PART ONE - AWAKENING





                       The air was cold, the wind was howling. It was 8:15 in the morning, and many


                       groggy students hurried toward Albert Campbell Collegiate, a second-rate High


                       School to say the least. Many of them were grumbling, and some were sipping on


                       cups of coffee purchased at Starbucks across the street. 





                       Several were talking about how lame the weekend went, and how much they'd give


                       to sleep in on Mondays. It, of course, was Monday. They all hurried toward the


                       large, prestigious looking school, aware of the time. But there was one awkward girl


                       in the crowd... walking slowly, oblivious to the people.





                       Her oily, stringy hair was pulled over in front of her face, which she chose not to let


                       anyone see. She was dressed completely in black, with the exception of her green


                       hood, a goth-poser, if you will. Her bony fingers clutched her Science/Biology


                       text-book, which was drawn up to her chest. She wore a large, clangy, metal


                       Pentacle around her neck. 





                       They'll laugh at you today, Susan. They're pull something, they'll point, they'll


                       laugh, and throw things. They always do. They always have. They always will.





                       "HEY SUSAN!!" screamed someone in the crowd. She stopped in her tracks, and


                       turned around. It was the taunting Ted Horseshoes, resident stoner. Ted walked up


                       to her, breathing and gasping heavily. His pupils are large and dialated. So totally


                       stoned. Susan eyed him carefully and spoke in a low, quiet voice, "What do you


                       want, Ted?". He grinned his yellow teeth at her, and held up a doogie. "Want it?"


                       "No." "Why not?" "Leave me alone, ass." She quickly ran up to the school and


                       hurried inside. 





                       Watch your step, Susan. Or someone will trip you. They always do that. They


                       ALWAYS DO THAT. 





                       Watching her footing carefully, Susan hurried through the crowd of students and


                       down a dark hallway, leading to her locker. Her locker was isolated from the other


                       lockers, much like she was isolated from everyone else. She chose the location


                       herself, to avoid the awkward pressure of socializing before, after, and between


                       classes. An empty can of Pepsi struck the back of her head. She slowly turned


                       around and growled. Desirae McCain, the peppy cheerleader archtype bitch. 


                       "Heads up!... I guess it's too late for that."


                       Desirae then broke down in a chorus of hyper-active giggles. Susan looked at the


                       ground, then proceeded to fiddle with her combination. Desirae gave her the finger,


                       then hopped down the hallway, toward her asshole-who-enjoys-being-an-asshole


                       boyfriend, Steven Coleslaw. Although everyone called him Slaw. "How YOU doin?"


                       "Let's fuck after school." "Kay."





                       From 'Outcast: The Susan Kidman Phenomena", Page 4





                       Everyone goes through high-school, gets teased, perhaps gets beaten up by


                       a bully. But Kidman is a special case. It seemed the entire student body of


                       Albert Campbell disliked her... intensely. It was this intense hatred beamed


                       toward her that forced her out of the society, in her own, private world. It


                       gave her a lot of time to think. It also helped her develop that one special


                       mental-glitch, which would eventually lead to her own demise...





                       Gym Class, Period 2. The girls were outside, playing a heated game of volleyball.


                       Susan was standing away from the others of her team. The other side serves. The


                       ball goes over her head. She doesnt flinch. Mrs. Grody, the no-breasted gym


                       teacher, blows the whistle. The girls on Suzie's team sigh with frustration. An


                       annoyed chrous of "SUSAN!!" lasted for a couple of seconds. 





                       I hate you all. I hate you all so much. Just burn in fucking hell - I hope Satan rips


                       off your head and sucks blood out of your thick-boned skulls...





                       If the other students knew about Susan, they would've left her alone. The


                       incredible amount of stress everyone continued to give her, only strengthened the


                       growing power inside. Susan was, indeed, a special case. She was both Telekinetic,


                       and Pyrokinetic. The power to move objects with her mind, and to mentally


                       incinerate matter, respectively. 


                       	The first signs of Susan's mental abilities started as a little child. Whenever her


                       mother and father fought, dishes flew from the kitchen and smashed against the


                       window on the other side of the room. Things around her first home often burst into


                       flames for no reason whatsoever. As the years progressed, Susan began to develop


                       an interest for the Occult. Not only did she have powerful psychokinetic powers,


                       she was Wiccan. 





                       	Her classmates and peers didnt make it any easier for her. When they first learned


                       of her religious beliefs, she was automatically given the monikers, 'Witch', 'Satanist',


                       'Vampire', etc. Desirae McCain, who has known Susan since the third grade, was the


                       worst. In the 7th grade, when Susan got her first period during lunch time, all


                       Desirae did was point it out, and everyone laughed. And all Suz could do was


                       scream, believing she was bleeding to death. 





                       Throughout the school, everyone was talking about the Senior Prom, as the final


                       year of high school was winding down. Joanna Passionfruit, beautiful, intellegent,


                       and kind-hearted had always joined the other kids in mocking Susan, but she always


                       secretly hated herself for doing so. 





                       She was sitting outside, during lunch, when her boyfriend - big, tough, Matt


                       Burkster found her and sat down next to her. They greeted each other with a simply


                       kiss. "Gettin excited about the Prom?", Matt said, as he mooched off Kitty's lunch.


                       "Sorta, I guess..." was all she could muster out of her thick Aussie accent. "Isn't it


                       every little girl's dream, the Senior Prom?". Kitty's mind was still dwelling within the


                       earlier hours of the day... when somebody tripped Susan during Drama. 





	                       "Matt, I want you to take Susan Kidman to the Prom." Plain and straight-forward.


                       The simpleness of the said sentence scared Burke-y out of his mind. 


"What?! Susan


                       Kidman? That witch dork?" 


"Matt!"


 "...Sorry, but... why?". Kitty looked around the empty school-yard, 


                       "Just... as a favour to her. I mean, you know, show her a good time."


                       "But what about you?"


                       "Matt, I feel awful for all the things I've done to her."


                       "Uh huh..."


                       "This is my way of apologizing."





                       The afternoon was bright and cheery, but Susan was not. She was walking home


                       from another ardurous day of High school, her head to the ground, hair pointing


                       downwards. Dale Cantanese, a kid of 9 years, riding by on his four wheeler, goes


                       past Susan. "Tell Satan I said hi! Dumb stupid bitch."


                       Twitch.


                       The left training wheel suddenly ripped off of its steel bolt and shot away


                       horizontally. The bike tipped over, Dale fell and scraped a knee. "Owww!"


                       Stupid kid I hope you break your fucking rotten head one day. 


                       "What the hell did you do, bitch-monster?!"


                       Twitch.


                       The two rubber wheels suddenly burst upward into flames. Flames, that came out of


                       nowhere. The air breathed a deep red, and Dale screamed and ran off down the


                       street. Susan looked forward and continued walking. 





She was approaching her own house, which


                       she was dreading painfully. It was a bungalo, one side was totally covered in vines,


                       which gave it that authentic gothic-feel. She reached the front door, and pushed it


                       open. It was unlocked. It was always unlocked. 





                       Immediately, she was greeted with the musky odour of Sandalwood Incense. Closing


                       the door behind her, and dropping her heavy backpack in front of her, she wandered


                       into the living room. Many black candles were lit. Incense was burning. Sitting


                       crossleged in the center of the floor was Susan's psycho-religious-fanatic, curly


                       haired mother. 





                       Colby Kidman. 





                       A moment passed. "Hi momma." Mrs. Kidman's eyes were closed, she looked as if she were in a


                       deep trance. Ever so slowly, Colby opened her eyes. "Hello Susan." She stood up


                       and walked over to her daughter, and took a whiff. The scent of smoke. 


                       "You were smoking today."


                       "No I wasn't."


                       "I can smell it on your clothes, I can see it in your eyes."


                       "Some other kids were smoking, the smell caught on me."


                       Colby drew her hand and whacked it across Susan's face, propelling her backwards.


                       A drop of crimson blood fell from her lip. 


                       "You lie to me far too often, child."


                       "I'm not lying."


                       Aggresively, Colby grabbed her daughter's backpack and ripped it open, dumping the


                       contents onto the ground. Math homework... half eaten carton of McNuggets... half


                       a dozen cigarettes. 


                       "You spawn of Satan!"


                       Colby whacked Susan again, bringing her to the floor. She then proceeded to half


                       drag/pull Susan across the living room, her daughter screaming in protest. 


                       "Not the closet... not the closet!!"


                       "And Eve was weak..."


                       "Momma stop!!"


                       "And Eve was weak..."


                       The closet was what Susan feared the most. It was a small storage compartment in


                       the kitchen, but instead of food, in the closet were candals, an altar, and a large


                       plastic Crucifix. She was thrown in there on numerous occasions, once when she


                       was 8, for stealing a penny-candy from the Store. Then when she was 14, for


                       talking to a boy. 


                       She was locked in for entire days at a time. But she didnt want to go back. Susan


                       never wanted to go back. Ever. 


                       "Please!! No!"


                       Grabbing her by the hair, Colby wretched her up from the floor, their faces barely


                       touching. "Pray for your sins. For salvation. The Angel with the Sword..."


                       "Stooop!!"


                       "The Angel with the Sword will get his vengance..."


                       "NOOO!"


                       "You will burn for yor sins..."


                       With one large, sweeping motion, Colby shoved her daughter into the closet, closed


                       the door behind her and locked it. 


                       Momma get me out of here I'm so sorry Momma I didnt mean to I didnt mean to,


                       let me out of here I dont want to be here get me out get me out get me out get


                       me out...





                       Susan was hysterically desperate. She pounded on the door furiously, screaming at


                       the top of her lungs. "Mommaa let me ouuuuut!!" over and over and over again.


                       Colby, on the other side of the door, was in a prayer stance. 


                       "Forgive my child for her sins..."


                       "You SUCK!!"


                       "...for she is only an infant..."


                       "You FUCK!!"


                       "Eve was weak...--"


                       Sus fell to the closet floor, sobbing in a large, uneasy, uneven chorus. She was not


                       an infant. She was a teenager. And a pretty fucked up teenager at that. 


                       "--and Your sign that she must walk the straight and narrow from here on out if she


                       is to avoid the flaming agonies of the Eternal Pit."


                       "Shut UP MOMMA!!"


                       She pawed her hands to her ears, trying to get her mother's frightening voice out of


                       her mind. Susan's face was bleary with wet mascara, she lit a match, and lit several


                       dozen candles. 





She kneeled at the altar, looking up at the Crucifix. Something inside


                       her mind... flexed. No, that wasn't right... but it was the closest thing that came


                       to describing it. It was not a Twitch, but a Flex. 


                       The Crucifix, nailed to the wall, wobbled ever so slightly. Susan was staring at it,


                       another mascara-tainted tear ran down her face. Colby, outside, was still ranting. 


                       "And the second sin was intercourse..."


                       "FUCK!!!"


                       Flex. 


                       The plastic cross exploded into five, large, jagged pieces. The force of the


                       explosion sent Susan backward, her back banging against the closet door. There


                       was a long silence... inside the closet, and outside. 


                       "Let me out momma."


                       "Ask for repentence."


                       "LET ME OUT MOMMA."


                       "Ask for repentence."


                       "LET ME OUT, YOU FUCK!!!"





                       I'm not gonna break this time. 








                       And of course, she did break. It was a good four hours of begging and banging on


                       the door that Colby let Susan out. Immediately, Susan ran to the bathroom, the


                       need to urinate was unholy. Colby, seeing the broken crucifix, fell to her knees,


                       screaming. 


                       "You spawn of the Devil! Why was I so cursed?!"





                       ****





                       Three hours later, Susan was sitting in the living room, her legs drawn up to her


                       chest. Colby was sitting across the room, sewing a grey sweater. 


                       Susan knew the real reason why her mother let her out. 


                       "Can I go to bed now?"


                       "Yes."


                       She did not look up from her busy fingers. 


                       "Be sure to pray before sleep."


                       "Ok,


                       Fucking bitch was afraid I'd knock the closet door right off its hinges.


                       momma."





                       From 'Outcast: The Susan Kidman Phenomena", Page 67:





                       Colby Jenkins-Kidman was born and raised in New Hampshire, and moved to


                       Toronto, Canada when she was 16. Her parents did fairly well, but were very


                       strict - and abusive. They owned a prosperous night-spot entitled 'The


                       EBHFB', the meaning of the name is still a mystery. Colby's mother, Nicole


                       Jenkins was killed in a drive-by shooting incident in the summer of 1979. 


                       Colby Jenkins, who was 19 at the time, joined several Satanic Ritual Cults,


                       against her father's wishes. It was when she was sexually abused by her


                       fellow cult-members, when she left and joined Fundamentalist prayer


                       Meetings. Her sense of religion was taken from both Satanism and


                       Christianity, so she grew up with a warped, contradictory mentality. 


                       In the more pungeant phrasing of her stepmother, "Colby had a face like the


                       ass end of a gasoline truck and a body to match." She also called her "Jesus


                       Christ and The Devil rolled into one fucking-weird package."


                       During the summer of 1980, she met Dimitri Bentley, a supposedly 'Gay


                       man'. Gay Man my *ass*, they got married. In september of that year, she


                       left the Jenkins residence in Toronto and moved to a small flat in


                       Scarborough, a neighboring suburb. 


                       The marriage of Colby Jenkins and Dimitri Catanese was terminated a year


                       later. Colby had found out she was pregnant at North Scarborough Hospital


                       on September 4th, 1980. She went on a spastic, hysteric, rage-induced tirade


                       over the whole hospital, crying out "Unclean, unclean." repeatedly.


                       In a long, psychotic letter to her father dated August14th, 1979, Colby said


                       that she and Dimitri were living without sin, and without the "Curse of


                       Intercourse.", and urged her father and stepmother to follow like-wise.


                       Towards the end of her letter, she writes "Dimitri and I, like Mary and Joseph,


                       will neither know or polute each other's flesh. If there is issue, let it be


                       Divine."





                       Little did Colby know, a year later, Susan Kidman would be concieved...





                       Joanna and Desirae were talking together, outside of school, the very next day. "Me


                       and Stephen Slaw are thinking about getting back at Susan Kidman."


                       "Getting her back for what?"


                       "You know... for being a bitch."


                       "...I dont follow you. Has she ever done anything to *you*?"


                       Silence.


                       "That's not the point! We're gonna get her."


                       "You should just leave her alone."


                       "Why are you being such a bitch all of the sudden?"


                       "Me?! You're the one who's willing to go out of her way to humiliate someone 


                       who has never done anything negative towards you. "


                       More silence.


                       "You suck."


                       And with that, Desirae checks her perfect hair in a compact mirror, then walks off,


                       her head up high. Joanna looks at the ground, and Matt comes up behind her. 


                       "Hey."


                       "Hey. Did you ask her?"


                       "Huh? Ask who?" Matt stood there, blinking his eyes. Jo shook her head violently.


                       "Dont tell me you frickin forgot!" 





Matt stood there, looking confused, then a look of


                       realization suckerpunched him in the face. 


                       "Ohh!! You mean, the Susan thing." 


                       "Yes, the 'Susan Thing'. Ask her *today*, man, the Prom aint far away."


                       "Fine."


                       "And keep an eye out for Slaw and Desirae."


                       "Are they up to something again?"


                       "Duh."


                       Joanna gave Matt a kiss on the cheek then jogged off to her next class. Matt shook


                       his head slowly, turned around, and headed for Study Hall. Jo thought to herself.


                       She often did.


                       I hope Matt asks her. I hope it makes up for all the horrible things that have


                       happened...


                       But something struck her mind. 


                       What if he falls in love with her.


                       She shook her head, dismissing the thought. But it still lingered. Matt *is* the class


                       Adonis. And he *is* attracted to that gothic-look. Joanna scratched her arm slowly,


                       walking toward Geography. She sat down at the front of the class, next to Desirae. 


                       "HI JO!"


                       All this cheeriness, despite her outburst a few moments ago.


                       "Hi Des."


                       "I'm sorry about exploding out there, but..."


                       "It's alright. You hate someone, I dont."


                       Desirae narrowed her eyes. 


                       "You dont hate her?"


                       "She never gave me a reason to."


                       Des mumbled something under her breath. She always hated it when someone


                       disagreed with her. Her stomach growled. It was almost lunch, and she was looking


                       forward to her large feast of a cup of jello and half a banana. Greenie Grassel, the


                       new-kid-who-quickly-became-popular came in and sat across from Joanna. He


                       smiled at her. She smiled back. 





                       Cory sat in the crowded lunchroom, next to Susan. She was reading 'Carrie', and he


                       was engorged in the latest issue of 'Cyclops' White BLAST'. Cory had always liked


                       Susan, although she never returned the feelings, but Susan had always enjoyed his


                       company. Even though he was a tad bit...


                       "Yo Susan, look at that cum-shot."


                       "CORY!"


                       "What?"


                       "I'm trying to eat."


                       "Look... so is Wolverine! Vanilla pudding is coming out of his mouth..."


                       "That's not vanilla pudding."


                       "It isnt?"


                       "CORY!"


                       "Sorry... sorry..."


                       The only friends Susan had were a bit... strange. There was Cory, and his dirty


                       comics, there was Ted, whom she fondly called Himbro, that smoked weed..


                       I am *totally* ok with that. Poor Ted. Everyone always gets on his case...


                       ...and there was Alex Screamin, the boy with the weird last name. He was always


                       so nice to her. Come to think of it, Susan didnt have any girlfriends. This was


                       mostly because of that experience in Grade 2...





                       Susan sat in the sandpit at a playground, making a sand castle, only 7 years


                       old. An 8 year old Desirae comes up to her. "Hi, wanna play!" "Ok. I'm


                       Susan."





                       "My name is Des... although you can call me Your Highness. I bet I can make


                       a bigger castle than that. Yours sucks like shit. Move over. Give me that


                       bucket. Quit hoggin the frickin shovel, you dumb bitch. Your mother sucks


                       cocks in hell. Stop crying, dumb fuck."





                       Himbro sat down next to Susan, and began to eat his lunch.


                       "Can I have some pot pudding?"


                       "Get your own."


Cory stood up.


                       "I gotta go to the bathroom."


                       "Jerkin the gherkin?" Susan said, not looking up from her book.


                       "...It's called masturbation, Susan. I'm sure you're quite familiar with that word."


                       *Flex*. 


                       The dirty comic flew out of Cory's hand, flying across the lunchroom, then bursting


                       into flames. Several girlies screamed, but the fire died quickly. A hush of silence. 


                       What the hell is going on. What's wrong with me. Why does that always happen.


                       She intended to find out. 








