
Rachel’s Story: The Christmas Bell

L.A. Detwiler

A short story prequel



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE CHRISTMAS BELL: RACHEL'S STORY

    

    
      First edition. December 17, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 L.A. Detwiler.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393448273

    

    
    
      Written by L.A. Detwiler.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter One | 1955

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Further Reading: The Christmas Bell: A Horror Novel

Also By L.A. Detwiler

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To everyone who is just waiting for their story to be heard.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

1955
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The sun shining in a contradiction to the grayness inside of her, Rachel settled on a single truth that she would clutch for the rest of her days: she should have killed herself rather than let them bring her back to the demented place.

Rachel pressed her nose up against the glass in the car window, her dad stoic as he drove through the iron gate into the dark forest surrounding Redwood Asylum. She’d been there once and swore she’d never let them bring her back. She’d do whatever she had to do to stay away from the malevolent stone walls that had suffocated her last time. Yet, there she was, the car driving up the winding path as the silence of the place crept into her bones. Most forests touted wildlife, a serenity. The forest surrounding Redwood reeked of death and sounded like decay to Rachel. 

She thought about running away. She could jump out of her door and be lost in the thick forestry before Dad had time to react. She should have run when she had the chance back at home. Still, she’d thought it would be different. She thought that maybe, just maybe, her mother, her sister could learn to love her. To see her. She thought it could be different.

Where there used to be hope, now hatred and hurt manifested instead. She now dreamed about her sister squirming under the end of a butcher knife, her mother hacked to pieces in a pool of blood. She pictured the house burning down, both of them caught in a hellish inferno, gasping for air like she had before. She thought of so many scenarios that would bring the retribution they deserved.

There was just one problem: Rachel was too tired to carry out any plan. The truth of her existence, of her lack of value to the family that was supposed to love her unconditionally, all had taken a toll on her. She didn’t have the energy for revenge in the worn-out body she claimed as her own. She didn’t have the tenacity to fight a losing battle. She could no longer beg for someone to notice her.

She just wondered how in the hell you became a ghost in your own life. How did you become a non-existent being locked away in a stone chamber, forgotten by all? She wondered how you even survived that, or what the point was.

Because as her Dad pulled up to the front entrance, mumbling about getting Rachel the help she needed and love, Rachel knew as the orderly came out to collect her that she would never leave the place again. That the stone walls and the crushing interior would swallow her up this time, body and soul. The haunted place would become her grave, and she was too tired to fight it.

It’s not easy fighting for life when no one cares if you have it, after all. She walked through the door and didn’t look back. As she passed the eerie portrait in the foyer, the chill from the stone wormed through her body, her bones, and reminded her of how desolate the world can truly be.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two
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His yellow teeth peeked out from his sinister grin. Rachel shuddered, wishing she’d tried harder. How had she forgotten the malicious face, the eyes tinged with lust and carnage? Her stomach dropped, the harsh reality sinking in. She’d messed up. She absolutely should have killed herself rather than end up back here.

She’d tried for a while to be good when she’d been sent home last time. She’d seen it as an opportunity to turn things around, to escape and start over. But time eases your fears and twists the memories. With the passage of time in the free world, she forgot just how bad it was to be locked up. She forgot how horrific of a place Redwood really was. She hadn’t thought returning was a possibility. Certainly, her mother wouldn’t risk the stigma for the family name again. And, in truth, even if she thought Mother would send her back, no matter how hard Rachel tried, she couldn’t fight who she was. At the core, there was something wrong with her. It was undeniable, her desire to be different. Maybe she did belong here—but no one belonged in his hands, no matter how wicked. 

His head stuck through the door of her stagnant room, if one could call it that. The freezing air in her blank cell matched the emptiness inside of her. She rose from the stiff bed and backed away to the corner.

“Rachel, Rachel. I’ve heard you’ve been a bad, bad girl. But you know what? I think you just missed me, didn’t you?” His words taunted her as she tried to stand strong. She looked him in his slate gray eyes and tried not to blink. She was older now, stronger. She didn’t want him to have the satisfaction of hearing her screams like when she was younger.

He stepped toward her, his feet shuffling on the floor in a robotic dance. Time can dull the senses, the terror, but as he slinked across the room, the door to her cell shutting and locking behind him, the fear flooded back. Suddenly, she was nine again, at the mercy of an evil man wearing a doctor’s coat.

He touched her chin, and she thought about biting him, crunching his finger clean off with her teeth and tasting his blood. But she wasn’t that rashly stupid. She was in his sinister hands now, like it or not. Not. Clearly not. Still, she was powerless here, a feeble mouse caught in a trap of lies. There was no one to free her, no one to see what a monster he was. More importantly, there was no one to care.

His scratchy skin caressed her cheek, but she turned her head and stared at a spot on the wall, trying to go blank. She’d learned that it was the best solution, to go empty inside. Still, no matter how strong her mind, her body trembled in terror.

“Naughty girl. I’ve heard all of the trouble you’ve caused. But don’t worry. Doctor Woolstone will make it all better, won’t he? We’ll let you settle in today and then jump right to the treatments tomorrow. What do you think, Rachel? I’ve got some new medicines I’ve been dying to try out. Oh, and the shocks are so beneficial for you, don’t you think?”

She shuddered, remembering what it was like last time. The painful treatments, the pleas for him to stop that went unnoticed. She was marked as damaged, as incapable of rational thought at this place. No one, not even the kind nurses, would believe a girl like her. She was doomed.

Nonetheless, this time was markedly different. This time, she had nothing to lose. When she was nine, she’d been disillusioned by her family’s visits and assurances that this place would make her better. For a period of time, she’d gritted her teeth and bared the horrors in the hopes that maybe they were right. Maybe she was defective, and Redwood would put her back together.

It hadn’t taken long, though, for her to unearth the truth. This place was haunted by a power-hungry man who relished in cruelty. It was desecrated by horrific torture that was labeled as treatment. It was infiltrated with people who had been forgotten by the world. She was on a demented island where there
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