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    For Trissa..you grew up around me during this time. Thank you for being there.


And for Jenn. Thanks for the cover (S) and literal encouragement.
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Introduction
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I grew up in the eighties and one of my favorite things about that decade was the music. I fell in love with glam rock and even a lot of pop and college music. The eighties was a fun time. A lovely time. A bright loud time.

I came up with an idea to write an anthology of stories inspired by classic eighties songs five years ago. But never went through with it. But thanks to some encouragement from some recent fans I decided to go ahead and whip these stories together.

So yes each one of these stories are inspired by a classic eighties song. The last one actually being inspired by two. And if you stick around for the end I will tell you what song inspired what story. For now I think it would be more fun to have a little guessing game. You know like one of those cool little eighties mind games magazines with the answers in the back. Don’t peek. Wait until the end to see if you're right. I mean there’s nothing I can do to stop you. But do you really want to ruin the fun?

So be thrilled, be amused, be scared. But have fun.

See you soon.

Kevin Densmore

P.S. A special thanks to Jenn Mitchell for her amazing cover art and support. She greatly pushed for another anthology. So Jenn this is for you.
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Don’t You Forget
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It was a beautiful morning. The birds were singing and the sun was shining through Wayne’s bedside window. He felt the warmth of the early morning sun on his face and as he looked at his alarm clock, he was not at all surprised to see he had woken up three minutes before his alarm sounded. He reached up and turned it off then rolled over and put his arm over his wife, Amber, who was still sleeping soundly beside him.

He pulled himself close to her, kissing the back of her neck, while caressing her side. “Good morning baby,” He whispered into her ear. 

Amber turned to face him and she snuggled close to him, with a smile on her face. She opened her eyes to meet his and even though he smiled back at her, he watched with growing concern as the smile on her face quickly faded away. Then she began to forcefully push him away. He quickly pulled his arm off of her and when he let her go he watched as she scrambled out of bed, still nude. She wrestled the blanket off of him to cover herself. And when she finally had herself covered. She began to hysterically scream.

Wayne jumped out of bed and went to comfort his wife “Baby what’s wrong?” he asked.

“Help me” She screamed, looking over her shoulder, “Wayne, are you here?”

Wayne stopped. Confused, he said, “Honey I’m right here” He then reached out to her.

Amber pulled away from him in disgust and slowly began to back away, towards the bathroom. “Where’s my husband!”she shouted.

“I’m right here,'' he pleaded. “Babe it’s me.” But by the fear in her eyes and the tears streaming down her face, he could tell that for some insane reason, she did not believe him. He felt a mix of emotions running the gambit from horror to confusion as he watched his wife of nine years back away from him until she was practically running into the bathroom and he jumped as he heard her slam the door. 

He walked over to his side of the bed and grabbed his underwear and pajama bottoms off the floor. As he pulled his pajamas on he heard something that sounded like screaming coming from the bathroom. Growing steadily more worried about his wife’s mental well being, he walked over to the door and realized his wife was now screaming out the window at the neighbors or whoever might be passing by. “HELP ME” he heard her yell “There’s a strange man in here and he did something to my husband.” 

He had had enough so he began to angrily beat on his bathroom door ,and he started to yell at his wife to stop her shenanigans and to come out right now. This only made her scream louder.

Amber’s screaming woke up their teenage son Eric who now began to walk down the hallway towards his parents bedroom, holding his baseball bat. They were never one to fight. But he was nervous and frightened. Because while he recognized his mom’s voice, the man he heard  yelling at her did not sound familiar. Soon he was at his parents bedroom door. Slowly he raised his bat with his right hand and with his left hand he turned the doorknob and opened the door.

Wayne turned to face his son as Eric entered his room. Eric's eyes widened in fear and then he charged his dad while swinging the bat and yelling at the top of his lungs. “Get away from my mom!” 

Wayne was able to jump out of the way just as the bat passed within inches in front of his face before burying itself in the bathroom door.

“What is wrong with you Eric?” Wayne shouted at his son.

But instead of answering him Eric pulled the bat out of the door and began to walk slowly towards his father.

“Eric son” Wayne said, “Put down the bat son”

Instead Eric raised the bat then asked “Where is my father?”

Wayne was even more confused. Last night they all went to bed a happy family. This morning the two most important people in the world to him, were acting like they had no idea who he was. And his only child was ready to kill him.

“I’m right here Eric,” Wayne pleaded, “look at me”

“You are not my father” Eric yelled and he then swung the bat at Wayne for the second time.

Again Wayne ducked just in the nick of time and he felt the air from the bat glide through his hair as the bat passed merely centimeters above his skull. He heard the bat connect with the lamp on Amber’s side of the bed, then heard it shatter as it fell to the bedroom floor. Wayne then spun around and was soon facing his son who was both frightened and angry. Wayne was unwilling to fight and hurt his child, so he turned and bolted out his bedroom towards the safety of the front of his house.

Marylynn, the family's thirteen year old black labrador rounded the corner as Wayne headed towards the front room. At first Wayne was relieved to see her, then she lowered her head, bared her teeth and began to growl in his direction. It was a low growl at first but soon the dog began to grow more and more agitated, until Wayne saw clearly that her hair was standing on end and that if he got any closer to her, Marylynn may very well try to rip his throat out. He put his hands up and tried to calm down his dog.

“Shhh Marylynn it’s me daddy,” He said softly.

But Marylynn was not having it. She immediately began to bark, then clearly agitated past the point of no return, Marylynn ran forward, growling, snarling, snapping her jaws as she gave chase. Wayne turned tail and ran.

He had a good six foot head start but he could hear her nails clicking on the hardwood floor as she closed the distance. But he made it through the kitchen and out the back door into the backyard where he closed the door behind him, sealing the dog safely inside the house. Wayne caught his breath and noticed that Amber had indeed stopped screaming so he walked  towards the front of his house where he saw his neighbor Travis standing in his driveway. Travis was obviously drawn outside by Amber’s screaming. So Wayne called out to him as he slowly jogged around the side of his house with his hand raised. He watched as Travis turned in his direction and his heart nearly burst from his chest when he saw that Travis was holding his shotgun.

Which he then raised and aimed at Wayne.

“Whoa Whoa,” Wayne yelled “Travis it’s me”.

Travis pumped a round into the shotgun’s chamber, signalling to Wayne that he did indeed mean business. Wayne put his hands in the air and began to cry,”Travis man it’s me,” he cried out. But Travis simply responded with a “Don’t move” And Wayne had no intention of doing that at all.

Amber soon burst out of the house followed closely by Eric who was still holding the bat. Amber ran towards Travis and began to cry out “He killed Wayne and took him”. 

Eric began to walk towards Wayne yelling “Where is my dad!”

“I’m right here son”, Wayne yelled back “I’m right here”

“Eric get back here” Travis yelled, “The cops will be here soon”

That was when Wayne started to hear the sirens, and they were indeed growing closer. But what Amber did next proved she was not willing to wait for the police.

Before Travis realized what was going on, Amber pulled the shotgun out of his hands and was now pointing it at Wayne. Screaming “where is my husband” she pulled the trigger.

Wayne heard the gun go off and then heard the flower pot, that was sitting on their porch directly beside him, explode. He was showered with dirt, pieces of the now shattered clay pot, and Amber’s beloved orchids. Travis then went to grab the gun back from Amber and Wayne decided he would then take full advantage of the chaos that unfolded, so he turned and ran. 

He ran into his backyard and decided to run out of his backyard, and into the woods behind his house. He needed to try to figure out what was going on. Somehow his family had completely forgotten him. There was no way that what had just happened was a prank or something along those lines. His wife just fired a shotgun at him. They were legitimately frightened by him. They had no idea who he was. So he ran, he ran deeper into the woods until he no longer heard the sirens, or the shouting of his neighbors. He ran and didn’t even stop as the rough terrain tore at the soles of his feet. After about an hour of running blindly through the words, he emerged onto a two lane road.

He was familiar with his location. He traveled this road to his work everyday. He was less than a mile from his place of employment, surely somebody there would remember him. He could find help there. So he walked in that direction. He rapidly became aware of the sharp stinging pain in his feet. But he refused to slow down, he kept up a slight jog, unaware that he was leaving a trail of bloody footprints on the road behind him.

When Wayne saw the top of his workplace’s building he felt a strong sense of relief. Soon he turned and began to walk briskly towards the gate where the guard on duty, a young man named Dakota, held up his hand and asked him to stop.

Dakota saw the strange man round the corner and make his way towards his guard shack. Dakota had never seen this man before in his life. But he could tell the man was in distress. His feet were bleeding and he had no shirt on. But he in no way could allow this man on the property. So he approached the stranger and asked him to stop.

Wayne’s heart dropped when Dakota asked him to stop. He knew Dakota well, they talked everyday on lunch, Dakota even cut his lawn when he took his family out of town on vacation. “Dakota,” Wayne said “It’s me Wayne.”

News of course of a stranger claiming to be Wayne had already traveled to Dakota and without hesitation, Dakota drew his firearm and pointed it at Wayne “Sir, don’t move,”

Wayne felt as if someone had punched him in the stomach. Tears began to stream down his face, and his desperation took full control. He lunged suddenly at Dakota, catching the young man off guard, he wrestled the firearm away from the young man and then hit Dakota in the side of the head with the gun, rendering the young man unconscious. 

Wayne had had enough. Someone had to remember him. Someone. So with the gun in his hands he marched with a purpose towards his building, someone had to know him. But he was greeted by Stan, the security guard who was slightly older and already had his gun drawn. ‘Stop where you are man,” Stan yelled, “The cops are on their way, put the gun down or I will shoot”

Wayne did stop and he looked up at the sky. Tears flowing down his face, he looked back at Stan and just shook his head. He turned around as the first police car turned into the parking lot.  Wayne just looked down at his feet and saw that he had indeed mangled his
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