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Chapter One: The Ride


“Tell me the story again,” said Cindy. The wind was blowing through her strawberry blond hair. Zeke looked over at her from the driver’s seat. She was sitting there in the passenger seat with a grin on her face. Tommy and Lynn were in the back. 

It was Halloween night. Once high-school let out earlier in the afternoon, they had all got together and planned on spending the night getting trashed on Jack and Coke. Tommy had the bright idea to dress up like a scarecrow and jump at little kids as they went trick or treating. After drinking two bottles worth of Jack though, they had decided it would be more fun to see the house. They loaded into Zeke’s Camaro and hit the road headed towards Fallmoth. 

“All-right,” Zeke said. “The house.” 

Tommy and Lynn leaned forward as Zeke turned down the radio. They wanted to hear the story, but apparently not too much as Lynn’s was currently busy furrowing her hand into Tommy’s unzipped pants.

Zeke started. “Back in the nineteen-eighties, there were these two guys from Atlanta who moved to Fallmoth. One was named Paul and the other one Samuel. They told everybody that they were brothers that came here to get away from all the people moving to Atlanta. They were queer though, so everyone knew they were lying about being brothers and had moved here to be with each other.”

“They moved way back in the hills in Fallmoth, away from the city. The place is up on Juniper Mountain, out past the old cemetery.” 

As Zeke spoke, the lights from the city were growing dim behind them. Ahead, there was nothing but darkness and the highway.

“They moved way up in the mountains and built a little three story castle. It was made out of brick. They didn’t have any power in it though; the lines didn’t go up that far. They had a fridge buried in the ground to keep things cold and a bathtub in a shed to clean themselves with. I guess that was all they needed.” 

They turned off the highway and onto county road thirty-six. It was a small two lain gravel road that traveled the way up the mountains. After a moment, they passed the Crawford cemetery on the left side. Every member of old man Crawford’s family was buried there. He had killed most of them himself. After he killed them, he did himself in too. Their graves sat there as testimony to the fact that family is forever. 

“The problems started coming when they invited town folk to visit them. They started having young men up there to do drugs with them and have sex. When people came back to town, they had a lot of stories to tell.” 

“The two fags were devil worshippers it turned out,” Cindy interjected. Zeke gave her a dead stare. 

“Am I telling this story?” he shouted. 

She cringed back. “Yes,” she replied. 

“Then shut up.” Zeke grunted.

Tommy and Lynn took no notice of the quarrel. For one, they had seen it happen plenty of times before. Just last year, Zeke had broken Cindy’s Jaw. For another, Lynn was jacking Tommy pretty hard at that point. 

Zeke started again. “They had built this weird mini-castle with gargoyles and shit on all of the corners. They had painted glass windows with demons in them instead of angels. People said that they even had spiral staircases that went to two bedrooms from the living rooms. The beds had pentagrams carved in the headboards.” 

“The garden was the best thing though. Samuel raised a special leave there. It was deadly poisonous if eaten, but it was really good if you made tea with it. The town folk called it ashwood. That’s what most people call it actually, the old ashwood manor” 

The car veered off the main road and onto a one-lane dirt road. After a moment, it dwindled into a tiny dirt road. They began to travel the winding road that went to the top of the mountain and to the house.

Tommy leaned forward. “I wonder how people they knew that, about the ashwood? Somebody got screwed up the butt,” he said and gave Lynn a grin. She giggled.

Zeke gave him a sideways glance. “Anyway,” he said. “Some people started getting the idea that these people had money, so one night after one of the parties, some people drove up to castle after everyone was gone. They went in the house with the pretense of partying with the guys. Once they got in though, they tortured and killed Paul and Samuel.”


“The two fags swore that they didn’t have any money, that it had went into the house, but they apparently weren’t too believable. They stabbed Paul first while Samuel watched. They say it threw Samuel into fits.” 

“Imagine seeing the person your banging killed in front of you.” Zeke looked at Cindy and the idea wasn’t really so appalling. “You’ve got to deal with them being murdered in front of you, and the fact that you’re going to die too. When Samuel wouldn’t stop screaming, they did him in too. They tortured him first though, cut his balls off. At least that’s the way the police say it happened. They say the men got away with all of about twenty dollars.”

Lynn stared in attention at Zeke in amazement as Tommy squirted in her hand and in his jeans. “Get to the good part!” Cindy demanded.

“Well it was after the murder’s that people in town started hearing things up in the hills. People would hear something following them in the dark. Sometimes when people had their courage up, or were shit-faced, they would go to the castle and they would see things there. Things like people that weren’t really there. And then there were the people that have disappeared there. Police reports say all the people just went missing while hiking through the woods. But what if they didn’t go missing? What if there really is something, or someone out there”

Lynn leaned forward again. “You think the two queers took them hikers?”

Zeke looked back at her in the rearview. “I guess well find out,” he said. He turned the wheel and the car pulled into a cleared spot off the dirt road. The four of them sat there looking out the windows. Trees surrounded them on three sides. It was dark and the moon shone dimly from over head. Zeke turned the car off and unlocked the doors.

Chapter Two: Lynn 

There was blood. There was blood in her eyes. Her vision was scarlet. Lynn screamed in the cold mountain air as she tried to wipe it away. She was terrified. She didn’t know what had happened. They listened to the damn story as they drove up here and then things had gone to hell. Now she was running through the woods, alone and screaming. 

And then she heard it, there was something behind her in the darkness, something chasing her. She turned and looked behind her. She saw, oh God, she saw it.

Chapter Three: The Walk

They all got out of the car and looked around. Crickets hummed and weeds rustled against each other in the dark, but there was nothing else. As they all walked towards the road they had came in on, Tommy rubbed his spent semen into his jeans. Lynn had already wiped her hand on Zeke’s backseat. They came together at the front of the car and held hands. Seeing this, Cindy made a play for Zeke’s. It passed though as though Zeke had no fingers at all.

They crossed the road and headed down the path on the other side, the path to the house.  


“You think there’s anyone else up here? I mean it is Halloween,” Lynn said. She looked from side to side in the darkness.


Tommy retorted, “I doubt it, most people don’t like to come up here. Hell, most people don’t like to go to Fallmoth at all. There’s been some weird shit that happened in that town. Remember when there were those kids that disappeared a few years back? Or those people that kept seeing things in the cemetery? There’s definitely some shit going on there.”

“Look over there,” Tommy said. They had been walking down the hill. There was a cold wind behind them and they were bracing themselves against the trees. Tommy was pointing to a large hole in the ground to their right.  It was about 20 feet in diameter. Tommy continued.

“They dug it out themselves. They were going to make some kind of swimming pool. But they got killed before they ever laid the concrete. Lynn stared at it. It was very dark but the moonlight illuminated the edges. In the depths of it, she saw something move. She screamed and turned around to run. She hit Tommy in the chest and almost knocked him down. 

Zeke grabbed her as she started screaming “SOMETHING MOVED! I SAW SOMETHING MOVE IN IT!” Zeke handed her to Tommy and went to check it out. If some chicken shit was fucking with them tonight, Zeke was going to tear him a new asshole.

Zeke moved closer and then he saw something twitch near the middle. The hole was covered with weeds but something was moving in it. There was something there and it would have him. It leaped in the air for Zeke. He jumped back as a frog landed on the ground. Cindy who had been watching the whole thing started laughing. Tommy and Lynn joined in. Zeke turned around and stared at them and they all stopped laughing abruptly. “Something funny?” he asked. They all looked at their feet. “Let’s keep going then.” 

They followed the path until a massive dark shape rose out of the woods. It was maybe eighty yards in front of them. It was the house. 

Chapter Four: The House

The path brought them to the back of the house. The road to the front had long been blocked by rocks and earth mounds courtesy of the Fallmoth residents. After all, not many church going people want their town to be known for it’s haunted attractions. That attempt was an utter failure though. Fallmoth was a town of horrors. 

As they approached it, they saw the gazebo leaning against one of the walls. When the Gazebo had originally been built, it was painted a pure white. Three white benches curved around the insides to provide support for all of the parties that were to be had.  

Now it was a spray-painted crutch. Red and gray paint decorated the hutch. “Jill and Pete,” was etched in the wood. Below it, someone had added “Fucks pigs.” Another someone had kicked over one of the supports and the whole thing had crashed against the house. 

They passed the gazebo and walked around to the front of the house. The outer wall still stood about two stories tall. As they walked around the front, Cindy screamed. It was a horrible sound to break the quietness of the woods.  Everyone jerked.

They turned to see Cindy’s hand sticking out of the ground. She hadn’t seen the whole where the bathtub used to be and had fallen right in. Zeke, Tommy, and Lynn stared at her hand as it groped around the edge of the whole to find purchase. 

“Bitch!” Cindy yelled. “Get over here and help me you bastards!” Cindy yelled. She was giggling as she said it though. Zeke, Tommy and Lynn started laughing. It was uncharacteristic for Zeke. Tommy walked toward the hole and then he stopped. When he looked in, she was laying on her back. He hadn’t seen her face at first, but when he had, it had scared him to death. 

The hole was shaped like the bathtub, and like a grave. All he could see of her face was her smile. It was a scene of a burial that had been premature. And now, someone was coming back wearing a corpse grin.

Cindy stood up and shook the dirt out of her hair. It was her after all. Tommy didn’t know why he had been so scared n the first place. It must have been Zeke’s damn story. Zeke and Lynn watched the other two come back to the group. They turned to look at the old Ashwood garden. 

It was still there. There were weeds that had grown up around it, but the Ashwood, that deadly leaf, was still there. The others turned away from the garden to explore the house, but Zeke stared at the ashwood for a moment. Zeke wasn’t sure, but he thought that one of the trees in the background had moved.

It had. It was doing it again. Two limbs, one to each side of the tree, lowered to the sides. It didn’t look like a tree anymore. It had the silhouette of a slumped man. It slowly raised its slumped head and looked at Zeke. Zeke stopped breathing.

“HEY DIPSHIT,” Tommy yelled. Zeke threw out a fist and hit Tommy square in the chest. He fell to the ground wheezing and backing up. 

“What the fuck are you doing?” Zeke yelled. “Don’t you ever, ever sneak up on me.” Each “ever” was accompanied by Zeke’s index finger jabbing Tommy in the chest. 

Cindy and Lynn stood silently together looking at Zeke in fear. Zeke himself had turned back towards the Ashwood. He stared at it. The tree was there. It was still. He had only thought it moved. Or maybe it had, maybe the wind had blown it. He turned around and Tommy was getting up. Zeke looked to the ground and then to Tommy. “Shit, I’m sorry man, just don’t do that all right?”

“Sure” Tommy said. “Sure.”

“Let’s get going Zeke said.”

Zeke and Tommy joined Cindy and Lynn. They walked around to the front of the house. When it had been built, it had been a solid square shaped castle. Each wall had been forty feet long exactly. Each corner rose into a spire with a gargoyle resting on it. The top of the Castle was an A shaped point that rose from gargoyle to gargoyle. 

There was one door in. It was ten feet tall and seven feet wide. It was made entirely of Iron. There were two windows facing the front, the only two in the house. Samuel and Paul had planned it that way to keep prying eyes from seeing things that were none of their business. As a side affect, the lack of a view always gave the visiting boys and men a feeling that the castle was not so much a place that people might live and build a life, but more that of a penitentiary. 

The two windows were both stained glass. One had been made to illustrate the devil falling from Heaven. The other was made to represent the Devil skewering a man alive. Samuel had not only been a good gardener, but an extremely talented artist as well.

The castle was made of painted black solid oak. It was harder than the nails that had been put through it. It was an odd sight to see the dark castle in the mountains between the trees.

What was left of it now was a shattered hulk. The town people blocked the driveway when they heard about the hikers who disappeared around there.  Then people had started coming to the castle to hold wee-gee board sessions and all night orgies. The townsfolk got together then and destroyed the house. They threw rocks through the windows and they torched the house. It took several tries, but eventual the front of the house and everything above the first floor was destroyed. 

There are town’s people who still have peaces of the house. David Marshall, who was a teenager himself at the time, still has a gargoyle in his basement.  Kenny Owens has the piece of the stained glass windows with Satan’s eyes.

They moved toward the front of the house. Had they been brighter folk, they might have been in awe of what it had been, a castle, or in horror of the monstrosity it had become. Instead they wanted to simply mock like all dullards.

Zeke pointed to the burnt wooden doorframe. “They killed Paul in the front entrance.” Zeke didn’t know exact details, but Lynn did. Lynn had been told by her daddy. Paul was tied to a chair and tortured in the hopes of hidden money. They cut his testicles with razors first. Blood stained his naked legs. When that didn’t work, they strapped his head to the chair with duct tape. Then they held his eyes open and burnt then with a cigarette lighter.

He screamed at first, and then he cried. His tears burnt quickly. They had been sadistic. Maybe it was the alcohol, or maybe it was anger towards themselves, for they too had attended the weekend parties. When he passed out, they slit his throat. He couldn’t tell them anything, and he had seen them, so he had to die.

Samuel had been in the garden. They brought him into the house as they slit Paul’s throat. They dragged him past his dead lover as Paul’s throat bubbled blood and escaping air. Samuel’s shriek at the site of this abomination plagued one of the men, Steven Moore, for years in his dreams. He would fall asleep and dream of being in total darkness only to hear that voice screaming from afar. And then he could hear something running towards him very fast and screaming that horrid scream. It always found him. 

They took Samuel to the bedroom and did him in. It was worse than Paul, much worse. Part of it was the pain, and the other was the knowledge of what had happened to the only person who had ever mattered to him, to the man who held his heart. The coroner had to sew his hands and his head back on for the funeral. And when the coroner removed the shovel from Samuel’s anus, most of his organs came out with it.

The four of them walked a little inside the kitchen. The house was completely open on the inside. All that was left was the outer wall and some off the corner turrets. The stairwells to the basement had been filled in with fallen wood and ceiling tile, as had much of the floor of the place. 

A red wooden stairwell went two feet into the air, and then ended. You could still see the mallet marks on the few remaining steps. Spray paint blotched the walls in pentagrams. Many juveniles had been here in the day to leave a mark, to build a legend, but not too many at night.

They would love to had seen the place as it had been before. They would have explored it and walked the floors and acted out the death scenes in hopes of a laugh. Zeke, or maybe Tommy would have hidden in the darkness and reached out to grab one of the girls for the thrill of a girl’s scream. Maybe Lynn would get laid in Samuel’s bed with a gargoyle grinning overhead. 

They didn’t have the whole house though, just the walls. And that was even worse. This place was a conundrum. It had been built to provide love to between two people, but also to provide love and sacrifice to a dark god. 

The fact that the castle was mostly destroyed paid testament to the fact that the townspeople had believed in a much different god, but not so different that it’s followers weren’t afraid to murder when they felt it justified. The wind blew and the open house funneled it down and into their eyes. They shivered and backed out. 

“Let’s go to the garden, there aren’t any trees and you can see the sky,” Cindy said. Zeke felt an immediate rush of apprehension. He started to speak, but Cindy was running off. She was always so damned immature. And look at this. Tommy and Lynn were following right behind her. Zeke started walking after them slowly.

Chapter Five: Welcome to Ashwood

The weeds brushed against Cindy’s sides and her face as she ran. In her mind, she had never really left childhood. As she ran into the garden, moonlight filled her eyes like barrels. Her skin was as radiant as an un-plucked rose. She stood there for a minute staring at the sky, her breath hitching as her heart slowed. She didn’t see what stood up in the knee-high weeds amidst the ashwood. 

It looked somewhat like a man. If it had been human once, it had been long ago on a distant earth. It wore tattered remnants of what might once had been clothes. Its skull could be seen in spots where the skin had rotted though. Where there might once have been blue eyes, or maybe green, there were only hollow sockets with dry withered skin around the edges. 

Tiny maggots moved in the sockets. They had been eating for so long that they looked like little writhing flecks of plump white rice. If this creature could smile, if it still had all the muscles needed, it might have been grinning. It’s rotted teeth mashed together. 

Tommy and Lynn saw it as they hit the ashwood weeds. They stopped. They couldn’t see it clearly in the darkness. It was a man. Maybe. They saw Cindy though as she turned around and looked into it’s face. 

She started screaming. She tried to faint, but it moved to quickly. It caught her by the arms. Tommy heard them break as it grabbed her. Urine streamed down Cindy’s thighs as she started screaming.

The world tried to go dim for a moment, but the pain in her arms brought her back. It was squeezing them, breaking them. The last thing she would ever see would be the bony fingers of the monster as it gouged her eyes out and tore her skull apart. Cindy’s blood sprayed across Lynn’s face. She turned and ran. Tommy stood still so Lynn knocked him over. 

As Lynn ran past him, Tommy stared at the thing as it approached and then towered over him. This wasn’t happening, any of it. Hadn’t he just been jerked off thirty minutes ago? This was a joke. It was Halloween wasn’t it? This was a trick of Zeke’s. Surely.

Tommy never screamed, even as his chest was torn into. But Lynn knew he was dead. Even as she ran past him and knocked him over, before he was ever even touched the monster, she knew he was a goner. Tommie had always been a loser.

She was screaming. There is no way to describe what she was thinking. Most people never have to deal with the insanity life hides in the shadowed corners. She felt like she had been running forever, but it had only been twenty feet.

There was a man in front of her. His arms snaked out like lightning. She was hard to hold onto though. He had to scream at her.

“WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING BITCH?” Zeke slapped her. She came back to the situation. 

“ZEKE, ZEKE, WE HAVE TO RUN! SOMETHING IS CHASING US! TOMMY AND CINDY ARE DEAD!”

“What” Zeke asked? He let her slip through his hands and she ran. He saw something coming toward him. “What is that?” he whispered.

Something grabbed his leg. He looked down as he fell. There was a corpse in the hole where the bathtub had once been. It had dug its way out of hell and now it was taking him back with it. His balance was so off that it landed on top of him in the pit. 

He tried to punch it, but it was like hitting steel wrapped in old leather. It rolled on top of him. Zeke always said that if you stared in someone’s eyes, you could scare them or make them look away. It was always his little intimidation tactic. He couldn’t see the eyes of whatever was on top of him now though because the moonlight was behind it. His bully tactic probably wouldn’t have worked anyway. One of its eyes, the only one left, rolled like jelly on its cheek. 

Zeke tried to head butt the monster. It was like ramming into a hard coconut. Cold sludge dripped on his face. It stank of the grave. Zeke had never screamed in his life. Not even when he saw his dad cripple his mother. But he was screaming now. Come to think of it, he had been screaming since he was pulled into the ground. He just hadn’t heard himself until he smelled the old rotted blood dripping on his mouth. 

It grabbed his jawbone and ripped it from his face. Loose flaps of skin hung from under his nose. The monster leaned down and ate his throat. He died gurgling a scream.

Lynn was near hysterics at this point. She continued screaming as she ran through the woods. She thought of what she had seen. Lynn saw the world through Cindy’s blood. Lynn screamed “blood” over and over as she ran in the cold mountain air. She tried to wipe it away s thought getting rid of it would get her out of the situation. She stumbled onto the main road and ran towards the car. She molded her hand into shapes that would open the door, and it slipped through her hands.

Zeke had the goddamn keys. Why hadn’t she thought of that? He had driven hadn’t she? It didn’t matter. She had to run. She turned towards the dirt road and then she saw them standing there. At one moment, they were there, two corpses in the moonlight holding hands. They were splattered in blood. It drenched them from their heads to their tattered shoes. 

They seemed to look at each other and then back to her. Then they were on her.

In the cold mountain air of the Fallmoth Georgia mountains, one very scared girl wished very much in the last moment of her life that she had just sat around that night and drank a beer instead of coming to a castle to make a mockery of true horror.
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