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This book is dedicated to all you Cannabis-positive people that are looking to combine their love of Extreme Horror with the infamous green plant.

To my loving husband, who like me, helped me create some of these stories during long night smoking sessions that seemingly got out of hand and developed into some of the most atrociously nasty, 4/20 friendly stories that you all get to read now.


“I’m trying to decide how stoned I am and just how on the verge of death am I right now. Like, am I seeing shit because I’m stoned or because I have no blood left in my body.” 

Red (Pineapple Express)


WARNING

This is a collection of Extreme Horror, so before you begin, embrace yourself to be smothered in extremely offensive and sensitive subject matter. Some of the contents inside may include emotional and physical abuse, torture, drug addiction, depression, abusive relationships, non-consensual sex, sodomy, excessive violence, torture towards children, vulgar language, excessive gore, and lots of CANNABIS. For a complete list of individual warnings for each story, please see the section in the back for all the details before continuing to the next story.

Proceed with caution!

And smoke wisely my friends.


The Stuff

“Damn, Dude! Now that shit’s the stuff,” Troy exclaimed, exhaling a large, grey cloud of smoke out from his incredibly large mouth. The scruff around his face made him appear much older than he was, which often had helped him score liquor before anyone else his age had. He was only nineteen, but his appearance made him achieve an older look. He had just taken the first hit from the white grape-flavored blunt, after they had awaited over an hour for the delivery service to make an appearance.

​“Well, don’t just sit there and babysit the blunt, pass it along already,” Bianca declared, practically ripping it out from Troy’s hands and immediately inhaling a large hit. She held it in for a few moments, before letting the tranquil smoke emit from her mouth in relaxation. She slouched back down in the couch and let it consume her. Troy loathed Bianca for her personality alone. He often described her existence in their household as unfortunate because she would constantly ridicule him, using delightful words to hide her true intentions. Bianca was only around because she had a relationship with his roommate, Mitch, who allowed her to stay as much as she wanted to. Troy had tried to express his opinions to Mitch about the kind of woman Bianca was, but he was too blinded by her beauty to listen.

​Troy had been friends with Mitch ever since the summer before sophomore year had started, but lost communication after they were accepted to different collages, upon graduation. They were able to reconnect after four years, when they coincidentally ran into each other at a local bar in their hometown. They spent the entire night reminiscing on memories and classmates they still had contact with. The conversation grown so heavy, that by the end of the night, they had already reached an agreement to apply for an apartment together. Mitch had thrown down half on the down payment, as Troy had reciprocated. For the moment, Mitch had completely disregarded his girlfriend, Bianca, and how they had already had plans on getting a place together. Instead of informing Troy of this information, he gradually just started to let her bring over a few personal belongings on the side, to gradually move her into their place.

​After she had fully resided in their home, Bianca had pronounced that the place needed a conversion, since there was now a woman residing in the household. While the guys were away at work, she rearranged the kitchen and living room, making the ambience of the place warmer and more welcoming. She threw away their disconsolate couch and replaced it with a brand new, tan, left-hand sectional sofa, that filled up most of the living room. The comfort of sitting on it, negotiated the high price alone. Along the walls, hung a multitude of generic home quotes and paintings that seemed to have zero significance to the rest of the room. When Troy had arrived back at home, ahead of Mitch, his jaw had dropped completely to the floor. Everything that she had discarded had held a deeper meaning in their friendship and instead of asking, she just dumped their belongings into the trash. He was incandescent but decided to let Mitch handle explaining to his girl. Unknowingly, Mitch refused to tell her anything bad and instead chose to thank her for the new renovations to the place. Unknowingly to Troy, he had asked her to make the place more approachable because he had grown tired of living in filth.

​The only thing that remained the same, was that they were still able to enjoy decompressing smoke sessions throughout the day. Troy knew that if she didn’t smoke, that would have been his golden ticket to removing her from his life. Instead, she decided to get into it, to better understand why her man was constantly getting baked after work. Bianca let her anxiety get the best of her the first time she experienced it, but after smoking alone with Mitch, she soon grew to love the feeling of being high. It gave her a euphoric perception into life and relaxed the stress she felt throughout the day. Especially when she was cleaning the apartment or fixing up herself while everyone else was out.

***

​Troy and Mitch both had full time jobs that resided outside of the town limits that they had chosen to live. They would have to travel over an hour to get to their occupational offices, but the size and location of their apartment had been too astounding to pass up. The transportation wasn’t merely a problem since they were able to leave ahead of traffic and got out right after it started to die out in the evening. As they slaved away at a bare seven-to-seven-hour career, Bianca secretly started an online account to sell her lewd self-portraits. The money she made from being provocative online would be transferred to her own personal bank account, that he didn’t have access to. She had informed Mitch that she ran an Environmental Green Design blog that would explain how to redecorate your house to be Eco-friendly. Mitch never questioned it because he, like others that didn’t look so appealing, was still astonished that he scored a relationship with an attractive woman.

​Each day, after they would leave for work, Bianca would get up from bed and immediately jump in the shower to awaken herself. Afterwards, she would spend a couple hours exfoliating her skin and then proceeding to beautify her face with makeup products. She would lay out a variety of different seductive outfits to wear, before deciding upon one and putting it on. Most of the outfits were made of lace and extremely transparent, but that would get her more attention, especially from the older gentlemen that were online in the morning times. Fixating herself on the camera in front of her, she would enter the chatroom with a smile. As her camera came on, she was already greeted by several ‘fans’ that were always ready to grace her with bundles of cash.

​Bianca would casually have to perform self-masochistic sexual acts that included whipping her own back with a rubber flogger, having her audience call her derogative names, and masturbation with foreign objects that were substantially bigger than she was made to fit. Once, a man offered her five thousand dollars, if she would purposely contract gonorrhea, wait until it became a formed nodule of diseased pus, and then, he instructed her to scoop it out with one finger and eat it on screen, just for his sick pleasures. The thought of it salivated at the mouth, as he made this personal request. Just the idea made her regurgitate slightly from inside her esophagus, from being repulsed by the suggestion but still, she remained her composure. She thought for a moment about taking the bait but decided against it in case she would transfer the disease to her significant other. If she didn’t obey their wishes, they would take their business elsewhere and she was already saving up for a potential wedding in their foreseeable future.  She regretted turning down such an obscene amount of cash but didn’t want to jeopardize her identity in case it was to get leaked.

***

​It had been Mitch’s turn to order from the local dispensary, as he almost missed the hours of delivery because he had let Bianca cloud his judgement on time. She insisted they had enough time for a quickie before the delivery would even be on the way, but that turned into a heavier erotic moment between them. Before he knew it, his usual dispensary had declared that they had stopped taking orders for the night. Hurrying to rummage through a list of other places that were still delivering that late at night, he stumbled upon one. A new place, called Weedtopia, that had just opened in the general area. Luckily, they had a sale for new patients, as he proceeded to order an eighth of a variety of different strains, including one titled ‘The Stuff OG.’ After placing the order, he was told it would take thirty-to-forty minutes for delivery, but they had to wait much longer than that.

​“Man, have you tried contacting them to make sure they didn’t forget your order?” Troy inquired, with a hint of impatience in his tone.

​“I’m sure it’s just taking longer than usual because we’re a first-time patient,” Mitch persuaded. He always had an explanation or excuse for everything, since he hated confrontations. Troy rolled his eyes and then picked up his cell to scroll through social media. Bianca had joined them after taking a shower, as Troy felt even more agitated. Suddenly, there was a knock upon the front door, as Mitch quickly got up to answer.

​He exchanged his information with the driver, who quickly made sure his identification information was up to date for their system, as he handed him the bag full of their orders. He thanked the driver and offered him a small tip for bringing it to their apartment room, as he returned to the group on the sectional. Bianca had already brought out their enormous glass bong and blunt wraps, as Troy immediately grabbed a random container from the order and started rolling up a thick, tight blunt that had a hint of grape to it. He slid his salivated tongue up and down the paper, as Bianca caught herself staring at it, unintentionally.

​“Bee, can you retrieve my other lighter from the nightstand in the room and throw this one out,” Mitch asked, knocking her out of her dissociation from reality.

​She nodded, as she removed herself from the couch and exited the room. Mitch purposely got her out, so that he could discuss something with his roommate in private.

​“Hey man, I’m thinking about proposing, this Summer. What do you think?” He looked at Troy for a response, hoping to hear a more positive reply from his best friend.

​Troy, hesitant to reply at first, started to say, “I mean, that’s all on how she makes you feel. If you feel like this is the best decision for you right now, then I say, go for it. But make sure this is for you and not just doing it to please her or her father.” He immediately stopped his answer when he noticed her coming back into the room. Mitch took what he said in for a moment, unprepared that his response was exactly what he needed to hear.

​As they all smoked through the first container, Mitch grabbed the pink and purple one labeled ‘The Stuff’ and started loading it into the bowl of the bong. The aroma from the strain sent a chill down his back in anticipation of how fresh it was going to taste. He knew that it was Bianca’s time to hit greens, but she was too baked to remember, so he took it for himself. It was exactly what he had been hoping for; balanced between a sweet, pine taste with a mocha coffee after-taste. He had never experienced a marijuana strain that tasted so sweet and delectable before and wanted more.

​“Pass the bong, bitch,” Bianca declared, as he started to hand it swiftly towards Troy’s direction. Mitch felt euphoric off from the one hit and immediately sat back and watched the same effect happen to him. Bianca was last to take a hit, but felt the same immediate feeling overwhelm her. Before they knew it, they were all backed up against the couch, sitting in complete silence. After approximately thirty minutes, they heard the roar of a stomach.

​“Someone’s hungry,” Bianca laughed. Mitch lifted his phone and noticed it wasn’t too late to order food.

​“You guys down to throw some cash down for some burgers?” He suggested, thinking of making it simple. They immediately agreed, removing bills from their wallets and handing it over to Mitch. He started to feel like he shouldn’t have requested it first, leaving him to deal with having to order. Ultimately, they each asked for four burgers and a large coke each, feeling the emptiness of their stomachache. The amount of waiting they had to do all over again started making them frustrated, until the knock on the door arrived. By then, their stomachs were pounding and before Mitch could pay the amount, they had aggressively grabbed the brown bag full of burgers from the employee’s grasp. The delivery driver jumped away in fear, as he watched them devour them within seconds of receiving the money. Before he could complain, Mitch had forcefully shut the door and joined the others for the meal.

​Immediately after the last burger had been digested, they felt their stomachs rumble in hunger, progressively worse than before.

​“Fuck! Why am I still so fucking hungry?” Mitch started to complain.

​“Let’s just order something else. Those burgers seemed smaller than usual anyway,” Troy suggested, trying to lighten the mood. This time, Bianca ordered from her phone six large, fully loaded pizzas with garlic bread sticks and hot buffalo wings. The pies were loaded with four kinds of meats and three different types of cheeses. The amount of food that was to be brought to their home was enough to feed an entire Senior class.

​As they awaited the delivery, each of them started showing signs of heavy agitation, causing them to salivate heavily at the mouth. Mitch was scratching his arms and legs profusely, sinking his nails deep into the dermis and creating thinly sliced flesh wounds with a red irritation forming around it to appear above the surface. Bianca had begun pulling out chunks of her long, black hair, creating a nest along the carpet. Troy had started taking healthy bites from his forearm, leaving deep open wounds that bleed uncontrollable, chewing the thick flesh within his frothing mouth. Their eyes were bloodshot red with a puffiness underneath that resembled physical wounds.

​Bianca looked down at her fingers and started picking at the skin around her fingernails. She was able to pull down a strip of skin along the side of her middle finger, as a trail of blood started to drip down. The warmness of the sanguine fluid tasted so sweetly, as she indulged more on the flesh around her finger’s bone. It didn’t take long for her to hold up a bloody phalange in front of her face, startled that she had eaten it without feeling any pain.

The group had been too distracted with eating the flesh on their own body to realize the food they had ordered had arrived. The ringing of the doorbell was still going off repeatedly, as they got up together and pulled the driver inside before he could take the boxes out from the warming bag. With blood dripping down their own arms and a rabid look on each of their face, the driver didn’t feel too comfortable delivering to them that night and wanted nothing more than to bolt out of there, even if it meant not receiving any money for the extremely large order.

​“That’s going to be $357,” he said stumbling to find the words, as they ripped it completely away from his hands, devouring the food as it fell onto the ground. “Whoa guys, I don’t think you should be eating that fast.”

​They snarled at him, with sauce running down their chins that resembled a sanguine fluid. Bianca looked inhumane, as he stared in horror at her nearly bald appearance, with the last strands falling in front of her face. Troy’s hands were displaying patches of bone, pouring blood onto the food in front of them. Mitch’s face and body were covered in sores and blisters that had been torn open, distorting his skin into a revolting sight. Before he could exit back out, they had finished and stood up. They had engulfed the food with so rapidly, they had forcefully vomited among the food, but continued to devour it.

​“We want more,” Bianca snarled.

​“You’re going to have to order more and unfortunately, we should be closing about now,” he replied, backing up slowly towards the front door. He was about to make a run for it, but Troy had maneuvered his way there first, guarding the exit. He took a gulp and immediately wished he had called into work that day. He stared at them circling him, licking their lips at his body, as they ambushed him together with belligerent force.

The driver yelped out loud as Mitch pounced onto his shoulders, sinking his teeth into the nape of his neck. Bianca had leaped towards his feet and implanted her carnivorous dentures into his anklebone, causing him to collapse. The fall made it easier for Troy to grab ahold of the guy’s face. He fought as hard as he could, but the weight of the three, with the extra pounds they had gained within the three hours they had been consuming food. Troy placed his bloodied mouth over the victim’s nasal cavity, biting the cartilage completely clean off the face. Blood splattered across Troy’s face, as he pulled the skin that detached the nasal cavity from his face. He screamed in agony, watching Troy chew and digest it in front of him with a satisfying grin.

​As they cleaned the flesh from his bones in under thirty minutes, they still felt a terrible hunger. It was too late to order more food and they couldn’t be seen in the appearance of others without attracting too much unwanted attention. Their own bodies had been partially consumed and had been covered in gore. Their once cleaned home had now been destroyed in a matter of minutes; covering the place with tomato sauce, bodily fluids, and chunks of chewed up flesh that was still appetizing to eat. Their stomachs continued to roar, as they sat among the floor staring at each other. Blood-smeared faces that hid their hideous appearances, but they looked past that. Their mouths smiled at each other, as they noticed how appealing each other looked. Their mouths filled with saliva at the very thought of biting down on each other’s fresh flesh that was still warm.

​They softly glided their way closer to each other, as Mitch held out a leg for Bianca. Troy followed suit, until each of them were gnawing away at the extremity handed before them. The taste was so satisfying, as fresh blood dripped its way from their mouths as they continued feasting. It left them with a strong euphoric feeling with each bite that slid down their esophagus. For a moment, they were one with each other.

​After a few hours, they individually started collapsing onto the floor from extreme blood loss. Bianca had gone out first, as the others soon followed behind shortly. Their bodies were devoured in multiple portions, displaying bone throughout their bottom torso and legs. A various number of veins and arteries had been ripped open, causing huge pools of blood around each body. They all had a chunk of flesh remaining in their mouth, as they all looked dead-eyed at the bowl of weed on the table they had left packed for after they had finished eating. Instead, they ate until they couldn’t eat anymore. Until they were on their own final course. 


Pot-Smoking Freaks

Terry walked into his master bedroom, where numerous people had been seated on his bed already and dumped out a duffle bag full of freshly cut nugs of marijuana right in front of them. The aroma of the plant quickly filled up the room, as his company’s eyes widened with astonishment. Reese, a male in his mid-twenties with a fade haircut, scooped up a bowl of it into his hands and took a huge whiff into his nostrils. He exhaled with a smile and immediately turned his attention towards Terry, still standing near the door.

​“Damn Terry. Who’d you fuck up for this kind of score?” Reese questioned, causing the rest of the room to roar in laughter. Terry had been known to be extremely violent towards others, whenever it pertained to a drug deal or any matter that revolved around cash. So, hearing that kind of question didn’t raise any concern towards the others.

​“Didn’t have to kick anyone’s ass this time. I just came upon it in the woods, right outside the city limits,” he explained, wearing a smirk that ran up the left side of his face.

​“There’s no fucking way you found that much weed just right out in the open, especially in those woods,” Reese responded, feeling bewildered on his friend’s odd explanation. “Probably jumped some redneck growing weed for his stache and dumped the body for some crows to devour for later.”

​Terry threw his arms up in the air, as a gesture that he could assume that he was lying. Reese knew there wasn’t another reason on how he came up with that amount of green, which would be worth well over hundreds of dollars from a dispensary. A couple of the quiet girls in the room looked at Terry with a sexual desire plastered across their face, but he was only interested in one girl. Rachelle Lowe, with a soft, brown glow to her skin, held his attention for many years. She had a subtle innocence to her that made her appealing to him. She was always the one he wanted but could never have. He had asked her out plenty of times, but she graciously turned him down every time. She enjoyed their friendship, especially as a whole with the rest of their group, and often thought that if she made the leap to build up a committed relationship with him, it wouldn’t be the same again. That and the fact that she knew he could never settle down and be loyal to one girl at a time. Terry wasn’t that kind of man. Unfortunately, that didn’t stop her from casually flirting with him from time to time.

​“So, how exactly did you find that much weed? Did you come across a crop field?” Rachelle questioned, flashing her red-stained lip smile in his direction.

​“Oh shit! There’s a crop? Let’s go back before the owners come and relocate it,” Reese exclaimed, jumping up from the bed. If there was a crop nearby, he didn’t want to just smoke some, he’d want to use it as a source of income since he didn’t work.

Terry shook his head, laughing about the suggestion, as he lifted his hand to stop Reese from jumping to conclusions.

“No, there is no crop. Like I said, I just happened to stumble upon the fresh greens on the way back from my usual meditation site. I had just finished my breathing techniques, you know meditation, and was walking back to my car, when I saw it just lying there on the ground. I did wait a while, thinking the owners would be back to claim their stash, but they never showed up. So, I swooped in and stuffed it all in the bag,” he explained, pointing at the now emptied duffle bag that was still stained with crispy green leftovers.

On the bed, Rachelle started using empty containers from other dispensaries and started filling them up. Kimberly decided to help her out, while Reese began rolling blunts to have ready for a smoke session. Terry decided to take the two glass bongs into the kitchen to deep clean them, before smoking the new weed in them. As he was scrubbing the inside, trying to clear them of the black, sticky residue, he felt as if someone was watching him from outside the window. He immediately stopped what he was doing and turned off the faucet, waiting to see if he had imagined it outside or not.

“Hey good lookin’,” he heard, as the voice had startled him. He turned his head to see Rachelle standing behind him. He turned the water back on and continued cleaning, as he smiled.

“What brings you over here,” he asked.

She looked down at the glassware in his hands, as he sighed and smiled, knowing she was there for the bongs.

“So, tell me the real story. Not what you explained to make yourself seem cooler in front of your friends. I mean, did you hurt someone in order to get this or what?”

He handed the glass to her, after drying them off and adding fresh water to the bottom, as he just shook his head. He knew she didn’t believe him but couldn’t tell her the truth. So, he did what he did best; lied.

“Why is it so hard to believe what I’m saying is the truth,” he asked, with a more serious tone. The way he presented the answer showed that there wasn’t a dishonesty in his voice, but Rachelle had known him for so long, that she knew when he wasn’t displaying the whole story. She also knew that he was never going to budge with the correct response, so instead, she just dropped it.

They walked together back to the bedroom, where Reese had already lit up the first blunt and had it passing around the whole group. Usually, Terry always had a ton of people over at his house throughout the day, opening his doors to his friends that needed a place to crash, so they would hang out mostly in his room. He liked offering the open-door policy to those who needed a place to crash since he hated the feeling of being alone. Rachelle handed the larger piece to Kimberly, who had crushed down the weed to pack into the bowls. She took the first hit and then handed it over to Rachelle. Their smoke filled the room within minutes, as Terry put on some music in the background.

“Shit! This is fresh as fuck,” Reese said.

Terry finally decided to sit down for the first time since coming home and took a hit from the blunt. Something lingered in the back of his mind, but he didn’t want it to interfere with their chill time. As much as he was trying to enjoy his high, he still had a gut feeling that something was wrong.

As the night progressed, the room was filled to the ceiling with a thick cloud of grey smoke. Laughter filled the room, as Reese started imitating characters from shows with an exactness on the voices. Terry had been watching Rachelle laugh, making sure not to stare for too long at a time. He looked out his bedroom window and noticed a shadow figure ran swiftly across, but assumed it was just an outdoor cat or other small creature. His attention had changed from his own personal worries to the woman of his dreams sitting right in front of him.

As they finished the fourth blunt, Terry started to notice that beyond his bedroom was still in complete silence. It was the first time in months that he hadn’t heard people rummaging around, making themselves at home and he started to worry.

“Terry, you’re looking a little pale there. What’s going on inside that head of yours?” Reese asked, his eyes were barely open from the amount of weed he had inhaled.

“Nothing. It just sounds a little quiet out there,” he replied.

“Let’s not all get up at once,” Kimberly said, rising from the bed and opening the bedroom door. She stuck her head out into the hall and noticed that the place had emptied. “Um, there’s nobody else here but us.”

Confused, Terry got up, as Rachelle had followed suit. She was just in the kitchen with him, as there had been at least ten others roaming around, taking up the other unoccupied bedrooms.

“Was there something going on tonight that we didn’t know about?” Reese asked, taking another hit from the blunt and exhaling the smoke out his nose.

As Kim walked along the hall, she knocked on all the doors, but heard no reply from any of them. Terry was right. In all the time that she had been going to his place, she had never seen it so empty and quiet. Kimberly turned around and walked back to the others with a perplexed look among her face.

“Well, at least you didn’t have to kick them out this time,” Reese said, sarcastically. They had an incident in which several of his guests had tried developing a meth lab without his knowledge and he had to use brute force to get them to all to leave instantly. Kimberly bumped his shoulder, gesturing that what he said was impolite.

Instead of returning to the bedroom, Reese grabbed a container of weed, and they moved the group into the living room. The television was still displaying a movie and there was still residual bowls of warm food left on the coffee table. The room appeared as if all the guests had left unexpectantly, at the same exact time. Terry scratched his hair, trying to piece everything together. He knew something didn’t feel right, so he decided to creep around the halls and opened one of the newly vacant bedrooms.

Inside, was a bloodbath of nude human cadavers sprawled out across the beds, with horrified expressions that had been sliced open and left to decay. The pungent smell of decomposing innards spiraled quickly into his nostrils, as his high quickly faded away. He couldn’t let the others see this atrocity, as he slammed the door closed once more, hoping the morbid aroma didn’t leak out. The last thing he needed was for Rachelle to run away from his place and never return. She would surely place the blame on him, and he’d never get the chance to make her his girl.

He returned to the others who had already started eating the chips that were left out and commenced smoking again. Reese went to hand it to Terry, as he refused and stared out the front window into the darkness of the night.

“Pass on the blunt? You sure you’re alright?” Reese joked, causing Kimberly to let out a small spout of laughter. At this moment, Terry was triggered by his sarcasm and wished he would give it a rest. Knowing if he lashed out on him now would send everything spiraling downwards, he decided to keep his cool.

“Yeah, yeah. Everything’s good,” he replied.

“He’s just upset because his company left him alone in this big ass house. Poor lonely little Terry. Now’s your chance to move in, Chelle,” Reese said. He knew how much of a crush they had on each other and was tired of neither of them making the first move.

Rachelle’s eyes widened at the idea, as her cheeks flushed pink from embarrassment. Terry was too preoccupied to have heard the suggestion, as he witness a few other dark shadows run across the front yard. He quickly closed the curtains, making it seem like he was doing it because it was late. He sat down on the couch with the others and finally decided to take another hit to calm himself down.

“Don’t sweat on the blunt,” Reese exclaimed, after noticing how perspirant he had become lately. Terry lifted his shirt to wipe down his forehead, as Rachelle was able to view his abdominal muscles in full. She bit her lip in a seductive way, as Kimberly noticed and started smiling in her direction.

Suddenly, they heard the horrific howl of a creature from outside. It sounded like a morbid cry from a dying animal, but they had never heard something so outrageous. Startled, they immediately dropped the blunt and stood up. Before Terry could prevent it, Kimberly walked over to the front door and opened it to veer into the darkness for what had made that dreadful sound. As soon as her head peeked outside, she was quickly decapitated within seconds. Her quivering mangled corpse flailed backwards, falling onto the table in front of them. Her severed flesh oozing a crimson liquid over all the shattered wood and onto the carpet. Rachelle let out a harrowing scream, as Terry rushed over to the door and slammed it shut.

“What the fuck just happened to Kimberly?” Reese shouted, trembling with fear. Rachelle had folded up her legs on the couch and started rocking herself, tears falling down her smooth cheeks.

“Terry! What the fuck did that?” Reese asked him again. Rachelle looked up at him, hoping for a response as well. He looked into her glistening eyes, full of tears, and knew he couldn’t lie to her or anyone anymore. “You might want to try giving us the actual truth right about now!”

“Alright, alright. Look, I didn’t just come across the weed in the woods. It’s a little more complicated than that,” he replied.

“I think you really ought to try explaining yourself a little bit better than that,” Reese replied, angrily.

Terry took a huge inhale, closed his eyes, and started to begin his explanation.

“I came across this little creature. One that I’ve never seen before. One that was kind of created from the weed.”

“Wait, what?” Rachelle said, wiping the splatter mess from her face with her sleeve.

“I mean, that weed we’ve been smoking, was ALIVE. It wasn’t that big, maybe a couple feet tall, and I decided to capture it myself and clean it of the nugs. I didn’t think it would hurt the guy, but it squealed horribly after stripping it clean, that I had to take it out of its misery. I broke its limbs that were made from branches and then tossed them to the side before stuffing the nugs into the bag and walked away,” he carefully explained, watching their mouths open wide in devastation.

“You fucking tortured it for the weed? Now, whatever’s lurking outside is grieving over their loss and is now taking it out on us,” Rachelle screamed at him, launching herself at his face, throwing punches. Reese immediately stepped in and held her back, as more tears fell from her face.

“Is that what happened to everyone, bro? Did they get ahold of them too? Is that why this place feels so fucking vacant? The rooms. Are there dead people in these fucking rooms right now because of those creatures?” Reese lashed out, hoping that he could at least be honest about that.

Terry couldn’t respond and only nodded his head in admittance. He felt the weight of all the guilt taking over all at once. Rachelle sat back down on the couch and covered her head. Of all the things he had done in the past, this was the worst.

“You have to go out there and make them understand that this was all your idea. That you’re the reason they’re pissed the fuck off. You need to turn yourself in before we all get fucking butchered,” Reese suggested. Terry shook his head and immediately told him no.

“Have you looked outside? Those things are MUCH bigger than the one I took down. They look almost six feet tall. I couldn’t stand a chance against them,” he explained.

Rachelle lifted her head once more and proceeded to say, “You fucking killed their baby? A fucking baby?!”

She excused herself to the bathroom, where she regurgitated directly into the toilet. She didn’t have time to turn on the light, which would have clearly shown other deceased individuals in the shower, displayed in morbid and mutilated matters. The male had his dick severed off at the torso, amputated arms with the bone flaying to the sides, as the female had been strangled by her own ligaments that had been stretched firmly from the rest of her body. The bloodied, rearranged corpses lay lifeless in the tub, exposing their disemboweled bodies. Her own bile stench that she had puked into the toilet prevented her from smelling her surroundings, as she cleaned herself and walked back out to the main room. Terry swallowed the realization of why they had followed him home from the woods. He had killed the littlest one from the bunch and they had all taken turns smoking the corpse. No matter how much he could persuade, they were all now accomplices to the crime as he.

Reese had so much anger built up, that he wanted to respond violently, but instead he decided to make sure Rachelle was alright. Terry proceeded to pace around the room, thinking of a way to get out of this predicament.

“Listen, none of this should fall on you guys. I’ll distract them from the back and you two make a run for the car and drive as fast as you can away from here.”

“Bro, I can’t just leave you here. No matter how pissed I am at you,” Reese declared. They had been childhood friends that always had each other’s backs throughout their years of knowing one another.

“Bro, I need you to keep her safe and that’s the only way I know how to make that happen,” he responded.

Rachelle didn’t care to stick around his place anymore and was pushing Reese to get her out of there. He finally gave in to Terry’s request, as they watched him create a loud, irritating noise to capture the creature’s attention. Reese grabbed hold of Rachelle’s arm, opened the front door, and dashed to the vehicle they had driven there. They quickly entered the car and immediately locked the door. Reese reached into his pocket and pulled out the keys. He stuck it in the ignition and began to turn it, but it only gave out a clicking sound.

“Fuck. Come on, come on. Don’t fuck up on me right now,” he said, pounding on the dash and turning the ignition frequently. His car kept sputtering and refusing to start, causing sweat to form heavily on his forehead. His vehicle hadn’t always been reliable when starting up., but it was his only form of transportation until he could afford something better.

“Stop Reese! It’s not working. We must run back to the house,” she said, tears still flooding her face. Before he could open the door, several dark creatures surrounded the vehicle. They were standing around six feet tall and were extremely fast in the shadows. From his window, Reese noticed that they were indeed made from marijuana plants, just as Terry had explained. Rachelle started to scream, as they started pounding at the glass windows with their twig arms, trying to get to them.

After numerous attempts, they were able to break open the side windows and windshield, as they grabbed ahold of Reese and dragged him out. She grabbed for his legs to pull him back into the car, but their strength overpowered hers. The broken glass slashed open his abdomen, spilling his innards onto the ground before him. He yelled out for help, scooping his intestines into his arms, trying to push them back into the open wound but their slippery bloody outer layer made it impossible to place them back into his body. The Kush goblins trampled him, mangling his body and tearing the flesh to get to his organs. One of the creatures had his spleen oozing from its mouth, as another slurped up the vomit that ejaculated from the intestines he had tried to save. Several others had scooped up the excrement that were still imbedded inside his intestines, licking their twig fingers clean after consuming them. They continued violently hacking up his body, as Rachelle watched mortified at her upcoming demise.

Before they could finish their meal, she slowly pressed on the door handle to evacuate without being noticed. She ran quietly through the trees that surrounded the front yard, stumbling from fear, and falling onto the ground. She picked up her face from the mud, just to come face to face with a group of baby Kush goblins. They grumbled and let out a preadolescent howl before ambushing her. There were over ten of them attacking her at once. Tearing through her clothes, leaving her exposed, as they continued ripping through her flesh, revealing the muscle tissue underneath. She screamed so loud, it echoed in the crisp, night air. She could feel the entirety of the tiny scratches and bite marks, as she tried violently to get away. Scratching at the ground to try to lift herself up, her fingernails snapped backwards, tearing away from the flesh. Several more began showing up around her, as she felt them detach her extremities with extreme force. The force of the tendons snapping sent her into a convulsive seizure, foaming profusely from the mouth, until her life finally faded away.

***

In the back yard, Terry had a swarm of full-sized Kush goblins ready to attack, as he heard the deathly cries of Rachelle. He immediately felt defeated and didn’t know how to react to all this distraught. He ran back inside the house and locked the back door. From the front window, he was able to see the remains of Reese, but couldn’t see Rachelle. He hoped that she had made it out alive somehow and decided to grab the jars and dumped them back into the duffel bag he had brought with him.

It only had taken a couple seconds, but afterwards, he threw the bag out to the creatures. He had only thought that maybe after giving their little one’s body back, they would leave. Upon opening the bag, it only made the Kush goblins even more furious. Instead of holding back, they decided to infest the house in hopes of capturing the man that killed their child. They broke the windows along the house, as he proceeded to run to his bedroom and locked the door. As they tried to come in through the window, he bashed them with all the objects he could come across in his own room.

It had only taken a small amount of time before they busted through the wooden door that acted as a shield for him. Terry was alone, as he noticed numerous smaller Kush goblins wearing Rachelle’s hair that had been detached forcefully from the body, as well as her breasts that that had been amputated from her chest. He felt the warm bile flow through his esophagus from the sight, as he felt even more subdued. The creatures grabbed ahold of Terry in an instant and quickly discarded his clothes to reveal his bare flesh. They pulled and tugged at the dermis along his body, ripping it completely off from the body. The way they pulled his skin from his body imitated the way he cleaned the nugs off from the branches. He stood in the middle of the room, fully exposing his muscular system, as they began rolling up his skin in blunt wraps and smoking it to the side of the room.

“Please. It was all just a huge misunderstanding. I didn’t know,” he pleaded.

The biggest Kush goblin walked over to him, as the others paved the way for it to come through. His eyes widened at the sight of the thing in front of him, as it immediately lacerated his dick from the body. It raised up its two arms, created from the branches that were full of matured nugs of marijuana. Instantly, it pounded both arms into his head, smashing it completely open, like a rotted pumpkin. Brain matter and fractured skull splattered into the air, after the sudden impact. His body fell along the floor of his bedroom, as the gore spilled along the feet of the Kush goblins. The “King” goblin left the room, allowing the others to devour the rest on their own.

After completing their meal, they composed of the extra skin and the duffel bag that held the corpse of one of their own, before heading back into the woods, to continue their solitude from the human world.


Kush Of The Devil

Esme had come across the ad while turning the pages of the local newspaper, during her morning breakfast that consisted of toast and black coffee. Her parents always invaded her choice of meals and insisted that she at least eat an egg or two, but she was overly persistent on what she wanted to devour during her day. She had a problem with maintaining her body and not allowing herself to gain too much weight. She had graduated from high school with a good GPA but didn’t make any further plans on attending college since she had no idea what career she wanted to pursue. Instead, she decided to look into getting a career to save up money for school whenever she would decide to go.

As she flipped through the articles around town about the old antique store shutting down amongst other incidents, she came across the small section in the back for employers. The “help wanted” portion was mainly small businesses looking for part-time associates to stock and clean their stores, but one ad caught Esme’s attention.

It read: Help Wanted. Looking for an individual to house-sit for me while I am away for the weekend. Will compensate with an hourly wage, as well as food and beverage for the time you would be watching the house. Looking only for competent individuals with a clean record and an open schedule. Must meet in person for evaluation before hiring. Call for more information.

The ad didn’t really put much detail, but Esme was open to anything easy so that she could make quick cash. Her main goal was to save up to travel the country for a year before deciding upon a school to attend. Her mother didn’t really like the idea of her traveling abroad alone with so many odd disappearances and nightmare tales of young women going missing, so she knew the only way this would happen was to save up on odd jobs alone.

“I really wish you would have looked into the University in town before deciding against going this year,” she would often say to her, but Esme had made up her mind before her Senior year on what she wanted to do.

She ripped out the page from the newspaper so her father could read through the rest and placed her empty mug into the sink before going back upstairs to her bedroom. When she reached her room, she pulled out her cellphone and made the call.

“Hello?” An elderly man’s voice answered after a single ring.

“Hello there. I was calling on behalf of your ad about house-sitting for you,” she replied.

“I see. Well, would you be a dear and come by the place this evening so I may further get to know you before I make any decisions? I know it may be last minute, but I’m still looking for someone qualified for the position,” he replied, hinting an old character of gratitude in his voice.

“I can arrange that for today. What time would be best suitable for me to come by?”

“Six o’ clock would be grand. I will message you the address around that time. I would be sure that this number is one that can receive texts?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Most delightful. I will be seeing you then,” he told her before she heard him end the call.

His tone was calm enough to make her feel secure about her decision but was still unsure about the elderly man himself. She knew if she told her parents about the job, that guaranteed, they would not allow her to go to an undisclosed house for a few bucks. But Esme was persistent in getting her way and decided against the latter.

Throughout the day, she felt an unnerving feeling inside her chest about the upcoming interview she was about to attend. It wasn’t that she was feeling incapable of watching over a house but that the whole interrogation beforehand was sending perspiration to form around her forehead. The only thing that kept her excited was how much the old man would offer her for just sitting around his home while he was away.

The ringing of her phone caught her off-guard, causing her to jolt upwards for a moment. When she looked down, she laughed at herself, as the name Corina lit up the screen. She immediately answered the call.

“Esme. What you up to?” Corina asked right away.

“Not much. Just on the usual daily job hunt,” she responded.

“How’s that going? I heard Ms. Jinkins might need some help down at the shop? Unless you’re willing to come down to the strip club with me?”

“So, I can smell like a litter of cats all day. I don’t think so and I’m definitely not brave enough to show my tits like you do,” she laughed as she responded, hoping her answer wouldn’t cause her friend to feel offended in any way. “Anyway, I found something where I wouldn’t have to really do anything.”

“Feet pics only work for so long before they demand something more,” Corina joked.

“No. Seriously. I might be house-sitting for some easy cash this weekend,” she explained.

“Where at?”

“I haven’t gotten the location yet but can’t be too far from town if I found the ad in the paper,” she explained.

“Sounds sketch,” Corina said.

“Yeah, but money is money,” she told her. “But I’ll call you back as soon as I get the address later.”

“Alright, girl.”

They both hung up within seconds of each other, as Esme looked at herself in the mirror. She looked a little dirty and thought it would be best to make herself more approachable. For being in her twenties, she had zero tattoos or piercings, as well as a natural hair color that made her the perfect candidate for most positions.

Time went by shortly, as five o’clock crept up on Esme as her day went by. She received a notification tone as a single address appeared in her messages. Esme quickly tapped on it, as it opened on her maps to display where the location of the house was. Like she had thought, the house was remotely just on the outskirts of town. She had only been to that area a few times to help her father with some furniture he had made by hand and sold to a newly started family. It had been years ago, but she still remembered the old winding road that led down to several houses in the countryside. Knowing the location made her feel safer about making the drive down to meet the owners.

As she slipped on her shoes and grabbed her keys, she passed her mother in the hallway.

“Going out again?” her mother asked, carrying a basket of dirty laundry.

“I actually have an interview to attend,” she replied.

“Oh, well then, good luck. I’m sure whatever the position is, you’d be the perfect fit.”

She thanked her mother for the uplift before prancing down the steps and out the front door. Once she was seated in the front seat of her car, she plugged in the address in the GPS system and immediately called Corina back.

“So, I just got the address and it’s an old house off the main road towards the boonies,” she told her before even saying hello.

“Is it the old Wayward residence? Please tell me it’s his! I’ve been dying to know what that old man’s been hiding in there,” Corina exclaimed.

Esme didn’t ever recall Corina mentioning any old man’s house in the six years of friendship they shared, so the thought intrigued her enough to ask. She almost wondered if maybe she had made a special appointment to sleep with clients outside of the club. The thought had to be shook from her mind in order to continue the conversation.

“Who?”

“Come on. You can’t tell me you’ve never heard of the Wayward house?” Corina asked.

“Not that I recall,” she replied.

“Well, according to my sources, there’s supposedly some room in the house full of extremely rare artifacts or some shit,” she began to say.

“Well, that’s not really that odd for a man that sounds ancient,” Esme cut her off.

“You didn’t let me finish. Well, anyways, there’s supposed to be like hordes of cash inside the walls of the room. Money that the old man robbed from a bank years ago, just stored inside the damn walls! I mean, that man used to have a large bounty on him back in his prime until he moved out here and changed his whole life and name.”

The story sounded absurd to Esme, but she dared not to say that to Corina. She was the type to get all sensitive when being called out on her bullshit enough to talk shit about her behind her back to their friends just to get even. So, Esme just went along with it trying to sound optimistic about the whole thing.

“Oh wow. Like how much is he supposedly hiding?”

“There could be millions in the walls for all we know. The damn old geezer won’t let anyone inside his home. Not even to remove the asbestos in the attic. My father said no one goes in and no one ever comes out. Like the old man wants to die with his secret stash,” she finished.

“If it’s such a huge secret, how do you know about the money?”

“It’s a small town. Word just gets around,” she replied.

“So, it’s all just word of mouth per say? No one’s physically seen the money?” Esme asked, trying not to sound like she’s calling her out on her bullshit.

“Believe it or not, but that kind of money could change anyone’s life,” she said. Esme made an excuse to get off the phone as she started making the drive to the location. The thought of money being stashed in the home was odd, leaving thoughts in her mind, as she tried to shake them away with some music from the radio. It appears life didn’t want her to forget as she realized every song that played was hinting about money.

The drive was exceptionally calm, as there weren’t many cars on the road at that time. At least, not going the same direction she was taking. Esme thought about giving her mother a call to let her know where the interview was taking place but as she got closer to the residence, she decided against it. The nerves of the interview alone were already causing her anxiety to spike inside of her chest.

When she arrived at the driveway of the residence, the house looked remarkable. Living in the city for so long, she forgot how much larger and more beautiful the antique homes in the country were. They didn’t look like the same cut and paste homes of the block she lived in. She parked next to the other vehicle in the long driveway and removed herself from her car. Before she was able to take a couple steps towards the front door, she was greeted by the older gentleman she assumed she spoke to on the phone.

“Hello, I’m…”

“Nice to see you arrive on time, Ms. Esme,” he started to say. “I’m Mr. Salvatore. The owner of the house you will be watching after while I am away.”

He motioned for her to follow him inside of the home, as she followed loosely behind him, taking in the ambiance of her surroundings. Everything around the home was full of life, different from what she was used to seeing around her neighborhood.

Upon entering the home, the interior was just as beautiful as the exterior. Full of antiques and lovely paintings that looked like they could be from a museum, she almost forgot why she was there in the first place.

“So, have you lived here your whole life?” Mr. Salvatore asked, knocking her back into reality.

“Yes, sir. My parents grew up here and decided that it would be best for me to grow up here,” she responded. Her answer almost felt generic, but it was all she could think to respond with.

“Are you a student?”

“I am registered to start back in the Spring of next year,” she responded, following him through the home.

Mr. Salvatore nodded and continued to walk with her through the home. It was as if he were giving her a tour while investigating more about her personal life.

“I see,” he responded. “And are you familiar with how far the home is from town? I’m only asking because if anything were to happen, you would quite possibly be on your own.”

Esme was caught off guard by the sudden question but knew he was absolutely right.

“I understand, but I can assure you that nothing would go wrong while you are away,” she said with confidence. He nodded with a feeling that she could seemingly be trusted.

“I shall assure you that the kitchen is open and that it is full of ingredients to satisfy yourself to prevent calling for takeout, as I don’t really like anyone coming to this address for privacy reasons. All commendations are yours for the taking, so please make yourself at home for the time I will not be present,” he told her, as they made a walk-through around the kitchen area. She watched as he opened the cabinets, pantry, and fridge to show that they were indeed full of varieties of food.

“That’s very kind of you,” she replied, as he instructed her to follow her down the long hallway.

“Now, the upstairs is vacant, but you may have use of the facilities if that makes you more comfortable. The facilities down here are also for you to use,” he told her as they walked through the hall of doors. The bathrooms were thoroughly cleaned and were full of different hand soaps and waste products. Esme kept the thoughts to herself but wondered why he had stocked his house such as if he were leaving for longer than a weekend.

“Lastly, I must forbid you from entering the red door at the end of the hall,” he told her, as he pointed it out.

“What’s…”

“It’s a very personal room of mine and I’d rather not discuss it any further. I asked that you respect my decision and demand you not to enter that room under no circumstances,” he said, with a sterner tone than she had heard him use.

“Yes, sir. Under no circumstances will I step foot into that room,” she told him, with steady eye contact to ensure she was telling him the truth.

“Well, now then. I assume since you got here that you are ready to take over right away, as I must be getting on my way,” he said, as they walked back to the main living room.

Esme was still taking in the beautiful house as she walked him back to the front door, where she had noticed he already had two suitcases packed and ready to go. She didn’t think she’d have to start right away but didn’t have any other plans for the weekend to object in any way.

“I do ask if you had any questions before I make my exit,” he stopped and turned his head in her direction.

“I think I have everything in order but if I need to ask you anything, I can call your number?” she asked, as he nodded in response.

“Very well. I will return on Sunday at exactly six o’clock in the evening. Thank you again for accepting this position so late in the day,” he told her, as he put on his fedora and carried his suitcases out the door toward his car. She hadn’t noticed his bags when she entered the house.

Esme watched as he placed them inside his trunk and waved him off. The fact that he had been so comfortable to leave her alone in his house so suddenly made her feel more trustworthy than she realized. Esme didn’t return inside the house until she watched the tires of his vehicle drive down the long driveway and down the road. It wasn’t until his car was out of sight that she forgot to ask where he was going for the weekend but knew it was probably best that she didn’t for his own privacy.

Esme walked back inside the home and closed the large wooden door behind her. She hadn’t even taken a step further when her phone began to ring. The sudden noise of her phone going off caused her to jump immediately, as she laughed at herself before answering the call.

“What’s up, Corina,” she answered.

“Are you there?”

“Huh?”

“Are you at the creep’s house right now?” Corina asked.

“Yeah. Mr. Salvatore just left a few minutes ago,” Esme responded.

“Ew. Even the name sounds ominous. So, how does it look on the inside? I’m dying to know,” Corina asked.

“It’s beautiful. It’s like one of those Victorian vintage homes where the inside looks like rooms from a museum,” she started to explain. Esme removed a vape from her back pocket and decided to take a hit from it, exhaling the smoke as she talked on the phone. The smell of strawberries and cream mixed with cannabis filled her with delight.

“So, have you found out what the creep has been hiding in there? Like, I need to know the true mystery on why he never leaves the house,” Corina cut her off.

“I have no idea. Everything looks normal pretty much, I mean, except for this one room he told me not to go in,” Esme started to explain.

“A room? Do you think he has something sinister hidden in there? Like the dead body of his deceased wife kept in there. Psycho style? Or maybe a secret hidden sex room, where he might drug you and tie you up to a St. Andrews cross until you call him Daddy.”

“He doesn’t really appeal as that kind of person, Corina,” Esme replied, taking another hit from the vape.

“You hardly just met the guy. Do you really think you can make that assumption? Want me to come over so we can investigate together?”

“I don’t think that will be a good idea. Mr. Salvatore told me he doesn’t want anyone else to enter his home while he’s away. He’s really trusting me with it,” Esme told her, as she heard Corina sigh with boredom.

“Well, did he at least tell you how much you’d be making for watching his home?”

It didn’t occur to Esme to ask about the amount he’d be paying her, as it didn’t cross her mind while he was taking her through the house. The silence only made Corina more interested in exploring the home.

“C’mon Esme. I bet that room is full of shit that costs thousands of dollars. Maybe millions. You have to at least take a peek inside,” she guilt-tripped her into thinking about it.

“What if he finds out?”

“That house is just as old as he is. I’m pretty sure there’s not a single fucking camera in the entire home and he’ll never know. Look, I’ll stay right here on the phone with you just in case some crazy shit is in there and I have to contact the cops or something to come down there and save yo’ dumbass,” she told her.

“I don’t know about this,” Esme said, as she walked past the kitchen to the hallway where she could see the dark red door.

“If it’s just his dirty bedroom, I won’t make you go in. I just want to know what all the rumors are about,” Corina insisted, causing Esme to become more curious about it herself.

Esme walked slowly through the hall and stopped right in front of the door.

“What if it’s locked?”

“Just turn the knob. I’m not saying break open the damn thing, I mean, at least not yet,” Corina pursued her.

Esme put her hand on the knob and started to turn it, hoping it would be locked. As her hand continued, she was shocked to find out it wasn’t locked. The door opened as she embraced the inside. Immediately, an odor of fresh marijuana embraced her as she witnessed the entire room was red-lighted in order to keep the plants growing smoothly.

The room was full of jars filled to the rim with freshly cut buds that engulfed her nostrils, as she remained quiet on the phone.

“Esme?”

She was too caught up in the sight to hear her friend calling to her, as she took a single step inside of the red room. Esme had never seen so many jars in her life, more than any dispensary she entered ever had in stock.

“Esme?”

The sound of Corina’s voice getting louder brought her back, as she stepped back and closed the door.

“You would never believe me,” she told Corina, as she realized the smell disappeared when the door was shut.

“Was I right? Is he some kind of sick old fuck with like a torture room? Or some sex dungeon for little girls?”

“No. Actually, the old man grows weed,” she explained.

“What?”

“The room is filled to the rim with plants. Like monster-sized marijuana plants that hit the ceiling and the walls are covered in shelves full of jars that are just filled with nugs,” she said, astonished at her findings. She had to take another hit from the vape to calm herself for a moment. The sight of so many weed plants was just mesmerizing in front of her. “It’s fucking majestic.”

“You’re fucking with me,” Corina replied.

“I’m not. Wait,” Esme instructed, as she opened the door to take a quick picture with her camera and sent it, while remaining on the phone. “There, I sent you a picture.”

It didn’t take but a few seconds for Corina to start shouting in excitement over the sudden realization that Esme had found.

“There’s got to be literal thousands of dollars, maybe more, worth of dank in that room, girl. You have to grab some of that shit,” her friend told her over the phone.

“I don’t know about that, Corina. He’s really trusting me to watch after his home, not rob him.”

“Like he would even know if a couple of jars went missing in a room that full. Besides, if you were to get Mikel to sell it for you, you could definitely pay off the next couple semesters of school right away,” Corina told her. “Or take that trip to Paris you always wanted to take.”

Esme didn’t really like to converse with Mikel because he was a local drug dealer but knew it would take a lot of stress off her mother’s shoulders to already have a year of tuition paid off before school started. Even get her off her back on taking a trip to Europe before starting the school year.

“Won’t he want to profit off it as well? Like, since he’s literally going to be the one selling it?”

“With a pretty face like yours, I’m sure he’ll only ask for the minimum profit,” Corina stated. Esme rolled her eyes and knew what she meant by her response. Mikel only took a small amount of profit off the pretty girls with the right stash to sell on the streets.

“Well, I mean, I guess he won’t notice if a couple jars went missing. I can’t leave the house to take it to him, so he’d have to meet me out here,” Esme told her.

“I’ll tell him right now to go pick up,” Corina answered.

“Alright but tell him to stop at the end of the driveway. I don’t want Mr. Salvatore to see any indication that someone else stopped by his residence,” Esme instructed.

After she got off the phone, Esme carefully picked up three full jars of bud off the bottom shelf from the back of the room, where it would take a while for anyone to notice they were missing behind the large plants. They were filled to the rim with gorgeous green buds with flakes of red across the leaves that glowed under the light of the hallway. She slowly shut the door behind her and carried them into the living room, where she sat on the couch and waited to hear when Mikel would be coming to pick up.

The sound of his car at the end of the driveway came after almost an hour, as her heart pattered heavily in her chest in hopes that Mr. Salvatore wouldn’t make a secret stop by his home to check up on things. She felt her anxiety drop when her phone lit up with a text from Mikel, letting her know he had arrived. She grabbed the three large jars and made her way out of the home, down the long driveway.

“Fuck. Corina wasn’t joking when she told me they would be big,” he said, as he opened the backseat door to allow her to set them down. “I’ve never seen red plants before but must be as good, if not better than the purple buds I’ve smoked.”

Esme just laughed, as she wasn’t as avid a smoker as her friends and placed them carefully in the back so they wouldn’t fall when he drove off.

“How much time do you think it would take you to sell this much?”

“A strain so ominous as this one might just take a couple days. People like this exotic shit,” he told her.

“And when the money comes in, how can I trust you’ll only take the profit Corina spoke to me about,” she questioned, as she looked around her surroundings to make sure no one was coming.

“Trust me, babe. I make my share, but the rest is all yours,” he said, as he closed the back doors to his vehicle. She didn’t like the way he was replying to her and almost didn’t trust him enough to leave with the jars, but since he had already made the long trip out there, she allowed it to happen.

“I guess,” she said, taking another hit from the vape.

“Are you sure you don’t wanna grab a couple more for a few more stacks on the side?”

“Anymore and it would probably be too obvious,” she responded, as he just laughed and nodded his head. Esme didn’t know but he was already planning on bringing some homeboys down to take a few for himself after Corina sent him the screenshots from the video.

“Alright, doll. Well, I’m out but I’ll keep you updated with the sales,” he said, as he winked and got back inside his car. He was gone by the time she went back inside the house, but she felt the sudden guilt of what she had allowed herself to do.

It didn’t take long for Mikel to message her about selling out of his new strain, especially after a house party that Ashlynn held that Saturday night.

“That shit was a hit. Everyone was practically throwing money in my direction to get some of that bud,” he told her, as she felt a little better about the situation knowing the cash flow had come in smoothly. “I even got the bastards from out of town to pay almost double for an eighth.”

Esme felt glad that he was able to sell the whole amount in one weekend but still had the doubt in her throat that Mr. Salvatore would come back, knowing about her devilish acts. Sunday couldn’t come quick enough for her.

Sunday morning arrived, as she stopped hearing from Mikel and assumed he was just sleeping in after a long night of partying. She decided to text Corina but didn’t get a response back from her either. Tuning her mind off them, thinking it was just too early in the morning, Esme switched on the television that looked to be hardly used in the home. She flipped through the handful of channels until she came across the local news.

“An absurd number of homicides have overtaken the city. People have encountered hostile people with bloodshot red eyes causing mutilating harm onto others without any remorse. They appear to have no control over their emotions and will brutally attack without any sudden warning. If you do encounter the infected, stay calm and stay away,” the news anchor told the viewers. “At this moment, we don’t know if the condition is airborne or is passed from contact, but we do authorize you to stay in your home until further notice.”

Before the lady could say anything more, one of the cameramen from behind the scenes ran out and jumped over the counter. He attacked her with great force and started to tear out the flesh of her throat while the cameras remained rolling. Blood and muscle tissue were thrown in all directions as the infected worker kept dismembering the anchor. The cameraman had one of her detached, bloodied arms and started to bludgeon her in the face repeatedly with it, as it would look into the camera at times watching as the blood splattered himself in the face while still recording it for the world to see. It took a few more minutes before the screen finally turned into a colorful standby screen drowned out by several screams.

“What the fuck?” Esme said to herself, with eyes wide open. She immediately picked up her phone and started to dial Corina’s number but got no response. It was a little after ten and knew her friend never slept in this long, even with a harrowing hangover. Something didn’t feel right. She decided to send Mikel a text to ask him if he knew of anything going on, hoping he’d respond.

Suddenly, she heard a loud bang from outside and immediately rushed towards the windows. Heavy, black smoke could be seen coming from town as she covered her mouth in awe. Esme had no idea what was going on inside the town, as she was too far from the limits to see. She picked up her phone again and decided to call her mother but again, got no response. Things were particularly getting weird, and she had no reason behind the bizarre occurrences.

Without warning, Mr. Salvatore busted in through the door with a look of dissatisfaction across his face. Anger in his eyes as he walked over in her direction. He was wearing a dark, black cloak, as she could see several others in his vehicle wearing the same attire. Some of them had what looked like red paint smeared across their faces, wearing satanic upside-down crosses and other symbols around their necks. Esme’s eyes widened at the thought of the old man as part of a satanic cult, as she thought about the red light the weed had been growing under.

“What did you do?!” He asked her, shaking his wrinkly finger in her direction.

“I…I…” She stumbled on what to respond with.

“You caused Hell on Earth to spread like a wildfire,” he scolded at her. “The carnage and destruction that is rapidly causing deaths everywhere is all because of you and your negligence.”

“I didn’t do anything,” she responded, taking a few steps backward in horror.

“Did you go into the room?”

Esme couldn’t speak out of fear and remained still and quiet before him.

“The silence tells me I was right. The weed from that room wasn’t yours to distribute. This fuckin’ mess is yours to clean up,” he told her, showing her pictures of grotesque bodies lying out in the road across town. Blood splattered across the pavements and sidewalks where people used to travel to work each day. The pictures were horrifying. Heads cracked wide open on the roads, spreading out smashed remains of brain matter and bone particles. Dismembered innocents of children sprawled across the parks. Babies being burned alive, roasted to eat around several neighborhoods. People savagely decapitating others in front of their loved ones. The rapture had come to town, as she noticed one of the pictures showed Corina naked and peeling the flesh off her own mother on the lawn in front of her home. She couldn’t believe the sight he was showing her and wanted to believe it was all just a horrific nightmare.

“Hell has arrived, and things are only going to get worse. You let out the Devil in the form of his cannabis and there’s no way to contain it,” he told her, as a single tear rolled down her eye.


Silence of the Weed

“No! Mama, no! Don’t take me in there,” Charlotte screamed, terrified, as her mother pulled tightly on her ankle. Her mother’s grasp was causing bruising as she pleaded and tried to pull away with as much force as she could put out. She was dragging her directly into the dark room at the end of a long hallway, the hallway she always dreaded ever going down throughout her childhood. The light above them flickered as she remained screaming at the top of her lungs for help. Coming up to the room, it was disclosed to be a secret operation room that her mother had built without her knowledge but after many times sneaking down, she knew it existed.

She scratched the sides of the walls as an attempt to keep her from continuing forward, causing a few of her fingernails to bend backwards, detaching itself from the outer layer of skin. Blood protruded from the open wounds, as she continued clawing the walls and staining them crimson. Her legs kicked repeatedly, hoping to free herself from her mother’s tight grip, but she just kept dragging her towards the closed door.

***

Her mother, Anna, was a professional Plastic Surgeon who was known for how smooth her incisions were, leaving the client with the least amount of scarring. She had been visited by many known celebrities for personal reconstructive jobs, as well as a handful of new models and actresses looking to get ahead in the industry. As an outstanding surgeon in her field, she was highly praised for her work on those that needed it the most. Burn victims, victims of abuse, and other horrid cases would often make her feel for her patients, making her very cautious for her own daughter.

Heavy traffic had ambushed her after perfecting the Brazilian Butt Lift to the most minimal pain and almost zero scars after the healing process. It was one of the top leading surgeries because of the high risk of blood clots that often took some women’s lives. Soon, she was performing more cosmetic procedures more frequently and made a name for herself across the country.

Charlotte was a rebellious sixteen-year-old, who was constantly being caught smoking weed by her mother. Each time, she would scold her daughter in various ways. Taking away personal belongings like her cell phone, only led to her smoking more, as she would always blame it on anxiety or depression. She turned to physical punishment after coming across a Ziplock bag full of bud that she had hidden underneath her mattress. Every time her mother punished her, she went even further to try to hide her hobby, but it always ended in misery. It had gotten so bad, that eventually Anna decided to take her out of public school and opted in to finishing her high school years online. She attempted every way possible to keep Charlotte away from being able to purchase the plant but somehow, she always managed to pursue it. The stress was enough to make her self-doubt her skills as a surgeon when she always had her daughter to worry about.

***

“Mom! Mommy, don’t! I promise, I’ll listen. I won’t do it ever again,” she screamed in hysterics, hoping Anna would have some remorse for her daughter. She saw nothing but emptiness from her dark eyes, as she stood in front of the door, unlocking it with her fingerprint. She tried to drag her daughter inside the dark room, but she started screaming at the top of her lungs, clinging onto the sides of the doorway. Her mother proceeded to pull her by her legs, ignoring her pleas in disgust. Charlotte’s hands slipped, sending her face straight onto the cement flooring. Her nose dislocated, as a pool of sanguine fluid flooded out her nasal cavity. Tears poured from her eyes, as they started turning a bright red with a puffiness surrounding the eye sockets. The impact sent her vision into a spiral, as she tried to figure out what her mother was doing with a few vials of clear liquids in her hands.

“No, mama, no” Charlotte croaked, still trying to convince that she would be better. She hadn’t known that she had gotten this angry and knew that she should have quit after being removed from her high school. Everything replayed back in his head, as she wished she could go back in time and resolve this matter sooner, but it was too late now.

Charlotte tried to lift herself up but felt the immediate stomp on the back of her spinal cord, causing a huge jolt of pain racing down her body. She screamed in agony, lying on the ground throwing her hands towards the area on her back. Anna had ripped open a new, sterile syringe from a drawer and had inserted the sharp needle into the vial and filled it to the rim with the clear liquid. She placed the vial with the remainder onto the counter and flicked the needle to ensure that it was exiting from the device easily. Walking over to her daughter, she didn’t look at her concerned. Instead, she held her serious composure as she grabbed ahold of her arm to inject straight into an available vein. Charlotte felt the pain of the needle enter through the dermis and immediately felt weak as the sedative took its course along her body.

Her eyes began to fall, but she tried to hold on. She knew all about her mother’s procedures but didn’t have an explanation to why she would have a room built down in their basement. Unbeknownst to Charlotte, Anna had a whole secret life she had hid from her daughter. After the death of Charlotte’s father, Boyd, Anna had re-fallen in love with surgery and decided that the field of plastics was more appealing to her. She enjoyed making other’s feel better about their public appearances. Before the sedative took completely over, she thought that maybe her mother may have been the reason her father had died unexpectantly. That was the last thought she could form before her body finally lost all consciousness.

After several hours, Charlotte awoken to the bright fluorescent lights above her face and a great amount of pain coming from her oral cavity. There was nothing else in the room with her other than the metal operating bed she had been lying upon. She felt around her mouth, as she felt the elastic bondage wrapped around her jawline. Her eyes widened, as she rushed around the bright room looking for anything that could help her see what had happened to her. In the corner of the room, was a small corner mirror that was big enough for her to see exactly what she wanted to know. Around her mouth, was a fresh bondage that had dried blood around the middle. With a huge inhale, she fought through the horrendous amount of pain and undid the bondage.

Underneath, she was met with her own personal nightmare. Anna had surgically removed her lips and had sewn the skin around her mouth shut, almost perfectly where she couldn’t see the incision anymore. Anna had kept her asleep during the healing process, so that she wouldn’t be able to rip apart the stitches, ruining her most clean procedure. She placed her hands over her mouth, feeling the smoothness of the skin that had healed itself shut. Charlotte couldn’t handle the outcome and started to bash her face onto the sides of the bare counters before her, trying to figure out any way she could reopen the wound.

She heard a loud click of the intercom system, as she heard the voice of her mother come spilling out, “Stop that. You’ll ruin your cosmetic procedure. Sit down.” After the final word, the click of the system went off, as she signed off.

Charlotte could feel herself starting to hyperventilate, making it harder for her to breathe. She couldn’t relax quick enough, and her nostrils weren’t enough to keep her sane, as she fell to the ground from lack of oxygen. During the collapse, she thought she was able to hear the sadistic laughter of her mother.

***

The intense dream immediately caused Charlotte to awaken, with a deep sigh of anxiety. She grabbed ahold of her own chest to catch her breath, right before placing her hands onto her mouth. She felt all around, checking to make sure that her lips were still intact on her face. The sudden realization that the things she just witnessed was only a dream made her terrified. It was the most realistic illusion she had ever gone through, feeling blessed that she was back in her own bedroom instead of that dreary operation room. She even started to question if that was even a real thing but thought it would be best never to find out. She looked down to the left and noticed she had fallen asleep after smoking a bowl of weed. The pipe was still left out in the open, with a little life left inside.

“Damn, I really need to chill on the bud before napping,” she spoke to herself, before lighting it up once more and releasing the cloud of smoke out. Within seconds, she could hear the sounds of footsteps, from her mother, coming up the stairs.


Nightmare On Toke Street

Donnie’s eyes widened when he discovered he wasn’t on the couch he remembered dosing off into. He had loaded his bong with a fat bowl of a top shelf strain that left him feeling drowsy, as he allowed himself to drift off into a nice slumber. Now, looking around cautiously, he was waking up in the middle of a patch of darkened woods. Woods that he had never been before. It startled him, as he quickly got off onto his feet.

​Disgruntled and confused, he thought that maybe his roommates were playing a morbid prank on him for smoking the weed without them.

​“Real funny, Marc. Pull an unconscious stoner to the middle of nowhere. Come out with Natalie already,” he exclaimed, but heard nothing but the emptiness of nature around him.

​He called out more times, but something sinister was making him think that maybe they weren’t the reason he had woken up there. He fidgeted for his cellphone in his pocket and pulled it out. He looked around his surroundings using the flashlight, as a phone call from an unknown number startled him enough to drop the phone onto the dirt. He quickly picked it up in hopes that his screen didn’t crack and decided to answer the call.

​“Hello?”

​“Hello Donnie,” the voice replied. It was an eerie tone that he had never heard before.

​“Who’s this?” he asked, with a shakiness to his voice.

​“You’ll find out soon enough,” the voice said, before hanging up the call.

​Donnie started to feel his chest panic, as he shined his light around to figure out which direction to go. There was nothing around him in sight, as he decided to just pick a direction and start running. Sprinting through the deep forest of trees, he knew if he just continued, he’d either run into some sort of civilization or road.

​Instead, after running for what felt like forever, he noticed that he was back where he had started from. It couldn’t be. He knew he didn’t make any turns and didn’t turn back. But there at his feet was the same dirt print from where he had dropped his phone. Before he had time to come up with a reason why, he heard the snapping of twigs that made him feel uncomfortable.

​“Hey man, I haven’t done anything. Just let me go and I promise I’ll just laugh this one off as a stoner joke,” he pleaded.

​Donnie heard the sounds repeat, as he took off running in the opposite direction that he went the first time. This time, it led him to a cabin that was hidden remotely in the trees. To his luck, there was light coming from inside. He ran up to the door and began knocking furiously.

​“Please! Let me in,” he pleaded at the door.

​A seductive redhead came to the door, wearing nothing but black lingerie underneath a translucent black robe. Her breasts were exposed, showing her hard nipples through the black lace of the bra that was covering over them. She had a seductive look in her eyes, as she stood there in the opening of the cabin. His fear had become discombobulated when she opened the door, as he stood there for a moment in awe.

​“Can I help you?” she asked, licking the edges of her perky, red lips.

​He managed to shake away his indecent thoughts and replied, “There’s someone out here looking for me. I, I have no idea where I am. I just woke up in the middle of nowhere.”

​“Awe, honey. Let the poor boy inside. I’m sure it’s cold out there,” a dark-skinned beauty said, coming from the back room with two other blonde babes that looked like they had been pulled straight out from a subscription of Penthouse magazine. Donnie’s amazement couldn’t be concealed inside of him, as he allowed his mouth to drop. He had never seen so many luxurious and alluring women at once.

​“Come on in,” the redhead offered.

​Donnie walked in the door instantly, as the women walked him over to the couch and began to comfort him.

​“Would you like a drink?” One of the blondes asked.

​“Or maybe a bite?” The other spoke up.

​“Here, let me release some of that tension,” the dark-skinned one said as she began to massage his shoulders. His eyes rolled close as he embraced the women’s offers to make him feel better. It didn’t help that they were all seductively attractive and heavily exposing their bodies around him. For the moment, Donnie had left his fear at the door.

​It wasn’t until he opened his eyes again, that he realized that the beautiful women around him weren’t there anymore. Instead, they were mutated abominations. The redhead’s beautiful face was now peeled open to expose the muscular flesh inside with chattering sharp teeth. She had a collar around her neck that had human fingers dangling from it. The dark-skinned woman’s skull had been ripped open along with the skull to expose her brain. Her eyeballs were empty, and she had sharp claw-like nails that she would open new flesh wounds across her chest with. The blondes were merged at the hips to create an abnormal eight-legged freak.

​He tried to get up from the couch, but they refused to let him leave. A voice from the back of the cabin muttered something that only the girls understood, as they graced his body and tore off his shirt. The dark-skinned woman used her claws to dissect into his chest, as the blondes pulled apart his muscle tissue and ribcage to let the redhead have easier access to his heart, that was still rapidly beating inside of him.

​“Please,” he begged and pleaded but they gave no remorse for his pain.

​The redhead walked up and caressed his bleeding heart in her hands as he watched it beat a few times outside of his body. She licked up the blood that was flowing down her hands and smiled, as she stared at his body that was growing pale by the second.

***

​Marc had been out of the apartment picking up his close friends Brandy and Carson, when he received the call from their other roommate Natalie. She was hysterically telling him that the police were inside their apartment, and she couldn’t cross the yellow tape in order to figure out what was going on. Marc immediately started to freak out, hoping they didn’t find his stash that was large enough to put him away for years. He instantly went up closer to the yellow tape to ask the nearest police officer what was going on.

​“Officer? Can you tell me what’s going on?”

​“I can’t give any information at this time,” he replied.

​“This is my apartment. I share it with my roommate,” Marc told him.

​The officer in charge overheard and came over to Marc instantly.

​“You said you live in the apartment upstairs?” The officer asked, taking down more notes in his booklet.

​“Yes. I have a roommate named Donnie who stayed while I went to go pick up some of our friends,” Marc replied, pointing towards Natalie and Brandy.

​“I’m Deputy Briant and I have some devastating news for you. I’m afraid your roommate has been murdered,” he said, as Marc’s eyes widened from the upfront discussion.

​“What? What are you talking about murdered?”

​“I can’t further discuss this right now, but if you’ll be willing to come down to the station, we can talk about the details further,” Briant said, showing a tone that meant there wasn’t really a choice.

​“I can come down today,” Marc said with no hesitation.

​Marc drove down to the local police department right away, allowing the girls to take his car to get something to eat while he figured out what was going on. He didn’t want to scare them too much with the details and decided to let them know after he found more out himself. When he entered the facility, he got several glances in his direction that made him feel uncomfortable. Almost as if they were glaring at him for being responsible for the crime.

​“Mr. Edwins?” Marc heard from behind him. He turned his head to look and saw Deputy Briant standing behind him. “Right this way.”

​Marc followed him into the interrogation room that looked exactly like he had seen in television shows. Briant motioned for him to take a seat across from him, as he was holding a folder in his hands.

​“I asked you to come in because as the roommate of the victim, you are the number one suspect on our list for the moment,” Briant told him, pulling out the pictures of what the deceased Donnie looked like before they rolled him out of the apartment in a body bag. The sight caught Marc off guard, as he held back his breakfast from being expelled from his mouth. Donnie had been mutilated from his throat down, with innards spilling out from the open wound. He wasn’t prepared to see the traumatic scene of his former roommate.

​“From the look on your face, I can tell you haven’t seen anything this excruciating before,” Briant said.

​“This is how you found him?” Marc asked.

​“How long had you been gone from the premise and when was the last time you witnessed the victim alive?”

​“I had just seen him thirty minutes prior. No offense but he was last smoking on the couch before I left to pick up the girls,” Marc explained, as Briant took down notes. The questioning wasn’t making Marc as uncomfortable as knowing someone broke into his house within the time he had left and come back.

​“Do you know anyone that was out to harm your roommate? Maybe an ex that had a past or maybe he owed money?” Briant asked, insinuating the use of marijuana.

​“No, Donnie never was around the wrong crowd. He kept to himself and only smoked on his days off to relax,” Marc explained, as Briant nodded his head.

​“Well, for the time being, your apartment has been marked as a place of conflict so I’ll need you to find somewhere else to stay until forensics can clean out the apartment for all traces,” Deputy Briant explained. Marc nodded, trying not to make any expression that would show that he was indeed hiding something.

​“Yes, sir.”

​While Marc was still under interrogation, Natalie and Brandy decided to make use of their time at the mall. Before entering, Brandy insisted they share a blunt she rolled prior to being picked up.

​“Damn, you had that with you this whole time?” Natalie laughed.

​“Well, I did think we were going straight to the homeboy’s place to smoke but shit happened. Might as well,” she said, right before lighting it up in the car. The car immediately started to fill up with smoke after the first hit, as she passed it over to Natalie.

​“I’ll hit it once. I just don’t wanna get too baked before we go inside,” Natalie told her, as she took a baby hit from the tight blunt Brandy had rolled.

​“That’s that good shit,” Brandy said, as she took it back from her hands. She continued to smoke it alone, as Natalie slowly put her window down to allow the smoke to air out from inside the car.

​As Natalie began to grow impatient with waiting, she noticed how baked Brandy was getting. Brandy’s eyes started to squint as the weed was causing her to drift off.

​“Damn girl, if you’re going to pass out, then I’m gonna go hit up that sale myself,” Natalie told her. Brandy looked up with her dropping eyes and nodded, declaring that she was going to finish the blunt and take a little catnap until she got back.

​Natalie excused herself from the vehicle and walked inside the mall toward the store she had her eyes set on. Inside the car, Brandy put a little music on with her phone and was enjoying the rest of the blunt she had rolled. She didn’t really notice herself drifting off until she got burnt by the ash of the blunt that fell onto her leg. The sudden jolt caused her to look around, as the car wasn’t in the parking lot of the mall anymore.

​“What the…” She started to ask, as she opened the door to make sure her mind wasn’t just playing tricks on herself.

​Instead of the full parking lot, she was coming out of the car in the middle of the forest. Nothing around her appeared vaguely familiar, as she started to assume she had already fell asleep and was now in her dream world.

​“Fuckin’ dank,” she announced to herself, as she started walking away from the vehicle. The air was calm around her but the ambiance of her surroundings was covered in an orange tone, unlike the real world she was used to.

​A sweet, soft voice was coming from afar as she ventured to see what it was coming from. Behind a wall of oak trees was a small patch of hot springs, where a nude woman was bathing herself. Brandy, having an attraction for females, couldn’t look away from her as she splashed hot water over her immaculate breasts. The woman turned her head toward her direction and smiled, leading her to believe that she was being invited.

​Brandy walked over to the woman with the seductive voice and began to undress herself, as if she were under a seductive trance. She embraced her nude skin into the hot water and placed herself in front of the mysterious woman. The woman started to rub Brandy’s body, as she allowed herself to fully commit and relax. Her warm hands smothering her body felt nice, as she started to forget she was in a dream. The woman moved out in front of Brandy and started to go down on her from underneath the water. The sensation of the woman’s mouth on her pussy was overwhelming, as she felt herself about to climax. The feeling of her tongue lapping over the tip of her clitoris was exhilarating, as she felt her head roll backwards into oblivion.

​It wasn’t until she heard a sinister laugh from off in the distance that she started to think something wasn’t quite right. The woman tried harder to relax her enough through more foreplay, as she slid her fingers between her legs, but Brandy wouldn’t allow her fingers to enter her just yet. As much as she wanted to let this beautiful woman get her off, she had to know the truth behind the laughter that became unsettling.

​Before Brandy could get out of the springs, the woman extracted large pointy nails from her fingertips and grabbed Brandy by the throat before she could exit the water. They penetrated the flesh on her esophagus, causing blood to splatter everywhere as she thrashed and panicked, trying to escape her grasp. The woman let out a harrowing scream, as she tore chunks of flesh from her throat and laughed as Brandy tried to stop the profuse bleeding from the open wound.

​“What the fuck,” Brandy started to say, as blood poured out from her mouth, causing her to gag. The woman continued to use her long nails to tear open the flesh, as Brandy finally stopped fighting. The bleeding was too much for her to take, as she witnessed something or someone walking off into the distance. The woman that stood beside her suddenly disappeared, as her lifeless body sunk into the hot springs.

​Natalie had only been gone for thirty minutes when she started to walk back to the car holding three bags of merchandise. She knew Brandy had to still be knocked out, since she never met her inside the mall.

​As she opened the front door, she said, “You’ll never believe how much shit I got for under a hundred bucks.”

​She turned her head towards Brandy and let out a horrid scream. Her best friend’s neck had been mangled, as particles of bone and muscle spilled out alongside her tongue. Water had spouted from Brandy’s mouth, as her dead eyes remained open. The sight made Natalie instantly scream and jump right back out from her car, as bystanders quickly grouped around her to see why she was causing such a commotion.

​Back at the police department, Deputy Briant was ready to release Marc when he received a call through his radio about a murder at the mall. Knowing that’s where his friends were heading, Marc started to worry that one of them had been targeted.

​“Did they say the Highland Mall?” Marc asked Briant.

​“It’s none of your concern,” Briant replied.

​“It is to me because those two girls I went and picked up today drove there in my car,” he replied. Deputy Briant looked shocked and decided to open up a little more about the case.

​“Well, in that case, a girl was found recently murdered by her friend inside the car. We have the witness, Natalie, in an ambulance right now being looked at. I’m afraid the other girl didn’t make it,” he explained. Marc punched the nearest wall, causing his knuckles to bleed slightly as Briant insisted he calm down since they were still in the department.

​“I can’t calm down. Two of my friends were murdered today,” Marc shouted. He was furious that they didn’t know who was responsible for the homicides and didn’t have any leads now.

​Briant let Marc leave the station, telling a couple officers to keep an eye on him. If a killer was targeting a group of individuals around him, they would be able to find the culprit easier this way. Marc’s anger was only building up more, as he walked towards the nearest bus stop to get to the local hospital, where they took Natalie to get checked out. Seeing a morbid body caused her to go into such shock that she was unable to function properly. Her body had shut down, shaking tremendously to the point where they had to give her sedatives upon placing her inside the ambulance. Marc had never seen her in this state and decided to let her relax and get some sleep.

​That night, while staying in a local hotel, Marc started brainstorming on who would have it out for him and his friends enough to want to take them out. As he took down notes and scattered the pages of evidence across the floor, he rolled up a joint to smoke to calm him down.

​“Donnie was at home when he was murdered and Brandy was sitting out in the car when she was targeted, but who would want to kill either of them? They haven’t been inhuman to anyone that I know of,” he told himself, unknowingly being watched by a couple of officers sent to observe him.

​As the time rolled by, he realized it was already three in the morning and Marc knew the only way he’d get any answers would be after a night’s sleep, even though he didn’t really feel like getting rest. Not at a time like this, when he could be next. He rolled up a last joint and smoked it down halfway before putting it out and dozing off in the comfortable bed.

​It didn’t take very long for him to awaken in the blood orange forest that his friends had awoken at prior.

​“Where the hell am I?” He questioned, looking around in all directions.

​Marc hadn’t seen this place at all in his life and was curious why his dream world would bring him here. His consciousness was very much intact as well, which made it a different kind of dream for himself. He almost felt as if he were astro-projecting himself into another universe.

​He took a few steps in when he noticed a group of women pleasuring each other. Their moans were soft and seductive, leading him to start walking in their direction but he knew something about it wasn’t quite right. Marc decided against joining the women and started to walk away from the group without disturbing them.

​“I see you weren’t entertained with my girls,” he heard a voice from afar tell him.

​“Who are you?” Marc hesitantly asked, wondering who could possibly be interrupting his dream.

​“I am no one,” the voice replied, sending an eerie chill down Marc’s spine. He looked all around him but couldn’t see anyone through the trees.

​“Show yourself,” Marc demanded, but the mysterious voice just laughed.

​“You petty fool. You have no control over me in here,” it replied.

​Marc tried to find out where the voices were coming from but nothing around him seemed to make any sense.

​“Are you the one who’s been killing my friends?” Marc asked.

​“Your friends have now become my playthings,” the voice told him, as he was barricaded by the voices and screams from Donnie and Brandy as they were killed. The one that recently surprised him was hearing the deafening screams of Natalie being pulled apart by all her extremities at once, as he didn’t know she had become its next victim within hours of leaving the hospital.

​“Natalie!” Marc shouted, running towards the direction of her voice.

​“It’s too late to save her. It’s too late to save any of them. It’s too late to save yourself,” the voice said, as Marc noticed the naked women were now coming towards him.

​Marc tried to run. Running in any direction to get away from whoever was taunting him and the women who were savagely hunting him through the trees. Every time he thought he was getting further away; he’d return to where he started. Marc was growing furious at the pointless escape routes and fell to his knees.

​“I give up. I need to wake up,” Marc shouted.

​“My sweet boy. I don’t plan on killing you today. I need you to be my vessel. My way into the real world,” the voice said. Marc noticed a dark shadow sifting behind the group of bloodied women that had drenched themselves with the blood of their newest victims.

​“Vessel?” Marc questioned.

​“I just need to use you to send a message,” the voice demanded.

​“What kind of message?”

​“That I returned,” the voice said, as the darkness covered Marc. Marc screamed repeatedly as a torturous pain took over his entire body. It felt as if he was being skinned alive, as his eyes rolled backwards into a white nothingness.

​The officers keeping watch heard Marc’s screams and immediately ran up to his hotel room. With no bother of knocking, they kicked open his room door and quickly ran to his side where he was finally able to awaken from his nightmare. They backed up when they saw that his eyes had turned a ghastly white with blood tears rolling down his cheeks.

​“What the fuck is this shit?” One of the officers said, as they backed away from him.

​The other officer noticed the half smoked joint sitting in the ashtray next to the bed and nudged his partner to look at it.

​“Do you think this shit could be the reason why these kids have been acting strange?”

​“Maybe it’s laced with some shit that makes you mutilate yourself, like that bath salt crap from a few years back,” the other officer said.

​“Either way, we should call it in.”

​The officer was making the call over his radio, when he was immediately overwhelmed by a sudden fit of laughter expelling out from Marc on the floor.

​“Why the fuck is he laughing?”

​“It’s got to be the fucking drugs in his system,” the officer replied. Marc just kept letting out a fit of sinister laughter until backup arrived and strapped him down to a gurney. Deputy Briant couldn’t believe his eyes when he saw what was going on with Marc. As they started to wheel him out, Marc grabbed him by the arm, sinking his fingertips deep into his flesh.

​“Evil has come and there’s no one that can save you now.” The officers around him pulled his hand off Briant’s bleeding arm, as he continued to engulf into a fit of laughter once more.


Army of Dankness

A thick, dark grey cloud of smoke rose from the outskirts of town, as it quickly engulfed the town of Cedar Haven within a matter of minutes. The origin of the smoke was undetermined, but the direction it was blowing, made it seem like it was targeting the small town with purpose. It had an extremely strong, skunky odor that would enter the inhabitant’s homes through the ventilation systems. The entire population had been hit by this commotion in the middle of the night, when most of the public had already been sleeping.

After turning the city dark, numerous residents started running out from their homes, clutching onto their eyes and screaming in agony. Women and children were screaming out loud, scratching at their own eyes, as others were stumbling out of their homes in anger. Everyone started raging out in the streets, placing the blame upon others, causing violent outbreaks among each other. Their eyes had turned a bloodshot red, indicating they had been in contact with the infection.

Along the streets, blood stained the town a crimson red, as unaffected people were viciously attacked by those that had come in direct contact with the smoke. Many of these were children that were running from their own parents, or singled-out family members that had barely escaped their own home. Clint Walker, the town’s Mayor, had been enjoying sitting out on his porch, devouring his now late wife, Bernadette Walker’s, severed torso, as her upper half had tried to crawl away until she gave out at the end of their lawn. Her innards had been smeared across the freshly watered green grass. Clint had still been wearing the suit he wore that night at the town meeting, hours before the incident.

The local baker, Tom and his daughter, Leanne, had run into an uninfected person that hid behind their store, as they quickly grabbed him and immediately started to hollow out his body. Leanne had used a screwdriver and a mallet to crack open the man’s skull and scooped out his brain matter with her hands. She would digest handfuls of the cranium cheese, creating a perfectly clean bowl. Tom had used a cleaver to mutilate the man’s body, as Leanne filled the skull with bud from the dispensary next door. They took turns using the cadaver to smoke out of, lighting the bud from his skull, closing the holes in the nostrils, and sucking out the cannabis smoke from the mouth of the victim. Tom exhaled, stumbling backwards onto incoming traffic. Leanne laughed, as she took her turn, inhaling a huge puff of smoke through the new piece.

Hacking, slicing, chopping, carving; the carnage insinuated by the citizens left the town in a decomposing state. The streets of Cedar Haven were concealed with stupefied individuals, suffering the morbid affects from the smoke. Screams and cries engulfed the once quiet town, as victims roamed the street. They held their severed limbs, walking aimlessly, like quivering piles of useless flesh with nowhere to go.

In a dark alley, hidden between two enormous, rusted dumpsters, stood a group of six individuals that had been watching the atrocities from afar. They were flabbergasted by the sudden act of genocide and were trying to brainstorm an escape plan out of city limits. As they talked among themselves, a sudden harrowing scream startled them into looking back at the main road. A mother, who was carrying the deteriorated corpse of a baby, had felt herself give in to the sickness and began slurping up the intestines from the open wound on its stomach. She had snapped the infant in half, like a fortune cookie while fighting the temptation and was crying out for someone to take her baby away. Ultimately, her regret, through tears that flooded her diseased eyes, caused her to rip out a single rib bone and penetrated her neck with a thick incision. Pulling drastically across her flesh, blood flooded out onto the ground below her, as she fell onto her knees. Her eyes showed a nothingness, but the smell of copper caught others attention, running to get a taste before it went cold.

Lacey had been watching alongside the others, as she lifted a hand to her mouth to prevent herself from emitting a vile amount of emesis. Others felt uneasy about the spectacle but were able to maintain focus on their main target.

“What the fuck is going on?” Anthony, a dark-skinned man in his early thirties questioned, immediately after. His voice had slowly gone up in volume, from a whisper to a louder conversation.  

“Shut the fuck up Anthony! You trying to send those freaks in our direction?” Leon whispered angrily towards him. Leon identified as queer, but you wouldn’t notice it by his appearance. He was twenty-five, tan, with a messy pompadour that he never kept swept out of his face. His pheromones sent individuals of all pronouns gazing in his direction. The infected were prone to any sound, but usually didn’t act quick enough unless a horde had heard it together. As many as there was in their sight, they knew more could come unexpectantly.

Wendy, a short-haired brunette girl with beautiful green eyes, let her anxiety get the best of her and finally declared, “Where are we gonna go? We can’t just hide out here all night. What if they find us?”

Their group only consisted of five people; Wendy, Anthony, Leon, Quentin, and the blonde girl that refused to give out her name. She just remained quiet and listened to the rest of the group discuss the plan.

“If we take the back streets and jump over a few walls, here and there, we could make it to the city limits in faster time,” Quentin suggested. He had worked as a land surveyor in town for over ten years and knew the area, down to the sewage systems. Leon didn’t like taking orders from other men, unless its purpose was for erotic pleasure, but discarded it since he sounded like he knew what he was talking about.

“I don’t think we should move. I mean, they haven’t noticed us here and maybe we can wait it out until others arrive,” Wendy suggested, with a weighted amount of apprehension. She had always let her fears take over every decision she ever made in her life.

“It’s been over six hours; I don’t think anyone is coming. Besides, we’re going to need water and supplies soon,” Leon responded. The rest of the group agreed, even the quiet girl. Anthony surveyed the area carefully, before giving Quentin the signal to move forward. They each ran to his side, one by one, but before the girl could run, several hands took her by surprise. She screamed out loud for help, as a horde of people swallowed her.

“Let’s go!” Quentin yelled out, as the rest of the group began moving forward, jumping over the first fence. Wendy made the mistake of looking through a small opening in the fence, watching as they tore her arms away from her body, pulling apart the ligaments as they stretched with ease. Blood saturated the ground, as they feasted on her dilapidated stump. She was exposed in a matter of minutes, as bloodied hands penetrated her vaginal walls in a vulgar molestation. They ripped out her intestines, smothering themselves with feces still clogged inside, gorging on the slime-covered innards.

Wendy’s eyes dilated, watching in horror as they dismembered the body. She was too preoccupied to hear Quentin informing the group of the next jump.

“Hey, did you hear? We’re about to keep moving,” Anthony said to her. She looked up and gestured that she was coming, as she decided to take one last final look. As she placed her eye inside the hole, a bloodied finger, that had sharp stiletto nails, penetrated the socket, tugging out the eyeball. She screamed in agony, pushing away from the fence as the person was pulling away at her eyeball, until it snapped. The elasticity caused her to fly backwards, as Anthony stared at the revolting sight.

“Help me,” she said to him, grabbing ahold of the now bare area on her face. He looked towards the group that had already continued without them, then back at Wendy. He showed a disgusted reaction and decided to leave her behind. The infected people were already about to burst through the wooden fencing, and he wouldn’t have the time to help her over before they would get to them. He looked once more at Wendy, as she proceeded to scream at him for leaving her. The people got to her, as he jumped over and regrouped with the others.

“Where’s Wendy,” Leon asked.

“They got her, man. She went to look out the fence and they just rushed through the fence and got her within seconds,” he replied. Leon could tell he wasn’t telling the whole truth, but they didn’t have the time to dive into it.

Quentin motioned for them to come, as he told them to prepare themselves to leap three times repeatedly, without stopping. They were about to run past a children’s birthday party, where they had strung up the disembodied corpses of the parents as pinatas and smashed them open. They were brutally mutilated with the stick, with splintering bones piercing through the skin. Instead of satisfying candy, they were devouring the spewed gore and entrails. The air surrounding around the house smelled malodorous, as Anthony tried to hold himself back from regurgitating.

“Are we ready?” Quentin asked. Leon nodded, as they awaited Anthony to feel well enough to continue. He took a deep breath and signaled that he was good to go. They instantly crawled over the fence and ran without stopping. Unfortunately, Quentin stepped through a body of the grandma without realizing, causing his foot to sink into her rotting abdomen. The impact was like pressing down on a sac full of pus, oozing a thick mixture of blood and green discharge. He watched the others hop over the fence, as they called for him to hurry. He tried removing his foot, but it was too far stuck in the nauseating suppuration. Instantaneously, he assumed this was his immediate karma for not helping Wendy when he had the chance and automatically felt defeated as he felt the first bite from one of the children. He howled and tried to fight them off, but there were too many to keep off.

Before they could see the suffering, Quentin was experiencing, Leon and Anthony took off in the direction he had instructed them to go. Around every corner were more infected, just waiting to attack them at the right moment. After a few more jumps, they could see the town limit signs.

“Right up ahead. Tony, once we’re out, we can hitch to the nearest town away from here to call for help,” he suggested. Anthony hated when people called him that but decided to disregard it because of the circumstances.

As they got closer to exiting Cedar Haven, something caught Anthony’s attention to the right. A trail was cleared that led down an area covered in trees.

“Hey, Leon, where does that trail lead?” He asked.

“How would I know?”

He shrugged his shoulders and motioned that they should go that way, away from the main road in case there were more infected people up ahead. Leon, looking slightly annoyed, decided to just go with his plan instead of maintaining a straight path. As they walked along the path, Anthony started to notice a field of large plants, but they looked rather odd. Instead of green, they had been covered in a thick blackness. Upon getting closer, he realized he was looking at a marijuana crop field that had previously been set ablaze and put out. His pupils widened with the realization that the whole incident had occurred because of these plants, as he ran up to see for himself. As he reached for his cell phone to document the finding, he fell into a hidden Punji stake trap, impaling himself eight times at once. Leon walked up to the hole and looked down without remorse.

Coughing up blood, Anthony looked at him and stumbled to ask for help from the flood of blood pouring out from his mouth. Leon shook his head, as another male came walking up behind him.

“You were supposed to have been here hours ago for your watch,” the male told him.

“Kinda hard to do when you turned the town into carnivorous freaks, Todd,” he responded, turning his head towards his direction, as he leaned in for the kiss. Todd checked the area before leaning in and gracing his lips upon Leon’s. As they separated, Leon let out a mutter of a laugh under his breath. Todd handed him a lit joint, after taking a hit himself.

“But to be honest, Edward is going to be pissed about his crops.” Leon declared, exhaling the smoke from his lips.


LeprecKush

“Damn, Scotty. This shit is dank as fuck,” exclaimed Byron, after inhaling a huge rip from the glass bong he had been holding onto. He had hit the greens and remained holding the hit after clearing the smoke, absorbing the taste. As he exhaled the hit, a giant cloud of smoke filled the room, and his eyes turned a bloodshot crimson in a matter of seconds. He tried to keep his cool, as he handed the bong over to their friend, Ness, who immediately took the next hit.

The three of them had been friends for over ten years. They had an idea to start a podcast after graduating high school but had to put it over for a couple years, due to personal conflicts that took up their personal time. Byron, who worked a full-time job, had bought the equipment, so that when they did manage to create a weekly schedule, they would be ready without having to wait longer. Ness had left the state for a few months, due to her mother being under critical care in the hospital. After two years of waiting, they finally got their podcast up and running quickly. They decided to create an open space for people to call and ask for advice on anything they were having problems with, including dating, career, martial, and lifestyle decisions. Upon receiving high ratings, they decided to move in together to make it easier to create more content more frequently.

***

Earlier that day, Scotty had run over a nail on an old backroad to the highway, when he pulled over to an emptiness, near a hiking path. The area appeared to have been deserted for quite some time, as he started pacing around his vehicle to find service to call for help.

“Fuck! Come on, get at least one bar,” he proceeded to rage to himself. As he ventured off onto the path, he continued as a cave caught his attention. He never knew about it before this point, and something had called him to go inside. The interior looked like it had been inhabited by someone in poverty, as several wrappers from fast food joints were thrown around the ground, along with filthy laundry. It had a putrid smell from the unwashed clothing, but one thing caught his attention immediately.

In the furthest corner of the room, lied a huge pot that had been filled to the rim with freshly grown and trimmed nugs of weed. A light that peered into the area through a small opening, shined brightly onto it, making it appear as if the gods themselves put it into existence for him to find. Scotty’s eyes widened in amazement, as he checked his surroundings before moving forward towards the discovery. He checked around the large, iron-casted pot to make sure it hadn’t been connected to any concealed contraption that would harm him by moving it. After ensuring his safety, he continued to grab hold of the handle and lifted it up with ease. The pot itself was heavy, but upon seeing how packed it was, he knew he made a valuable discovery.

With the pot in his grip, he walked back out of the cave and through the path back to his vehicle. He decided to slowly drive forwards on the flat tire, until he was able to catch the smallest amount of signal to call for aid. When the roadside assistance approached, he quickly moved the pot to his back seat and covered it with his coat. Scotty exited the car and met with the worker towards the back. The man didn’t look so pleased when he was told it had been just a flat tire.

“A flat?” He questioned. From the nametag on his shirt, his name was Gilbert.

“Yes, um, Gilbert,” he responded. “I don’t have a spare in the back, but is there any way you can just do a quick fix until I can get to a mechanic?”

Gilbert walked around the car to make note of all prior dents and scratches, to have it on company record, before giving him a reply. He had been chewing on gum from the beginning and the smacking sound was started to irritate Scotty.

“Yeah, I can do that. I’m going to need you to sign a couple of these forms, just to ensure that you refused a lift to the nearest automotive repair,” he said, handing over the clipboard. Scotty signed it with ease as the worker started lifting the car to make the tire removal easier. He removed the tire from the car and pulled out a personal kit that would fill the tire with air, while plugging the punctured hole with a sealant mixture. The worker’s expressions never changed from agitated, thinking that every man should know how to repair their own tires by now. He finished the tire and placed it back on the vehicle, as Scotty just observed Gilbert tightening his lug nuts.

Afterwards, Gilbert returned his personal tools back into his vehicle and detached a receipt for his work. Before Scotty could get back into the driver’s seat, Gilbert appeared behind him, wearing the same dissatisfied look.

“Here’s your receipt,” he said, holding out the paper, as Scotty grasped it in his hands. He was about to thank him, but he had already jumped in his tow truck and revved it up to leave. A black cloud of smoke shot out from the exhaust, as he pulled out in front of Scotty, engulfing his vehicle.

“Asshole!” Scotty shouted, flipping him off as he drove off. He picked up his cell phone to check the time and immediately started driving away.

***

When he arrived home, Scotty noticed there wasn’t any other car in the driveway yet and proceeded to carry the pot of weed into the house. He thought about leaving it out for them all to enjoy but decided to be greedy and hide it secretly in his bedroom. The aroma was a powerful stench combining skunk with a slight touch of freshly cut lawn. The only way he could hide nearly all the smell, was to place the pot at the furthest corner of his walk-in closet. Before walking away, he grabbed a handful of nugs and closed the closet door behind him. He picked up an empty Ziplock bag from his nightstand and threw the weed inside it, before closing the seal.

He walked downstairs, as Byron entered through the front door. Instantly, he noticed that Scotty had already started packing the pipe with a bowl.

“Thank god, I need a hit right now,” he exclaimed, throwing himself onto the couch. He let out a huge sigh, kicking off his shoes. If it wasn’t for the fact that Scotty had just lit the bowl and exhaled a large amount of smoke, the stench of Byron’s feet would have engulfed the room. Scotty started choking profusely from the hit, as Byron just watched as his face started turning red.

“Damn, can’t handle the strain?” He joked, as Scotty finally ceased his coughing enough to drink some water from the bottle on the coffee table before him.

“That’s some strong ass shit right there,” he exclaimed, as Byron took a vast hit afterwards. He immediately felt his throat ache and started to cough immensely, as Scotty laughed right back at him. “Told you.”

“You are right. Top shelf shit right there,” he said, passing the pipe back. Scotty took a second hit and placed it on the table, so that when Byron was ready, he could smoke it on his own time.

They continued smoking the bowl, after checking their phones for a while, as Ness had texted them to see if they needed anything from the store while she was out. Ness always stopped at the grocery store on her way home, mainly to hit on the cashier, but also to stock up on drinks and food for the night. She knew they would already have the weed packed for her ahead of time, so that they could have a clearer and more understanding conversation for the podcast. Unbeknownst to the audience, they always smoked before each session.

By the time she got home, her roommate’s eyes were bloodshot, and they were staring at the television airing pointless informercials. They were commenting on the ridiculous crap they were trying to sell to the public and that’s when Ness got the perfect idea for their show that night.

“I see you guys started without me, so load a bowl so I can catch up to your level,” she said, placing the bags on the counter and plopping down on the cushion in the middle of them. Scotty hooked her up with a cleaned out, loaded bowl of fresh greens, as they stood by and watched her reaction. She raised the glass to her mouth and sucked, lighting the greens until they turned black. She inhaled the smoke and let it sit in her mouth for several seconds, before convulsing into a storm of coughs. The guys exploded in laughter because she experienced the same as they had.

“Goddamn, Scotty. What dispensary you buy this strong ass strain from?” She asked, half expecting him to keep it to himself.

“It’s a long story, but seriously, this is the best weed we’ve ever bought,” he replied. They watched her smoke the bowl to herself, to allow her to reach the same level they had been on for the last hour, as she slumped down into her seat for extra comfort.

“What are you even watching,” she asked.

Byron burst into laughter when she asked and decided to just snatch the pipe and take a hit.

“Look at this stupid shit they’re trying to sell us. It’s basically a rubber band, but it’s supposed to hold your cash. And they want twenty bucks for it,” he said, laughing between each sentence.

Without realizing, Ness got sucked into the same commercials, as Scotty started to notice that they were going to need more bud. He snuck away from the couch to his room, to retrieve more.

***

Back at the cave, a whistle was heard playing a tune, as it walked closer to the entrance. Upon reaching the opening, it revealed to be a three-foot-tall leprechaun wearing a forest green suit with a top hat to match. His red beard lifted his face to his hair, that hid the aging wrinkles across his face. He was whistling a friendly tune while walking, carrying a large, golden bong towards the cave. Upon entering, he immediately noticed his pot of weed had vanished from the room.

“Ah! Try if thy will and try if they might. I will find the lads who stole me weed tonight,” he said, placing the bong onto the table and exiting back out into the night. He stumbles upon a track of tires at the end of the trail and looks in the direction they had gone. He smiles and starts skipping, while whistling a more enthusiastic tune.

***

Back at the house, Ness, Byron, and Scotty remained watching the infomercials, until Byron checked the time and realized how late it had gotten.

“Shit, guys, we’re running late on our next episode,” he said, jumping from the couch to start setting up.

“Just make up an excuse for this week, so that we can just enjoy the night,” Scotty suggested. They had been doing the episodes simultaneously every night and hadn’t taken any time off since the start.

“If we start being lazy now, we might let it take control. Then, how would we get verified,” Byron asked. They had been trying for months to gather up the number of followers they needed to start profiting from their show, since they already had created hours’ worth of entertainment.

Ness blurted out, “Oh, come on Byron. One night away from the show won’t hurt anyone. Besides, we have nothing new to talk about tonight.”

He felt powerless on the decision, as he took his seat back on the couch. They insisted that he should just take another hit.

“Say, how do you have so much? I feel like we’ve emptied this bag a couple times,” he inquired, causing Scotty to panic a little inside.

“I came across a little bit of funds to afford enough to keep us occupied for a while,” he replied. Ness could see that slice of dishonesty through the tone in his voice but decided not to question it. Byron’s eyebrows raised up at the response, as he just nodded in disbelief.

Ness started rolling up a blunt for them to smoke, when the lights of the house turned off. This startled them, as it had happened suddenly and caught them all off guard.

“I’ll go check the breakers,” Scotty exclaimed, heading outside to check the side of the house.

Unfortunately, at the same time, Byron started complaining about his stomach being in pain. He grabbed his abdomen and expressed in noises how much agony he was enduring.

“You probably need to take a shit,” Ness laughed. She picked up her phone and opened the flashlight app to light up the whole room. He clutched his stomach in one hand and his phone in the other, running towards the bathroom towards the back. The house was completely quiet, so he didn’t want his defecation to be the only sound echoing throughout. As he ran, he could feel the liquid excrement dripping down his inner thigh, as he busted open the door and pulled down his trousers. As soon as his buttocks hit the cold, porcelain toilet seat, a steaming load of defecation flooded out of his anus and into the water. He let out a huge wail of breath, as he pushed another load out. The putrid aroma consumed the bathroom within seconds, as he started to fan around him, hoping Scotty would have the power back on in no time.

Ness was still smoking the blunt, scrolling through videos on her phone, to keep herself busy while waiting out in the dark. She was too preoccupied to notice something come in from the back door. It walked right past her and continued down the hallway.

Outside, Scotty was flashing a tiny flashlight onto the breaker to figure out why their power was out. He had left his phone inside, assuming it would be a quick fix. He looked around at his neighbor’s houses and noticed their lights were still on. Confused, he turned his attention back to the switches and began going through them one at a time, until he noticed the power went back on. Satisfied, he closed the compartment and headed back to the front door.

In the bathroom, Byron finally started to feel as if he had completely emptied his bowels. He reached for the roll of toilet paper but noticed it had gone missing from the holder.

“What the fuck,” he said, looking around for anything he could wipe his ass with. He was about to get up towards the small hand towel above the sink, when he heard a small laugh. Startled, he remained seated and started scanning around the room.

“Ness? You in here fucking with me? If so, you’re a brave little shit to deal with this stink,” he said, howling in laughter.

“No reason for the alarm, just give me the weed and I’ll cause you no harm,” the voice riddled at him. The leprechaun made his appearance, as Byron’s eyes opened with full capacity. He instantly regretted remaining on the toilet.

“What? What are you?”

“Why, I am a leprechaun, little lad. I’m here to take back what you have stolen,” he responded. Byron rubbed his eyes and assumed he was still high, but the leprechaun was still there.

“I, I don’t have anything of yours,” he said, stuttering.

“Oh, silly lad. You tell me this lie and now yer going to die,” he sang.

The leprechaun was about to launch, as the lights flickered off for a small moment. When they went back on, Byron found himself lying on his stomach, with his pants still down to his ankles. The leprechaun had grabbed ahold of his tongue with its little hands and yanked it out with one quick tug. Blood poured from his mouth, as he tried to conceal it within his mouth. He hollered in agony, but the removal made his cries for help soundless.

“Sit back my dear friend, for yer night is about to end,” the leprechaun joked. He pulled down his small green trousers and started to wipe his own ass with Byron’s severed tongue. “Nothing feels better on the bum, than a stranger’s bloody tongue.”

Byron started crawling for the door, as the leprechaun jumped upon his back. He had brought a little blade, that had shamrocks carved onto the handle. He raised it above his head and adjusted his little green hat with a smile.

“Thirty whacks to the head, to ensure you will be dead,” he said, penetrating the blade into his scalp multiple times. Byron’s eyes rolled towards the back of his head after the fourth time, as his body started jerking uncontrollably. The leprechaun climbed off his body and started walking out the bathroom, looking content with him work.

“Now, now. Surely, my weed must be here. Maybe with a little more persuasion, oh dear,” he riddled down the hall. On the couch, he noticed Ness laying down, looking at videos of other women through a small device. Ne noticed that she was scrolling through videos of a variety of attractive goth chicks, clicking on a heart next to the video. Ness had been graced with a full set of breasts herself but lacked the lower half and she didn’t have a set style to her personality. She just liked to wear whatever caught her attention. As the leprechaun watched, he became aroused from staring at her tits.

“My dear. Yer boobs are big, but your ass is flat. Before I mangle her, I might take a crack at,” he winked, before sneaking up at her.

***

Outside, Scotty had been knocking at the front door for a while, waiting for someone to let him in. The doorbell had been broken for months and he knew it would be impossible for them to hear him knock from the other side of the house. He had wished he picked up his cell before heading outside, as he decided to try and hope the back door was unlocked.

As he walked to the fence gate that led to the backyard, he noticed tiny footprints in the dirt, leading the exact direction he was going. He knew his neighbors didn’t have any kids and started questioning them. All these weird things started to happen after discovering the huge pot of weed and it started to make him feel uncomfortable.

***

Ness started to let her eyes close while lying on the couch, as she drifted off from over-smoking. The leprechaun made its way on top of her body and started snapping off buttons from her blouse, exposing her tits for his viewing. She felt the coldness reach her cleavage, as she started shrugging the air.

“Not right now, Byron. Not in the mood,” she said. She started feeling little hands feeling up her bosom and proceeded to squint her eyes open a bit.

“What? What are you?” She questioned, trying to look through her own blurry vision.

“My dear, what do I look like? See me hat? See me in all green? Why, I’m a leprechaun and I’m here for me weed,” he said, pointing to the nearly gone blunt she had been smoking.

“Oh, that weed. My boy Scotty bought that dank ass shit,” she said. The leprechaun thought for a moment, still sitting above her stomach. Her breasts still in his view.

He laughed and shrugged his arms, “Belongs to me, this weed I smell. For smoking it, I shall send you to Hell.” The leprechaun took out the blade, as he started tearing it into her flesh. He sliced around her chest, as she started screaming. Blood poured everywhere, as she tried throwing his little body off her. Every time that she would try to pull him off, he would sink his little fingers deeper into the wounded chest and tug at the exposed skin. She finally relapsed when he gripped her severed tits and ripped them off from her body. Ness collapsed back onto the couch, holding on to where her chest used to be, now exposing her muscle tissue. The amount of pain she endured, sent her into a state of comatose.

“Your tits looked rather fine. Now I’ll hang them with the rest of mine,” he said, propping them against his own chest to see in the mirror’s reflection. “I’ve banged women far and wide, but now I’ll get to stick it in her behind.” He proclaimed, as he flipped her body onto the ground, so that she now faced downwards. He was about to pull out his little leprechaun dick, when he heard the back door open.

“Such a load, I need to explode. I’ll come back to this ass, after this kill shall pass,” he riddled, trailing off to hide from view. As Scotty returned, he saw the body of Ness lying face down on the floor, with a pool of blood coming from underneath her. Assuming she was already dead, he called aloud for Byron.

“Byron!” He called but received no response. He panicked and searched around the house, coming to the bathroom where the light was still on. He could smell a rancid smell coming from inside and had to cover his face to prevent himself from regurgitating his dinner.

“Jesus, Byron. At least light a candle,” he insisted. He didn’t hear any response. “Hello? If you don’t answer, I swear, I’ll kick this damn door down myself.”

Nothing. His palms felt moist, as he placed his hand on the door handle and began to turn the knob. It was unlocked, as he opened it to a deceased corpse lying face down. His ass was still covered in diarrhea and his head had been mutilated enough for brain matter to spill out. Along the floor, were little footprints, the size of a toddler, formed from the mixture of bodily fluids and defecation. The sight alone made a foul bile raise up his esophagus, as he turned his head out into the hall, projectile vomiting onto the walls. He couldn’t believe his eyes and remembered he had seen the same footprints outside. But had a child really caused this morbid disarray?

He walked quickly back to the living room to pick up his phone, but it had already gone missing. He thought quick and decided to check their pockets for theirs, but again, all absent. Bewildered, he decided to leave the house, in hopes that the person responsible didn’t know he was there. As he headed for the door, the leprechaun stood before him.

“You! You’re the one that did all this.”

“As you were the lad who had taken my weed. Your head on a stick is now what I need,” he laughed.

“Fuck you. I’m not afraid of you. You’re just a little leprechaun. Bet you got a little dick as well,” Scotty mocked.

“Laugh if you will, mock as you might. You’ll be a dead man, by the end of this night,” the leprechaun said, turning his smile into a sadistic grin.

The leprechaun pulled out his blade, as Scotty ran to the kitchen and grabbed the largest chef’s knife he could find. They didn’t own a gun, even though Byron had mentioned they should get one. The leprechaun launched himself at Scotty’s leg, plunging the blade into his leg. He screamed, as he kicked him against the wall. He pulled out the blade and threw it to the floor, as he ran towards the leprechaun with the weapon. Right before he could plummet it into his flesh, the leprechaun shook his finger in his face.

“Silly me. I forgot you see. A leprechaun, with his weed, is a magical killer indeed,” he responded, showing that he had hit the blunt that Ness had left unfinished. With a trigger of his finger, he immobilized Scotty in an instance. Scotty’s eyes widened when he felt himself no longer able to move, as the leprechaun laid him down on the tile floor before them.

“A leprechaun’s weed is a dead man’s need,” he exclaimed, climbing onto Scotty’s chest. “Sit tight, my lad. I’ll find me weed.”

The leprechaun jumped down from his chest and started rummaging around the house, looking for the pot. He threw around numerous breakable items, clothes, and other belongings. Scotty was glued on the floor, stuck watching the leprechaun go through their personals. He tried to move his body with all his force, but the weight of the power was too much.

The leprechaun entered Scotty’s bedroom and caught a whiff of the smell instantly. He followed his sense of smell into the closet, where he located his pot of weed. He smiled, pulling it out with his two arms and dragging it out of the bedroom. He carried it and set it down right in front of his face.

“I found me pot of weed. Before I go, I shall kill you with speed,” he said.

He picked up the pot and lifted it above Scotty’s head. He knew his demise was near and regretted taking the weed in the first place. He closed his eyes and let the leprechaun do his bidding. The leprechaun pounded the heavy pot onto his face repeatedly, watching how much each hit indented into his skull. With each hit, Scotty coughed out a mouthful of blood, spitting out teeth onto the floor.

“Still holding on, but not for very long,” the leprechaun sang. He raised up the pot and moved it to the side. He raised his finger and, in an instant, stripped his body of all skin. Scotty made a squeal when it happened and let the last breath of life escape his lips. The leprechaun brushed his hands together and the smile reappeared on his face.

“Stealing a leprechaun’s weed, was a bad choice indeed. A pleasure it has been, my lad,” he exclaimed, grabbing his pot and exiting the house through the back door, leaving nothing behind but little footsteps.

***

As the leprechaun finally made his way back home to the cave, he took a huge sigh of relief.

“After this long ass day, I’m finally home to stay,” he said, whistling back to the living room to replace the pot of weed. He grabbed a handful of nugs out from the pot and walked over to pack the bowl from the golden bong. As he reached over to grab it off the table, he realized it had gone missing.

“I’ll not rest ‘til I have me bong. Hopefully this time, it won’t take long.”


The Evil Bong

“How much further ‘til we get there?” Morgan asked, fanning herself since the air conditioning couldn’t reach her in the backseat.

​“According to the GPS, we should be coming up to it anytime now,” Hendrix replied, tapping on the LCD screen of his new device to show how close they were to the destination.

​They had been driving through the night into the next day, piled up in the same van to save money on gas. They all decided it would be best to ride up to their remote Airbnb together to pitch in more for food, drinks, and bud to last the entire weekend. It had been years since they had been able to spend time together after graduating college and this was the only free weekend they’d have for a while.

​Morgan wanted so much to get out of the car and stretch out her legs, so the eagerness of almost coming up to the destination was a sigh of relief. She looked at Charli who was in a deep sleep in the front passenger seat with annoyance. Usually, she would be the one who sat in the front but as lately, she was the new girl that Hendrix had been interested in. Before Charli came into the picture, she had been the one to take care of all his sexual desires and after this weekend, she was going to make sure things returned to how they were.

​“Is that it?” Izzie questioned, pointing out the window towards the right.

​“That’s gotta be the place,” Hendrix replied, as he started to drive up to the side of the cabin. It didn’t look like much from the outside, but it had good enough ratings to book for them all.

​“Oh, thank god,” Morgan exclaimed.

​Hendrix parked the van on the side of the house, close enough so that they wouldn’t have to walk too far to unload the vehicle. Morgan, Izzie, and Shiloh all exited through the sliding side door, as Hendrix started to wake Charli from her deep slumber.

​“Charli? Wake up. We’re here,” he told her, tapping on her shoulder as she slowly started to awaken. Charli’s eyes started to slowly rise as she looked out the passenger side window. Her surroundings were gorgeous, accommodating the cabin that presented before itself. For a first-time experience renting a cabin in the woods, she was fairly impressed with the location.

​The group all emptied out of the vehicle, as Morgan opened the trunk to allow everyone to grab their own luggage to bring inside.

​“How many rooms did you say this place has?” Izzie asked.

​“Enough for everyone to have their own privacy,” Hendrix replied, winking in Charli’s direction. Charli smiled and grabbed her bag after everyone else had retrieved theirs.

​Hendrix walked up to the house’s lock box where the key was being held. He had to pull out his cell phone in order to remember the combination that would open the lock. It took a couple attempts, but he finally was able to open it. He inserted the key in the lock and opened the door. The inside of the cabin looked just as cozy as he expected, as the group cheered.

​“My man,” Shiloh said, patting him on the back before following him inside.

​“Not bad for a getaway,” Izzie exclaimed, as she made her way towards the bedrooms to claim the one she liked most.

​“Izzie, wait. Shouldn’t Hendrix get first dibs since he found the place?” Morgan insisted.

​“He may have found it through the app, but I paid the most up front,” she said and allowed herself to take the largest room.

​“She makes a valid point,” Hendrix shrugged, not wanting to start any kind of confrontation.

​Charli watched as the others all started to make themselves at home, watching Shiloh make his mark on the couch instead of taking one of the rooms.

​“Comfortable?” Charli asked her brother, as he already started to pack a bowl in the bong.

​“After being cramped up in that car for so long, hell yeah,” Shiloh replied, taking a huge hit and releasing the cannabis smoke in the air. Charli rolled her eyes, knowing that he was going to do whatever he wanted to do. “So, you going to room up with your boy tonight?”

​Charli knew he was asking about Hendrix, but she hadn’t taken into consideration that maybe that’s why she had been invited to come for the weekend, instead of usually staying home.

​“I don’t know. I got other things on my mind that I’m trying to air out, and a relationship isn’t part of that,” she replied.

​“You shouldn’t have to worry about Mom and Dad all the time. We came out here to clear our heads about that shit. Why don’t you just take a seat and smoke this bowl with me,” Shiloh insisted, patting the couch next to him.

​“I will in a few. Still knocking back the carsickness I’ve been feeling,” she replied. Charli took her belongings and headed for the room in the back, where no one had claimed for themselves.

​As she entered the room, Hendrix noticed her and decided to insert himself inside.

​“You sure you don’t want to share a space for the weekend? I promise I don’t bite,” he said, showing off a smirky flirtatious smile.

​“I wouldn’t want to be a bother,” she said, starting to unpack a few things onto the dresser drawers. Hendrix didn’t want to pressure her too much, as he wanted to make sure there would be a chance for them to become closer this weekend.

That night, after the group rested up and showered, they decided to throw a little bonfire party outside and talk about grotesque scary stories they made up on the spot. Shiloh had brought out the bong and a thick bag of weed for them to share for the weekend, as they passed it around. Charli didn’t want to feel singled out and took a few hits alongside the others.

“Did I tell you guys about the pizza boy?” Shiloh asked.

“I swear, if I have to hear about that boy being sliced up and served to his parents again, I’m going to make you become the story,” Izzie laughed. She gave a slight smile over to Hendrix, but he disregarded it making her a little annoyed.

“I got one,” Morgan spoke up. “One night, there were a couple of stoners out in the woods trying to search for a hidden field of bud they had heard rumors about. Well, they ended up losing communication on their phones and GPS devices, ending up getting lost. A couple months later, some hikers go out to the same location and start hearing some strange noises. Noises like chewing sounds. Instead of running away, the man decides he wants to take a look. See where it’s coming from. Well, the woman is hesitant to go off the trail to figure out where the sound is coming from.”

Everyone is fully focused on her story, as the bong is slowly being passed around.

“Well, he goes forward into the darkness to see if it’s coming from behind some large trees and right as he is about to look… BAM! A savage jump onto the woman’s back and just starts taking chunks of flesh into their mouth. The woman is screaming as this thing is latched onto her flesh. Blood is splattering everywhere, as the man rushes back to get whatever it is off her. Well, the bite goes so far and hits her spinal cord, leaving her immobile in the dirt. This savage isn’t just a creature, it’s one of those stoners that’s been out in the woods for that time. Feasting on the flesh of unknowing hikers that come across it. The sounds the man heard were coming from the other stoner who was chomping on the bone fragments from older victims they had caught.”

“Then what happens?” Shiloh asks.

“The woman, unable to move, is left on the ground like a head on a stick while the two attack him. Launching at him and tearing apart his extremities to use to beat him to death with them. Imagine being bludgeoned to death with your own arms. Well, when they were declared missing, the park ranger nearest the site and a few family members went out searching for them. It took a few days, but when they were found, the savages had them flayed up in the trees by their skin.”

The disgusting thought of how the hikers were found made Izzie feel ill, as she allowed the glass bong from her hands to slip and fall on the ground. The shattering of the glass caused everyone to jolt in their seats.

“Izzie!” Shiloh shouted, quickly getting up from his seat and picking up the broken fragments of the bong.

“Oops,” she replied, looking shocked that it happened on her turn. “I’m sure you have another one in the car we can use.”

“I didn’t bring anything else,” Shiloh said, throwing the broken pieces away from the bonfire area with anger.

“I guess we can go back inside,” Hendrix said, as the others nodded in agreeance.

“I’ll put out the fire. I’ll meet you all inside,” Charli insisted. She watched as they all walked back inside the cabin, as she picked up the bucket, they filled up with water beforehand and poured it over the open flames until the orange tint dissipated. She looked up at the night sky once more before walking back inside to catch up to the others.

As she walked in through the front door, she realized they were all just standing and staring at something.

“What’s going on?” She asked.

“The door to the basement was just left wide open,” Hendrix told her.

“Did anyone open it before we went outside out of curiosity?” Morgan asked.

“I didn’t even know it was there,” Shiloh replied, as the others nodded thinking the same thing.

“Well, should we just close it back in case whatever or whoever opened it is still down there?” Izzie asked.

“I won’t feel safe if I have a feeling someone is down there,” Morgan insisted. “Like I will sleep in the car.”

“Someone should go check,” Izzie suggested.

The boys looked at each other, as they motioned for each other to be the one to make the decision to check the basement.

“I’ll go,” Charli insisted.

“No, it’s cool. I’ll go down there,” Shiloh said, pushing her back away from the opened door.

Shiloh walked slowly over to the door and turned his flashlight on from his cell phone. He flashed it around the darkness and saw nothing.

“If I scream, I swear to god, you motherfuckers better rush the fuck down here to save me,” he joked. Charli didn’t like that he was making jokes at a serious time like this and scolded him with her eyes.

They all watched patiently as he slowly walked down the wooden steps down to the bottom of the basement. The creaking of the old wood echoed through the silence in the room, as Charli started to bite her fingernails in anxiety.

Shiloh continued to the bottom floor and shone his light across the room. There didn’t seem to be anyone or anything down there that could have made the door come open.

“See anything?” Charli asked from upstairs.

“No,” he replied, walking through the whole room.

Something caught his attention on an old wooden table in the back of the room. The way it was covered with a black, latex-like cover caused him to drift over to it. Feeling his hands over the cover, he began to pull it off slowly. His eyes widened, as he realized what it was.

“Well, if there’s nothing down there, you should just come back up,” Charli insisted.

“I’m coming,” he said, picking up the object and making his way back towards the stairs with it.

As he made his way back up the stairs, Charli realized he was carrying something up with him.

“What the fuck is that?”

Shiloh just smiled and walked past her and the rest of the group to the couch, where he presented his findings.

“I found a bong down there,” he said, immediately filling it with water from a bottle he had next to him and loading the bowl with fresh greens.

“Ew. How old is that thing?” Izzie questioned, looking disgusted that he would even suggest smoking out of it.

They all walked over to look at the bong more closely, as Charli realized why it looked so abnormal to her.

“Shit, Shiloh. Is that made of bones?” She asked.

The others looked at it more closely and started to realize that she was right. It was made of bones. More importantly, it was made from a human-like, hollowed out femur.

“That’s fucking gross,” Izzie exclaimed, taking a couple steps back from it.

“I don’t know. It looks pretty cool,” Morgan said, getting a closer look at the exterior.

“Fuck it. A bong’s a bong,” Shiloh said, as he lit up the bowl and took a huge hit from it. He exhaled the smoke with ease and closed his eyes to enjoy the high.

“How’d it hit?” Hendrix asked, showing curiosity.

“Like a champ,” Shiloh responded, already showing indications that he was high from the one hit.

“Well, then let me hit that shit next,” Morgan exclaimed, as she took a seat next to him on the couch. He handed her the bong and lighter, as she instantly took a hit for herself. “Anyone else gonna hit this shit or are we gonna smoke the whole bowl to ourselves?”

Hendrix shrugged his shoulders and looked at the other girls. Izzie, still showing disgust, gave up and decided she wanted to get high, even if it was out of the crudest material she’d ever seen.

“I’m down,” Hendrix said, taking the bong from Morgan and taking the seat on the recliner across from them. Izzie, who was still fixated on him, decided to hit it after.

“What ‘bout you, Charli?” Hendrix asked, motioning for her to join them.

Charli, still hesitant, decided to make up an excuse for the time being so that she wouldn’t have to use the bone bong.

“I’m actually going to go take a shower,” she announced, as the group began passing it around in the circle.

“Party pooper,” Shiloh said to her, as Charli ignored him and headed towards the bathroom connected to her bedroom.

The warm water embracing her skin felt nice, as she washed away the dirt and sweat from sitting in a car for half a day. She could hear the group laughing and making jokes in the other room, as she relaxed under the running water. With her eyes closed, she was able to give herself time to blacken out any thoughts in her mind and just be one with herself. It wasn’t until she heard a harrowing scream that she came out of her relaxation. Charli immediately shut off the water and dried herself off with a towel, before throwing on a new set of clothes. The playful sounds she heard before entering the shower had vanished and whatever was happening outside her bedroom was something horrid.

Charli slowly started to step out into the hallway, hoping that whatever was going on was just a horrible prank from her friends. As she approached the main living room, a sinister sight made her eyes widen in fear.

Shiloh had Morgan pinned to the ground, as she was holding a large carving knife, she had noticed from the kitchen prior. Izzie’s arm was bleeding horribly, as Hendrix was trying hard to conceal the blood enough for it to stop.

“What the fuck is going on?” Charli asked.

“That bitch went psycho. She told us she was getting a glass of water for her cottonmouth and came back slinging that knife around. Damn near almost sliced Hendrix’s neck wide open,” Shiloh shouted.

Charli looked down at Morgan, as her eyes had become bloodshot with a yellow tint, still trying hard to break free from his grasp. She was making awkward moaning and grunting sounds that mimicked something demonic.

“Somebody help me get her off of me!” Shiloh screamed, as Charli ran to help Izzie so that Hendrix could help him out. Hendrix was able to pull Morgan off him but in the attempt, he threw her across the room where the side of her scalp hit the corner of the table. Morgan fell onto the floor of the cabin, as a river of blood began to pour out the open wound. Her body spasmed until it fell limp.

“Oh my god. Is she fucking dead?” Izzie asked, as Charli managed to get the bleeding to stop.

Everyone fell silent as Hendrix walked over to examine her body. Morgan wasn’t moving anymore. Her chest stopped producing air. The shock made the room fall silent as they witnessed their own friend’s death right in front of them.

“You all saw what happened. It was an accident,” Hendrix said, scared of what might happen to his future.

“She was fucking possessed or some shit,” Shiloh replied, getting up from the floor. He was tending to his wounds, when suddenly, Izzie pulled Charli by the hair and slammed her face onto the nearby wall.

“What the fuck, Izzie,” Charli said, putting her hands out in front of her to stop a second attack.

“I will fucking kill you,” Izzie shouted, as she tried smashing her into the nearby picture frame hung on the wall.

Before she could make contact, Shiloh shoved her off his sister, as she tripped and fell face first into the fire they had started in the fireplace. The room smelled of burning hair and flesh, as Izzie caught on fire. She released herself from the fireplace and came running after the remaining group.

“Get that fucking bitch!” Shiloh shouted, as the boys grabbed a few fireplace tools from the holder.

Charli was stuck in the same place, as her anxiety held her down. An unexpected panic attack caused her not to be able to move or think for herself, as the boys started to bludgeon the burning girl.

“Izzie? What the fuck is wrong with you?” Hendrix tried to ask, but he knew by the way she was still burning without being in pain that something else was going on with her.

Charli finally was able to relax herself to think about the current circumstances, when she discovered that nothing bad had been happening until after they smoked from the ominous bone bong.

“It’s the bong!” She shouted. “I think it caused them to change.”

The sudden realization caused Hendrix to turn his head away so that he could hear what Charli had been saying, allowing Izzie to grab his own weapon from his hand. She pulled it with great force, tearing it from his hand and causing a large gash on his palm.

“Shit!” He said, feeling the burn and immediate pain that came from the open flesh wound. Blood started to drip from his hand onto the floor, as she started bashing him with the poker.

Hendrix threw up his other hand to block the attacks but with her newfound strength, the metal poker sliced right through his middle and ring finger, through his palm. The impact made the middle of his left hand split wide open, as he screamed out loud. Izzie, who was still on fire, kept bludgeoning him with the poker, whipping across his body and face. Every time it hit his flesh, it left deep gashes everywhere that poured out puddles of blood.

“Shiloh! The bong! We need to destroy the motherfucking thing,” Charli insisted.

Shiloh, who was about to help out his wounded friend, turned his attention towards the bong that was still resting on the table. Hendrix held out for as long as he could, but the repeated beatings were insufferable, and he started to bleed out. As soon as Shiloh lifted the bong from the table, Izzie turned her attention towards him and began to walk in his direction. Before she could move any further, Hendrix grabbed her by the ankle, causing her to fall headfirst onto the floor. The hard impact broke her nose but wasn’t enough to keep her down. Charli ran over with one of the metal lamps and began to bash her head with it multiple times. She smashed and bashed her head until it was a pile of broken skull fragments, flesh, and brain matter on the floor. Shiloh’s eyes were fixated on what his sister had just done, forgetting about his own task.

“Break that fuckin’ thing,” Hendrix shouted, before he took his final breath.

Shiloh raised the bong above his head and was about to smash the bong across the coffee table, when the metal poker was penetrated through the middle of his scalp from the back. With his dying breath, he saw the poker end sticking out through the middle of his forehead and collapsed headfirst onto the couch. Blood seeped out onto the furniture, as the bong fell right onto the cushioning.

As Charli paced back to the vehicle to escape the cabin, she couldn’t help but to look back at her mutilated friends and brother. The atrocious mess was too much for her, as tears ran down her face. She raced to the front seat and threw the keys into the ignition, as she put the car in reverse.

Somehow, she knew this weekend wouldn’t go as expected, but she didn’t think she would be losing so many people so close to her. As she stopped to put the car in drive, she looked back at the bong in the back seat and smiled. At least she had something to bring back with her.


Dankness Falls

Larissa watched as her mother flushed away the bud, she had just purchased that day. She had mistaken the time when her mother was supposed to get off work and got caught smoking a bowl from an old soda can that she punctured holes throughout in order to make a half-assed pipe with. Her mother had walked in with the room still full of cannabis smoke and immediately scowled at her for using drugs inside her home.

​“Let this be a huge fuckin’ lesson for you, Larissa. We don’t condone drugs in this household,” she explained, as the green herb spiraled downwards into the drain.

​Larissa had always heard around school about the rumors that there was an evil fairy that would come after anyone that misused or mistreated marijuana and would condone sinister acts on the ones responsible. Of course, she never thought it was really true but after watching her mother discard her bag down the toilet, she semi wished it was for that moment.

​“It’s not even bad, mother. It cures cancer,” she tried to persuade but she already knew her mother wouldn’t care to listen to anything she had to say. She made her decision already and as she watched the last of the green plant run down the pipes, she let out a sigh of defeat.

​“Let this be a lesson to you, Larissa. Pot is the gateway to other drugs. You think it’s all cool and what not to get high with your little friends, until you spend all your money on getting high, you little drug addict,” her mother scowled.

​Once the last of the weed was flushed, her mother marched out of the bathroom, as Larissa was told she was grounded and couldn’t leave her room for the rest of the week. Larissa didn’t own a cell phone for her mother to take away, so she sat in the silence of her bedroom and just stared at the ceiling.

​“Damn. I could really go for a hit right now,” Larissa said to herself, allowing herself to take a nap instead.

​Her mother was downstairs knitting, when she heard a sudden crash noise come from the kitchen. She lifted her head from her project and decided to see what caused the ruckus. She placed her knitting down on the couch beside her and walked to the kitchen. There, on the tile flooring, were a stack of pots that seemed to have fallen out from the cabinets.

​Mother looked down at them and seemed confused on how they would have fallen in the first place, since she liked to place them in the cabinets in a neat form. Instead of wondering, she picked them all up and placed them nicely back on the shelves inside the cabinets.

​When she was finished cleaning, she walked back to the living room to finish her project, but her knitting materials were gone.

​“Larissa! Did you move my stuff?” She shouted but got no response. She tried yelling out again, but again heard nothing come back. Confused, she checked all around the couch to make sure it didn’t fall behind or between the cushions.

​Feeling awkward, Mother decided to shower in case she was feeling tired from the argument she had with her daughter. She didn’t like to fight with Larissa but knew it had to be done for her child to understand how she felt about marijuana use in her home. When Larissa was still a baby, her father fell into a deep addiction with heroin and cocaine, ultimately leading up to his death from overdose. She knew that marijuana didn’t cause overdoses but didn’t want her daughter to fall down the rabbit hole of the drug world.

​Mother had just barely walked into her bathroom, when she heard something strange come from behind her. She quickly looked back inside her bedroom, but nothing was there.

​Larissa was knocked out from boredom, not being able to hear the abnormal sounds coming from the other rooms of the house.

​Mother was finally about to give up on the source of the room, as she turned back to her bathroom. From out of nowhere, a dark, mysterious figure lounged out at her, throwing their slimy fingers around her throat. Mother tried to fight it off of her, but its strength was more powerful than her own. The figure knocked her off her feet, causing her to fall hard onto her back. The impact sent an agony across her spine, as the figure continued to attack her.

​Its scrawny arms and bony fingers tore at her neck and face, as it took a huge bite out from her cheek. It pulled and stretched the skin from her face, until it showed the inner layer of muscle under the flesh. She screamed and howled from the wound, but the figure continued to attach itself to her.

​“Larissa!” She called out but her daughter was unable to hear anything in her slumber.

​The figure sunk its bony fingers inside of her mouth and started to tear it open from the sides, exposing her teeth from both sides. The harder she tried to get it off her, the more it would sink its sharp fingers deep inside. Blood dripped from her mouth, as she started to choke on it profusely. It scratched and tattered at her eyes, slicing through the iris and allowing the white liquid to pour out. Mother cried out in anguish as the figure dug deeper into the open eye sore.

​Mother was about to try once more to tear the figure off her, as it crushed her neck bones before she got the chance. The immediate impact caused her to choke on her own bone fragments and blood, until her body stopped moving. Her chest stopped breathing and she stopped trying to fight anymore.

​The figure got up from the deceased woman and left the room abruptly, as if it had another destination to go to right afterwards. It was at this moment that Larissa awoke from her slumber, as if she knew something wrong had occurred.

​She walked out of her room, expecting to see her mother on the couch knitting but she wasn’t there.

​“Mom?” She called out.

​No response.

​Larissa noticed her mother’s bedroom door open and slowly walked inside. To her shocking surprise, her mother’s deceased body was left mutilated on the floor to bleed out. Larissa screamed from the sight and ran out the front door to get help.

​When the police arrived to ask Larissa if she knew if anyone else entered the home, she tried to explain the story behind the marijuana fairy that comes after those that mistreat the product, but they wouldn’t listen. They just told her it was a story that was passed around to scare the younger generation. But Larissa knew it was real. Whether or not she saw it with her own eyes that day, she knew the fairy had gotten to her mother.


BabaDank

“Did I just hear you tell Addison that you personally invited Emmett to the party at Zacc’s tonight?” Alexi asked.

Dawn, sitting on her canopy-styled bed, had been waiting for Alexi to come out from the closet in the next outfit she couldn’t decide on. Alexi had beautiful tan skin, with a haircut that rose right above her shoulders. She liked to dress revealingly, but still with moderation to give a guy a tease of what was underneath. Dawn had long blonde hair that fell below her back. She was simplistic and didn’t really do much to dress up her appearance. She liked the way she presented herself and didn’t feel like changing to make her more appealing to the male eye.

“Well, he is my friend, and I don’t really know anybody else that’s going to be there,” Dawn responded, with a slight hint of attitude indicating if it was going to be a problem. She never liked it when Alexi judged her actions just because she didn’t like him as a person.

“I just don’t understand how an attractive woman like yourself would gravitate towards a man like him,” she scoffed.

Dawn knew what she was trying to insinuate and lifted her middle finger towards her. She was too busy in the closet to pay attention to the gesture. She knew Alexi never liked Emmett from the day they finally met face to face. He didn’t confront her with any hostility but that didn’t stop her from judging him based on appearance alone. He wasn’t decked down in name brand clothing or expensive shoes, but he always stayed honest around Dawn and that’s what she liked about him. No matter the situation, he never once lied to her about anything. He remained sincere throughout the years they spent together.

***

Dawn had met Emmett during Freshman year, during the lunch period. He had been targeted by most of the school’s hockey team and began shoving him around like a rag doll.

“Little bitch,” the star of the team, Demetri, shouted, as bystanders would pass, laughing. They paid no attention to what they were doing to him because they didn’t care. Dawn happened to notice and walked right up to him, without fear, and stated her opinion.

“Can’t pick a fight with someone your age, so you go for a fourteen-year-old instead? Fuckin’ pussy,” she said, sending the entire cafeteria to look in their direction.

“Gotta send a bitch to protect you?”

“He didn’t send me, I’m doing this for myself,” she said, right before she sent her fist into his nose. The sound of the cartilage breaking echoed into the halls, as he fell to his knees, holding onto his bleeding fracture. The students started to applaud at what she had done, as the guys started taunting the Senior for getting beat by a girl. Dawn offered her hand to Emmett, helping him up from the floor and their friendship immediately began afterwards.

Dawn had invited him to sit with her at their lunch table, as Alexi gave an expression of disgust about her decision. She never had a real reason to dislike the guy, so she bit her lip and let Dawn invite whoever she wanted to hang out.

***

“Well, he is my friend and I invited him to tag along with us,” she said, as Alexi came out of the closet in a hot pink dress.

“Alright, I’ll stay chill. You can invite whoever you want. How’s this look?” she said, checking herself out in the door length mirror.

“Mmm, I don’t know about that one,” Dawn replied.

“I wasn’t sure either. I’ll just go back with the black one,” she said, jumping back into the mess of the closet. There were clothes scattered everywhere, as she had gone through so many outfits, searching for the right one. “You do know Micah is going to be there.”

The name brought a blush of rose to Dawn’s cheeks, as she flustered with embarrassment. She had a crush on him since the beginning of the year, but never acted on it. She imagined his slicked-back dark hair and piercing blue eyes, as it made her feel all giggly on the inside. He had caught her attention after class one day, when he introduced himself to her before leaving the classroom. She had noticed that he hadn’t spoken to any other females in class and assumed he did it to present his interest in her.

“How do I even know he’s into me though,” she asked.

“Because I told him you were,” Alexi laughed, exiting the closet in a black sequin dress.

“You did not,” Dawn exclaimed, throwing the nearest pillow in her direction.

“I may have let it slip that you said he was hot,” Alexi said, throwing it back. Dawn felt her face blush even brighter.

“And what did he say?”

“He wants you to suck his cock,” she blurted with a spontaneous laughter following.

“Shut the fuck up, Lex. Seriously?”

“I’m kidding. He insisted on making sure you show up for the party,” she replied. Alexi picked up a pair of heels and started putting them on, as she flung another black dress in Dawn’s direction. “So put this on and throw on a little makeup, because you’re gonna get you a man tonight.” As she spoke, she started making thrusting gestures with her hands and mouth, indicating future fellatio.

Dawn got up from the bed and put on the dress accordingly. She didn’t really like dressing up, but it meant finally creating a relationship with Micah. After straightening her hair and throwing on a pair of lashes, she threw on some heels and followed Alexi to the car.

They had both been to a few parties at Zacc’s over their high school years. They usually ended with the police being called for indecent exposure and noise complaints. One time, a girl had caught her boyfriend giving head to another man and torched his car that was parked across the street. She wouldn’t have gotten so mad if she didn’t just find out she was carrying his baby the day before. It had made his parties grab more attention every time he hosted them.

As they drove into the cul-de-sac, they immediately noticed the whole street was covered in vehicles. They circled around and continued out to park along the side of the road along with the others.

“Ugh, I knew we should have left sooner,” Alexi complained. She always hated walking more than she needed to in heels.

“Well, we could have if you didn’t have to try on every single dress you own,” she replied, sarcastically.

Alexi brushed off her response, as they moved forward across the street to Zacc’s house. The house was two stories with a double balcony to the upstairs that showed through the front windows. There was a gate that surrounded their land that would power open with a remote. He had been gifted the house as an early graduation present from his parents, before they left to the Bahamas for a much-needed vacation. Their furlough had extended for over six months, as they decided to relocate to the islands on a whim. Instead of reporting it to the school, Zacc decided to play out as if he still resided with them at the new address. Whenever the police were called to the scene, he always smooth-talked his way out of the situation and always had an excuse to tell where his parents were at the time.

Alexi loved attending these parties because she fancied Zacc, but knew he was already in a relationship with Lena. That didn’t prevent him from flirting with other women, but she always made sure she was the only one he was sleeping with. Alexi envied her because she had what she couldn’t get, and she wasn’t used to people telling her no.

As they walked up to the front gate, they saw it was already opening to let out a couple of guys that were stumbling from over-intoxication. One of them couldn’t hold his liquor anymore and expelled everything he had guzzled during the party. Alexi immediately felt disgusted by them, as they proceeded to enter through the entrance. As they strolled up the walkway, Dawn noticed Emmett standing alone by the doorway and started waving in his direction. Alexi showed repugnance on her face, as he started walking towards them. She switched her attitude when he got closer and threw a smile his way.

“Hi Emmett,” she exclaimed, showing off her bullshit smile. He knew she didn’t like him, but only came because Dawn asked him to. He wanted to believe that she liked him in a more affectionate way but didn’t want to force it to happen. Instead, he just spent any time he had available with her.

“Hi Alexi. Hi Dawn,” he said, changing his tone as he turned his attention to Dawn.

“I am so glad you decided to come this time,” Dawn expressed. “Honestly, I don’t think I would have if you didn’t.”

They walked together through the front door and were instantly greeted by Zacc, who was already heavily intoxicated, wearing nothing but a white sheet as a toga. He was holding out a blinged-out chalice, filled to the rim with apple flavored whiskey. He had Lena next to him, wearing a seductive toga that presented more skin than what was covered.

“Welcome to my party! ¡Mi casa es su casa!” He exclaimed to all his guests in his view, as they roared in applause. The music roared throughout the house, as people swarmed every room. A few guests made their way upstairs, grabbing hold of the other, emphasizing they were about to partake in sexual activities. Dawn followed Alexi into the kitchen, where there was a variety of liquor bottles and kegs that lined up on the counters and floor.

“Pick your poison,” she said to Dawn.

“I’m good with a beer,” she said to Emmett, hoping he would get it for her. She was embarrassed to tell him that she didn’t know how to pour from the spout. He walked over and grabbed a red plastic cup, as he noticed Demetri staring at him from the other room. Instead of causing a scene, he just walked away after noticing Dawn was also there. Emmett poured Dawn a cup, as well as one for himself and then walked over to hand it to her. Alexi was pouring a clear liquid into her cup with very little soda to hide the taste.

“Damn, Lex. Did you pour the whole bottle in your first drink?” She laughed.

“There might not be any left when I come back for more. Besides, now I can say I only had one drink,” she replied, causing them both to burst into laughter.

They walked around the house, noticing others dancing in the main room and watching as they were getting more chaotic as the minutes passed. Guests were smoking on the couch and flicking the ash onto the cushions without caring. Several holes formed from it still being lit, but they just brushed it off. They were heading outside to the backyard, when Dawn noticed Micah playing acoustic guitar under the gazebo. He was with a few other friends, passing around a blunt. Dawn wasn’t much for smoking weed, but was prepared to tonight, in hopes of finally talking to her crush. Emmett noticed how much her face flustered when she saw Micah and knew his luck was cutting short.

Alexi noticed who Dawn was looking at and with disgust for Emmett, she opened her mouth, “You see Micah playing the guitar over there. Pretty sexy, huh?”

Dawn pushed her shoulder, as a gesture for her not to say anything in front of Micah and walked away with him. Alexi noticed several other girls and made her way to them. Dawn heard the screaming of the pack of girls and immediately knew who they were hollering for.

“It’s okay if you want to go talk to Micah. This party isn’t really my scene and I think I might leave early anyway,” Emmett said. He thought the invitation was for them to go together, but after arriving, knew she had other intentions.

“No, Emmett. I invited you to come out with me. To hell with the others, it’s time for us to have fun,” she said, holding up her cup to cheers. He followed suit, letting a small smile slip from his serious face.

In a matter of minutes, Lena came up to them, with her makeup smeared across her face, and told them to come with her.

“What’s going on?” Dawn asked.

“It’s a surprise. I’m supposed to grab a few people for something Zacc wanted to try,” she said, motioning for them to come with her.

“Hold on. Let me get Lex,” she insisted. Lena rolled her eyes and told her to hurry. Dawn turned towards the group of girls, but noticed she wasn’t with them. She had only left her sight for a few minutes and now she would have to look around the crowded place. Before entering back inside the house, she glanced towards the gazebo once more to sneak a final look, but Micah had already left.

“Lex?” she shouted, roaming through waves of sweaty bodies. The DJ Zacc had hired, played EDM all night and much of the party was rolling on ecstasy. Their pupils had dilated to the point where the colors of their iris had disappeared. Dawn kept going through the room with Emmett following her for help.

“I don’t see her. I can check upstairs, and you can check the kitchen to make it easier,” he suggested.

“Please? If it’s not too much trouble. I know you two don’t get along well, but it would help me out a lot,” she pleaded. He nodded, as he made his way to the main stairwell and went up. Dawn continued to the kitchen, in hopes she was there. Alexi wasn’t there, but a light in the half bathroom across from the kitchen caught her attention. It wasn’t the fact that it was occupied, but something told her to check inside.

Dawn slowly drifted towards the door, checking her surroundings in hopes that Alexi would come out before she could open it. She felt a heavy weight drop in her chest, as she put her hand on the door.

“It could be nothing,” she thought to herself. She couldn’t shrug the awful feeling and decided to just open the door. Thinking it would be Alexi throwing up, she opened the door that happened not to be locked.

Upon opening, she witnessed Alexi being pounded in the anal canal by Micah, as she had her dress pulled upwards and her panties on the floor. Micah’s hard cock was thrusting into her, as she was bent over the sink counter. Before Alexi could look up, Dawn quickly closed the door, feeling a single tear fall down her cheek. She never knew that her best friend could be so sinister. Alexi had told her that Micah had been interested in her and that he asked her to attend. Now, she didn’t think she was told the whole truth and just wanted to leave. She rode there with Alexi, but knew Emmett had a car. She just had to find him to take her away from this mess.

As she exited the kitchen, Alexi came out of the bathroom, adjusting her dress and hair to make it seem like it never happened. Micah slapped her ass, before walking out through the back door, causing her to stumble a little from the soreness. Dawn made her way to the stairs and started walking up, running into Lena again.

“This way. We’re all meeting in Zacc’s room,” she said, grabbing her wrist and guiding her.

“I have to go get…”

“Emmett is already up here, and Micah went to go get Alexi,” she said, causing her chest to drop once more from the discovery. She couldn’t say anything more to get out of this, so she decided to just go along with it. As they walked into the bedroom, she noticed Emmett and a handful of others sitting in a circle on the floor. Zacc had moved his bed out prior to the party for this reason. Dawn saw Emmett and joined him in the circle.

“What is all this about?” She asked him. Emmett shrugged his shoulders and told her that he had been brought here by Lena, while looking for Alexi.

“Is everyone here?” Zacc asked.

“One more,” Lena replied. They waited and watched, as Alexi came stumbling in, still holding her drink. She caught eye of Dawn and joined her at the circle.

“What the fuck is this,” Alexi asked Dawn, but she just gestured like she didn’t know. Dawn didn’t really feel like speaking to her now.

“Now, everyone’s here,” Lena said, taking her place next to Zacc. Alexi still couldn’t stand the sight of Lena with him but swallowed her pride in interest in what they were about to do.

“So now that everyone’s here, I will hand out the goods. When you receive yours, do not light it right away,” Zacc informed the group, who was still bewildered in what was about to happen. He brought out a box of pre-rolled blunts and started handing everyone their own. As the box got to Dawn, she was about to decline, but was nudged by Alexi to take it. Emmett looked around and started to feel extremely uncomfortable but took the blunt in hopes of staying by Dawn’s side.

‘Hey man, you attempting to create like the largest smoke circle or something,” muttered Simon, who was obviously still high.

“Or something,” he insinuated. After everyone had their blunt, he took out a dark, blood-red book that had no title to it.

The book grew interesting to Dawn but started to make Emmett feel uncomfortable.

“I can’t do this; I don’t feel comfortable. I’m just going to head out now. Thanks for inviting me, but I’m out,” Emmett told Dawn, handing her his blunt before kissing her on the cheek and excusing himself out.

“You can’t just leave now,” Lena pronounced, but Emmett didn’t care. He walked out without hesitation, leaving the party alone. He looked back at the house as he got to the gate, before heading to his car. Dawn was confused but was preoccupied when Micah took his place next to her. She felt herself slump into nothingness, sitting between Alexi and Micah.

“Can I?” He asked, motioning towards the extra blunt she had been holding. Alexi bumped her in the arm to get her attention, as she came back to reality and let him take it from her hands. They all waited for Zacc to continue.

He went to open the book, as Dawn felt an eerie wind brush against her hair, sending chills down her spinal cord. Was this a sign that Emmett was right to leave? It wouldn’t matter now, since Alexi was her ride home unfortunately.

“Before we begin, everyone, light your blunt, but don’t exhale the smoke yet,” he instructed. They followed suit, as Dawn hid the fact that she wasn’t really a smoker. She had Alexi start her blunt and take it from her, switching it so that it would appear as if she had started it herself. Alexi felt herself starting to choke but held her composure.

“Now that everyone has a mouthful of smoke, exhale together,” he said.

They followed his order, as the room was quickly engulfed by the grey cloud and Zacc began to read from the book before him.

“When you’re in need, for some strong ass weed. Call forward the BabaDank!” He read, flipping the page. The smoke before them started to curl together as one big formation.

“Open the doors, give the wood a clank. It’s time to call forward the BabaDank!” He roared, as he read through the pages. The smoke before them started to move like one big, tall figure, as many of the participants started becoming frightened. Lena’s eyes widened as she realized what they were doing and almost wanted to stop her man from finishing.

“Baba.. DANK DANK DANK!” He said, rising from the floor.

Everyone started to back up from the circle, as the smoke formed into a large figure with sharp claws and a top hat.

“FUCK! Let’s get out of here!” Simon shouted, getting up from the floor and running straight to the door. Others followed, but the door would not budge. He pounded for it to open, but it wouldn’t. People from outside the room started hearing the shouting, but they couldn’t even break it down. The amount of force made it impossible for them to leave.

“The window!” A girl suggested, but as soon as she went to reach for it, the smokey figure shot his hand towards her, slicing her torso in half in a second. She collapsed onto the floor, her innards spilling out along the carpet. Several people screamed, scratching at the door and walls to be let out.

“Zacc! Stop!” Lena shouted, but his pupils had already rolled backwards, showing nothing but whiteness in his eyes. He was no longer capable of making his own decisions. Lena ran towards him, as the figure lifted her up by her arms, pulled them apart like a wishbone, severing her body into two halves. It started waving around her body, smacking others to the ground, penetrating them with the bones that had snapped through the of the mangled body. The eyes were torn out, corpses were twisted into abnormal shapes, as well as strangulation with intestines and left to suffocate. Dawn and Alexi sat holding each other in the corner of the room, bearing witness to the slaughter. They watched as Micah was pulled by his ankles, as the figure sodomized him with a fractured femur bone. With each death, it became stronger, as they became the only ones left remaining. It snarled at them, raising its finger towards Alexi.

“Don’t let it take me,” she pleaded to Dawn, flooding her eyes with tears.

Disregarding her mistake downstairs, Dawn held on to her, but felt something wrap itself around Alexi’s waist. It was at that moment that Dawn realized it was only targeting those who smoked during the ritual. It raised her upside-down into the air, exposing her in her panties. Dawn wanted to help but didn’t know how she could make it stop. She thought about launching at Zacc but remembered what happened to Lena when she made the same decision. Alexi screamed her lungs out, as Dawn started to hear sirens from outside the house.

“The police! We’re saved,” she thought to herself. She could hear the commotion outside, as they entered the house and ran up the stairs.

“Open up. It’s the police,” they shouted from outside the bedroom door. Many of the guests had heard the morbid noises and called for safety concerns. They pounded, as Dawn tried to yell out that she was still in there.

The figure, still gripping onto Alexi, licked its lips before beginning to twist her body like ringing out a wet towel. She screamed in outstanding agony, as the sounds of multiple bones breaking created an echo into Dawn’s mind. She curled her legs up and covered her eyes and ears. Alexi’s body had been twisted three-hundred and sixty degrees, as he rung out the blood above its head to drink. Dawn heard the guzzling sound it was making, as he emptied her body of all fluids. She couldn’t bear the sound that she was hearing and repeatedly screamed.

The police busted in through the door, as she remained screaming, faced down. The figure dissipated into smoke and flowed out the open door, as Zacc fell to the ground, catching his breath. His eyes returned to normal, as he coughed up his lungs, trying to control his breathing. The carnage in the bedroom felt like enough evidence to take him into custody, as Dawn couldn’t get herself back to normal. They loaded her onto an ambulance to place her in a psychiatric hospital to be observed for a few days. The impact of the imagery she witnessed left her unable to comprehend having a normal life again.

***

Months after the incident, Zacc was put on trial for the deaths of twelve lives, with only one survivor. He pleaded that he wasn’t guilty, but his excuse of blaming the “BabaDank” wasn’t enough to support his story. They charged him with first degree murder of all twelve individuals, as well as intent to murder Dawn. She wasn’t in her right mind to speak on behalf of his logic, so he was sentenced to life without parole.

Within a month of being incarcerated, he was penetrated multiple times by other prisoners, leaving him to bleed to death in the showers. His spleen and intestines had been pulled out, and squeezed around his throat, tying it to the shower head. They made it seem like a grotesque suicide, but the guards didn’t give a shit. One of the guards’ daughters had been one of the victims, so he allowed the horrendous act to go through, in honor of his lost loved one.

***

After three years in the psychiatric ward and meeting with multiple victim specialists, she was finally able to go back into the real world. She was met with paparazzi upon exiting the building but refused to speak to any of them. She knew the real story wasn’t something they wanted to hear. They never would believe her, but for now, she knew she had to get her hands on something. A book. Not just any book, but THE book. Then, she would finally get her answers.


Pot Semetary

Montgomery, Monty, had recently noticed how much he had been spending on weed monthly. He was thirty-three but hadn’t learned how to be more mature and sustainable on his own. His monthly bills had piled up from lack of payment, because he chose to use his bi-weekly paychecks on recreational weed instead. While casually smoking a blunt one night, he came to the agreement with himself that he would attempt to grow his own bud, to save enough money to get him back out of debt.

He paid for his own small home and utility bills, after his parents had kicked him out for being lazy and unreliable. They decided that the only way he would mature was to live by himself and understand what they were going through. He had a good career in real estate that paid well enough money to sustain a living, but he chose to buy expensive glass bongs and top shelf strains instead of taking care of his well-being. He thought he could only feel the utmost effect of marijuana at the highest level of THC.

One day, he was packing a bowl to smoke, when he came across a few seeds in the nugs. An idea came to his head to try and grow his own strains on his own. He researched for hours and thought it didn’t look so hard to start. He gathered up the five seeds he had pulled out and set them to the side. He prepared a damp paper towel and placed it into a zip-close bag, placing the seeds onto it and folding it in half to cover them. He placed it in the best spot for sunlight to reach and left it alone for a few days.

After the fifth day, he noticed all four had sprouted a little root and knew he would have to move them into something else for them to grow. He hadn’t been prepared and forgot to pick up the pots and soil he needed and knew if he didn’t put these in the ground soon, they would die. He instantly thought about planting them outside in his yard but couldn’t handle getting caught with the plants by his landlord. He knew about a portion of unclaimed land within walking distance and decided it was his best bet. He gathered up the plants and proceeded to walk to the spot. An old wooden sign had fallen near the site, but he disregarded it and just thought of how much money he would be saving with these seeds from top shelf strains.

He crouched down and inserted the five plants, with enough room for them to grow. He made sure to set alarms for him to go outside every day to provide them with water and essential needs for them to grow abruptly. Luckily enough for him, they began to grow way quicker than most plants. Within a month, he had five perfectly healthy plants that supplied him with enough nugs to take home on the daily. He thought about cutting them down and smoking every part he could, but then decided to just remove a little at a time, so that he could allow the plant to produce more from where he had taken some from.

The first bowl he prepared, he knew not to have the highest expectations because he had never grown his own marijuana plants before, but after the first hit, he was amazed. It had been the smoothest and most satisfying hit he had ever tasted before. He didn’t even dry the bud out or anything, due to lack of knowledge, so he was met with shock when it came out perfectly. He continued smoking until he felt himself drift into a nice slumber on the couch. When he awoke hours later, he felt rejuvenated and full of energy he never had before. The annoying cough that lingered throughout his days, had gone away instantly. His body had dissipated of all sores and aches, making him feel like he did when he was in his early twenties.

He noticed his cat, Missy, lying on the floor in an awkward position. He picked up the pipe from the table and loaded a bowl, but maintaining his view on his cat, who didn’t move an inch.

“Missy?” He called out, but she didn’t move.

He took a hit and then walked over to her. He examined it and it appeared to look like she wasn’t breathing. He exhaled the smoke onto his cat’s body, as she jumped up and immediately rummaged to the water bowl for a drink.

“Fucking weird ass cat,” he muttered, continuing to smoke. He continued to think about it more, as he swore Missy wasn’t breathing when he came up to it. He looked down at the weed and decided to test his theory on a carcass of an animal. He lived out in the middle of the country, so finding roadkill wouldn’t be so complicated. He took out his old dirt bike from the garage and drove around a few backroads, until he came upon two deceased dogs. They looked to have been recently hit by a vehicle earlier that morning. He examined the dogs, as one had its intestines sprawled out, spewing feces from the lining.

“Ugh, gross,” he said. Looking at the other, it didn’t look disgusting, so he scooped it into the black trash bag he brought along and headed back home.

He slammed the carcass onto the coffee table and proceeded to smoke and exhaled onto the body. For a moment, nothing happened. He was about to give up and assume he was just too high to even notice his cat’s breathing, when the dog jumped up and started licking his hands. The once dead animal had sprung to life, as if returning to its owner again.

“Calm down boy,” he told the dog, checking his body to notice that all his wounds had healed dramatically.  “No way! Fucking sick.”

Monty became instantly obsessed with using his newly grown marijuana to use on deceased animals he had come across. He assumed the weed he had grown was the cure for everything. He could make millions on his newest discovery but didn’t know how he would present his product without sounding ridiculous to the viewer.

He went out a few more times, bringing his pipe and bud along, blowing the smoke onto the remains that were scattered along the backroads. He watched as they all jolted back up and scattered out into the trees and away from him. He was able to bring back a few rabbits, four cats, another dog, and a baby deer that had all met their fates. The realization that it was working blew his mind.

He spent hours outside until the sun fell, and darkness started taking over. This was the signal he needed to start heading back home, feeling exhausted on the ride back. As soon as he reached his bed, he slumped down and fell asleep within seconds.

That night, the dog he had resurrected turned ferocious at night and decided to turn its attention towards the cat, which had turned vicious. While Monty slept, the dog ate Missy and licked himself clean to leave behind zero traces. Its eyes turned carmine after devouring the taste of blood and reluctantly awaited the taste again, as its eyes ventured over towards Monty. Before he could attack, his phone started ringing, waking him from his slumber.

“Hello?”

“Hey baby, did I wake you?” A female voice said.

He rubbed his eyes and cleared his throat, in order to answer more comprehensible. He looked at the clock that read 10:23pm and sat upright before replying.

“No, Daisy, I just. I just kind of dozed off I guess,” he stated.

“If you’re not busy, want me to come over?”

“Yeah, come over right now,” he insisted. He looked at the pipe on the nightstand next to his bed and took a hit. An idea appeared sadistically in his mind, as he smiled.

“Alright, I’ll be there in thirty minutes, love you,” she said, before hanging up the line.

He exhaled the smoke and decided to throw himself into the shower to make himself smell better. He still smelled like the dead animals he had been playing with throughout the day and knew she would not find that attractive.

Monty and Daisy had been dating on and off for approximately four years, mainly because of his incompetence to grow up. She still didn’t want to leave him because he was extremely attractive. He had abdominal muscles that remained even when he didn’t work out and his hair was constantly always staying within the trends. He might not have been great at financials, but he sure kept up with appearance.

Monty loved her, but he knew that she didn’t always keep her wandering eye on him. When he met her, she was dating another guy at the time. Before she broke it off with him, she had already started sleeping with Monty. She performed sloppy fellatio on him and never wanted him to wear condoms on her. Daisy would constantly tell him that she was allergic to latex and therefore, couldn’t copulate using them. To satisfy her man, she would either swallow his semen when he was ready to explode or let him finish across her chest. He didn’t really care either way since she had a huge rack and thought it was sexy to see his jizz sliding down her bosom.

He often thought about breaking up with her, after finding out that most of all his friends around town had slept with her on multiple occasions. With his new discovery, he was glad he didn’t and now he’d have somebody to put his biggest theory to the test. If the strain could bring back a human from the dead.

After showering, he started gathering some tools that he could use as a bludgeon weapon to mangle her with, as she entered the house. He didn’t want to hurt her, but how else would he be able to test his weed on a person? He didn’t know anyone that worked around a morgue or hospital setting, so this was the only thing he could come up with. Besides, if it worked, she wouldn’t know what happened anyway.

He waited thirty minutes, as he heard her vehicle come up the driveway and parked. He had a rubber mallet in his hand, standing behind the door. As she exited her car, he noticed she was wearing a provocative dress, indicating she was coming over to fuck. She closed the driver’s side door and stopped to look at herself in the side mirror. She readjusted her tits to make them look more perky and then continued up to the door. As she reached it, she received a text message to come in on her own. She smiled and pulled at the doorknob. As she opened the door and stepped inside, he instantly attacked her, plummeting the mallet into her scalp. The impact sent her flying to the ground, sending her body in waves of seizures. Foam started building at the mouth, as her eyes rolled back.

“Just fucking die,” he said, pounding her again in the skull. She stopped moving and fell flat, letting blood pour out from the open flesh wound. In a matter of minutes, she remained still as he couldn’t feel a heartbeat anymore.

Before he was going to test his theory, he decided it would be best to tie her down to the bedposts in his room, in case, when she awoke, she remembered what he had done and went after him for revenge. He wanted to give her a clear explanation as to his reasoning behind murdering her. After securing her onto his bed, he took out his pipe, took a huge hit, and exhaled the smoke onto her body. It took a longer time for her to recover, but she evidently opened her eyes, completely disoriented.

“Hey Daisy, do you remember anything that happened?” He asked. She stared at him, bewildered at what happened. She stared at her extremities that were tied to the bedposts and immediately became upset.

“What, what is this? Monty! Why am I tied here,” she shouted, indicating she remembered exactly where she was and who she was with.

“Listen, I need you to calm down and I will explain everything,” he insisted.

He told her everything. The weed that he had been taking care of and the animals he had tested on. Monty even explained why he had attacked her, but that didn’t amuse her at all.

“Let me the fuck go,” she said, expressing her anger.

“I can’t really do that, you see, I need to make sure that you died, and my product brought you back. I’m going to have to run a series of tests for documentation and it might take a while,” he said. He let out a horrid grin, as he inserted a ball gag into her mouth to prevent her from screaming.

Alongside his bedroom, he had pulled out everything from inside his home and garage that he could use to mutilate her body endlessly. He gouged her crotch, sodomized her with a garden trowel, and ripped her entrails apart using multiple fishhooks. After bringing her back and watching her body heal itself, he decided to take things to another level. He smashed her face into nothing but brain matter and fractured bones that crushed into a mush and dissected each extremity through the muscle before blowing the smoke onto her mangled body. She came back within minutes, trying to scream for someone to come to her aid. Each time, it was as if he never laid a finger on her, but the sheets were stained to the rim with blood and other bodily fluids.

He started becoming addicted to inflicting pain on her, causing her death repeatedly gave him an erection so hard, he couldn’t help himself to nut after each time she died. He lusted to make sure that every time would be a whole new experience of erotica. The way he violently violated her body, made him feel powerful, knowing that her life in his hands. He knew eventually he would get exhausted of Daisy and would have the opportunity to meet other women in his life but didn’t want to move on so quickly. He had years of her dishonesty to play with and this was only the beginning.

With the empowerment of playing God, he would constantly make sure his plants were always fed properly, so that he wouldn’t destroy his little supply from reproducing nugs when he needed them. He even started paying for extra nutrients to ensure they remained healthy. He had time between selling homes to go and give them the extra attention they deserved.

Daisy had lasted another year, before Monty started to become bored. He wanted to “play” with other girls for the first time in years, but also couldn’t let go to his first. He cleaned out his basement and transformed it into a room where he could release himself. Monty didn’t think anything that he was doing was wrong, since he always brought them back.

He was able to stock up on females that he met from bars outside of town, as well as those he had picked up while picking up a side job of ridesharing. He was able to drug them through water bottles and marked them as dropped off, before taking them home. His atrocious acts mentally changed him into a monster, that felt nothing; not one ounce of emotion as he maimed and dismembered the females he came across. If the extremities were touching the body when he exhaled the smoke, they would come completely healed. This had taken a couple attempts for him to find out, leaving dismembered corpses for him to dispose of away from town.

***

When police officials finally came across the deformed remains, they were repulsed at the sight and were confused on where to even start looking for the culprit. The way her arm had been detached and reattached looked unnatural for a regular person to have done.

“Sir, what kind of person could have done this?” Deputy Nelson asked, turning his head towards the Sheriff, whose badge read: Miller.

“A sick individual. I need you to find me everyone with a surgical background and bring them in for questioning,” he ordered.

“Yes, sir.”

“I’m not officially declaring the perpetrator is from the medical field, but with quick inspections, appears to look like a revenge cosmetic job gone wrong. Additionally, a perfect place to start investigations,” he suggested.

“Do you think this could be linked to the string of missing females in the general area,” Nelson asked.

“It’s a lead,” Miller replied, indicating that it could absolutely be the reason.

***

Weeks turned to months, as Monty had twenty females held captive in rusted cages, hidden in his basement. His plants had duplicated tremendously after he started harvesting the seeds from his original plants, until he created a field. An elder man noticed him while driving home and couldn’t stop staring. Monty assumed it was because of the gigantic marijuana plants behind him. He filled up a duffle bag of bud and proceeded to ride home on his bike. He had planned to go out for a woman he had his eyes on for the past week. She was a sophisticated brunette that he was feuding over selling a huge property with. She had been swiping properties from him for a while and profiting after finishing the sale, that he couldn’t tolerate it anymore. He wasn’t pleased with being overrun by a female and after following her for days, knew exactly the right time to attack.

The police had determined, after multiple interrogations, that none of the doctors in the area had enough time to commit the crime. They did, however, receive an anonymous phone call from an elderly man informing them about a man that he had seen acting strangely.

“We can’t just arrest a man for being weird, sir,” Nelson informed.

The elderly man, unknowing to Monty, had also seen Daisy enter the home, but never left.

“He had that blonde girl in his home that you were looking for,” he said. Nelson instantly became more interested in what the man had to say after he brought this to his attention.

“Daisy Campbell? And you’re positive you could identify her?”

“Sure, positive from the picture you guys posted on the news last night,” he stated. They had announced the string of females through pictures that were sent in from the families.

“Tell me the address, I’ll send patrol cars in your direction,” he said, taking down notes before disconnecting with the man.

Nelson took the newly uncovered details to Sheriff Miller, who threw back his coffee and immediately jumped up. It was the first lead since making the prediction about it being a surgeon and he could not pass it up.

“Jump in the cruiser, we’re going,” he exclaimed.

As they met up with the elder man, they noticed he wasn’t the cleanest folk in the neighborhood. He had trash surrounding his home, as well as a variety of dismantled vehicles, that had a thick outer layer of rust built up. His house was deteriorating throughout the exterior and interior, but somehow remained standing. It wasn’t much, but he had lived there his whole life, after his parents had passed.

“Where is the man you described located,” Miller asked.

“He lives right up Briar Road, about two miles away. You tell him, you tell him to cut down his damn devil lettuce out from that land across the street. That there land is damned sacred burial grounds that he’s contaminating with the damn stuff,” he said, throwing his hands in the direction.

“Will do. Thank you for your cooperation,” Miller said, walking back to the vehicle with Nelson. They entered the car, as they sat for a moment, while the old man watched.

“You believe the old coot,” Nelson inquired.

“Unless he’s fucking with us, he gave us a very strong lead. Radio in for backup, let’s go check it out,” Miller instructed.

They followed the road, exactly where he had demonstrated. Right on the edge of Briar Road, sat a one-story house, exactly where the old man had stated. Everything he had described had been on point, as they parked down the road and out of sight. They started watching from a distance, staring as Monty parked his bike on the driveway and carried the duffle bag full of weed. He entered the house and went about his daily routine, checking his voicemails and grabbing a drink from the fridge. After a few minutes, he went out of sight.

“Did he leave?” Nelson asked.

“No, he’s still in there somewhere,” Miller replied.

Before he could finish his thought, they heard a horrific scream coming from inside the home. This raised concern enough for them to grab their firearms and head towards the home. They walked around the windows, looking inside strategically. Nelson radioed a second time for backup and gave the exact address. Miller couldn’t wait and decided to kick open the front door. They both ventured into the home, aiming their guns before making any sudden movements. The screaming continued, until it died down, as they remained quiet. When the screaming continued, they moved forward, as Miller noticed the basement door was left open. He motioned to Nelson that he was ready to move forward. They slowly drifted down the stairs, as they witnessed the most sadistic routine.

Monty had a scalpel and had carved down into her carcass, from her sternum down to her pelvic bone. He sunk in his fingers through the open flesh and pulled each side wide open, exposing her innards. Every time she passed out from blood loss, he would blow the smoke onto her and give her more life before she would die. He didn’t allow her to die, so that she wouldn’t heal completely when brought back. He had cauterized the wounds, with a blowtorch and metal device, to keep the blood from flowing constantly. With pliers and a face mask, he began gutting her like he was cleaning some trout. Her face, which had once glowed with beauty, revealed nothing but the muscular flesh underneath. He had started emptying her innards and discarding her bowels into a stainless-steel bowl on the floor. When she had given out again, he blew the cannabis smoke onto her face to wake up again.

He had turned her body face down while she had drifted so that he could easily assemble his perfected version of the blood eagle. He opened the flesh on her back and was pulling her rib cage backwards, when Miller couldn’t watch anymore. The agonizing screams made him act without any sudden warning.

“Freeze! Put the scalpel down and back away from the female,” he yelled out.

“If you kill me, she dies too,” he said, manically.

“Back the fuck away. I will not hesitate to shoot you,” he ensured. Monty didn’t move from the table. He was too close to succeed his greatest vision, whilst still having the female alive.

Monty went to bend the bones more backwards, as Nelson shot without warning, sending a bullet through the back of his head. Brain matter scattered across the deceased woman, as he implanted his face through one of the rib bones that had been forced upwards. It punctured his eye socket and exited out the back of his skull, with the corneal abrasions cascading from the laceration. The visual from the immediate injury, sent Nelson fleeing back up the stairs and out the front door to expel vomit onto the grass before him. Miller turned his head and called it in. He could hear several whispers from other women from the back of the room, where several uncleaned and tortured victims had been locked up in cages. The horrific scene that surrounded him affected him from that day on. This was something he never wanted to discover again.

When asked how they were able to sustain the injuries and survive, the women had no answers to clarify how he was able to do it. They, themselves, didn’t even know how they were able to get back up after feeling like they had met death numerous times. Daisy, who was last to be let out, knew, but she didn’t want to reveal it to them.

***

After months of declaring the truth to the public and marking the town safe from harm again, Daisy was released from the hospital. She had long awaited this day but didn’t want to enforce it in case they would follow her. She drove herself to the field where his weed had remained healthy, even after not being watered daily. She noticed the sign and flipped it over to read: Ancient Indian Burial Ground. Do not attempt to bury anything on the land. Repercussions commence.

“So that’s how he did it,” she said to herself.

She dug up every single plant and left nothing behind, knowing she had to have every single nug for what she was about to do.

That night, she dug up Monty’s grave and used a rolling cart to transport his cold stiff into her vehicle. She took him home and sewed his mouth shut, before rolling up a blunt and exhaling the smoke onto his face. His single eye opened in fear, staring at Daisy standing above him. His extremities had been removed to prevent him from escaping, so that she could have her turn with his body. He tried to scream but couldn’t unlatch his lips from each other.

“Now, dear, it’s my turn to play with you. This time, no one’s going to be looking for you. We have all the time in the world together,” she explained, raising the blade to his chest to begin.


Children of the Kush

“You can set up the lights over there,” Claire instructed. She was known throughout her group of friends to be very detail-oriented because of her obsessive-compulsive disorder. She had to have things exactly the way she envisioned, or else, it would all fall apart in her mind. Unfortunately, she wasn’t in charge of choosing the location of the event they were throwing. After an anonymous vote, using written ballots in a hat, the decision to host it in a secret Kush field won the popular vote. Only a few people knew about the location so that police officials wouldn’t find out and have it torn down. Every now and then, people would come out to harvest a few nugs for themselves whenever they needed some to smoke. It had been growing in the location for several years, as a resource for stoners to have fresh weed.

Claire had headed to the fields at nine o’clock in the morning, the day of the event, so that she would have enough time to set up and make sure there was enough time to test the lighting and cooking system they had laid out in the plans. Being in an isolated area, they had to hook everything up perfectly to ensure that they wouldn’t experience any power shortages.

The Kush fields looked majestic under the summer sun. The warmth it brought in was like an exotic welcome from mother nature herself. The aroma of the plants sent a pleasure through everyone’s nostrils as they arrived. Claire wasn’t too sure about the location at first because of her paranoia, until she walked through them herself and instantly fell in love with the atmosphere. It was the perfect getaway from social life and the perfect placement for their private event.

Every year, their group that consisted of eight individuals, would meet up for an annual gathering, where they would escape from technology and reconcile their friendship with each other. Claire, Brenda, Luke, Marcus, Miranda, Eli, Julian, and Viola had a grown a friendship, that even time couldn’t separate. They had started this tradition after their high school graduation, knowing that they would all have their own life and careers to start, but didn’t want to forget each other. So, instead, they made a pact to spend one weekend a year together. To make things simpler for taking time off, they always chose the first weekend in June to celebrate.

Claire had driven her own SUV that pulled a trailer containing the light and sound equipment, as well as multiple tents, sleeping bags, and other camping supplies. Basically, everything they were going to need for the weekend. It was just part of who she was as a person that made her so well prepared. She hung several outdoor strings of lights atop the sunflowers, that connected to a solar-powered generator. She had set up the above-ground fire pit with seating around it.

As she was about to finish setting up, a van pulled up and parked beside her vehicle. A beautiful Hispanic woman and a lean Caucasian man came out and started walking over to Claire.

“Nice of you to finally join me,” she said, as the girl gave her a hug.

“Six hours in the car and this guy had to pull over and get a new tire because he forgot to pack a spare,” Brenda, the female, explained, as Eli, the male just shrugged his shoulders.

“I had to make room for all her luggage. She swore she had to bring her closet for the two days when I told her to pack lightly,” he laughed. She scoffed at him, as she proceeded to walk over to the grounds. Brenda and Eli had been high school sweethearts, that decided to get married after graduation, upon hearing that she was pregnant with their first son, Niall.

“Oh my god, Claire. You really outdid yourself this time. This looks beautiful!”

“Well, wait. What time is it?” Claire asked.

Eli checked his watch that was on his arm and announced, “It’s a little after one.”

“I spent almost five hours on it, so it better look good,” she joked.

They pulled out a couple coolers of which one held several kinds of drinks, ranging from juices to alcohol, and the other held a variety of different foods. They were all told to pitch in for the weekend, so that they would have enough to sustain everyone’s munchies. Eli wheeled both coolers near the fire pit and told Brenda to unpack the tent, so that they could set it up before others came and claimed all the good areas.

By six o’clock, another car and an old Volkswagen bus pulled onto the parking area. Miranda had been driving with Viola in her hybrid, as the guys had ridden together in the bus. As the door opened, a cloud of smoke flushed out as the rest of the guys came stumbling out together.

“Damn, couldn’t wait ‘til you got here to begin?” Vi asked. She had a reputation for keeping clean, now that she was running for state senate. Her GPA in high school was overwhelmingly successful and she managed to keep it up throughout college, earning her bachelor’s degree with the highest honors.

“Not everyone has to be so obliged to follow the law at all times, but we are proud of you on your upcoming election,” Marcus replied, hitting a blunt as he exited the bus. Miranda caught sight of Eli, who was putting together his tent and was about to say hi, when Brenda joined him. She had always been envious of their relationship but tried not to make it obvious during the trips.

“Whose idea was it to choose this place? Cause it is gorgeous!” Julian expressed. He was openly queer, but never thought about bringing his significant other, assuming these trips were only exclusive to their closed groups. Only because Claire was always making sure everything was suited for eight people.

“I think Miranda might have spoken for it,” Luke announced. He had just stepped down from the driver’s seat of the Volkswagen and joined the others, after checking his phone for the last time. They were always instructed to keep their phones put away until the weekend was over, unless it was important.

They all walked over to the others, pulling out their tents to assemble before the light from the sun disappeared into night. The reflection of the sunset on the plants sent an ambiance of warmth through the group. Miranda and Viola had chosen to share a tent, but neither of them could put it together. So, Luke came over from setting up his own to help, as Miranda became distracted by something that flowed within the flowers.

“Did you just see that,” she asked Luke.

“See what?”

She looked back, but noticed it wasn’t there anymore, so she just disregarded it and told him it was nothing.

By the time the sun went down on the horizon, their tents were set, and they had gathered around the pit, where Eli had started up a nice, comfy fire. The comfort from the flames felt great against the chill of the night air. The moon shone brightly across the night sky, reflecting against the yellow petals that surrounded them. When Brenda got up to excuse herself to empty her bowels, Miranda took the time to send seductive messages to Eli through her eyes. He tried to disregard them, but even he couldn’t resist himself from loving the attraction. He always thought she was attractive, but never acted on it because he was committed to Brenda. When Brenda returned, she noticed that Miranda had diverted her attention back to the sunflowers.

“Who’s got the weed?” Viola asked. As Julian and Luke slammed down a few zip-concealed bags of marijuana on the ground before them.

“Watch out! We’re about to smoke with the newest Senate of Arizona!” Marcus exclaimed, as she started to blush.

Claire got up to go to the coolers and offered to bring back a drink for whoever wanted one, as Marcus quickly got up to help.

“Here, let me help you pass them out,” he obliged. He wanted to pursue a relationship with her but didn’t know how to approach her. Claire wasn’t really the type to fall into the dating scene, after her last boyfriend had abruptly left her for another woman and moved out without any kind of warning. Afterwards, she wasn’t really looking to start something new. Marcus had watched from the sidelines, in hopes that she would finally see how much she meant to him during this trip. That’s why he chose the location.

“Oh, well thanks. How’s the screenplay going?” she asked, remembering he had mentioned it prior.

“It’s going, ha-ha. I mean, I had to restart it a few times, but I think my agent is enjoying the change. I must wait for her opinion on if it’s finally ready to disburse to companies, so I can get my foot in the door,” he replied. His agent had passed on his last project, so he had to completely restart on a new idea that he pitched, but he didn’t want to bore her with those details.

“That’s incredible. I always knew you had the talent,” she said, opening the cooler. They started grabbing enough for each of them, as Miranda got distracted once more by something in the fields.

“I’m going to go use the lavatory,” she exclaimed. Eli took this as a sign for him to follow her, as he made it seem like he was going to grab something from his tent. He walked over to her in the fields and tapped on her shoulder, as she jumped in fright.

“Jesus, Eli. You scared the shit out of me,” she exclaimed in whispers, “What are you doing in here?”

“I thought you wanted me to follow you I here,” he proclaimed. He walked closer to her and started kissing all along her neck, as she started to feel good about it.

“What about…”

“Sshh. Just enjoy,” he replied, before she could finish her sentence. He slipped down her pants and underwear together, exposing her genitalia for him to easily access. He got down on his knees and lifted his head, spreading her legs enough to slide his tongue between the lips of her pussy. Her legs quivered with the feeling of his tongue, as she held herself up. He could hear her settle moaning as he smothered her clit with his mouth. She hadn’t felt this kind of stimulation in a while and could tell he knew exactly what he was doing down there. As he continued circling his tongue around her clit, she could feel the euphoric pleasure, as she finally released herself into his mouth. He lapped up her cum, as it dripped down the sides of his mouth.

Afterwards, he stood up and wiped his mouth. She was about to reciprocate the gesture, but he declined.

“I’ve been gone too long. I’ve got to head back to Brenda at the fire, but I would love to taste you again soon,” he said, walking out of the fields. She was about to join him, as the figure she saw earlier came back into her view. She decided to follow it, as she dove deeper into the darkness of the flowers.

Eli walked back, holding a blanket to cover him and Brenda, as she smiled at him. They were about to kiss, when he was offered the blunt in the rotation. The rest of the group was too stoned to realize that Miranda hadn’t joined them and just assumed she had gone to sleep early. They were passing around numerous blunts and pieces that were packed. Luke and Julian stayed on point on making sure they were getting baked.

“So, Claire. How’s business going? Sales booming?” Viola asked.

“I just got my first grant to help open my first storefront, so I’d say, things are finally getting better,” she explained. Viola didn’t really feel like they had anything in common anymore, so their conversations were always cut short.

“If you need a commercial done, you know where to turn,” Julian exclaimed. He had grown his online show to over a million viewers and had made several offers for ads and small roles in shows from streaming devices.

“Oh yeah! I completely forgot, Julian. Congrats on hitting one million,” Claire congratulated. He stood up and took a bow, as the others laughed and clapped. He sat back down, as Brenda noticed Eli was looking around.

“What’s up, babe?”

“I think one of us is not with us anymore,” he exclaimed, pointing at the empty chair.

“Miranda? She probably went to sleep already. I kind of made her drive the whole way here,” Viola exclaimed. She got up to go check the tent they were planning on sharing but didn’t see her inside. “Oh, well never mind. She’s not here. Anyone see her last?”

The group all started to shake their heads, as Luke remembered her venturing into the fields when she said she needed to urinate.

“Oh, God. She didn’t get lost in there, did she?” Claire worried. “Miranda!”

The whole group started calling out her name and then remained quiet, hoping to hear a response. The night air remained quiet, as they awaited.

“I’m sure she’s fine. She’s a big girl,” Viola said.

“What if she fell and bumped her head? Or is seriously lost in there? I mean, outside the lighted area is pitch black,” remarked Claire. “I should go check.”

Luke got up and grabbed his solar powered flashlight from the side of where he was sitting, “No, it’s alright. I can go fetch her.”

“Want one of us to go with you, just in case?” Asked Julian.

“I’m alright.”

He was about to go in alone, when Eli whispered something in Brenda’s ears. She kissed him, before he got up and grabbed his own flashlight.

“I’m coming with you.”

Luke agreed, as they walked into the sunflowers together. The rest of the group remained around the pit, slowing down on smoking for the moment. Claire started showing a worried expression on her face, as Brenda coddled her with the blanket.

“She’s going to be fine. Like she always is,” she said, to give her comfort.

As the minutes turned to an hour, Claire kept looking at the watch on her wrist. They had been gone for entirely too long for trying to find one person, and it caused her to start fidgeting profusely.

“They’ve been gone way too long,” she announced.

Brenda started nodding, worried that her husband may not be acting loyal, indicating that she agreed that they had been out there way longer than expected. Marcus took the last remaining lit blunt and carefully put it out for the moment.

“Should we send someone else in there?” Viola suggested. Claire shook her head and disagreed with that action.

“I don’t think that would be a good idea, I mean. What if everyone gets lost all night and can’t find their way until morning. If worst comes to worst, they’ll be able to see their way out when the sun rises.”

Brenda started to get agitated with that response, as she jolted upwards and declared, “I refuse to wait until morning for my husband to get back. If no one else will go into the fields, I will and I know damn well, I’ll be back with everyone.”

She grabbed another flashlight from her tent, pulled on a bigger jacket for the cold temperatures, and was about to go in alone, when she felt someone grab her wrist. Julian insisted that he would go in with her, just to make sure she didn’t do anything irrational in case they were having a sexual encounter behind her back.

“Please, just make it back. I won’t be able to sleep until you return,” Claire said, as she watched them enter the fields. In the distance, they heard a horrifying scream echo in the air, sending a vibration of fear down their backs.

“Oh, hell no. I did not sign up for this spooky shit. I am getting my ass to bed before I scare myself into leaving,” Viola said, heading for her tent. “If you see that skinny, white bitch, tell her not to wake me up when she comes in.”

Viola entered her tent and zipped it closed, as Claire and Marcus sat together around the pit. She couldn’t help herself from checking the time frequently, continually getting up and then sitting back down. Marcus couldn’t help but to think about how cute she looked, even during her most anxiety-ridden time. He walked over to her side of the pit and offered her a Xanax to help her jitters. She smiled and swallowed it without a chaser.

“Thanks, I needed that,” she said, with a smile. She thought Marcus was cute but didn’t think he looked at her in any affectionate way.

He wanted to express his emotions and tell her everything, but just as he was about to do so, Julian came running out from the fields, covered in blood and chunks of flesh. He started hyperventilating and collapsed on the ground near the pit. Seeing him distressed sent them running to his side to figure out what had happened.

“Luke! It took Luke! IT FUCKING TOOK LUKE!” He said, not making much sense.

“Calm down, Julian. Breathe. I need you to tell us what took Luke. What do you mean by that?” Marcus questioned.

“It’s something in the field. We were just walking when we saw something hovering over his body. When we got closer, we realized it was eating his fucking eyeballs. Plucking them from the sockets, while he was still alive and trying to pull away. I heard it sucking them out.”

The way he was describing what happened, sent a chill up Claire’s spine, as she immediately thought about Brenda.

“Where’s Brenda?”

His eyes widened at the question, as he looked behind him. He assumed she had run away from the thing, like he had, but she wasn’t there.

“She was right there, man. You weren’t there. You didn’t see what we saw!” He shouted. As the chunks fell from his shoulders. He pointed down at it and cried out, “That used to be Eli!”

Claire couldn’t decide whether what he was saying was true, or if they had all come together to pull a huge prank on them, but either way, she wanted to just leave. None of this was any fun to her and it was overwhelming.

“I need to just get out of here,” she said.

“We can’t just leave everyone out there,” Marcus replied. He didn’t like how this was playing out, but he also couldn’t live with himself if he didn’t do something.

Another startling scream, from a man, exclaimed from the middle of the sunflowers, as blood rained upon the petals. The sight sent Julian towards the bus, as he hid inside of it. He had already seen the thing and didn’t want to encounter it again.

Claire and Marcus were about to run towards her vehicle, as they suddenly remembered Viola had gone to sleep in her tent. They turned back towards it, as she started unzipping the front door. Her eyes were drooping, and slobber ran down her chin, as she peered out at Claire.

“Did you guys hear that sound?” She asked. They were relieved to see her still in her tent and were about to explain what was going on, when a disfigured hand came out from the fields and tore off the dermis on her face in one pull. She screamed in agony, grabbing onto her face that was fully exposing the muscle tissue underneath.

“Oh my GOD!” Claire screamed, grabbing onto Marcus’s shoulder. The hand that came out, wasn’t human. It looked deformed; fused with a marijuana plant to create a hard outer layer with claws made from branches. They could smell the skunky aroma when it was nearby. Viola fell face down onto the ground from the stimulated pain she endured at once. As soon as she fell, the hand gravitated over her corpse and dragged it into the fields.

“Let’s get the fuck out of here,” Marcus shouted, pulling Claire with him. The Xanax had kicked in, as she started feeling too relaxed to care about her surroundings.

He pulled her towards the bus he had come in, as Julian’s body had been disemboweled throughout the front two seats. Severed arteries, an impaled cranium, and a half-devoured spleen on the dashboard sent an overpowered bile of fluids to projectile vomit from Claire’s mouth, all over the decomposing corpse.

“I’m sorry, Julian,” she coughed up, after realizing her spew covered him.

“I’m sure he would understand,” Marcus told her, heading to another vehicle. “Wait, let me get my phone.”

He turned back to the bus and walked to the passenger side door to reach the glove compartment, where they had stored their devices, but it appeared empty.

“It’s gone. Where’s yours?”

Claire clicked her car unlocked and opened the console in between the seats, as she noticed hers was gone too.

“Shit, it’s not here.”

They jumped in her car and went to drive out, but her car wouldn’t start. It stuttered and clicked, but the engine wouldn’t start. They exited her vehicle, as he thought quickly about trying Miranda’s hybrid.

“Hold up, I can hot-wire her car to get us out,” he said.

“No. She always hides her keys above the front tire,” Claire said, as he quickly found them. She ran over to the car and got inside with him, as he was able to turn on the ignition.

“Fuck yeah! Let’s get the hell out of here and find help,” he said, pulling out from the dirt and onto the main road. He started reviving the engine to drive at full force, as he plowed his foot down on the gas petal. As he drove off, Miranda came running out from the side of the field, covered from head to toe in blood. Marcus didn’t see her right away because of the darkness, but instantly felt the impact her body made on the vehicle when he ran right into her. The speed at which he was going and the amount of force hitting her body, caused her to burst into a blood-splatter of flesh and bone matter along the road. Her gore covering the windshield blinded them from seeing anything in front of them, stirring him off the road and back into the sunflower fields.

As the car came to a stand-still, the hit caused the airbags to inflate and knocked Claire out for a few minutes. When she lifted her head, Marcus’ head had been impaled when the windshield busted. A large fragment of glass penetrated through the middle of his forehead, instantly rolling his eyes back from the brain injury. His jaw lied forced open and mangled to the right side, deforming his facial features.

Claire wanted to scream for help, but there was no one left around her, and they had chosen a location far away from the general public. The door had been dislodged from the brackets, so she had to kick it open to let herself out. She looked around her, as she feared being anywhere near the dreadful sunflowers. She tried to get up, as she noticed the Xanax prevented her from feeling the bone fragment that dislodged out from her skin on her lower leg. Sanguine fluid poured out from the fresh wound, as she crawled to get out onto the main road. She could see the mutilated flesh that was scattered all over the vehicle that belonged to Miranda and burst into tears.

As she crawled, she could hear the snapping of branches along the ground, sounding as if it were preying on her. As she tried to move quickly, she felt the warm liquid of urine flow down her legs from fear and thrusted her body forward. She could see the road in her view, but before her hand could touch the blacktop, a figure hovered above her. Claire turned her head to see what it was finally, as she saw her most unpleasant dream come true.

The figure was over six feet tall and resembled a scarecrow. Instead of a stuffed body, his had been infused with marijuana, causing his skin to mutate into a harden flesh, that was a dark green color. Its face was imprinted with branches that mirrored veins and it wore a tattered brown hat that covered its eyes. Its body had been penetrated numerous times, pouring nugs of weed out from his internal wounds. Its teeth were rotted and sharpened manually to imitate an animal attack when it ate.

This was his land, and he was there to rid of all unwanted guests. She felt the heat from its breath, as it widened its teeth near her face. She closed her eyes and finally relaxed herself, knowing this was the end. The last gathering, she would ever have seen any of them. She simply swallowed her fate and proceeded to let it happen. In an instant, she was its final meal, as it would hang itself back up on the post to watch over the beautiful sunflower fields once more.


Dawn of the Dank

Dawn of the Dank: The World’s First and Largest Marijuana-based EDM Festival. Ruby had anticipated this event from the moment Dr. Bass announced it over social media. The event blew up overnight, as they released the date that they would have presales open to the public. Ticket sales included single day passes, weekend passes, camping, and VIP Gold passes that would allow them access to top shelf weed dispensaries that would be selling product on site. She had saved up money from working numerous jobs around the clock in order to afford the VIP bracelet that most of her friends had talked their parents into buying for them. VIP was sold for over a thousand dollars but came with a lot of freebies for weed and smoking accessories.

Ruby was nineteen and had been smoking behind her parent’s back since she had been fifteen. She hadn’t purposely known at the time that she was going to smoke and fall in love with the feeling at the time, but after hot boxing the car with a couple of new friends from school, she couldn’t get enough. Soon after turning sixteen, she had applied for different jobs to pay for her own. Her twin sister, Rayne, had caught her smoking after school one day and questioned how it made her feel. Curious, she grabbed the joint and decided to try it for herself. She enjoyed it, but very minimally. Rayne had a thing about not losing control over her body or allowing a substance to make decisions for her. She hated alcohol for that very reason alone.

When Ruby found out about the event, she instantly told Rayne about it first. Upon seeing the price, they both gulped until they made payment plans available. Ruby made a pact that they would go together and experience it as sisters, working around the clock to afford them.

“What if I can’t get that last payment in time?” Rayne questioned, as the due date was nearing.

“I can probably make up an excuse for school for that last $500. Say I need a new textbook or some other shit. Don’t worry about it too much,” she insisted. Ruby always had the solution to all their problems. Rayne would often call her the better twin because of how calm Ruby always remained.

***

The day of the event, Ruby and Rayne rode together to the venue, where they had to arrive early because the parking took over an hour before they were given a place to park. The venue had round-the-clock surveillance to ensure the safety of leaving their vehicles unattended. Once parked, they exited their vehicle along with thousands of other guests. Ruby had chosen to wear a bright, lime-green go-go outfit that had three tops overlapping each other, with ties to match that wrapped firmly around the thighs. Covering the bottoms of her legs, were a pair of green fluffies to match the rest of the attire. She had blacklight-reactant makeup surrounding her eyes, with beautiful rhinestones to help show off her facial features.

Rayne had decided to dress down, but still fun. She had chosen to wear a black crop top with thin straps and a pair of black cargo pants that fell over her knees, so they could hold their personal belongings. She had placed her hair in space buns with her sister, so that she could still feel like a twin. She didn’t think she’d be smoking too much, so that when it came time to setting up their tent for the night, she could do it with ease. The line to get in the main entrance was so long, they were happily glad they got their way before it began.

While waiting in line, they started making friends with the people that were standing in line near them.

“I’m Ruby and this is my sister, Rayne,” she introduced.

“Well, I’m Clinton but you can call me Reptar. This is my girlfriend, Ashton, aka Pinky,” the male said, standing next to his girl.

Another girl, with a variety of candi on her arm, came around and gave the twins one of their own, while teaching them how to do the P.L.U.R shake before making the distribution. Ruby loved how friendly everyone was and could not wait to get inside. Her blood pressure rose heavily as they started letting people in through the gates.

Walking inside after an hour, everything was completely unreal to their eyes. The main stage had an entire wall of bass; a wall of nothing but speakers that expelled the loudest volume. They had a powerful team of visual effects making 3-D apparitions of mythical creatures and marijuana-themed graphics. The venue was one large building, wide enough for up to 100,000 guests with an exit to the back campground to make it easier to access their personal belongings. Ruby wanted so much to just start exploring, but knew they had to properly put up their tent before their night could begin.

Rayne loved the visuals and thought to herself that she might want to pursue learning how to create her own one day. She was more interested in knowing where all the exits were located, in case of an emergency. She would allow her sister to have as much fun as she wanted, she would be there to secure safety.

“Oh my GOD! Look at this place. I’m literally in heaven right now,” Ruby exclaimed, listening to the music from the first DJ.

“It’s pretty fucking amazing, but we should go set up camp before all the good spots are taken,” Rayne announced, leading her towards the back exit to the official campground. Several others had already claimed their places nearest the entrance, as they found a spot near the friends they had previously made.

“It’s open over here,” they signaled.

“Oh, thanks guys,” Ruby said. Rayne started opening their tent, as Ashton sent over Clinton to help them put it together. With his help, they were done in less than ten minutes. They had brought a small cooler with sealed drinks and snacks that were along the guidelines to be accepted in. They also protected their belongings by securing their tent with a small lock. They left behind most of their things, except their phones and money.

“You guys going back in?”

“Yeah, after we smoke a blunt. Wanna hit?” Clinton asked, offering. Ruby took it and sat down with them to smoke a bit, as Rayne stood from afar, looking at the swarm of people that had come from inside.

They passed it around and got to know each other better, as Ruby got her sister’s attention to at least take one hit from the blunt. She did and blew it out instantly, falling into a series of coughs.

“I forgot, they got it from upstairs in VIP, so it’s pretty strong,” Ruby told her.

Rayne sat down to socialize better with their new friends but stayed alert at those around her.

***

Unknown to the guests, there was one that was watching over all of them. A dark figure that hid within the walls of the building. He observed the crowd from inside the lining of the wall, climbing to the top, above where the lights were located. The hosts of the event were supposed to ensure that the location for the event had the proper paperwork to use the property, but they just labeled the building as inhabited and threw an offer onto the table.

The figure had a dark and twisted answer to them throwing a party in his home, so while they renovated the interior, the figure composed a series of eerie events located within the walls. He sat and watched, waiting for the perfect moment for his morbid games to begin. For now, he watched and waited until he set his eyes on a certain individual. One that he was going to make his own. And his sight was on Rayne.

***

As the night fell over the event, cannabis smoke filled the air. Ruby was baked and ready to party, with her sister by her side. They decided, along with Clinton and Ashton, that it was finally time to experience the inside. Unfortunately, their friends didn’t have the VIP pass to go upstairs but promised to share what they received since they had shared their own personal stash. Ruby led Rayne towards the staircase, walking through crowds of people jumping to the music that was blaring from the speakers.

“I’m so glad you’re here to experience this with me,” Ruby announced, giving her twin the biggest hug.

When they got to the top of the stairs, they were handed individual gift bags that went with their bracelet that included over $500 worth of goodies from the dispensaries that helped make the event a reality. They were given multiple eighths of different strains, pipes for marijuana, edibles, drink passes and were allowed to eat from the snack bar for free all night. All along the top floor, were several dispensary kiosks that provided them with free weed to smoke for the night. The benefits of spending an excessive amount on tickets for a single weekend. They were able to watch the sea of people dancing and jumping, enjoying themselves.

As the clock struck closer to midnight, the figure in the dark started preparing for the start of everything. When it would reach the time, a pull of a trigger would slam shut the metal doors that barricaded the building, preventing anyone from leaving. He patiently awaited, licking his lips underneath a slick, black mask that hid his identity.

Rayne felt a sudden drop of anxiety hit her chest, as she started to feel as if something was going to happen. It had hit her almost instantly, as she watched her sister screaming happily from the balcony.

“Something doesn’t feel right,” she said. Her sister, who was overwhelmed with the sounds from the speaker didn’t understand what she said.

“What?”

“I said, something doesn’t feel right,” repeating her words.

“It’s probably just the mixture of smoke in the air. Just try not to think about it too much,” Ruby suggested, continuing to party.

Rayne didn’t like disregarding her intuition, but knew Ruby wanted to have a good time after all the money she had saved up to afford her ticket. She tried to enjoy herself, but something just lingered in the back of her throat, that something horrible was about to happen.

“Look, our pals are going back out. Want to go outside for some fresh air?” Ruby asked. Rayne nodded her head, as Ruby took ahold of her hand and tried to make it towards the stairs. The wave of people that had also paid for VIP had prevented them from getting down, as they blocked the only exit down. She started to look around, hoping there was another way down that they hadn’t noticed yet.

As they walked, the clock struck midnight as the DJ threw a mix with a huge drop at the same exact time. A new cloud of smoke covered the venue, making it impossible for anyone to have seen the figure pressed the button, instantly rolling down the heavy metal doors. They collided with the ground so quickly, that anyone in the opening got crushed instantly when they shut. Bones cracked, as people spat out blood from their mouths. Ashton had been one of the unlucky, as the gate plowed so heavily, her rib cage cracked through her chest, spilling out her innards onto the ground beneath her. Guests screamed, as they ran towards the closed entrances and pounded on the doors.

Outside, the sprinkler system cut on, showering the partygoers in hydrofluoric acid onto their skin. Piercing cries came from the thousands of people who had been in the camping area, as their skin liquified and disintegrated off from their bodies. Hiding in their tents only worked until the acid dissolved them. Guests inside the building watched in horror as the thousands of people outside slowly died, crawling and smothering their carcass over the freshly cut lawn. Their screams were overshadowed by the loud bass system inside of the building, so they only heard their own cries of despair among each other. The music died out when the DJ was brought with the devastating news.

The building was rigged with gruesome traps that became a sick game to the figure. He sliced through a rope, that slung a handmade guillotine half the size of the room, severing guests’ body. Faces were detached from their heads, extremities were amputated, and morbid decapitations sent bodies collapsing to their death, as it remained swinging from side to side. Panic ran amidst the people, as Ruby and Rayne were quickly split up.

Guests were shoving others, trying to figure a way out, as Ruby was knocked down the flight of stairs and onto the floor. Before she could gather the strength to get back up, she was trampled over by hundreds of guests that were too scared to notice her. Heels penetrated her flesh, plummeting further into her internal organs. She coughed out mouthfuls of blood, before she finally gave out. As her cranium hit the ground, a man’s foot stepped down on it, causing it to compress under the weight. As Rayne made it to the side of the balcony to look for her sister, she saw the horrid macabre and had to turn her head away from the sight.

She collapsed into the corner in tears, not knowing what to do, as everyone shuffled around in fear. Above the stage, the figure had rigged a device that attached the blades from a lawn mower to a metal pole that circulated quickly. It lowered above the crowd, as it spun quickly. The DJ pushed himself through the crowd, trying to run from it, as it furiously spun through the crowd, grinding and ripping apart thousands of helpless victims. Rayne could hear the horrific screams and the sound of bodies being ripped apart. She covered her ears to block out the sounds. Nothing she wanted more than to open her eyes and be back at home with her sister.

A handful of people were still alive, as a cloud of black smoke covered the building, preventing from anyone being able to see anything in front of them. The figure swung from a rope, slashing and mutilating the last of the individuals. He was able to move freely without any problems, making sure to not let his presence be known. He continued until he was sure, no one else was still alive.

Rayne rocked herself until the screaming around her stopped. She knew her demise was about to come forward and was ready to meet face to face with it. She removed her hands from her ears and pulled herself up. The balcony was emptied but covered in gore and bodily fluids. She couldn’t bear to open her eyes, but she had to force it to happen.

A bloody disarray of dismembered corpses. A massacre. She had never seen something so treacherous in all her life. Her legs remained shaking, as the room echoed in nothingness around her. She was all alone. Or so she thought, until the figure dropped down onto the balcony in front of her.

“This is it,” she thought. As the figure walked forward, she closed her eyes in anticipation, as he injected her with a syringe. She collapsed in his arms, as he tossed her onto his shoulders and took him into the area between the walls.

Ambulances and police came to the event, as a few guests hadn’t made it inside yet to experience the atrocity and called when they heard the screaming begin. A few had jumped the back fence to witness the dismantled deceased that had mutilated into the ground, as one big sludge of human remains.

The event was named one of the worst massacres in history, as they never had any leads to who could have caused the murder of over 50,000 people within twenty minutes. It left police officials in questions, examining every inch of the building for any markings, prints, or indications that an individual caused the worst crime of the decade. But they would never find him, not where he was now. With her.


House Of 1000 Strains

“Are we there yet?” Renae asked from the back seat of the van. She was fanning herself with an old, dirty magazine she found luckily on the floor.

“Only about six more hours to go,” Nate said from behind the stirring wheel.

They had made the decision to make the long-distance drive to a concert event that only happened once in a lifetime. With Nate being the only one with a vehicle large enough for all of them to fit, they decided to carpool the trip. Unfortunately, after a few hours in, his air conditioning decided to die, leaving them to melt in hundred-degree temperatures.

“Ugh,” Renae replied, hoping that the summer sun would go down soon so that she could feel the cool wind brush across her face through the open windows.

“It’s not about the suffering along the way. It’s about the experience,” Daryl reminded the group, as he lit up a joint in the passenger seat.

“Lemme get a hit of that,” Renae asked, putting out her hand for him to pass it.

“Rotation, bitch,” Humberto told her, cutting in front to take it from his hands before she could. She just crossed her eyes and scowled at his largely built body, as he slumped back down in his seat next to her and exhaled the smoke in front of her face.

“You’re not cute,” she said, as he passed it over to her to take a hit.

After a couple more hours of smoking and trying to beat the heat of Arizona, the sun was finally starting to go down, sending a small chill of air inside the car enough for Renae to feel slightly better.

As they drove down a secluded dirt road that the GPS told them to take, Nate started to see someone standing off in the distance on the side of the road. They were in the middle of the desert, and he was thinking he might be high or something for someone to be standing alone. She had bouncy blonde hair that went down to the middle of her back and a tight outfit that exposed her enlarged breasts that were hard not to notice.

“Is that a person out here in the middle of nowhere?” Daryl asked, causing the other people in the car to grow curious enough to look out their windows.

“Well, I’ll be damned,” Humberto exclaimed. “We can’t just leave her out here. Especially with those…”

Daryl threw a jacket from his seat at Humberto’s face, as a gesture for him to keep quiet before he said too much around the ladies in the car.

“You expect us to pick her up? We don’t even know who she is or where she came from. She could be a fuckin’ psycho for all we know,” Renae exclaimed, showing no interest in picking up another female. She looked down at her own breasts that were small and petite, knowing they didn’t get any attention from the boys in the car.

“Humberto is right. I wouldn’t feel right leaving her out here alone in the desert,” Nate responded.

Trixie, who had been asleep for most of the trip, woke up to the debacle. She was trying to understand what was going on and what was causing stress across the group.

“What’s going on?”

“These horny guys want to pick up that chick on the side of the road with the big tits,” Renae replied, pointing out the window.

Trixie looked at the female outside and tilted her head, wondering how she even got stuck out in the middle of nowhere.

“Well, I don’t think we should just leave her out here to be buzzard food, but I do believe we should be on guard,” she replied, as Renae huffed and crossed her arms.

“Well, she ain’t sitting next to me,” she scowled.

After getting the approval, Nate pulled the van over to the side of the road near the woman, allowing her to rush over.

“Oh my god. I am so glad you stopped. I feel like I’ve been stuck out here for days,” the woman exclaimed, picking up her solo bag from the dirt.

Humberto slid open the back door to allow her to enter, as he forced Renae to slide over to make room for her in the middle seating. Renae just rolled her eyes and decided to ignore the bitch.

“You must forgive my friend here for her rude attitude. I can promise you she’s always this way,” Humberto explained.

“Ain’t no need to explain. We females always have attitude towards others we don’t know,” the woman smiled.

“So, how’d you get stuck out here if you don’t mind me asking,” Daryl asked, before Nate got the van up and moving again.

“Fuckin’ low life of a boyfriend left me out here after we got in an argument. I figured he’d come back after a couple’a minutes, but the douche never returned,” she explained.

“You’re fucking joking. He just dumped you out here like a piece of trash?” Humberto asked, showing sympathy in his tone that made Renae roll her eyes even harder.

“Sure did,” she said.

“May I ask your name?” Daryl asked kindly.

“My friends all call me Dollie, course because of my huge tits,” she laughed as she grabbed them with both hands. They were too large for her hands to hold, causing Nate to look through the rearview mirror and swerve a little off the road. Daryl had to nudge him to pay more attention while driving so that the girls wouldn’t notice. The boys all laughed at the joke, as Renae became even more bothered. She wanted to kick the girl out of the car while it was moving so quickly but kept the intrusive thoughts in her mind.

“That’s a nice name,” Humberto replied, trying to ignore her sexual comment. The boys could sense the hatred pouring out from Renae, but Trixie didn’t seem to mind another female in the car.

“So, where you all heading?” Dollie asked.

“We’re on our way to Thrash Music Festival,” Daryl replied.

“That sounds exciting,” she said, showing that she had no idea what the event was.

“Supposed to be the largest festival of the year,” Nate explained. “More than a hundred live acts in one weekend, course, that’s just what they advertised.”

Dollie laughed and nodded her head. She liked the attention she was getting from the boys in the car, even if Renae was causing tensions to rise with her awkward silence.

“Well, I won’t be much of a bother for you precious folks. I just need a lift to the nearest town and then I’ll be on my way,” Dollie asked nicely.

“That’s no problem at all. I know we passed a sign a few miles back indicating that we’ll be reaching a place called Sommerville in about forty-something more miles,” Nate announced as he continued to drive.

“Sommerville. I reckon I’ve been there as a stop on the way out here. That’ll work for me,” she replied, showing off her musty smile, illuminated with yellow-tinted teeth from years of drug usage. The boys didn’t seem to pay any attention to her hidden, grotesque detail. They were more fixated on her body.

“Great,” Renae muttered under her breath.

The drive was silent for the most part, as they all watched the sun set and the darkness of the desert night started to rise. It was peaceful outside the car, as Nate started to feel the effects of driving for so long take control. His eyes began to fall, as he looked over at Daryl, who had already fallen into a deep slumber.

The group had all decided to take a nap, as Humberto and Dollie continued to talk more about themselves. Nate allowed his eyes to fall, as a sudden pop caused him to wake up alerted and the van started to drift from side to side.

“What was that?” Daryl asked, as he suddenly woke up terrified.

“I think our tire just popped,” Nate exclaimed, as the rest of the group awoken in fear.

“What the hell did you run over?” Renae questioned, with an annoyance in her tone.

“Nothing, it just sort of happened,” he said, not wanting to explain that he was starting to fall asleep behind the wheel.

“Well, let’s see how bad it is. How far are we from that town you mentioned?” Daryl asked, removing his seatbelt.

“A little less than twenty miles,” he replied.

Daryl nodded, as they both opened their doors to exit the van. Nate walked around to meet Daryl’s side with the blown-out tire, as they realized it was worse than expected. No amount of fix-a-flat was going to make it a usable tire again.

“Fuck man, this is pretty bad,” Daryl said, throwing his hands to the back of his head. “Did you bring a spare at least?”

“You know I can’t afford that shit,” Nate replied, trying to think of a different way they could continue the trip.

At this moment, the girls were already opening the back seat windows to see what was going on outside.

“How bad is it?” Renae asked.

“Well, it’s not repairable,” Daryl responded, as Nate groaned.

“Is there a spare?” Trixie asked.

“This idiot didn’t think to bring one,” Daryl replied, motioning towards Nate.

“Call triple A,” Renae ordered. Nate took out his cell phone and tried to look online for a number to reach the business, but it showed that he had no cell reception this far out in the desert.

“I’ve got no bars,” he told her, as she rolled her eyes.

The others pulled out their phones and noticed they too didn’t have service either.

“Well, shit for brains, you done fucked it up this time,” Renae scolded Nate for his incompetence in bringing a spare tire for times like these.

“Shut the fuck up, Renae. I didn’t hear you say shit before we left about it either,” he bitched at her back.

Before they could fight anymore, Dollie decided to speak up so that they wouldn’t be hostile toward each other anymore.

“I could go walking towards town and get some help,” she offered.

“He just said it was almost twenty miles away,” Renae reminded her.

“That’s not the worst I’ve walked before,” she told them. “Might not make it until sunrise, but at least you won’t be stranded forever.”

“It might be a while before another car goes by as well,” Trixie added.

“Well, I don’t think you should go by yourself,” Daryl added.

“I’ll go with her,” Humberto exclaimed. With his heavy-set body, they were all surprised to hear him volunteer.

“Are you sure you can make it that far? No offense, dude,” Nate replied.

“Shut the fuck up, man,” Humberto scolded him. “Course I can.”

Humberto hated whenever his friends would make comments about his weight, especially in front of attractive girls. He thought having this time alone would give him the upper hand in getting to know her more before they reached the next town.

Right before they started their journey, Trixie stopped them to toss a water bottle over to both.

“Thanks, dear,” Dollie said, as Humberto nodded.

Daryl and Nate watched, annoyed that he was getting the chance to be alone with the new girl they swooped up. Trixie was gorgeous, but she hadn’t shown any interest in any of the guys since she met them over three years ago. The trip was only meant for them to attend the concert as friends for the experience of a lifetime. But Nate still wanted to see if there could be a chance to get to know Trixie, before they all went off to start their official careers after the summer was over.

Trixie was to start interning at a law firm out of state, so her initial idea was to blow off the summer as one big going away party before making the transition. She had already left her boyfriend from high school and decided not to pursue anyone else so she could focus on herself. She had gorgeous red curls that ran down her back and subtle freckles along her face that drew guys in instantly. Being with only one man sexually, she was frequently sought after by many but mentally closed off. She decided that after she settled in her new place and job, then she would give the dating scene a chance again.

“How long you think it takes for them to come back with help?” Daryl asked.

“With Humberto going instead of one of you, probably a week,” Renae joked. “His fat ass is probably going to rest every five minutes if he doesn’t try fuckin’ that trailer trash shit along the way.”

“Why are you always splittin’ his game? You jealous or something?” Nate asked, giving her a smirk.

“Jealous of that? Please,” she replied, crossing her arms and turning the other way.

“Because she got them watermelons and yours look like some ant hills that are disintegrating,” Daryl joked. “No hate. Some guys like those flat titties.”

The night air was quiet, with only the slight sounds of wind and subtle coyotes in the distance. Humberto was trying to keep up with Dollie’s strides, as he could tell she did a lot more walking than he was used to. Her face seemed annoyed that she would have to stop several times for him to keep up, as he was more interested in petty small talk than making it into town before the sun came up.

“So, what’s your real name,” he asked.

“Now, why do you want to know that?” she asked, walking over a small tumbleweed that tried to attach itself to her shoe.

“Because I don’t believe Dollie is your real name,” he replied.

“It’s real enough for me,” she answered. “Now hurry, we ain’t got all day. I’m sure your friends don’t want to be completely stranded all night.”

He nodded and started moving his chubby legs a little quicker, huffing under his breath. This wasn’t really going the way he intended.

“Wait! Is that?” she asked, stopping dead in her tracks. They had only been walking for twenty minutes, so Humberto was curious to know what she was talking about.

“What?” He asked, as she just pointed.

A dirt driveway led all the way up to a seemingly abandoned house that was gated to the public. There was no car in the front or any signs that someone had recently been living there, but she was hoping maybe the place had a working phone from the inside that could still dial out. Humberto didn’t want to seem like a pussy about walking up to a random abandoned house, so he led the way up the deserted driveway.

“You think anyone lives here?” Dollie asked, following behind him.

“If they did, they’d already have a gun in our face for trespassing,” Humberto joked, swallowing hard in hopes that he didn’t just jinx them both.

They got up to the front door and knocked, as Dollie looked through the dusted old windows. She couldn’t see anything or anyone inside, as the dirt was so thick.

“Hello?” Humberto called out, as he knocked harder on the door. “My friends and I just need to use your phone. Our car broke down a few miles back if you don’t mind.”

“I don’t think anyone’s home,” Dollie replied to him, seemingly annoyed. Humberto was ready to just walk past the place and continue onwards to town while the sun was about to start rising, as Dollie walked past him and checked the front door to see if it would open. To her surprise, it wasn’t locked, and she was able to open it with ease.

“I don’t think we should just intrude inside someone’s home. They might be a crazed hillbilly or something out here,” he told her. She rolled her eyes and walked inside without a care.

“If there is, I’ll just suck his dick or something, so he doesn’t shoot us,” she joked.

Humberto didn’t feel right about entering a home during the dark morning but couldn’t let her go in alone. He followed her inside, as they were welcomed by numerous taxidermy animals hanging around the walls of the home. The place was a disarray of garbage and leftover food on the tables, as maggots and other infestations had manifested it to become their home. The smell alone was enough to make both of them gag, but they continued to roam through the house in search of a phone.

“This place is disgusting,” Dollie said, while pinching her nose closed to block out the obnoxious odors.

“From the looks of it, seems like no one’s called this place home for a while,” Humberto replied.

They continued, hoping for some kind of device to call out for help. Even an old school radio but found nothing. They were about to give up, when they noticed another room towards the back that was causing them to gravitate more towards it.

“What do you think is back there?” Dollie asked, slowly stepping her way towards the closed door.

“Probably a pile of dead bodies,” Humberto joked, but Dollie just seemed annoyed by his jokes.

“Seriously though,” she replied.

“Not sure, but hope there’s a phone,” he said, making his way to the back room and stopping for a moment before entering.

Humberto slowly opened the door, as the room that they assumed would be small was the size of a two-car garage. Along the walls were trash bags and jars full of different strains of marijuana, all labelled nice and neat as if it were part of a dispensary. There was a faint green light above the room to make sure that the weed was preserved enough to stay fresh for the longest amount of time. Humberto and Dollie’s eyes lit up at the sight of what they had discovered in this remote house in the middle of nowhere.

“What the hell?” Humberto shockingly exclaimed.

“You think someone forgot all of this or left it behind?” Dollie asked.

“This amount of weed? I highly doubt that,” he replied but gave a confused look from the way the place was left to look. Maybe she was right. Maybe whoever it belonged to was about to get busted and ran before the police could raid the place. Either way, he started to feel more uncomfortable about being in the house.

“I think we should probably make our way out of here,” he started to say. “Well, maybe we can take a few bags. Wouldn’t help to make a few bucks.”

Dollie seemed interested in him more since he gave that idea and smiled in his direction.

“I agree. I mean, somebody left it here so might as well take some for us since no one’s here to claim it,” she added.

They were able to find a couple old backpacks and started packing the bags with as many as they could fit inside. While stuffing the bags, Humberto stopped for a moment, thinking he heard a noise coming from another room.

“Hold up,” he said, raising his arm up to get her to pause on what she was doing.

“There’s no one here,” Dollie laughed, ignoring his paranoia.

He waited a moment to see if he could hear it again, but never did. Ignoring it for a moment, he continued to stuff his bag until it couldn’t fit anymore.

“I’m stuffed. You ‘bout done?” He asked.

Dollie nodded, but as they were about to get up from their spot, a sledgehammer pounded into the side of Humberto’s face, impaling deep into the flesh. His face was instantly deformed and caved inwards, as blood splattered across Dollie’s face. She screamed at the sight and jumped upwards, running past his mutilated self and straight for the front door. Humberto tried to call out for her to help him, but she was already running out the door and into the light of the rising sun. The sledgehammer met the front of his left kneecap and bent the bone backwards, as he screamed out in agony. The bone penetrated out through the skin from the back of his leg, as blood poured out onto the floor.

He couldn’t see who or what had caused the injury but could see the bludgeon tool being pulled back again to strike. Humberto tried to crawl away, with blood smearing with each pull he made with his body but was instantly paralyzed when it struck him in the vertebrae. The impact into his spinal cord left him unable to move, as he lay limp on the dirty floor. He heard laughter come from behind him, as his body spasmed along the wooden flooring. With one final swing to the back of his head, his skull burst open like a watermelon, expelling blood and brain matter along the floor and bags of weed in the room.

Outside, Dollie was running with a face full of bloody tears down her face, forgetting about the direction she had made. Instead of running into town that was only a few miles away, she had turned in the direction she had come from. Scared that the person responsible would be coming after her, she allowed her shoes to fall off while running, hoping she would have enough gap between them to get away and back to freedom.

After running for what seemed like forever, she saw the broken-down car she had left behind coming up in the distance.

“Fuck!” She exclaimed, realizing she had gone the wrong way.

Renae was the first to notice the large breasted girl running back towards them and rolled her eyes.

“The bitch is coming back this way,” she told the others, as Nate, Daryl, and Trixie looked out through the windows.

“Weren’t they supposed to go to town for help?” Daryl asked.

“You can’t ask a bimbo for help,” Renae joked.

“Something’s wrong,” Trixie exclaimed, jumping out from the back seat to go find out what had happened. Trixie noticed the blood splatter on her face and tried to calm her down when she reached the van.

“What happened?” Trixie asked.

“They… someone…. In the house,” she tried to explain, but was completely out of breath.

“Calm down and catch your breath,” Trixie said. “Nate, bring me a water from the van.”

Nate did what she asked of him, as he and Daryl both exited the van to see what was going on.

“Where’s Humberto?” Daryl asked.

“There was a house up ahead. We went inside to see if someone could help us or maybe had a phone that could call out, but there wasn’t,” she paused to drink some water.

“And?” Nate asked.

“Someone in that house fuckin’ killed him,” Dollie screamed out, horrified on what she remembered seeing.

“Now, how do we know you didn’t kill the fat ass?” Renae joked, sticking her head out the van window.

“I’m not making this shit up. Someone fucking bashed his head in with a sledgehammer right in front of my face. His blood splattered all over me,” she screamed out at her.

“Or he’s just playing some kind of sick joke on you,” Nate said, knowing that Humberto was capable of such act.

“I mean, why would someone just straight murder him while you were just asking for help. It doesn’t make sense,” Daryl asked, scratching the faint facial hair on his chin.

“We found this room full of weed and just thought that since no one appeared to be living in this house, that we could just take a little of it for ourselves,” she tried to explain.

“How do you know the house wasn’t occupied?” Nate asked.

“The place was fuckin’ disgusting and just infested with roaches and rats. Moldy food was left on the tables and dust was covering the interior. We just assumed,” she said, allowing fresh tears to fall down her face.

“Or this is all a prank, and he took the weed for himself and is in town making money for the both of them as some elaborate hoax,” Renae said.

“Shut the fuck up, Renae,” Trixie shouted at her.

“Whatever. Why don’t we just go up there and see for ourselves what’s going on,” Renae suggested.

“That’s exactly what we’ll do,” Nate said. “Grab a few waters from the van and let’s head out.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” Renae replied, folding her arms across her chest.

“That’s fine. Stay here if you want, but the rest of us are going,” Daryl said. “You can stay here with Renae if you want.”

Dollie nodded, as she had no intention of returning to the house. She just wanted to wash off the bloody bits of their friend off her body. Mortified, she jumped in the back of the van and started using water to rinse herself off. Renae had jumped to the front seat to create space between the two of them, as the rest of the group made their way towards the house, she had described to them. Knowing it would take a couple hours to get there, they wanted to leave right away before it got any hotter in the day.

“What do you think really happened out there?” Nate asked.

“I don’t know, but I don’t like the feeling I’m having about the whole situation,” Trixie replied.

The desert sun was approaching soon, as they watched the sun rise high in the sky. Rattlesnakes slithered off in the distance, as tumbleweed moved across the sands with the last of the morning winds.

It took a couple hours for them to reach what appeared to be the house with the fencing around the yard. The place didn’t seem to radiate any kind of vicious energy from it, except that it appeared abandoned. They pushed open the front gate that creaked from old age and made their way to the front door. Trixie looked inside through the windows, as Nate knocked heavily on the door.

“Hello? Is there anyone inside?” He yelled out, as Daryl stood watch.

“I’ll go check the back,” Daryl suggested, as Nate nodded.

Daryl jumped over the fencing of the patio and started to walk towards the backyard. Nate knocked a few more times, hoping to hear a response.

“Humberto? You can stop your games already. We’ve walked a long ass time to get here,” Nate shouted. Trixie could tell by his tone that he already grew irritated about the whole ordeal of having to walk out to somebody’s house in the middle of the day.

“I don’t see anyone in there,” she told him, as she repeatedly wiped down the dusted window to look.

“Do you see Daryl in there? I know he went ‘round back,” Nate asked.

“No,” she replied.

Nate turned the knob to the old house and noticed it wasn’t locked. Trixie didn’t feel right about trespassing into someone’s home when they weren’t around but had no other choice. They had to find out what happened to their friend.

“Humberto? Get your ass out here,” Nate shouted as they walked through the old living room. The animals on the walls made it feel like they were watching them enter.

“Humberto?” Trixie called out, but neither of them heard anyone respond.

“He’s probably not even here,” Nate said, as they noticed the rotten food lying on the tables.

“Daryl? Let’s go. He’s not in here,” Nate shouted towards the back of the house, as they rummaged their way through, but even he wouldn’t respond.

“Daryl? If you’re playing along with Humberto’s sick game, I’m gonna beat both of your asses,” Nate shouted once more, hoping the threat would make them come clean.

Trixie followed him towards the back as they watched a tall man in dirty overalls dragging Daryl’s bloodied body across the backyard. Nate motioned for Trixie not to make a sound, but they were quickly noticed. Before they could make a run for it, a sledgehammer went flying right next to Nate’s face. He shoved Trixie to the side to miss the impact, as he ducked away himself. The person holding the weapon’s face was hidden with pieces of an old burlap sack, as dried blood was noticed among his arms.

“Oh shit, Trixie run!” Nate shouted, as he decided to try to attack the guy with his bare arms.

Trixie was stunned by the sudden attack, leaving her body completely immobilized for the moment. Nate tried to throw hands at the guy, but they were met by a small blade that the savage had pulled out from his back holster. The blade penetrated through his fist, as the guy was pressing it up against his throat.

“Trixie! Get the fuck out of here!” He screamed at her, as tears flooded from her eyes. She scrummaged to her feet and started to make her way out of the house, noticing the bloody packs of bud that Humberto had tried to take for himself before he was viciously attacked.

Trixie ran straight out the door without looking back to see that Daryl had been strung up with rope on a tree, as the tall man was gutting him like a pig. His bloody innards fell from his mutilated body into a silver bucket on the ground, as he just watched her run from the house.

Back at the van, Renae was growing rapidly annoyed that she was stuck alone with Dollie. Dollie was fixing her face with a red lipstick she had pulled out from in between her large breasts and was using the rearview mirror to apply it on herself.

“So, what really happened back there with Humberto?” Renae asked.

“He got what he was asking for,” Dollie smiled.

“What the fuck’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means exactly what I said. He went in thinking he could try to steal something that didn’t belong to him and was met by a sledgehammer to the face. Got his brain turned into a plate of mashed potatoes,” she said, as she laughed.

Renae was increasingly annoyed at the words that were coming from this lady, as she rolled her eyes.

“Then how’d you supposedly get away?” She asked.

“Cause we’re family and we don’t hurt each other,” Dollie said with a sinister smile.

“What?” Renae asked, as Dollie quickly removed a Gigli saw from her breasts and wrapped it around Renae’s throat in a swift manner. She started to pull on both sides in a pattern, as the sharp thread of the tool started to tear into the flesh of her throat. Renae tried to pull at it, but only cut deep into her fingers. Blood splattered across the windshield, as Dollie laughed at Renae’s horrid attempts to free herself.

The saw went through the bones in her neck, as her head collapsed onto the floor of the front seat. Dollie wrapped up the saw back in the cloth she took it out from and replaced it back in between her tits. She licked the blood from her fingers and opened the back seat of the van.

Unknowingly, she was embraced by a sudden attack from Trixie, who struck her across the face with a crowbar Nate had left beside the van before taking off to the house. The impact caused her jaw to become detached from her face, as she tried to hold it together with her hands.

“You fuckin’ bitch got all my friends killed out here,” she screamed, as she swung the bar at her again. Dollie raised her arm to block it, as it struck her between her fore finger and middle finger, leaving a huge gash of open flesh on her right palm.

Trixie’s built-up anger caused her to repeat bludgeoning her, until her lifeless body collapsed onto the dirt road beside the van. Trixie stopped and spit on Dollie’s corpse. She picked up a half lit joint off the dashboard and began to light it, not paying any attention to her surroundings. As she went to exhale the smoke, a car came speeding by and hit her. Trixie’s body was instantly dismembered, as it was spread across the desert road. The driver had been receiving head from the woman sitting next to him while going over a hundred, not noticing anything in front of him.

“What was that?” The woman asked, raising her head from between his legs.

“Just some roadkill,” the man responded, shoving her head back down to enjoy the feeling of her wet mouth.


High Tension

“You’re sure your mother is cool with us crashing at your place for the weekend?” Cassie asked, knowing how strict Samara’s mother could be about having unwanted guests at her house, especially during the holidays. She had just awoken from a nap, as she took a few hits from her THC vape and exhaled the smoke. Long car rides often made her feel nauseous, so she’d casually smoke between turns in driving.

“Yes, we’ve already gone over this. I made sure to quadruple check with her before we started on this trip,” Samara responded, laughing a little at the paranoia her friend was expelling.

“I just don’t want to arrive and find out I have to spend all my saved money on hotel rooms that I was hoping to spend on weed and food for the break.” Cassie took a couple more hits before putting the vape back in the middle compartment of the car.

Samara laughed. It was Thanksgiving weekend, and she was still overthinking about food. Cassie’s mother always made more than enough food to feed an army when it came to holidays, even though it was only her parents and herself that she was feeding. Sometimes, she often thought if her mother was hoping to have more children instead of just herself, but then it never happened throughout her years of living at home.

“How can you worry about food during the biggest food holiday. Besides, my mother makes so freakin’ much, she’ll probably send us both back to college with containers full of leftovers. Enough to fill us up until New Years,” Samara joked. Cassie always thought about food when she was high. Savoring the taste of the upcoming meal as she thought about the many dishes they would be presented with.

The drive across the state was going smoothly because it being a holiday weekend, but there was no way either of them were going to jinx it by relaying it back. Instead, they just decided to take it all silently and hope they didn’t hit any last-minute traffic that would cause them to arrive way later than usual.

Samara started to notice that they were getting low on gas and started to watch the road signs more frequently in hopes that one of them would approach soon showing a gas station approaching.

“Hey, would you help me keep an eye out for a gas station. It’s nearing a quarter tank and I’d rather fill up than get too low, especially late at night,” she explained.

“Yeah, no problem,” Cassie responded, setting down her phone to help. The roads looked vacant but even in the midst of being out in the middle of nowhere, there was always a place that had gas and food no matter where they were.

A few more miles of driving straight, Cassie finally noticed a road sign that showed a gas icon approaching.

“There,” she exclaimed. “A gas station with a diner is coming up in less than ten miles.”

“Awesome. I could definitely go for a cup of coffee and something light for the rest of the trip. We’ll be at my mother’s house by morning.”

She kept driving until she came across the exit and took it off to the right. The place was easier to find since it was the only lit up area they had seen since leaving the last major town. It appeared to be busy with the majority of vehicles being eighteen wheelers and other cars that were just passing by on their own trips. Samara parked right up in the front, so that she’d be able to see their car from the inside.

“I’ve got to pee, you grab a table and then before we leave, we’ll fill up the tank,” Samara requested of Cassie. Cassie agreed and as they walked inside, they departed and met back up at the diner. Cassie had picked out the booth nearest the window for them to share and a happy waitress came by with menus and a fresh pot of coffee.

“You two on a little road trip,” she smiled, as she poured the hot contents into the mugs that had already been supplied at the booth.

“Visiting some family during the break,” Cassie replied. “What do you recommend?”

Cassie pointed at the menu, hoping the waitress would show her the best items for her to choose from.

“Well, I’m very fond of the chili we have since it’s made fresh daily, but seeing as you look famished, I would highly suggest the country fried steak meal. It’s just divine for a place out here,” she replied.

“Alright, thank you. Well, I’ll see what my friend wants and then we’ll be ready to order,” Cassie replied, as she watched the waitress go around to the other diners to refill their coffees.

Samara came and sat down on the opposite side of the table as Cassie and looked through the menu.

“The bathrooms here are so clean,” she announced, as she scanned the pictures of the food. “Oh yum, you already got us some coffee.”

Samara picked up her mug and drank from the blackened coffee that was still steaming. She didn’t care about the bitter taste, as she was too tired to add any sugar or sweetener to it.

“The waitress said the chili and the country fried steak were the best on the menu, but I think I just might order the meatball sub,” Cassie said.

“Mmm, I’m tempted to get the steak meal,” she replied, as they both noticed the waitress was coming back to take their order.

“I’m sure she already gave you my recommendations. Are you both ready to order?”

“I’m gonna try that country fried steak meal you suggested and she’s gonna get the meatball sub,” Samara replied, watching her write it down on a little pad.

“And that comes with your choice of two sides. We’ve got macaroni, mashed potatoes, French fries, okra, hush puppies,” she started to name a few off.

“Macaroni and mashed potatoes would be perfect,” Samara replied. The waitress smiled and jotted it down.

“I’ll have those right out for you girls,” she said, before heading back towards the kitchen.

“This place is so cute,” Cassie replied.

“Yeah, but we have to eat fast so we don’t hit traffic in the morning.”

The food was satisfyingly good, but as they ate, Cassie started to have a weird feeling like someone was watching them. She glanced around as she bit out of her sub, looking around at all the older, rusty truck drivers that were busy eating their own meals and consuming multiple cups of coffee. Something didn’t feel right, and she started having a feeling like they should rush with their food and get back on the road as quickly as possible.

“Damn girl, I know I said we should hurry but don’t choke yourself with that sandwich,” Samara joked.

Cassie didn’t want her to see how paranoid she was becoming, so she slowed down enough to easily slide the bites into her mouth. After a few more minutes, they finished their plates, paid the bill, leaving a generous tip for the waitress, and walked back out to the car. Cassie took the keys from Samara to start her driving time, as they pulled into one of the stalls to fill up with gas.

“I’m gonna go back in and buy a few drinks and snacks for the road,” Samara replied. Cassie watched from the pumps as Samara walked back inside the store side. She was starting to become worried about her going in alone with so many older guys that might try to talk to a younger woman like her. The pump seemed to be filling up slowly, as it took Samara a while before she came back out. When she finally saw her come out the main doors again, the pump stopped, causing her to turn her attention away from her friend for the moment. She pulled out the pump and twisted the cap back on, before joining her inside the car.

“I got you one of those drinks you like so much and these chips,” she said, as she handed them over. Cassie smiled and opened the can before starting up the car and pulling out of the little gas station.

Cassie knew how tired Samara really was by how quickly she was able to fall asleep. Samara had spoken about how they were going to belt out songs on the highway along the way and play childish road games, but silently dozed off within a matter of seconds. She decided to play the radio at a low level to keep herself occupied while driving through the silence.

Something still felt unsettling as she watched the small station disappear from her rearview mirror and tried to shrug it off since it was now long behind them. The tank was full, and she had enough energy to drive the rest of the way to her friend’s mother’s house.

Cassie casually would catch herself looking over at Samara as she slept, seeping out a small smile every so often. She thought she looked beautiful in her slumber, but never actually got the courage to say how she felt about her since they had been friends since they were kids. Her breasts lying so perfectly across her chest, as she longed to feel them for so long. She had thought about making love to Samara for so long but never could bring herself to actually try. She didn’t know if Samara looked at her in that way.

Being invited to her family’s house for Thanksgiving was enough for her to remain happy for the weekend, even though things would be different when they got back. Neither of them had any of the same classes, as Samara was in school for a business degree, and she was still in between forensic science and biology majors. Cassie had been noticing their distance as of lately and was hoping to start a romantic relationship before they completely lost everything between them. She longed to have that connection for over four years.

It wasn’t until about thirty minutes later, that Cassie started to realize that she had seen the same headlights trailing their car since they left the diner. The feeling made her uneasy, as she started to drive a little faster. She knew this was the main highway and since it was night, it might have just been a coincidence, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that something about this vehicle was offsetting to her.

“Samara? Are you awake?” She asked, shaking her a little on the shoulder.

“Hmm,” Samara replied, rubbing her tired eyes.

“There’s a car behind us. I think they’ve been following us,” Cassie tried to explain.

“It’s a highway, Cassie. I’m sure there’s other cars going the same way we are,” she replied, trying to nod back to sleep.

“But I think they followed us from the gas station,” she replied, showing fear in her tone.

“We’re out in the middle of nowhere and there’s only two directions you can go from there. Don’t be so paranoid,” she said without opening her eyes to look. “Just take a few hits from the vape to calm your nerves.”

Cassie started to tap her fingers on the stirring wheel repeatedly, fidgeting in her seat while looking back and forth at the vehicle. Samara’s words made sense, but she couldn’t shake the awful feeling from her head about it. She picked up the THC vape from the center console and took a few hits from it, exhaling as she watched Samara drift back to sleep. The feeling of getting high made her feel somewhat better, but she still had the feeling that someone was following them.

It wasn’t until they hit the darkness of a vacant highway that Cassie realized the vehicle had still been lingering behind them. No amount of smoking could shake the paranoia from herself, as her palms became more wet with sweat and her heart started to beat more rapidly. She didn’t want to be a burden and awaken Samara again, but knew she had to figure out what was going on.

A sign for an upcoming rest stop was approaching, as she decided it would be a great way to figure out if they were being followed. She drove a few miles more to the exit and slowly took the onramp towards the rest stop. She pulled into the parking area and stopped, waiting to see if the vehicle had followed her inside. Samara slowly woke up to figure out why the car had stopped, rubbing her tired eyes.

“Where are we?” Samara asked.

“I stopped at a rest stop to pee,” Cassie told her, removing her seat belt.

“Alright. Just make it quick. We’re on a timed schedule to beat the traffic,” Samara said, laying her head back down on the side of the door to get some more sleep. Cassie got out of the car and looked around. After not seeing anyone else there except a single family that had stopped to stretch out their legs, she assumed everything was fine and walked towards the bathrooms.

The bathrooms were nicely cleaned, and each stall had been refilled with toilet paper and feminine products. She wasn’t used to coming across a place so nice, as she entered one of the stalls. Cassie removed her pants and sat down on the cold toilet seat to pee, when she heard the mother and daughter of the family enter after her.

“Hurry and go use the potty. Your father doesn’t like to take too long at these places,” she heard the mother say, as the daughter entered the stall next to her. Cassie could hear the mother turn on the faucet of one of the sinks to rinse her face from the dirt and grime that built up from their long trip.

Several male screams were heard from the neighboring facilities, as the mother decided to figure out what was going on.

“Stay in there, Charlotte. I’ll go see why your father and brother are being so loud,” she ordered, as Charlotte quickly flushed and remained in the stall.

The screaming halted, as the mother frantically returned, running into the bathroom and slamming the heavy door shut.

“Don’t come out!” She ordered, as Cassie immediately became scared. She wiped quickly and pulled up her own pants, not flushing so she wouldn’t make any other noises.

“What’s going on, Mom?” Charlotte asked, but her mother hushed her. The door to the bathroom didn’t have a lock, as the mother tried to hold the door shut. A figure started banging on the door from the outside and was able to shove the mother away from the door with ease.

“Please, don’t hurt me,” the mother pleaded, as something struck her. The mother collapsed onto the ground as a puddle of fresh blood began to form around her. Charlotte and Cassie could see the mother crawl across the floor, smearing blood as she moved. Cassie picked up her legs off the ground so they wouldn’t be noticed from inside the stall from whoever was causing the pain.

Charlotte couldn’t bear to watch the figure attack her mother repeatedly as she lies helpless on the tile flooring and immediately began to sob. Cassie wanted to tell her to be quiet so she wouldn’t be noticed, but the figure already knew she was inside the stall. The mother was bludgeoned into a mash of bone fragments, innards, and blood, as the figure stood right outside the entrance to the stall Charlotte was in. Her cries grew heavier, as she knew whoever stood outside the door would get to her next. The figure started pounding the stall door repeatedly with great strength, causing it to cave inwards, as Charlotte screamed out for help.

Cassie knew this would be her only chance to escape, so she started to squat down and crawl underneath the two stalls to the left of her that would put her in front of the exit. She slid her body under the stalls and got up to her feet, when she heard the figure capture Charlotte with his hands and started to bash her innocent face into the porcelain toilet repeatedly, indenting the bone of her chin and nose inside. Cassie couldn’t bear to hear the girl’s screams and immediately ran out of the restroom and back to the car, where Samara was still asleep.

Cassie immediately turned the key in the ignition and started frantically driving away.

“Nice to see you’re in a hurry,” Samara said, with her eyes still shut.

“I’m getting the hell out of here,” Cassie told her, pulling out of the parking lot and driving quickly back to the highway. She was terrified of what she just witnessed and couldn’t believe that whoever had been following them from the diner could mutilate a family that easily, especially one that had no idea of what was about to happen to them.

Cassie hadn’t realized that she was already going thirty over the speed limit, she just knew she had to create a large enough space between her and whoever had been following them. She was horrified. She removed the vape and took a few more hits to cool her down, as she switched on the radio to see if some music would make her feel better about recent events.

“Earlier today, at a local diner out in Newport, a series of homicides were uncovered by out of state tourists that were passing through. They walked in for something to eat and were mortified when the employees and several customers were mutilated, gutted, and served their own innards across the restaurant. Local officers that have searched the area have not yet found any evidence to make a conviction but are open to any possible leads if anyone has any further information on the case. One employee of the gas station next door who was barely conscious at the time of the discovery has yet been able to talk about the incident, as her tongue had been physically torn out from her mouth. She is in stable condition at the nearest hospital for the time being but is emotionally unable to answer any questions regarding tonight’s events,” the newscaster said.

Cassie immediately turned the radio back off, as her heart flustered even more heavily. The diner they had just been at hours prior had been host to one of the most graphic homicides of the state and somehow, they managed to escape the threshold before the carnage began. Cassie took another hit to soothe her anxiety, but as she looked out the rearview mirror, she noticed the vehicle had returned right behind them again.

Even through her slumber, Samara could tense that something was wrong with Cassie. She woke herself up enough to look over at her friend driving and decided to finally ask her what was going on.

“Cassie. Calm down with the vape before you cause us to crash,” Samara told her.

“I can’t help it. My anxiety,” she started to reply.

“What’s going on?”

“That car behind us has been following us since we left the diner and it wouldn’t be such a bother, but something horrible happened at the rest stop,” Cassie started to say, as her hands were shaking uncontrollably at the wheel. Samara finally decided not to drift back off to sleep so that she could finally figure out what was making her friend so uneasy.

The night was still dark as ever, as she glanced behind their car to see what she was talking about. To Samara, there wasn’t anyone behind them but assumed because of how fast Cassie was driving, that they were behind a way back.

“I don’t see anyone behind us,” Samara replied, cracking open her energy drink so that she could remain awake for a while or until Cassie’s jitters would come to a stop.

“What do you mean? It’s literally right behind us,” Cassie frantically replied, pointing towards the truck in the rearview mirror. Samara wasn’t awake enough to comprehend what was going on, as she removed the vape from her friend’s hand.

“I think you may need to slow your roll on this,” she insisted, laughing a little.

It wasn’t until Cassie sped by a streetlight, that Samara was able to see her friend was splattered in blood across her face and arms. Samara’s eyes widened with fear, as she quickly put down her drink.

“Whose blood is all over you?” She asked, showing fear in her tone.

“There was a family at that rest stop I just stopped at earlier. Someone showed up and mutilated them all. Tore them apart horrendously. I managed to slide out from under a few stalls and ran out the bathroom door before it could get me,” Cassie told her.

“Before what could get you?” Samara asked.

“Whoever is following us. They came from the diner and have been on our trail since we left. The news also came up saying that the place was butchered right after we left,” Cassie said, losing her breath as she glanced over her shoulder to see if the person was still following close by.

“I don’t understand, Cassie. There’s no one behind us,” Samara shouted, pointing at the vacant road in the mirror.

“He’s there alright. He’s there and if we stop anymore, he’ll get us too,” Cassie said, pushing more down on the pedal.

“You’re scaring me, Cassie. You need to pull over and let me drive the rest of the way,” she insisted.

“NO! Didn’t you hear what I just said? If we stop, he will get us both. We’ll be roadkill for the buzzards by the morning,” Cassie shouted.

Samara knew her friend was being hysterical and was trying to figure out a way to get her out from behind the wheel before she caused both of their demise. Thoughts came raveling in about if she might have been the actual cause of the deaths at their prior stops, but she couldn’t believe Cassie could do such a thing. Cassie being covered in gore in the front seat and frantically spouting off about a car that seemingly was following them when there was no one else on the highway was causing her to believe that maybe Cassie was the crazed one and she was riding shotgun to the madness.

“It’s okay, Cassie. We’re only a couple hours away from my mom’s place. Just pull over to the side right there and I’ll take over for the rest of the trip. Then, as soon as we get there, we can get this whole mess sorted out,” Samara tried to pursue. Cassie kept shaking her head and mumbling no under her breath.

“There’s no time to stop, Sam. I won’t let him get us,” Cassie said.

At this moment, Samara knew it was too late and her friend was too far gone to bring her back to reality. If she didn’t do something soon, they would both be dead. She had to think deep inside of her for something that could pull Cassie out of this hellish consciousness enough for her to let her take over. Samara knew there was only one thing that she could say to make things go in her direction.

“If you love me, you’ll let me drive right now,” Samara persuaded her. She knew Cassie had feelings for her but never acted upon them because she didn’t feel the same way. The immediate realization of what Samara had just said to her, caused Cassie to disrupt her thoughts on the vehicle behind them enough to pull over quickly.

“Samara,” she started to say, as she allowed the car to come to a stop. Before she could allow her to change her mind, Samara made the exchange with her to take over the driver’s seat. Once in the seat, she immediately put the car in drive and continued onwards, as if they hadn’t stopped in the first place.

Unknowingly, Samara had already sent out a message to her parents about her friends’ sudden illness and to have police officials ready at the house. Somehow, between college and her parents’ house, her best friend had gone on a homicidal rampage.

“I knew you felt the same about me,” Cassie smiled, as she allowed herself to forget why she had been paranoid in the first place. Samara just smiled and told her to sleep off the high she was experiencing.

“We’ll be there real soon,” Samara said to soothe the mood. Cassie smiled and allowed her eyes to close into a soft slumber. No one would ever come between them now. No one, she thought, as sleep covered her.


The Green Inferno

The luxurious forests of Brazil were illuminating with bright greens, as Mateo looked out the window of the small plane that was carrying them to their destination. He had planned and mapped out exactly where he wanted the group to think they were going. His true intentions of visiting the foreign country were to find the exotic fields of marijuana that were hidden from tourists. Mateo was told that if he was able to present a duffel bag worth of product, he would be paid enough to sustain a life of wealth for his cooperation.

To be able to get the proper flight to Brazil, he put together an organization of activists that assumed the trip was to film a video to properly ensure that the rainforests and its inhabitants would be free from being torn down for businesses. It had taken him six months of research, organizing meetings, and creating fundraisers in order to find a couple individuals that would be able to afford the fees for the flights and reservations, as well as boat fees and other travel expenses that he wasn’t able to afford by himself.

The hardest part was not letting it slip that he was really motivated to come to South America for Kush instead of wildlife. They would call him out for using them and would have called out the trip completely, costing him everything. So, for now, he had to make sure everything went according to plan.

When the plane finally touched ground on the outskirts of Brazil, they were told that the rest of the trip would have to take place on foot or by boat because of how heavy the trees were in the area.

“It looks beautiful,” Katheryn announced, immediately pulling out her camera to take pictures of the country.

“This is only the beginning. Wait ‘til we actually venture through the wildlife,” Benny responded. As a frequent adventurer, he was excited to explore new territory. He pulled out his gear bag full of camera and sound equipment, so that he’d be able to capture some scenery shots.

A tour guide that was fluent in the native language met them at the boat that they would be taking across the country to where the forests were, as Katheryn entered first, followed by the others. Mateo didn’t want him to know his secret plan either, in case it was against their country’s laws to remove the plants from the country. He would just have to figure out a way to gather the plants during the night, while everyone would be asleep.

The boat trip took four hours, as Benny filmed the wildlife all around them. He wanted to purely capture the real parts of Brazil the best he could to add to their documentary.

“Are there piranhas in the waters?” Katheryn tried to ask the guide, but he couldn’t understand her question. Mateo had to translate her words so that he could better understand her question, as he made a sound and nodded his head in her direction. The guide spoke something in his native language over to Mateo, who simply nodded back.

“He says, unless you want to feel mother nature take dominance, that it’s best you don’t go into the water,” he told her.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” She asked. Benny was too occupied filming the creatures in the water to listen.

“Well, besides the piranhas, there are leeches, crocodiles, and other savage species that would like to make dinner out of your flesh,” Mateo joked. Katheryn didn’t find any humor in his joke and decided to just keep her mouth shut for the rest of the ride.

The summer air made their skin glisten with sweat through the humidity that filled the air. Mosquitoes nestled next to their skin so frequently, bug spray was starting to lose its power.

“These fuckin’ mosquitoes are going to eat me raw,” Katheryn said with great frustration, swatting away at those that surrounded her.

“If you keep swinging away like that, you’re gonna rock the boat onto its side and we’ll surely be fucked,” Benny said, stopping his filming since he couldn’t get a clear look through the lens anymore.

“It’s all part of the experience,” Mateo added.

Another hour went by until they finally reached the other part of land they were setting out for. Their guide insisted that they return before dark because of the wildlife that could not be contained, but Mateo paid him extra to ensure that they would be back in the morning to return to town. He explained that they were there to document everything about the rainforests and its inhabitants so that they could bring more awareness to the states to fund enough money to send to their countries.

The guide nodded and understood their purpose, but still didn’t like them being out overnight alone. Something about the way he was being hesitant to leave them made Katheryn unsure about being out alone all night in the wild.

Benny nudged her shoulder to let her know they were ready to venture forward to find camping before it became too dark to see.

“Don’t be frightened. It’s just the jungle at night,” he joked. She chuckled to make herself feel better, as she watched the guide return to the boat for the night. For a moment, she almost thought about staying behind to ensure he would be there in the morning to take them back to town but knew there was already a speech impairment between the two.

“So, how far through are we going?” Benny asked, capturing the evening light through the lens as they walked.

“About a mile or so. We should be entering the heavier forest regions soon where I think the documentary will have the perfect night captures for the darker creatures that need our protection the most,” Mateo said. He was impressed with himself on how persuasive he had become since they had come to the country. In his pocket, he had a silent GPS that had detailed the exact location of the exotic marijuana he had been hoping to find.

The night was becoming darker, as they had to slash their way through heavier branches, snakes, and other pests. The mosquitoes grew heavier through the harsher climates, as Katheryn was becoming overwhelmed with bite marks and itchiness. She was constantly spraying on and around her body but still couldn’t keep herself from becoming their meal for the night. Benny’s boots that he had not yet broken into had started to form blisters on the bottoms of his feet from over-sweating through his thin-layered socks.

“I think we should take a small break if we’re not close,” Benny suggested, noticing how tired he and Katheryn had become in such a short time.

“We should be coming to the spot in a few more feet,” Mateo said, determined to get as close as possible so that it wouldn’t look too suspicious for himself when he went off alone later in the night.

Benny lowered his shoulders in defeat and nodded. He tilted his head towards Katheryn to ensure that their break would come quicker if they just followed along. The night sky grew darker within minutes, as the creatures of the night began to come out, making their usual noises. The hooting of a nearby owl startled Katheryn enough to cause her to trip over a broken branch on the ground, causing her to tumble down onto nature’s ground.

“You alright?” Benny asked, lending her a hand to lift her up.

“I’m fine. Just exhausted,” she told him. As she got up, Benny noticed something large crawling up the side of her arm.

“Stay perfectly still,” he ordered her, as she stayed still like a statue.

Benny pulled out a hunting knife from his holster and carefully peeled the tarantula off her arm and flung it away from them.

“What’s the hold up?” Mateo asked, turning around to return to the others.

“We’re exhausted. I think we should call it a night and just wake up early to capture the morning views of the forests,” Benny suggested.

“But we’re already here,” Mateo said, pointing straight ahead with his machete.

Katheryn and Benny looked at each other in relief, as they followed him into an area that was perfect for them to set up camp. The area appeared to be made to set up tents, as it looked clear for this particular visitation. Katheryn’s eyes couldn’t believe what they were seeing in front of her. The moonlight shone brightly in between the opening of the trees, giving them a natural lighting that made it easier for them to build camp.

“Alright, Matty. I’m actually glad you pushed us to continue further because this shit is beautiful,” Benny said, capturing the sight on camera. For once, Katheryn agreed and was captivated by her surroundings. She felt comfortable enough to help set up camp for the night, knowing she would be sleeping underneath a beautiful night sky.

It didn’t take them very long to get the tents up and build a fire. Benny warmed up some hot dogs and beans they had brought along for the trip, and they shared a welcoming conversation while they ate. Mateo couldn’t keep his composure inside his chest, knowing that in a couple hours, they would be asleep so that he could sneak off and find his own treasures.

“Well, I’m beat,” Benny said, before excusing himself off to his tent. He put his camera and equipment back in their packs and lied down in his sleeping bag to get a good night’s rest before continuing their documentary in the morning.

“Sleep does sound good,” Katheryn said, as she raised her arms and yawned.

“You can go ahead. I’ll put out the fire and put the supplies away for the night,” Mateo told her, leaving her to go off to her own tent for the night. Any other night, he would have attempted to sleep with her since she was the only female on the trip, but this night was for his personal gains.

“Alright, Matty. Goodnight,” she said, right before entering her tent and closing it up behind her. She didn’t fully trust Mateo on the trip, but she was too tired to question anything. After a long day of walking and a full stomach, all she longed for was a good night’s rest.

Mateo sat in front of the yellow flames for a few minutes, making sure his fellow mates were asleep before pulling out his GPS. The device showed that he was only a few feet away from his destination, as he slowly started to walk away from their campsite. He wandered off into the dark night, following the location his device had told him to go. From the distance, he could smell the aroma of the plants and knew he was coming up on them fairly quickly. Before he had the chance to check his surroundings, he came upon the beginning of a freshly harvested crop of marijuana plants that glowed under the moonlight.

“These are gorgeous,” he told himself, as he opened his crumpled-up duffel bag and began to fill the contents with the plants. Unknowingly, a tribe close to the area had been asleep, as one of the younger children noticed what he was doing and decided to warn his elders about the ordeal.

Mateo filled up his bags and slowly started to walk back to the site, as he knew he’d only have a couple hours left to catch up on some sleep before they would head back to town in the morning. He slithered his way back towards his tent, making sure to peek in on his partners to make sure they didn’t wake up while he was away.

As he made his way inside his tent, he buried his duffel bags underneath an extra blanket to his side and drifted off to sleep effortlessly.

Mateo awoke to the sounds of screams coming from outside the tent that startled him greatly. He knew they were coming from Katheryn but didn’t understand why she would be making such atrocious sounds.

“Please, just let her go. We didn’t do anything to you,” Mateo heard Benny plead. He leaned towards the window of his tent and glanced out the fishnets of his tent. A tribe of natives had taken Benny and Katheryn hostage, as they were holding her naked and face down in the dirt, flaying the skin from her body. Her arms and legs had been stripped of their flesh, exposing the muscle tissue from underneath, as they roasted the bits over an open fire. The smell of burnt flesh filled the air, as she would scream every time they came back for more.

Benny would plead more and more, but the language barrier was making it impossible to communicate between them. Mateo knew about the cannibal tribes in the area but didn’t think they would be out long enough to run into any of them. He turned his head towards his bags of weed and immediately knew that it must have belonged to them, but he didn’t want them to find out that he was inside.

The tribe was causing Katheryn pain for her to come out and tell them what they did. The tribe leader came forward with a stone that had been sharpened to a point and raised it over his head, as he came forward. Katheryn’s face was forced into a puddle of mud to keep her from witnessing what was about to happen, as Benny started to freak out uncontrollably.

“NO! Please don’t hurt her anymore! I swear, we haven’t done anything to harm you or your people,” he pleaded, as the leader smeared her fresh blood over the sharp edge of the stone. Benny knew with Katheryn mounted over where the leader intended it to go.

“Please! I beg of you,” Benny tried to persuade, but the leader paid no attention to him. The leader walked over and sodomized Katheryn with the stone from her anus repeatedly, until the hole had been mutilated and combined with her vaginal canal into one large hole. The leader removed the bloody stone and started to fill up her bloody orifice with soot and ashes from the fire. Katheryn collapsed under the threshold of the pain and allowed herself to die.

The rest of the tribe took her body and tied it upon a large tube of bamboo by her wrists and ankles. They were taking it to their village to grill for dinner that night, as the leader walked over to Benny.

“Please! I beg of you. Why are you doing this to us?” Benny asked but was beaten on the back of his head with handmade weapons from other members of the tribe. Blood started to pour out from the open wounds on the back of his skull that had started to cave inwards from the beatings.

The leader pulled out his fore finger that had a long, sharpened nail on the end and proceeded to carve out each one of his eyeballs, one at a time. Benny’s screams were making Mateo feel so uncomfortable that he had to force himself to turn away from what was going on outside of his tent. He knew this was all happening because of his actions, but if he could just make it back to the boat, he’d be well off and would forget this incident ever occurred. He decided to wait it off until the tribe would leave.

He thought his worries would be over, until he looked back out of the tent and saw Benny’s lifeless hand point over to his direction.

“Fuck! Is the fucker ratting me out,” he thought to himself, as he looked around his belongings for his machete and anything else he could use as a weapon. Benny collapsed on the ground, as blood flowed out from his eye sockets. He could hear the movement of the tribes’ feet coming closer to his tent. Luckily, he had a zipper that opened from the back as well as the front and started to escape with only his weapons and duffel bags.

Mateo ran through the wilderness, trying to retrace the steps they made the night prior. He was still super tired from his lack of sleep, but knew his safety was way more important. He ran so swiftly through the deep, humid forest without caring about the vicious wildlife that surrounded him, only thinking about his immediate survival.

Soon, he was able to see the boat they had arrived in right on the shoreline. He couldn’t see their guide but assumed he must have slept in the boat to wait on their morning arrival back into town. He ran up to it with a shortness of breath, in hopes that he could escape the tribe that had been chasing them.

“Senior, we must leave,” he said, as he approached the boat. As he got closer, he realized that the guide had his eyeballs gauged out from his eye sockets, as a couple snakes had made them their homes overnight.

Mateo freaked out upon seeing it closer, as he tried to push the body out from the boat to continue his leave. As he forced the corpse into the waters, a small dart with an orange feathered tip pierced his neck. He immediately pulled it out and threw it into the water, holding the open wound shut with his fingers. He picked up the paddles to start rowing back to town on his own, as another dart came at him in the shoulder. He pulled it out, as a heavy drowsiness consumed him instantly.

As his body started to collapse in the boat, he could see the herd of the cannibalistic tribe approaching him, waving their hands in the air and sending out a loud eruption of applause that they captured the man responsible for taking their crops. The leader approached Mateo as his eyes dropped and smiled, with a whiteness consuming his eyes. He motioned for them to take him back to their village, as he would be the appropriate main course for his people to consume for the evening.

The tribe tied his motionless body up to a long tube of bamboo and walked him back towards their village, where they had already decorated a table with their finest ingredients, including his two colleagues that had come out to the country with him. They laid out his bags of marijuana and indulged in a day of celebration by heating up the crops over an open fire and allowing the smoke fumes to consume them all while performing a dance.

Mateo hadn’t regained consciousness until after they locked him into a small cage that they had to contort and break several of his bones from his arms and legs to make him fit, as they forced-fed him pieces of Katheryn and Benny’s meat. The severed bones protruded out from the dermis of his skin, pouring blood out slowly from the open wounds. The taste of their fileted flesh caused him to throw up, as they laughed and prodded him with sharped bamboo sticks that would make him bleed heavily. Mateo knew they weren’t going to kill him off so quickly as they did with the others, they were going to make him suffer for as long as his body would tolerate. He was their little torture pet, and he would just have to endure the agony until his demise would come in the unforeseen future.


Stoner Flesh Eaters

“Wait, you don’t have any gorilla glue or pineapple express in stock? Something more along those lines?” Gregory asked, as his plug looked at him with a stern look.

​“Look man, this is like that Frankenstein shit I had last year, and Pineapple Express fucked. Then if that Purple OG I had a while back, remember that good shit?” His plug asked.

​“Hell yeah. I was stoned like a mother fucker on that one,” Gregory replied, relaying back on when he couldn’t get off the couch after smoking a single bowl of the strain.

​“Well, if that Purple fucked the baby of the other two and they had a baby, this would be that product,” he explained, giving Gregory a more precise picture of how strong this new strain would be.

​“So, what’s this one’s name?” Gregory asked.

​“I call it Z.”

​“Z? Why?” Gregory asked.

​“Because this shit gets you so fuckin’ high, you’ll be feelin’ like a zombie, man,” the plug said, while laughing.

​“Shit, alright. Give me an ounce but you have to hit me up when you get more of that purple in stock,” he added.

​“I wouldn’t keep you out of the dark on the best,” he told him, as he handed him over the bag he had measured out on the scale.

​“Still gonna be half a bill, right?”

​“Good with me,” his plug said, as Gregory handed him a fifty-dollar bill. “Thanks, man.”

​Gregory started to remove himself off the couch, as his plug started to smoke from a fat blunt, he had rolled up prior to Gregory coming by.

​“Wanna hit this before you go?” He offered, holding it out for him to take. Gregory couldn’t refuse, as he would feel rude if he did, so he took a minimal hit and exhaled the smoke. Even the smallest hit still made him cough continuously, as it was stronger than he thought it would be.

​“Shit, is this Z?” Gregory asked.

​“Nah, this is still some experimental shit from the lab but damn, it’s fuckin’ good right?” He laughed, as Gregory nodded before walking out the door and shutting it behind him. He stuffed the bag of weed into his jacket so others wouldn’t see what he was carrying and made his way back into his car.

​Gregory had to stop by a convenience store on his way back to grab some blunt wraps since his recent piece got broken while he was cleaning it. He didn’t really like to roll since it was more time consuming, but he wasn’t going to complain. His back and chest had been hurting all week and this weed was the only thing that could resolve the pain.

​After he purchased a few different flavors of blunt wrappers, he got back into his car, as his phone started to vibrate. His girlfriend, Bernadette, of six years was calling him and he had to answer before driving off.

​“Hey babe,” he answered.

​“What you doin’?” She asked.

​“Just picked up this weeks’ worth of bud. How about you, love?”

​“Barely getting off work. Ugh, I’ve had such a shit day and have so much to tell you when I come over later,” she explained, as he took a huge sniff from the bag of weed without making it hugely noticeable.

​“You coming over right now?” He asked her.

​“No. I’m gonna go home and shower this shitty day off of me and then I’ll head over there,” she told him, as he thought about rolling up a blunt before she arrived, so he’d know how strong this new weed was before she got there.

​“Alright, babe. I’ll order us some take-out when you come through,” he told her, before they said their goodbyes and got off the phone.

​It took Gregory about ten minutes before he was able to walk in through the front door of his townhome from the store. He was greeted by his neighbors who were an elderly couple that had an obnoxious number of cats. They would often take in unsheltered and stray cats they would come across around town. It didn’t bother him as much as the smell that would linger across the entire building, but they were a sweet old couple so he couldn’t really be mad at them.

​Gregory entered his place and immediately sat down on his couch, after taking out his phone from his back pocket and placing it on the coffee table in front of him. He placed the bag of weed onto the table and took out one of the packs of wraps. He tore open the packaging and took one of the blunts out. He tore it open with his fingers and discarded the tobacco from the inside into an empty plastic bag next to him. He took a handful of bud from the bag and broke it up as he placed it on the wrap. He wrapped it up nice and thick, using his saliva to close it up before using a lighter to secure it. The aroma from the weed filled his nostrils with delight as he started to light it up. The smoke from the weed filled up his lungs, as he felt immediate relief from the pain across his body, as he allowed himself to exhale the smoke from his body.

​“Goddamn,” he said to himself as he felt himself becoming high from the one hit. He knew his supplier always had the best strains, but this one felt superior to the rest.

​Something started to feel weird inside of him, as he decided just to keep smoking in case it was all on his mind. He just wanted the pain in his body to go away. As he continued down the blunt, his eyes felt weak, and he started to feel hungry and tired. He put out the blunt for a moment to go to the kitchen to look for something to snack on. His fridge and cabinets were empty, as his stomach started to rumble. He felt his eyes sting with a feeling of being over-high but decided to just wait it out for his girlfriend to arrive before placing an order for delivery.

​Gregory sat back down on the couch and relit the blunt, turning on the television to distract his mind for a bit. He didn’t realize that his eyes had grown a red and yellow tint, as he continued to blow smoke out from his mouth.

​After an hour, Bernadette finally walked in through the door, using the key she had been given to come in on her own.

​“Damn, babe. It smells dank as fuck in here. Started without me?” She asked, laughing as she placed her purse on the kitchen counter. She walked over to the couch to join him, as she realized the blunt he was holding was already done for.

​“Babe, roll another one at least. I really need it after the stressful day I had,” she started to explain, as he leaned over and started to clear out another blunt wrapper. He hadn’t yet said a word to her, but rather just nodded his head in her direction.

​“Ugh, I had to work with Vivienne and Georgina today and they were absolutely horrible. I think they were both on their period or something because they literally didn’t do shit at the store and I had to pick up all of their slack,” she told him, as he licked the blunt wrapper to secure it shut.

​She was about to grab it from his hands, as she finally was able to look him in the face. His flesh around his eyes had become darkened, as his skin had turned a rotten, grey color. His pupils were completely bloodshot with large yellow tints that appeared to look infected. She had been too engulfed in the smell of the marijuana that she didn’t even notice the putrid stench that he was expressing from his pores. He reeked of death and decomposition, as he handed her the blunt to hit from. She didn’t want to startle him and smiled, as she reached over to grab it from his hands.

​“What strain did he give you this time?” She asked him, hoping after she took a hit that she could use an excuse to leave earlier than anticipated. She didn’t want to be around him when he was in this state.

​“It’s called Z,” he told her.

​She raised it up to her lips but couldn’t control her hand from shaking as she brought the lighter up to her mouth. Bernadette had never seen her boyfriend look as unappealing as he did in that moment, and it terrified her.

​“Why Z?” She asked.

​“Because… It’s supposed to make you feel like a zombie,” he informed her, as she heard his stomach rumble. “You gonna take those fresh greens?”

​She couldn’t bring herself to actually light it since her fear had taken over her motions. The only thing she wanted to do at that moment was run back out the very door she had entered.

​“You seem hungry. Maybe I should go pick up something for us to eat before I get baked with you,” she insisted. Bernadette was about to get up from the couch, when he reached over and grabbed her by the wrist.

​“It’s alright. I already placed an order for some take-out from that Chinese place down the road,” he told her. She gulped and knew he wasn’t going to let her go now. “It should be here soon.”

​Her forehead started to perspire sweat as she didn’t feel comfortable being next to him on the couch anymore and was just hoping for a coworker to call her back into work or something that would take her away from being in this situation.

​“I should go call my job and make sure they got the paperwork I did before I left,” she tried to excuse herself, but he refused to let go of her wrist.

​“I’m sure they got it all handled on their part. You’re off now and should be relaxing with me,” he instructed her. “Now, if you’re not going to take those greens, hand it back over to me.”

​She couldn’t understand why or how he had changed the way he was now, but she didn’t want to be around him any longer than she had to be. She handed the blunt over to him and watched as he lit it up and sucked in the cannabis smoke into his mouth. Once again, she heard the rumbling of his stomach start to get louder as her heart pounded uncontrollably inside of her chest. She couldn’t calm herself down anymore. She needed to escape his grasp before something bad would happen to her.

​“The delivery is taking longer than expected,” he told her, as he exhaled more smoke from his mouth.

​“What did you get for us?” She asked.

​“Chow Mein and some sweet and sour chicken,” he said, turning towards her. He could sense how terrified she was, and it was making him uncomfortable. “Why are you sitting so far away from me, babe?”

​“I just had a long day and just a little exhausted,” she lied. She didn’t want to get any closer to him or his impossible stench. “I just need to grab some Tylenol from my car for this horrid headache.”

​She leaned up to get up from the couch and started heading for the front door, as Gregory lounged at her and refused to let her open the door.

​“I don’t want you to leave, Bernie,” he said to her, as his eyes started to bleed red.

​“There’s something seriously wrong with you. Look at yourself,” she ordered him, but hearing those words enraged him with anger.

​Before he knew what was going on, he pulled her backwards with her hair. The powerful grip he used tore out the chunk of hair and flesh from the back of her scalp, as blood quickly poured out and splattered against the floor and tabletop. Bernadette started to scream from the immediate pain, as it made his head start to pound. He couldn’t stand her screaming, as he began to smash her face inwards using the shelf on the wall as a bludgeon tool. The smell of her fresh blood was appetizing to him, as he licked it off his hand. The open wound on her face indented towards her exposed brain, as he started using his index finger to scoop out the brain matter and shoveled it into his mouth. The taste was insatiable. He desired more as he lied her down on the couch and started scooping out more of the remains from her skull. Her eyes rolled towards the back of her head, as he snacked on her brain matter and juices, indulging on the taste.

​After her skull had been emptied, he allowed her corpse to collapse onto the floor as he heard a knock on the door. Almost forgetting about his delivery order, he rushed and threw off his bloodied shirt and tossed on a dirty one from the other side of the room.

​He opened the door, expecting his food order but instead, it was one of his elderly neighbors. He’d never had a problem with them coming up to his door before and he wasn’t really in the mood for any more visitors.

​“Well, hello Mrs. Turner. I wasn’t expecting company this evening,” he told her. She didn’t look at him with an odd look since she was partially blind in both eyes, as his appearance was still undead-like.

​“Hello, Gregory. I didn’t mean to barge over, but I overheard some unsettling sounds coming from inside your apartment and became concerned,” she told him in the most profound manner.

​“Sounds? What kind of sounds?” He asked, trying to sound as innocent as possible.

​“Just keep it down before anyone else starts to worry as I have,” she told him before walking back towards her place. He took a huge sigh and closed the door, as he began to feel his high calming down.

​His eyes started to get their white color back, as the yellow tint slowly started to disappear from his irises. He started to gain his flesh color back, as the place started to spin around him. He walked over to the couch to sit down and noticed Bernadette’s lifeless, bloody corpse lying on the ground, as his chest started to pulsate quickly. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing in front of him, as he looked at the ounce of weed on the coffee table before him labeled Z.

​“Fuckin’ weed,” he said, as he picked up the half-lit blunt from the table and began to light it back up.

​He’d just have to deal with the repercussions after dark. For now, he wondered what a few cats and an elderly couple would taste like baked.


A Girl Smokes Alone At Night

The anticipation of getting home was growing increasingly greater, as the minutes on the clock grew closer to midnight. As a nightly bartender at the local steak house, she was exhausted from the number of long islands and water moccasins she had to make for the wealthy attendees. The number of drinks didn’t quite add up to the tip amount at the end of the night, but she was still satisfied at how much she was walking home with at the end of the night.

​She wiped down the last of the counter and placed the cleaned glasses for the next morning’s crew as the clock finally rang for midnight. Amelia clocked out instantly on the computer in front of her, said goodbye to the kitchen crew that had orders still flying out, and turned off the light about the bar. She often wondered why people would want to become part of the wait staff or cook because of how late they would have to remain at the restaurant. Amelia threw on her coat and started her long walk home.

​She had a car when she first started her job, but after a rear-end collision that nearly cost her own life, she refused to drive again. Besides, when she walked alone at night, she was able to get lost in her own thoughts along the way. The walk took her thirty minutes and was usually dimly lit along the way.

​Something seemed different about this particular night though, even if she didn’t know what it was. To comfort herself, Amelia pulled out a cigarette box from her coat pocket that had been replaced with pre-rolled joints for these walks. She stopped walking for a moment to allow herself to light one up and then continued to walk, exhaling the smoke as she continued. The immediate feeling of the cannabis smoke rolling around in her mouth before exhaling made her feel better about the long walk home alone.

​Her phone suddenly went off, as it startled her enough to almost drop her joint on the ground. With a quick reflex, she removed her phone from her pocket and answered it, forgetting to check who was calling in the first place.

​“Hello?” She answered.

​“Sorry to call you literally minutes after you got off but I’m supposed to ask where the tip out for the barbacks was placed and if you’d be able to come in and work a double on Saturday, next week?” Her coworker, Christine asked with hesitation in her voice.

​“The tip out is underneath the till in the drawer. They’re labeled so that both got equal amounts and what happened to Danny? I thought he was working the night shift to save up for some new car part or what not?”

​“Apparently, he blew his motor and won’t be able to make it for his shift. I’m only asking you because I literally have no one else that I can trust to come in,” she pleaded.

​Amelie took a bigger hit from the joint and rolled her eyes. As much as she hated to hear that she was needed so much, she knew the money she would make on that Saturday night would be more than enough for next month’s rent and extra bud.

​“Yeah, I guess I can make it,” she replied.

​“Ah, thank you. Thank you. Thank you,” Christine replied, letting out a sigh of anxiety. “I’ll be sure to make the changes on the schedule by the morning.”

​Amelie agreed before she heard the click of her phone disconnecting. She hated that she did her job so good, that they needed her to come in to pick up everyone else’s slack all the time. It would always interfere with her plans outside of work.

​She was crossing the street before entering the part of the walk that wouldn’t be covered in lights, when she noticed a figure from behind her wearing a thick, black overcoat that prevented her from seeing who was underneath. As mysterious as it appeared, she decided it wasn’t a big enough threat to throw out her lit joint and just pressed forward. The walk always gave her a feeling of discomfort when it came to the darkness, but she enjoyed it overall.

​Amelia continued to smoke and walk but noticed that the figure behind her was still trailing her from a block away. She wasn’t going to let this creep ruin her high, so she decided to walk a little bit quicker. She realized that the faster she walked, it would pick up its speed as well.

​Growing closer to the dark under bridge, her palms started to grow with perspiration, and she had to relight her joint a couple times to get another hit out of it. The bridge was long enough for three eighteen wheelers to park underneath it in a line and was one of the reasons she loved to walk home under it. The emptiness of the hollow area made her feel welcoming.

​Right before she entered, she looked back to see if the figure was still following her from behind. She used her peripherals to look behind her, as she lit up her second joint. To her astonishment, it was gone. Feeling relieved, she continued to press forward inside of the dark opening of the under bridge.

​As she was about to exhale the large hit she had taken inside the dark walls, she was suddenly attacked from behind. The figure jumped on her, causing her joint to fall from her hand’s grasp as she fell face forwards onto the pavement of the road.

​“You fucker,” she exclaimed, as she tried to force it off her.

​The growling the figure made appeared to sound human-like and she realized she had been attacked by a random homeless passerby, who was probably hoping to either score on some cash or some unprotected pussy. The man started to beat her back, as she grew more frustrated at the fact that the joint that fell within her reach had been broken in half during the attack.

​“You’re going to regret this,” she warned him, as he howled in laughter. The sounds that released from his rotten mouth appeared to be from heavy drug usage, as she stopped struggling for a moment and closed her eyes.

​“Listen, I’m going to give you to the count of three and that’s actually being nice,” she warned him once more.

​The man ignored her and started pulling back her head by her hair and bashing it onto the pavement, hoping the impact would cause her to knock out. It only made her more irritated.

​“Alright. Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” she insisted, as she used strength that he didn’t realize she had kept away to get off the ground and released his dirty body from her own. She threw her arms back, causing him to stumble backwards and landed on his own ass.

​Amelia cracked her neck and wiped the dirt from around her mouth, as the light from the moon shone brightly across the two sharp teeth, she had been keeping hidden from view. The man looked mortified at her horrific appearance, trying to get up in a quickness. She refused to let him leave and picked him up with one hand, throwing him against the brick wall of the bridge.

​“You fucker costed me a whole ass joint. Looks like you owe me a little debt. Good thing I’ll let you repay me in blood,” she said, using her hidden force to jump over to his side. His face was terrified, as she picked him up by the front of his wretched shirt and slammed him down on the ground. The impact of the pavement and his spinal cord caused his body to become paralyzed as he started to cry out in pleads. A squishy-like noise belted out from his ass, as she beat him down to the ground.

​“That’s gross. I hate hearing the cries of an old man. At least have a little decency for yourself before your own demise,” she said, crouching down and smelling the shit that poured out from between his legs.

​“You fuckin’ shit yourself? You’re disgusting,” she said to him. “Almost too repulsive to eat. Unfortunately for me, I can’t let a monster like you stay out on these streets. Who knows what you’d have done to the next unwilling victim or what you’ve done to someone already.”

​The man continued to try to plea through his mutters and overdosed lips. Amelia rolled her eyes and waited for it to end but knew the only way that would occur was for him to have a sudden meet with death.

​“Lucky for you, I haven’t eaten anything all day. Bon appetite,” she exclaimed to herself, as she lifted his lifeless neck up to her level and sank her teeth deeply into his neck to hit the coronal artery. The tainted blood flowed through the penetrated piercings and into her mouth, as she swallowed with great motion. The taste of heroin in his blood wasn’t satisfying, as she preferred her blood to be clean. The man’s skin began to grow pale with ease, as she sucked his body clean of warm blood. His eyes rolled to the back of his head, as she allowed his lifeless body to collapse onto the road.

​Afterwards, she used the back of her coat’s sleeve to wipe off the excess blood from around her mouth and kicked his corpse off to the side. The stray dogs and wild animals would pick his body clean by morning, as officials would declare him dead by overdose.

​She removed another freshly packed joint from her pack and lit it before continuing her journey home. It was indeed a long night. A long, stress-free night that would end with her getting high and a good night’s rest now that she satisfied her hunger.


Bongzilla

The grounds shook heavily, as the nearest town took to their usual safety areas thinking that it was just an unusual earthquake. Outside the town limits, the cracks of the Earth were opening, as a heavy gray smoke came rising out from it. It grew increasingly worse, as something incredibly large and glasslike starting to rise out, filling the air rapidly in a strong cannabis smoke.

​The shaking repeated for several minutes before it finally came to a stop. From the depths of the Earth rose a gigantic bong with long arms, sharp teeth, and a hunger craving for humans. It was then that Bongzilla had come for all of humanity.

​“We got to find a way out of this place,” Uriella shouted towards her friends, as they continued to watch the sadistic carnage unfold in front of their eyes.

​Even seeing it in person didn’t fully comprehend in their minds, but the disaster of what used to be their home wasn’t a figment of their imagination. A twenty-foot bong with a huge mouthful of teeth was causing death and destruction to their city and whatever got in its way. Nobody that was still alive knew where it had come from or what had awakened it from its slumber. All they knew was that it had woke up angry and hellbent on devouring the humans that stood in its way.

​“Where the hell are we supposed to go? Once it’s done here, you don’t think it’s going to go back to sleep, do you? NO! This fuckin’ thing is going to the next town, the next state, probably the next country until it has eaten the last of our race,” Bryan replied, paranoid as hell. He had already lost his wife and six-year-old child to its evilness, losing the will to keep running.

​“Not if we do something about it now,” Beverly told him, in hopes that something so big could still have a weakness.

​“What could we possibly do, Bev? We’re just a couple of lucky stoners that dove out of the range of its path a couple of times while the ones we love most suffered in its wrath,” Bryan answered. He felt defeated after watching it chomp down on his child’s torso like it was a carrot stick. The blood from his daughter slid down the mouth of the beast, as it just carried on through town without any remorse.

​“Don’t give up, Bryan. Samantha wouldn’t want you to give up just yet,” Uri replied.

​“You keep her goddamn name out of your goddamn mouth, you hear me!” He screamed out at her, lounging and placing his hands around her throat. Uri started to cough from the pressure around her throat, as Beverly pleaded for him to let go of her. He realized how raging he was becoming and let go of her immediately to walk away and catch his breath. He hadn’t felt that sudden impact of hurt since he watched her death in front of his own face and couldn’t believe he was able to exact that amount of pain on someone else.

​“We can’t turn on each other right now. Not when we have to find out how to stop this thing from eliminating the human race,” Beverly said.

​A sudden movement between some nearby bushes caused all three of them to become startled, as they all backed up into each other to witness what was coming through.

​“Hello? I thought I heard some people up here,” a male voice started to come from the plants.

​“Who’s there?” Uri asked, still acquiring her voice back from being strangled.

​“My name is Steve. I’m coming from the mall downtown,” he answered, slowly coming out from the bushes. He had tattered clothes and bloodstains spattered across his face and chest, as if he had been fighting for his life before coming across them.

​“We were about to head in that direction ourselves. How bad is it?” Beverly asked.

​“The place is demolished. Fuckin’ thing tore right threw it like nothing and obliterated everything and everyone in its path. I had six in my group and I’m lucky I made it out alive,” Steve explained, trying to catch his breathe. Something about the man didn’t sit right with Uriella, but she didn’t have time to investigate.

​“So, what do we do now? Where do we go?” Beverly asked.

​“The highways are barricaded with crashes and the only means to get away from the carnage are by sea. If we can travel the hundred miles or so, we can make it to the gulf and try for Mexico,” Bryan suggested.

​“What if that thing goes south?” Uriella asked.

​“At least we’ll have a chance at survival for a while until we can think of our next destination,” Bryan replied, as Steve nodded his head in agreeance.

​Before they could start heading in the direction they needed to go, a wild uproar came hurdling in their direction. A series of small, cannabis creatures started to pour out from the mouth of the Bongzilla and started to ravage the Earth for the beast, furiously looking for any individuals that escaped the carnage at the mall.

​“What the fuck just came out from it?” Beverly asked, frightened at the sight they just watched.

​“I don’t know but they don’t look too friendly. We gotta go now,” Bryan instructed, as they continued to run through the trees that separated the town from the next. They were still miles away from the nearest city and traveling by foot was going to make the trip take much longer, but if they were going to survive this tragedy, they were going to have to pull themselves together.

​With the girls in the front, Bryan and Steve trailed behind, holding their weapons in case those creatures came close to them.

​“So, how long have you three been running?” Steve asked.

​“I met them a few days ago after I lost my family to that beast. I almost gave up entirely and they pushed me to keep going. I don’t even know what I’m doing half the time or how we managed to survive this long,” Bryan replied, letting his emotions take control of him for the moment.

​Steve could sense this moment of weakness and as they continued further, waited until Bryan wasn’t looking to lounge at him and sliced his neck with a pocketknife he had secured to his waist. Blood came trickling down his throat, as Bryan tried to grab it to stop the bleeding. The girls had been initiated in conversation, not comprehending what was going on behind them, as Bryan fell to his knees.

​“See, I need to feed it, so it won’t come after me. You and those bitches up there are my way of escaping, and I won’t let any of you fuck it up for me,” Steve said, wiping the edge of his bloody knife across his shirt, as he put the blade back in its holder.

​Steve ran up to the girls, leaving Bryan to bleed out to death on the dirt, shouting, “RUN! They got him. We need to run!”

​Feeling immediate fear, the girls did as they were told, fleeing from the sight without looking back at their male partner who had been helping them for the last few days. They only knew that when it came to something chasing them, they had to move fast.

​After a few minutes of consecutive running, Beverly and Uriella had to stop to catch their breath. They planted themselves up next to a big oak tree and pulled out a few waters for all three of them from the backpack Uri had been carrying. The refreshing water gave life to their body after running in the summer heat.

​“What happened back there?” Beverly asked, wondering how Bryan had been attacked so quickly after the creatures were released.

​“Those vermin that the beast released just came out from nowhere and sliced open his neck. There was nothing I could do for him at the time and just knew we had to run,” Steve explained, taking a drink from his bottle.

​“Dammit,” Uri exclaimed, angry that they allowed one of their own to be taken down.

​They all stopped petrified when Bongzilla let out another roar but this time, a large cloud of grey, cannabis smoke filled the air, as it started to come down all around the town and where the group had been resting. Uri, Beverly, and Steve all started to cough from the aroma, as their eyes immediately became bloodshot red. The immediate high they felt made them fall into a fit of laughter, as Bongzilla started to rampage through more of the rest of the town, devouring people left and right that fell prey to the smoke.

​“I’m fuckin’ baked,” Beverly exclaimed.

​“It’s a diversion. We must keep on moving,” Uri announced, holding herself up from collapsing from feeling light-headed. She was a frequent smoker, but this was stronger than anything she had ever had before.

​“Use the trees to keep yourself stable. We should be hitting Wakefield by night,” Steve told them, rubbing his eyes as they got to their feet.

​He had plans on taking out both girls when night approached. Steve didn’t want to burden himself with the weight of others when he was only worried about surviving on his own. Unbeknownst to the girls, his name wasn’t even Steve. His name was Mauricio, and he was a convicted felon and mass murderer that had been set free after Bongzilla had run rampage at the local penitentiary. The convicts all made their escape and had hidden well amongst the rest of the townsfolk in the area. The thought of savagely raping and mutilating their innocent corpses flustered in his mind, as he followed closely behind them.

​Uriella still didn’t feel completely right knowing that they had just met Steve, and something lingered in the back of her mind. They didn’t know him at all and now their only male companion was dead, leaving them more vulnerable.

​“I don’t trust him,” Uri whispered over to Beverly.

​“Who? Steve?” Beverly asked, using the same lowered tone.

​“How do we even know his name is really Steve? And literally after we meet him, Bryan gets taken out. Awfully suspicious if I do say so myself,” she explained. It made some sense to Beverly, but she didn’t want to make things too obvious.

​“What do we do?” Beverly asked.

​“Just stay on alert. I don’t want to let our guard down around him until I know he can be trusted,” she said. Beverly nodded, knowing that she should listen since her intuition was usually better than her own.

​They continued further until they couldn’t hear the roar of the beast anymore, semi-thinking they were safe for now. Their feet were worn out, sweat turned their clothes a darkened brown shade, and the sweat they perspired made them smell atrocious but that was the least of their problems. The town had been destroyed by the smaller weed creatures that came out from the beast’s mouth and whatever remain had been engulfed by Bongzilla entirely.

​Steve was happy the night sky had taken over, making things harder to see. The highness from earlier was starting to wear off, as Uri and Beverly were starting to grow tired and weak from all the walking. Steve was ready to make his move to discard his female companions, but even he was starting to grow tired. He wasn’t a smoker and the large amount he took in earlier was causing him to become weaker by the minute.

​“We can rest here,” Steve told them, assuming they were just as tired as he was. He was about ready to doze off for a few hours and planned to disembowel them before they had a chance to wake up from their slumber. He fell asleep to the thought of picking up their tight little deceased asses and shoving his dick into them to give them a bit of pleasure before letting the beast devour their naked, bludgeoned corpses.

​“Rest sounds good. I do think one of us should take watch in case those creatures should find us,” Beverly stated.

​“I’ll make the first round. I’m not that tired, just body exhausted,” Uri exclaimed. The others nodded in acceptance, as she watched them make a bed from leaves and dirt. Steve nodded off quicker than expected, leaving the girls to make their investigation on him.

​Steve had been overly exhausted; he couldn’t feel Uri slip his wallet out from his back pocket. She rummaged through his cards and noticed that the majority of them had other people’s names with blood smeared across them. Brandon, Nadine, Henry, Broderick, and the list kept going. She also found a small stack of photographs he had collected in the wallet from what appeared to be the names from the cards. She found hidden among them his real identification card that stated that his name was really Mauricio and underneath was an inmate tag that declared he had come from the state penitentiary.

​“This guy’s a freakin’ convict,” Uri declared, showing off what she found on him.

​“There’s blood all over those cards. Do you think he freakin’ killed all those people for their money?” Beverly asked.

​“I think he killed them and I think he’s the reason behind Bryan’s death. Like, why didn’t we hear those creatures chasing us after he died? I told you he couldn’t be trusted,” Uri whispered, grabbing a large, sharp-edged rock from the grounds nearby.

​“What are you gonna do?” Beverly asked, with a tremble in her voice.

​“I’m gonna take him out before he can do it to us,” Uri announced, raising the rock over his head.

​Beverly didn’t like the thought of taking someone’s life, but if it meant protecting them, she was alright doing it. Beverly looked around and found a thick stick from one of the trees and raised it above Steve’s body. Before he had a chance to open his eyes, they plummeted the rock and stick into his face and chest, causing multiple open wounds as blood gushed out. His eyes opened as they repeated the process, making sure to mutilate him to the point of death. Blood splattered across their face and arms, as they proceeded to bludgeon him repeatedly.

​Bones popped and caved outwards as his face quickly became a pile of mashed potatoes underneath her bloodied hands. The stick made several deep holes throughout the upper half of his torso that had broken shards of bark poking out. His body looked more like prodded meatloaf than a man, as they looked down at the mess they made.

​“Should we have done that?” Beverly asked, feeling a slight regret that she took help in taking out a living being.

​“I’m sure the mother fucker was plotting on killing us while we slept. Better him than us,” Uri exclaimed. Her intuition was always right when it came to trust.

​“So, where do we go from here?” Beverly asked.

​“We just keep running. Like Bryan said, the only safe way is to make it to the gulf and make the travel to Mexico,” Uri explained.

​They didn’t know how long it would take them, but after losing their friend and coming across a dangerous inmate along the way, anything was better than staying where they were.

​The roaring never ended as Bongzilla tore through the town and continued to stay rampage through the night. Military were called out, but nothing could stop the beast in its tracks. It was clear that Bongzilla had come into this world for a purpose and would not leave until it was fulfilled. The night air would remain grey until the day the beast would fall.


Last Pass on the Left

“But where did she go?” Gemma asked, eager to know. She was fully invested in his story but refused to let him end it with that ending.

“You’ll have to wait for the sequel. I might make it like Stockholm Syndrome, victim builds feelings for her captive, type plot,” Greyson explained. He was already packing a new bowl in the pipe for them to share, while he was explaining another story.

“Yeah, I like that. By the third story, you could kill him off and have her take his place,” she suggested. He nodded and showed interest, as he took a hit. It exhaled from his lips with a divine smoke, as she just looked at him like he was the most attractive person she had ever laid on. She had thought that way since the first day they met.

She had moved across the country, from New York to Los Angeles, because she felt like their relationship was well worth the move. And it was, since after a year living together, they had tied the knot. She knew he was an avid weed smoker, but it didn’t bother her. Instead, she picked up the hobby and enjoyed the nights when they would get high together, after he had gotten off work.

That night, they had been discussing creative plots for movies, in which Greyson had gotten carried away after they had talked about how there wasn’t enough horror movies centered around marijuana. They had been flipping through the television, celebrating April 20th, when the realization hit them like a freight train. Gemma couldn’t decide on a film to put on, so they decided to make up their own.

“I got it. So, there’s this guy, let’s name him, uh, Gerry. He’s relaxing on the sofa in his apartment, just blazing like he has no cares in the world. Then, suddenly, he hears a rumbling noise coming from in the kitchen. He exhales another bit hit, as his eyes are red and barely squinting. He turns his head towards the kitchen and starts to think someone is in there.”

As he explains, he’s reenacting how the character would be moving, as Gemma just watches him in admiration. She likes when he gets into his descriptions.

“So, he’s looking, but can’t see anyone in there. Shrugging it off, he returns to his pipe to take another hit. There it is again, the rumbling sound. Instead of ignoring it the second time around, he gets up and starts walking over to the kitchen. Each step he takes causes him to get a little worried, but a scan of the room secures that no one else is in his apartment but him.”

Gemma goes to add something into the story but decides it’s best to let him finish before she puts in her two cents.

“The rumbling begins, as he notices it’s coming from the old fridge. He assumes it’s an issue with the ice dispenser and opens the left side of the two-door fridge. Inside, there is no ice premade, and he starts pounding away at the machine, hoping that it would go back to working condition. ‘Fucking piece of shit,’ he’ll say, kicking it when it doesn’t do as it should. As he goes to pull away, the door is going to close on his head and humanoid eyes would appear on the front. He screams as it starts devouring his cranium slowly, spitting out chunks of flesh and blood onto the tile flooring. Before he has a second to escape, his body collapses onto the floor, perfectly decapitated.”

“Oh, shit,” Gemma says. Her eyes are wide as she takes another hit from the pipe. This sparks her mind to want to add on to his story.

“But that’s not all. It’s going to slurp his body inside, using the interior drawers like tongues, leaving nothing behind.”

She nods and waits to see if he’s finished, before adding, “What if after every person it eats, it dispenses little baby fridges from the ice machine and they start imitating little zombies, on the hunt for more flesh to eat?”

“Fridge babies?”

“Hell yeah, fridge babies. A good start for the sequel,” she replies with a smile. He takes another hit and laughs. “We’d all be in Hell if any of these were based on true events.”

He smiled, gulping back her words with the soda that was on the coffee table in front of them.

“Pack the bowl, I’ll go get us another drink from the cooler outside,” he said. They had just come back from a small road trip and had extra drinks still floating in the ice. As he opened the front door and walked outside, he noticed any eerie dark cloud that started to move over where they lived. He assumed it was a dark cloud, indicating that a storm was approaching the area. It had been mildly cold lately and rain didn’t seem so farfetched. He reached in the cooler for two more cans of Coke and proceeded to go back inside, where Gemma had already lit the fresh greens on the top of the bowl.

“That smells dank as fuck,” he said, handing over one of the cans to her. He sat down and flipped the tab, sending a loud ‘snap’ from the concealed carbon dioxide. The fresh taste of the drink slid down his throat so smoothly, as Gemma held out the pipe for him to take.

From outside, their dog started to bark profusely, as if a strange person had entered their land. Their house sat upon a property that had multiple homes scattered across, behind an old metal gate. They liked the place because it gave them a form of security from those around the neighborhood.

“Damn dog, probably barking at a cat,” Greyson said, hearing the dog’s bark get lower in volume, as it began chasing something through the yard.

From outside, they were able to hear multiple footsteps running around their house. The sounds made them both pause from speaking, so that they could better hear the sounds.

“What the fuck was that?” Gemma asked. Greyson threw up his arms, declaring that he didn’t know either.

They both got up and walked towards the door, as Gemma decided to look out the window. The cloud had grown a hundred times bigger, as she was able to see a crowd of people walking aimlessly in the road. Greyson was too occupied, trying to figure out what his dog was trying to catch. As they stared outside, a voice startled them from behind.

“Belongs to me, this weed I smell. Whoever gots it, is going straight to Hell,” the leprechaun riddled, taking a hit from the pipe they had been smoking from.

Both of their eyes opened wide from the sight, as they heard other strange noises coming from outside. The crowd of people, appeared to be cannabis-infused zombies, slowly making their way in their direction. The footsteps they heard outside, came from the weed goblins, as his dog had been mutilated by the rest of the tribe, after attacking one of their own. His guts lied out across the lawn for the babies to eat. The roaring of the fridge in the kitchen grew louder, as it manually started squeezing its own offspring from the ice machine. They snarled as they were born, ready to attack the couple.

Gemma grabbed hold of her husband’s arm, backing up with him towards the front door. A dark creature flew by the front window, tossing a handful of sunflowers to shatter the glass, creating a huge entrance for all the creatures to enter. They thought about making a run out the door, but Greyson saw that the handle was rigged, so that whoever would step out, would meet face-to-face with a meat hook, designed to impale the person right under their chin.

Everywhere they turned, their exit was blocked from one of Greyson’s fictitious ideas he had created while smoking the weed.

“It’s the weed! If that weed really belonged to the leprechaun from your story, then that’s what brought everything you mentioned to life,” Gemma declared.

“How the fuck do we send it all back,” he inquired, but she made it known that she didn’t have the answer to his question.

He thought about taking another hit and wishing it all back to normal but remembered the leprechaun had taken control of the pipe and was still in possession of it. He looked at Gemma, as she looked at him, knowing they had created their own fate. He didn’t believe in giving up, so he grabbed ahold of the metal bat he had behind the closet door and tossed it to Gemma. He pulled out a sharpened pocketknife he had forgotten to give back to his coworker after work. Together, they stood back-to-back, prepared to fight for their lives.

“It’s all or nothing. If we duck down through the door, we can fight our way through these things. No one knows them better than we do,” he said, holding up the knife in stabbing position and taking his place in front of her. Gemma swallowed her fear and armed herself.

As he opened the door, he backed away to let the hook fall before they made any sudden movements. He continued forward slowly, trying to make sure the person on the roof didn’t see or hear them coming out. Greyson knew he could outsmart the guy, if he played his cards perfectly.

Standing in the front yard, they were met with the weed goblins, that were larger in person than he remembered describing. They quickly started chasing after them, as Gemma flung the bat in both directions, causing numerous plants to go flying in dismemberment.

“The gate!” Greyson yelled out. He wasn’t sure where they were going to run, but he knew they could survive his own mind.

Running through the driveway, Gemma’s foot stepped on the outer edge of a beartrap without realizing, scrapping a huge chunk of flesh from the side of her leg. She let out a harrowing scream, but Greyson refused to let her fall. He pulled her up on one side and continued to run. A heavy sanguine fluid poured from the severed wound, making her feel drowsy from the blood loss. The gate was approaching, as he knew it would take both of his arms to pull it open, due to the loss of traction from the wheels. He had no other choice but to set her down for a moment so that he could push it open enough for them to fit.

As he put her down, he immediately started to thrust open the old, rusted gate, but heard Gemma scream. The Kush Goblin had grabbed her by the impaired leg and had started pulling her towards him. She had tried fighting it off with the bat, but his grip was too hard to fight off. Greyson knew he could sprint quick enough to escape but didn’t want to leave her behind. He closed his eyes for a moment, took a huge sigh, and launched himself at the creature, ready to penetrate where the goblin’s eye socket would be…

“And then?” Gemma asked in anticipation of what was next to come.

“You’ll have to wait for the sequel,” Greyson said, taunting her with an enigmatic smile.


PROLOGUE

Thank you to all who have read the completed Extended Cut of my re-released, Cannabis Holocaust. I had a wonderful time putting together 20 short stories that combine my love for Extreme Horror with my love of smoking cannabis. Now, recreationally of course, but living in a state that has fully made it legal to enjoy has made it fun creating a whole collection of short stories devoted to the green plant.

Now, this collection might not be for everyone, as this still has all the gory details and grotesque imagery that I am quite fond of writing, but I added a little more humor and bits of bizarro so that every story has a little something different to devour when you’re casually enjoying your relaxation time.

I did originally come up with the idea for this collection when I was brainstorming ideas for an anthology submission call, but after coming up with so many interesting and completely out-there stories that I grew to love, I just absolutely could not let go of any of them. And when I first released this in 2022, I feel like I rushed it into something that I could have been prouder of. Thus, I decided to release it better this time around with double the amount of stories and double the fun.

This is a work of extreme horror, so there are going to be some scenes that may be too much for some readers, but that’s why I have included a long list of trigger warnings in the back of the book so that if it is a sensitive subject for you, you have the choice to either skip it or embrace what is about to take place in the story.

Otherwise, I am so grateful that you, the reader, have made it this far and I hope you look forward to my future releases since I have so much more in store for you Gore Loving Freaks like me. If you enjoyed this collection, I would like to inform you that some of these stories will actually have a second part in the sequel I tend to put out in 2025. So, if you felt like the story didn’t have quite the ending you were expecting, it’s probably not the last time you will hear about it…

In short…

BONGZILLA WILL RETURN!

Lady GoreWhxre

October 13th, 2023


TRIGGER WARNINGS

In case there are some subjects that you may want to skip on that may be deemed too sensitive for your liking, here is the full list of trigger warnings for each individual story. Because, sometimes, you don’t have to push yourself to read extreme horror if you don’t feel comfortable. Stay Spooky.

The Stuff: Cannibalism, Mutilation, Excessive Gore, Homicide, Self-Harm, Extreme Cravings, Over-Eating

Pot-Smoking Freaks: Skinning, Mutilation, Excessive Gore, Castration, Regurgitation, Body Horror, Innards Spilling, Grotesque Imagery, Infant Creature Mutilation

Kush of the Devil: Satanic Cult, Demonism, Excessive Gore, Homicide, Decapitation, Infant Mutilation, Grotesque Imagery

Silence of the Weed: Child Abuse, Mutilation, Depression, Surgical Procedures From Hell, Anxiety

Nightmare on Toke Street: Excessive Gore, Mutilation, Night Terrors, Nudity, Sexual References, Sapphic Sexual Scenes, Graphic Imagery, Cunnilingus

Army of Dankness: Excessive Gore, Mutilation, Decomposition, Cannibalism, Zombie Gore, Body Rot, Infant Mutilation

LepreKush: Mutilation, Defecation, Excessive Gore, Sexual References, Graphic Imagery

The Evil Bong: Excessive Gore, Mutilation, Demon Bong, Graphic Imagery, Burning Alive, Murder, Eye Gauging

Dankness Falls: Excessive Gore, Mutilation, Disturbing Lore

Babadank: Demon, Excessive Gore, Mutilation, Graphic Imagery, Bullying, Dismemberment, Rituals

Pot Semetary: Excessive Gore, Mutilation, Spousal Abuse, Graphic Imagery, Animal Abuse, Animal Death, Psychopathic Rage, Sexual References, Body Fluids

Children of the Kush: Excessive Gore, Mutilation, Graphic Imagery, Sexual References, Cunnilingus

Dawn of the Dank: Excessive Gore, Serial Killer, Mass Mutilation, Acid Body Horror, Disembowelment, Graphic Imagery

House of 1000 Strains: Hicksploitation, Excessive Gore, Mutilation, Graphic Imagery, Sexual References, Anxiety

High Tension: Paranoia, Split Personality, Mutilation, Excessive Gore, Sapphic Sexual References

The Green Inferno: Sodomy, Excessive Gore, Cannibalism, Mutilation, Eye Gauging, Dismemberment, Graphic Imagery

Stoner Flesh Eaters: Zombie Horrors, Body Horror, Decomposition, Brain Damage, Elderly Harm

A Girl Smokes Alone At Night: Stalking, Cannibalism, Vampirism, Mutilation, Excessive Gore

Bongzilla: Child Death, Mutilation, Creature Feature, Murder, Excessive Gore, Graphic Imagery, Rape Thoughts, Necrophiliac

Last Pass on the Left: Excessive Gore, Mutilation, Graphic Imagery
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Available Now

Gory Stories: Volume One

A collection of some of the most extreme horror shorts. Including ‘Drip, Drip’ that dives into a world of domestic violence and the excruciating karma that follows. “The Collection’ tells the story of a quiet girl with a sickening hobby. And don’t miss the captivating castrate/revenge tale ‘Chainsaw Gutfuck’ that has a bloodbath during a class reunion.


Coming Soon

Splatterday Night At The Bowl-O-Rama

Welcome to the most popular event in Sleazeville, where the young adults can go bowl the night away and the beers never run dry. All is going well until an unknown substance makes its way into the food that is consumed by the attendees. A slimy substance that transforms humans into cannibalistic ravagers. It’s up to the small group of employees to end the carnage before it escapes into town.

Disturbing Behavior Book #1: Midnight Premiere

One night. One premiere.

For most of the attendees of this bi-annual event, it’s home after the lights come on but for an unlucky handful, their night is about to become an atrocious nightmare. Five stories that intertwine with each other to give you a horrific night you will never forget and a town that’s left to clean up the bodies. Come for the film, stay for the frights.
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