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  I dedicate this book to my God, who gives me purpose; to my family, who are the heartbeat behind every word; and to my fans, whose belief turns dreams into legacy. Your faith, love, and loyalty remind me that even in the darkest hour, the light always finds a way back. This journey belongs to all of us.







  
    
      In the silence between dusk and dawn, the truth hides.

Faith is not found in sunlight, but in the fire we carry through the dark.

Evil is patient, redemption is costly, and love is the weapon that cuts both ways.

When the thirteenth hour comes, every soul must decide to kneel before the night, or stand against it.


    

    
      — Michael “Big Smooth” Frazier
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  Foreword



Every story begins with a shadow. Some follow you quietly. Some try to swallow you whole. The 13th Hour was born from both.

This book is more than a tale of monsters and men. It is about the battles we fight when no one is watching. It is about faith tested by blood, redemption bought with scars, and the hope that even the lost can find their way home.

I wrote this for the ones who have carried their pain like armor, for the believers who still look toward the horizon when the world burns, and for the broken who refuse to stay that way.

You will find horror in these pages, but also love. You will meet devils that look like men and saints that smell like whiskey. And you will see that salvation often comes wearing a coat of dust and regret.

If you’ve ever doubted your strength, this story is proof that light does not need to be loud to be powerful. It only needs to endure.

Welcome to The 13th Hour.







  Preface



This story was born from sleepless nights and the echoes of faith tested in the dark. The 13th Hour walks the line between hope and damnation, showing that even the broken can still fight for light. It is a journey through loss, love, and the power of redemption. To those who carry scars yet keep walking, you are the reason this story breathes.

— Michael “Big Smooth” Frazier








  
  
  Chapter One: The Devil in the Pulpit

  
  







The Church




Fitzgerald wasn’t born of sin it was carved from it. A crooked scar on the edge of the known world. Even the sky above seemed to hang lower here, like it didn’t want to look too close.




You didn’t arrive in Fitzgerald by accident. And if you did, you didn’t stay innocent long.




The streets were paved in dust and ash, though someone had once tried stonework. Now, only shattered bits of cobble peeked out like broken teeth. Smoke drifted constantly, some from the cook fires, some from back-alley smelters, and some from things better left unspoken.




The people walked like prey that had learned to bare fangs. Every eye carried shadows. Every hand stayed near a weapon.




Guards were rare. Self-preservation wasn’t.




Fitzgerald had no true brothel because the town itself was one. On every corner, prostitutes posed like saints and sinners rolled into flesh. Some were hauntingly beautiful: statuesque elves with caramel skin and violet eyes, their lips curled in welcoming promises. Others were gaunt, puss-ridden, covered in sores, makeup caked over decay. They whispered in gravelly voices and dragged limp legs behind silk skirts.




Then there were the Syrren.




The Syrren were something else entirely. A rare humanoid race, said to be born of pleasure and pain. They had breasts like women, hips that swayed like ocean tides, and sex organs of both genders hidden in folds of skin like secrets. They were neither male nor female. They were more.




Their skin shimmered faintly, sometimes bronze, sometimes blue. And their voices—when they sang, could stop a man’s heart. Some were slaves, chained outside shadowy dens with glowing eyes and bruised skin. Others were free, draped in transparent veils and walking the main road like royalty, singing songs that pulled desire straight from the soul. Men followed them into alleys. Some never returned.




The trolls ran the town.




Big and brutal, they prowled the market and alleyways like thugs in charge. Some trolls were humanoid, with gray, sallow skin and hunched backs, eyes too close together, teeth filed into points. Others were monstrous: thick hides, cracked and oozing, tusks curling up from twisted jaws. They wore leathers stained with blood, bones braided into their hair.




They didn’t talk much.




They roared.




It didn’t take much to set a troll off a wrong look, a spilled drink, a sneeze in the wrong direction. And when a troll got angry, something or someone got broken.




At the center of Fitzgerald stood its only real monument: a tall, crooked building that leaned like it might fall, but never did. The Saloon-Hotel. A tower of decadence and despair. The bottom floor served as a bar, casino, and gambling den. The upper floors offered rooms—some for sleep, most for sin.




It was the eye of the storm.




Stretching out before it like a gauntlet was the market. A long strip of stalls and crates, tarps tied between bent poles, merchants shouting their wares.




You could buy anything in Fitzgerald.




Weapons. Herbs. Fake potions. Real poison. Meat of questionable origin.




And, if you had the coin and the courage, you could whisper the right word and be led behind a curtain to the black market.




There, things got darker.




Organs in jars. Bottled memories. Demon tooth charms. Syrren pheromone oil. Spells pulled from screaming mages. Even slaves trolls, humans, and worse.




No one looked anyone in the eye in the black market. You bought. You left. You forgot.




Fitzgerald was a wound that never healed. The buildings creaked and leaned, windows broken and patched with cloth or bone. Roofs were caved in and patched with metal sheets. Rats skittered freely. Some had too many eyes.




Street fights broke out hourly. Not bar fights, those happened too, but fights in the street. Fist and blade, claw and curse. No one stopped them. You either won, bled out, or crawled off to lick your wounds.




And no matter how loud the violence got, the pleasure didn’t stop.




Laughter. Music. Screams of joy and pain mixed in the air like perfume.




That was Fitzgerald. A heartbeat of chaos.




The town that sin called home.




The church sat nestled at the front of Fitzgerald’s main road like a weather-beaten sentinel, an old guard who had seen too much and prayed too long. Its silhouette was crooked, almost slumped, as though the weight of sin and time had bent its very bones. The once-white steeple was now yellowed and cracked, its cross rusted to a dark crimson. A bell still hung in the tower, silent and dusty, the rope frayed like an old noose.




The building’s facade was scorched by wind and ash, the wood warped and sun-bleached. Shattered stained-glass windows stared like shattered eyes, the holy figures once painted in color now faded to ghosts. Weeds grew thick along its stone steps, pushing through cracks like the sins of the town creeping in.




But the doors remained.




Tall, splintered oak doors closed tight, bound with iron hinges so old they groaned with every gust of wind. Someone had etched protective runes in the wood once, carved in haste or desperation. Most had faded, but a few still glowed faintly, holding on like the last breath of a dying prayer.




Inside, the pews were dusty and scarred. Candles melted into nubs and clung to crooked holders on the altar. The crucifix above the pulpit leaned sideways, nailed into a wall that bowed from pressure. The air smelled of wax and mildew, yet beneath it all… There was a whisper of incense. A whisper of something sacred.




Above the pulpit hung a torn banner, its faded embroidery still legible in the light that cut through the broken roof: “He who walks in darkness shall see the light.”




The church had seen blood too much of it. Confessions shouted in rage. Bodies were dragged in and out. Fights between trolls and preachers, between demons and desperate men. And still, it stood.




Like it was waiting.




Not for forgiveness. Not even salvation.




But for fire.




For the day it would rise from the ashes, born anew to cleanse what Fitzgerald had become. Some said it breathed at night, groaning in its wood and stone. Others swore they saw light from within when no one was there.




But few dared go inside.




And none stayed long.




Only the faithful remained and the foolish.




And sometimes, they were one and the same.




Inside, he stood. Gene. Slender, weather-beaten, and wrapped in a long black robe that had seen more road than rest. The priest’s collar around his neck was frayed and stained.  He looked like a man who’d bled for the book he carried.  




He stood at the pulpit, eyes low, voice steady. A man born to bury devils. “Be self-controlled and alert. Your enemy the devil prowls around like a roaring lion looking for someone to devour. Resist him, standing firm in the faith.” His voice rang through the sanctuary, the kind of voice that didn’t ask for attention—it demanded it.“There are devils among us,” he continued. “Every day. Not just the ones hiding behind horns or hellfire—but the ones that walk beside us. That feed on our hearts and minds.” 




He looked out over the congregation. Men with calloused hands. Women worn by sun and sorrow. Children too quiet for their age.“Joel 1:6,” he said, his fingers tightening around the pulpit. “For a nation has come up against my land, powerful and beyond number; its teeth are lion’s teeth, and it has the fangs of a lioness.” 




The room held its breath.Gene stepped down from the pulpit, boots echoing off the wooden floor. In front of the two head pews sat a table with two iron basins. A weathered and historied table from the beginnings of the church.   To the side, an old piano. He turned to one of the women, giving her a silent nod.She began to play an old gospel hymn, soft and trembling. 




Gene raised a vial of dark liquid.“I raise this in the name of the Father, and the Son,” he said.




He poured the liquid evenly into both basins. The sound of it echoed like rain.“This is the blood,” he said. “Pure and without sin. This is our protection. Our baptism in spirit.”He dipped two ingers and swiped the liquid across his forehead. Then handed the basins outward—one to each side of the church




“As I take of this blessing, I pray for the protection of each soul.” His voice softened. “In the name of the Father… Amen.”The congregation followed, murmured Amens drifting up like smoke.




Gene didn’t bow his head.He watched.He followed the basins, step for step. Watched every hand. Every forehead marked. Every eye that didn’t quite meet his. Something didn’t feel right. His fingers slipped into his robe. The click of a hammer, quiet as a prayer. But the basins reached the back pews with no effect. No screams. No burn. No change. He released the hammer. Just a hair. 




The basins were placed beside the exit doors. He offered a closing prayer, eyes still scanning. The congregation stood, offering handshakes and soft goodbyes as they shuffled out into the sunlight.  




Gene stayed by the basins. Alone now.  The last member gone. He picked up one of the basins, examining the surface. Then the other.  Behind him, the home priest approached.“Thank you, Father,” the man said warmly. “It’s been a long time since we’ve had a sermon like that.”Gene turned.“You’re welcome,” he said. 




Gene’s voice dropped low, like the sound of gravel tumbling in a dry grave. “But I have one more blessing to offer.”




The home priest flinched. His eyes flicked toward the door, but his feet didn’t move. “I knew you’d come one day,” he said, voice small. “I came here for penance. To protect them. I only fed when I had to. Never human.”




Gene stepped forward, hand steady as he reached for the priest’s collar and peeled it back. Beneath the cloth, a long scar ran jagged across his neck—pale, pulsing faintly like something unnatural lurked just beneath the surface.




“Leviticus 17:14,” Gene said. “None shall partake of the blood of any creature… for it is the life of all flesh.”




He drew his pistol slow, deliberate.




The priest didn’t run. Didn’t beg.




Gene’s other hand reached behind his coat, retrieving a worn wooden stake. He held it out. “Go in peace. Or burn in it.”




The priest’s breath caught in his throat. Then his lips curled first in fear, then in defiance. His body trembled.




And then it began.




His spine arched with a sickening crack. His limbs jerked, too long now, the joints twisting backward. Skin rippled like water under heat as veins turned black and bulged along his neck and arms. His eyes sank, then glowed with hellish flame. The flesh around them split, revealing too many pupils, each burning, each hungry.




Teeth gnashed in his mouth, multiplying, growing into rows. His tongue slithered between them, forked and slick with blood.




His voice changed no longer the soft regret of a penitent man.




Now it was guttural. Demonic. “You think this ends with me?”




He lunged.




Gene was fast, but not as fast as he used to be. The impact knocked him backward into the pews, his pistol flying beneath them. His ribs screamed. Wood splintered under the weight of the two bodies colliding.




They grappled, claws slashing, teeth snapping. The priest howled, raking long black talons across Gene’s side. Flesh tore. Blood hit the altar.




Gene grunted, pulling a blade from his boot and jamming it deep into the creature’s side. The priest shrieked, flinging him across the sanctuary. Gene hit the pulpit hard, the wind knocked from his lungs. The church groaned.




The priest stalked forward, twitching, panting, goo dripping from his mouth. “I served them. I kept them safe.”




Gene staggered up, clutching his ribs, face twisted in pain but not fear. He grabbed a basin of water from the front.




“You served yourself.”




He hurled the basin.




Holy water splashed across the priest’s face steam erupted, skin sizzling. A scream tore from the demon’s throat, high and ragged, a sound too ancient to be human.




Gene didn’t stop. He threw himself into the beast, a blur of rage and pain. His fists slammed the creature’s jaw. They crashed through the pulpit, shattering wood, scattering scripture like dead leaves.




Flashbacks pounded behind Gene’s eyes: Maddie’s face, Eddie’s scream, fire. Blood.




Gene roared.




One stake—driven into the demon’s neck, pinning it to the wall.




The creature thrashed, gurgled, eyes bulging.




The second stake through the heart.




Silence.




The priest collapsed, steaming, shriveling, black ooze bubbling from his chest.




Gene stood over it, panting, blood running down his side. He spit onto the floor, tasting copper and fury.




“Who’s not gonna last long now?”




From the remnants of the robe, something glinted.




An ornate key, silver, old, heavy with purpose.




Gene picked it up, turned it once in his hand, then slipped it into his pocket. He limped down the aisle, past the shattered pews, past the broken altar.




The church doors swung open, and the hunter disappeared into the light.








  
  
  Chapter Two: Temptation and Teeth

  
  







Fitzgerald




Fitzgerald’s dust hadn’t settled long when the black coach rolled up in front of the church, wheels crunching over gravel like bones. Two men stepped out: Victor, built like a mountainside, and Ash, wiry and sharp-eyed, a tomahawk resting on each hip like extensions of his spirit.




Victor adjusted his coat and tipped his head toward the church. “Hey, boss.”




Ash smirked. “Took you a little longer than usual. Gettin’ old sucks, huh?”




Gene, now standing in the doorway with blood still drying along his collar, said nothing. Just gave a grunt, low and tired.




He looked into the coach and allowed himself the faintest grin.




“Let’s get Father to the hotel before he wakes.”




They loaded back up and rode toward the heart of Fitzgerald, one dirt street that offered more than it should: a saloon, a hotel, a general store, and secrets hiding behind every swinging door.




Victor looked back. He squinted into the distance, something catching his eye. A flicker of motion too fluid to be human.




A coyote.




Not just a coyote, but *the* coyote. It sat just outside the church, motionless, watching. A faint shimmer around it, like heat rising off a desert mirage.




As the coach rattled off toward town, the camera of the world shifted Point of View from the coyote’s eyes, staring at the men until they vanished behind buildings and dust.







THE HOTEL




The coach rolled to a stop outside the Lee-Grant Hotel with a heavy creak. Dust settled around the wheels like a sigh of exhaustion. Victor and Ash stepped out first, stretching sore muscles. Ash cracked his back with an audible pop.




“Remind me again why I agreed to ride with you?” Ash muttered, rotating his shoulders. “I’ve wrestled trolls that jostled me less.”




Victor grunted.




Ash reached into the back and yanked out Father Roberts, who groaned like an old floorboard. The priest flopped over his shoulder like a sack of fermented potatoes.




Roberts mumbled, slurring half-formed syllables. “Tell… tell the devil… he owes me… kidneys… an’… and an apology…”




Ash blinked. “Did he just say ‘devil nachos’?”




“Nachos,” Father Roberts echoed, groaning. “Blessed… be the… cheese.”




Gene didn’t break stride. He pushed open the hotel’s double doors and made for the front desk with the calm fury of a brewing storm. The interior smelled like sweat, cigars, and desperation politely hidden under rosewater.




Behind the counter, a thin, angular clerk looked up from a battered ledger. His eyes narrowed immediately.




“You need a couple rooms?” he asked, tone clipped.




“I do,” Gene said, resting his hands on the counter.




The clerk’s gaze wandered past Gene to where Ash was guiding the drunken priest through the door. Father Roberts stumbled, missed the couch entirely, and landed flat on the floor with a heavy thud.




Ash didn’t even flinch. “Nailed the landing.”




The clerk winced. “You sure he’s alright?”




Gene didn’t look back. “He’s fine.”




There was a loud groan from the floor. “I was baptized in whiskey… and raised in shame…”




Gene’s eyes never left the clerk. “Rooms. Please.”




The clerk hesitated, squinting. “Sir… we don’t really—”




Gene leaned in. Not much. Just enough. His voice was slow and low, thick with authority. “We’re the least of this town’s troubles.”




He exhaled, the kind of breath that sounded like it came from a grave.




“I’ll be takin’ those rooms now.”




A long pause. Then the clerk, swallowing hard, slid two old iron keys across the counter. “Second floor. Supper’s at five. Bathhouse is out back. Marcella’ll… clean you up.”




Gene picked up the keys, handed one to Victor without looking.




“Take the priest. Get him settled. Meet me for supper.”




Victor nodded, grabbing the bags. Ash hooked Father Roberts under the arms.




Roberts looked around blearily, smiling at a nearby coat rack. “You’re… you’re pretty for a…..for a oh?”




Ash shook his head. “He’s gonna bless the damn curtains next.”




THE BATHHOUSE




The door creaked as Gene stepped into the bathhouse. The scent of lavender, wood smoke, and iron filled the air. Heat clung to the walls like breath on skin. Firelight flickered against the copper tubs, casting gold onto the fogged-up glass and old plank floor.

Then he saw her.




Marcella.




She stood with her back to him, bent slightly over a steaming tub, her red hair twisted up messily, neck pale and bare. The fabric of her dress hugged every curve thin and clinging from the damp, the high slit revealing the long stretch of one ivory thigh. Her hips moved like sin dressed in satin.




Without turning around, she spoke her voice a low and lazy voice, like honey sliding off a spoon.

“Be with ya in a minute, darlin’.”




Gene swallowed. “Yes ma’am,” he said, voice rougher than he intended.




He set his coat down within reach, unbuttoning slowly. Every scar on his body caught the firelight—wounds from battles no man should live through. Marcella turned, eyes flicking over him, hungry but soft. She walked toward him, barefoot, slow, hips swaying like a pendulum counting down to midnight.




“What brings a man like you through Fitzgerald?”

Gene didn’t answer right away. He was watching her hands, delicate yet confident, wiping down the rim of the tub with a cloth that steamed in the warm water.

“Just taking care of some business.”

She smiled, sultry and knowing.

“They all say that.”

She poured a final bucket of hot water into the tub, steam rising in a thick, perfumed cloud.




“Full wash, or just a soak?”




“Full,” he said, eyes locked on hers.




Marcella walked past the curtain, beckoning with a finger. “Then come on back. I’ll make you forget where you came from.”




Behind the curtain, the tub sat close to the fireplace. She pointed, and Gene stepped forward, undressing without a word. He kept his clothes close, draped neatly over a nearby chair boots pointed toward the door, blade tucked beneath his coat.




When he stepped into the water, it enveloped him like silk and fire. He leaned back with a sigh, muscles loosening for the first time in weeks.




Marcella returned. She knelt beside the tub, rags in hand, and dipped one slowly, swirling it through the water.

“Is it hot enough?”

Gene nodded. “Mmm”

Her eyes traveled over him over the scars, the taut muscle beneath, the way the steam beaded on his chest like dew on steel. She began to wash him, slowly. Gently. Her hands moved in practiced circles across his shoulders, chest, down his arms. Her voice dropped to a whisper, like a prayer from the wrong kind of book.




“You carry pain like it’s stitched to your bones.”

She leaned in, pressing against the edge of the tub, her lips a breath from his ear.

“But I can take that from you.”




Gene closed his eyes, breathing deep. Behind his eyelids, he saw her Maddie. Blonde hair down her back, humming as she poured hot water into the tub back home. A memory so vivid it ached.

“Water hot enough?” she asked in that memory.

‘Hot enough to miss you when you leave,’” he had said.

Then it was gone.




He opened his eyes—and Marcella was watching him. Not confused. Not jealous. Curious. Like she knew there were ghosts inside him, and she wasn’t afraid to dance with them.

“You don’t have to grow old, you know…” she murmured. “You don’t have to feel pain. You could be strong forever.”




Her hand slid beneath the water, resting on his thigh.

“You could be mine.”




Marcella stood slowly, a predator cloaked in seduction. The top of her dress slid down her shoulders, silky black fabric cascading to her waist. She let it fall without shame, without hesitation. Beneath, her body was alabaster and flawless skin like cream poured over moonlight. Her breasts were full, high, tipped with soft rose-pink nipples that peaked in the steam. Every curve of her frame seemed sculpted by sin itself.




Gene sat motionless in the tub, water lapping gently against the wood. He couldn’t look away.




She stepped into the bath with deliberate grace, the water kissing her calves, then her knees, then her thick, toned thighs. Each step was slow every movement made to mesmerize. The dress floated behind her like a ghost she’d shed. She straddled him in one smooth motion, warm flesh pressing down on his thighs, her knees braced on either side of him.




Marcella stood slowly, her gown falling with a breathless hush. The black silk slipped from her shoulders and glided down her body like liquid shadow, pooling at her feet. What she revealed was sculpted perfection her skin milky white, soft and gleaming in the candlelight. Her breasts were full and high, her hips curved like sin itself. She moved with the grace of a predator and the patience of a queen.




Gene, soaked in bathwater and battle scars, couldn’t take his eyes off her.




She stepped into the tub slowly. Water curled around her ankles, then her calves, then her thighs. Her pale skin shimmered as she straddled him, her bare legs gliding over his own. The heat between them bloomed like fire as she sank into his lap, her breasts brushing his chest, her slick body pressing close.




Marcella kissed him slow, deep, devastating. Her hips began to rock, slow at first, then harder. Gene groaned into her mouth. His hands roamed up her waist, feeling every curve, every tremble. Her wet hair clung to her back, her breath warm and sweet against his cheek.




“You don’t have to suffer anymore,” she whispered. “No more loss. No more death. Just me.”




Her voice echoed—not in the room, but in his mind.




Then it changed.




For a split second, the steam thickened and Gene saw her.




Not Marcella.




Maddie.




Naked, radiant, her long blonde hair falling over her shoulders in wet curls. Her olive skin glowed in the candlelight. Her perky breasts pressed against him as she moved in rhythm, her hands in his hair, her lips brushing his temple.




“Gene,” she whispered.




His breath caught.




“I love you.”




The rhythm continued. But now he didn’t know who was on top of him.




Marcella arched back, her breasts exposed as her hips rolled harder. “You could feel this every day… forever,” she moaned, her voice rising, nearing climax.




Maddie’s face flickered again, hovering over him. Her eyes weren’t wild they were clear, wet with tears.




“Gene…”




He felt the pleasure peaking. The heat rising. A scream building in his throat.




Maddie leaned in, kissing him gently, whispering: “She’ll take everything.”




And then she vanished.




Gene’s eyes snapped open. Marcella was back, wild-eyed, about to take him to the edge.




His hand slipped beneath the towel beside the tub.




He grabbed the stake.




Marcella leaned forward, her lips parting for another whisper




Gene plunged the wood into her chest.

Her body convulsed, Gene could feel her pulsate on his rod inside, mouth frozen in ecstasy and pain. She screamed half-climax, half death—as her flesh melted into steam and blackened sludge.




Gene sat motionless, panting, water swirling with ash and sin.




“I already had forever,” he whispered.








  
  
  Chapter Three: Hell raisers and Holy Hangovers

  
  







Hotel Room


The room smelled of whiskey, dust, and regret.


Victor stood by the window of the hotel room, arms crossed like a statue carved from storm clouds. He watched the street below townsfolk bustled about, tying ribbons and hanging signs that flapped in the wind: *El Pollo Salvaje Festival*. A man hitched his horse, two women carried loaves of bread in woven baskets, children darted between them laughing.


And then, Victor narrowed his eyes. A raven, or maybe a crow, perched on a post across the street. Still. Watching. It wasn’t just looking at the building… it was looking at **them**.


“Hmmm,” Victor grunted.


Behind him, Ash reclined in a chair, boots propped on the bed, idly sharpening an ornate tomahawk. His movements were slow, precise, almost meditative.


“Vic,” he said without looking up, “check if the priest is still alive. He tied one on last night.”


He gestured lazily with the blade toward Father Roberts, who was collapsed across the bed like a man crucified by his own hangover.


Victor sighed and walked around to the other side of the bed. He leaned in.


“Hey. Get up. Father.”


Ash smirked. “Shake him.”


Victor gave him a solid jostle. “Wake up.”


Father Roberts stirred with a groan. His eyes cracked open like a man waking from the grave.


“Okay… okay… I’m up… ughhh.” He sat up slowly, rubbing his temples. “Wooo! I almost had him…”


He blinked.


“Wait—what happened? Was there a…?”


Ash never looked up. “You made out with a troll.”


Father Roberts froze.


“…Noooo. Really?”


Father Roberts has a flashback of the night before


The saloon. Dim lighting. A blackjack table surrounded by smoke and laughter. Father Roberts is several drinks deep. Across from him, a massive, gray-skinned troll woman barmaid or bar wench laughs with a deep rumble. She leans in, cleavage the size of saddlebags.


Roberts, in full drunken glee, buries his face in it with a happy squeal:

**“Blessed be the bounty!”**

He motorboats her with religious fervor.


Father Roberts snaps back!!


He gasped. “Sweet mercy of the Lord.”


He sat bolt upright, patting himself down. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out… a scrap of torn lace with green slime on it.


“Nooo… no, no, no…” he whispered, holding it up like it might bite him. “Good Lord, what have I done…”


Ash stood. “It’s time. We’re meeting Gene at the diner.”


Victor tossed Roberts’ bag at him. It hit him square in the chest.


“Ugh! Thanks,” Roberts coughed, still groggy.


Ash and Victor started out the door. Ash looked back, smirking.


“Get your shit together. You look like you been run through by a troll.”


Roberts mumbled, smacking his dry tongue against the roof of his mouth. “I need a drink…”


He stood, still holding the slime-covered lace. Another flashback hit him, a troll tongue dragging across his cheek. as she straddled him big heaving bare breast touching him.


Roberts screamed. “NOOO! WHY?!”
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