason thinks about telling Lexi to go back through the fence but the man walks to a bush next to the trailer and spreads his legs. The sound of piss spraying on leaves echoes in the darkness followed by the zipping of his pants. The man climbs back into the trailer and the lights shut off.

Lexi and Jason smile at each other and then quietly cross the lawn and climb the steps to the boarded-up entrance. Lexi uses her phone’s light again to look around the corners of the plywood. Her fingers slip underneath a corner of one and pull up, making the board swivel upward and around the axis of its only screw. Lexi holds the board up as Jason climbs through and then Lexi follows, lowering the board back down when she is clear.

Lexi shines her phone’s light into the dark and musty building, but it’s not enough; the darkness consumes the paltry cell phone light. Jason reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out a black LED flashlight. He switches it on, and the powerful beam of white light slices through the darkness, revealing a tapestry of satanic, gang, and penis joke graffiti covering the high walls. Lexi gives Jason another kiss on the cheek for being prepared.

They’re silent as they explore the first floor of empty classrooms, broken lockers, and bathrooms with trash from different eras piled up on the floor. They make their way to the auditorium doors and find a courtyard that now has a magnificent view of the night sky and a lush oak tree with sprawling limbs growing through the broken gymnasium floorboards.

Lexi admires the unintentional courtyard as she explains, “This use to be the auditorium until a group of bums lit a campfire indoors and caused a massive fire. It destroyed the roof, making it cave in, but this school was built to last, hence why this old girl is still standing. A century old, neglected, and damaged but it’s going to outlast most buildings built today.” Lexi joyfully spins around Jason then pulls him close as she looks him in the eyes and says, “Let’s go find the boiler room.”

Jason is hesitant. “Is it safe to go in there?”

“Safe from what, the structure or the boogeyman?” Lexi jests.

“The structure. You know that story isn’t true.”

“Which one: The boiler room exploding and killing an entire classroom, the principal being a Satanist and performing ritual sacrifices with students, or the disgruntled janitor losing his mind and becoming a cannibal? I prefer the Satanist story over the other two.”

“Come on, be serious,” Jason says unamused.

“I am. Even though the boiler room is more plausible, I would like to think that this school got ‘The Devil’s School’ nickname from the Satanist principal,” Lexi teases.

Jason looks uncomfortable which only endears him more to Lexi.

“Nothing tragic happened here,” she reassures him. “Other than the interstate’s construction, which cut off the school from its original neighborhoods, and the standard inept bureaucracy of wasting a good building. You know I don’t believe in the urban myths. I thought it would be a good memory for us to finally do a traditional trespassing while we’re young and before we graduate. The shutdowns, pandemic, and riots are scary enough. I just want to go back to a time when we can be kids for one more year instead of worrying if we could die from a cough or become pariahs because we disagree on a subject. And I want to be normal with you.”

Jason smiles and brings Lexi in for a warm hug and kisses her sweetly.

“I know. I want a normal high school experience too. But we’re not kids anymore; we haven’t been since Brandon’s dock party last year,” Jason jokes.

Lexi gives him a sweet kiss back and pulls him along. “Come, my love. Let’s go take the picture in the boiler room and then we can go get some Whataburger. My treat.”

They cross the dilapidated floor of broken wood and foliage, and climb onto the auditorium stage, gingerly walking over broken floorboards before making it backstage and to the hallway parallel to the I-95 overpass. Pentagrams, Latin phrases, and horrific images of demons are spray painted on the high walls and vaulted ceilings as they go deeper into the school. Jason finds an old wooden door lying on the floor next to a doorway with a plaque above it proclaiming, “Maintenance Room.”

“I guess we found it,” Lexi says as she’s about to enter.

“Heeee. Huhh. Heeee.” Someone’s loud wheezing is heard along with steps echoing from the opposite end of the hallway.

Jason instinctively grabs Lexi and pushes her behind him as he switches off his flashlight, hoping they have not been seen. The wheezing and the steps grow louder along with the sound of something heavy being dragged through the debris-covered floor. A glisten from the floor next to him catches Jason’s eye as he sees an iron pipe next to the doorway. He picks it up and slowly and quietly pushes Lexi back the way they came.

“Heee. Huhh. Heee.” The wheezing grows closer and louder as it reverberates off the concrete walls.

A silhouette slowly emerges around the corner, the wheezing and walking stop, and the sounds of cars driving over them on the overpass fill the silence. Jason and Lexi’s hearing sharpens as they feel their hearts pump harder in preparation for their bodies to run or fight. Jason crouches down and readies himself to swing the pipe. He switches on his flashlight and a beam of bright white light burns through the darkness, landing on a filth-covered elderly man with both a wild and dingy beard and hair who is wearing soiled military fatigues. Behind him is a bloated army duffel bag.

“Hey!” The homeless man yells in a hoarse voice. “This is my hideout. Get the fuck out of here!”

Jason cautiously lowers the iron pipe and yells out, “Sorry, sir. We’ll leave now.”

Jason turns to Lexi and is about to tell her they are leaving but he finds her face horrified, twisted in terror as she stares at the maintenance doorway.

Jason spins around with the iron pipe ready to swing but a large and fast silhouette hurls him against the wall, knocking the pipe out of his hand and breaking the flashlight as it smashes into the wall, bringing back the darkness. Lexi screams as she watches a silhouette grab Jason’s head and spin it 180 degrees, his spine and shoulders snapping through his skin. Jason falls limply to the floor as the homeless man drops his bag and starts running back the way he came. A strong gust of putrid air hits Lexi as the silhouette makes it across the hallway in a splint second and lands on top of the old man. He screams in agony as the creature lifts its head and then drops it down. The old man’s screams are replaced with the snapping of bones, the sound of blood spraying against the brick walls, and the sounds of ravenous slurping and chewing.

Lexi screams as she turns and runs back the way they came. She makes it to the edge of the stage and starts to leap up on it, but a blood-drenched hand grabs an ankle midflight and flings her down onto the stage, slamming her head into the old wooden floor. Lexi is now looking up at the night sky and the overpass above her as her vision blurs and darkens from the concussion. A pathetic whimper for help is the only self-preserving act she can muster, but the desperate attempt is cut short as the creature throws luminescent fuchsia dust on her. She inhales it and exhales blood-curdling screams as a storm of uncontrollable panic rushes through her body.

“Haha hehe haha,” its hyenic laugh echoes out.

Lexi’s vision fades to black while her heart races with unrelenting terror as she is dragged back to the maintenance room.








  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




Sunday

May 31st, 2020

The Ciervo Residence on 890 Myra Street

9:12 am




“A Boy Named Sue” by Johnny Cash plays through a Bluetooth speaker as an arrow flies through the air and hits a foam elk target. The target stands against an orange tree in a fenced-in backyard and already has a few arrows sticking out of the side, where the heart and lungs would be located. The grouping of the arrows is tight, and the holes on the target are consistent for a clean death. Another arrow strikes the target and lands a centimeter left of the bullseye painted over where the heart would be.

The skinny, awkward archer stands on the opposite side of the large backyard while his bearded, burly father sits next to him in a lawn chair, coffee mug in hand. Alistair watches as his son quickly reaches for another arrow from the quiver hanging off his back and reloads his Mongolian horn bow, firing another arrow and hitting the bullseye within three seconds.

“Good job, little buddy!” Alistair says with excitement. “You’ve come so far in a year, and I’m proud that you committed to this.”

Waylon smirks and stoically remains silent as he reaches for the bottle of baby powder on the ground and applies a fresh coat of powder to his sweaty hands. Alistair is concerned for his stalwart son as he continues practicing without a hint of excitement. Last year hadn’t been an easy one for his son. The move from Denver, saying goodbye to his friends, and then the pandemic is a lot for a thirteen-year-old to handle. Alistair is hoping that his family’s traditional hunting trip will help Waylon feel better and get him back to his chipper old self.

The sliding glass door opens, and Kyra pops her head out, calling for them, “Uncle Alistair, Waylon, get your asses in here. Breakfast is ready.”

Alistair is excited for his niece’s lavish traditional Sunday morning breakfast and darts to the patio door but stops when he hears another arrow hit the target.

“Waylon, take a break. Let’s go eat.”

Waylon wordlessly un-nocks his arrow, takes off his quiver, and carries them inside. He follows Alistair into the kitchen where the aroma of Kyra’s cooking and the chatter from the local Sunday morning news on the TV greets them. They sit at the table where a feast awaits them: biscuits and gravy, a large plate of bacon and leftover brisket, along with a bowl of blueberries and strawberries. Kyra brings over a carton each of orange juice and chocolate milk and sits down at the table.

The Sunday Morning Feast, as Alistair loves to call it, has been a custom ever since the trio moved to Jacksonville in the summer of 2019. Alistair’s construction company promoted him to Regional Manager, but he would have to move to Florida for the job. He took it immediately because he desperately needed to leave Denver, the only home Waylon had ever known. Kyra, eighteen at the time and a recent high school graduate, decided to move with them because she always wanted to live in Florida, plus she had been accepted to Jacksonville University on a tennis scholarship. She also joined them because her parents felt that Kyra could help Waylon since he is close to her and she seems to be the only person he may open up to after his mother left him and his father.

Waylon didn’t take the move well at first and had a hard time adjusting at school and making friends. But he had been showing progress until the pandemic, when the schools shut down and cut off his only way of socializing. Staying home all day and being afraid to be near people are devastating to an already hurt child.

“What time are you going to work today?” Alistair asks Kyra as he inhales a chunk of the delicious biscuits slathered with gravy.

“In 30 minutes. I’m going to walk there and get some fresh air and exercise. I just have to wear my hat today so my hair doesn’t get frizzy from this freakin’ humidity. I’m starting to miss the mountain air,” Kyra says before munching on some blueberries. “What are your plans today?”

“Since the Mayor opened the beaches again, I figured it would be nice for the both of us to go for a swim, get some Biggie’s Pizza for dinner, then watch a movie on Netflix. Waylon’s choice tonight,” Alistair says as he reaches over the table and rubs Waylon’s arm. Waylon betrayed his stoic demeanor with a slight smile.

“Oh, is that a smile?” Kyra says as she leaves her seat and affectionately hugs Waylon from behind and tickles him. He tries hard not to smile but he can’t force it to stop as he feels Kyra’s soft, curly raven locks tickle his neck.

Alistair’s cell phone rings in his pocket. He takes it out and looks annoyed at the screen before answering it.

“Hello… Uh huh. Yeah, it was all over the news last night… I thought it was contained downtown?… Are the police there?… Ok, I’ll be there in 20 minutes.”

Kyra and Waylon look at Alistair as he wipes his mouth and quickly stands up from the table.

“I’m sorry for messing with everyone’s plans but it looks like some of the rioters from last night made their way to one of the construction sites, looted our equipment, and vandalized the new building. I have to go meet with the police and check out the damage.”

Alistair walks around the table and hugs his son. “I should be gone for a couple of hours. I’ll get back as soon as I can, then we can still go to the beach and get some pizza.”

“Can I go to work with you again, Kyra?” Waylon asks sheepishly. “I want to get out of the house and hang out with James and Oakdog.”

“Sure, just make sure you don’t forget to keep the gate closed this time. I don’t want to chase customers’ dogs again. Help me clean up. We’ll head out in ten minutes.”

The three take their last bites of breakfast when “Breaking News” calls their attention to the TV, where a reporter stands outside an active crime scene.

“Police are now at 715 Riverside Avenue, the lot underneath the Fuller Warren Bridge where the weekly Riverside Arts Market takes place. Joggers found two dead bodies by the river this morning. Police are closing the area off as protestors are now forming outside the barrier. This comes after a night of unrest and violence as protests from Saturday afternoon shifted into riots last night. Stay tuned as we bring you more information.”
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Downtown Jacksonville

Jacksonville Sheriff’s Office Headquarters

9:22 am


Detective Petrovic parks his unmarked white police-edition Ford Taurus in front of HQ and rolls down the passenger side window. A sleep-deprived and world-weary fit Black woman with gray streaks in her ponytail wearing dark navy uniform pants with a gray hooded zip-up walks to Petrovic’s car.

“Damn, looks like you got beat worse than Rodney King,” Detective Petrovic hollers in a Siberian accent just as she opens the car door.

“Shut the fuck up or I’ll deport your ass to the Gulag,” Detective Mack shoots back as she slides into the passenger seat.

Mack punches Petrovic in the arm as he laughs at her. She flips down the visor and looks into the small rectangular mirror, checking on the bags underneath her eyes.

“I only got a few hours asleep at my desk. How about you, Ivan Drago?”

“I got lucky; I was stationed in San Marco. The brass thought the riots might extend south and over the bridges. I went home around 1 am. We sat across the river and watched you guys get dirty.”

“You ain’t lying. I had to change out of my suit and into this because some woke cracker threw a balloon full of piss at us. Menendez emptied the riot mace on him, gave him a hot shower.”

Petrovic smiles as Mack opens the glove box and retrieves the lavender-scented face lotion she leaves in there for when they are out on long
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