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“I can't believe I let you talk me into this,” came the voice of a 
young woman as she trudged through the undergrowth after her 
friend. Carrie Staples was struggling to keep up with Jane 
Bradley, as she seemed to have been doing since they were kids. 
Their adventure that night was starting to feel like the stuff they 
used to get up to back in the days of grazed knees and wobbly 
milk teeth. 

“Famous last words,” said the scrawny form of Jane up 
ahead. She stopped for a moment and turned to wait for carrie. 
Jane grinned, her black-ringed eyes flashing with mischief in the 
darkening eve. It would soon be fully dark, and yet Jane's grin 
shone like a beacon. “Seriously, you have to see this place. It's 
awesome. I swear you'll be pleased you came along.”

I've heard that before, Carrie noted as she made her way 
through tall grass, towards Jane. “And you're sure it's safe? I 
know you hate me being the mature one out of the two of us, but 
someone has to think like an adult. We're not kids any more.”

“And it's thinking like that which is going to make your 
thirties happen that much sooner,” Jane said with a wink before 
continuing on her way. “Aren't you having fun yet?”

“Not really, if I'm honest,” Carrie sighed as she stepped in 
something wet. She was grateful it was too dark now to see what 
it was. Good job she'd been sensible and donned her hiking 
shoes, old jeans and a good heavy black coat before setting off on 
jane's latest escapade. As ever, Jane didn't seem to notice the cold 
or their surroundings and was content in her usual attire of a short 
leather jacket, a band t-shirt and skinny jeans over a pair of 
muddy Converse. Ever the teenager, even in her mid twenties. 
Carrie felt like her mother sometimes. “And remember I've got an 
early start tomorrow. We don't all work in nightclubs.”

“We'll just stay for a minute. I want to show you how 
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mental this place is.”
“Okay, but we're not staying long. We're miles from a 

decent bus stop, and they only run for another couple of hours.”
“Yes dear,” sang Jane, once again speeding ahead while 

Carrie tried to keep sight of her. “Just think of it as a chance to 
get some great photos to put on Facebook. They'll be a talking 
point at the Halloween party tomorrow, so you'll have something 
to talk about when looking for Mr. Right. You are still coming, 
aren't you?”

“Yes dear,” Jane mimicked her old friend in the same 
patronizing tone and followed for another few metres. “Well isn't 
this a lovely way to spend the night before Halloween? Knee 
deep in things that squelch. We probably walked over a body or 
two on our way.”

“Here,” Jane said, stopping suddenly. There was nothing 
visible in the darkness before her until Carrie was right by her 
side. 

“Right. This looks creepy. Creepy and illegal.”
“I've been inside already. You won't believe your eyes.”
“Please tell me you brought a torch. I don't want to have 

come out here for nothing, especially as it's going to chuck it 
down tonight. I've already felt the rain starting to spit.”

Jane's grin was suddenly illuminated from underneath by 
the beam of a heavy duty torch. “I'm always prepared. That's 
what I tell blokes when they try it on with me at work. Well, I do 
if they're fit.”

“Mind. Wandering. Again.”
“Sorry. Okay. Here we go.”
She turned the torch away from her face and aimed it at 

the darkness, flooding it with sterile light. A door. Thick, old and 
blank aside from the heavy handle upon its iron surface, and an 
ornate keyhole with something carved over the top of it.

“Is that a-”
“Gargoyle,” Jane butted in. “Yep. It's awesome and I want 

one. Right, in we go.”
She grabbed the handle and lifted, then pulled. The door 

let out a creak, and she handed Carrie the torch. “Here, hold this a 
sec. There's a knack to this door.”

Carrie glanced around herself as Jane wrestled with the 
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old door, its hinges casting out great big moaning creaks as she 
dragged it away from the space beyond it. “Are you sure this is 
wise? I bet there's CCTV around here or something. We'll end up 
on a Freeview channel on something about grave robbers at this 
rate.”

“Hold the bloody torch still,” was Jane's only answer.
With one last moan, the door was open far enough for 

them to squeeze through. Jane took the torch back and went on, 
her footsteps suddenly audible on the cold, hard surface that lay 
behind the door. “Come on,” she called, her voice echoing as she 
vanished into the gloom, silhouetted by the beam before her. 
Carrie followed tentatively. This wasn't her idea of a nice way to 
spend an evening. Roll on the morning after the party, she 
thought as grass became concrete beneath her feet. Then at least  
Jane will be too hungover to get us into any more trouble. 

“And here we are,” came Jane's voice as the 
claustrophobic corridor gave way to a much larger space. The 
torch beam danced around the cavernous room and Carrie caught 
her breath. This place was huge. The incline of the corridor hadn't 
suggested much of a distance underground, so the place must 
have been built into the side of a hill or something. Walls made of 
huge stone blocks stretched up a good twenty metres or so, and 
even the breathing of the girls was becoming a whispered echo. 

Carrie's eyes followed the beam as Jane moved it around 
the chamber. There were doors in the walls, each with a tarnished 
brass nameplate bolted to the centre of them. “A mausoleum?”

“That's what I thought at first too,” Jane said. Carrie could 
almost hear the damn grin she always wore. The beam moved to 
the centre of the room, and Carrie froze, tiny fingers of shock 
dancing down the back of her neck. This was wrong. The place 
was wrong. They shouldn't be there."

"Jane... Oh my god, we should get out of here right now."
"Oh come on," Jane snapped back with that tone of hers. 

"There's nobody here. There hasn't been for years by the look of 
it. What do you think of the place?"

Carrie reached a hand out. "Give me the torch."
Jane did so, and Carrie moved closer to the structure in 

the middle of the room, bathing it in the light of the torch and 
praying the batteries weren't going to run out ay time soon. She 
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coughed on musty air as she bent closer to the huge slab of steel 
and wood that had been erected in the middle of the chamber. The 
torchlight illuminated the grooves that had been hacked into the 
top of the table, the surface stained with layers of blood that had 
finally become part of the table itself over years of repeated use.

"It's some kind of morgue, isn't it?"
"That's what I thought at first too," Jane said as she pulled 

herself up onto the table and kicked her legs back and forth like a 
schoolgirl. "I stumbled across the place while I was out with a, 
uh, gentleman recently. There was a midnight picnic and some 
serious fornication, and then we found the door. He thought it 
was awesome. I don't see your problem with it. The place is 
abandoned. The thing is, it's not like any morgue I've ever heard 
of. You know what I think it is?"

"Put me out of my misery," Carrie sighed as she looked 
closer at the grooves in the tabletop. They were very deep indeed. 
Far too deep for surgical instruments. The years of training she 
had gone through to become a nurse told her that. The marks 
weren't slices, either. They had been hacked into the steel, and by 
the looks of it, they had been hacked in right through flesh and 
bone.

"A trophy room," Jane snarled with a comedy growl. "I 
think this is some serial killer's old hideout."

Carrie stepped back from the grisly table. "Jesus... You 
could be right about that. Look, I'm getting out of here. We need 
to call the police." She span and waved the torch around in order 
to find the corridor that would lead her back outside. "Come on. 
Enough of this."

Jane had jumped down from the table and grabbed Carrie 
by the shoulder. "Wait a second, hear me out."

"No, this is bloody serious. We need to get somewhere 
with phone signal so we can call someone out to look at the 
place."

"I've got a better idea," Jane chuckled. Even in the 
darkness, her smile was there like a demented rictus grin.

"Come on Jane, no more. Time to grow up. You could be 
in a lot of trouble if you've contaminated anything that could be 
evidence."

"But look at the place. It's been hidden for decades by the 
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look of it. If there are bodies in those drawers, then everyone they 
knew is dead by now as well. Nobody will care."

"Someone always cares, Jane. That's how people are."
"Don't you want to hear my idea?"
"No. I want to get out of here, go home and use some of 

those Lush Bath Bombs someone got me for my birthday and 
have a soak, away from mud and some psycho's lair."

She headed for the corridor, and was a few steps into it 
when Jane called after her;

"This is where we should have the Halloween party 
tomorrow."

Carrie stopped in her tracks and turned back, shining the 
torch at her friend. "You're serious aren't you?"

“To tell you the truth,” Jane said, trying to look innocent. 
“It's already set in stone, if you will. I've already arranged for a 
minibus and everything. The boys are bringing decorations and a 
sound system and everything.” She shrugged. "That's why I 
brought you here. I knew you'd just turn around and refuse to 
come out tomorrow unless I showed you how cool this place is. 
It's got the atmos, it's free and it'll make for an awesome surprise 
for everyone. You know I'm right. What's the worst that could 
happen?"

Which is when the heavy iron door slammed shut at the 
end of the corridor, with such force that it must have been flung 
by someone ridiculously strong. The thought that someone could 
be so powerful was almost as frightening as the noise itself, but 
as claustrophobia set in, thoughts rapidly settled on the matter at 
hand.

"You said something about famous last words?" Carrie 
yelled at her old friend, shining the beam right in her face. "Now 
look what's happened!"

Jane let out a chuckle. "Irony, eh?" 
Carrie almost lunged at her with the torch. "You think this 

is funny, you idiot? We're stuck! Or did you put someone up to 
this? Is that Gerry out there? Is this an early Halloween prank? 
You're wrong in the head!"

"Hey, Little Miss Tense," Jane said with exasperation. 
"This is nothing to with me, but it's an adventure, right? Come 
on, try not to be middle-aged early. We'll be fine."
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It is time, rumbled a primal and deafening voice like 
leaves and thunder from the depths of the chamber behind them. 
Metal scraped against metal for a moment.

The girls stood perfectly still and silent. Then Jane broke 
the tension;

"I'll stop saying things like that, shall I?"
"Please," Carrie answered with a tremor in her voice.
Metal creaked, and there was the thud of something 

hitting the floor of the chamber they had left behind. Before the 
sound had ended, the girls were hammering against the iron door. 
Carrie shot the beam of the torch back down the corridor and into 
the chamber's mouth, just in time to see a dark shape emerge 
from the gloom at a terrifying speed. Too fast to make it out.

Too fast to do anything but scream as it snatched the torch 
away from Carrie and smashed it against the corridor wall, 
plunging them into total darkness.

Bring them to me, the voice clattered and growled around 
the guts of the structure. They are young. Perfect. Bring them  
back into my surgery.

Carrie and Jane kicked and screamed as the thing that had 
caught them, parts furry, parts smooth, parts wet, parts flaking 
away, dragged them back into the chamber they had invaded.

Oh now this is more like it. That's it. Bring them closer.  
Put them on the table. Strap them down. That's it. Good boy. Are  
they secure? Good boy. Now turn on the light and let them  
scream.

An old switch was thrown, and inadequate light grew 
from a rusted fitting high above them. It took a good fifteen 
seconds to reach its brightest glow, which wasn't very much, but 
that limited light was just enough to pick out not only the thing 
that had caught them in its powerful arms, but also the creature 
from which the impossible voice was emanating. 

Old friends screamed as one.
The woman was impossibly old, her skin rough as ancient 

leather, hanging from her skeletal features as though she was in 
the process of melting. Stitches lined her skin, which upon closer 
inspection was revealed to be of many different shades and 
textures. A patchwork person. She was wrapped in a dark, formal 
dress that was now far too large for her, and a burial shroud hung 
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around her shoulders like an old fashioned cape. A single eye 
stared at the girls, while the empty socket visible on the other 
side of her face hung there, gaping. 

The thing that had caught them growled and drooled. The 
girls were frightened of the woman, but it was her creature (her 
pet? Her companion?) that was far more shocking. It stood on 
two human legs, but its torso, arms and head were formed of 
miscellaneous animal parts, flesh  stitched together in random 
patterns in order to cover the musculature beneath. Its body was 
covered in different furs, feathers, scale and blank hide. One furry 
arm ended in a collection of bird feet, each acting as an 
independent finger, while the other arm was fashioned from 
human hands, a length of meat-wrapped bone and sections of 
human faces, stretched as they had been sewn together, leaving 
eyes dragged as wide as mouths, revealing tongues stitched 
together beneath that layer. Despite its slapdash nature, the 
creature looked immeasurably powerful.

Carrie tried to scream for help, only to have a gag 
smacked over her mouth. The creature covered Jane's mouth with 
an identical gag which smelled of vomit and old sweat. They 
struggled against their restraints, but got nowhere other than into 
a great deal of pain.

As the old woman drew closer and the girls could smell 
the foul stench that poured from her empty eye socket, they saw 
that the slimy bundle that lay beneath her patchwork skin was 
riddled with maggots, and carrie tried to pull herself away as she 
saw that some of those maggots had themselves been sewn 
together in some insane attempt to stay alive.

“The two of you are perfect. I've been stealing pieces of 
the corpses in this graveyard for years. Time for a fresh outfit. I 
tried for so long not to give in and use the living, but my needs 
are becoming quite desperate. There's only so long you can 
recycle the dead before the quality of the materials begins to... 
slip.”

It was on that final word that a handful of zombified 
maggots dropped out of her frail skull via the eye socket and 
covered the faces of the two girls, both of whom were trying to 
scream against their gags. They pulled, tugged and thrashed 
against the ropes and chains that the creature had wrapped around 
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them. Jane started to choke on vomit that was erupting from her 
throat.

“Quick!” the patchwork woman snarled at her beast. 
“This one will suffocate soon. We have to act quickly.” She stared 
back down at the girls, licking thin lips with a blackened tongue. 
“Prepare them. I want my new party dress.”

The creature reached its furry arm up, and with a drooling 
ripple of its multitude of stolen mouths, it laughed as it threw the 
switch again, bringing the sweet mercy of darkness to the 
chamber. A ripping sound followed by Carrie's screams heralded 
the removal of the gags, and those screams were cut short as 
ancient surgical instruments were gathered in the darkness and a 
single eye, blessed with crystal clear night vision, began to gather 
the parts that would be needed.

* * *

The minibus arrived with a thunder of beats from the ludicrously 
powerful stereo, and within thirty seconds there were fifteen 
people making their way down the corridor and into the grim 
light of the chamber, chatting, laughing, breathing heavy. Some 
were drunk already, but all of them were impressed by Jane's 
amazing Halloween costume.

“Bloody hell Jane,” sang Kirk drunkenly. “That must have 
taken hours to do!”

Jane smiled. Her skin was as pale as porcelain, her neck 
seemingly held together with thick stitches, her arms had 
different skin tones, again stitched together with thick stitches 
that looked like leather or human skin themselves. Her band t-
shirt was ripped and tattered, revealing the scars and makeshift 
connections of skin and matter across her naked form beneath it.

She stood and smiled, her grin not quite as manic as 
everyone remembered. She looked like a nightmare, and 
everyone was complimenting her outfit. This was going to be the 
best Halloween party ever. Revellers started setting up a table and 
a stereo. Crates of alcohol were arranged and shared out. 
Decorations were hastily hung from the the brass handles of the 
creepy drawers. 

“So where's Carrie?” Kirk asked, then belched. “Does she 
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look as hot as you tonight?”
Jane smiled at him, grin widening into something 

approaching the usual manic width Jane was known for. “She's 
right here... if you look hard enough.”

The music began. The dancing commenced. 
Jane lunged at Kirk, surgical steel hidden beneath the skin 

of her forearms quickly pulled free and plunged into his throat. 
He grabbed at her torn shirt and pulled it away as he collapsed, a 
fountain of blood spraying vertically from his wounds. Everyone 
froze as they saw what lay beneath the ragged cotton.

Carrie's face screamed at them to get out, even though she 
could move nowhere herself. The stitches that had melded her to 
the flesh of Jane's chest would never let her go.

Too late. Too late for everyone. 
Even over the pounding of the music, the sound of a 

triumphant roar was audible, followed by the sound of a heavy 
iron door being forced shut. 

One lock.
Two locks.
Three locks.
Fifteen dying screams.

THE END
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