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A Glorious Dedication
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Hey Everybody before we begin I want to dedicate this book To the fine people of Sandwich Illinois. I know I poked fun at you guys and honestly I did it out of love. I mean I poked fun at people in Plano it was only a matter of time before I got to you. Anyway I hope you enjoy this insanity and know that it was all in fun. Until next time!!!!
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Part One: Welcome to the Carnival
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“...Here comes the carnival

Cheer the Dark Carnival

Join hands with the dead and come

Bloodshed, bedlam, yum yum yum (Yum yum yum)

Here comes the carnival

Cheer the Dark Carnival

Murder rides and torture fun

We've got doom for everyone...”

––––––––
[image: ]


— “HERE COMES THE CARNIVAL”

By: Insane Clown Posse
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Janice and The Fortune Teller
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Janice had not been to the carnival since her late teens. She wasn’t even planning on going this year. Yet she was convinced by her best friend Stacy to go. Because Stacy felt that Janice needed to get out of her house and enjoy the little things life had to offer. Whether it was some fried atrocity on a stick, a hastily slapped together thrill ride, or an almost certainly rigged game of chance. Whatever the case, nothing presented a quick burst of enjoyment and guilty pleasure quite like the carnival. 

As Janice paid for her ticket and walked inside, she actually became temporarily enamored with lights and the spectacle within the carnival grounds. While the carnival only showed up once a year and was only for two weeks, it was definitely a sight to behold. A sight she actually had missed. Her eyes were drawn to the unusually, yet well lit, large beautiful ferris wheel near the entrance to the midway, and she realized that there were actually a lot of things she missed the past few years. Mainly because she wasn’t allowed out of her home much once she married David.

––––––––
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JANICE MET DAVID FRESH out of high school. And she was instantly smitten. They soon became inseparable. So much so, that Janice chose David over college. She soon found herself moving in with him, and six months later, they were married. One month after the “I do’s” though everything changed.

David became a controlling nightmare. He never harmed her physically, he just implied something would happen to her if he was not around. He convinced her that she was worthless and the only thing worthwhile in her life was him, and for the next few years she believed him. She became a shut-in. Only leaving the house with her husband at her side. After all, her love for David was immeasurable and she fully believed he could do no wrong. The only friend she stayed in contact with was Stacy. Who she loved like a sister. Yet she did not see Stacy much physically. They interacted mostly through phone conversations and social media. Stacy tried to convince Janice repeatedly that the way David treated her was not normal. Yet Janice refused to listen. Janice did miss the outside world, but she was comfortable with her life. Whatever she needed David provided. He was a gentle lover and just an all around wonderful husband. Except for the things he said. Which were hateful at times. Yet Janice needed him. Because at this stage of her life she had alienated everyone for this man, so she honestly had nowhere to go. 

After their sixth year of marriage, Janice began to grow a bit annoyed with David. The silver lining had worn off and what she saw was a horrible man who spoiled her and had closed her off from the rest of the world just to keep her for himself. Yet she still could not see a way out. All the money she had access to was David’s, and while he was wealthy, she was not. It was his money, that she could only use, if she asked and only if she lived up to her wifely duties. Which at the end of the day made her feel like a whore. 

Then her entire life changed about six months ago when David just disappeared. No one knew what had happened with David. He just vanished, the police had no leads. There were no signs of foul play and nothing that suggested a crime had happened. David was just gone,and Janice was on her own.

As his wife and possible grieving widow Janice found herself able to now access the money without asking for permission. She did not take to spoiling herself. She went out only to stores for everyday essentials. Twice she met Stacy for lunch. Now tonight she was taking a huge step. She was going to the Carnival. A place where she had several wonderful memories. A place crowded with people. If anything could shatter her six year shut-in experience it would be this place. 

She was meeting Stacy at seven by the Lemon Shake up booth. Yet she had gotten there almost a full hour early and decided to take a walk down the midway. Admiring the various games and local vendors. She was halfway through the midway, just past the Pick-a- Duck game when she saw a weird sign that immediately grasped her attention.

It was a purple triangular sign with a hand, palm up on it. In the center of the hand was an eyeball. Underneath the image were the words: FORTUNES TOLD.

Glancing down at her watch Janice saw that she had forty five minutes left before needing to meet Stacy. So with a smile she turned and headed towards the purple tent that was erected next to the sign. She figured having her fortune read would be a fun experience. This attraction had never been at the carnivals she had attended in the past. So she was curious at just what her fortune could actually be.

She pushed aside the heavy curtain that acted like a door and walked inside the tent. The floor was covered with several mismatched carpets. In the center of the tent was a small table. On top was a clear globe that Janice assumed was the crystal ball. There was a vacant chair on her side of the table and on the other sat a rather kind looking elderly woman. She was wearing a long flowing purple and gold dress. On her head was a colorful scarf tied back tightly. Large gold hoop earrings hung and stretched the elderly woman’s earlobes. Janice had to fight back a giggle. Because every stereotype given to fortune tellers, this woman embodied.

“Have a seat my child,” The woman crooned, “Come and see what wonders are in store for you.”

A loud bang echoed out deep within the fairgrounds, causing Janice to jump slightly. Figuring it was some early fireworks or some idiot kids with poppers she ignored it and walked over to the table, and sat down. She smiled at the elderly woman and asked, “How does this work?”

“Hand me your palm child,” The woman said at a near whisper, “Let’s see where your life is going.”

As the woman took hold of her hand, Janice heard screaming erupt from the fairgrounds. The rides were just getting started and the night was indeed young. She was going to hear those screams all night. And was probably going to scream a little bit herself. So she focused on the woman inside the tent with her.

“Hmm, peculiar, very peculiar,” The woman mused. 

Janice furrowed her brow and was ready to ask the woman a question when the crystal ball on the table began to glow and fill with smoke. Janice’s eyes grew wide as the woman began to sway back and forth almost as if she was in a trance.

‘They are really going all out’ Janice thought to herself. She smiled as the woman swayed. She was on the verge of laughing when the woman suddenly stopped all movement and sat upright, her eyes flying open.

“Oh my child” The fortune teller said in a low raspy voice, “You do belong here.”

Confused and totally caught off guard Janice responded with a puzzled, “Uh excuse me?”

“Yes child,” the fortune teller continued, she did not address Janice or look at her as she spoke, instead the woman’s eyes were transfixed on the crystal ball in front of her. “It seems dear that you are not as good of a soul as you would have most believe. You are wicked, very wicked indeed.” The woman trailed off the last word into an almost inhuman sounding laugh.

“What the hell are you talking about, old lady?” Janice asked.

“There it is,” The old woman croaked, “There is the vile woman, I can hear her in your tone. Your aggravation.” The woman then looked up and smiled, “Yes dear you belong here.”

Suddenly a loud bang echoed out all around the tent. The noise was so loud Janice felt the ground vibrate beneath her feet. It was definitely the sound of an explosion. And it definitely took place on the midway. Janice could now smell the unmistakable scent of bacon fat burning. Before more screams filled the air. Only this time the screams she was hearing did not sound like screams of enjoyment or excitement. They were the screams a person would make either out of pain or fear.

Janice jumped to her feet, turning her back on the old fortune teller,  and shouted out, “What the fuck?”

“Child I would not concern yourself with what is going on out there” The old woman said, “I would worry about what is going on in here. Don’t  you worry yourself none though, I will send you out there before you know it.”

Janice turned around and stared down at the old woman who was now looking at her smiling. The woman’s eyes were practically glowing inside the dark tent. Janice found herself unable to look away from the woman’s gaze. No matter how bad she wanted to go and see what was happening outside the tent Janice was overwhelmed with the feeling that she needed to sit down and hear what this woman had to say. She sat back in her chair and waited for the old woman to speak.

The smoke in the crimson ball turned from a pale white to a dark crimson red. The woman then ran her hands over the ball itself and Janice noticed that each nail on the woman's hands were long and black and looked as if they were sharpened to a sharp point. At that moment the fortune teller’s hands resembled claws, and Janice began to feel the cold icy touch of fear creep up her spine.

The fortune teller continued to caress the crystal ball when she suddenly stopped and asked, “So dear, why exactly did you kill your husband?”

Janice’s eyes went wide and tears began to well up. Instead of answering she responded with her own question, “W-w-what are you talking about?’

“Oh dear” The woman began, “We are past pretending. We are past denial. You know what you did. I know what you did. They know what you did. You may have fooled the rest of the world. Yet you cannot fool us?”

“Us?” Janice said in a questioning tone.

“Yes us.” The fortune teller continued, “This is not the carnival you thought you were going to. Your sins guided you here. Your lies. Do not fret, those you were meeting, why they are at their destination safe and sound I am sure. No dear, this carnival is special. This tent is special. You were meant to come here. You must atone. You must pay. So child I ask you again, why did you kill your husband?”

“I didn't,” Janice answered in a shaky voice.

“DON’T YOU DARE LIE TO ME!” The elderly fortune teller roared. Her voice was louder than any voice Janice had ever heard. Janice covered her ears with both hands and closed her eyes, turning away from the woman. The woman’s voice continued to roar throughout the tent so much that Janice felt every word down to her very bones.

“CONFESS” came another roaring command.

Janice did not answer, she only pressed harder against her ears.

“TELL ME THE TRUTH” Once more the fortune teller pressed on.

Tears began to roll down Janice’s cheeks. As fear began to place a vice-like grip around her heart. 

“THERE IS NO OTHER WAY!” The woman roared once more, her voice growing louder. 

Janice wanted to curl up into a ball and hide, instead she lowered her head to her and placed her elbows on her knees and began to rock back and forth. She began to shake her head hoping to make the old fortune teller leave her alone.

“WHY DID YOU KILL YOUR HUSBAND?” The fortune teller asked once more.

“Because he deserved it!!” Janice screamed out. 

There was brief silence as Janice began to bawl. Tears flowed down her cheeks and snot hung from her nose. “He deserved it,” she repeated with a sob.

Janice let her hands fall from her ears and sat there hunched over. Eyes still closed trying to hold back her tears yet they could not be stopped. After crying for a bit Janice blurted out, “I’m so sorry?”

The woman ignored the apology and asked, “Why did he deserve it child?”

“Because he was cruel,” Janice began, “I was his prisoner, I was his slave. He did not love me. I was not allowed any freedom, or friendship. I was in the house day in and day out with nothing but him. I was just a possession to him.”

“Then why not leave?” The woman asked.

“And go where?” Janice answered. “I had alienated everyone in my life for that man. I had no one.”

“Oh please.” The fortune teller said, “You could have left at any time. Your family would have taken you in. Family would never stop loving you over who you marry. As a matter of fact your friend was willing to meet you tonight was she not? You made the choice to not reach out. You made the choice to not leave. Just like you made the choice to poison him and cut his body into pieces. You chose to wrap his parts in cellophane. Scattering them. Yet that is only going to last for so long. Because as we speak his leg, the one you floated down the Fox river, is about to be found.” 

Janice’s eyes flew open. Her vision was still blurred as she was looking down at the ground. She was beyond terrified at this point. She had been so careful. Or so she thought. She made sure to carefully dispose of her husband's body. Some she buried in various fields. Some she disposed of in the five surrounding bodies of water. All weighed down where they should have sunk. It took her two months to properly do this. Meanwhile she was never suspected. The police never once thought she was capable of doing this. Yet somehow this old gypsy looking fortune teller somehow knew where one of David’s body parts were. As she puzzled all of this over in her head the woman spoke once more. Only this time she was much closer. It was as if the woman was kneeling right in front of her. 

“Don’t worry though child” The woman said, “while they may find parts of him, they will never find you.”

Janice immediately looked up and saw that she was now face to face with the fortune teller who was now kneeling in front of her. Her vision had begun to clear and what she saw made her jump out of the chair she was in, and recoil backwards away from the woman. 

The woman’s breath had stunk like rotted meat yet it was her eyes that were really terrifying. They were all black and bloody tears were now flowing from the corner’s of the fortune teller's eyes. The elderly fortune teller began to laugh as she stood up straight and Janice saw thick blackish red blood flow from the corners of the woman’s mouth.

“What the hell are you?” Janice asked, suddenly filled with questions. She did not give the woman time to answer before asking more, “What the hell is this place, and what the fuck is going on?”

The woman smiled and answered, “Doesn’t matter dear.” She then walked back around the table tapping the top of the crystal ball with a long black fingernail, as she headed back to her side of the table. The woman then sat back down and looked towards Janice. Blood was still flowing from the corner of her eyes and mouth. 

The world came into focus and Janice could now hear more loud screaming and other horrific noises coming from outside the tent. She looked over at the fortune teller ready to ask more questions. Before she could the fortune teller raised her left hand as if to stop her and said in a low guttural growl. “You can run now!”

Janice did not think twice and turned around. Bolting out of the tent. She pushed the curtain violently aside and ran outside, stumbling as she did so. What she saw was nothing but chaos.
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JANICE’S MIND WAS TRYING to process what she was seeing. The entire midway seemed to be on fire.The smell of smoke was high in the air. There were loud explosive sounds coming from deep within the carnival grounds. The serene sights she saw when she walked in were now replaced with sights of horror and chaotic terror.

She tried to look up and around for some sign of normalcy and a possible escape. Her eyes were drawn to the ferris wheel she had noticed earlier. It was no longer an awe inspiring sight of beauty and wonder. 

Because the ferris wheel was now on fire and the people trapped on it were screaming.
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Steven and The Merry-Go-Round
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Steven could not take his eyes off the lights that lit up the entire fairgrounds as he made his way to the merry-go-round. The entire area was indeed a sight to behold. One never quite knew just how gorgeous the fairgrounds were until you saw them at night. Steven smiled as he made his way towards his destination and where his potential date for the evening, said she would be waiting for him.

The young woman’s name was Michelle. She was fresh out of high school and was five years younger than Steven. Legal age and beautiful. Steven had met her on a dating app and everything the young woman said led him to believe that she was the adventurous type who was more than likely down for a good time. Which was fine by him. He wasn’t married, and he had nothing but his job to report to and if the evening went spectacularly well he could easily call off work and use a sick day. Because if he had the opportunity to wake up next to a beautiful eighteen year old hot to trot woman, he was going to take it. 

He was practically skipping as he walked the dusty path that weaved in between and next to the rides. A majority of the rides were in this section of the fair grounds. The two exceptions being the ferris wheel which acted a sentry to the Midway, and the mini roller coaster called the Tempest, which was erected at the far end of the grounds near the petting zoo and farm animal holding pens. There were a few other smaller rides and attractions for the kiddos that were placed near the food stalls. But if you really were a thrill seeker and wanted to risk it all on a carnival ride, well this was the part of the fairgrounds you wanted to be. The only exception to the thrill ride part was the overly large merry-go-round that sat in the center of the ride area. When you were there, you were treated to so many wonderful sites as you went round and round. It was a simple ride, yet a perfect location for meeting someone or a romantic interlude.

He paused for a moment to listen to the various joyful screams coming from the surrounding rides. He looked at each of the lines and noticed that they were practically empty. Which was unexpected but plausible. The fair had just opened and people were still on their way. The lack of children was bothersome as well. Then again tonight was a school night and the weekend was set aside for the big crowds. The rides were full though, and everyone on them seemed to be having a good time. The night was young, any minute the park was going to be filled up. Which was fine by Steven because he was hoping to be leaving soon with a beautiful, young, fiery, woman on his arm.

As he got closer to the Merry-Go- Round, he saw her. She was standing casually next to the entrance looking around in all directions. She was obviously searching for him, and when she looked in his direction his heart practically skipped a bit. They had only communicated via text and phone calls for the past few weeks and had even sent each other pictures. Some very risque, yet none of the photos did this young woman justice. Because her beauty was astounding and practically overwhelming. Her long flowing red hair looked like a cascade of flames in the fairground lights. She wore a tight fitting shirt that highlighted her ample bosom very well. The woman was built to break hearts. And Steven was willing to let her try to break his.

When they locked eyes he put on his best smile as she smiled back. She stuck her hand high in the air and began to wave it back and forth. “Steven!” She called out, “Over here!”

As he grew closer he smiled and told her, “Doll you are so much more beautiful in person”

Michelle smiled and for a second. He saw her cheeks grow bright red as she blushed. She looked away and let out a nervous laugh before turning back to him and replied with, “Well you’re not so bad yourself mister.”

Steven smiled at that and gave a little chuckle. He was tempted to respond with an “I know” but thought better of it. He knew he was attractive, and he knew that he was charming. Hell he even knew he could have any woman he wanted. Yet he always looked for a challenge, he always wanted them to say no. Because then it would make this little game of his a little more fun. Yet they would almost always give in to his wily charms. So he resorted to other means to live out his sick fantasies. Michelle was indeed beautiful and the way she dressed definitely implied she wasn’t innocent. So Steven knew if he really wanted to have fun he was going to have to mislead her. Easy prey is still prey and he was a predator who enjoyed a challenging hunt. So instead of being an egotistical bad boy tonight he was going to play the part of an insecure geek. He figured that Michelle had a thing for confidant bad boys, and showing some signs of insecurity may turn her off.

“No,I’m just me”, he quipped, acting shy as he broke eye contact.

“Okay whatever,” Michelle retorted, letting out a laugh.

Steven could tell though his little game was working because as he looked away he caught her staring down at her watch. She wasn’t completely disinterested, but she was starting to show signs. His ploy was working. 

“So uh, what do you do?” He asked.

Michelle looked at him puzzled, “Uhm what do you mean?” she asked.

“Work, like what do you do?” He pressed, “I’m uh an uh accountant” He then blurted out.

She rolled her eyes and answered, “I don’t work, I’m going to college next year. I just want to go out and have fun for a while, you know, shake off the stench of high school.” She then looked down the path leading out of the ride area. She was looking for the exit. And that made Steven’s heart leap for joy. She was so ready to jump his bones when they chatted online. She even sent him a couple of semi-nude photos. Now just after a moment of awkward questions she was ready to call it a night. Suddenly she was no longer ripe for the picking. Which was exactly what he wanted.

“Uhm so uh, what do you want to do?” She asked, she was still looking around. 

Steven gave her an awkward smile and looked over at the Merry-Go-Round. They were right by the entrance and oddly enough there were only four people in line. “How about we ride this?” He said, “I got extra tickets.” He almost laughed at just how lame he sounded. 

Michelle looked at the Merry- Go-Round and sighed, “Ok could be fun.” And she walked forward and got in line with Steven walking closely behind her.

He was getting excited. She was still losing interest in him and he could feel himself getting aroused. Just the look of this woman interested in him was enough to get him semi hard. If she kept getting more disinterested he was going to indeed have to end the evening sooner than later because the longer this went on the harder it would be to hide his erection.

He had played many characters for his dates. Sometimes he was the overly cocky jock, or a loud obnoxious slob, yet the one character he utilized more often than not was his insecure geek role. He was finding the more beautiful the woman, the less likely she would be interested in someone awkward and uninteresting. It was a character he perfected. And it always seemed to do the trick. 

As they boarded the Merry-Go-Round, Michelle led them over to a pair of horses opposite from the four other people who were in line. It was as if she didn’t want anyone to see her with him. She looked at a particular pair of horses and shrugged. She then threw her leg over the one on the outside, closet to the exit. Steven took the inside one next to her and purposely acted like he was having trouble getting on it. Once he was seated he looked over at her and saw that she was staring at him. She had an embarrassed smile on her face. Obviously him pretending to struggle to get on a wooden horse was the straw that broke the camel’s back. She was so uninterested and Steven knew at that moment that she was not going to spend the night with him. Well not without a little persuasion.

Suddenly the sound of calliope music began to pipe through the merry-go-round speakers and then with a little jerk the horses began to move.

The music was still low enough that conversation could still be had. Yet one had to speak a little louder than normal. Not quite shouting, just loud enough to be heard over the annoying music.

“So what school are you going to?” Steven asked.

Michelle turned to him and in a loud voice answered, “Illinois university, downstate. She then asked him, “Why?”

“Just wanted to know.” Steven answered. He was begging to love the calliope music because it was making the conversation between them even more awkward. Not wanting to stop the conversation he called out, “That’s cool though because I had a friend go there.”

“Nice” Michelle called back clearly disinterested.

“What are you studying?” He asked.

“Psychology” She answered, yet not looking at him as she did so.

Of course she is, Steven thought to himself. He began to suspect that Michelle was a spoiled brat whose parents helped her get through life and that Psychology wasn’t even her choice, probably something suggested by her parents.

“Cool,” He replied, “That’s awesome,”

Suddenly the Merry-go-round picked up speed. Steven felt the horse jerk forward slightly and if he hadn’t grabbed the pole sticking out of the tack multicolored wooden horse, he would have fallen off it. 

Undeterred, he decided to ask another question, a question no woman really wants to answer yet one they hear a million times, “So what do you do for fun?” He shouted out

Michelle looked over at him and replied, “Not this.”

Steven smiled at that answer. She was clearly aggravated and he knew that the moment the ride was over she was going to find a way to try and excuse herself from their date and from there the real fun could begin. A little sooner than he thought, yet it was happening. While he was lost in his own thoughts preparing for his little game, he almost didn’t hear Michelle.

“Hey, can I ask you a question?” She inquired.

Snapping back to reality, Steven looked over at her and answered, “Yeah go ahead.”

“Have you ever had sex that was consensual?” She asked.

Steven heard every word she said, yet it still caught him off guard. The merry- go-round also picked up speed once more. Yet he had a death grip on the pole. He locked eyes with her and saw that they were no longer the beautiful eyes he looked into before. They were now bloodshot with the pupils being all black. Still, he was dumbstruck and could only respond with a bewildered sounding, “What?”

“Oh come on now” Michelle continued, “it’s a little too late to play dumb. So tell me did you ever get a woman to fall for this shtick of yours and fuck you out of pity? Or did you rape them all?”

Steven’s eyes went wide. He knew what he was doing was wrong. Yet that was the thrill of it. Sure, eventually the women yielded and gave in. Yes it took a clever combination of manipulation and toxic persuasion. He never really used his drugs to render his conquests unconscious. He always wanted them conscious enough to agree to the sex, yet at the same time regret it. Women were just naturally drawn to him, they were always willing and that was just boring. He wanted resistance, he wanted some pushback. He wanted them to say no at first. Because he needed the rush more than he needed the sex.

“I don’t know what you're talking about,” Steven stammered. He suddenly looked around, hoping no one else could see or hear them because as soon as this ride stopped he was getting off this ride and as far away from Michelle as he could.

Michelle tilted her head back and laughed. “Oh look who wants to get away from here now.” She said, “Not so fun when you're the prey.”

“What?” Steven asked, just before the merry-go-round, lurched forward almost violently this time. 

The force of the merry-go-round spending up was enough to panic Steven this time, and he lost his grip. Falling backwards off of his wooden horse. Fortunately the wooden horses were spaced far enough apart that he missed the one behind him and fell to the floor on his back. 

He rolled over onto his side and was fixing to push himself onto his feet when he saw that the world was flying at an unnatural pace. The merry-go-round was spinning unnaturally fast and the fair grounds were a blur of colored lights and disorienting scenery. He shook his head to fight off the encroaching dizziness and worked against the inertia created by the Merry-go-round to get to his feet.

Steven tried to steady himself and turned to look at Michelle and nearly screamed out in terror. Michelle’s body was still facing forward, her hands gripping the pole of her horse tightly. So tight in fact that her knuckles were now growing white. It was her head that was causing his sudden fear, because it was turned completely around with her face in the center of her neck. Something a human head could not do. 

“What the fuck!” Steven screamed out as he grabbed the rear end of the horse he had just been sitting on, in an effort to steady himself.

Michelle’s head began to twist sideways as he heard the bones in her neck grind and snap. The music had changed to a low menacing growling melody of “Pop goes the weasel” and it made the scene playing out before him even more sickening. When her head had stopped turning and was now facing him again Steven screamed. 

Blood was trickling from the corner of her eyes and her scalp was starting to split in half. Steven could hear her
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