
1 
 

 

 

  

 

 

 
HORROR EBOOK 
3 Spine Chilling Stories 

by Stephanie (Sterp) Evelyn 



2 
 

Contents of Horror 
Jett ......................................................................................................................................................... 3 

The Women of Harvest Fall ................................................................................................................. 11 

Deadline .............................................................................................................................................. 19 

 

 
  



3 
 

 

Jett 
 

It was summer that year when he asked me to do it. Sprawled out in our bed naked, 

clammy and our hearts racing, we stared at the ceiling. The thought of buying our house two 

years ago crossed my mind. A distant dream that we chased until we got up against its heels, 

gripping it and holding it tight once we were close enough. Like most married couples, we had 

dreams that meant a deeper love and a longer life together. Aspirations that meant normalcy 

and what I hoped would be enough for him. It wasn’t enough. 

“Audrey, what do you think?” 

“What do you want me to say Jett? I just can’t believe you are asking me to do this.” 

Jett turned his head away from the ceiling to face me. Moving his fingers through my 

bangs, a move that won me over on our third date, I closed my eyes. I was living in a reality 

where nightmares ripped through dreams with its claws and where eyes, only watching at 

night, lurked in the shadows.  

“Audrey, it’s the only way and you know it,” Jett said. 

My eyes stayed closed, “We can try something new.” 

“God keeps giving me chances and I have no idea why. I can’t control it and you are the 

only person who can help me. You are my best friend Audrey.” 

He was right. I was his best friend, his only friend. Six years ago I was dragged to a 

Christmas party and that’s where I met Jett. Knowing nobody that night, I leaned against the 



4 
 

doorway and watched the guests sip on their eggnog around the Christmas tree. Going out to 

social gatherings where familiar faces were nonexistent, where my very presence in the room 

seemed to brush against the faces of strangers forcing them to stare, was not a favorite of 

mine. So, when I looked over and saw a man reading Junky near the fireplace, everything 

around me ceased to move or breathe.  

“Audrey? Are you listening?” Jett interrupted my thoughts.  

“I’m sorry. Just thinking about the first night we met at that Christmas party,” I said. 

“That was a horrible party until you showed up. I’m glad I was dragged over there in the 

end,” said Jett. 

I turned to look at him. His head was on the pillow and he was staring at me. I would 

never understand it. Looking into his blue eyes, there was light and an innocence that I even 

believed in. But I knew better and no one else did. He was everything I ever wanted, well, 

almost everything. Intelligent and an avid reader. There was no one that could make me laugh 

as hard as he did. Jett was loyal and honest. We really loved each other and found 

companionship in one another but his condition was not forgiving. Not even love can overcome 

some demons.  

He leaned over and kissed my forehead. “We both know it’s too late. There’s nothing 

else we can do. I can’t let you get hurt Audrey.” 
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I loved him and hated him. I had searched long and hard for someone to spend my life 

with and I found him. Why God enjoys dangling happiness in front of us only to strangle it to 

death has always baffled me.  

“Why do you do it Jett? Why?” It was the first time it came out that way. A direct 

question to the demon that lived behind those blue eyes, the eyes that stayed awake at night.  

“I can’t control it. It’s like the human urge to survive. A person who is starving will do 

what it takes to get food even if they don’t know how to kill an animal, their instinct will push 

them to do it. It’s a power that exists in all of us but it’s only realized when we’re close to 

death.” 

“But you aren’t close to death Jett. You aren’t in a situation where you’re fighting for 

survival. Look at your life. You have everything you need right here.” 

“I know. That is exactly my point. My mind doesn’t know the difference. I only feel the 

urge to survive and the one thing that fulfills that urge is-” 

“Stop it. We can get help,” I knew it was too late but denial begged for a chance and 

hung on by a thread.  

“Audrey, you know it’s the only way. And if you won’t help me, I will figure it out on my 

own without you. But I love you and need you.” 

I wondered how I got here and why I stayed. It took one year of dating before I realized 

that Jett was different. This was the kind of different that lived in the shadows and watched 
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over you while you slept. The type that, when alone, you could feel prickling your skin and 

breathing right against your face in the dark.  

At first, I thought he was cheating. So much now, I wished that’s what it was. There 

were many times I woke up in the middle of the night to an empty bed, turning over to see his 

side abandoned. Empty sheets all alone and mourning for something I had no idea about. I did 

what most wives would do, one night I followed him. 

I often ask myself if I regret following him but futile questions only lead to solitary 

confinement of the mind. There’s no erasing what you find out, there’s only surviving it. Jett 

and I both knew what was best but I wasn’t ready. Who is ever ready to say goodbye? 

Expecting another woman is what I prepared myself for but that night, there was 

nothing that could prepare me for what I would see. I stayed close behind him but far enough 

away that I was just a blur of the outside world to Jett. Parked with the lights off, I watched 

from my car as he walked down an unknown driveway, to the back of this house that I had 

never seen. Anger was tempting me to get out of the car too soon so I fought it, waiting for a 

few more minutes. I always wonder what would have happened if I didn’t wait. Could I have 

saved Jacklyn Myer, age thirty-four, resident of 658 McLurney Drive?  

I must have waited around ten minutes before getting out. Three in the morning meant 

a desolate, quiet street where street lights couldn’t save anyone. I moved slowly while my heart 

did the racing. I had no plan of what I would say when I caught him in bed with another woman. 

I realize now, it wouldn’t have mattered if I knew exactly what to say or do because when the 

Devil’s involved, everything ever known was actually never known at all. How can you 
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understand something that never existed in the first place? The one thing I do understand is 

that Jett and I love each other and always will.  

Jett’s voice brought me back to the present, “Please say something Audrey.” 

So I did, “Can we just lie here for a little longer?” 

Laying on his back and staring up at the ceiling, I rested my head onto his chest. He 

rubbed my head and moved his fingers through my hair. My eyes closed as memory went back 

to 658 McLurney Drive. The cold pavement breathed petrichor into the air, numbing my lone 

face in the 3 a.m. fog. Only highway cars drifting by could be heard. 658 McLurney Drive was 

fast asleep and from the outside its windows seemed to be at peace, curtains closed and as still 

as the house itself.  

I followed the same path as Jett. Creeping past the side of the house, I listened for any 

sound. I listened for the moans of another woman but was only met with the sound of my own 

feet. Crickets buzzed nearby. I wondered if nature was trying to warn me or stop me. I didn’t 

listen. Humans rarely listen to nature’s pleas in time to be rescued.  

A door on the side of the house beckoned me to try it. My hands turned the knob and I 

was let in with ease. I turned to face the door and using two hands I closed it to not make a 

sound. 

Before I could turn around to absorb my surroundings, a voice from behind me broke 

the silence of the sleeping house, “Audrey? Why are you here?” 
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When I turned to face Jett, I expected to find him in his underwear with frazzled hair 

touched by passionate fingers of a stranger to me but a lover to him. I was wrong. She was a 

stranger to him too. 

Before turning to face him I said, “I could ask you the same thing Jett.” 

I turned to face him and what I found brought hands around my neck, squeezing the life 

right out of me. Jett was in his underwear. The hairs on his chest were soaked and sticking to 

his skin. Holding his hands down with palms facing me, they were drenched in blood. He stared 

into my eyes and he looked sorry for what he had done. I couldn’t speak as I scanned his body 

and watched the blood reflect off  his skin from an outside light. There was one thing I will 

never forget in that moment. The look in his eyes. He was at peace. I had seen that look in the 

past, when he would be gone overnight for work. I always thought it was another woman but as 

he stood there covered in blood, I realized it was not just one woman. There were many.  

“Audrey, you’ve always known I was special. A different kind of special,” he said, the 

beast inside 658 McLurney Drive.  

Silence again and then it was broken by the sound of my gulp, a swallow of hope that I 

would wake up from this nightmare. What if it’s nightmares that we live in everyday and 

dreams come true only when we die?  

Everything else about Jett made him perfect. With it, love always brings along tragedy 

but aren’t we supposed to hang on to love once found? I knew I would. I wasn’t going to let this 

get between us. 
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“What about us?” I said.  

“That is a question that you have to answer. I can’t stop. It’s the one thing that eases 

me,” Jett said.  

“Would you ever hurt me?” 

“I don’t think so. I know you and love you. It has to be real when I do it. I live to see the 

terror in their eyes right before I take their last breath.” 

The words moved down my spine and chilled my body. When I found out that the 

person I loved the most was a monster that prowled the night, I left 658 McLurney Drive and let 

him finish what he started. I left because I wasn’t going to give up on my husband. But here we 

were, years later, our love deepened and so did his urges. 

My eyes opened and I could see the oak tree from our bedroom window as he spooned 

me. Back to the present moment, the last place I wanted to be.  

“Are you ready Audrey?” he said, whispering into my ear.  

I squeezed his hands around my waist. He got up and signed the letter on his desk. You 

would think a monster who preys would be able to kill himself but he admitted to me long ago 

that he couldn’t do it. He wanted to kill himself in the same way he killed all those women. I 

stepped up onto the chair and we both stood together on it except the rope was only around 

his neck. One last kiss. I pressed my cheek against his and moved my fingers through his hair 

one last time.  

“I love you Audrey,” he said. 
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“I know. I love you.” 

I got down from the chair, pulled it out from under his feet, walked away, and never 

looked back. I did it for love. I did it for Jett.  
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The Women of Harvest Fall 
 

Rake claws, sharp like teeth, reached over the bed of red, orange, and yellow maple 

leaves that smothered the sidewalk. Each scrape of the rake pulled with it the light, crisp noise 

of dry leaves. It calmed Melanie. It was one of the few activities that brought her peace. Shorter 

days were forced to let in the darkness and the bright blue summer sky withered away for 

autumn to attend its wake.  

She raked the leaves into a large pile onto the street in front of her house. For years, 

Luke insisted on hiring someone to do the yard work but Melanie held onto this one activity 

that brought her peace like a locket necklace against her heart. She planned to keep it with her 

until she was buried.  

“It’s ridiculous that you want to do this and a bit embarrassing. Our neighbors probably 

think we can’t afford a landscaper,” Luke would say.  

The train arriving for those who cared about what others thought left Melanie’s life long 

ago and she made sure those tracks led right off the edge of a cliff. She turned around to face 

her two story house, a house too big for just her and Luke. A house that mocked her for having 

a husband who didn’t want children. Glaring down at her anytime she escaped its swallow, the 

red brick colonial house waited for her return because she always returned. Five windows with 

white shutters ran across the front of the house above the door. There was no porch, just two 

steps leading to the front door. Melanie walked back inside the belly of the beast.   
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Autumn brought to her something else to look forward to. She longed for this time of 

the year because it meant aromas filled the brick house with her seasonal autumn soup. Like 

the leaves falling to their fate, into the pot the butternut squash went. This year, Melanie was 

getting homegrown squash from her friend Cynthia who lived in the neighborhood. The squash 

was due to arrive later that night, after Luke and Melanie had dinner and once Luke left to the 

airport on his business trip.  

He was head of marketing and in their small town of Pennsylvania, they lived in luxury 

and were regarded as such. Ten years married but with a magnifying glass, there were things 

discovered unseen to the naked eye. Upon further dissection, ten years married revealed only 

three good years of marriage. The remaining seven could be written as tragedy with themes of 

deceit, lies, and sadness. Luke’s business trips increased over the years, leaving Melanie alone 

with the echoes of her own footsteps floating up to high ceilings. Loneliness wasn’t just a guest 

in their house but had a room of its own, walked the hallways, and used the spiral staircase to 

make its way up and down the red brick beast. Melanie imagined people there. Creaks and 

groans of the house became the laughter and breathing of imaginary friends.  

Meeting Cynthia earlier in the year made way for a new friendship, one that began to 

take the place of the imaginary friends that resided in Melanie’s mind. Like Melanie, Cynthia 

stayed at home. She moved into the neighborhood in January. Living lives of isolation, both 

absent of a child’s whimsical spirit, they became good friends. Necessary company that kept 

doors leading to dark places locked.  

“Is dinner ready soon?” Luke said from the dining room. 
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Melanie picked up both plates of food from the kitchen counter and walked into the 

dining room, setting the plates down on the twelve-foot long table. They sat on each end, 

twelve feet apart. Staring at anything else was better than staring into her husband’s eyes. She 

pushed a pea with her fork across her plate, a game in her mind to entertain her from the 

mediocre conversation that was about to arrive from twelve feet away.  

“Melanie? Are you even listening?” and there it was but she hadn’t noticed amongst her 

Pea Hockey game.  

“I’m sorry. I was thinking about tonight,” Melanie said. 

“That’s exactly what I was asking. I leave after dinner. What are your plans for tonight?” 

Moving too fast, Luke cut his steak and stared up at Melanie with just his eyes. Now she 

played, Make a Moat with Mashed Potatoes. He slammed the fork and knife onto the table, the 

sides of the silverware hit the plate and a reverberated ringing pierced their ears.  

Melanie stopped playing with her food, “I’m making my butternut squash soup tonight. 

Cynthia is coming over and bringing me squash from her garden.” 

“Cynthia? You know Mel, things aren’t going well between her and Mike.”  

She hated when he called her Mel, and he knew that, “They’re only separated. Nothing 

more, Lu.” 

“Only whores separate from their husbands. I don’t want any problems while I’m gone, 

you know that.” 
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“I do know. The problems that arise from a butternut squash soup, I would love to hear 

about,” Melanie said. 

“It’s not the soup I’m worried about. I understand you get lonely when I’m gone but I 

work so that you can stay here and enjoy our home.” 

Swirling her fork in the mashed potatoes, she stared down at her plate, “I’m glad you 

understand,” she didn’t look up. 

“Are you going to eat or just play with your food like a child?” he said. 

Scooping some onto her fork, she looked up at him and placed the mashed potatoes 

into her mouth, chewing and staring into Luke’s eyes. He stared back, with disdain. She knew all 

about his business meetings and she knew there were other women. She always knew but 

never said a word. Her silence was not from fear. Her silence brought her closer to herself, 

those imaginary friends that came out when Luke left, and brought her closer to Cynthia. Away 

from the red brick house, away more often, Luke’s absence brought upon Melanie the 

realization of what she wanted in life. The realization that she could live without him.  

Bringing the white linen to his mouth, he wiped his lips of steak sauce. 

“You are absolutely right. I am being a child,” Melanie said.  

She stood up and grabbed the bottle of Cabernet from the center of the table, halfway 

there, and walked it over to Luke. Pouring it into his glass, she forced a smile.  

“I am glad you are seeing reason Mel. 
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He picked up the wine glass and swirled it around, placing his nose in first to get a whiff 

before sipping it.  

“What is this? It doesn’t taste like the wine Mike gave us from Coasterra Vineyard.” 

“It’s not. I just picked it up from the store,” said  Melanie. 

“It’s not horrible but you can work on your taste my dear.” 

As she walked back to her chair, twelve feet away, she smiled to herself thinking that 

she very well needed to work on her taste in many areas of her life.  

“I know how much you love your wine before getting on a flight,” she said.  

“It calms my nerves,” he took another drink. 

“Did you pack my tie?” he said. 

She nodded from across the table.  A bite of steak, chewed, and washed down with 

more wine.  

“Really Mel, why aren’t you eating?” 

“I don’t have much of an appetite at the moment. I guess I’m just anxious to get started 

on my soup.” 

Luke finished off the first glass of wine and tilted his head back to get the last drop. 

Melanie walked over and poured him a second glass.  

“I shouldn’t,” he said.  

“You’re taking the car service so you have nothing to worry about.” 
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“Yeah...but...I’m feeling-” everything in Luke’s line of sight began to triple, blurred layers 

of space overlapped and played tricks with his mind. Draping crystals from the chandelier 

danced with the light. Bright, sharp rays hypnotized Luke as he blinked, eyelids attempting to 

hold onto reality, but logic faded away as recompense took over. He gripped onto the edge of 

the table to try and keep his swaying upper torso from collapsing.  

“Darling, are you feeling alright?” Melanie said.  

He only heard echoed sounds. Drifting away from clarity, pulled away from comfort, 

blurred vision, colors and edges collided with noise and faded into darkness. Darkness was 

victorious. He surrendered. 

Like a black hole, light could not escape. Time and space warped into a complexity that 

made no sense to him.  

Loud sounds of crunching, sliding, and muffled voices nudged at him to wake up. Calling 

to him for the last time. Fighting against heavy eyelids, he used all the energy he had to see 

what was in front of him. Luke tried to move but was met with restraint. Tied to a chair with 

rope, he could only turn his head and nothing more. When his world came into focus, there she 

was, Melanie. She wasn’t alone. He recognized Cynthia but the others were just glaring eyes 

staring at him, undressing his flesh and pulling everything out that lived inside. 

“Mel-what…” he attempted but fell short.  

“Luke, we’re glad you’re back,” Melanie said.  
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“Actually, he never left Melanie,” Cynthia said. Long, straight red hair fell over her 

shoulders and her blue eyes seemed to smile but her lips were stiff and stern. 

“Mel-what’s going on?” Luke said.  

“Just consider this one of your business meetings except you aren’t going to fuck 

anyone here,” said Melanie. 

“You’re mistaken-” he stared up at the six of them.  

“No Luke. It’s you that is mistaken. This house is the perfect house for what we do,” said 

Melanie. 

The emptiness is his eyes screamed confusion as he searched for the answer.  

“The perfect house. Walls made of people just like you,” Cynthia said.  

“I don’t understand,” said Luke. 

“We are here to help you understand. We need to feed it so that I’m not alone anymore 

but before we do, do you have any last words?” Melanie said.  

“Mel-what is. You need to get me out here. Enough fucking around. I have the best 

lawyer.” 

All six stepped closer to him and all at once, like an orchestra led by a conductor, in sync 

with rhythm and beat, they pulled knives from behind their backs and shoved them into his 

body wherever was convenient. Sticking him over and over again, each knife beckoned sounds 
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of wet flesh and blood. The storm of knives that rained down upon him created a puddle of 

blood that spread from beneath him. That is when they finally stopped.  

“It’s time to wrap him in the plastic. Then we transport him into the brick wall,” said 

Cynthia.  

With precision and calmness, all six of them worked together in Melanie’s basement, 

the basement of the red brick beast. Moving his body, they nestled him into the wall behind the 

bricks. They added him to the rest. Feeding the house more imaginary friends to keep it alive.  

“Well, I don’t know about you ladies, but I’m ready to eat some butternut squash soup,” 

Melanie said.  

Pulling the chairs out from the dining room table, they arranged them into a circle with 

nothing in the middle. This is where they sat to eat their soup, knees facing in toward a circle of 

space. Elbows almost touching and no longer twelve feet apart, they ate soup made with 

squash from Cynthia’s garden. 

Melanie looked at the woman sitting across from her, “Debra, what do you think?” 

“I’m ready to go next. I’m tired of being invisible to Steve.” 

 

“You should be tired,” Cynthia said. 

The Women of Harvest Fall sat in their circle and enjoyed their butternut squash soup 

while the red brick beast digested its meal.  
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Deadline 
 

Christmas is just five weeks away and I have a writing deadline to meet. Hellish Press is 

creating an anthology of short horror with a holiday twist, Joy to the World becomes End of the 

World, Dashing through the Snow becomes Slashing through the Snow. I really need some cash 

to get my wife the latest iPhone 15 XRZ, a “From Santa” gift that will appear under the tree. But 

first, I need to think up a uniquely dark and twisted Christmas story that takes the happiest time 

of the year and sends it straight to the gates of Hell. It’s harder than you might think when 

you’re surrounded by colorful lights, hot cocoa, carolers that just never get tired of hearing 

themselves, and let’s not forget everyone becoming a giver, only for a couple of weeks out of 

the year until they see their bank accounts and resort back to the takers they truly are.  

I don’t have lots of time to research my subject matter either. I usually take some time 

to read about the people, places, and experiences that I plan to write about but my time is 

limited this holiday season so I’ll need to push my creativity to the limit. I’ve heard of people 

who go mad during the holidays as they crack under the pressure of the truth behind The Most 

Wonderful Time of the Year. And what exactly is that truth?  

Let’s start with the family I haven’t seen in a year. You know the kind. The family you 

only see at Christmas because otherwise you’d be on the six’o’clock news. I never understood 

that. The Christmas spirit taking over like witchcraft and forcing people to be around others 

they despise, like it’s offering something of value to either party when it’s just explosive anger 
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ready to erupt in the middle of eating Christmas turkey dinner with Uncle Henry, the only one 

who is actually liked. Poor Uncle Henry. 

And of course, there are all the deals and the things you must have in your life and in 

your house otherwise it’s all FOMO. All that shit about “it’s the thought that counts” is just that, 

bullshit. If it’s the thought that counts, then why is everyone counting how many gifts they gave 

and received. No wonder people go insane and lose it. If it was the thought that counted, my 

wife wouldn’t be on me about getting her the iPhone 15 XRZ because Margie Mathers next 

door already has it. Fucking FOMO. 

Lastly, the decorations. The brightly lit, spinning and singing snowmen and reindeer 

across each yard competing for the highest electricity bill. Last year, Don Mathers had the 

biggest snowman on the block with the longest carrot nose. Don’s definitely compensating for 

other shortcomings. The Four Hundred Dollar Train Set that Spans the Entire Yard Award always 

goes to The Owens. Our traditional Christmas lights went right out the window when my wife 

Darcy saw Santa Claus ejaculating his jolly all over the neighborhood. So we welcomed the 

largest inflatable Santa Claus on the block to our family. Wishing you all joy and peace from The 

Reese Family. That’s the truth about the merriest time of the year.  

Come to think of it, that would make one hell of a story. A man loses his mind during a 

holly jolly Christmas and nobody is dreaming of a white Christmas anymore because it’ll all 

drenched in red. Since I have no time to research between meeting the writing deadline along 

with getting the Christmas decorations up, attending holiday parties, and mentally preparing 

myself to see my ultra radical sister who makes Berkeley locals look conservative, I’ll need to 
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consume my every thought with my story. As I was out in the front yard, putting up my 

inflatable friend, I was imagining what my character would do as he descended into madness. I 

was of course interrupted by my neighbor Don Mathers, the man with the longest carrot nose 

snowman on the block. He waved to me. 

“Mornin’ Walter. I see you’re starting early this year. That’s great.” 

“Earlier the better they say.” 

“Margie made some Christmas cookies from scratch if you want some. It’s part of her 12 

days of Christmas baking. They’re delicious,” Don said. 

“Thanks but watching my weight.” 

“A little fun never hurt anyone,” he smirked and I wanted to break that carrot right off 

his snowman’s nose along with his. Maybe even swap them out. Now that is exactly what a 

man descending into madness would do.  

“You’re absolutely right Don,” I smiled as big as I could and my eyes felt like they were 

going to fall right out of their sockets.  

“Great, I’ll get some and bring em out,” he headed inside his house. 

Last year was the first year Don started to be friendly with me. The same with The 

Owens. Once I crossed over and my yard started to look like elves vomited their Christmas spirit 

everywhere, I became one of them.  

Don walked out in his knitted red sweater with white snowflakes, a platter of cookies in 

his hands.  
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“Walter, I’m glad you changed your mind. It’s truly the most wonderful time of the 

year.”  

I stared down at the pile of colorful sugar cookies shaped like stockings, Santa heads, 

candy canes, and Christmas trees with perfect red frosted trim and edible bows and gems. 

Those cookies infuriated me and I couldn’t stop thinking about tearing off Don’s nose and 

putting it onto his stupid mechanical snowman in his front yard. 

“Walter?” Don said.  

Without thinking much about it, I reached for a candy cane sugar cookie and shoved it 

into my mouth, chewing it mouth wide open, and stared right at Don’s nose.  

“W-Walter?” 

I’ve never been a big fan of sweets, but I figured, fuck it. Why not? Before swallowing 

the first cookie, I grabbed another and shoved it in my mouth and then another. Chewing loudly 

with my teeth chomping up and down, red and green cookie crumbs spilled down my chin and 

onto the grass.  

“I don’t know what’s gotten into you Walter but I think you should go inside,” Don was 

clearly disgusted. With the cookie tray in his hands, he marched back into his house and I spit 

the rest of the cookie out of my mouth and onto his side of the lawn. Next to his mechanical 

snowman stood a mechanical deer. Walking across his yard, without even looking around, I 

picked up the deer, threw it onto the ground and stomped the shit out of it then went inside 

my house. Now I could finally sit down and work on my story.  
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“Walter, I asked you to hang the Christmas drapes. Your sister will be here tomorrow,” 

Darcy never gave me a break.  

“I just got finished putting up the Santa Claus in the front. I was just -” 

We were interrupted by a woman’s scream outside.  

“Oh my God,” Darcy ran out the front door to see who was in trouble. 

I walked over to the living room window and looked out from inside. There was Margie 

shrieking over Rudolph’s ripped off limbs across her lawn. I could hear her outside. 

“Who would do such a thing? How horrible. We paid $250 dollars for this,” Margie said.  

“Oh Marg, I’m sorry. There’s always someone out there ready to ruin the Christmas 

spirit,” Darcy said. 

Margie bent over and picked up Rudolph’s front leg. I smirked from behind the window 

blinds. I was feeling some pretty good adrenaline from those cookies and tearing Rudolph to 

smithereens, when Darcy came back inside, I was putting up those Christmas drapes and 

whistling, We Wish You a Merry Christmas. 

“You wouldn’t believe what happened. Someone destroyed The Mathers’ Rudolph. 

Some people really lose it during the holidays,” Darcy said but I didn’t quite hear her because I 

could only think about Don Mathers’ nose and how great it would feel to cut it right off.  

That night, I finally got some quiet time to work on my story. I was running out of time and the 

next day my sister was coming to visit. My sister was God’s way of playing a practical joke on 

my life forever or until she croaked and it didn’t seem like she was going to croak anytime soon. 
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She hated men. She hated kids. And she was the only person I met who could start a fight with 

you because you said you loved pumpkin pie and that made you a racist. 

I had to get back to writing but my mind felt scattered. Then I heard something outside. 

From the living room window, I could see The Owens’ Christmas train light up in their front 

yard. As I stared out at the train, I heard a scratching at the window. Pulling back the Christmas 

drapes, I saw the stray cat that Darcy insisted on feeding everyday. That’s when a thought 

crossed my mind for my story.  

I went to the kitchen and pulled a knife out of the wood cutlery stand and opened the 

back door.  

“Here kitty kitty,” I whispered.  

It popped out from around the corner, curled its tail around the wall, and stuck it high 

up in the air. I reached over and scratched his back then squeezed the skin at his neck and 

shoved him down onto the grass. Thinking of Don’s face, I shoved the knife into the cat, pulled 

the knife out, and shoved it in again. It wasn’t until the next morning when the real fun would 

begin.  

We woke up to two police cars on our street parked in front of The Owens’ yard. Margie 

was outside in silk pajama shorts that were too short and her night slippers with fur on the tips 

and small heels. Don had on his navy blue with gold trim robe with the monogram M in gold 

cursive font.  

Stan and Jill Owens were outside and Jill was crying on Stan’s shoulder.  
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“What in God’s name happened now?” Darcy said as she put her sweater on and went 

for the door.  

“Are you really going out there?” I said.  

“Walter, there are police cars on our block. You should be concerned too,” she walked 

out and I followed.  

Margie saw us from across the street and walked briskly over in her high heel slippers 

and veiny, cellulite legs.  

“I just can’t believe this,” Margie said.  

“What happened?” asked Darcy.] 

“You know the stray black cat that wanders around here? Well, Jill went out this 

morning to get the mail and she found it. It was in one of the train cars in their front yard. Dead. 

There was blood and guts all over the train,” Margie said. 

Darcy was speechless with her hand over her mouth.  

“First our Rudolph and now this,” Margie said.  

I just stared at The Owens’ yard, remembering that feeling of shoving the knife through 

fur and skin. Remembering the cookies stuffed in my mouth and the crumbs falling down my 

chin.  

“This is too much. Walter, we should go back inside. Your sister will be here soon. 

Walter?”  
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I felt her hand shake my shoulder.  

“What Darcy!”  

“I was just saying that your sister will be here soon.” 

“Oh, Katherine is coming?” Margie asked, digging for more information. 

“She goes by Lottie now,” Darcy said. And Margie scores. 

I chuckled and Darcy looked at me with wide eyes. 

“She goes by Katherine because that’s her fucking name,” I wish I didn’t have a sister. 

“I like Lottie,” said Margie. 

And with that, I turned and walked back to the house.  

“Walter?” Darcy called for me and I pretended not to hear her.  

What kind of name is Lottie anyways? Probably another word she learned in her 

Advanced Poetry class. I had to get back to writing but with Katherine, or Lottie, or whatever 

her name was now arriving in the next two hours, Darcy assigned me more chores.  

“I need you to wash those dishes while I run to the store,” Darcy said.  

“We just went to the store yesterday.” 

“I know but your sister is a vegan and she only eats gluten free food now. I didn’t know 

until this morning.” 

“Since when? Last year she had no problem filling up on French bread and ham,” I said.  
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“I don’t know Walter. Why don’t you ask her when she gets here. Please do the dishes 

and pick up the living room,” Darcy walked out and slammed the door. 

Scrubbing the dishes and thinking about what my main character would do next, I 

stopped moving the soapy sponge along the plate. Gripping the plate in both hands, I turned 

around to face the kitchen, sink behind me, and slammed it onto the floor. I grabbed a drinking 

glass from the sink and threw that down. I was about to grab a coffee mug then spotted Darcy’s 

glass Christmas tray on the counter. It had a 1940s Santa Claus painted on it with those round 

rosy cheeks. I picked it up and brought it above my head. With full force, I threw it down and it 

shattered. The door opened and Darcy walked in. 

“I forgot my wall-” she stared at the kitchen floor and her mouth dropped open.  

“What the hell happened? Is that my 1940s Santa tray?”  

“Whoops,” I blurted and turned around to continue washing the dishes.  

“What is going on with you Walter?” 

“Just getting into the Christmas spirit Darce! A little fun never hurt anyone.”  

She walked out. And she slammed the door again. 

By noon, Katherine arrived. She brought her bearded dragon, what she called her 

therapy animal.  

The first thing I said to her was, “They let you on the plane with that thing?” 
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“Not even a hello Walter. Yes, they let me on the plane with Lola. Therapy animals are a 

serious thing Walter,” she said. 

“Are they Katherine?” I replied. 

“My name is Lottie.” 

“Here we go. Lottie and Lola,” I rolled my eyes. 

“Lola is named after Lola Ridge, the Irish-American avant-garde poet. You would know if 

you were cultured at all.” 

Before I could respond, Darcy walked into the living room and gave my sister a hug. 

“It’s so good to see you Lottie. And who is your cute little friend?” Darcy asked.  

“This is Lola,” Lottie said.  

“I think it’s great that you have a therapy animal. They are so necessary in today’s 

world,” said Darcy. 

I looked at the bearded dragon. Her tongue slipped out and back into her mouth. She 

was kind of cute and she didn’t talk so I liked her already. She sat there calmly, looking around 

and slowly turning her scaly head.  

“So Lottie, Walter was wondering why you became a Vegan and started eating gluten 

free food,” of course Darcy would say this. 

“I wasn’t wondering. I just -” I was interrupted by Lottie.  
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“You know Walter if you paid any attention to me when we were younger than you’d 

know that I was gluten intolerant. It just affected me more as an adult. You were always too 

busy writing your stories and never cared enough to notice. And if mom and dad weren’t so 

worried about you back then, maybe they would’ve noticed me more. As always, you got all the 

attention.” 

“Excuse me while I use the restroom,” I thought about that knife going through the cat.  

“Of course. Anytime you’re faced with the truth you run away,” Lottie said. 

“You do the same thing with me Walter and it doesn’t feel good,” Darcy always had to 

chime in.  

“Can a man take a piss in his own house?” 

“Walter, how could -” but before Darcy could finish bitching, I walked upstairs and 

locked myself in the bathroom. Staring up at the mirror, I tried to get a hold of myself and 

concentrate on my story but my mind was clouded with rage. I wasn’t buying Darcy that phone 

or the next designer purse or shoes or whatever she FOMOed over. This story was for me now. I 

washed my face and used the decorative Christmas towel to dry my face off, the one Darcy 

doesn’t allow anyone to use as an actual towel because it’s just for decoration. How did I end 

up in this gluten free, therapy animal, vegan Christmas festivity where towels are not used for 

the purpose of drying something off?  

Then, I saw it. Right out the bathroom window. Outside, stuck in a tree trunk, was Don’s 

chopping axe. I heard Darcy calling for me but my mind was on that axe. I walked downstairs. 
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“You okay in there?” Darcy asked with a hint of sarcasm. 

“Why are you smiling like that?” Lottie said. 

“I’m great!” I said.   

“Well, dinner is done. Let’s sit,” said Darcy. 

Because Lottie was a vegan and ate gluten free food, Darcy felt it would be rude of us to 

eat meat and gluten at the table. She took it upon herself, without letting me know, to prepare 

a meal entirely of vegan grass crackers, steamed vegetables, and vegan sausage.  

“Walter, it’s not that bad. If you ate more stuff like this you wouldn’t have such a hard 

time using the toilet,” Lottie said.  

Darcy chimed in, “Lottie’s right. And you do sometimes go multiple times a day. The 

doctor said you should start eating better too.” 

“Why don’t you mind your own fucking business Katherine, Lola, whatever the hell your 

name is.” 

“Walter!” Darcy scooted her chair out and stood up. Lottie quickly walked over and 

picked up her bearded dragon and stroked it while whispering something to herself over and 

over again.   

“I’m not eating this cardboard shit. This is a waste of my writing time.” 

“You’re still following that dream of yours,” Lottie chuckled and rubbed the bearded 

dragon’s head.  
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“You’re kidding right? You can’t even get your shit together enough that you need a 

fucking therapy animal!”  

Lottie’s mouth dropped open and she turned bright red, just like Old Saint Nick himself.  

“Walter, you and I will talk about this later,” Darcy said.  

“Can’t fucking wait!” 

“What has gotten into you Walter Reese? You’re being a real asshole,” said Darcy. 

I stormed through the kitchen and out the back door. Our backyard property and all the 

neighbors’ properties had no fences. My story was coming together all in my head. I walked 

straight across Don Mathers’ backyard to that axe sticking out of the tree trunk. After pulling 

the axe out, I held it in my right hand, pointed downward against my side and walked back to 

my house. 

When I walked inside, the kitchen and living room lights were turned off. The dinner 

table still had plates full of vegan cardboard and no one was downstairs. The upstairs bedroom 

light called for me as it lit the staircase and the muffled sound of the T.V. in our bedroom could 

be heard. I picked the axe up, held it with both hands, and walked up. The bedroom door was 

open a crack and I could see Lottie and Darcy sitting there with their glasses of wine. I kicked 

the door open.  

“What the hell Walter, what are you doing? You scared the hell out of me,” Darcy said. 

“I’m making my writing deadline bitch,” I swung the axe down onto Darcy’s head and 

split her skull. Her eyes faded into a mindless body and blood trickled down her forehead and 
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into the crevice of her eye duct. Pressing my boot on her face, I yanked the axe out of her head 

and looked over at Lottie. 

She wouldn’t stop screaming and scrambled to get off of the bed. She looked over at her 

bearded dragon Lola, who was sitting on the dresser. Lola moved her rough, scaly head to the 

left and stuck out her tongue, then back in. 

“Don’t fuckin touch her,” I said.  

“Walter, please -” I swung the axe down onto Lottie’s head, lifted it out and swung it full 

force across her neck. Her head went rolling across the wooden floor, smearing a trail of blood 

along its path. Lola sat, calm and relaxed on the dresser, her tongue slurped out and then back 

in again. Lottie’s headless body dropped to its knees then its upper half slammed down onto 

the floor and I couldn’t help but whistle Jingle Bells. 

The bedspread was soaked in red crimson with Darcy hunched over, face first in the 

covers. Dark, wet puddles of blood painted the floor and I almost slipped but held onto the 

dresser. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and saw red splattered across my face and I 

couldn’t help but smile. I swung the axe into Lottie’s back and left it there. Gently picking up 

Lola, I walked downstairs to my computer. She sat on the couch pillow next to me, her tongue 

slithered out and then back in. I finally had peace and quiet to write my story. I was just about 

to start when I heard Don and Margie Mathers pull up in their driveway. I stopped typing and 

couldn’t help but wonder what my character would do next. I walked back upstairs to pull the 

axe out of Lottie. 

 


