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“Part of me rejoices in the chaos. Its jubilee serenades me with whispers of survival, purpose, and meaning. Peacetime has been a torturous imprisonment while the liberation of adversity has freed my soul.”


    

    
      ~Anonymous
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  REWARD



Cinematic:

As the author of this work, I offer you, the reader, the opportunity to redeem a cash reward for introducing this work to any producer that offers an acceptable contract [to the author] for this work. The reward offered is 10% of any option contract for film up to a maximum of $10,000.00.

Via this reward, our mutual goal is to introduce this work to cinematic producers. Many are likely familiar with the term “six degrees of separation,” the theory that anyone on the planet can be connected to any other person through a chain of acquaintances with no more than five intermediaries. This is what I aim to accomplish here with your help.

Think about who you may know in the movies or at literary agencies who may be able to help me. It doesn’t hurt to ask, and if your effort pans out, then you’ll be rewarded for it.

Think about who you know that reads and would enjoy this book.

Send any leads, opportunities, or introductions via the email below.




I Appreciate Your Help,

Frank Reteguiz

Rickandllewyns@gmail.com








  
  
  Act: Dusk

  
  







When a caterpillar goes through metamorphosis, its entire body is liquefied inside the cocoon due to a process called histolysis. The caterpillar’s tissues, neurons, and cells are all broken down into a soup and then reconstructed as it morphs into a butterfly. Despite the brain cells being completely liquefied, the butterfly retains its memories from its life as a caterpillar. This begs the question, what really is memory, and where does it lie? 








  
  
  Chapter 1- A Living Nightmare

  
  







“You belong with me,” her haunting voice echoed around him.

He awoke alone in a cramped space, a pitch-black space, only feeling a mattress underneath him and cold wooden walls surrounding him. “The Wanderer” by Dion could be heard playing outside. The Lost Soul’s heart banged hard, not only from being unaware of where he was, but who he was. He started to control his breathing to stop the panic attack and regain his composure, attempting to recall any memory from the night before or any time before, but found nothing. He couldn’t even remember his name. His breathing was short and shallow, The Lost Soul screamed for help, but nobody answered except the sound of waves crashing against the walls.

Reflexively, he felt the wall behind his head and found a latch. He quickly turned it, and the hatch flung open, the morning sun’s rays blinding him. He crawled out and fell hard onto the wooden deck, then took a moment to get his bearings. When his eyes adjusted, he found himself in the cabin of a sailboat. A plaque with the vessel’s name hung on the wall — S.S. Styx.

“Hello?” he yelled but heard no answer.

He hesitated to move, afraid of what might be top-side. He stood there lost and confused, afraid, but he needed answers; he needed to know how he got here and who he was. Those questions outweighed the fear of the terrifying unknown. He finally moved from his spot and began looking around the cabin for any clue of what happened to him. He found the Bluetooth speaker playing “The Wanderer” was set to play music as a morning alarm and hit the snooze button. He found a black suit jacket on the cabin’s couch and searched the pockets. Strange, he thought. He found a white rose in the breast pocket and a little black box. He opened the box and found an engagement ring gleaming in the sunlight. A smile came across his face, hope and warmth vibrating through his body. But he didn’t know why he felt like this because the ring sparked no memory, only the feeling of déjà vu. He put the engagement ring box back in the jacket pocket and went to the head.

The Lost Soul looked in the mirror and didn’t recognize the man staring back at him. He was wearing the matching pants to the suit jacket, a white dress shirt with the top button undone, and a black tie loosely hung around his neck. The stranger staring back at him was a handsome man with crow’s feet in the corners of his eyes — he must have been someone who liked to smile—; but his brilliant hazel eyes stood out as absorbing and intense. His brown skin, deep black hair, and strong jaw made him look like a young Zahn McClarnon.

“You belong with me,” the disembodied voice echoed from the cabin. He leaped out of the head in a panic, grabbed the coat, and climbed the stairs to the top deck. The bright sun nearly blinded him again as he jumped off the boat and onto the dock. He stopped for a moment to look behind him and found no one on the boat. He looked around at the other docked boats and again saw no one.

“Is there anyone here?” he yelled.

He ran across the dock, desperately beating on each boat while yelling for help, but nobody answered. He ran up the gangway and into the full parking lot but found no one in sight. Panic overcame him as he ran onto the empty city street and found abandoned cars with their doors open scattered on a once lively road now turned desolate.

“Hello! Hello! Is there anyone here?” he yelled. No one responded; not even the singing of birds or the croaking of frogs was heard. Nothing alive to make a sound.

The Lost Soul began exploring the driverless cars. Purses and cellphones were abandoned on the front seats, engines stalling and sputtering could be heard from down the street. Then he saw the blood. Pools of black and rust-colored blood clotted on some of the car hoods and the ground beneath them. The stench of rot and the overwhelming terror caused the Lost Soul to vomit.

“What the fuck is going on?” he asked himself as he spat the bitter bile from his mouth.

He looked up and read the street signs of the intersection where he vomited: -

N. Ponce De Leon Boulevard and King Street.

“I’m in St. Augustine?”

The Lost Soul stood at the crossroads and looked east on King Street, where the King Street-Bridge was barricaded by abandoned police cruisers with their strobe lights still on. The once white stone rails of the bridge were now caked with gallons of blood and riddled with bullet holes. A massacre happened here. He wanted to go back to the sailboat to hide and regain any sense of sanity he had left, but something inside him told him to head to the old district of the city. A compelling urge pushed him to venture into the mysterious destruction and eerie remains of the city of St. Augustine. The Lost Soul didn’t have an inkling of rational reason for doing so until he realized he’d unknowingly taken out the engagement ring and was holding it in his hand.

He put on the suit jacket and placed the ring back in the pocket. The Lost Soul’s need for survival was outweighed by his compelling need to go into the unknown, to find out who he was, what happened, and who the ring belonged to.

The Lost Soul felt the spent bullet cartridges underneath his shoes as he walked past the barricade and over the bridge. He couldn’t tell which direction the police were trying to fend off the attack because both ends of the bridge were barricaded, and there were bullet holes spread-out in every direction. They were firing everywhere, even in the middle of the bridge. There was so much blood that the bottom of his shoes were sticking to the cement as he walked.

“Where are the bodies?” he asked himself.

The Lost Soul looked around and found no remains of any kind. No bodies, not even severed limbs, entrails, nor any type of flesh. Only blood.

He made it across the bridge and continued east on Kings Street. The store front windows were all shattered, and their doors smashed in.

“Was this a military attack? Were we invaded?”

The streets were littered with purses, backpacks, torn clothing, and cellphones. The Lost Soul reached down and picked up a smartphone, surprised to find it still working. He dialed 9-1-1, but only static was heard, not even that piercing tone followed by the robotic voice telling you the number you dialed was not in service. He went to the phone’s web browser to search for news but found there was no connectivity. The Lost Soul then looked in the phone’s gallery and found pictures of the owner with her husband sightseeing in St. Augustine. He kept swiping until he found the last item, which was a video recording.

He pressed play and watched as the recording shifted from the street to the sky. She was recording as she was running, causing the scene to shake violently. There were other people running away, too, some already covered with blood. The phone then dropped, camera side down, which recorded only the cement, but there was still audio. “Sharon! Run! Keep fucking running! Don’t look back. Keep fucking running!” a voice screamed, which was followed by a barrage of gun fire, cars crashing, and people screaming. Then, the phone was kicked over and recorded the night sky and people running over the phone. This last minute of recording was just flashes of gunfire followed by sudden silence. A horrifying roar broke that silence, followed by somebody screaming, “Oh my God, what the fuck is that?”

The screen went black when the video stopped. The Lost Soul’s hand was shaking as he stared haplessly at the phone. He played the last five seconds of audio again and listened to the roar. The Lost Soul didn’t recognize what animal or thing it came from, but listening to it again made him nearly drop the phone. He pocketed the phone since it still had a full charge and wished everything could be explained away as a military invasion.

He passed Sebastian Harbor Drive and found the St. Augustine police station. He walked to the open door and peered inside, listening for movement from inside. He hesitantly walked into the station and found desks flipped over and apparently used as shields in a battle. But it was more of the same from what he already saw. Bullet-hole spray covered the lobby, blood caked the floor, and no bodies.

“Hello?” he said in a near whisper.

No answer was heard.

He walked further into the police station and found nobody in the front section of the building. The Lost Soul went down the corridor and found the armory. Intuitively, he went in looking for weapons but found them mostly emptied. He found the small arms safe door ajar and opened it. To his relief, he found a Glock-19 along with a few loaded magazines. He loaded the gun and racked the slide, chambering a round. His efficiency with the gun surprised him. He also found a pistol holster and a magazine holster, which he diligently attached to his belt, properly arming himself.

As he was holstering the Glock, the phone in his pocket began to vibrate. He quickly pulled it out and saw that the number was unknown, but he answered with a feeling of relief, knowing he was going to hear another person’s voice and get some answers.

“Hello? Please help me; I don’t know what’s happening,” he blurted out.

Soft breathing answered on the other end.

“Hello, please say something to me. I don’t know what happened, and I am alone.”

The breathing stopped, and her familiar voice spoke.

“You belong with me.” said the disembodied voice.

The line went quiet, only to be sharply broken with by a loud, “BHARRARRAA.”

The roar from the maniacal laugh blasted through the earpiece, causing him to drop the phone. The echo of the phone breaking on the floor was followed by a loud clank coming from inside the building. The Lost Soul unholstered his gun and cautiously followed the clanking as it intensified. He couldn’t recall any memory of tactical training, but he instinctually knew to clear the rooms as he passed and to cut the corners so he wouldn’t be ambushed. The clanking led him to the holding cells when it suddenly stopped.

The cells, with their Plexiglas windows and heavy metal doors, were all open except for one at the end of the row. That cell’s window was covered with cardboard and newspapers from the outside. Gun pointed at the window, the Lost Soul reached his trembling free hand out to peel off the cardboard when a loud voice began manically yelling from inside the cell.

“Good and evil cannot exist without the other. If one exists, then the inverse must exist; such is the law of nature. What good is an antibody without the bacteria to cure the body? What good is a magnet if it only has a negative polarity?” the manic voice screamed.

The Lost Soul ripped off the cardboard and jumped back in terror at the impossible, gruesome sight. A headless body was facing the corner, its dismembered head with its spinal cord still attached perched on the metal bench; black mold grew around the torn flesh. The Lost Soul aimed his gun at the window, expecting the person who committed this massacre to come out from behind the metal cell door. Suddenly, the eyes of the severed head opened, and a scream poured out of its mouth. The body turned around and ran towards the door, banging against it with a metal cup in its hand.

The Lost Soul leaped backward in terror as he watched the headless body violently beat and claw at the door cell door, its fingers missing chunks of flesh, bones exposed. Without a second thought, the Lost Soul ran out of the holding cells, through the lobby, and back outside into the bright sunlight and empty streets. He was on the verge of having a meltdown when he saw movement from the corner of his eye. He spun to his right with the Glock aimed down Kings Street but saw nothing. He feared at that moment that he was losing his mind. The amnesia, the empty streets, and the headless body were all part of a schizophrenic episode; none of this was real, and he was really in some institution, sleeping in a padded cell. But his gun was still aimed down Kings Street because he knew the terrifying truth — this was real, and there was something down range of his aim.








  
  
  Chapter 2: Answers from a Bottle

  
  





It was three-fourths of a mile away, close to where King Street met with the A1A, but it had its back to the Lost Soul, searching an abandoned car.

“Oh, my fucking God,” the Lost Soul said in disbelief. “What is that?”

The Lost Soul couldn’t believe what he saw; not even the thralls of a bad acid trip could produce such a horrific, insane image. How could a creature like that possibly exist?

He slowly backed away to the back of the police station, unable to look away from the gruesome, impossible creature. He was nearly behind the station when the shattering of glass echoed out from the station and down the silent street. The creature turned its hideous, gray head and locked its black, soulless eyes with the Lost Soul’s. Tension mounted as it examined him from a distance, but it was quickly broken as the creature opened its jaw with rows of jagged fangs and let out a deafening roar.

It charged towards the Lost Soul at an incredible speed, crushing the hoods of the abandoned cars it climbed over. The Lost Soul was about to run until the decapitated corpse ran out of the police station, dragging its screaming head by the bloodied spinal cord, and tried to tackle him. The Lost Soul quickly dodged the corpse and tripped it with his leg, sending it crashing to the cement. The corpse jumped back up and swung its head like a mace but missed. The Lost Soul aimed his gun at the corpse’s knees and blew both out, causing it to collapse backward as it took another swing with the head. The screaming head was launched into the air and landed hard on the cement, with its teeth and tongue exploding out of its mouth.

With the creature only a few blocks away and getting closer, the Lost Soul ran east from the police station and turned the corner onto Riberia Street, where he hid behind a building. The Lost Soul poked his head out around the corner and watched the decapitated corpse try to stand, but his femurs slid out at his knees as his weight made his legs buckle gruesomely. The creature’s deafening roar made the bullets in his magazine vibrate as it stopped in front of the police station and examined the corpse as it still tried to stand. The creature grabbed the corpse with both of its clawed tentacles and ripped it in half, its entrails and blood splattering on the cement. Like sucking on a crayfish at a crawdaddy festival, the creature lifted the torn, animated torso above its head and began devouring it.

The Lost Soul’s vision went darker as his heart throbbed and his head began to spin. He was about to faint until he felt a gush of air fly past his head and watched the corpse’s legs land near him. The billowing roar rumbled through the air, and the Lost Soul started running again without looking back.

Surprised by his physicality, the Lost Soul effortlessly vaulted over the abandoned cars and ran at a speed on par with a running back. The question of his identity lingered for a brief second as the creature’s deafening roar blasted from the police station, causing the parked cars to vibrate violently. He kept running down Riberia Street to the Saint Augustine Distillery. He ran to the back of the stucco building and found a barricaded door. An empty dumpster was next to the door, and he was about to hide in it, or at least surprise the creature by emptying his Glock between its middle set of eyes.

“Up here!” a voice called from above.

A woman wearing a disheveled black dress with a bloody bandage wrapped over her left eye lowered a rope from the third-story window. The Lost Soul didn’t think twice as he effortlessly climbed up and heaved himself through the window.

“If it wasn’t the end of the world, I would be wet after seeing you do that,” she quipped as she helped him through the window. The window shut on its own from the vibrations of the creature’s gallop. Dust from the beams snowed on them as the creature crossed into the parking lot.

They both hid underneath the third-story window, neither having the courage to take a glance at the nightmarish behemoth. An unearthly roar shattered a few panes of glass, and the woman in the disheveled dress covered her ears as she crouched into a ball, rocking as she tried to calm herself. The Lost Soul’s heart throbbed in his chest, but his hand remained steadfast as it held the gun, ready to fight.

The creature went silent, but they could feel his heavy presence through the brick wall as it approached the dumpster. An unwelcomed silence fell, and they feared the next sound would be the creature tearing its way through the brick wall.

The creature roared, followed by the cracking and tearing of the metal dumpster. It slammed the pieces against the stucco wall, then suddenly furiously galloped away.

An uneasy moment of calm went by before the frightened two were able to stand- up and talk.

“What the fuck was that?” the Lost Soul nearly screamed, adrenaline still pumping through in his veins.

“Something H.P. Lovecraft wished he could create. I’m Laura Dobinson, or you can call me Dobs. Your name…” She trailed off as she glanced at him again. “Wait, we briefly met at the wedding, right before this nightmare started.”

“Do you remember my name?” the Lost Soul asked.

“No. Why are you asking such a stupid question?”

“It’s not stupid,” the Lost Soul barked. “I don’t know what the fuck is going on, and I don’t even remember who I am or what happened. I woke up this morning with no memory and an engagement ring in my jacket pocket.” He reached into his jacket and showed it to her. “If you remember any detail about me, then please tell me. I am terrified, and I need answers.”

Dobs was at first confused and then took pity on him, reassuringly patted his arm. “Okay, but first, where did you get the gun?”

“Police station. I fired two shots into the knees of a decapitated corpse who attacked me,” the Lost Soul said matter-of-factly as he holstered the Glock.

“Shit, we’ve got those too?” Dobs said as she rubbed her bandaged eye. “Come on; you’re going to need a few drinks.”

Dobs led the Lost Soul to a rustic bar within the distillery, dimly lit with Edison bulbs and copper fixtures tastefully placed throughout, a hipster’s watering hole. Sitting in the rounded corner booth with the table covered with an assortment of disassembled phones and radios was a couple in their late forties. The woman buried her face into the man’s shoulder, muffling her hysterical cries, while he squeezed the handle of the fire ax lying on the tabletop in front of him. The man gently lowered the woman’s head onto the table, then he quickly slid out of the booth to confront the Lost Soul, but Dobs stepped between them and put her hands up to calm him down.

“It’s okay, Jack; I met him two nights ago at the wedding, right before the bowels of hell were unleashed on us.”

Jack stared uneasily at the Lost Soul, then gently sighed before he sat back down.

“I’m sorry I didn’t go to you when you yelled for help, Dobs. Lindsay screamed for me to not leave her alone, and I couldn’t leave my wife,” Jack said, shame in his voice.

Dobs walked behind the bar as she said, “I get it. You’ve got to protect the one you love. Luckily, the beasty quickly lost interest…or it was called away.”

The Lost Soul gave Jack an uneasy smile as he walked over to the bar and pulled out a brass stool.

“So, no memories at all?” she whispered as she reached for the vermouth, trying not to alarm Jack or Lindsay.

“No, just…” He stopped himself from mentioning the disembodied voice he heard in the boat and in the police station. “Just waking up on a sailboat. So, what happened?”

Dobs handed him a mason jar filled to the brim with alcohol. He gulped the bitter, strong brew and savored the burn as it went down his pipe. She impressively chugged her entire mason jar and slammed it down on the bar top, wincing as she felt the burn. Her bandage shifted off of her eye, revealing a bloody hole. She quickly repositioned the bandage and gave a modest smile to dismiss the grim wound.

“I guess I’ll start at the beginning. I—I mean we were invited to Joe and Leann’s wedding. I was Leann’s cousin’s


















































