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For Maggie and Oskar



The swarm
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The SUV rocked as the dead clawed at the glass, their gnashing teeth mere inches from my flesh. Inside was dark, as the mass of bodies were so densely packed that sunlight itself couldn’t break through. “Please, God,” I muttered and tried the ignition again. My heart leapt briefly as the engine spluttered and caught. I hit the gas and punched a hole through the forest of limbs. Only it didn’t last. It died, taking the dregs of my hope with it. I sank into the seat and stared at the lifeless eyes and ravenous mouths pressed against the windshield.

Calorie cutting

The mirror-figure spoke without words, but in his mind he heard its deafening voice proclaim he was fat. True, he had put on a few pounds over the pandemic, but he didn’t feel out of shape – at least not until the voice urged him to look at himself. He looked on in horror as the reflected belly swelled before his eyes and dark laughter reverberated through his skull. There was only one way to silence it. He rushed into the kitchen and grabbed the carving knife. He’d shed those pounds as easily as he carved a joint of holiday ham.

Stuffed

He knew ecstasy: it was the warm sensation that arose from consuming a hearty meal. But that delirium left along with his lover leaving him hollow and unsatisfied. Determined to recapture that sensation he stuffed yet more pasta into his mouth. Sticky sweat oozed from every pore, and each laborious breath consumed more energy than the last, but he could taste ecstasy - a solitary tickle in the pleasure centre of his brain. Blinding pain tore through his belly. His thin gut lining erupted as the distended stomach exploded, exposing his inner workings. He collapsed, a smile on his lips.

Bad code

She draped herself over the toilet and vomited dark bile into the bowl. She had the virus. Her head pounded. Her guts were on fire. She fought the urge to purge but instead coughed up viscous black spittle that left a nasty metallic aftertaste. To her horror she noted the vile fluid comprised microscopic ones and zeros which disintegrated upon contact with the bowl water. What the fuck was that? Some kind of nano-fluid? If only she hadn’t answered that call. If only she hadn’t heard that dissonant machine noise. She heaved once more, spewing code all over the bathroom.

That’s the way to do it!

Did he hear something? Brian paused mid-swing and listened. There was no sound save for the gentle lapping of waves - and Punch’s reedy whispers urging him on. He swung the hammer and smashed through a forest of matted hair, cracking the vagrant’s skull like an egg. Punch was pleased. Brian sighed with relief, happy that his miserable life had purpose once again, and mildly embarrassed at how foolish he had been to try and throw it away. He may have started as the puppeteer but in the end he had come to realize he excelled at being the puppet.

Bit coin

I was skeptical about selling my little toe until I witnessed the bidding frenzy and then I eagerly volunteered to sell more of my useless vestigial structures. The little toe on my right foot went for double what the left made, but the floodgates opened before I could comprehend what was happening. One bidder purchased my foot, another took my leg. I waved to the auctioneer and lost my hand. I shouted and someone snapped up my larynx. I fainted as the ferocious crowd carved up the rest of my being – first with their tongues and finally with their blades.

Tails never fails

Tucking the pistol into her belt, she tossed the coin into the air. Before her the kneeling man breathed rapidly, his dark eyes barely visible under clumps of greasy hair. He wouldn’t look at her. She needed to look into his eyes – only that way would she know if he was guilty. “Tails never fails,” he said as she produced the coin. She hated leaving these decisions to chance but felt this time was different. The coin landed on the flat of her palm and she slapped it onto the back of her wrist to reveal its judgmental face. Heads.

Last will and testament

Holy shit you see that what the fuck no what are you doing let’s get the fuck outta here you saw what happened to Bob oh no oh shit don’t move its right there but I don’t think it can see us no it can see us it’s coming run no this way Alice trust me I know I said that before but I didn’t know it was real I thought it was just a story Alice no oh God please get me outta this I said I was sorry please I’ll do anything I don’t wanna die I—

Bad hair day

He stared at his reflection in the bathroom mirror and gingerly touched his unruly hair. Barely two hours ago he woke to find himself choking on his thick locks. His hair wanted him dead so he attacked it with the electric razor, cleaving it to the scalp. Now it was back. He knew this was his ex’s doing, she had cursed him for cheating on her and he vowed to get even once he was done here. He bent over and dipped his head into the solution of lime and lye in the washbasin. There was acrid smoke. He screamed.

A letter to Santa

Santa,

As you continue to shirk all forms of communication I have little choice but to submit this request by letter. I grow weary of the ceaseless glut of gift requests arriving at my fortress and demand restitution. To mitigate ongoing confusion I request you cease and desist from using the name “Santa” in favour of a less similar moniker, preferably one that does not tip-toe up to the line of trademark infringement. Failure to comply with this request will be met with the deadliest of force or a visit from my lawyer - one R. Giuliani. 

Frustratedly yours, 

Satan

In from the cold

I peered out the window, heart pounding in my chest. The snowman was lifeless in the yard braving the early winter storm, and I began to feel silly for believing Amy Nicholls when she said it was coming for me. I was about to head downstairs when a strange sound caught my attention. I looked outside but now the yard was empty. My blood froze. 

The howling wind blew open the front door. Instinctively, I reached for the door handle but couldn’t bring myself to open it. I heard the strange slopping sound on the carpeted stairs outside my bedroom.

Rain, rain, go away

The downpour was heavy and savage and there was no hiding place. Those who were caught outdoors died horribly, their flesh slowly dissolving until they were nothing more than puddles of proteins. Those who made it to their vehicles thought they were safe, but the rain found them too, eating through the metal chassis like it was cotton candy. I watched it all unfold from the relative safety of my Teflon prison. They said I was delusional when I warned them about the storm. Some called me worse. I watched them all melt in the hot summer rain and smiled.

Into the deep

She gasped as cold, dark water enveloped her. Her arms flailed. Her chest burned, and when she saw the heavy chain twisted around her legs, she wanted to scream. Azure became indigo as she descended. Strange, curious fish nibbled at her clothing. Her chest pain was now white hot. Her head felt heavy and ready to explode. Precious gas bubbles seeped from her pursed lips, and she wondered if she would lose consciousness. She looked up at the pinprick of distant sunlight. She tasted salty fluid and her lungs erupted in an effervescent froth. She surrendered herself to the white.

Musings on the purpose of life

The large crow hopped onto my lifeless chest and cawed, signalling the nearby flock. They descended en masse, gouging the soft flesh of my corpse with razor-sharp bills and plucking my lifeless eyes from their sockets. I watched in impotent horror. My essence had found refuge in a nearby scarecrow after I was shot. I bellowed. I tried to move the flaccid straw limbs but the birds were unafraid. Why? The question gnawed at me as the fiends eviscerated my remains for it reflected a primal fear of my own. What was a scarecrows purpose if not to scare crows?

Treading water

Something sucked him into the sand. We locked eyes before he vanished, and in that horrible moment I knew something unspeakable was about to occur. A geyser of blood erupted from a silicon blowhole, showering us in gore. I dived into the tropical azure waters surrounding the lonely island paradise and watched as one-by-one the other tourists disappeared into the beach, their remains spat out in violent rouge fountains. I knew the boat wouldn’t return until tomorrow but pushed the thought from my mind, along with the first twinges of cramp. Could I tread water until then? I hoped so.

Transmogrification

Flickers of moonlight stretched across the tumultuous sky, reaching for me as I rushed home. Creatures such as myself don’t have the luxury of forgetting when the moon is full. Our cycles, indeed our very nature, are aligned with the ebb and flow of orbital mechanics. But the world has changed since I was reborn. Mindless distractions and subtle climate shifts have impacted my ability to sense the coming changes. I need to return before the transformation. It’s the only way to ensure the safety of everything I love. Failure means I become a monster. Failure means I become human.

Killing horizon

“Come on.” She leaned on the thrusters and the small ship shuddered violently. Although she couldn’t see the event horizon she knew it was close, and that she was on the wrong side of its undetectable membrane. Crossing over had reversed the direction of space and time and she found herself endlessly circling back to the incident, reliving the explosive destruction of the large mothership again and again. She urged the shuttle forward but it was too late. The fuel was gone. Gravity had her now. She sank into her seat as the invisible horizon receded, and awaited the singularity.

Sweet, delicious candy

She could smell candy on the evening breeze. She closed her eyes and let the intoxicating perfume wash over her, rekindling memories of bygone nights filled with jack-o’-lanterns and costumes and excitement. The mouth-watering scent lured her to a bustling suburban street where the candy ran freely. Drunk with anticipation she sank her teeth into a discarded treat and gorged herself, savouring the sweet ichor as it exploded on her tongue. She retreated before the enraged man was upon her. Looking back as she fled, she saw him try vainly to stop the blood gushing from the child’s severed artery.

White noise

“Shut up,” he yelled and clasped clammy hands over his ears. The respite was only temporary as the static increased in both intensity and volume. Where it came from he didn’t know, but its angry buzzing made his head hurt. He rushed into the second bedroom now masquerading as an office and threw on his noise-cancelling headphones. The pain vanished and for a brief moment there was relief – but then the static returned. His head throbbed as the pressure built rapidly; his arteries ruptured and blood spewed from eyes, ears and nose. He screamed and screamed until his head exploded.

Identity crisis

I don’t know who I am. I gasped as the realization struck me and felt a rising panic in my gut. I spied a bright green rubber band wrapped around my wrist. My name was Greene. Timothy Allen Greene. The words resonated clearly in my mind but felt distant. I looked around the gym changing room and gasped in horror. Mutilated body parts littered the floor. The cold beige tiles were soaked with scarlet blood
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