
  
  
      
        
          The Horrors of Rejection (epub)

          A Collection of Rejected Short Stories

		      
          Radar DeBoard

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Radar DeBoard 
All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. 
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.
Book Cover by Fabled Beast Design | A. A. Medina
Interior Formatting by Cat Voleur
First edition 2026






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        IMPORTANT NOTE ABOUT THESE STORIES!
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Matthew Gillgack and the Oversized Sack
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Show Some Teeth
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        From a Bathtub to the Ocean
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Immurement
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Durable Tires
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A Final Present
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        First Came the Doors
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Twisted Branches
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Catastrophic Holiday
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Shadow of the Portmouth Stretch
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Same Earth as His Father
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Bleeding Gold
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Those of Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Mush Brain Fever
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        That Which Belongs to the Sea
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Inside the Film
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Everybody Loves Ice Cream
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Brewed with Extra Blood
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        That’ll Melt Your Brain
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Ding-Dong Run
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Simply in Jest
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        In Her Father’s Place
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Answer the Phone
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A Violet Shine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Another Man
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Squelchers
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        IMAGE: Forested Whispers
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Forested Whispers
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Holiday in Cambodia
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  IMPORTANT NOTE ABOUT THESE STORIES!


Each and every one of these stories was rejected at least once. Hell, sometimes they were rejected nearly half a dozen times by several different publishers. And you know what? That’s totally okay because that’s a huge part of being a writer. It doesn’t matter how far you come in improving your craft, or how big of a name you become, you’re going to get rejected. That rejection does not make you a bad writer. It certainly doesn’t mean you are not good enough and need to quit. Sometimes things just don’t go your way. That’s what happened to me with each of these stories. 
The reasons for why my stories have been rejected are numerous and make up an ever-growing list. Some didn’t match the theme of the open call, others just barely missed the cut among hundreds of submissions, and some…some did not need to see the light of day because they sucked. I’ll admit, each rejection stung, and as you read this collection, you’ll see I’ve had a lot of them. But I never let that stop me. And you shouldn’t let that stop you either. Regardless of what you are doing, whether it’s writing or not, rejection is going to be a part of it. Don’t let that stop you from doing what you love to do. Hopefully the over dozen examples of mine you are about to read will show you that rejection is nothing more than a part of life. Embrace it. Learn from it. And use it to take what you are doing to the next level!
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  Many years ago in the town of Lagnome
It was the perfect place for anyone to call home
Everyone was happy and filled with glee
“Chirp,” went all the birds and “buzz,” went all the bees
Yet, far away on the outskirts of town
There was one man who always wore a frown
Living all alone in a rundown, old shack
Was the terrifying Matthew Gillgack
An individual who had never heard of personal hygiene
Not to mention, he was constantly saying something obscene
Wherever he went, he brought diseases and flies
Never before had one man been so despised
Unnerving people, that was Matthew’s knack
Especially, when he had his enormous sack
That sack was two feet wide and six feet long
And made of strange material that was incredibly strong
People would ask, “Hey Matthew, what’s in the sack?”
Then Matthew would chuckle, “I’ll show you for a snack.”
Of course, no one ever did give him food
Plain and simple, he was just too rude
It would take the police getting involved
For the sack’s mystery to finally be solved
For it was during a pitch-black night
That Officer MacBerry witnessed a horrifying sight
For Macberry was patrolling his usual street
When he saw Gillgack shuffling his feet
Then Macberry noticed something different about Gillgack’s bag
It was so full that Gillgack was letting it drag
Macberry had to ask, there was no fighting it back
So he went, “Matthew, what’s in the sack?”
Gillgack just smiled and pulled out a newly severed head
While Macberry screamed out, “My god! They’re dead!”
Unfortunately, no one was around to hear Macberry’s cries
As Gillgack took a spoon and scooped out his eyes
Then just like that, Gillgack was gone in a flash
Ran out of the town with a quick little dash
Ever since that night, everyone in town has kept their doors locked
They hid in their houses with their double barrels cocked
For they all dread the return of Matthew Gillgack
And more than that, they fear they’ll end up in his sack
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  Margarette looked away from the computer monitor to give her eyes a moment’s rest. She peered out the window and noticed a large crow sitting on the tree branch nearly directly in line with her eyes. Margarette couldn’t put her finger on it, but something was off about the bird. It seemed to be staring right at her. The creature didn’t flap its wings or adjust itself on the branch, it just simply sat there and stared at her. She saw the bird start to open its beak ever so slowly, and from the small opening, she could have sworn she saw something white inside. 
“Margarette!” an angry voice suddenly growled.
She whipped her head away from the window to see Mr. Danvers standing at the entrance to her cubicle with his arms crossed. “Y-yes, Mr. Danvers?” she replied quietly.
“What are you doing, daydreaming?”
“No, I-” she started to say, but was cut off.
“I would hope not,” Danvers scowled at her. “Especially not when I asked you to get those revenue reports done by eleven.”
“I-I’m almost finished with them now, sir,” she stuttered. “Y-you should have them in the next thirty minutes.”
“I’d better,” he said narrowing his eyes. He put an arm on the top of the cubical wall and sighed, “You know what you are, Margarette?”
“What, sir?”
“A slacker!” Danvers yelled. “Not only are you a slacker, but you’re weak. You don’t have any backbone; you can’t stand up for yourself. That’s why everyone in here can pawn their work off on you… because you won’t say no. You’ve infected them all with your bad personality.” He leaned in towards Margarette and lowered his voice. “I would have fired you months ago if it weren’t for the fact that you can type up a damn fine report.” He shook his head, “I’ll tell you what, if you don’t start standing up for yourself—you know, show some teeth—you’re outta here!”
With that Danvers walked away, leaving Margarette to feel sorry for herself. She fought back a few tears as she turned towards her monitor. Now she had thirty minutes to finish something that would probably take her another hour. She knew Mr. Danvers had been after her for a long time, trying to find a legitimate excuse to fire her, but now he might actually get one. There was no way she was going to be able to type up all those reports by the time he wanted them, and he knew it. She was going to get canned.
Margarette felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand up as the unpleasant sensation of being watched traveled up her spine. She slowly turned her gaze back to the window and noticed a second crow was now sitting next to the first. The two sat on the branch in the exact same way, neither one moving or adjusting at all, and both seemed to look directly at her. The first crow slowly began to open its beak bit by bit. She let out a gasp as she saw that the bird had a set of teeth. Not just any kind of teeth, but they seemed to be human teeth.
“Are you okay?” a concerned voice asked.
Margarette jumped a little and turned to see Daniel peeking over the top of his cubicle. She sighed. “Yeah, I guess… I’m as good as I can be.”
“I can’t believe you let him treat you like that,” Daniel shook his head. “He’s such a dick to you. You need to stand up to him.”
Margarette frowned. “He’s my boss. I can’t do that, he’ll fire me.”
“Well, it sounds like he wants to fire you anyway,” Daniel commented. He sighed, “You’ve gotta show some teeth, Margarette. Everyone else in the office has been pushing you around for too long.” He checked behind him then whispered, “I told off Stacy for you. Now you don’t have to handle her weekly shipment reports.”
“Oh, Danny,” she smiled. “Thank you. I really appreciate it.”
Daniel nodded, “No problem. Anything to help out a friend.” He smiled. “Just let me know if you need anything else.”
Margarette watched Daniel’s head disappear from her view before turning back towards her computer. She took a deep breath and then focused on the task at hand. Margarette immediately found her groove and started to type away, making a huge dent in the reports. As she was finishing up her sixth report, that familiar and uneasy sensation crept up on her again. She couldn’t help but glance back at the window, where she spotted almost a dozen crows now perched on the same tree branch. The one with the human teeth in its beak seemed to be smiling at her and a sense of panic bubbled up in her gut. She watched as the bird next to the crow with human teeth opened its beak to present a set of razor-sharp fangs.
Margarette jumped out of her seat and let out a little scream before running around into Daniel’s cubicle. “Daniel!” she frantically whispered.
“What’s wrong?” he asked with clear concern.
“The birds,” Margarette stuttered. “Something’s wrong with the birds at my window.”
“The birds?” Daniel repeated in confusion. He stood up and walked over to Margarette’s cubicle. He looked at the row of crows that were sitting on the tree branch in front of the window but didn’t see anything else out of the ordinary. He nodded, “I can see how that could weird you out a bit with them all sitting there like that,” Daniel gave a small smile as he turned to look at Margarette, “but it’s nothing to get all worked up about. They’re just birds.”
Margarette looked at the crows and blinked a few times. They didn’t seem to be abnormal at the moment. She took a deep breath to calm herself and then nodded. “I guess you’re right, Daniel,” she shook her head. “I-It must be the stress of this deadline. I guess it has me seeing things.” She smiled. “Thanks for putting up with me.”
Daniel shrugged. “We’ve all been there. Last week, I swore I saw Bigfoot walk into the breakroom.” He chuckled, “Turns out it was just Tom.”
Margarette gave a small giggle. “So I’m not the only one who thinks that.”
“No, you’re not.” Daniel smiled, then slowly said, “Well… I’ll uh… let you get back to it.” He gave an awkward head nod before returning to his cubicle.
Margarette sat back down in her office chair and tried to get her head into the right space. She started furiously typing up the last report and was making some good progress on it. Margarette checked the time and saw that she only had a few minutes left to send it to Mr. Danvers. There would be no time for her to do any editing like she normally did. She quickly finished the last bit of the report, then typed up an email and sent it over to Mr. Danvers. Margarette let out a deep sigh as she realized it would probably be her last email before she lost her job.
A sudden thud brought her attention away from the computer screen and towards the window once more. She looked at the crows on the tree branch before checking to see what could have made that noise. After several moments of searching, Margarette was about to give up when she saw movement out of the corner of her eye. She looked just in time to see a ball of feathers slam directly into the glass. An audible gasp escaped her lips as the bird fell out of her view towards the ground below.
Margarette brought her gaze back up to the other crows on the tree, and found them sitting perfectly still. She caught some movement above the already-filled branch and lifted her gaze to see several additional birds comfortably perched in another part of the tree. Despite how ridiculous she knew the thought racing through her mind was, she couldn’t help but feel all their eyes were deliberately staring at her. She began taking in jagged breaths as her anxiety started to rise. Panic welled up inside as her eyes frantically moved over each crow. Another bird flew off a branch and charged straight at the window. She gasped and jumped a little as the animal slammed into the glass.
She couldn’t help but watch as that crow fell to the ground like the one before it. Margarette noticed that a small crack had started to form in the glass thanks to the birds throwing themselves against it. A sinking terror filled her stomach as the idea that the animals were trying to get inside popped into her head. Several of the birds opened their mouths to show off their unsettling, sharp teeth. Her stomach twisted at the thought of being torn apart by the dozens of creatures now perched only a few feet from her. 
Margarette shakily stood up from her chair and slowly backed out of her cubicle. Another crow flew into the glass, hitting the exact same spot as the others, and she whirled around to run away. She only took a few steps before she ran straight into Mr. Danvers. He glared at her with an angry look on his face. Margarette didn’t care about his fury for once, she was solely focused on getting as far away from the window as possible. She couldn’t take hearing another crow slam itself against the glass, the very thought of it causing her to tremble in fear.
“The birds, sir!” she whispered in terror.
Danvers looked past Margarette at the window and saw nothing out of the ordinary except for a crack in the glass. “Margarette, I’m so sick and tired of your stupid attempts to get out of doing work,” he hissed. “There aren’t even any birds there, you pathetic waste of space.”
Margarette snapped her head to the window and found that all the animals had disappeared. She stared in disbelief for several moments and then stuttered, “There were dozens of them.” Margarette turned and looked into Mr. Danvers’ eyes, “They were here just a minute ago.”
“That’s it!” Danvers yelled, “I’ve had it with this crap!” He grabbed Margarette by the left arm and started to drag her off. “You’ve really screwed the pooch now.”
“Hey!” Daniel hollered after them, “Let her go.”
“What was that?” Danvers sneered as he turned to look back at Daniel. “Did you want to say something to me?”
“Yes, I do,” Daniel said with confidence. “You always treat her like trash. I’ve had enough of it.”
Danvers chuckled, “Oh really? Do you want to trade places with this deadweight?” Silence followed his question and he shook his head. “I didn’t think so.” He hissed at Daniel, “Get back to work.”
Margarette watched as Daniel reluctantly turned and shuffled back into his cubicle. Meanwhile, Danvers tightened his grip on her wrist enough to start hurting her. He dragged Margarette past all her coworkers, making sure they all could see the display as a way to further heighten her humiliation. Danvers took them to his office and slammed the door. He finally let go of her and aggressively pointed at the lone office chair placed in front of his desk. She sat down quietly as Danvers looked at her with disgust.
After a moment of silence, Danvers finally spoke up. “I took a look at the revenue reports you sent me.” He shook his head. “That was the one thing you had going for you, Margarette. The one thing you had, and you screwed it up so badly that you made me look like an idiot!” Danvers pounded his fist on his desk, “I’ve never seen anything so poorly written in my life! Not to mention, you sent it to me five minutes after eleven.”
“Y-you gave me an impossible task,” Margarette quietly stuttered.
“What was that, Stuttering Sally?” Danvers said mockingly. “I couldn’t hear you because you’re quieter than a fart from a church mouse. Makes it easy to sneak off and not do your work, huh?”
“I always do my work, sir,” Margarette said, with tears starting to form in her eyes.
“Cut the crap!” Danvers screamed. “I know you haven’t been doing your work for a long time. And even when you actually get it done, it’s garbage!” He chuckled. “I think you know what comes next.”
“Please don’t, sir,” Margarette whimpered.
The feeling of something watching her drew Margarette’s gaze to the window, where she saw a crow perched on a tree limb. The bird was staring directly at her as it opened its beak to reveal its human teeth. She felt a sense of panic start to overpower her other emotions.
“What the hell are you staring at?” Danvers yelled.
“The crow!” Margarette said, pointing at the window.
“There you go talking about birds again.” Danvers rolled his eyes at her. “I don’t know what game you’re trying to play, but it won’t work. It’s clear you’re too busy paying attention to the wildlife to do your job.” Danvers took in a deep breath. “So, you’re fired!”
Margarette looked away from the dozen or so crows that had just landed on the perch and stared into Mr. Danvers’ eyes. “You can’t do this to me,” she pleaded. “I-I need this job.”
“Everybody needs a job,” Danvers growled. “Maybe you should have thought about having a better work ethic before now.”
“How?” she asked as she started to cry. “I’m in here before anyone else, and I’m one of the last to leave.” Margarette shook her head, “I put in more hours than you!”
“Don’t try to talk yourself up with some lies,” Danvers sneered. “I know you goof around in your cubicle all day instead of working.”
“How could you possibly know that?” Margarette asked as a small bit of anger started to bubble up in her voice. She heard a thudding sound against the window and proceeded to ignore it. “Unless you watched me every hour of every single day, you would have no way of knowing if I’m goofing off or not.”
Danvers waved his finger at Margarette. “You’re not the first person to use that argument on me. I can tell who’s a hard worker and who isn’t. And let me tell you, you’re not a hard worker.” He slowly stood up. “The only thing I’ve ever seen you do that was worth a damn is your reports. Other than that, you can’t do anything else correctly. You’re one of the dumbest people I have ever met! Hell, I don’t even know how you got this job! You must have lied your way through the interview. Hell, maybe you banged the right person; that would make sense.”
Several thumping sounds came against the glass and Margarette looked to see a crack forming on the window. She didn’t care though. After years of abuse from her boss, he had finally gone too far by insulting her intelligence and her morals.
Margarette screamed back, “Shut up you disgusting, worthless shell of a man! All you do is berate other people for not doing their jobs, but it’s clear that you don’t do yours. Those revenue reports are your responsibility, yet you threw them on me.” She stood up to look Danvers in the eye. “You’re the one who’s dumb and incompetent! You treat everyone around you like crap because you’re a worthless human being.” She jammed a finger into his chest as she yelled, “Screw you!”
The glass of the window suddenly shattered as dozens of crows filled the room. Margarette and Danvers both screamed in horror as the animals flew around them. The birds circled for several seconds before swooping down on top of her boss. Margarette tripped over her own feet trying to step backwards and fell to the ground. She watched in terror as the crows swarmed Danvers and started ripping into him with their sharp teeth. Gripped with fear, she could only watch as chunks of her boss’ flesh were ripped off him.
“Help me!” he screamed. “Oh god, help me!”
Margarette sat on the ground, completely stunned by what she was witnessing. The animals continued their feast on Danvers while he screamed in agony. Margarette noticed one of the crows pecking at Danvers’ left eye. Blood oozed out of the socket as the man tried to scramble around his desk, while also swatting at the birds. The blood-soaked victim tripped and fell just a few feet from her. She quickly scrambled back in fear of the crows taking an interest in her as well. Margarette scooted away from the carnage until her back hit the wall.
There was nothing she could do but watch the horrifying and unnatural teeth of the crows as they continued to bite into Danvers. He finally stopped flailing and looked at Margarette with his one eye. She saw him take his last breath as the birds continued their feast. There was no doubt in her mind that they would pick his bones clean in a matter of minutes with how fast they were going. Margarette wanted more than anything to flee the room but was far too afraid of the birds to make a move. Another crow flew through the window and softly landed on her knee. She sat completely still while trying to keep from crying as the animal studied her. It opened its beak to show her that it was the one with human teeth.
In an almost human voice, the crow cawed, “Show some teeth.”
Margarette sat in stunned horror, unable to comprehend what she had just heard. 
The crow turned its head and stared at her as it said, “‘Show some teeth,’ he said. Well, we showed him our teeth instead.”
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  The wooden lifeboat was no match for the monstrous waves of the ocean. Jerome could easily hear the creaking of the boards under the strain of the sea slapping against them. It was only a matter of time before something broke and water started to flood in around him. More likely than not, he wouldn’t be able to witness his demise due to the overcast sky blocking any moonlight from reaching him. The only reason anything was visible to him now was the flames coming off the large cargo ship he had abandoned only minutes prior. He was still close enough to hear the crackling of the fire and the screaming of the crew, but he would soon be far enough away that the fire’s light would fade. 
It seemed that his escape attempt was going to end before it had even truly begun. Sure, he had successfully fled Boston by stowing away on the vessel that was now alight before him, but it had only made it a day or so from shore. They were more than a week's voyage from where the crew had left the harbor for. Perhaps that was a good thing. Jerome had told himself not to meddle in the affairs of the crew that had so graciously agreed to smuggle him out of America for a small fee, but there were disturbing details that he picked up on. The hundreds of manacles and chains, combined with an absurdly cramped area of additional sleeping quarters that the sailors themselves did not partake in, told him exactly what the crew was aiming to smuggle. A part of him was thankful they did not reach their destination since that meant he had avoided bearing witness to such a deplorable and disgusting trade. At the very least, his hands were clean on that front.
As for the deaths of the smugglers themselves, that fell squarely on his shoulders. After all, he was the one who started the fire. Not intentionally of course, but his hands were the ones that tossed the lantern which would engulf the sleeping quarters in flames. He was just trying to stop that horrendous thing from reaching him. That inhuman creature had been following him since he had gone on the lamb. It had been whispering to him, putting his mind on edge and depriving him of much-needed sleep. Of course, his body betrayed him when the supernatural thing finally revealed itself. As sleep deprived as he was, how could it have not? Whether he meant to start the fire or not, that didn’t matter to the crew. They would burn to death and the ones that escaped from a fiery doom would drown, as he had commandeered the sole lifeboat for himself.
Now that he was alone on the vastness of the ocean, he waited to see what would come first: the authorities or a leak. However, he was taken by surprise when a hand shot out of the water and grabbed ahold of the side of the lifeboat. The drenched limb pulled a bloated and waterlogged body from the waves, delivering it onto the opposite end of the boat from him. With the light from the burning ship becoming a dim glow in the distance, it took him several moments, but he finally managed to identify the rotting corpse of his wife. 
Her spirit had managed to break free from its final resting place in the lone bathtub of their apartment and had followed him out to sea. She had been the one polluting his mind and driving his hand to commit such a large mistake. It was all to get him alone, truly alone on the open water, so that she could take what was hers. Vengeance would be oh-so-sweet, especially since Jerome’s screams for help had no hope of bringing him salvation.
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  Thomas desperately slid his hands against the bricked-off surface, feeling for some imperfection or crack. His fingers frantically searched every crevice in place of his eyes, which were utterly useless in the pitch-black darkness. Constant droplets of sweat poured down from Thomas’ brow thanks to the ever-rising temperature in the sealed-off area he found himself trapped in. Each time Thomas moved it seemed as though the space got a tad bit hotter. 
After scouring every inch of the bricked wall in front of him to no avail, Thomas let out a pathetic whimper before slumping to the floor. He tried to take a deep breath to calm down, but the air was musty and he ended up furiously coughing instead. The closed walls echoed the sounds of his coughs back at him, hurting his ears from the amplified noise. His coughs turned into sobs as the true hopelessness of his situation finally washed over him. The air around him tasted of dirt and death, with the flavor growing ever stronger after each breath. He knew it wouldn’t be long before the supply of oxygen ran out, a thought which caused him to sob even harder.
Thomas continued to weep over his approaching demise as his mind replayed past memories of his life. He went through all his loved ones in his head, trying to think how all of them would react to his death. As Thomas thought about those he’d be leaving behind, his brother naturally floated into his brain. He wondered if what he was going through now was how his brother felt in his last moments. The thought of his little brother gasping for air while trapped in an enclosed space with no one there to help him suddenly lit a seething rage inside of Thomas.
He scrambled to his feet and began to kick at the wall with all the fury he could muster. Thomas’ shoes harmlessly bounced off the brick, but he continued to strike the wall before him. The frustration of not being able to break out of his tomb only added to his anger, pushing him to the point where he started to punch the brick. Thomas’ hands immediately flared with agony upon the first hit, but his raw emotion overpowered his common sense and he kept punching.
Thomas continued until he felt something break in his left hand, as a wave of agony simultaneously shot up his arm. He couldn’t help but let out a kneejerk roar of pain before furiously kicking the wall with his right leg. Thomas continued to do so until a similar sensation of agony engulfed his foot, causing him to stumble backward. He couldn’t maintain his balance and fell, slamming his head against the back wall of his tomb. The hit caused his mind to lose clarity, and the boy fell over on the floor, his limbs flopping against the ground.
“I just wanted to find Jake,” Thomas mumbled weakly.
His mind randomly thought back to Mr. Sowers asking, “Thomas… do you know what immurement is?”
Thomas spat in disgust at the recollected words of his horrific neighbor. The man was a monster that had managed to fool everyone. All the years of missing children, heartbroken parents, and sleepless nights lying awake in fear, were because of Mr. Sowers. Thomas felt his mind start to drift towards unconsciousness and he couldn’t seem to fight it, try as he might. His eyes lazily drifted towards the wall before him where he happened to notice a small beam of light shining through. Thomas gasped in surprise as his muddled mind managed to understand that he had done just enough to loosen one of the bricks in the wall. It was a final moment of hope that Thomas tried to cling to as his mind seemed to automatically power down.
“I’m coming, Jake,” Thomas mumbled incoherently as he drifted off into unconsciousness.
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  Joseph paused for a moment in hesitation as he gazed up at the worn-down, yellow sign that simply read Great Tires. Though Alek had recommended the spot to him, Joseph was starting to have doubts about his longtime friend’s referral. The place was already located in a rather sketchy part of town, but the fact that it was tucked behind a foreclosed strip mall had him considering just leaving. He contemplated what he should do for a few more seconds before remembering that his car had been towed there, and with two blown-out tires, he only had one real option. Joseph slowly let out a defeated sigh and gingerly pushed open the glass door to enter the tire store.
The first thing that he noticed was the rather peculiar odor that permeated the air. The scent of tire rubber encircled him as would be expected, but there was something else with it, a horrific stench that managed to hide itself within the scent of rubber. Joseph wracked his brain for something that could describe what his nose was picking up, but all he could muster was the word ‘rotten’, as though some large animal had managed to crawl into the tire shop and die without anyone being aware of it.
Joseph’s thoughts on the horrible odor were interrupted by someone asking in a sharp tone, “What do you want?”
He brought his attention to the small counter, only twenty or so feet from where he currently was, and spotted a short woman, around five foot two, shooting him a suspicious look. It took Joseph a moment to process the question, but once he had, he immediately headed for the counter. As he approached, Joseph was able to identify the unfortunate bowl cut the short woman wore, along with a clunky pair of thick-rimmed glasses that magnified her eyes just enough to make them seem unnaturally large. He came to a stop just in front of the area where she stood, which was also occupied by an outdated cash register.
Before Joseph could speak, the woman bluntly asked again, “What do you want?”
A thick, European accent of some sort was much easier to detect now that Joseph was close enough to hear what the short woman was saying. He took but a few seconds to ponder what country the accent could have come from before he realized that the woman was quickly growing impatient.
“I’m here to get some tires put on my car,” he finally replied.
The woman narrowed her eyes and then pointed an accusing finger at him. “So you’re the one who dropped their car off here without calling,” she growled. “Do you have any manners? To simply park a car somewhere with no notice… it’s disgraceful!”
“I… I know,” Joseph quickly tried to apologize. “I wouldn’t normally do it, but Alek recommended…”
“Alek!” the abrasive lady suddenly shouted in surprise. Her magnified eyes grew a little larger as she said, “Why didn’t you just say so?” She began to search for something just out of Joseph’s view while saying, “I am Ksenia, the owner of this store.” Ksenia finally found what she was looking for and loudly slapped it onto the counter.
Joseph stared down at the item placed before him, which was a small and worn-down, black notebook. He was confused as to why Ksenia had retrieved the notebook until the short woman produced a pen from her pocket. She clicked it several times too many before spending a few seconds forcefully rubbing the pen against the journal’s open pages. After an awkward moment of silence, ink finally began to appear on the page, and she glanced up at Joseph with a small nod of her head.
There were a few seconds of silence that followed, in which it became apparent that Ksenia was growing even more annoyed. She asked with a loud sigh, “What tires?”
“What… tires?” Joseph responded in confusion to the vague question.
Ksenia rolled her eyes, then rephrased the question. “What kind of tires do you need, and how many?”
“Uh… well, two of them are flat… so, I guess uh… I’ll probably need four,” Joseph slowly responded while trying to search his brain for any helpful detail about his car’s tires. “Um… what kind of tires,” he muttered to himself. “That’s… that’s a good question.” Joseph hesitated for a moment before admitting, “I-I honestly don’t know

      ***
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