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Strong language

Depictions of suicide/self-harm

Homicide

Cannibalism

Arachnophobia

Gore/Blood

Use of weapons

Welcome. Thank you for accepting my invitation. Come join me into the realm of horror and macabre. Thirteen tales – no more, no less – are what I have to share with you on this dark and rainy night.

I have lit a candle here for each. Must keep the lights burning bright to keep away the lurking shadows. The evening grows late, the clock ticking the hours onward. Once the clock strikes midnight, our time here will end.

Take a seat by the fire. This old house is rather drafty, mustn’t catch a chill. Well, other than that of fear. Don’t fret, though; we are safe. I promise. No one has lived in this house for many years, so we are very alone.

Who am I? Just a simple storyteller. I am here to share the tales of those now long gone from this world, and care for the mementos left behind. Each item is vastly different. Simple – but dangerous if not kept in check.

Are you comfortable?

Good.

Ready?
No...? Shame.
There is no turning back now, I’m afraid.
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THE VOWS
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This ring was once a symbol of love and loyalty. Stunning, isn’t it? Quite an antique. It was found in a run of the mill pawn shop of all places. Funny... Something so small caused one woman so much pain. Though, it wasn’t so much the ring, as it was the one who bestowed it.

“I was thinking we could go see that new movie this weekend. Maybe have dinner beforehand? It’s been a while since we’ve gone out. What do you think?” Christie called into the other room, removing a pork roast with a vegetable medley from the oven. 

The scent of rosemary and garlic filled the small kitchen of their apartment. It was only one bedroom, but she hoped in the next few years they could look for a home, start a family. 

She and Liam had been married for almost three years. Their anniversary was coming up in just a few weeks. Christie swallowed hard, praying he would remember. 

“Babe? Did you hear me?” she called once more, beginning to plate their dinners. 

“No, what’s up?” Liam asked, shuffling into the kitchen and eyes glued to his phone. 

Christie sighed, “I was asking if you wanted to see a movie and go out to dinner this weekend? It’s been so long since we’ve really done anything fun.”

“This weekend? Eh, maybe... I might have to work overtime. Boss has been hounding me lately. Maybe next weekend. Is dinner ready yet?” he plopped down into one of the two mismatched chairs at the dining table. 

“More overtime? Really? But you’ve been working so much lately. He should really cut you some slack. At the very least give you a weekend off, here and there,” she sighed setting his plate before him. 

“I don’t know what to tell ya... He’s the boss, what he says goes. Besides, gotta make that money, you know?” he mumbled shoveling his food into his mouth without hardly a glance down. 

“I guess that’s fair,” she muttered, knowing full well his paychecks stayed the same whether he worked “overtime” or not.

“Thanks for dinner, it was good,” Liam stood, wiping his mouth, “I’m going to go play a few rounds with the guys until bed.”

“You’re already done?!” she asked in shock as she was just now sitting down to eat her own portion. 

“Yeah? You know I’m a fast eater, and I didn’t get a chance to eat lunch today, so I was starving,” he said, already heading to the couch. 

He placed his headphones on, essentially ending the conversation. 

“Right...,” Christie grumbled. 

Feeling increasingly alone, she poked at her food. Her appetite quickly dissipating.

They had been so close, so in love... She couldn’t understand what had happened. Their passion dwindled more each year. They met their freshman year of college, and swearing it was love at first sight. They were inseparable – until they got married after graduation. 

What’s happened to us...

Christie picked at her meal in silence. Her heart sank a little more each day. She noticed they were growing apart a year ago, and it had only gotten worse since then. 

Swallowing her pain for now, she put away the leftovers. Including her own meal, despite her protesting stomach. As she started washing the dishes, a sudden twinge in her ring finger caused her to nearly drop a plate onto the floor. The itch was fierce and demanding. 

“Ah! What the hell!” she hissed as she scratched vehemently at her finger. 

Her skin was red and splotchy. She couldn’t be sure if it was from the scratching or if a rash was beginning to form. 

What is in this soap, she questioned, examining the ingredients of the off-brand dish soap she recently switched to in order to save money. 

Brushing off her disappointing night – and now apparently eczema – Christie trudged to the lonely bedroom to escape into her latest book. A story of romance, curses, magic... and true love. 

A pang of bitter envy ate at her as she read on. With a sulking huff she slammed her book shut and turned off the lights hoping to find sleep. 

He’s hiding something...

Do not trust him...

He’s lyinggg...

“Hello...?” Christie whispered into the dark having been woken suddenly from her slumber. 

She could have sworn she heard someone talking. It was faint, but she was certain – or was she just dreaming. She looked beside her; Liam hadn’t come to bed yet. She tossed the blankets off and crept to peek out their door.

“Oh, come on, man! You should have had him!” he yelled into his mic, still playing with his friends. 

It must have been him yelling.

With a heavy eye roll and shake of her head, she shuffled back to plop into bed once more. Her finger began to itch again, this time worse than before.  

“Gah! I need to get some cream tomorrow,” she grumbled scratching until the irritation faded enough for her to fall into a deep sleep.

Faint whispers and flirtatious giggles began echoing in her dreams. A woman’s voice chittered. One she didn’t recognize, and then a man’s voice – Liam’s voice. 

“Don’t worry, she doesn’t suspect a thing. I’ll meet you this weekend while I’m ‘working’,” Liam whispered. 

What is he talking about?! This is a dream. It’s just a dream.

“Trust me... She’s always been so naïve. She will believe anything I say,” he chuckled into a pause as his voice darkened. “Why are you asking me that again? You’ve always known what this is. I can’t leave her. Not yet. Oh my god, don’t start crying... Damnit. I’ll figure something out, I promise.”

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!

Christie woke to the sound of her alarm. Sweat was dripping down her face and back, and her heart was already racing. She glanced next to her to find Liam stirring from his sleep. She breathed deep trying to calm herself. 

It was a dream.

A half chuckle bubbled, realizing her subconscious was toying with her. She tossed aside her blanket to get ready for the day. Bright red skin flared in the corner of her eye. Her ring finger was completely enflamed. With frantic eyes and shaky hands, she tried to slide her ring off before her condition worsened. A wince distorted her features. The metal bit into her skin as if latching on. It was stuck firmly in place. Her finger had nearly doubled in size overnight!

What is wrong with me?!

She rushed to grab her phone from her nightstand and hastily dialed her doctor’s phone number. 

“Hi, yes, this is Christie Walters. I was hoping I could be seen as soon as possible. I think I am having an allergic reaction to something. The skin on my ring finger is swollen, bright red and splotchy, and this itching is going to drive me insane!” she paused listening to the receptionist. 

“I am sorry to hear that Mrs. Walters, but it appears Dr. Shaffer doesn’t have any openings for a minimum of two weeks... I can put you in for one of those dates. In the meantime, I suggest going to the urgent care or emergency room. However, you may need a referral to a specialist,” she explained, apologetically. 

“Really? Shit – er, sorry. Yes, whatever the earliest opening is I will take that, please. Thank you,” she sighed hanging up the phone. 

Liam rolled over groggily, “What was that all about?”

“Nothing, just a small rash. I’m going to go put some ointment on it,” Christie reddened, not wanting to disgust her husband with her condition. 

“What are you – Holy shit! Christie, that is not ‘small’, that looks awful! Is – is it blistering?! Go to the ER or something!” his brows creased with both worry and repulsion.

“I’m going right now. I also have an appointment with my doctor in two weeks, in case they’re not able to do much today,” she groaned, “I think I might have to take today off.”

“You’re taking the day off... for a rash?” Liam raised a questioning brow with a shake of his head, “Didn’t you run out of sick time recently?”

“Wha – no. I have no idea how long the doctors will take, or what they’ll suggest afterwards. I’ll play it by ear I guess,” Christie said, mindlessly scratching at her finger. 

“I’m just saying we can’t really afford an unpaid day off, you know? And – Christie... Christie! Stop scratching your damn finger!” Liam pulled at her wrist, showing the blood now running down the back of her hand. 

“Oh my god!” she cried and ran into the bathroom to wash it off and find a bandage... or two.

“How did you not feel that?” he asked from the doorway. 

“I-I don’t know, it just started itching so badly... I couldn’t stop,” she breathed, staring at the fresh scratches as she treated them. 

“Well, get it figured out. I’ve got to get ready for work. I probably won’t be home for dinner tonight. Have a big project I was put on the other day. Don’t wait up for me,” he muttered pushing off the door frame. 

“Oh, okay... Sure,” she smiled halfheartedly, “Don’t work too hard.”

Lies, lies, LIIEESS

Open your eyes!

See the truth!

“Aah!” Christie looked down and saw she had scratched her bandages off and dug even deeper into her skin. 

Tears stung her eyes as she began to sob. Through her blurred vision, she wrapped her finger completely in gauze. After composing herself, she wiped her face down with a cool washcloth. 

It was a battle to get ready, throwing on some makeup and tossing her hair up into a messy bun. A near impossible task with an injured finger. Once dressed, she made her way to the urgent care facility a few miles from their apartment. 

There was a one-hour minimum wait – just what she needed. Christie bit back a groan and sat down in one of the empty chairs. Her finger was tightly wrapped to not only protect the scratches, but she hoped to keep herself from exacerbating the wound. 

Dark thoughts began trickling into her mind as she sat in the waiting room. Liam’s longer hours and volunteering for overtime was something he never did before. It used to be he would rush home as soon as his shift ended. “Couldn’t stand another moment away from you!” he used to say. 

So, what changed? Was she driving him away? Was she no longer attractive to him?

He is hiding something – someone...

Find the truth!

Tick – Tick – Tick - Tick

The clock on the wall poked and prodded at her brain with every little tick, driving those thoughts deeper. The sounds of hushed whispers, and hoarse coughing seemed so loud, driving her nerves on edge. 

Her hands began shaking uncontrollably as the itch snaked up and down her finger. Her toes curled and her eye twitched as the urge to scratch grew. It demanded relief. Her hand hovered above the throbbing finger when she was then snapped from her trance. 

“Crystal Walters?” a nurse called out from an open door leading back to the exam rooms. 

“Christie Walters?” Christie asked , standing to approach.

“Ah, yes, sorry! Come on back!” they stretched an arm leading past the door in welcome, a worn smile on their face. 

The exam room was stark white, bleak, with a light that flickered at random moments. It all caused her anxiety to rise and the itch to increase. She fidgeted on the exam table as the nurse took her vitals before the doctor would see her. 

“Blood pressure is a little high... Feeling a bit nervous?” they asked with an empathetic grin. 

“Mm y-yes a bit, I suppose,” she stammered sheepishly. 

“No worries, then. The doctor will be in momentarily. Just sit tight,” the nurse nodded as they left the room. 

The light began to flicker incessantly. The inaudible voices hovered around her. Was it from the other rooms, or was she fully hallucinating now?

The ring is a lie.

Leave him.

“I can’t leave him. He’s all I have! All I’ve ever known,” Christie whispered into the air.

He is a LIAR!

He does not love you.

LEAVE!

“Who are you?! I can’t just leave! I-” she stopped short as a stout man in a white coat entered the room. 

“Hello, I’m Dr. Stevens. Christie Walters, yes? I hope you will stay until I can exam your condition...,” the doctor said with a scrunched brow. He eyed her curiously over the clipboard. 

“Yes, of course! I’m sorry... I think this rash – or whatever it is – is causing me to go a bit crazy,” she bit her lip embarrassed and raised her hand for him to see. Her face reddened to a deep cherry as she chastised herself. 

“Hmm, well let’s take a look and hopefully I can ease your pain. Perhaps, even get you back to some semblance of sanity,” he grinned reaching out for her hand. 

She grimaced as he deftly removed the bindings from her raw flesh. His expression switched from curiosity to horrified shock. Her skin had blistered, and the scratches were much deeper than she realized.

“H-how long has this been going on?” he asked trying to remain calm and professional. 

“A few days at most. It started out mild, but it’s only gotten worse since,” she explained. 

“A few days? This looks much worse than a few days, Mrs. Walters... I didn’t see any allergens listed on your chart. You are sure you’re not allergic to anything? Any type of metals, latex, detergents, foods?” He asked, with worried eyes. 

“Not that I am aware of. I’ve never had anything like this happen before. What could have caused it? It itches non-stop, and I have to scratch it!” Christie was on the verge of tears looking into the man’s eyes. 

“We can try to run some tests here, but I am afraid with this level of severity, there is only so much I can do here. I recommend seeing an allergist and a dermatologist. I will contact your doctor and have them put in a referral for both immediately. For today, I will administer an antiseptic and ointment to clean the wounds and help with the rash. My word... You may need stitches on at least two of these gashes. They are a bit too deep to heal properly on their own,” his brows furrowed deeper, his lips pursing as he examined the extent of the damage. 

Christie nodded her agreement to the doctor’s recommendations. He ordered the necessary tools to suture the wounds closed. He attempted to remove the ring but, try as he might, her ring was stuck tight. No amount of lubricant or cold compresses was able to loosen it. He stated it would be too risky to cut the ring off at this stage. With an exasperated sigh, the doctor did his best to stitch the wounds working around the stubborn ring. 

She left the urgent care with her finger sutured, wrapped, and ointment applied, praying that would be the end of the itching. At least for now. 

Sitting in her car, she called Liam to let him know what all had happened, and that she did indeed have to call off work due to the stitches. He didn’t answer his phone to her chagrin. She tried once more, but again no answer. 

DING-DING

A text message appeared.

“I’m in a meeting. Can’t talk. See you tonight.”

Another lieee.

“Stop it... He wouldn’t lie to me,” she said more so to herself than the mysterious voices that kept chirping in her head. 

DING-DING

“Hey, I can’t wait to see you tonight! I hope you’ll be wearing that one dress I like.”

What?!

“Liam♥ unsent a message”

Christie’s heart dropped. She couldn’t even breathe; everything became a blur. She swore this couldn’t be true. She was seeing things... Why would he cheat on her? Who would he even cheat on her with? She was his wife! They made a vow to be loyal to each other... forever. Madness began creeping into the darkest recesses of her mind. 

I need proof... but how?

With a fiery rage burning, she peeled out of the parking lot and raced home as fast as she could. Bursting through their door, Christie began ransacking every inch of their apartment looking for evidence. A clue – anything! She dug through his side of the closet, through his drawers, dared even to check his messages on their gaming account. 

The last place she checked was in his coat pockets. She froze dead when her hand touched something. Lace. Closing her eyes, she pulled out a thin lace thong. 

DING-DING

“Got your number from his phone! I am tired of sharing, XO 😉”

A text from an unknown number with several screenshots attached came through. Conversations between a woman and Liam... 

Believe it now?

You know what you have to do...

Remember your vows...

Our vows... Our marriage... Broken.

Her finger begged to be scratched. It was both itching and stinging from the sutured wounds. She ripped her bandages off in a maddened state. Her husband, a liar – a cheater... Her ring, still stuck on her now destroyed finger. 

Enough is enough.

She stumbled into the kitchen in a crazed stupor. Her vision hazed over from both the physical and emotional pain. Tears stung her eyes, as she reached for a knife. 

“This ends now.”

The clock struck midnight as Liam sauntered through the door. He cursed at the




























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
) 5 ‘g
A

0LOGY OF FoRion

CEY.





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





