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1. Prologue  

The dull fluorescent tube flickered to life again, the starter motor 

buzzing frantically as it struggled to maintain barely enough light 

to illuminate the moldy corners of the cellar. The tube 

blinked again as it tried to steady the glow, but it was losing the 

fight to the Darkness, flicker by fading flicker. From above, the 

sound of the hob nailed footsteps could be heard pacing slowly back 

and forward across the creaky wooden flooring. Behind the footfalls 

was the sound of something heavy being dragged over to the locked 

door on the staircase landing off the kitchen. The weary 

figure lifted the handset and dialed the number from memory then 

waited for the call to connect. “Hello, yes I would like to speak to 

Father Petrie please” he paused as the woman on the other end of the 
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phone spoke. “Oh I see, and when will he be back Sister Francis?” he 

rubbed his forehead, “really…that long?” His head drooped as he 

pulled the small vile of holy water from his pocket and studied the 

blue luminescent liquid. “No, I guess this is my problem to deal 

with now, can I ask you to take a message in the off chance he makes 

contact please?” Again he waited while Sister Francis searched her 

desk for a pencil “Sure, can you tell him that Father Edmund would 

like his advice on a book he is writing” he returned the glowing 

holy water to his pocket, “no, I’m sure he will understand Sister, 

and thank you” He hung up the phone and crossed himself, then kissed 

the cross that hung around his neck, then slowly descended into the 

dark cellar. It was the first time since his wife had… passed, that 

he had been forced to take care of an exorcism alone, and he was 

long retired from the priesthood, the bowling alley his church now.  

 The driftwood in his grip was graduated like a Neanderthals club 

with a length of rusting chain attached, the kind of chain you would 

find wrapped around the doors to the local late night liquor store. 

The cowering shadow listening below shuffled like a retreating crab 

back against the wet cellar wall, as the light flickered, 

illuminating the petrified abomination cowering in the corner. The 

dim overhead lights pulsed erratically again, revealing the yellowed 

sawblade of the stranger’s teeth. Curled naked upon the clammy 

cellar floor, half hidden in shadow, shivered a dirty, young 

feminine form. Another flicker cast a strobe-light flash of girl’s 

grimy face, tears streaking down her sooty cheeks, as she scratched 

frantically at the stone floor with her raw bleeding fingernails. 

Something under the grime of the cobbles was calling to her, she 
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could feel its soothing voice telling her to hurry, this was her 

last chance. Father Edmund shuffled closer, dragging his hob-nailed 

boot heels across the slimy stone floor, as the captive scurried 

backwards, deeper into the shadow and further away from her captor 

as he approached her, swinging his bulbous length of driftwood; a 

heavy instrument, scored by almost half a dozen notches representing 

former conquests of purification. He swung the club in a swift, 

downward arc–slamming it upon an ancient wooden table. The loud 

‘crack’ cause the naked prisoner to flinch. “Please,” she choked, 

scarcely able to form the words. “Please, Father…please, just let me 

go…” The man just sneered, turning his back to her as he circled the 

dark cellar muttering verse. She raked at the smooth rounded 

forgotten rubber ball poking from the earth, pulling it free by her 

fingers inch by inch from the rancid earth, then clutching it tight.  

YESSSS!  

The ball sang out to her. Her only answer to that was a fresh 

outburst of sobs, before she screamed obscenities at him, the garish 

grubby strip light above illuminating her as she hugged the filthy 

black bowling ball to her vulnerable nakedness, slowly sliding her 

fingers into the large finger holes. She wondered if this was the 

same instrument Father Edmund had used to cleanse her mother, before 

burying the evidence down here in his cellar. He charged forward in 

fear and righteous fury, grabbing the chain, hauling it taut against 

the straining club, wrapping the length around her neck and hauling 

her to her feet. 

She screamed, shuddering in fear, as he breathlessly sneered, “You 

will forgive me when the beast inside you is Expunged, until then 
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you are no daughter of mine!” 

He slammed her convulsing frame back down upon the scarred table, 

shouting down close to her, spittle flying against her cheeks as he 

yelled, pulling the cross around his neck, and pressing it to her 

forehead “Ambrogino, the power of Christ commands you to leave this 

vessel now and torment this family no more!” 

She choked, her eyes rolling, then dropped the black bowling ball to 

the earth once more. Her forehead seemed to boil and bleed as he 

pressed down harder with his crucifix, and she whimpered out for 

mercy, clawing at his face, trying desperately to scratch his eyes 

out. “The lord rids you of the squirming worms of evil festering 

inside your mortal form!” She slumped back to the filthy floor, her 

sobs only seemed to fuel his anger as he pressed even harder 

branding the mark of the cross deep into her forehead. She watched 

as he stepped back and began pacing around the remnants of the 

pulverized table, wiping his bloody hands upon his grimy, oil 

splashed overalls, the overalls, with her father’s name embroidered 

into the company logo in the form of a large smiling bowling pin, 

Hi my name is Ned…hope you have a really good day. 

She cowered on the floor, the mark of Christ still burning on her 

forehead, and made herself small. Once again Ned’s massive oily hand 

clenched the darkened base of his Neanderthal weapon. The chain 

handle rattled as it rolled down his wrist, clacking against the old 

wood. He moved even closer to his now hysterical captive as she 

wrapped her arms around her knees that were guarding her exposed 

torso. She rocked back and forth like a mental patient in a medieval 

lunatic asylum as he whispered into her ear…. “Soon my child, soon 
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you will see the beauty of this, and soon you will understand…just 

like beast inside your mother!” The back of Ned’s free hand brushed 

the wet matted hair away from her cheek with delicate grace. She 

gazed up at his grotesque grin, fearing the large cross swinging 

from his neck, reaching out on the floor until her bloodied broken 

finger nails found the finger holes of the heavy bowling ball she 

had dropped earlier, and then she let herself drift back into the 

comfortable unconscious oblivion. Her captors yellow grin first 

drooped as he stared at her pathetic naked form curled on the slimy, 

wet stone below him, then the pity disappeared altogether from his 

slackening, confused face. He watched as she began twitching, her 

contorted face mocking him. His frown wrinkled deep furrows across 

his forehead as he signed the cross against his chest, “sweet Mary 

forgive me” The whispering grew inside her as she clutched the 

smooth heavy 13pound black ball, and her eyes roll back up into 

their sockets to reveal only the white of her eyeballs, as her head 

rolled backwards on her bloodied arching shoulders. Her sobbing 

eased, then stopped, in its place was a mischievous belly laugh of a 

chuckle, “Hello Preacher man. It’s been a while…would you like to 

say hello to Mary, she’s right here?” 

He cursed out aloud, lifting his club again, the chain chinking 

quickly over the stone, watching with confusion as the giggling girl 

slid her back awkwardly up the wall, until she was almost upright 

and facing her captor with her cathartic stare. “You will not take 

my daughter like you did my beloved Mary!” Ned growled, bringing the 

chain down with a crack like he was the ring master fending off the 

lions. Only this time, the lion was having none of it. This time, 

the pitiful wretch standing naked and torn before him suddenly 
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reached out blindly and caught the chain in midflight, grinning her 

own yellow grin now, through demonic cloudy eyes. Above them, the 

large mutated spiders gathered patiently awaiting their next banquet 

upon the slimy stone floor. The mother had been most welcoming.  

This time though, all eyes were now on the bald sweating man.  

Her bruised and battered body glistened under the killing light as 

she cradled the black rubber ball to her naked torso, like a new 

born child. The adrenaline surged through her veins as she arched 

her back again looking strangely powerful, then, with one fell swoop 

she tightened her grip, never taking her demonic eyes off her 

father. As he tightened his grip and pulled, she did the opposite 

and let go, causing him to lose his balance. His arms began flailing 

as if he was attempting a poorly executed back stroke. The hob-

nailed boot heels gave no traction on the slimy, urine and shit 

laden stone floor. To her, he seemed to float, falling in slow 

motion as his body lifted then careened to the unforgiving floor. 

The back of his bulbous bald head smacked against the stone with a 

sickening thud, splitting like an over ripe Crenshaw melon, as his 

body shuddered with the impact. She scrambled over to his jerking 

body fat, turning him on his side with a burst of immense strength, 

and lifted the bowling ball high above her head. The black thirteen 

weight marker glistened under the strobe lighting as her fingers 

slid into the holes perfectly. Then she swung the weight and smashed 

the smooth ball down hard on her father’s face, splitting the skull 

wide. The Darkness inside her looked down upon his corpse, the metal 

crucifix around his neck was nothing but a mere trinket now, nothing 

more, and she ripped it from his neck with glee, discarding it into 
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the far corner of the dark cellar. Then she lunged, greedily 

gobbling down from the crimson fountain oozing from the split in his 

skull. She stopped, the slushy read and pink clumps of his mind 

matter dripping from her chin, and shot her head up into a listening 

position as if to sniff the wind.  

The naked girl was quick, and her small long legged 

friends scurrying above her were hungry. She wiped Ned’s bloody 

gore from her mouth, smearing streaks of it down her cheeks.  

Quickly, almost animal like, she cocked her head upward, already 

regurgitating the gooey glop from her stomach, and opened her mouth 

wide. The young woman took on an almost snake like ability, her jaw 

cracking open wider and wider until it was hideously ajar. 

Above her, on the underside of the kitchen floorboards, her large 

mutant hairy friends gathered to watch, their unblinking menacing 

eyes watching eagerly as their unnaturally long legs twitched with 

anticipation. They jostled above her, with delicate long legs that 

supported abdomens the size of overripe wrinkly prunes, and one by 

one they dropped their spiderling children down on slimy spinets of 

web, like lemmings, dangling straight into their new 

mothers frothing gaping mouth. 

 It wasn’t long before the naked woman had a mouth full of 

the arachnids swimming around inside her mouth, feasting on Ned’s 

gurgling pink brain slurry. The Darkness was inside her now, keeping 

her and its offspring safe. She felt fear no more, for fear was 

something she had grown to accept in Ned’s cellar over the last few 

months. The weeks of futile, failed exorcisms by her father had 
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failed to cure her, instead it only numbed her, until she forgot who 

she was, and then the Darkness soothed her. And when she gave 

herself into the Darkness, it took her over completely. 

Darkness scurried to the wooden stairs, and quickly climbed the 

creaky planks to where the light shone through the swinging door. 

Inside the kitchen, Darkness saw daylight for the first time in 

centuries, and flinched away, stepping back. Darkness faded and She 

obeyed, and without caution they all entered the world of the living 

again. It took her a moment to adjust to the light as she stood 

there with the bowling ball slung limply by her side, still attached 

to her fingers, and as the Darkness allowed her to come forward, she 

realized what had to be done. She had to flee this place and get to 

the police. Questions would be asked about her father once more, and 

this time they would see he truly was mad, and her mother’s death 

had been no accident. Too bad he had actually been right all along 

though, well almost, but she did like the name Ambrogino. It 

reminded the Darkness of home. The smell of her father’s cigars 

filled the kitchen, and in the brimmed over ashtray she saw one of 

his smoldering stogies. 

 Caution crept in again as she felt the wriggling inside her, but 

she didn’t panic- instead, she grabbed the table cloth and cleaned 

the crimson from the blood splattered bowling ball now clutched to 

her belly, and then walked to the sink. The calendar on the wall, 

the same one her mother had turned only six months earlier, was now 

turned to October, with the stuffy guy and the pumpkins smiling 

happily in the country meadow.  
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my birthday… Halloween is nearly here she thought, or was it the 

thoughts of the Darkness? 

Father Edmunds blood was still warm on her pale face, and she turned 

to pick up one of her father’s discarded bowling shirts from the 

large pile of dirty clothes on the kitchen table, wiping away the 

bloody drool. Since her mother’s death, chores around the home had 

been forgotten, like the washing. Amongst the items strewn were the 

grimy garage overalls of her father, and his pockets were the keys 

to his maintenance truck. She wasted little time, wiping herself 

only briefly before stepping into the overalls and then walked to 

the door, carefully cradling the bowling ball tight to her chest. 

The daylight blinded her and she held her arm up to protect her 

eyes, her dainty footfalls crunching upon the gravel track below, as 

she smeared Edmunds redness from her bloody hands along the rusting 

blue Ford pick-up. Inside the wagon, she placed the smooth ball on 

the passenger seat and adjusted the rear viewer mirror, staring into 

it with wide unsympathetic blackened eyes as she gazed upon the mark 

of the cross burnt into her skin. She would need to hide that. The 

smooth black bowling ball next to her seemed to swirl and glimmer in 

the daylight as the Fords gurgling exhaust fired up, and she smiled 

at it lovingly before she took off into the night. The rumblings in 

her satisfied belly subsided, and she smiled as the trucks front 

grill hit the scurrying creature crossing the dirt track, flattening 

the hairy critter, an unwary possum, crunching its bones under the 

wheels with an unpleasant pop. Darkness sat back, enjoying the 

scenery as it passed by, approving with amusement. Her senses were 

returning slowly to the surface, now that Darkness seemed happy to 
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lurk back into the shadows. The pungent overpowering smell of the 

pine air freshener that dangled and bounced from the truck rear 

mirror seemed to mingle with her cloudy thoughts, conjuring up 

memories of another time, a happier time. 

A time before the cellar.  

Andrea wound down the window and let in the warmth of the evening 

air. She tilted her head outside the rolled down window as the truck 

sped up the winding road, passing the signpost, and the wind 

whistled through her greasy blonde hair. 

She cried with joy as she read the sign, smearing the tears rolling 

down her grubby cheeks with an equally grubby hands.  

PREACHERS CORNER CEMETERY 1.9 miles 

I did it, I’m free she thought, Darkness letting her forget the 

how’s and whys for a little longer. Just a little longer. Andrea 

reached down to her belly and felt them, felt them all, wriggling 

and jiggling and tickling inside her, and her smile made way to a 

menacing grimace.  

oh ‘Andrea…can you feel them…can you feel their hunger? She knew 

exactly what each of her wriggling and jiggling and tickling little 

friends had to do next, but for now she wanted to see her mother 

again. 

“I knew a young lady who swallowed a spider, that wriggled and 

jiggled and tickled inside her, she swallowed the spider to catch 

the fly…perhaps she’ll die!” 
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Andreas eyes darted from left to right, Preachers Corner cemetery 

entrance would be coming up soon, and her mother would be lying in 

the unmarked ground where he left her, with a stake through her 

heart. 

 

 

2. The here and now. 

Samantha cursed as she played with her blue highlighted hair, she 

was sick of looking after her brother, she was sick of her parent’s 

late nights interfering with her love life, and she was sick of the 

shitty town where she stayed. Preachers Corner was for losers, 

deadbeats and those who were just living out their years waiting to 

die. So when her folks decided that Samantha was going to go ‘trick 

or treating’ with her little brother James, and miss the graveyard 

party her and her friends had all been talking about for over six 

months, she flew into a rage. “seriously!” she moaned, “but I will 

miss the party, why can’t you guys take him?” she huffed, crossing 

her arms by the fridge, where her mother was searching for the 

cheapest bottle of red to take to the Henderson’s annual Halloween 

bash at the top of the street. “listen honey, it’s just for an hour 

or two, we’re just going to show our faces and then come home. 

Surely you can take Jamie out for a walk up the street and get him 

some candy, he is your brother” she pulled out a bottle, inspected 

it, then shook her head. “he’s a little pain in the ass is what he 

is!” she huffed. “Samantha Felts!” her mum exclaimed.” We’ll be back 

at ten sharp, then you can go meet your friends for an hour or two.” 
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The second bottle out seemed the perfect sacrifice for the 

Henderson’s, and she smiled, placing it on the counter. “But I 

haven’t seen Kane all week, and the party will be over by the time I 

get there. Besides, nobody does trick or treating anymore, it’s sooo 

lame!” Samantha’s lip couldn’t droop any further. “Listen,” 

Samantha’s mother used her best pleading voice, “James has spent the 

week making his costume, take him out please, for me honey!” she 

held out her arms and hugged Samantha tight, “do it for me, just an 

hour is all I ask.” Samantha rolled her eyes, “Fine, just an hour, 

then I’m going out okay!” She pulled out her IPhone and typed in 

Kane’s number with a sigh, and began typing. Her mother smiled, 

taking the last of the clean dishes from the sink and placed them on 

the rack by the window to dry, as she stared out into the unkempt 

back garden. Her gaze wandered up the tree line to the slope of the 

hill at the far end of the town, and she turned, “and I don’t want 

you and Kane driving up to that cemetery tonight Samantha, you hear 

me? I know you guys are up to something-just keep away from that 

place tonight okay. All the crazies will be out up there, howling at 

the moon and running about naked! Besides, it looks like rain is on 

its way” Samantha rolled her eyes again, she wasn’t going to miss 

that party, not even if the dead rose from their resting places 

while they partied by their graves. She wouldn’t be able to live it 

down at school if she missed that party, rain or no rain. 

Just then, James burst into the kitchen still wearing his fleece 

Star Wars pyjamas, covered with dancing Yoda’s and growling 

Chewbacca prints. His Kylo Ren mask hung awkwardly over his face, “I 

can’t find my light saver, where’s my light saver mum?” Samantha 

turned her back on the noise, as James slid along the linoleum floor 
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in his half pulled up Jedi socks, and then continued her texting 

conversation with Kane unimpressed. “Have you looked under your bed 

jimmy, everything ends up under that bed of yours!” His mother said 

picking him up and sitting him on the cold kitchen counter. “Dad 

says he saw it down here. Sam, have you got my light saver?” he 

shouted. “it’s a light sabre dumbo, and no I don’t have it” she 

shouted back, her thumbs working overtime as she complained how life 

was so unfair to her boyfriend. “look why don’t you go and get 

ready, and Samantha will have a look for it okay.” His mum smiled, 

lifting his mask and planting a kiss on his forehead, while Samantha 

gave her best teenage huff, “go up and tell your father to hurry up 

or we will miss the party okay. And you have a great night scaring 

the neighbours” James smiled, “Then I can eat all the candy I get 

mum, and come back and watch Starwars?” he lowered his mask and 

began making hypnotic gestures with his wiggling fingers. His mother 

stared blankly back at him, “then you can eat all your candy and 

watch Starwars” he laughed through the mask, “cool- and the droids?”  

he breathed heavily, and his mother replied “these aren’t the droids 

your looking for” Samantha looked on, again rolling her eyes, “Laymo 

guys!” James smiled, pulling at the small golden cross hung around 

his mother’s neck, and pondered, “mum?” he frowned, “Was Jesus a 

Jedi?”   

 She smiled back at him, “I don’t see why not sweetheart, now go…go 

get your father, tell him five minutes” His mother laughed, lifting 

him from the counter and smacked his backside playfully. “And tell 

him to bring his umbrella!” 
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Samantha looked up from her phone screen briefly to see James 

disappear out of the room, and sneered, curling her lip as she 

continued to text her beloved Kane, who, judging by his texts, 

seemed pissed at having to miss the start of the Halloween party. 

 

 

3. 

“No, this is the last one Jamie,” Samantha stopped outside the 

Gering’s garden gate, “its gonna rain any minute, and those pyjamas 

of yours will be trashed, so we need to turn back soon okay, Kane 

will be waiting for me at the house” She had had enough of James 

whining back home about wearing them outside, that she had agreed to 

let him trick or treat in them, but so far only half of the 

neighbours had answered their doors to see them, and the pickings 

had been disappointing to say the least. Apart from perhaps at the 

Smiths household, where James got to grab two handfuls from the 

heaped bowl of candy Mr Smith presented to him, for wearing a most 

bodacious pair of PJs. Apparently, they had been the only trick or 

treaters to stop by, and judging by the chocolate smeared on the fat 

man’s lips, he wasn’t too concerned about the lack of business.  

But that had been half an hour ago and James was now walking with 

hunched shoulders, kicking up the fallen autumn leaves in the 

gutter, and dragging his red light sabre on the grass, which 

indecently had been under his bed all along. “Where is everybody 

sis? It’s not fair.” he said peering into his bag to count his 

paltry takings for the night. “Well,” she smiled “maybe the old 
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Italian witch at number 19 has kidnapped them all, and is making a 

Lasagne with their meat!” she said in her best spooky narration. 

“You’re not scaring me Sammie, that house doesn’t bother me” he 

lied. “Yeh? Well why did you walk passed it without even looking at 

it then, huh squirt?” she punched him on the shoulder. He looked 

down at his feet embarrassed, knowing the house did scare him, he 

had heard the stories circulating the playground. “Quit it, mum said 

not to scare me, besides, it doesn’t bother me, I’ll prove it!” 

Sammie laughed, “yeh sure, twenty dollars says you don’t even get up 

to the front door!”  

The darkening skies were signalling the arrival of the predicted 

shitty weather, and Samantha saw the first signs of rain splash on 

her phone screen as she looked down bemused at the latest image Kane 

had sent her. Apparently some clown thought it was funny to dig up 

one of the graves up at Preachers cemetery and remove the body. 

“Okay squirt, times up, let’s get you home” but when she looked up 

from her text message, she saw James was already halfway up the 

garden path to the Palmore’s front door. She sighed and followed him 

through the swinging gate, replying to Kane’s text as she did.  

Both whittled out pumpkins sat by the fence had been stomped upon, 

the intricate carvings cut into the marrow now just a caved in 

fleshy mess on the sidewalk, but Samantha was too busy with her 

thumbs typing away at the screen to notice the splattered veg juice 

on Jamie’s Starwars pyjamas. 

The Palmore’s’ front door was ajar when she caught up with James, 

and she had to pull him back from sticking his head inside. “JAMIE!” 

she growled through gritted teeth, “what are you playing at?” Jamie 
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turned to face her, “look at the cool webs they’ve made, aren’t they 

awesome!” he ran his hand through the sticky web hanging from the 

door and stared at his hand, “Wow, it’s even sticky too- feel it 

Sammy” he held his hand out for her to touch, but she was more 

concerned about the bloody smear across the open wooden door. “This 

is even cooler than the Smiths Halloween decorations next door, he 

peered inside the hallway and shouted, “COOL WEBS MR PALMORE!” 

Samantha tugged at his cloak, and pulled him away slightly spooked, 

“come on Jamie, let’s leave Mr and Mrs Palmore to whatever they’re 

doing okay.” She peered in herself, smelling the sweet Sunday roast 

wafting from the back room then saw the blood on the carpet, and 

really didn’t think even Mrs Palmore would go to such lengths to 

entertain the kids with a puddle of drying blood on her white shag 

pile rug. “Come on Jamie, we’ll try another house on the way home, 

maybe number 19.” James pulled away, “Okay, but take a picture of me 

in the sticky web sis’ before we go I want to show Kane how cool I 

look!” he inched his face up into the web so that it stuck to his 

Klyo Ren mask, and then lifted his light sabre. “Is Kane coming? I 

want to show him my light saver” 

“He’ll be at the house if we hurry,” she said, taking several snaps, 

“now let’s go” she didn’t want to panic anybody too much, but 

decided to call her father just in case something was up. “we’ll try 

one more door down the street, then we’ll have to get you home, mum 

will freak if she finds out I let you out in your PJs” Samantha 

turned back as she reached the gates, and swore she saw a hunched 

shadow peering at her from the net curtains upstairs. Her IPhone 

pinged by her ear as the call to her father just kept ringing, and 

she lowered it to read the text message from her Kane, 
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 DO NOT COME HOME SAM. 

The second call eventually connected to her father but she heard no 

voice at the other end of the line, “Dad, its Sam, look I…” she was 

interrupted by Kane, “Shit Sammy, oh Christ, where are you?” He 

sounded scared. “K…Kane, what are…is my dad there?” her heart began 

beating faster, “Oh shit, oh shit, Sammy the police are on their 

way, please don’t come home, where are you I’ll come and get you?” 

Samantha spun around, James was halfway across the street and 

heading for the Old Italian woman’s household. “JAMIE... Wait 

there!” She screamed, as panic rose in her belly, “what’s happened 

Kane, has something happened to my dad?” The shadow behind the 

curtain shifted at the sound of her voice, but she was already 

running after James who was now making his way up the overgrown 

driveway of number 19. “Kane what the hell are you talking about, 

what’s happened?” the line was quiet, but she could hear the muffled 

sobs and shouting just out of range of the microphone as she ran 

down the street after her brother. The rain had begun to drizzle 

down through the descending mist, lit up by the dim glow of the 

streetlamps, and as she crossed the road, Samantha saw the 

silhouette of someone other than her brother out on the far end of 

the road. The silhouette was running, yelling and shouting as they 

fled down the street, being chased by what looked like a large dog. 

“Sammy where the hell are you, tell me where you are…shit we need to 

get the hell outta Preachers…!” “I’m just up the road Kane…KANE!” 

The line clicked off before Samantha could reply and she cursed as 

her imagination began fragmenting, she scrolled her contacts as she 

ran, hitting KANE on the contact list and waited as the phone rang, 

spotting James hunched under the menacing looking tree that had shed 
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its summer canopy over the entire lawn of number 19. From somewhere 

in the town she heard a piercing shriek as she pushed open the 

squeaky gate, its spring twanging in protest. Panic was now taking 

over and she ran over to grab her brother. There was no answer from 

Kane. “Jamie come on” she panted, quickly bending down to grab 

Jamie’s arm. “Told you I wasn’t scared; That’s twenty bucks you owe 

me” He beamed. “Sure Jamie, whatever you say, come on we need to go” 

she said with a cracking voice.” What’s the matter sis’ you scared!” 

Jamie laughed. “Look sis, isn’t the costume cool. It’s like half cat 

half spider” But what Samantha was seeing was no cat in a costume. 

The thing circling in the long grass had six legs for starters, and 

unless they made bright yellow contact lenses for pets these days, 

this was one fucked up kitty. The scraggy looking creature was 

circling James’ feet, and purring as it wound its sticky webbed tail 

around his Star Wars PJs. “leave the cat Jamie, we gotta go…now!” Aw 

come on Sis’, his names Musty, and this is the best house yet, look 

at the car, isn’t it cool. Theirs blood and guts hanging from the 

grill, and they put blood and all those cool webs all over the 

windows- its freakin’ awesome-  and look at the stuffy guy in the 

back!” Samantha turned to see the abandoned blue pickup parked hap 

hazard on Dubativo’s driveway, its wheels settled upon the broken 

white picket fence it had driven over in haste. The scare crow 

slumped in the back of the pickup looked like it had just been dug 

from the ground. Its head was propped up against the back of the 

Ford, with a cigar stuck deep into the baring yellow teeth. And in 

its hands it held a dripping hand painted sign that read, 

 Happy Halloween  
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Just then, the large front door squeaked open, and Samantha froze 

when she saw the shadowy figure emerging from the Darkness. It gave 

her no time to react, squirting her in a fine mist of vapour, 

paralysing her where she stood, and she slumped to the ground 

dropping her cell phone. James saw the mark of the cross on the 

woman’s forehead and shrieked, and he too was suddenly enveloped in 

a misty web like vapour, falling into the tall wet grass, and almost 

squishing the mutated feline under him. Thunder cracked above them 

as the rain fell from the sky, but all Samantha could do was watch 

as the shadowy figure lurch from the doorway, clutching something 

that glimmered in the woman’s clawed hands. 

As Samantha lay on the ground twitching, trying desperately to 

control her body, she saw something from the corner of her eye, 

something large and black, scurrying erratically from the Palmore’s 

open door, and zig zagging its way towards her and her brother as 

they lay helpless in the rain.  

Samantha’s scream was still lodged in her throat when the scurrying 

creature jumped over the gate, its long hinged hairy legs carrying 

the huge bulbous abdomen of something she had only ever seen dreamed 

up in cheap B movie late night reruns. But as the monstrosity lifted 

her numb her body in its pincers and began to spin her in a fine 

web, she realised to her horror -this was no dream. Jamie watched on 

in sheer terror, pissing in his brand new Star Wars Pyjamas as he 

watched his sister being spun into what looked like a candy floss 

cocoon.  
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“SAMMY!” he yelled, feeling the creeping warmth flow under his 

buttocks, before the woman in the doorway grabbed his legs and 

pulled him inside the foreboding darkness. 

 

 

 

 

4. 

Kane had seen some weird shit during college, but never something as 

fucked up as grave robbing. Nobody at the party was admitting to 

desecrating the grave, but he had an idea who might be responsible 

for the prank. More than likely it was the same two drunken jocks 

building the funeral pyre of a bonfire in the carpark. He was glad 

to get away from the partying mayhem for a while, while he waited 

for Sam to take Jamie around the streets. He thought it might even 

be funny to join them in trick or treating for a bit before him and 

Sam returned to whatever depths of depravity the party had descended 

into. He had snapped a couple of pictures of the desecrated grave 

while a couple of kids had even jumped into the open grave to take 

selfies, before one of the older kids asked them to show some 

respect. They had responded with drunken giggling objection, before 

one of them screamed out in pain. Seems karma is a bitch, and he had 

found out what happens when you stick your hand in a spiderling 

nest. Kane hoped the party wouldn’t be shut down by the cops before 

he got back and got into his Ute, then drove the 2 miles back down 

the road down to Samantha’s house, parking up around the back, in 
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the shadows under the trees. He noticed the flickering flames 

dancing through the trees up on cemetery hill, and hoped he wasn’t 

missing too much of the party, this was a once a year thing only. 

After this there was nothing to look forward to until summer break.   

After fifteen minutes texting parked outside Samantha’s house Kane 

thought he saw movement from the upstairs window as he peered 

through the slats in the wooden fence, and wondered if Sam’s folks 

had returned early. The beer in his bladder told him that now was a 

good time to take a walk, so he got out and walked up to the fence 

line to relieve himself, kicking the loose board to the side, and 

crawling through into the Felts unlit garden. The wind was cold, and 

chilled him through his fatigue jacket, and Kane suddenly wished he 

was up on the cemetery hilltop, sat by the bonfire with a beer in 

his hand. 

The night air was bitter and uneasily silent, apart from the 

occasional shriek from the party goers up on the hill, and Kane 

sensed the first of the raindrops on his brow. He turned the collar 

of his fatigue jacket up, and walked to the back door, intending to 

knock. But when he peered inside he saw what looked like blood 

smeared along the hall way wall, and he froze. Kane’s gaze followed 

the bloody trialling smear along to the open front door, where he 

saw a body lying slouched by the doorway. He quickly tried the back 

door handle, only to find it locked, and yelled out. His mind race 

as he picked up the plant pot by the door and hurled it through the 

glass panel without hesitation. Sam’s parents were always good to 

him, so the thought of getting into bother over a smashed door 
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didn’t even occur to him. Not when one or both of them might be in 

injured. 

Kane reached inside the shattered glass and unlocked the latch, 

turning his shoulder into the door as he barged it open, 

instinctively grabbing a knife from the block on the kitchen 

counter. He ran over the crunching glass to where the bloody body 

lay heaped on the floor, the knife glinting in the moonlight. His 

initial thought was to roll the body over, but he hesitated, there 

was so much blood soaking into the carpet, he wasn’t sure who or 

what he was looking at. The suede jacket with the elbow pads gave 

some indication that it was in fact Samantha’s father, and when Kane 

knelt down, squelching in the frothing blood soaked carpet, he 

slowly turned Mr Felts over to see his gaping punctured neck wound 

with his cell phone still clutched in his death grip. Mr Felts neck 

had been broken, and blood was still bubbling from his mouth that 

had been extended so wide, Kane was sure the attacker had pulled 

apart his bottom jaw and torn it from his face. This gave Mr Felts 

the look of utter disbelief at what had happened to him. As Kane 

fell back against the blood smeared wall, he stared at the dead 

body, realising Sam was on her way back with James. He quickly 

fumbled in his coat pocket for his phone and began texting Sam, 

 DO NOT COME HOME SAM. 

The noise in the room above startled Kane, and he rolled to his 

knees, dropping his phone in the bloody puddle. He picked it up and 

shook it, then dialled the emergency service.  

“which service please?” 
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“I need…” what did he need? He was too late; Mr felts was dead. 

“Hello, which service please?” 

The noise on the stairwell above creaked, casting long shadows onto 

the landing wall, and Kane shuffled to his feet slowly, backing away 

trying not to alert the intruder upstairs. 

“There is an intruder upstairs!” he whispered. 

“what is your current address sir?” 

The phone against his cheek was sticky with Mr Felts blood running 

down his chin. That’s when the phone in Mr Felts hand began ringing, 

and Kane snatched it in terror, it was Sam’s name on the screen. 

“Sammy where the hell are you, tell me where you are…” The creature 

on the stairs scuttled into view, and Kane sucked in an uncontrolled 

whimpered breath as the abomination bound down the stair towards 

him. He realised his bladder had given up the beer into his jeans as 

he stood momentarily frozen in fear at what he saw scurrying towards 

him. 

 “…oh shit Sam…” 

“Mrs…Felts, are you…alright?” Kane stammered as he staggered 

backwards out of the doorway. What had been Samantha’s mother was 

now scuttling naked towards him on six long hairy black legs that 

had sprouted from her exposed belly like a really bad B movie 

monster, snapping her pelvis behind her so that her own legs dragged 

uselessly behind her on the stairs. Her bloody mouth was wide, 

exposing two huge tusk like fangs that protruded from her upper jaw, 

spilling crimson down over her bouncing breasts as she stared at him 

with white eyeballs that bulged like two snooker balls had been 
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inserted into her sockets. She closed the gap quickly then stopped, 

slowly lifting her torso from the stairs on her spiderlike legs, and 

hovered at the bottom, leaving a silky white web trail down the 

steps spun from her exposed buttocks. Kane looked on dumbfounded, he 

had often fantasised about Mrs Felts tight butt cheeks when he saw 

her jogging in her tight figure hugging shorts, but seeing her now 

confused his thoughts so much, he couldn’t stop staring at what was 

secreting from her freshly waxed mound, even although he was now 

repulsed at the thought. Kane lifted the knife as she approached, 

muttering to himself as he let the phone drop to the floor,” oh 

shit…Sam… we need to get the hell outta’ Preachers…!” Mrs Felts, the 

creature, lurched forward at Kane but he fell backwards out of the 

front door, slashing the knife in front of himself instinctively. 

Mrs Felts lurched and screamed as the blade sliced across her belly, 

and Kane ran for the front gate, “Christ sake Sam, where the hell 

are you?” he saw two figures darting through the rain by the street 

lamp on the far end of the street, and tripped over his feet as the 

creature hunched down behind him and took chase. He screamed for 

help, but nobody came to Kane’s aid. In fact, the road was eerily 

deserted for Halloween, and he saw nobody, but for the figures ahead 

as they disappeared behind the tree inside number nineteens’ garden. 

The Witches house! But no sooner had that thought entered his head, 

than the creature behind him pounced, sending him crashing to the 

wet bitumen road surface. 

 The phone clattered to the kerb side, as he felt the knife in his 

other hand puncture deep into his own belly as he fell. Kane let out 

a blood curdling scream as the creature squatted on his back, 

pinning him down. He tried to roll over but Mrs Felts just extended 
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her jaw, revealing her fangs, and bit down on Kane’s neck until he 

gave up. He felt the fangs sink deep into his neck as his pulse 

quickened, then slowed, until his eyes flickered and he gave up the 

fight with the Darkness. The warmth of his blood soaked under Kane’s 

shirt, providing him with a little consolation of warmth before he 

lost consciousness. 

 

5. 

Samantha regained some sort of consciousness, but in the darkness 

the only senses she could use was providing her with the most 

repugnant, foul smelling odour she had ever been confronted with. 

Her eyeballs throbbed and she gagged, but she found her mouth stuck 

shut, just like her eyes. And when she tried to move, she found 

herself bound tight all over. The more she wriggled, the more she 

swung, and after a moment she realised with horror, she was dangling 

upside down. She could hear sobs coming from somewhere in the room, 

and could tell instantly that they were coming from her brother. But 

all she could do to acknowledge him was frantically grunt through 

her binds in the hope James would hear her.  

James did hear her, but unfortunately for him, James could also see 

his sister, hanging upside down from the wooden beam joist running 

along under the ceiling. And while he watched on in shock, he saw 

tiny shadowy figures skittering along the wood beam above her. The 

window high on the far wall let in little light through the tall 

vegetation outside, but he could at least make out another dozen or 

so other bodies swinging alongside his sister. One of them looked 

like they were wearing clown shoes, another looked like she was 
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dressed in a princess outfit. A muffled cry from the corner caused 

him to turn and see a miniature iron man clutching his torn suit, 

bound and gagged in a cocoon of finely spun web. The kids mask had 

been knocked from his face and lay in a pile of discarded candy 

wrappers under the swinging body. Then he realised why he had seen 

no trick or treaters in the street. They were all hanging here, like 

slabs of beef in a refrigeration unit. 

James was lying bound in web on the floor amongst the bodies of 

several bloody victims, one of his arms was bent awkwardly under his 

back, and he realised that his web must have snapped from the beam, 

but when he tried to move, pain shot up his left leg. His blindfold 

had slipped in the fall, but the gag was still stuffed deep into his 

mouth, which was a worry because he was sure he was going to throw 

up at the smell of the shit he was now rolling in. Jamie managed to 

roll over, and as his eyes adjusted he saw the damp wooden staircase 

leading up to the dark landing out of the cellar. If he could 

wriggle free, he could go and get help. Maybe he wouldn’t have to 

get help because Kane would come and save the day. After all Sammie 

was his damsel in distress. And he would surely come crashing 

through the door and save them both at any moment. As he checked his 

surroundings he heard the footfalls thumping on the floor above him, 

dust from the planks above fell like dirty snowflakes, frosting the 

swinging captives as they moaned and cried. James rolled on the 

funky slimy cobblestones, whimpering in the shadows under a broken 

forgotten table leant against the far corner of the darkest shadows. 

He tucked himself in tight, hiding from view as best he could. The 

latch clunked and the door above squeaked open, cascading light onto 

the rickety staircase. The figure above descended slowly, dragging 
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something heavy behind them that thunked every time it hit the 

wooden step. 

 Thunk…thunk…thunk…thunk 

The figure said nothing as it delicately stepped onto the cobbled 

floor, and James watched on terrified as another shadow descended, 

this one quick and erratic. Its six long legs tap danced their way 

down the wooden planks as its bulbous torso remained upright. Then 

he saw his mother’s hideous deformed naked features upon the spindly 

legs, and he stifled a squeal of wide eyed silent terror.  

“hang that one over there,” the figure said, pointing to the far 

wall, “then take this one, this one, and this one…” she added slowly 

as she passed the first lot of children swinging from the wooden 

rafter. James watched his mutated mother comply, dragging yet 

another bound victim to the mouldy far wall, then lift the limp 

bundle high over her head and began spinning her web over the 

exposed feet. James watched his mother secrete her web, spinning it 

from her private place with disgusted fascination. And as he stared 

on he saw it was actually Kane who was being bound in her web, and 

his heart sank a little more. Deep down he knew Kane would save 

them, he just couldn’t work out what kind of plan he was working. 

Once Kane was secured by his mother’s disgusting web, a sight he did 

not want to witness again, he watched her scuttled off to the 

inverted children, and quick as a flash, he saw his mother swipe 

down and bite the neck of the helpless victims with her huge 

protruding bloody fangs. Screams and gurgles followed by the 

splatters of blood on the cobbled cellar floor filled the cellar, 

and James felt his bladder slacken into his pyjamas once again, as 
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the children’s warm blood splashed onto the floor, but he was too 

paralysed with utter fear to move. He closed his eyes tight wishing 

away the images, after he saw the shadowy figure pull the head of 

another swinging victim up by her jaw and opened it wide. It was the 

girl in the princess dress. The shrieking little victim watched on 

wide eyed as the hairy creatures dive bombed from the rafter above 

and slide down on finely spun web straight into her small and yet 

gaping mouth. The helpless child convulsed and wriggled in the arms 

of the monstrous smiling figure, until she fell limp, as if asleep. 

“good girl, my very own little sleeping beauty” the figure said, 

stroking the girls long blonde hair. James realised it was Gabby 

Smith, the girl from up the road who was in his gym class. She was 

only ten.  The figure walked on down the line of wriggling bodies, 

passing into the dim line of light beam shining from the window 

above. James peeked through one squinting eye to see the monster was 

in fact just a woman, a woman dressed in black, her face like 

alabaster, with gaunt high drawn cheekbones. And in her hand was a 

club so huge, it reminded James of Fred Flintstone. He didn’t want 

to look at the thing that was once his mother as she passed Sammie, 

and he refused to even acknowledge that possibility that Sammie was 

next to fall victim. “Now let them feed on this one, then let them 

go hunting like the others.” the woman in the shadows said, before 

lifting the club high, and swinging it over her shoulders. Jamie 

watched in disbelief as the dangling figure bound in web struggled 

to free herself, but was unable to dodge the swift crack of the bat 

to her forehead swung violently by the sadistic woman. The sickening 

crunch of bone as the head snapped back made James vomit into his 

gagged mouth as the body of his sister swung limp and lifeless.  
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NO NOT SAMMIE!  

And when the pale woman offered up the club to his mutated mother 

like she was holding up the mixing spoon for her child to lick the 

chocolate off, he watched in utter disgust. For just a moment he 

thought it wasn’t actually Sammie who had been clubbed, it couldn’t 

be Sammie, she wouldn’t let that happen to herself. She was no 

victim. Kane wouldn’t let that happen to her. He couldn’t. he would 

save the day. This was worse than seeing Han solo die. But it was 

happening, he saw his sisters blue tipped hair dangling there. She 

swung lifelessly, her hair matted in her own blood, as it dripped 

down onto the shit smeared cobbles. 

“okay, cut them down, let them feast on this one, then send them 

out” the woman sneered, hanging the bloody club on the wall hook and 

wiping her hands, and James’ mother obeyed, cutting down the 

children and watching them fight over the mush that was dripping 

from her daughter’s cranium without so much as a glimmer of guilt. 

The mutated spiderlings splashing around in the bitten children’s 

mouths, gorged with delight.  

As they feasted, James closed his eyes, and wept as he prayed. 

When he opened them, the cellar was silent but for the muffled 

grunts from the corner, the chosen children were gone. His sister 

still swung slowly from the rafters, her arms now dangling to the 

floor were her entrails had been scattered and discarded. James 

freed one arm and wiped the tears from his face, pulling the soaked 

gag from his mouth. Kane was grunting from the corner, his web binds 

soaked in crimson spilling from his punctured guts. James wriggled 

as hard as he could, but the web was too sticky around his legs, so 
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instead of walking, he slithered over the bloody mess on the cobble 

stones until he was underneath Kane. He looked down and saw the 

state of his new pyjamas and panicked. His mother would be… he 

trailed off remembering the nightmare, and began crying again. 

“They…They killed my sis Kane. They killed her!” he sobbed, and Kane 

snorted through his binds grunting angrily, his eyes ready to pop. 

Kane’s bulging eyes darted to his bloody chest as he dangled upside 

down, pointing and grunting with his head. James repeated himself as 

he sat up, pulling at the gag in Kane’s mouth. “I don’t know what to 

do Kane, they killed my friends too, fed them spiders, and made them 

vampires. I saw them eat her!”  Kane breathed a heavy sigh, sucking 

in a lungful of the foul air finally, “we gotta… get outta here 

Jamie… You have to cut the web off” he grabbed another lungful of 

air in wheezing pain. He had been wriggling for over an hour, 

staring at the peeling plaster on the slimy walls as he spun 

helplessly. “get the knife out” he said sucking in the air again, 

“it’s in my belly I think…can you reach it?” he wheezed. Jamie 

looked up confused, then saw the kitchen blade sticking through the 

web. “take it…take it quickly…and pull” Kane said between shortening 

breathes as the footfalls echoed from above. 

“Do it, do it now Jamie!” Kane said, tensing his stomach. James 

reached up as high as he could, but he could not reach the blade 

handle sticking through Kane’s shirt. “shit, can you pull me down, 

or swing on me?” Kane mumbled unable to do anything but hang there 

in pain. The other adults hanging upside down had started to make 

noises now, trying desperately to get Jamie’s attention to free them 

as well, and Kane cursed at the noise they were making. James 

shuffled over the floor, aware that any moment the door would squeak 
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open, and his mutated mother would scuttle down the stairs like one 

of those special effect creatures from Hollywood, and gouge out his 

eyes. “What happened to my mum Kane?” He sobbed, reaching up and 

trying to find a hand hold on the sticky webbing. Kane looked down, 

“I don’t know kid, but it’s happening all over town. We need to get 

away from here and call for help.” The latch upstairs clunked open 

without warning and James froze, “hide!” Kane gasped, watching as 

James fumbled in the squalor for something to cut the web from his 

bound legs. “GO!” Kane repeated. But James was not listening, his 

hand had curled around something in the dirt, something metallic. He 

snatched it quickly, and jabbed it into the web around his legs and 

feet until it gave. He was up on his feet in a flash, kicking away 

the webbing as he stabbed down on the rest of the sticky mess 

encasing his body. He was dimly lit by the street light shining 

feebly in from the window opposite. Only then did he realise that 

the glinting object in his hand was an old discarded metal cross 

that was hung on a broken chain. He turned to Kane as the door 

squeaked open, the panic visible in his eyes now.  “Jamie!” Kane 

cursed, and the boy turned, his soggy pyjama bottoms scuffing and 

trailing under his feet. He grabbed Kane pulling on his swinging 

body with all his strength, until he felt the web give slightly. He 

tried again, this time he bounced, already aware that the door was 

fully open on the landing above. Kane slipped from his binds, 

falling heavily in a heap by James’ feet, and James dropped quickly 

to his knees, and began slicing at the web using the cross in his 

hand. “Oh God, please, please, please, please!” James was now 

sobbing frantically as he ripped at Kane’s web bindings, while Kane 
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was tugging and tearing at the sticky funk, aware that any second 

something would be making its presence known to them both.  

And that’s exactly what happened. 

At first it sounded like footsteps, big hefty footsteps, slowly 

stomping down on each of the wooden planks. But as the stomps 

quickened, Kane realised that something was rolling down each of 

them. He did not hesitate to find out what it was, instead he freed 

himself, and gritted his teeth tight as he yanked at the kitchen 

knife protruding from his belly. James was now hanging from a 

panicked Mr Davis from number 26 who was snorting blood from his 

nose and nodding fiercely as the bowling ball clattered down from 

the last step, striking the far wall with a crack. Kane let out a 

long agonising breath from between his clenched teeth as he freed 

the knife from the deep stab wound, and stumbled backwards as the 

noises from above began. He shuffled unsteadily lifting his blade, 

managing to cut free three more of the hanging bodies from the 

rafters before the hoard of six legged children began swarming down 

the steps overtaking the woman clad in a long black veil. The 

children pounced on anything that moved, sinking their fangs eagerly 

into panicked victims with numerous bites. James watched as Mr Davis 

was overcome and attacked by the young girl that looked like Gabby, 

only now her dress was torn, and six long spindly legs were now 

sticking out from her swollen belly. She struck down again and again 

on poor Mr Davis as James counted her make at least 13 bites to his 

neck trying to find that sweet crimson gusher spot, while he 

frantically tried prising her away. James brought the metal crucifix 

down hard, stabbing it deep into Gabby’s back, and she turned, 
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hissing in his face. He recoiled bringing his hands to his face, and 

saw that she was doing the same thing. Vampires! He realised, she 

was recoiling from the metal cross. He held it up as the commotion 

surrounded him, bodies being mutilated as they screamed for mercy. 

Gabby backed away to the safety of the others as Kane grabbed James 

by the arm and pulled him away, “She’s a vampire Kane, they’re 

vampires…and vampires are scared of this!” he showed him the cross 

as he dragged him to the back of the room. “I don’t give a shit what 

they are Jamie, we gotta get the hell outta here” They struggled to 

the beam of light shining in from the small window high on the wall 

and Kane lifted James high onto his shoulder, “get the latch and 

pull yourself up okay, quick!” James nodded as another scream 

bounced off the wall behind them. He felt himself being raised onto 

Kane’s shoulders as they fell forward, something pinned them to the 

wall and raked James’ leg through his filthy pyjamas. He let out a 

scream and stabbed down with the cross as Kane kicked out at the 

spider kid, almost losing his balance, “MOVE!” he shouted as James 

struggled with the window. He only just got it open when he felt a 

hand shove him up and through the space, and he tumbled out onto wet 

grass as the rain cascaded from the broken guttering. James rolled 

over quickly and reached inside for Kane’s hand, but he was almost 

pulled back inside by the strength of Kane as he kicked his way up 

the wall like a rock climber. Two of the spider children pounced on 

Kane and dragged him back down the cellar wall, and James felt his 

arm tendons being stretched from their socket. He let out a scream 

as the creature’s hideous faces looked up at him, and Kane released 

his grip, falling to the ground on top of the morbid creatures. “RUN 

JAMIE, FUCKING RUN!”  James looked down as the mutated kids jumped 
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on Kane and he pushed the metal crucifix down through the window, 

screaming in panic as he did. The spider kids turned away as if they 

were staring at the sun, backing away from Kane, who lay in a heap 

on the ground beneath the window. “RUN JAMIE…GET TO THE CEMETARY 

HILL.GO GET HELP!” Kane shouted up. Jamie nodded, throwing the 

Crucifix down to Kane as he sobbed, “Okay, but you take this, 

Vampires hate crosses!” Kane nodded, clutching his belly as more 

spider kids joined in the cellar feeding frenzy. Jamie got to his 

feet as the woman with the bowling ball stepped over the entrails of 

the fallen bodies being feasted on, and headed over towards Kane who 

lay gasping against the mouldy wall with the crucifix outstretched. 

He looked up once more and shouted, “JAMIE GO!”  

Jamie was sobbing again, but he obeyed Kane’s order, scrambling on 

the muddy turf and slipping on the wet leaves as he ran for the 

front gate. Musty the mutated cat hissed at him from a branch high 

in the tree and he tripped, almost stumbling over on his pyjama 

bottoms, but caught himself just in time, and ran through the open 

gate. The rain was pouring from the sky now as he slopped his way 

over to the first house he saw with a light on, which happened to be 

the open front door of the Palmore’s home.  

Kane watched the window latch above click shut and turned back to 

the woman who approached him cautiously. “STAY BACK BITCH!” he 

shouted, raising the metal crucifix in the air, and getting to his 

feet. The figure paused for a moment, as did the feasting spider 

kids around her, waiting for guidance. She looked at the crucifix in 

Kane’s shaking hand for a moment, hesitating, before she moved in 

for a closer inspection. 
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“Surely not?” She sounded intrigued, slowly lifting the veil over 

her face and moving even closer to the crucifix. A smile cracked her 

face, and her teeth parted, letting out a giggle she tried to stifle 

with her gloved hand, “You see, the thing is with these things 

darling is…you have to actually believe there is somebody up there 

listening to your prayers. Otherwise all you have there is a piece 

of family jewellery in your hand.” She sighed amused, then slowly 

moved in closer to Kane, placing her forehead on the shaking cross 

in exactly the same place her father had pressed. Kane watched on as 

the cross is his trembling hand found its branding contours match 

exactly on Andreas forehead. “ah just as I thought,” she said 

plucking the crucifix from his shaking hand, and studying it “I am 

afraid you…well you are what is known in the trade as a non-believer 

Kane.” 

 

Jamie heard the blood curdling scream halfway up the Palmore’s 

garden path and turned back to the house on the other side of the 

road as he reached for the door. He knew it was Kane, and next it 

would be his scream echoing in the valley. He ran inside the house 

screaming for help, realising one of his feet was missing its 

sneaker. His wet sock slapped across the hallway, squelching in the 

puddle of tacky blood on the carpet as he slammed the door shut, “Mr 

Palmore, MR PALMORE! Call the police, call the police now!” he 

sobbed, smelling the fine aroma of the Sunday joint wafting from the 

kitchen. His belly grumbled as he scrambled into the kitchen, and 

froze in the archway at what his eyes were showing him.  



 
36 

                                                                                                                                 Cunningham/Ned’s Cellar 
 

Mr Palmore’s decapitated head lay on the wooden chopping block, next 

to the large chopping knife, with an apple stuffed in his mouth. 

Blood and gore trailed over the floor to where Mrs Palmore’s large 

blood splattered aga oven stood, and Jamie began hyper ventilating 

at the confronting sight, standing there shaking violently.  The 

back door was swinging open and he ran for it, not wanting to be 

anywhere near there anymore. The rain dampened the smell from his 

nostrils as he fled into the Palmore’s garden and down over the 

fence to the grassland behind the house. His left arm was hanging 

limp by his side as he fought through the trees with his right, 

fending off branches as best he could as they cut and scratched at 

his face. He refused to look back at the house for fear of being 

chased by a million or more of the spider kids ready to pounce on 

him and suck his blood. Instead he focussed on the bonfire 

flickering high on the hill where Kane’s friends where blissfully 

unaware of the nightmare unfolding in their homes down in Preachers 

Corner. He could hear the party now, the bass booming from the 

speakers, the music almost audible over the thunder and lightning as 

he stumbled again and again over the broken branches and thickets of 

tallgrass. His sobs of panic now almost at a crescendo as he climbed 

higher up the hill towards the safety of the party goers, falling 

into puddle after puddle of pooling mud. His feet were now 

completely bare, his other sneaker abandoned halfway up the climb 

somewhere. But he didn’t care, he was almost at the top. His pyjama 

bottoms drooped by his thighs, exposing his fleshy backside as he 

grabbed for them again, holding them in a bunch by his belly to keep 

them from dropping completely to his knees. Grabbing Branches 

stretched out and tore at his face, but he was too exhausted to fend 
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them off, instead he turned backwards and pushed his way through the 

thickening clump off trees as the twigs snapped off and dug into his 

back. More music, more voices yelling now as he neared the top of 

the hill, the valley below a nightmarish vision of creatures 

swarming up the hill behind him. Fires had broken out in some of the 

houses below, but he was too close to escape now to begin thinking 

about anybody else but himself. James fell to his knees and tried to 

gulp in more air into his lungs, realising that the rain had stopped 

a while ago. What he was actually wiping away from his face now was 

warm and tacky to the touch, and he winced as he opened a fresh 

wound. This freaked him out and he scrambled to his bare feet once 

more, stumbling through the last of the trees to the car park 

clearing, and then he saw, to his utter relief, a group of party 

goers around the bonfire. James was greeted with utter chaos as he 

smiled triumphantly, trying to lift his arm to wave at the man 

running over to him, but he was too exhausted to even thank him. He 

fell into a puddle, the broken twigs sticking from his torn pyjamas, 

and cried. 
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Epilogue  

Father Petrie did finally receive word from Sister Francis regarding 

Edmunds book writing query, and knew immediately what was meant by 

his message. He had returned to Rome from his missionary work in 

Africa, only to travel on to Preachers Corner that very same day. 

And with the help of an old friend, they had driven up from Mexico 

and confronted the demon spawn of the vampire known as Ambrogino 

before the two of them had even set foot in the cursed town of 

Preachers Corner. The old man he called Benjamin was still fast on 

his feet after all the years, but looked like this might be his last 

fight. Together they killed so many vampires that night on the 

cemetery hill, scooping them up and carrying their unholy bodies to 

the bonfire to be purged with their holy water. Amongst the cleansed 

were young children out trick or treating in Cinderella costumes, 

Iron Man suits and even one pitiful child in his torn bloodied Star 

Wars pyjamas. All of them killed by a stake through the heart as 

they sobbed, and were thrown onto the bonfire to be cleansed of 

their poisonous darkness. The fight took them into the town of 

Preachers Corner, where Father Petrie cautiously cut down the 

desecrated body of his friend, Father Edmund, before entering the 

foreboding house. Nothing remained inside the Vampire nest but the 

dead, and an old 13lb black bowling ball, abandoned on the porch.   

The bonfire on Preachers Hill ignited the surrounding fields as the 

wind fanned the flames. It seemed almost the entire town had been 

infected by the girl who had escaped from Father Edmunds cellar.  
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Father Petrie gazed out the window as he sat in the passenger seat 

of the beat up ford and watched as the town burned, turning to his 

old friend sadly, ‘will there be others Ben?”  

The end? 
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