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			Foreword

			Sonora Taylor is someone I consider a dear friend, and happens to be my fellow co-founder of Fright Girl Summer (frightgirlsummer.com). When I was going through a difficult time, she sent me a care package full of witchy gifts. It was exactly what I needed at the moment. She genuinely cares for people. I’m proud to call Sonora my horror sister even though we have never met in person. You can find her on social media advocating for writers from marginalized communities or sharing her collection of the BEST earrings. 

			Besides being a wonderful human, she is a splendid voice in horror right now. And this is most definitely a time when women are leaving their mark in horror. We are redefining what it is and how it is told. From the horrors we experience with our bodies, life experiences, love and the mundane, there is a huge shift in the genre. Women are charging through fearlessly not caring if they are called shrill or crazy.

			Sonora’s work reflects the shift happening below our feet. She is not only part of the shift, but she is also cheering on other women in the game. She was one of the first people to read and review my work. Knowing you have support in what can be a difficult journey makes the road less arduous. That is the reason we began Fright Girl Summer. It’s my absolute honor to sit here and sing Sonora’s praises. However, when you read her books it doesn’t take long to know the work speaks for itself. 

			The title of this collection says it all. Someone To Share My Nightmares is horror with a caress of the sensual. It’s a seamless silk stocking held up by lace, and what you don’t see is the blade tucked beneath the thigh. I absolutely love sex written into horror by women. The combination is a pointed edge pressed into your mind and flesh with just enough pressure to stimulate, but not hurt.

			Our experiences in love and sex can sometimes be described as horror. Can Krampus be hot? Yes, he can, and I could hear his voice ooze with desire in the final story, “‘Tis Better To Want.” It fulfilled all my secret fantasies from the 1985 film Legend. I could see the larger-than-life creature waiting for me in his bedchamber. *sigh*

			Another fantastic aspect to Sonora’s short stories are the endings. They always leave you satisfied, yet titillated, or with a chill running down your back. Sex or romantic elements in horror don’t mean it cannot also be scary or haunting. I believe this thinking has been engrained because horror has largely been dominated by men. Not that men can’t write sex or romance, but women have their own unique experiences that must be heard. Sonora gives us a brilliant example that you do not have to sacrifice the very natural act of sex to create a creepy story. The horror elements still come through.

			Sonora also takes the opportunity to show that sexuality is fluid. The boundaries when it comes to love and sex do not have to conform to any set rules. This is true of this collection and her novel, Without Condition. “Bump in The Night” is a cheeky story of fluid sexuality reminiscent of the 2009 film Drag Me to Hell. But arousing! It is written better than I can describe it. 

			“The Sharps” is probably one of my favorites in the collection because it is a mix of sci-fi, horror, and romance. It’s imaginative with a delicious degree of tension. “Candy” had me howling because there are always snippets of humor in Sonora’s writing. Your emotions are given a ride as you move thought this collection and that is what keeps you turning the page. How will she surprise me next? 

			Fans of Sonora’s previous work will enjoy this collection. If you are new to Sonora, please pick up a copy of Seeing Things and Without Condition. Both are two very different stories of women experiencing horror in their day to day lives. One is grounded in the supernatural and the other could be true. It doesn’t take long for you to become fully invested in their tales. 

			Share her work and be sure to leave reviews when you can. It all helps women in horror continue to make strides in genre fiction. And is there anything better than discovering a new voice?

			V. Castro

		

	
		
			Someone to Share My Nightmares

			Kristin’s favorite director was in town. He’d been there for almost a month, buried in a grassy knoll at the top of the local cemetery. His stone was the largest, a beacon whose notebooks, flowers, statues, and other items left in tribute cast a gilded shadow on the graves that were unknown to all except their families and friends left behind.

			Jonathan Ransom had not been born in Kristin’s town. He hadn’t even lived there. But he made sure he’d stay there in death, buried in Thornhill Cemetery in the small town of Creekwood, North Carolina.

			Ransom’s films were haunting portraits of the South, bringing forth that unsettled quiet that most Southerners only knew as a feeling or a sense of innate displeasure with one’s surroundings—a quiet anger they couldn’t quite place. Ransom manifested that anger into ghosts, shadows, and monsters. He formed them into shapes, created characters that explained Kristin’s deepest suspicions about where she lived. His work was celebrated across the country, and his last three films had each garnered more praise than the next.

			Ransom claimed that in Creekwood, he’d found his muse. Its empty trees, barren even in summer, and blackened creeks that flowed inches deep brought a mood to his films that actors never could. Kristin knew those scenes well, had known them ever since she first entered the woods that Ransom found delightful. She always tried to see him shoot. He was famous for only shooting at dusk or at dawn, and in the quietest corners of Creekwood that even the locals managed to avoid.

			If she’d had the chance to meet him, she would’ve been able to tell him to avoid those corners. 

			Ransom’s death was called an accident. A local found him at the bottom of a ditch, and his head was bent in an unnatural angle against the stone. Ransom’s camera lay shattered next to him, all the film exposed and ruined. No one would see what Ransom saw ever again.

			Kristin always knew there was something wrong with the woods outside of her house. Its trees bent at odd shapes, and they never seemed to bear blossoms or fruit. Yet they lived, year in and year out. Birds built nests in their crevices, squirrels burrowed in their holes. Eggs fell to the ground before they hatched, and hawks left the bloodied remains of the squirrels on the roots.

			The forest’s horrors began to appear in her dreams as early as elementary school. Kristin would fall asleep and in her mind, she’d wander into a forest that no longer hid behind the trappings of flora and fauna. Between craggy trees stood corpses, their mouths frozen into a scream as their arms and hands stretched to the sky alongside the branches. The leaves on the forest floor were strewn with hair and teeth. Each nightmare ended with smoke curling at Kristin’s feet and the glow of two eyes blinking in front of her. When she awoke in the safety of her room, she’d vow to stay away from such a dangerous place. 

			And yet, Kristin couldn’t stay away. She’d walk by the woods and feel as if the smoke in her dreams were nipping at her ankles like a wolf puppy, welcoming her into its wild domain. And when she entered the woods, she felt an eerie sense of calm, like whatever had beckoned her was grateful for the company. She knew when she was welcome, and when she should leave. It was as if the demon the eyes in her nightmares belonged to allowed her in so long as she listened to their whispers and left when they told her. 

			All of his fans mourned his passing, but Kristin also mourned the loss of someone else—perhaps the only someone—who understood those woods the way she had. When Jonathan Ransom spoke of the forests of Creekwood, it had been like listening to her own thoughts made clear. Whenever she’d shared them with anyone, they called her ridiculous or, at best, said she had the potential to write horror. Jonathan Ransom wrote horror, but what made his horror so compelling was his belief in it being real. Not a belief in monsters or ghosts, but a belief in something sinister, something made manifest in the limited ways people could see it. Kristin saw it in her nightmares. Ransom gave her nightmares life.

			Kristin knew, deep down, that the woods were the woods. She wouldn’t give in to the seductive pull of the nightmare of the forest until she told herself emphatically that it was a nightmare, a fantasy she enjoyed the same as any horror film. It was her imagination—one that, until Jonathan Ransom took up residence beneath the grassy knoll at the end of Thornhill Cemetery, she thought she’d shared with someone else.

			But Kristin wasn’t going to the cemetery today. She was going straight to the source of her current pain: the ditch that had taken Jonathan Ransom’s life. She walked through the silent woods, quiet even though it was still the afternoon. She carried a rose to leave at the ditch.

			As she neared the site of Ransom’s death, the silence slowly began to slip away. She thought she heard a rustling, but as she got closer, it became a trickle. There were no creeks in the forest, at least not close to here.

			Kristin entered the clearing where the ditch had once been. In its place was a creek. The stone that broke Jonathan Ransom’s neck was now covered by rushing water.

			Kristin sighed. The rainstorms from the previous week must have left their remnants in the woods. Or else the woods wanted to wash him away from her memory for good.

			She tossed the rose in the water, then walked away. She’d had enough of the forest for one afternoon.

			—

			“I see demons every day. I want others to see them too.”

			Jonathan Ransom’s eyes pierced through the lens as he spoke. His voice trembled from Kristin’s phone and settled in her ears as she sat in her car. He spoke calmly of the things that scared most everyone else. 

			“I want others to see what I see,” he continued as he spoke with Chelsea Davenport in a rare interview. It was three years old, between his first Oscar and his last completed film. “And I don’t want them to deny that they saw it. That’s why I lay demons bare in imagery that exists without special effects. Tree branches, shadows, a dark creek. All contain demons, and film helps me show those demons in ways that others can’t avoid.”

			“So you believe in demons?” Chelsea asked off-camera. The camera wouldn’t dare leave Ransom’s face. He was so stoic, so calm about fear. The camera wanted to confront viewers with Ransom’s calmness. It was more unsettling than any demon he spoke of.

			“Yes,” he replied, as if Chelsea had asked if the sky were blue or if chocolate was delicious. “But not in the way you’re thinking.”

			“What way am I thinking?”

			“The way everyone does: silly monsters summoned from Hell. Candles, the wrong incantation, fire. Horns and cloven feet. Blood and fangs, tits and cocks in wretched proportions.” His smile grew. “Did I embarrass you, Ms. Davenport?”

			“We don’t really talk about tits and cocks on network TV.”

			“Then you shouldn’t be speaking to me about monsters.” He chuckled, then continued, “But I don’t believe in those demons. Those are the demons everyone believes in, the ones they make up so they can pretend that evil isn’t human. That it isn’t a part of the world, a chaos as inherent to living as oxygen. It’s all a part of life. Evil, like goodness, is very much human; and all we can do when we see it is try to stop it.”

			“Or in your case, film it.”

			“I film it in an effort to stop it. I was drawn to film because film magnifies life in ways that help us see what we miss every day. I wanted to magnify the demons so that people would see them more easily.”

			“You seem to be frightening them, if reviews of your last film are any indication.”

			Ransom smiled. It cast a pleasant chill on Kristin’s heart, like a breeze breaking through the August humidity.

			“Isn’t fear what compels us all?” Ransom asked.

			The YouTube clip stopped, and part two of the interview was about to begin. Kristin stopped the video and put her phone away, then looked out across the field toward the woods.

			Water running over where Ransom had died had bothered her more than it should. It almost seemed like the woods delighted in Ransom’s death and had seen his flesh as a means of creation. Kristin knew it was silly to think so, and yet she couldn’t shake the feeling. Something was wrong with the forest. She’d seen it, and Ransom had seen it too. Had the woods wanted to stop him from seeing it?

			She narrowed her eyes at the trees as the late afternoon sun glowed overtop of them. The light was purely August, golden and fat with excess heat. The tree branches stretched toward the sky, begging for rain; and yet they stood proud, knowing that nothing and no one could expose them. Not even a director who’d seen them for what they were.

			Kristin saw the woods for what they were. Would the forest do something to her?

			She turned off her car and got out. These were crazy thoughts. She needed something to dull those thoughts, and the small bar on the side of the loneliest road in Creekwood would be just the ticket.

			—

			Kristin stirred the cherry in her drink. The ice had already begun to melt, rendering her Jack and ginger more watery than a high schooler’s eyes when their favorite character died on the CW. Condensation covered the glass and slicked her palms. The only thing more useless than her visit to Jonathan Ransom’s death site that day was trying to have a cold drink in a Carolina summer.

			“Want me to freshen you up there?”

			Kristin looked up and saw Evangeline, the bartender, smiling at her. Kristin managed a weak smile back, then gulped her drink down in three swallows. “Yes please,” she said as she set down her glass towards Evangeline’s end of the bar.

			She grabbed a clean glass and filled it with ice. Jack Daniel’s and ginger ale followed, along with another cherry. A line of condensation formed almost as soon as Kristin took the glass.

			“You’d never know we fixed the air conditioner last week,” Evangeline said.

			“You sure it’s working?” Doug called from his seat. He was a barfly Kristin was convinced slept in the corner booth.

			“Sure it’s working, it’s just hot.” Regardless, Evangeline waved her hand in front of the lone air conditioning vent over the bar. Kristin sipped her drink and wondered how long it would take to not only forget her wasted afternoon, but the useless conversation happening next to her.

			“Excuse me.”

			Kristin looked up at the unfamiliar voice. Her eyes widened, and she was glad that the man standing in the doorway was facing Evangeline and not her. He was so handsome that Kristin didn’t think he could possibly be real. Every feature, from his sandy blond hair to his strong chin, from his dark eyes to his broad shoulders, seemed crafted to elicit lust in anyone who looked at him.

			Anyone, maybe, except Evangeline. “Yes?” she asked, with about the same level of interest she’d show any stranger walking into her bar.

			“Do you sell food? I’ve been wandering around all day and I’m starving.”

			The man was barely sweating. Had he done a glam-up in his car before coming in?

			Evangeline smiled and tossed a small bag of potato chips onto the bar. “This is about it,” she said. “But you can order delivery here if you want.”

			“Will do.” The man moved towards the bar, and Kristin noticed how close the potato chips were to her seat. She glanced at Evangeline, who winked at her before turning back to the bar to get a refill of Doug’s favorite beer.

			“This seat taken?” the man asked with a smile as he moved to sit down.

			“No. Go ahead.” Kristin took a large sip of her drink to try and calm her eyes back into a normal width.

			“Thanks.” He pulled the chips toward him and immediately became immersed in his phone. Kristin shrugged to herself and turned back to the bar.

			“You have any recommendations?” the man asked.

			Kristin turned and saw him looking at her. “Recommendations?”

			“For food. You live around here?”

			“Oh. Yeah, I’m local.” Was it that obvious? Her fingers flicked to her hair to straighten it. She stopped herself, then realized her fingers were floating by her cheek. She curled them under her cheek, then her chin. She hoped she didn’t look like as much of a spaz as she felt.

			The man smiled, and Kristin felt everything in her body calm except for her heart, which beat so hard she could feel it pulse between her thighs. “So what do you recommend?” he asked.

			“Mike’s,” Kristin replied. “Mike’s Deli. They deliver and they make a great turkey club.”

			“Perfect.” The man turned away from her and tapped in his order. Kristin’s shoulders fell a little, but when she turned back, she saw a refreshed Jack and ginger in front of her.

			“And what’ll you have with that club sandwich?” Evangeline asked the man. Kristin kept her eyes away from him.

			“I’ll have whatever she’s having,” he answered. Kristin glanced at him, and saw him smiling at her. “Seems like she has good taste.”

			Evangeline gave Kristin a sly look, one Kristin hoped the man didn’t notice. “She does,” she said as she made the man’s drink.

			“I have good taste too!” Doug called.

			“You like whatever’s on draft!” Evangeline shot back.

			“Whatever’s on draft is good!”

			“So good you spend the rest of the time complaining about my AC, my lights, the smell—”

			“It smells too clean in here! You need cigarette smoke or something!”

			“I’ll light up your ass if you don’t shut up!” Evangeline thunked the man’s drink in front of him, then grabbed herself a bottle of beer and walked to Doug’s table.

			“Seems like a fun place to drink,” the man said.

			“It’s something,” Kristin said as she turned to face
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