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To my sisters. In heaven Terry Teresa Lynn Street,

On earth Amber Lewis. I love you both

Carolina Voodoo

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE
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Genesis 6:2 "That the sons of God saw  the daughters of men that they were fair; and they took them wives of all which they chose."

“Balboa!” John called as he walked through the muddy swamp water of Pee Dee River.  “Balboa! Where are you, you stupid mutt?” The middle-aged man stopped to take a drink from the brown bottle he was carrying. The alcohol warmed him as he looked up at the midnight sky. He took another swig of the Wild Turkey and continued to trudge through the foot deep muddy water of the swamp. His path was lit by the aid of the full moon and a headset flashlight.  It was late October and John Wingate had spent his Saturday like many others, hunting deer around his home. He found most of his dogs except for his prized retriever Balboa. The radio tracking collar must have gone out, and the hunter was not about to let a blue-tick hound dog just get picked up by some red neck. 

John had told his wife Lucile that he would be back when he found the dog. Lucile knew that it would probably be early Monday morning before John came home. As soon as she saw him leave in his 1969 Blue Ford, the forty-year-old two hundred pound blonde called her boyfriend Derrick and took the phone off the hook. While his wife had her affair, John spent the night dressed in brown camouflage carrying his Smith and Wesson .360 caliber riffle.

The hunter came into a clearing where loggers had been working. He saw his dog lying on an overturned tree trunk.

“Balboa?” He dropped his gun and smiled. John staggered to the dog and fell to his knees.  He stared in horror as he lifted up the dog’s lifeless head. “What happened to you boy?”  He asked as he felt blood. Sickness swept over him as he rubbed the dog’s coat. His hand sunk into the chest cavity and John cursed.

“Oh my God!” He screamed and scrambled away from the dog. He wiped the blood, mud, and guts on his trousers and picked up his gun. Blood from his dog was all over the tree trunk and a fire pit on the other side was smoldering. The smell of burnt flesh and waste flooded his intoxicated sense of smell and nausea overcame him. John thought he heard laughing and looked up as twelve shadowy figures emerged from the darkness. His vision became blurred by the nausea and alcohol, John staggered to his feet and raised his weapon.

“Stay away from me you!” He screamed. He could not see any faces even though the group now surrounded him. He leveled the gun as the group began to chant. John felt dizziness and fear grip him as his heart pounded in his chest. The chants of the people around him filled his head. The gun seemed to weigh three hundred pounds and fell uselessly from his hands. John grabbed his chest and cried, “My heart!” He fell to his knees and disparately grabbed for his bottle of Nitroglycerin.  He felt the coldness of death slipping over him as he poured two pills into his hand.

“Please, help me!” John begged. The twelve shadowy figures stood motionlessly waiting. Slowly, John Beaufort passed into eternity. He fell face first into the mud the bottle of lifesaving medicine inches from his now dying fingertips. His nostrils burned from breathing in the swampy waters. Small bubbles formed and popped as he began to convulse. He sucked in water, as his heart came to a stop and he died.

“Our lord will always provide us with the sacrifices he chooses,” a young female voice promised stepping up to the body. She was of Spanish decent. Her robe was velvet and black like the others but hers had an extra feature that stood out in the moonlight. A purple, elegant E sparkled on the back. “He will choose the method of sacrifice he wishes.”

The group softly chanted the name of the demon they worshiped. “Now we must get rid of the body of the dog. Toss him in the river.” Two young men quickly set about to obey their mistress.

The Priestess slowly circled the body of John Wingate chanting in Spanish.

She walked to the log and ran her left hand in the blood of the sacrificed dog. She ran her hands up the side of her face. Her chanting grew faster and faster as she watched the dead body. She reached a fevered pace in her incantation then stopped and dropped to her knees breathing heavily. 

Slowly at first, the body of John Wingate began to move. A finger twitched. Then the hand moved in the mud. The corpse sat straight up and looked at his surroundings. Without a word, he rose and walked to the priestess kneeling before him.

“Rise Katrina,” the demon controlled body ordered. “We haven’t much time.”

The robed young woman quickly obeyed her master.

“You have done well,” Elgate said.

“Thank you my Lord,” Katrina said. “Our numbers are growing.”

With a clap of her hands the priestess summoned her disciples who came out of the shadows and knelt fearfully before the couple.

“Welcome my children,” Elgate said. “I thank you for your allegiance. And if you have faith and do not doubt me,” he paused. “You will be rewarded.”

“Is it time?” Katrina asked walking to the log. She heard the demon growl with desire when he looked at her. “I offer myself to you.” Katrina said.  The demon-controlled body walked like a marionette to her.

“You mock me?” he roared and slapped her.

“No my Lord,” she pleaded. The demon sighed obviously irritated.

“No, of course you want to be with me.” The demon reasoned caressing the cheek he struck. He kissed Katrina gently. “How could you know? This body is not useful for anything but visiting you my dear. My children,” he added looking around. Katrina stood.

“What are your commands my Lord?” she asked clearly disappointed.

“I need a young body like you to inhabit before we consummate.” The demon explained. “This body is so full of alcohol and age that his muscles are already getting stiff.”

“This must be our greatest victory.” He said walking to the trembling cult members. He looked the males and females over. “We need a willing sacrifice. But he must be broken.” The demon paused reflectively. “He must be strong enough for all I’m going to do,” the demon laughed caressing Katrina again. She smiled shyly.

“Then this one or that one,” Katrina offered pointing to the other males.

“No,” the demon said. He dropped to his knees as he began to lose control of the body. “He must not be a follower yet.” The body fell backwards as the demon cursed. “I will reveal him to you my priestess.” He promised. “Continue to fulfill your duties in the place I have you now.” The demon groaned in pain and the body convulsed. “I will be free to come in to a daughter of man again.”

As his voice faded Katrina dropped to her knees beside the still body and let the back of it’s hand stroke her cheek. “Yes my Lord,” she agreed. “You will be free.” The eleven chanted, “You will be free. You will be free.” A cold wind blew across the clearing causing all twelve worshipers to shutter. “He’s gone,” Katrina announced and rose to her feet. Without another word the twelve cleaned the log of the dog’s blood then disappeared into the evening.

2

Jack Woodle awoke with a start. The glowing blue numbers on his alarm clock told him it was six o’clock. He looked at the calendar on the wall and groaned as he saw the Monday circled in red. It was test day in Chemistry. He let his head fall back on his pillow in frustration. 

“Jack, it’s time to get going!” his mother called from downstairs. “You don’t want to be late for school!” Jack sighed and got up. “I’ll be down in a minute,” He called. The sixteen year old  showered then quickly dressed. Jack grabbed his books off the desk.  He raced down the steps to the kitchen where his blonde haired mother Fran (dressed in her usual pink robe) was finishing a fresh batch of scrambled eggs. She smiled at her son who took a seat at the table beside his father Robert, and across from his sister Mary who sat combing her hair.

Jack read the back of the headline in the morning paper: “Pee Dee River hunter found dead,” he said.  “It happened Saturday night.”  

“Shhh,” his mother ordered as she placed the food in front of her son. “Let’s say grace Robert,”

Her gray haired, slightly overweight husband looked up from the paper and smiled at his petite wife. “Of course dear,” he agreed.

“Our
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