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Coterie 
 

No prophets coalesce in this pulpit 
As stage lights vacantly search 
For the forces of nature whose 
Rants were heralded in mirth. 

 
The dreams of one soul reach 

Out to touch the force uniting the fall 
Its message is left in a deserted 

Cleft where silence remains to extol. 
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Cleary’s Comedy Club, Portland, Oregon, 24th June 2002.  
 
 “It’s funny. Y’know. We, being the majority, are ruled by the 
few. At any time we could rise up. NOT in any military sense of the 
word, WITHOUT resorting to the tactics our fucken government’s 
hired thugs, the military do …”  

The evening’s tirade had been whimsically brutal. More so than 
usual; the taking of current affairs and giving them credence 
through a comical approach had illuminated opportunities for the 
audience to acknowledge simple truths that could indeed empower 
them.  
 “And say NO MORE! We want a peaceful world where we can 
exist side by side; ’cause there’s enough money to make everyone on 
this planet a millionaire. There is enough food to make sure that no 
one ever goes hungry.” He paused. He had the crowds’ undivided 
attention. His vitriolic humour had given way to the final part of his 
show where he birthed the idea of how people could indeed make a 
difference in a world in which they saw themselves as helpless.  
 Stanley Formosa had heard this rendition countless times. He 
had been Desmond Keyes’ silent travelling partner since the tour’s 
beginning in New York. He had followed the comedian across the 
southern states and throughout New Mexico, Texas and California. 
Always at the back of dimly lit bars and clubs he silently shifted his 
briefcase in the direction of the comic as Desmond paraded up and 
down each stage.  
 He had grown fond of the comedian, even laughed at some of 
his more scathing observations of his employers.  
 “Everything is a choice. We are responsible for everything that 
happens in the world today. For we are all one indivisible energy; it’s 
no far-fetched idea, this is a hard scientific fact.” 

This was a new insight that Stanley had not heard. He propped 
himself up in his chair nudging the briefcase towards the wandering 
prophet under the spotlight.  
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 “So … if we are responsible for famine, war and destruction, 
then we can’t let it happen ever again!” Desmond took a long draw on 
the Marlboro in his right hand, the embers suddenly filled with 
candescent fire that seemed for a moment to match a glow in his 
eyes. As he took the cigarette away from his face the light 
dissipated. His eyes poured over the audience, scanning the bodies 
piled between the stage and exit as his sermon came to its crux.  
 Stanley caught a glimpse of pain in the comic’s face, his 
forehead pinching, his eyes squinting behind his glasses. His lips 
curling as he placed his hand on his upper stomach. Stanley looked 
down at the briefcase, assured that its poison was working.  
 
Dulce Underground Facility, New Mexico, USA, some weeks before.  

 
Stanley had grown accustomed to the magneto-leviton monorail 

train’s incredible speeds. As the carriage passed through the ancient 
Lemurian tunnel system he kept a watchful eye on the three 
transparent hulks seated opposite him, enamoured of their ability to 
pass between dimensions.  
 In plain sight the Reptilians were hideous to look upon. Their 
minds dreamt of unspeakable cruelty, and so their forms portrayed 
their insidious thoughts. A snigger came from one of the forms 
followed by a chortle from the other two. They stood, almost 
touching the high vaulted ceiling of the carriage, and clambered 
towards the exit: phantoms who left in their wake a heaviness that 
had at one time made Stanley nauseous; now their repugnance was a 
mere distraction.  
 The carriage began to slow, the outside blur now taking a solid 
form. Titanium walls layered with alien hieroglyphs shimmered with 
luminosity. They told of an occupation on this planet long before the 
idea of giving Homo erectus a helping hand in the evolutionary 
process was ever conceived.  
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 The carriage came to a halt. Outside a horde of worker-like 
Grey extraterrestrials awaited the three robust Reptilians. They 
moved aside as the giants stepped out of the train, ducking as they 
exited. Encircled, they reached up to touch the beasts with a show 
of tiny hands as telepathic messages were passed on.  
 The doors closed silently and the train pulled away gathering 
speed. Stanley sighed, closing his eyes as he envisioned what the 
hideous creatures were planning, his blood cooling in his arteries. 
The Reptilians had disembarked at the feeding station. Within its 
hallowed walls thousands of women succumbed to the most vile and 
torturous sex acts on the path to impregnation. Their offspring, 
raised like cattle, nourished the population of Reptilians within this 
facility. No child ever reached a decade of life. Some were kept 
alive for ritualistic acts of a satanic nature during times of great 
cosmic relevance; others were simply raped for their emotional 
responses.  
 When Stanley was first brought down to this level in the 
complex he was made to witness a ‘birthing feast’: a heavily drugged 
woman gave birth to a child that once pulled from her womb was 
devoured by several Reptilians on the spot. It was a clever ploy to 
rob Stanley of his conscience. He watched emotionless, stunned into 
submission. From that point onwards he was programmable and 
committed acts without any remorse, compassion or empathy.  
 The train began to once again lose its velocity, this time 
Stanley got up and walked towards the exit. Outside the hieroglyphs 
on the wall were familiar, almost welcoming in their presence. Here 
in this part of the facility he would have to deal with no other beings 
other than humans. It was a relief that he savoured. He had learnt 
to curtail his thoughts, become a husk that the energetic predators 
could not provoke for a response as they once had. However he still 
found it hard to be around them.  
 The doors opened noiselessly, the corridor ahead illuminated 
by light cast from windows from rooms where nightmares became 
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reality. Stanley walked out and along the cold stone floor. His 
footfalls he had retraced on more occasions than he could 
remember. Every time he left this section of the facility a fatality 
would ensue for someone on the surface.  
 He was at the first door a moment later, his hand clammy as he 
pressed it against the sensor to its right. A laser scanned his entire 
hand, its blue light infused with intelligence beyond his own.  
 “Welcome, Stanley Formosa.” The femininity exuded from the 
facility’s artificial intelligence system still sounded heavily 
manufactured to him. As the doors swung open he walked into the 
room not acknowledging the voice’s persuasive tone.  
 Ahead of him was the elevator, its cold steel doors graced with 
more alien hieroglyphs. A camera followed his steps and zoomed on 
him as he stood at the doors waiting for them to open. When they 
did he was surprised to see a black uniformed guard in the right 
hand corner of the elevator. This was a new measure. He entered 
and looked intently at the guard. The guard’s head and face were 
mostly hidden by a helmet and tinted visor, but Stanley could see his 
skin was translucent and his jaw line so square it looked as though it 
was carved from granite. A heavy musk of aftershave still couldn’t 
mask a nauseating odour that filled the enclosed space. A rumbling 
sensation began to fill his belly as he turned and faced the closing 
doors. In his periphery he could see the guard peer in his direction 
and flare his nostrils as though smelling Stanley.  
 Another camera eyeballed Stanley as the elevator sank at 
unnerving speeds. He closed his eyes and focused his breathing into 
short deep inhalations, doing his best to avoid the stench that 
flooded the small compartment.  
 The elevator came to an abrupt halt jolting him. The doors 
parted silently and he moved out through them as quickly as possible. 
The corridor was the same as it had been since he was last within its 
confines. Darkened, long and cool. He dared not look over his 
shoulder as he covered the distance from the lift to the door ahead. 
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At great haste he put his hand over the sensor, its bright purple 
light scanning his palm twice. His ears pricked up as he heard the 
elevator doors close, the pungent stench no longer burning in his 
nostrils. A wave of relief washed over him as the door clicked open. 
He pushed against its heavy steel bulk and walked into the room.  

Ahead stood a waist-high table, its steel surface graced by a 
black briefcase. A single spotlight shone down upon it creating a halo 
which several figures around the room avoided.  
 The procedure was always the same. One individual would step 
forward and give him his orders, often explaining the workings of 
the device he was to employ in order to fulfil his task. The others 
would be silhouettes, statues watching his every movement. Nothing 
escaped their sight. A bead of sweat, a nervous twitch, a bulging vein 
resulted in a barrage of questions from the gloomy periphery.  
 As Stanley walked towards the bench the circle closed in 
around him. Eyes pervaded him with relentless vigour, searching for 
a reason to interrogate. Though this time his intuition was screaming 
for him to turn and walk away; something wasn’t right. The air was 
cooler than normal. Becoming chillier by the breath. As though some 
energetic force was sucking the life out of the room in order to 
nourish itself. 
 A white-coated man stepped into the edge of the halo. His 
upper face hidden in murkiness, his jaw heroic, square, almost 
unnaturally so.  
 “Welcome, Agent Formosa.” There were layers in that voice. As 
though many mouths moved at once in conglomeration to elicit the 
remark. Tones that were icy, harsh and menacing poured over 
Stanley making his flesh creep.  
 He acknowledged the waxen mandible, his eyes not leaving the 
briefcase on the hard steel slab. 
 “Are you familiar with the work of the Russian-born French 
scientist Dr Vladimir Gavreau?” The figure’s mouth moved as though 
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it was speaking English for the first time. Exaggerated pouting of 
the lips, syllables and consonants almost spat out.  
 “No, sir. I am not.”  
 “In Marseilles, in the year 1957, Dr Gavreau assembled a team 
of scientists to research robotic devices and controlled automatons 
for industrial and military purposes.”  
 Stanley lifted his eyes from the briefcase catching a glimpse 
of the thin veil that masked the entity within the human body in 
front of him. Beneath the fleshy pout a lipless scaly grey orifice 
mimicked the lips’ movements. He dropped his eyes and returned his 
focus to the briefcase.  
 “Within the confines of the research facility, which was a large 
concrete structure, the team experienced nauseating symptoms that 
were immediately believed to be of a pathological origin.”  
 There was a slight pause. Stanley had seen this many a time. It 
was as if this creature was articulating the next part of its rendition 
from its native tongue, translating it before opening its maw. Its lips 
pursed, sweat clinging to the dimple at the base of the jaw.  
 It continued. “Despite all efforts to find a cause for the 
nauseating feelings, none were found. Researchers discovered that 
when certain windows were blocked, the feelings of nausea stopped. 
The reasoning that it could have been chemical gas emissions was 
discarded after more thorough investigation. Building engineers soon 
pinpointed the origin to an improperly installed motor ventilation 
device. No noxious fumes were detected, so the team attempted to 
measure intensity and pitch. None were recorded. They deduced 
that the sound was in fact inaudible, so low in pitch that no 
microphone could detect it.” 
 A putrid odour began to fill the room. Its stench unmistakable, 
a Reptilian-Grey hybrid had entered the room somewhere in the 
gloomy halo. Stanley began to breathe through his mouth as the reek 
became overpowering. At times he felt as though he was being lead 
to the slaughter. In peak physical and mental condition, Stanley’s 
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adrenal glands must have been an enticing treat for those present. 
He twitched his right hand reaching for his laser weapon holstered 
against his ribcage.  
 The figure across the table from him lifted its top lip and 
snarled. A low growl came out of its mouth and in the background 
three figures quickly escorted the silhouette into the pitch where 
no light reached.  
 Stanley let out a sigh as the stench retreated with the fracas.  
 “In the pursuit of the origins of this sound, many researchers 
fell ill. When finally measured, it was found that this large resonant 
motor was activating an infrasonic resonant mode within a large 
concrete duct. Within the confines of the concrete shaft this 
ventilator acted as a vibrating tongue in an organ pipe, sending a 
pulsating air column into the enormous concrete research facility 
amplifying the infrasonic composition.” 
 The figure moved its arms up from its side, awkwardly at first, 
as if a puppeteer was moving strings attached to its limbs. Gloved 
hands reached out slowly coming to rest on the briefcase.  
 Stanley could see the tendons in the hands firm, clenching 
around the top of the case as it pushed it across the steel surface. 
The resounding screech caused the shadows encircling him to take 
evasive action by lifting limbs to their ears, chortles and grunts 
echoing across the room. Though the noise made him shudder, 
Stanley took pleasure in not flinching too much.  
 “With further experimentation Dr Gavreau found that as the 
infrasonic pitches decrease, they become deadlier, the cycles of 
death being between seven and three.” 
 The tendons began to relax, the clench loosened and then they 
let go, retracting away to the figure’s sides.  
 “Infrasound is inaudible, it clings to the ground and doesn’t 
loose its strength as it covers long distances.” A chilling smile crept 
over the figure’s face. “For this reason, this device is perfect for 
the task ahead of you. It will emit a cycle between fifteen and five 
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cycles per second allowing for sustainable and slow torturous 
suffering that will eventually cause death.”  
 Stanley slowly removed the suitcase from the steel table, his 
hand tucked beneath the plastic handle bringing it to his side.  
 “You will need this too.” The figure lifted its right arm and 
placed on its side on the table a small rectangular case the size of a 
matchbox. “This will activate the device within the briefcase. Simply 
push this button. The device is on a timer. It will function for 
approximately one hour, this light above the button will allow you to 
determine when its sequence is over.” He pointed to the tiny dull red 
bulb over the protruding button. His rigid finger slowly receding 
back into his hand as he brought it to his side again.  
 “Your target is Desmond Keyes.” The wry grin that had slid off 
the ashen face when it had pushed the remote across the table 
returned. “He is gathering a following, illuminating the masses with 
information that is hazardous to our ultimate plan. He must be 
silenced. In the process of eliminating him, slowly, painfully, we shall 
inflict another psychological blow to the masses.”  
  Stanley had known this measure all too well. History had 
repeated itself continuously, prophets and peacemakers alike taken 
before their time in order to further the agenda of this sinister 
cabal.  
 “In their grieving we find nourishment. In their sense of 
helplessness we find strength. In fear, we have control. Go to his 
performances and sit somewhere where you won’t be noticed.”  
 A vile stench began to fill the room, its odour enveloping the 
space between Stanley and the figure. As the voice continued 
Stanley did his best to decipher its distinctive unpleasantness. The 
stench was even viler than that which had occupied the room before. 
The creature was becoming ravenous. Stanley knew he had to leave. 
Any excitement would siphon adrenaline into his bloodstream and set 
the room into a gory feast with him as the prey.  
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 “Sit there and point the briefcase in his direction.” There was 
a pause. “Push the button and remain seated till the end of the 
performance.” Another pause. This time its length unnervingly 
poignant. In the darkness the silhouette seemed to contort and 
wriggle in ways not natural, not human, its shape writhing in the 
eerie silence between sentences as the stench began to make 
Stanley nauseous.  
 “Follow him around the country, go to every performance and 
continue to do as I have instructed you.” An audible hiss now trailing 
off every word. “Is that understood?”  
 Stanley felt the surge of vomit coursing up his oesophagus as 
the last words were spoken. He clenched his teeth catching the puke 
in his mouth; some of it forced its way up into his nasal cavity as he 
swallowed it back to where it had come from.  
 “Understood.” He gulped.  
 “Good. Now take the case and remote and go.” The figure had 
turned around and was moving in his general direction. The smell was 
now so horrific that Stanley held his breath as he lurched forwards 
to pick up the suitcase and remote.  
 Turning on his heel, he strode to the exit and was out of it a 
heartbeat later. As he closed the door he drew in a deep breath 
exhaling out his nose. Droplets of bile dripped from his nostrils as he 
exigently breathed out. He brought his forearm to his face and 
pushed his head along the sleeve of his Armani suit. In the dim light 
the green bile looked luminous.  
 He walked down the narrow corridor; its chilly confines would 
haunt him for weeks later. Arriving at the elevator he saw a 
geometric symbol above the elevator doors light up in a bright, 
distressing blood red. The elevator doors opened, the same ashy 
guard stood sentinel within. His lips and chin glistening in the eerie 
light.  

Stanley walked into the lift, the doors closed a moment later, 
then the elevator moved backwards at incredible speed, halting a 
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breath later and then moving up as though bound for orbit. In his 
periphery Stanley swore he saw a shimmering wave of grey scales 
flutter across the guard’s face. He turned away looking at the floor 
as the guard peered at him directly.  
 He breathed slowly, his inhalations deep and purposeful. He 
had to drop his blood pressure and relax or risk not leaving the 
complex at all. Tales of humans being devoured by these relentlessly 
callous beasts circulated amongst all who were appropriated to carry 
out their whims.  
 The elevator doors suddenly parted. Just in time, as the guard 
had taken a step in his direction. Stanley was out the door a 
heartbeat later spinning on his heels, his left hand reaching up 
towards his holstered pistol for the second time in less than an hour. 
As the doors closed he dropped his hand seeing the guard return to 
the right hand side of the elevator. He dropped his head letting his 
shoulders droop, the case dangle in his right hand.  
 A whirring sound drew him from his momentary slumber. He 
turned ever so slowly peering around the space between himself and 
the door. The camera. It had zoomed in on him so much that he 
imagined that it was eyeballing him.  
 “Fuck you,” he mouthed.  
 He walked over to the door, scanning his palm whilst looking at 
the puke decorating his suit sleeve. The door clicked open allowing 
him to pass down the corridor. As he walked towards the carriage 
that would enable him to get closer to the surface and daylight he 
caught haunting glimpses of sickly inhuman operations being 
performed on grotesque creations. What were once humans were 
now monsters worthy of being destroyed on sight. Their creators 
cajoled their misery to further their predicament in order to sustain 
agendas of suffering.  
 Stanley was at the tunnel waiting for the carriage to arrive 
moments later. Eager to leave this place once and for all, though he 
knew that such behaviour would mean certain death.  
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 A cold wind swept past him flicking his hair off his forehead. 
It always preceded the carriage as it pushed air ahead of itself. A 
hint of a smile crawled over his face. Soon he would feel the warmth 
of the sun.  
 
 
 
Augment 
 
Herald the demise of dreams 
Where paradise could have been 
For in complacent lives 
Seeds of submission will grow.  
 
Ever present within is the choice  
To recognise our decision to discover 
Love that unites all in an invincible 
Force that leaves none alone.  
 
Absolve, Chicago, Illinois, 23rd December 2002. 
 
 “How do we change all of this?”  

The audience was captivated including Stanley. He had now 
seen Desmond Keyes’ act evolve into something more and more 
remarkable with every performance. His appeal was indeed reaching 
a wider and wider audience. No longer underground, his rants and 
diatribe had taken a backseat to a message that was liberating. 
Laughter eroded down the walls that people had built around 
themselves in order to feel secure, and now in their vulnerability he 
was allowing them to see they had nothing to worry about. Fears 
were only manufactured in order to control the populace, and his 
comedic brilliance showed them this with startling clarity.  
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 “It’s simple. Once again it’s a choice. Between fear, which keeps 
us separated, powerless and submissive, and love, which unites us all, 
leaves no one behind and sees us a force that no one could ever 
dominate ever again. Together we can usher in a new age, a paradise 
where integrity, honour and respect and love are the foundations. All 
it’s gonna take … is a choice. Right now! Fear or love?” With the final 
words the comedian crouched, sweeping his hand over the audience’s 
heads as though ushering them into action, then clenched his fist 
bringing it to his chest. He opened his hand and placed it over his 
heart, smiling at his captive viewers.  
 Stanley lent forward on his chair, his knees bending as he 
shifted his weight. He propelled himself up, his hands braced against 
his thighs as he stood. He brought his hands to the front of his 
chest and began to clap, slowly at first, then voraciously. One by one 
the room followed suit till cheers and hoots filled the filled-to-
capacity building.  
 In Stanley’s ever-alert periphery he saw the small red light of 
the remote switch off leaving the residual afterglow that had 
recently begun to irk him.  
 Desmond Keyes’ face contorted again, going a distasteful white 
and he grabbed his upper stomach. He bowed quickly and waved 
walking quickly off stage.  
 
New York City, New York, 31st January 2003.  
 
 Stanley turned off the television in his hotel room and sunk 
down onto the bed. The news came as no surprise, but he still felt 
shocked. Desmond Keyes had died this morning of pancreatic cancer.  
 His despondency was interrupted by his mobile phone ring tone 
– Louis Armstrong’s ‘What a wonderful world’. He knew exactly who 
it was. The brief and congratulatory note he would be awarded would 
feel hollow now. He ignored the phone, walking over to the briefcase 
and remote sitting on the other side of the room. He picked them up 
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and returned to the bed, propping the suitcase so it faced directly 
towards his heart. Stanley pushed the remote once, watching the 
light gleam its deadly blush. He pushed the four pillows behind him 
cushioning his torso upright.  
 An instant feeling of nausea took hold, followed by a shortness 
of breath. He smiled a rueful smile as he began to feel his heart 
rate accelerate alarmingly.  
 

Dominion (Fusion or Fantasy?) 
 

Henry Fild sat motionless, his eyes never lifting from this most 
glorious of moments. Aching pleas of heavenly beauty resonated 
across the twilight sky. As each hue cascaded closer to the horizon, 
waves of shimmering heat made final gasps at the encroaching night. 
He loved sunsets, each one unique, each delivering dreams that would 
enliven him with the coming the dark. Cast beneath its embrace he 
came alive, for the days he spent in a meditative state.  
 Streets and alleys, parks, trees and buildings were all easily 
stored in his memory for later recollection. It made him savvy to be 
a receptacle during the hours of daylight. An illusory world he would 
use as a gambit for the coming evening, acutely aware of what, 
where and whom, each attention to detail forging his cloak of 
stealth.  
 Humanity’s materialism was everywhere he looked. Skyscrapers 
of metal, concrete and glass rose out of the earth; periapical 
extensions of man’s engineered rape of the Goddess, with highways, 
byways, roads and arteries where metallic animals chased each other 
to and from the concrete jungle. Lights, unnatural, radiated halos 
imitating the sunlight, had slipped away moments before. It was 
dour.  
 A blossoming orange of sunset’s zenith blew him a kiss, its 
affectionate farewell not lost on him; he smiled, turned and walked 
back into the forest.  
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Hybrid of Infliction 
 
Vow to realise I am the wolf at your door 
My legacy is neither terminal nor accepted 
Without the knowledge of performance 
Embellished by my despondency in your presence. 
 
 The lights of the city held no sway here. Stars punctuated the 
holes where the trees rose to meet them. Fenris, the bringer of 
pain, would be Henry’s guide this night. He could feel its tenacious 
pulsing even though it was not yet in his sight. Beguiled by this star 
he would wait patiently for its guidance. His kind always would; in his 
heart he knew he was the last of his people.  
 Canis lupis made human. Of wolf and man. Darkness would 
become a lamentation to his fallen brethren, calling him into the 
forest, deeper, deeper, til prying eyes could not witness his 
transformation. Bloodlust would enthuse his senses after; but his 
hunt would not be for those who ridiculed his existence, their 
blindness an arrogance, worshipped in the glaze of the moon itself.  
 The risk of exposing himself to the world would mean a fate 
worse than death: extinction. His furore would only succumb to 
legend, his name a myth. He had not turned anyone for centuries, for 
none had been worthy. His search was becoming void of meaning. 
Poetry had given over to lust, and love had found a new master in the 
unattainable.  
 The arching sliver of the new moon bathed its weak brilliance 
upon Henry’s body. For a moment he smiled, then he began his 
transmutation. He could control its frequency now; being the last of 
his kind he had gained immeasurable strength and guile. It was as if 
all who had fallen had bequeathed their potency to him. It was quick 
and relentless, his naked body contorting and rippling, his mind 
sharpening, his senses enlivened. The smell of pine needles 
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overpowered his perception, but then the aroma of an ovulating 
animal stole his olfactory fascination.  
 Swiftly he made off in its direction, bounding over fallen trees, 
his steps tossing up debris from the forest floor. The scent filled 
his nostrils, his heart sent adrenaline to muscles that powered his 
every movement through the shadows at harrowing speed. Streams 
of weak moonlight that shone through apertures in the forest 
canopy illuminated and guided his movements as if it too were caught 
up in the hunt.  
 Bounding through the night he would have been a fearsome 
sight if there had been anyone there to witness it. The edge of the 
forest came within view; caution would have to take precedence 
when he left its sanctuary. Increasing speed, his feet barely 
touched the earth, every lunge making his figure harder to see. At 
the forest’s edge a glint of metal betrayed a fence twice his height 
which was bound by barbed wire across its top. In a single leap he 
cleared it and came crashing down onto the soft soil of a reindeer 
enclosure below.  
 The zoological park had bordered the forest for many years, 
and with its size increasing, the natural progression of the facility 
had seen the reindeer enclosure simply extended into the forest 
without any real need to alter their habitat. Some of the small 
animals had had their enclosures minimalised to the point of 
madness, at the cost of giving the larger animals a more hospitable 
existence.  
 Panic had moved the reindeer into a group, the strongest males 
flanked the outside and the females and young nestled up against 
the far wall of the enclosure. The other animals in the zoo could feel 
his presence and immediately made their own fears known. A 
cacophony of shrill squeaks and howls, screams and coos berated the 
still, night air.  
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In all of Gunter Holdman’s thirteen years of nightshift work at the 
zoological gardens he had never before had anything happen like this 
before. He had heard tigers wrestling each other over a mate, 
chimpanzees beating another of their troupe, who was sick with flu, 
to death; but this was a rendition he had not heard before and it 
sounded like a requiem. 
 He grabbed his flashlight, unclipped his holster and moved out 
of the main office security station. Clouds covered the moon, its 
weak light barely visible, making him feel uneasy. Security lights lit 
up ahead the various ‘paths’ through the park for visitors: mammals, 
birds, amphibians, reptiles. All the animals were stirred by some as 
yet unseen force.  
 Beads of sweat trickled down his brow, each one catching in his 
eyes. He stooped to wipe them away and turning his flashlight on he 
shone it towards the crossroad of trails. Stopping at the 
intersection he listened intently for the most vocal species, intuiting 
that the intrusion was in this direction, if it was an intrusion. Yes. An 
intrusion. Mammals. Without a doubt the big cats were rumbling, 
screaming, the elephant’s shrill calls echoing the loudest.  
 What would make these animals react like this? He slowly 
reached into his holster and bringing his pistol out, cocked the 
hammer back. He brought the pistol level with his flashlight and 
allowed his beam direct its aim. Age had got the better of his 
reflexes, his movements lacking the agility of his youth. Stammering, 
he shuffled his feet, barely moving at all, paucity of courage 
controlling his body’s movements. Fear engrossed his mind and for 
the first time in his life, his inner dialogue was quiet, his heartbeat 
thumping in his head.  
 Swallowing hard, his every step drawing him in the direction of 
the reindeer enclosure, Gunter continued on. To his left and right 
were the big cat enclosures, behind which the huge predators paced 
nervously. Their movements sleek, their deep growls resonating so 
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close to Gunter’s head, he turned around hurriedly, expecting to see 
one of them pouncing upon him.  
 
 
As one 
 
Nefarious in nature 
Tender in your minds 
Hidden agendas all intertwined 
With a miraculous tendency  
To find death’s hand touch mine. 
 
 The herd split when the beast moved towards its middle, the 
vulnerable and younger reindeer exposed. Prey met predator in a 
single movement and calmness swept over the herd. They rallied 
away behind pine trees, some of the creatures curiously peeking to 
see what was happening.  
 Ribs cracked, flesh tore and blood seeped from the wounds. 
The creature ate heartily, its ears pricking at the approaching sound 
of danger; the repugnant odour of humanity, spilling throughout the 
area, its encroaching presence laced with fear. Seizing the carcass 
by the throat he pulled it into the darkness, beyond the beams of 
any flashlight.  
  
The din began to subside as Gunter finally made it to the end of the 
mammal path, the extent of the reindeer enclosures hard to see 
using just the flashlight beam. He passed it over grass knolls, across 
the small dips and into the wooded area closest to the fence. 
Stunned deer popped in and out of the torch’s beam between the 
trees, leaving Gunter relieved. Apart from the occasional sullen 
growl of a big cat, there was nothing unusual now happening. To be 
sure though, he ventured off down the bird path.  
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 Watchful eyes followed Gunter’s every movement before 
returning to the innards of his kill … 
 
Reflection 
 
Hastily at my mark 
I am solemn in this place 
Where distance and darkness 
Could never illuminate my face. 
 
For having done this 
I would only see 
That I am not what I believe 
I am the lie I wish to be. 
 The carcass stripped of all the most succulent flesh, the 
beast’s thirst was in dire need of being quenched. Just before the 
wooded section of the enclosure a pond had been built for the deer 
to drink and bathe. He left his prize and moved down to its edge, 
stopping inches away from its perimeter. Moving over the smooth 
surface, he looked down to see his face bloodied with bone and 
marrow, organ and flesh, his reflection an anchor of truth in a world 
of deception. He bent down, craning his neck to lap the waters 
beneath, every slurp drowning the depiction of his true self as the 
liquid mirror was shattered by ripples.  
 When he had drunk his fill, he trotted over to the edge of the 
fence closest to the path where Gunter had just been. In a single 
leap he cleared the fence and bounded down the path, past the 
growling cats and towards the kennel of his kin. He was inside and 
amongst them, welcomed without judgement, before Gunter came 
back round again and shone his flashlight into the cages of the big 
cats.  
 “What’s the matter with you? Don’t you want to sleep?” The big 
cats growled and then disappeared back into their enclosures. 
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The wolves also had gone back into their kennel and left their 
visitor to rest upon the terrace in front of their lair. In the daytime 
the area was baked by the sun and the stone still held some of the 
day’s heat. He welcomed it. His hunger had been appeased and his 
thirst quenched. He lay down and rest his head upon the surface, his 
lids grew heavy. He drew a huge breath and was asleep before he 
had exhaled.  
Gunter walked towards the security station, his flashlight beam 
pointed askew and tucked under his arm as he put his gun back into 
his holster. In his peripheral vision he caught a glimpse of something 
sleeping in the wolves’ enclosure. At first he thought it was the 
underbelly of a wolf, its white fur catching his eye. He moved closer 
to the enclosure’s wall, and shone his torch inside. The shaft of light 
exposed a man lying naked on his side, his face embossed with dried 
blood and bone.  

 
Lycanthropy 
 
Have I imagined it all? 
Believed in a myth? 
Deluded myself from birth 
Lived my life as a fool. 
 
Succumb to transformation 
Understand its lament 
For I was never Canis lupis 
I have always been a  
Homo sapien in its stead.  
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Like Suicide 
 

She is death in 
its most gracious form 

A heavenly demise 
 found in love so forlorn 

Its presence is  
magnanimous and true 

Her promise is egesting 
 my will to live 

A dance detrimental 
 to all life can give. 
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The French Quarter, Hanoi, Vietnam, 12.34 am, 31st October 1978 
 
The first night she came into Pierre Luchon’s room he heard 

her voice in his head like a whispering echo. “Pierre. I am here.” 
He awoke to see her step quietly through the window, her feet 

hidden by a billowing violet dress that flowed around her legs, moved 
by a breeze that he could not feel. Her head was hidden beneath a 
veil that lifted off her face as she approached his bedside, stirring 
a carnality hidden in his loins he’d thought long since lost to his 
fifty-three years.  

Skin as translucent as porcelain paraded a doll-like face 
reminiscent of the street puppets of he had seen in Ninh Binh 
before his countrymen had been ostracised from this land. That day 
he had found love in the annals of craftsmanship and unashamedly 
felt a swelling in his pants accommodating the thought of finding the 
puppets’ equal in the flesh. Despite his avid search he never did, his 
energy and time instead spent appeasing the rising tide of 
separatists and the colonial powers in order to stay neutral. It won 
him no friends, and soon he became a phantom to both factions. A 
hopeless ghost who had fallen in love with a colonial world that 
crumbled around him. He had believed that the American-led policing 
would reinstate that world; now, realising his error, he had lost his 
sanity to a reality he could not fathom. So he became the poster boy 
for the shady purveyors of opiates. Junk rescued him when the last 
of the American forces withdrew from the country. In its nurturing 
embrace he forgot the world he once knew. Then turned a blind eye 
to the one being forged around him.  
 Luminescent jade eyes longingly aching for him fetched his 
breath, catching it, then imprisoning his ability to inhale. He sat up 
from beneath his mosquito net, casting the sheet covering his 
spindly frame aside as the fan above sent ripples over its confining 
web.  
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 “Yes … yes … come …” It took all his strength to squeeze the 
words out of his mouth, the strain forcing him to languish on his 
sheets. 
 She was at his side peering through the thin shroud that 
separated them, her mouth fondling words that he could not hear, 
but inconsolably yearned to. 
 “Whhha … whhhhaaa … whhhaaat?” A tremoring stutter was all 
he could manage as he tried to deduce her spiel.  

Moonlight streamed through the open window, its pervasive 
beams sourcing everything in the room and giving them a second 
presence in shadow: his coffee table, littered with cups and plates, 
morsels of food abandoned to another insatiable hunger; an antique 
art nouveau iris lamp, its petals gleaming in the encompassing light, 
made a triffid upon his teak floor.  

She cast no shadow. It was as if she swallowed light, 
transpiring it through her pores not as water, but in its true form.  

The apparition slid a hand through the layers of net, a 
mannequin, rigid and icy against his flesh. Nestling beneath his chin 
it relinquished its frigidity and followed the curvature of his face up 
to his forehead. Pierre wanted to seize her and bring her to him in a 
loving embrace, but she had mesmerised him with some unruly 
influence. 

 
 Questions that deserved answers were lost to his present 
awareness. Trepidation and bewilderment harnessed by her toneless 
reverberation, “Let go, trust me and know that this is your own 
choice.” Ferried grace knew no greater beauty than these words. 
Tears pooled in his eyes, cascading down his cheeks and staining his 
pillows as her lips perused his neck, her tongue goading his bulging 
jugular. For a sheer moment her eyes darkened, the colour of the 
blood flowing through his veins. The doll face darkened as though a 
shroud had been thrown over it, then singing filled his head. He felt 
a piercing intrusion reminiscent of the plunging needle, her face 
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fastened to his neck like a lamprey, then Pierre’s life began to leave 
him. 
 
Dissonance 
 
How close is it now? 
The very force that shows 
How life was once a dream 
Now I retort in my silence 
Knowing full well that I am  
Living not in peace but drowning  
In my living nightmare. 
 
 He struggled through the day, his thoughts wandering 
aimlessly. There was no direction in Pierre’s motives. Hoping for her 
return later that night, his overwhelming sense of disappointment 
when she never came roasted his eagerness on a pit of despondency 
leaving him standing in the ashes of his nadir. 

Sleep did not come easily; he was tormented by a tempest that 
flailed his emotional state of mind for days and nights after. 
He ventured from his steamy little room into the narrow streets of 
the picturesque French Quarter, a silhouette that caught the 
attention of only those it wished to show itself to. Led into alleyways 
where feculent odours hung in the air, staining even the most 
bleached of clothing adorning the balconies high above, he found the 
means to fulfil his slow execution.  
 Days became weeks and his anxiety became laden with his old 
behavioural trappings. Thoughts that burdened his mind rose like 
hydras with every affirmation of life, drowning them in a 
inconsolable quagmire. If the junk had gnawed away at his will to live 
like an eroding tide, her one visitation had been a tsunami crushing 
it.  



 
   

27 
The Darkness holds Sway                         Copyright © Pharaeus Lysander 2010 

  

It had been days since her appearance and now he had broken 
the water’s surface and drawn a breath. The taste he cooked up 
satisfied him enough to allow him a disgruntled sleep.  

He dreamt of the days of colonial plutocracy, when his parents 
frequented cafés amongst friends who had long since abandoned the 
oasis of Indo-China with the gathering momentum of the Japanese 
invasion of Asia. As a child he had witnessed jovial days of wine and 
song. France had been transported to this part of the world, not 
unlike the way it had been to parts of North and Western Africa. 
Along with Laos, Cambodia and Vietnam they were bastions of 
French sophistication and style in the sub-tropics. Years of war 
during the first half of the twentieth century had drained the 
French people of their dignity and strength, and given the populaces 
of their colonies an inner desire to find a voice. Independence 
movements laid waste to his own dreams, yet he refused to believe 
that his world would be any different to the realm his parents knew. 
Even now. 
 “Awake, your dreams haven’t all deserted you.” Her voice 
ruminating in his aching heart, creating a fluttering wave that felt 
like a cursory avenue to death.  

He dared not ask her if it was so, instead masking the fait 
accompli with a plea for affection, “Have you come to stay this 
time?”  
 “I will endeavour to do what is asked of me. No more.” Her 
retort assured him that his will was hers as well.  
 She returned the following night and Pierre was able to see her 
face with greater lucidity. High cheekbones held pale white flesh 
that garnered colour as his own was lost. A creaseless forehead was 
graced by pencil-thin eyebrows highlighting her translucent emerald 
eyes that grew more vivid with every visit. Her nose a soft ridge 
devoid of real pronunciation. Her lips ever rosy as the blood she 
drank quenched her ceaseless appetite. His light was fading as hers 
was growing in stature, her features warmer as his grew cold. 
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 “Are we swapping places my love?” Pierre stammered. 
 “There are many ways to relinquish the life that you have been 
given,” she purred, barely lifting her head from his neck as she 
siphoned his will to live from his body.  
 “Yes … there are.” He smiled as she latched onto his neck again. 
  
No further 
 
Can I take you now 
You must reconcile  
With your demise  
Then understand  
It was always your  
Own hand not mine. 
 
 The days became unbearably long for Pierre. He threw extra 
blankets over the windows to diffuse daylight’s cunning plan to rob 
him of sleep. She made the most of the hours of sheltering 
darkness, disrobing then making love to Pierre and in the same 
breath continuing her dalliance with his death. Her breasts full and 
rich, her ever-warm vagina accommodating his feeble erection. Her 
hair growing as red as the crimson sunsets of summer. At every 
moment in her presence he felt as though they were indeed 
exchanging places. Pierre had become an embodiment of life for her 
and in her place he had become a harvester of sorrows. In this sense 
he was happy to have given back life to someone who indeed yearned 
for it.  
 The sun upon Pierre’s skin now had a ferocity unlike any other 
that he could ever recall. He wondered if, since he spent so much of 
his time in his bed resting, feeling fulfilled, perhaps he had 
developed a allergy to its warming rays?  

His love for the mysterious succubus found new strengths. 
Pierre burned for her so much that he decided to meet her at 
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death’s threshold and took it upon himself to ostracise the very 
breath from his lungs once and for all. 
 In the bathroom he found a razor and he took it to his pale, 
waif wrist; but before Pierre could make haste with it he saw her 
standing behind him. Her face an emotive picture of distaste.  
 “You promised that you would give your life to me!” Her words 
forceful, heavy, transplanting him to bed where he would eagerly 
wait for her arrival.  
 Pierre wonders now if he had ever loved someone as much as he 
loved her? Had he ever given of himself so readily? Trusted so 
implicitly? Compelled by her affliction, she delivers cruelty beyond 
compromise.  
 
Nightfall 
  
 Pierre found himself dreaming, not of her but of something far 
more dire. A decaying corpse lies before him, its face 
unrecognisable. The speed at which it decays is both startling and 
disturbing. It is an empty shell, forsaken by the trapped life force 
that was once within, now part of something else.  
 Next to the corpse is a beautiful woman, her skin resonant 
with hues of the living. Her eyes green, the colour emeralds, her hair 
red like rubies. Her pursed lips whispering a sentence over and over 
again: “Your undoing has come.”  
 Pierre awoke to see her climbing through the window as she 
had always done. 
 
The Ice Maiden 
 
When the shutting blinds paved  
With desires of voyages amongst 
Dreamers are vacated, isolated  
You have made your presence known. 
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How could I feel alone and yet  
When your caress renders me helpless 
Your edges smooth and velvet 
Your frame mesmerising, teasing 
The serenity I struggle to assume. 
 
But I remain close to you never 
Straying from your influence 
I wait to glimpse daylight only 
Knowing you enshroud the void. 
 
Blind and dubious to attempt 
An effort that would bring  
Your world closer to mine 
I am a child frightened  
By the casting shadow of monks. 
 
Who wander, chanting, meditating  
Through my room as  
guests of your appeal. 
 
Freezing my spirit 
Allowing me to see the life 
Seeping from within 
A sore itching, scratching 
Never persistent only apparent. 
 
I beg you free me  
Then you will see 
The love I have for you. 
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One Love 
 

Consumed by its taste 
Ignited desire holds sway 
When tormented hearts 
Give way to silent cries. 

 
In the absence it all 

Comes the most hideous 
Desire of them all … 

For two to become one. 
 
 

Copyright © Pharaeus Lysander 2010 
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Café Nous, Cottesloe Beach, Perth, Western Australia, 14th January 
1993, 11.34 am 
 
 “Hey Kathy, your coffee’s up!” The Barista placed the 
cappuccino on the bench above the espresso machine.  
 “Thanks babe.” Kathy Edwards strolled over and picked up the 
takeout cup, flashed a grin then disappeared out onto the street. 
She had frequented the café since moving to Perth from Sydney 
almost a year ago. She had moved into a cottage just over the hill 
from the beach and in the process fallen in love with the beauty she 
woke to every morning.  
 In Sydney she had lived the life of a high roller. Her hedonistic 
lifestyle had led her down a path of eventual infusion with the 
seedier elements of the biggest city in Australia. Her drug habit had 
become so hefty she had delved into capricious acts in order to get 
her high. Gang affiliations had lead to sordid experiences she would 
rather have dismissed as mere fantasy, had they not been real.  
 Corporate law had seen her become wealthy beyond her wildest 
imaginings; in the burgeoning metropolis she was at the pinnacle of 
her craft. Sought after with vehemence by established and the new 
businesses that arrived in the city almost daily, she was overworked 
and found no comfort in relaxing.  
 When glandular fever struck, she was in no way prepared to 
deal with its effects upon her constitution. Hospitalisation led to 
extensive tests, none of which impressed her physicians at the 
private hospital she checked herself into.  
 Told she was killing herself before her time was due, she 
decided to clean up and clean out of the writhing serpentine pit that 
was the corporate world. The attraction of the most isolated city in 
the world was one she could not ignore. The climate and virtually 
deserted white sand beaches of Western Australia pulled her like a 
poultice. Years of hiding from the healing rays of the sun had made 
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her a vampire whose delicate white skin could not withstand its 
purifying touch.  
 She had eased herself back into the world. Trepidation had 
made her wise, allocating a place for her earnest change of lifestyle. 
Her love of painting had been her saving grace. In the studio 
attached to her house, she had crafted some of the finest works 
galleries around Australia had seen. Her charismatic use of earthy 
tones and azure sky blues had given the ‘big sky’ of Australia an 
earthly equivalent. Freedom and expansion had come to her now, with 
no price other than providing her sound health and no fever relapses.  
 For the first time in what seemed like eons, she desired the 
company of another, someone to share the moments of gratitude and 
blessings that come as the foundation of abundance in your life.  
 “Excuse me!” Kathy stumbled as she walked into someone 
running in the opposite direction. 
 “Forgive me … I wasn’t looking where I was going,” she said.  
 ‘Well neither was I. I was looking down at the beach and 
thinking about how delicious that water looked. It’s only 11.30 and 
it’s already in the thirties!”  

The first thing Kathy noticed was his broad chest. His pectoral 
muscles were a corniche high above a mountainous terrain of muscles 
bulging from his stomach. A pair of red board shorts covered most 
of his legs, his calves fanned out from the bone like cobras in 
attacking poise.  
 “It’s … fine … I mean, its okay.” She tripped over the words, 
her gaze fixated on his Adonis-like torso.  
 The man extended a lean rippling arm, his huge hand protruding 
into her personal space. “Samson Petersen.”  
 Her initial reaction was to laugh, as she thought, ‘Samson– Hi, 
I’m Delilah.’ However, she contained herself. Placing her hand within 
his, he grasped it giving it a firm squeeze. “Kathy Edwards,” she 
answered. 
 “Do you live in Cottesloe, Kathy?”  
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 “I do. I have place just over the hill.” She pointed in the 
general direction.  
 “Great, well I hope that I’ll see you around then!” he said, his 
brown skin glistening in the morning sun as he ran off in the 
direction she had come from.  
 She turned around, pulling her sunglasses down and watching 
his back ripple and shudder under the weight of his brawn. She 
sighed heavily as a hot flush stole her. “Mercy me.”  
 
Collude 
 
Would you garner with me 
The secrets that all could see 
When given the chance to placate 
In a dance we only relate  
To as a fire burning bright 
Whose desire has been  
Brought to life … by this kiss. 
 
 

A few days later the afternoon sun was streaming into her 
conservatory, illuminating the drying oils on canvas. She stood back, 
admiring her handiwork. Nodding in approval she picked up her pack 
of cigarettes and went out into the front yard to smoke. Striking a 
match she lit her cigarette, inhaling and feeling the deeply 
satisfying feeling that had lingered since her procurement of the 
house.  
 “Hello Kathy.” She spun around to see Samson walking down the 
street towards her.  
 Her initial reaction was to stamp out her smoke, but she 
thought to herself, ‘Fuck it. If he doesn’t dig the fact that I 
occasionally smoke a bloody ciggie, it’s his problem’.  
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 “Hi Samson. Off for a walk this time?” she smiled, exhaling the 
smoke in his direction.  
 He made no effort to move out of its path as it wafted 
towards him. “Yes, I am actually. Would you care to join me?”  
 Clothed in a black t-shirt and black board shorts Kathy’s 
attention was drawn to his azure blue eyes and light brown hair 
cropped neatly to his skull. He was not only an Adonis, he was too 
beautiful to be heterosexual. Someone that well kept was a bender, 
she thought to herself.  
 “Would love to. Can you give me five minutes to get changed?” 
she asked. 
 “Of course,” he smiled, his pearly white teeth perfect.  
 ‘Let’s see if he is a bloody poofter,’ she thought to herself 
getting changed, putting on clothes that would unsettle a priest. She 
emerged less than a minute later clad in a t-shirt that solicited her 
fine breasts and a pair of shorts that moulded to her ass like 
underwear.  
  
 “Shall we walk up towards Mosman Park?” he asked, taking no 
notice at all of her provocative attire.  
 “Sounds great,” she said, giving her answer more enthusiasm 
than was warranted; he had virtually ignored her since they had left 
her house.  
 They crossed the street and walked to the pedestrian 
crossing, over the railway tracks that took trains from the north to 
south of the city.  
 “So, Samson …” she began, only to be interrupted by the 
blaring of a train horn.  
 He turned and looked at her, a wildfire of insanity burning in 
his eyes. Her initial reaction was to take a step back and laugh, it 
looked almost strained and deliberate. 
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 He seized her forearm and then thrust her in front of him, 
holding her on the edge of the crossing’s safety gates that kept 
pedestrians out of harm’s way. 
 “WOULD YOU DIE FOR TRUE LOVE KATHY?” he yelled, over 
the roaring train as it came closer by the second.  
 “WHAT? WHAT THE FUCK? LET GO OF ME, SAMSON! THIS 
IS HURTING!” She struggled to break his hold but his strength was 
at least twice hers.  
 “WOULD YOU? DIE … FOR TRUE LOVE?!” He pulled her close 
to him so that she could feel his swollen prick hard against her ass 
cleavage. It was mammoth, and at any other time, a delightful 
prospect. Now it was a mild distraction.  
 The train was within sight, its horn blaring so frequently and 
loudly that she feared that it might be the last thing that she 
heard.  
 “YOU SICK FUCK! WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?” She 
horse-kicked backwards with all her strength. The heel of her foot 
found its measure, thudding into his testicles. She felt his strong 
grip slacken for a moment; it was all she needed.  
 She turned and kicked his testicles again and again with such 
fury that she broke out into a heavy sweat. He cowered in a foetal 
position, the mad widening of his blue eyes expanding with every 
blow. Out of breath she stepped over him and walked back down to 
her cottage, occasionally looking back over her shoulder to see him 
writhing in pain behind the train guard pedestrian fence.  
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Gormless 
 
Hesitant and delirious 
A chance to sequence  
The lies as the toll 
Rises higher. 
 
Each is disdain 
Daunting and plain 
When deathly silence 
Ascertains your place.  
 
 Kathy had called the police as soon as she had arrived home. 
Cooperative yet unhelpful, they had issued her a sensible warning 
about the individual incident and told her to contact them if he made 
any more advances.  
 She had found little comfort in this. The days passed by 
without any further incident. She never saw Samson, nor did she 
desire to. While showering, three days after the event she heard a 
knock at the door. She dressed quickly in a bathrobe and strode to 
the door. In her haste she didn’t dry herself and left puddles with 
every step across her hardwood floor. 
 Arriving at the front door she peered through the stained 
glass at a figure standing on the other side of the door. In his hands 
he held bouquet of roses.  
 “Hello, Ms Kathy Edwards?” the voice called out.  
 “Yes.”  
 “Hi. Edwin from Sanders Florists, I have a delivery for you.”  
 “Could you leave them there please? I am not dressed,” she 
snapped.  
 “As you wish, madam,” the courier called. “Have a nice day.” 
 She waited till he had driven off before she stepped out of 
the puddle at her feet and opened the door. A bouquet of yellow 



 
   

39 
The Darkness holds Sway                         Copyright © Pharaeus Lysander 2010 

  

roses was bunched together on the welcome mat. In the centre was 
a white card.  
 She bent down, looking around for her assailant from days 
before. Nowhere in sight, she picked them up and plucked the card 
out of the bunch. Opening the card, she read: 
 ‘Without you I am nothing … remorseless, weak. Your surrender 
to me is the sacrifice I seek. Only then can we once again discover 
the love within. When two become one.’  
 Enraged, she walked to the end of the path and slowly lifted 
the lid to her rubbish bin. Deliberately slow, she lifted the flowers 
above the bin and dropped them in, feeling sure that he was 
watching her every move.  
 Turning, she walked back into her house and slammed the door 
and locked it. 
 
Passage 
 
Not yours or mine 
Ours in the sense  
Of devotion beyond time 
A place where we know. 
 
Our lives are entwined 
They deliver a swelling 
Congealed fruitless  
Acknowledgement tonight. 
 

She placed a knife under her pillow when she went to bed that 
night.  

As the night drew on, the sweltering mid-summer heat didn’t 
relinquish its fury so she kicked off her sheets and lay sprawled 
naked on the bed.  
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 During her sleep a feather light touch billowed over her thigh 
and she scratched it. Then it was over her stomach, and she followed 
scratched that as well. She twisted onto her side, and the 
whispering fondle became heavier. She scratched her throat when 
she felt a drip of something warm and gooey run down her chest. 
 Asleep for the best part of the quizzical sensations, a new 
sensation woke her immediately. The instantly recognisable feeling 
of fingers being inserted into her vagina shattered her sleep and in 
reaction in one movement she reached under the pillow for the knife 
and sat up.  
 The knife was gone. She opened her eyes to see a hulking 
silhouette at the end of the bed leaning over, the knife handle 
firmly in his hand, the blade buried deep beneath her diaphragm. 
She looked down at the protuberance from her chest and pain 
reigned. Trying to scream, she felt rivulets of warmth running down 
to join the gushy flow stemming from where the blade was stuck. 
She instinctively raised her hand to touch the gore around the base 
of her chin. Arteries had been severed, springs of blood surged as 
her heart beat faster.  
 She coughed, choked and then fell to her mattress, doll-faced 
as the sheets soaked up the steady flow of her vitality. 
 
The Rose 
 
Redder than blood, deeper than love 
I find your taste resembles mine 
The petal is your flesh, the blood my wine 
 
As Christ died for the love of humankind 
Your relinquished desire, feeds my ideal 
Within my heart freedom travels with distinction 
Consummate holistic to encompass one and all. 
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The stature of yearning cradles my fondest dreams close 
Now I am yours … you are mine. 
 
The morning after… 
 

The sun streamed in through the window, illuminating the room. 
Blood had pooled across the floor and it inched its way slowly to the 
door. Samson sat on the edge of the bed, his naked body smeared 
with the corpse’s blood. He chewed wads of flesh stripped from her 
carcass.  
 ‘Your surrender to me is the sacrifice I seek, only then can we 
once again discover the love within. When two become one.’ It was 
his sardonic prophesy. With the surrender, the sacrifice made, his 
last sentence was elucidated: the two became one. Dismembering and 
devouring her was the final proclamation of his love. Her forsaken 
corpse was now being replenished within his own, she was indeed 
becoming a part of him.  
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Clearly 
 

Nothing as much as this 
Could ever ascertain 

The distinction between 
Timeless beauty forged 

In the shadow of heralded shame … 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 



 
   

43 
The Darkness holds Sway                         Copyright © Pharaeus Lysander 2010 

  

 
“Can you move out of the doorway sir?”  
 Malcolm didn’t move. A vacuum had just presented itself in his 
life and he was filling it with recollections the of Mia’s presence. 
 “SIR …” The security guard moved around Malcolm, standing in 
plain sight, his hands on his hips splaying his jacket to reveal his 
weapon holstered on his right hip. “… COULD YOU PLEASE EITHER 
MOVE INTO THE HOSPITAL OR OUTSIDE? BUT DO NOT STAND 
IN THE DOORWAY.” The forceful nature of the security guard’s 
request was brought to the attention of Heinrich who had come to 
comfort Malcolm as Mia vacated her mortal coil.  
 “Hey.” He raced down the entranceway and out into the cool 
evening. “Go easy on him man.” Heinrich gently embraced Malcolm’s 
shoulders nudging him beyond the sliding doors. “He’s just lost his 
wife.”  
 The security guard rubbed his moustache, reconcealing his 
weapon. “Just another day for me,” he muttered to himself as he 
ambled into the hospital, the doors swiftly closing behind him.  
 Heinrich watched the security guard wander away, his mouth 
uttering words undecipherable to either mans’ ears. “What an 
insensitive prick,” he quipped.  
 “Not insensitive. Desensitised,” Malcolm whispered.  
 Heinrich lent over Malcolm’s shoulder, sliding his arm around 
the other. “Doesn’t give him the right to be that forceful with you.” 
He looked back down the corridor, but the guard had ventured off 
into the building. “He could have been more sympathetic to your 
situation.”  
 Malcolm looked at Heinrich. All the emotion that had crossed 
his countenance had slipped off with his tears. His skin was pallid, 
his eyes puffy and swollen. “As I said Heinrich...” He turned to face 
the empty corridor behind him. “He’s desensitised.” He took a step 
towards the doors, the sensor overhead acknowledging his presence. 
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Warm air coursed of the interior of the edifice hitting his exposed 
skin.  
 Heinrich moved ahead of Malcolm his eyes searching his 
friend’s before he spoke. “You sure you want to go back in there?”  
 Malcolm stared straight ahead, the tepid breeze circulating 
from inside the hospital lingered with the stench of a lie. This was 
not a place of healing. No one ever left here cured. Every time one 
ventured over this threshold they were one step closer to the 
morgue harboured in the catacombs below. “I want to see her one 
more time,” he said, coldly staring at Heinrich.  
 Heinrich dropped his hands to his side watching as Malcolm 
shuffled down the corridor. He pulled his collar up around his neck 
as a bitterly cold wind lurched up from the street carrying with it 
the bite of the most ferocious ice storm Montreal had had since the 
storm of 1998. “Merde,” he spat, moving quickly after Malcolm back 
into the hospital.  
 
Searching 
 
Where can I find you? 
Where ever could you be? 
I traced the steps you took 
Yet this trail ends here for me. 
 
Remembering the moments 
Holding onto them with spite 
I ascertain the magnitude  
Of my fondest dream  
Haunts me as a nightmare tonight … 
 

Mia Harold was everything Malcolm Churn had ever wanted in a 
life partner.  
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          Years of promiscuity had equipped him with enough tales to 
placate the wildest desires of the gallivant poker nights spent with 
his closest male friends, each of whom entertained him with 
eloquent arias, warning of love lost to the bonds of matrimonial 
union.  

         They all agreed that she was indeed an anomaly; Heinrich 
Nelson, Malcolm’s closest confidante, admitted without a vestige of 
sarcasm that Mia was indeed Malcolm’s mirror reflection. A perfect 
match – if dreamers had sway over the rational.  

The connection between the lovers was bordering on 
telepathic, rendering the moments they spent together a rococo of 
profusion that echoed their divine right to be with one another. If 
their days apart were blissfully buoyant in the memory of their 
evening spent together, awakening at dawn suffused in each other’s 
arms made them reverent of their reuniting later that eve so that 
they could engage in coitus with the day’s demise. Their nights were 
riled by passion so fierce that it would have left the most 
infectiously romantic agog.  
 Under the eyes of God their union was deemed sacred; 
contracts were drawn in the murmurs of heartbeats, their lives 
seemed destined to elucidate the fairytales they as children 
believed would come true.  
 But a lump in Mia’s breast brought levity to their dreams and 
with her death the vows they had made with such vim were annulled 
and Malcolm’s nightmare began. 
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Wheedle 
 
Convincing me through persuasion 
To see the moments as free 
For us to construe memories 
That shall always remain with me.  
 
Is in no way a means to suffice 
A heart that beats for you alone 
It only creates madness in its place 
That consumes my life.  
 

Mia suffered as if she were a poultice for the sins of humans from 

ages past, present and yet to come. Her youthful beauty became an 

elegy written in the memories of those who came to see her wasting 

away as the cancer spread through her body with unrelenting speed.  

“Can you give me a moment?” Malcolm lifted his chin, his jaw 
propped with a faux sense of strength as he peered across the room 
to the nurse on the other side of the bed.  

She quickly glanced at the waif husk lying beneath the sheet 
then back at Malcolm before replying. “Yes of course.”  

Malcolm pulled down the sheet just enough to see his beloved’s 
vapid face. Her eyes were deep in their sockets creating blackened 
shadows where the light of her green eyes had once shone. The 
symmetry of Mia’s face, once the holder of bewildering beauty, now 
looked forlorn, like a temple no longer graced by the devoted, left to 
fall to ruin.  
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Malcolm felt rancour swelling up inside with every moment he 
stood at the corpse’s side. He felt as though he’d been conned. 
When they had first met Mia had told him that ”every moment they 
had together was precious”. Applauding the concept of ‘presence’, 
and its hold over the present. “There is only the eternal now,” she 
had said to Malcolm over and over again like a mantra, even during 
her increasing sickness. Death had taken her from him and the 
feeling of being cheated swelled in him like a tsunami.  

“Malcolm?” Heinrich was at the door, his timing impeccable. 
“Take me home Heinrich,” Malcolm said bluntly. “Take me 

home.” He turned and walked out the door leaving Mia’s cooling 
cadaver to continue its dance with decay. 
 
 
Farrago 
 
Where to from here?  
A detrimental dance 
To the forces that  
Brought me here?  
 
Not to be swept aside 
Revealing a madness  
Whose dalliance  
Is not concealed by pride.   

 
  Malcolm had asked to be sedated when Heinrich took him 
home. 
 When his eyes opened tears filled them, rivulets running 
askance and staining the pillows. This was last profuse emotion he 
showed. For all appearances the sedation never wore off. He became 
catatonic, remaining in bed for weeks. When his friends came to pay 
their respects, a sense helplessness swelled in on a tide of vigour 
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that left even the most stalwart drowning in his insipid enthusiasm 
for life.  
 Hendrich hired a nurse, at Malcolm’s family’s request, to come 
to his aid. Her dutiful reconnaissances embellishing his spiralling 
demise into insanity.  

One sunny afternoon in July, the nurse found him standing at 
the window peering out into the garden below. His hands held behind 
his back, his eyes becoming adjusted to the light, lolling gently in 
their sockets.  
 “Madeleine, would you be so kind as to drive me to a barber? I 
just want to shower and change my attire. I am still feeling rather 
weak,” he said without turning to address her. 
 “I would be delighted to, Mr Churn. However I would like to 
take your vitals before we do. Purely routine,” she said walking over 
to his side.   
 “Of course … of course,” he said, turning to face her, putting 
his wrist into her hands.  
 She had grown fond of him; in his solitude she had seen a man 
who plied his losses not in furrows upon his brow, or crippling 
traumas that would bend his back as he carried them upon his 
shoulders, but in a heart whose deep reflections had been carried   
by tear-filled eyes left with cadence in the moments they were felt. 
To her his new demeanour was a sign that he had indeed moved on 
leaving behind the ructions that had found a voice at the hospital 
upon his lover’s demise.   
 “Shall I wait for you downstairs, Mr Churn?” she said opening 
the door, propagating the darkened room with light from the 
hallway, illuminating filaments of dust that filtered down through 
the air.  
 “Yes … would you?” The nurse was halfway down the hallway 
when Malcolm called to her.  
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Portray  
 
Never has one been so alone 
Calling for solace when there is none 
Forces beyond the love you know 
Shall resurrect one’s creative flow. 
 
Its heavenly brilliance shall align 
With a hand heralded divine 
Its grace will touch in time 
The very essence of this heartfelt paradigm. 
 
 Madeleine never questioned the gall he exuded when she made 
good his requests for a plethora of oil paints and stretched canvas 
frames to occupy the conservatory. Upon consultation with various 
members of the medical team assigned to him it was deemed that 
painting would be a cathartic poultice, accruing any trauma that 
could have harboured itself within his psyche.  
 Malcolm rendered portraits of his devotion initially in the style 
of the sixteenth-century Venetian artists such as Titian, Giorgione 
and Palma Vecchio. Each three-quarter-length image less 
individualised than the next. They were representations of beauty, 
all generalised rather than portraying her true likeness. These 
stunning renditions were followed by vogue portrayals of Mia in roles 
from classical mythology in the style of Jean-Marc Nattier and 
Nicholas de Largilliere of France and Joshua Reynolds of England. 
His depiction of Reynold’s eighteenth-century painting of Mrs Hale 
as Euphrosyne was a remarkable piece, with his beloved’s head 
finding its place upon her sloping shoulders. Just as Dante Gabriel 
Rossetti, John Everett Millais and Walter Deverall had set their 
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models in the representations from Shakespeare, Dante and 
Tennyson, Malcolm gave his beloved new life in their literary 
caresses. It only seemed natural that he should follow in the steps 
of Rossetti, painting Mia in the place of Rossetti’s wife, Elizabeth 
Siddal, who tragically died from a laudanum overdose, in his own 
version of Beata Beatrix.  
 As Rembrandt had adopted different guises as a way of 
expressing his own view of himself in key moments of his life, 
Malcolm emulated the great master by creating a library of 
chiaroscuro facial expressions of his immortal beloved, her every 
nuance captured with unparalled accuracy. 
 He slept little and ate even less. Madeleine coaxed him when 
she could to find comfort in sustenance and rest. But he resisted 
any badgering with cold, calculated efficiency when in the gusto of 
creation. Malcolm’s riposte to her pleas would have shamed 
Surrealist Alberto Giacometti, as his work took on a disturbing alien 
quality that made Mia’s likeness more elusive.  
  Madeleine viewed his final piece as a morose effigy she 
attributed to his sheer lack of rest. The conservatory was a history 
of portraiture styles spanning five hundred years. Each painting a 
labour of love so poignant that it was a masterpiece.  

When she found him collapsed on his bed upstairs fully clothed, 
covered in splotches of paint, she swiftly undressed him, sliding his 
body beneath the sheets. Malcolm’s breathing was almost 
untraceable; his body limp and warm. She checked on him every few 
hours, believing he would awaken with a ravenous hunger. After 
three days of restful slumber she decided to sit by his beside until 
he awoke, fearful that he may not rise at all. 
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Span 
 
Across the voids of time 
Comes a presence sculpted 
By a force that ignites our desire 
To free a love resonating higher.  
 
Than the one that feeds our lust 
Its assuage we need to trust 
Over the ego’s fervent mass 
Its beauty is a heart’s caress.  
 
 When he did awaken his gluttony knew no limitation. He 
feasted with primal vim devouring his food and drinking bottles of 
merlot with the delight of a king whose every gnaw and swig was met 
with resounding glee from the members of his invisible court.
 Madeleine watched eagerly, providing him with the means 
commit this sin. He showed no signs of slowing, and only when he 
asked her to join him for a drink did she waver in her decision to 
fulfil his culinary desires. He had left her exhausted. She declined, 
asking instead if there was anything more he would like before she 
went home to rest.  

His gaze never left the table as he lamented his needs: “Yes, 
could you arrange four tonnes of marble, two tonnes of green-
serpentine and a tonne of deep red porphyry to be brought to the 
house tomorrow?” 

She stood there transfixed by his request. Feebly she 
managed to relay her conundrum. “Where shall I have it put, Mr 
Churn?” 

“In the lounge, my dear,” he quipped, a fetching grin rising on 
his face. “I’ll remove the furniture before the morning.” 
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“Do you feel comfortable doing such a thing, sir? There is a lot 
to be moved. I can …” Her plea was interrupted as he gently 
caressed her hand.  

“I’ll be fine, thank you, Madeleine. Just fine.” The glint in his 
eye ameliorated her fears, stirring in her a sense of sadness she had 
not felt for any patient.  

“Goodnight, Mr Churn,” she whispered.  
 “Goodnight, my dear,” he said not taking any notice of her 

leaving.  
 

Breathe 
 
Here with me 
Herald and be 
The muse fulfilling  
My promise to thee 
Only in death are we free. 
 
 The curtains that had once adorned the lounge windows lay 
buried beneath a film of dust. Sunlight streamed through the open 
windows bathing the massive edifices of raw marble slabs.  In the 
hallway the serpentine and deep red porphyry sat, dark silhouettes 
that towered over Madeleine as she walked past them towards the 
insistent tapping of hammer and chisel.  
 Malcolm stood atop a small ladder, his face powdered with 
marble dust, his gloved hands working the curse of his life out onto 
the stone. Praxiteles would have stood before Malcolm’s rendition of 
Aphrodite of Knidos exhorting flattery. Its poise was electrifying, 
its curvaceous figure encompassing his love of woman. Busts 
typifying the realism of the Flavian emperors stood atop pillars that 
formed a semicircle around the windows that looked out over the 
lawn beneath. Photographs of Mia were taped haphazardly to the 
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each of the pillars, her facial expressions reflected in the marble 
statues gracing each mount.  
 Across the room nearest the entrance lay the Dormition of the 
Virgin, a sculpture originally carved by Arnolfo Di Cambio in the 
thirteenth century. Mia’s peaceful face looked serene, her arms 
crossed in a funerary pose. Malcolm cradled her legs below the knee, 
his brow furrowed, his eyes solemn pockets of sadness. To their left 
Mia’s face adorned Antonio Canova’s Hebe, to her right Jean-
Baptiste Carpeaux’s The Dance fanned across the wall. Mia’s face 
ubiqitiously uniform in all the faces of the naked and semi-clad 
woman who danced around his own form, adorned by her bountiful 
presence.  
 It was too much for Madeleine. Tears rolled down her cheeks. 
Countenance would be necessary now; the seed that had been 
planted within her heart would not feel the light of her imagined 
lover’s embrace. Her profession had taken second place for a 
momentary fluttering; with her wits about her again she realised her 
place in his life. He needed her to be there simply observing, 
relaying his montage of loss to those who kept watch on his sanity. 
She slipped back into the darkness of the hallway and into the 
kitchen where she began to prepare dinner … undisturbed.  
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Fetching 
 
Never desert me 
Hail me always near 
There is no distance between us 
I need not look for you anywhere. 
 
You place is always with me 
A murmur beneath my chest 
Resonating in my heart 
Is this final request … 
 
 Madeleine never asked Malcolm why he had turned away his 
closest friends. When they had come to see him he quietly asked 
them to leave, never lifting his gaze from the floor of his room as he 
sat up drinking tea in his bed. That had been months ago. Even 
Heinrich had been asked to never come back. The man had stood 
there at the threshold of the house in disbelief watching Malcolm 
eating his meal as though it was his last. His sense of purpose was 
exuded in every slicing of his steak, the spreading of his potato over 
the back of his fork was mesmerising.  
 “What’s happened to you, man?”  
 “I shall not ask you again Heinrich,” he replied as he fed 
himself, shaking his head softly.  
 Madeleine watched Heinrich storm out of the house, his 
disbelief riddled across his face.   

She had vainly believed that her company had given him all the 
comfort he needed from the outside world as he delved into his 
heart looking for catharsis. Perhaps there was some merit to this, 
she thought as Heinrich fishtailed across the gravel driveway and 
out along the path leading into the estate.  
 The mausoleum he had made of his house held the greatest 
examples of portraiture and sculpture that one could ever have seen 
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outside the great museums and galleries of Europe. He had poured 
his very essence into each effigy. In doing so, Malcolm had 
immortalised Mia as much as he had made his house a tomb.  
 Sadness ruminated from every beam, the walls wept tears of 
condolence at his loss and the floorboards creaked and groaned in 
echoes of his dismay. Though Madeleine was distressed by the 
thought of leaving him to his own devices, she knew that she had 
given him all the help that was deemed necessary. He was finally 
cooking for himself, had mustered the strength to return to a 
semblance of an ordinary life, even saying that he would soon feel 
the need to return to work. The last few months had drained her 
immensely. In her service she had become emotionally attached to 
her client, something she had never done, yet her love for him had 
been in vain. Now his spring of creativity and expression had become 
a desert, and even though he would presumably return to life outside 
this shrine to his deceased, she knew that no amount of 
encouragement could ever reprive his broken heart. 
 Tentatively she approached him to tell him of her departure. 
He was sitting limp in the sun, his clothes hung off his frail frame, 
his face heavily bearded.  
 “Madeleine. Sweet Madeleine. How nice of you to accompany 
me. I have grown cold, and not even the loving rays of the sun can 
warm my cooling skin,” he said, his eyes sparkling as she sat opposite 
him.  
 An Indian summer had kept the cool of fall away and Quebec 
was yet to be riddled with the hues of orange and reds that graced 
the forests surrounding the manor.  
 “Today is my last day with you, Malcolm,” she said fighting back 
tears. He looked more broken now than when she had first come to 
his aid. “Won’t you let anyone else come see you? Your family? Your 
friends?” Her pleas brought a pliant grin to his face.  
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 He raised his eyes to meet hers. His lifeless pupils contracted 
in the bright light. “I should very much like it if you came to visit 
me.” 
 Madeleine reached out and picked up his limp hand, squeezing it 
enough for him to register her affection. “I will come to see you 
once a week, Malcolm. Any free time that I have I will make the 
effort to come to see you as well.” 
 His eyes widened and he smiled benignly. “I look forward to 
seeing you again already,” he said.  
 
Sway 
  
Here is the day  
When the sun’s rise  
Shall awaken within me 
The love that is not forsaken. 
  

As she drove up the driveway Madeleine did a double take at 
the area in front of the house. Where the lawn had been, in its place 
was a garden of shrubs, flowers and trees, climbers and ground 
covers. She pulled the car over and slowly got out.  

Bewildered, she closed the car door and walked to the edge of 
the garden. It was the most exquisite piece of landscaping she had 
ever seen. A Rhododendron arboretum made a gigantic semi-circle 
that tapered out into waves at the base of the driveway. Rows of 
Camellia japonica’s sporadically rippled through the shrubbery giving 
the already deep red the occasional darker filament. Adenandra 
uniflora lay spread between the red shrubbery, their tiny crimson 
stars dwarfed in the sea of white flowers. A single line of 
Agapanthus campanulatus stretched across the top of the 
flowerbed, perpendicular to a straight line with a hook to the right 
some yards ahead of her feet. A pool of Begonia semperflorens-
cultorum hybrids blossomed like an atoll of red amongst the white 
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ocean. Beneath the perpendicular Agapanthus were two pools of 
water each with a single Nymphaea lotus growing out of their centre, 
radiantly reaching up towards the midday sun.  
 Madeleine took a couple of steps back from the garden and 
then turned to face the house. The front door was slightly ajar; it 
swayed in a gentle draft that drew through the house rustling her 
hair as she pushed the door open. 
 “Malcolm? Hello?” she called. Continuing to call out his name 
she hastened through the house. Climbing the stairs her heart 
thumped against her chest as she stopped at in his bedroom 
doorway. The bed covers had been tossed aside. There had been 
great haste in his movements. His clothes lay scattered across the 
floor, his dressing gown gone.  
 Madeleine walked over to the window, her every step causing 
her heart to miss a beat. Her breath echoed in her head, her 
footsteps silent. At the window ledge her eyes widened, her jaw 
dropped and her body went limp. She looked down at the garden 
below; her own curiosity had found its place to witness her 
intuitions. Mia’s stolid face gazed up from the flowerbed below. Her 
red hair sporadically tinted with darker highlights that hung down 
against her white skin punctuated with tiny freckles of crimson. Her 
full red lips blushed below her nose and eyebrows. Her eyes were 
pools of reflected sunlight, her irises stars of soft white, her pupils 
a heavenly yellow. 
 Madeleine’s cell phone began to ring in her pocket; she didn’t 
move to answer it. Perplexed, she stood steadfast cemented to the 
floor, tears rolling over her cheeks. This was the most beautiful 
sight she had ever be held.  
 
It must be this way 
 
I have endeavoured 
To find you there 
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Though your soul has left 
I admonish your presence here. 
 
 Sam Reynolds had been working at the Saint-Tite cemetery for 
almost fifteen years. He had lived in small town Quebec as a 
consequence of having been privy to burying film stars, great writers 
and singers whose lives had ended before their time. Los Angeles 
had promised him much; he himself had once been a budding actor in 
search of fame, like many whom he had buried. Those who hadn’t 
‘made it’ often saw their lives as meaningless, filled only with 
continual rejections from egotistical megalomaniacs who spat on 
their desires. Processions and adorations, he had witnessed many. He 
had awoken children cradling their parents headstones, waited 
patiently for over-zealous fans to leave after their midnight vigils. 
Like the morning before and the morning before that, he walked 
over the sloping bank of the latest additions to the cemetry. It 
wasn’t his normal route to work but he had found a sense of 
refreshment breaking his usual routine.  
 “What the …” Words failed him now. He was speechless.  
 Handfuls of earth lay scattered randomly over the 
embankment. There were several concentrated mounds around one 
of the graves.  
 “Someone’s dug up plot 2267,” he mumbled to himself. 
 He walked over to the edge of the grave, leaning just over the 
edge. The sight below pulled him like steel to a magnet, his own 
shock fuelling his longing to see more.  
 The casket had been pried open. Dried rivulets of blood 
stained where it had been fastened shut. The decaying corpse’s 
fetid odour rose up from the pit below making him dry retch. The 
corpse within had flies swarming around it like a tidal pool. However, 
what he saw on top of it brought him to his knees where his 
convulsions made him expel his breakfast relentlessly.  
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 There lay Malcolm Churn, his heart still. Beads of morning dew 
glistening on his back warming in the morning air, his naked body a 
pasty yellow. The dam of sanity had finally given way. The flood 
swept him away and brought him here. Mia’s calls for him had grown 
stronger with every handful of dirt he alleviated her from beneath. 
Finally her voice was not a whisper but a shout. The tension in his 
heart was unbearable. He ripped the coffin lid off with tremendous 
vigour, tearing the skin on his hands. She had reached up to him and 
in her kiss he had lost the will to live without her.  

By the time the dawn had arrived Malcolm Churn was a carcass.  
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Sleep Sex 
 

Granted the muses’ toiling admiration 
Sexual tourism finds its decimation 

In the reproach of love’s serene stroke. 
 

Where it anchors its pleasure 
Leaves hearts ready to be broke. 
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“Yes … you really are quite exquisite.” A hand that had shook 
the hands of world dignitaries and icons of pop culture greased over 
Percy Steadforth’s cheek with ultra-slow precision. Bony digits crept 
over the young man’s ocular cavity and gravitated towards his flaring 
nostrils. Down to his lips. Percy could hear the shallow inhalations of 
the excited elderly man, and the stroking of wool and cotton as he 
nestled his head into the man’s palm. “Your face may well be that of 
a prince found in the pages of a Grimm’s fairytale.” The comment was 
followed by the sound of unfastening zipper teeth. “Won’t you …?”  

He needn’t have asked. This pantomime had already been spoilt 
by the needless harpings of the ambassador. Percy slunk out of the 
leathery flesh cradling his chin and brushed over the cotton moist 
with sweat.  

“You’re blessed with an attitude to match your anatomically 
pleasing appearance, my boy.” More words to sour the anticipation 
Percy prided himself in inducing. Enough. Percy slid one hand into the 
old man’s trousers, expertly freeing his concealed prick, his other 
hand passing up the inside of the man’s shirt, a fleshy python whose 
maw grasped his victim’s throat in its vice-like grip, choking the yelp 
escaping from his lips as he took the old man’s cock into his mouth.  

“Thank you …  God … thank you.” The sounds brushed over 
clutched vocal chords, felt rather than heard by Percy’s fingers.  

The world that Percy had become accustomed to was one that 
no media would ever be able to disseminate to a public who gorged 
themselves vicariously through trash mags and celebrity television 
programmes. This realm of bacchanalia that ensued amongst the 
upper echelons of society had no boundaries. The more influence one 
could flaunt, the greater the fetish displayed.  

Percy had learnt to parade his beauty with a flourish, quip any 
jibe with a comeback any standup comedian would envy, and 
consolidate any conversation by making people feel as though they 
had been heard.  
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 An Adonis carved from the very same marble that Michelangelo 
had used to create his David, members of both sex threw 
themselves at his feet in surrender. In adolescence he had been a 
sexual tourist, accommodating not only to those his own age, but 
adventurously tasting the aged finer supplements that also 
proffered themselves. On the arms of the wealthy he was a 
seamless trophy to show off to dignitaries, celebrities, queens. 
Hushed whispers between sycophants whose noses were so far 
buried up the ass cracks of those they fervently admired withdrew 
their faces to gaze upon this God amongst mortals. Envy and jealousy 
accompanied him like rain clouds forever on the horizon, but his 
sunny disposition never allowed these harbingers to gain any 
ascendancy over his swagger.  

Sodomy, vaginal sex, fellatio, cunnilingus – for all these crafts 
he had had the tutelage of the innovators, the masters, and willfully 
endeavoured to combine these skills till he would rival Casanova. The 
arts of physical pleasure acquired, he set his sights on training his 
mind to create his will. Understanding at a very young age the laws 
of magnetism, he attracted all he desired into his life with an 
ironclad resolve. His sense of gratitude was imbued with a sincere 
sense of sweetness that made sugar seem bitter, ensuring his 
charmed life. At twenty-one he was the manifestation of human 
potential fulfilled.  
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Impending 
 
Duly in life we are met 
With a mirror reflection  
Of where we are at 
A choice is then asked of us. 
 
Can we relate to what it is? 
Accept and yield to fate? 
For we have indeed all along 
Chosen to live, to create.  
 
 Lovers from across the globe had fuelled Percy’s desire for 
travel. On summer days he lay beneath trees on Mt Victoria and 
watched clouds parade across the sky, imagining what no human eye 
had seen; ethereal vagabonds subject to the flow of the winds, he 
marveled at their voyages. The freedom they had he aspired to find 
in life. So, like the Tao, he followed nature’s ease and moved east 
with the prevailing winds. Argentina taught him the sensuality of the 
Tango. Raw sexual emotions channelled into auspicious devotion to 
movement carved another arrow to add to his quiver. In the cradling 
arms of black haired, green eyed does, a new passion unlike any 
other he had ever felt welled up inside. Tears streaked his cheeks, 
his soul learnt to sing, and his feet swiveled in unison to beats other 
than his own heart.  
 Then on this new threshold of devotion Percy tasted love. 
Gabrielle swept him away in a twirl and feint that stole his breath 
from his lungs. Buenos Aires was a city of fabled beauties whose 
strength had a resolve matched by their comeliness. Arriving late 
one day to his Tango class, he discovered his usual partner Adice 
straddled by a new arrival. Entranced by the dance she was lost even 
to his presence. In the Tango, Percy had met his equal.  
 Mafesto the gay instructor was at his side a moment later. 
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“Come, come, Percy. Tonight you can dance with Gabrielle.” He placed 
his limp wrist over Percy’s forearm stroking it till his movement 
became an assured tug. 
 His English was a medley of European accents drawn from when 
he had taught in Switzerland, France and Portugal. Dressed in the 
finest black silk suit, he was dazzling when he danced for his 
students, lighting up the floor like a tornado of Latino heat.  
 “She is new,” he said, giving Percy a wanton grin.  

A true professional, Mafesto alluded to no sexual innuendos in 
his classes. There was enough sexual energy welling up in the dance 
to drown even the most perverted mind, he believed. Tango cast a 
spell that sufficed to render such a mind helpless, suggestive of a 
deeper understanding of human interaction. “Sex was sex, but Tango 
is heartbreaking love,” he had quipped once in Percy’s ear.  
 “Hola.” The sound of her voice set Percy’s heart alight.  
 Mafesto must have seen a spark light in his eyes for he smiled 
and turned on his heels, gliding away into the frolicking pairs as if 
caught up in a cavorting tidal swell created by the wings of cherubs.  
 Percy stood frozen to the spot, rendered statuesque by the 
sight of this goddess. Her hair sprouted from her head in black 
ringlets, their collective odour that of jasmine. Her skin was 
wrinkleless, imbued with colour gifted to her not from the sun, but 
from generations whose equatorial living had ensured pigmentation 
necessary in order to deal with its heat. In her eyes flourished a 
verdant rainforest, fed by tears never knowing sorrow, only 
inexplicable happiness. Full red lips swelled to only speak of God’s 
love for creation, never a callous word had passed over them. She 
wore a black evening dress that moulded her athletic frame, 
providing little to the imagination. Upon her feet were black heels, 
allowing her to stand eye to eye with Percy.  
 Flummoxed, Percy moved into her personal space and lifted her 
left arm into a right angle and placed his trembling left hand on her 
left hip. Instantaneously he felt tremors ripple through his body in 
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electrical impulses that stole the gusto from his usually strong legs. 
The fluid movements of his lower torso lost to weakening of the 
knees as passion aroused him.  
 He was not alone. She gasped and moaned as the same feelings 
pervaded her body. Little to Percy’s knowledge she had walked a 
path not unlike his. Though separated by a gulf of ocean, they not 
only shared similar latitude, but had also similar charmed lives. Her 
beauty had coalesced with her sexuality to create a creature driven 
by the same urges, and an ego fed by the same unquenched thirst 
for more experiences. Lovers had professed their love for her in 
undulations of a language she could not understand. Pleasure had 
followed her like a lost puppy, forever at her next footfall, and she 
had not staved off the affection. In the comfort of women she had 
learnt ways to capture the essence of orgasm and sustain it till her 
brain burnt with an aching fire. Men, she felt, were quick to boil, so 
she had often taken more than one into her comfort. Penetration 
had touched regions within her that no tongue could ever reach, and 
girth had given her pleasure a pain that was incomparable, 
intoxicating.  
 Fate would not have had them meet at any other moment than 
this. 
 
Insomnia 
 
Awaits when alone 
A prospect negated by one 
Whose reflection resembles  
My very own. 
 
Hunger issues a decree 
Listen or be devoured 
By the endless taste 
Of bound delectability.  
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 It became embarrassing to witness. The dance between the 
star-crossed lovers ignited a heat in the room that made all others 
uncomfortable. Though winter had arrived, the mercury soared 
within the confines of the small dance studio.  
 Percy had overcome his ability to maintain an erect posture 
when he focused his ardor in his eyes. Seeing her welcome the same 
tonic, they danced as though they were immortals not touched by 
the hands of time. All had stopped to watch Percy lead a smoldering 
caper. They were oblivious to those around them. Every swoon was 
accompanied by long lustful gazes that ended with a feigned kiss, 
every turn a thrust enlivened by Percy’s swelling erection hidden 
against Gabrielle’s hip.  
 That night they danced till the Mafesto pleaded with them to 
stop. Barely taking their eyes off each other they walked down the 
stairs of the studio and made their way to Gabrielle’s rooftop 
apartment. Not a word had been spoken since Gabrielle had offered 
a greeting. But there didn’t need to be. The inferno they had 
started burnt through the night. These magicians cast incantations 
that proffered themselves visions beyond the five sense realms, 
awakening their divine heritages in order to see their bodies as 
mechanisms for enlightenment. In each other’s presence they 
became whole, one.  
 Sleep, though not a necessity, came with the rising sun and 
when they awoke once more, they conversed for hours, leaving the 
bed only to eat and defecate. Accented sentences of conversation 
sounded like sonnets to each other’s ears. Their personal histories, 
their legacies unfurled with astonishing resemblance to one another. 
It continued this way for days.  
 Percy had flown to Argentina on a round the world ticket and 
concluded that he should honour it. Gabrielle made no issue of his 
wish, except to ask that they remain in contact. Both new to the 
workings of love and its whims they parted. But within days Percy 
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was calling Gabrielle from Lisbon pledging to return. She, excited by 
the prospect, couldn’t contain the glee in her voice, losing her grasp 
of the English language and rattling off phrases of devotion in 
Spanish.  
 
Gripped 
 
In the fervour of love’s embrace 
Shouldering no burdens that may  
Fortify this heralded sanctum  
We have built for each other’s hearts. 
 
We have found a persuasive dance 
That colludes to instigate the duty  
We feel to each other now and forever. 
 
 Beauties that at one time would have raised his eyebrows and 
bated his thirst for orgasm were largely ignored in the days 
thereafter. Often in the most unflattering ways they would hoist 
themselves at him, unashamedly drawn to him like flies to a pungent 
odour. Circling at first in order to gauge any danger, ascertaining 
that there was none – other than the risk of haplessly falling in love 
with such a personification of genetic perfection – they would 
proffer themselves in droves.  
 In several languages other than his native tongue, the most 
seductive women of Europe attempted every ruse they could muster 
to become his conquest. Yet his thirst could only be quenched from a 
well that sprung from a small rooftop apartment in the heart of 
Buenos Aires. This however didn’t stop the tsunami of woman who 
followed him wherever he went. At bars and cafes they would sit 
around tables and peruse his face like it was a piece of living art, 
watching his every flinch and fleck. The sexual energy that Percy 
had at one time spread like a contagion, now oscillated around him in 



 
   

68 
The Darkness holds Sway                         Copyright © Pharaeus Lysander 2010 

  

invisible eddies which no woman could see with the naked eye; but 
their subtle bodies did. Hormones raged in tides so fervent that 
hands slipped beneath tables, lifting undergarments aside in order 
to stimulate swelling clitoris after swelling clitoris. Unashamedly 
public, other men sat in sheer bafflement, a parade of voyeurism. 
Casting eyes across rooms to find the object of these maenads’ 
affections, they found an Adonis that even they swooned over. 
Knees buckled and penises filled with heavy blood flows. Testicles 
shrunk in callosity, contracting the loose skin covering their mass. 
Hot flushes filled cheeks till their shades were the colour of 
crimson.  
 Percy, however, was aloof, unpersuaded by the air that was 
thick with sexual appeasement, the constant moans and strokes of 
hands that cupped full breasts hidden beneath clothes around him. 
The fondling of stiffened cocks that pointed like divining rods at his 
rectum. Gabrielle ushered a feeling so powerful in him, that he had 
become oblivious to the purpose that God had given him.  

He continued to travel across Europe, travelling at a dizzying 
rate across the continent, in pursuit of a distraction from his whim. 
Wherever he went he left hordes of sexually bereft humans who no 
longer could discover any attraction to each other, their longing 
focused now on one being alone. After six weeks he had been to 
every country from the North Atlantic to the steppes of Russia, 
seen almost everything he could in such a massive undertaking, but 
nothing had stuck in his mind. Saint Sophia had not drawn his breath 
from his lungs, within the confines of sanctity he had not found 
peace of mind nor heart. Va’ci Utca, with its vestiges of some of the 
finest art nouveau and Zsolnay ceramic tiles giving each building a 
unique appearance he did not give more than a passing glance, as the 
grandeur was quickly supplanted by the sight in his mind’s eye of 
Gabrielle’s firm breast coaxing his tongue to taste its salty flesh. 
The haunting sadness permeating the confines of the Dominican 
monastery in Tallinn, a site where monks loyal to Rome had felt the 
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wrath of an angry Lutheran mob in 1523 as they watched their 
abode razed to the earth. Rebuilt in 1954, its beautiful inducement 
was lost to the whispering lullabies Percy’s beloved had betrothed to 
him when they said farewell. It was enough to drive him to the point 
of madness. A day later he was flying to Madrid. Later the same day 
he was on a plane headed for Buenos Aires.  
 
Accomplice 
 
In a course of devoted rage 
One finds a focus that contains 
A bereft clue as to where it goes 
And what becomes of it all.  
 
Harnessed duty is quickly  
Brought to the forefront  
Devoted and earnestly brave 
When released from its gilded cage.  
 
 The portico leading up to Gabrielle’s apartment felt like an 
extension of his lover’s embrace as he stood beneath its pillared 
awning. The first smile that had crossed his face since before he 
had entertained the thought of leaving here almost eight weeks ago 
crept over him. He slung his backpack over his shoulders and made 
his way inside and up the spiral staircase. The marble stairs 
reflected the morning sun from the small oval windows adjacent to 
the iron railing he gripped tighter with each step, his anticipation 
surmounting to choke him, but he had found a new strength. One 
that gave his footfalls a sense of glee that could only be discovered 
in love generated for another. He scaled floor after floor, passing 
the heavyset doors that entranced the apartments below hers. He 
leapt up the final three steps and walked eagerly towards her red 
door. When he had left the paint on the door was peeling and now 
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most of that paint had fallen away and lay scattered across the 
floor. Percy looked at its skewed pattern across the checkered tiles 
with careful indignation as he heard a low and shuddering cry coming 
from behind the door. The way that the paint had fallen, it seemed 
as though the door had been slammed in a hurry, as if an eagerness 
to reach the privacy within had given rise to the nonchalance of the 
mess outside. He was pounding on the door a moment later, his thuds 
accompanied by another chortling cry of pleasure and the sound of a 
distinct voice. 

 “MA’S PROFUNDO PROFUNDO! MA’S DURO DURO!”  
“HOLA! GABRIELLE?!” Percy yelled, his banging freeing more 

slivers of paint and sending them to grace the tiled floor beneath. 
“NO PARE! NO PARA!” Her voice was reaching a crescendo now, 

the pleasure in its tone achingly vested in an act that Percy knew all 
too well. 

“GABRIELLE! IT’S PERCY!” He bellowed, he took a step back, 
kicking the door. His backpack heavy against his spine almost toppled 
him to the floor. The door was dead bolted, it hardly moved. More 
flecks of red rain sauntered to join the myriad beneath.  

The cry now had become a scream, so perverse to Percy’s ears 
in its enjoyment that he covered them, falling to his knees in 
crippling horror. He didn’t need to see what was going on behind the 
door, he knew. The scream became a choking yelp as her infliction 
found new thresholds. A collective gasp from three separate voices 
unanimously conjured met the same end as this taunting episode 
came to a conclusion. Gabrielle’s climatic howl drowned out the three 
men who were burying their phalluses in every orifice she had made 
available to them.  

His hands still cupped over his ears, Percy shuddered, 
convulsed in shock, allowing tears to lament his pain. He felt 
betrayed. Unable to muster the strength to get to his feet he lay on 
the floor, bawling till his tears had pooled beneath him and reflected 
his drawn-out face. Male voices rattled off in Spanish their joy at 
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having fucked such a goddess, a perfect end to a night of cavorting; 
how she had not relented till now, and how spent they felt. As the 
door opened Percy didn’t dare look up to see his tormentors’ faces. 
They stopped, whispering amongst themselves and then quietly 
scampered off downstairs peering at Percy as they descended into 
the lobby. When he looked up he saw that the door was slightly ajar, 
enough for him to slip his fingers around its edges and push it open. 
Wiping away the rivulets that still flowed he got to his feet and 
pushed the door open.  

“Gabrielle?” He could barely stammer the words out. “Gabby?” 
He repeated. No answer followed his heartbroken queries. He step-
tripped his way down the narrow corridor that led to her lounge 
where she lived, slept and entertained. The musty odour of sex gave 
way to the sight of her bed, with sweat pooled on sheets, and cum 
drying in white blobs over her naked heavenly frame.  

“Gabby  …” Percy whispered, hardly audible to himself, let alone 
her.  

Her body glistened in the pale light of candles that had burnt 
down over the course of the night’s festivities. A smile he had seen 
before, but never before so consuming, inched across her face as 
she slid her hands over her body, wiping the cooling cum off her 
stomach and licking her fingers till they were clean, oblivious to 
Percy’s presence. Though it had been only days since they had last 
spoken and confessed their undying love for each other, she seemed 
as though she was another person completely. She opened her eyes 
and peered at her intruder with a look of momentary contempt, then 
softened into a smile.  

“Percy.” She sat up, getting to her feet and then strode off 
down the corridor towards the bathroom. “Do me a favour … put the 
percolator on the stove would you?” She threw him a look and gave 
him half a smile before disappearing into the bathroom and closing 
the door behind her. In her eyes Percy saw not the professed love 
she had offered to him when he had left; in her tone he could not 
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hear her resplendent affections. There was nothing but a cold and 
callous urge for him to appease her momentary needs.  
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Acrimony 
 
Dishevelled and distant 
In my heralded means  
Savvy and forlorn  
By the hostility I’ve seen. 
 
I acknowledge this place 
When I confront your  
Face only to discover  
You’re no longer here.  
 
 Gabrielle had gotten out of shower, the gloss of her skin 
almost effervescent – such had been the severity of her climax 
moments before Percy had a chance to enter her apartment. She 
spoke to him rarely, answered few questions and asked even less of 
him.  
 “Do you want me to leave?” Percy asked feeling despondent.  
 “Don’t overreact my little petal,” she said, her tone on the cusp 
of condescending. “I want you here … and that was just a little fun 
you know?” She smiled as she brought the cup to her lips, looking 
over its rim to meet his gaze. “No harm done. Just a night out, I met 
some friends and entertained them.”  
 Percy, love struck as he was, was no stranger to these 
methods. He himself had been the centre of attention on many 
occasions. Placed upon a pedestal for years by both sexes, he had 
had his way with sycophants who wished no more than to be in his 
rendered tidal swell of beauty in the hope it was contagious and they 
too might capture some of the aureate halo he projected and the 
life of privilege he enjoyed. With him there, the greatest lover of 
his gender in her sphere of influence again, she would never need to 
succumb to the desires of another. So he believed.  
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 Sex between them was austere; her presence during what 
should have been the pinnacle of her lifetime’s experience of coitus 
seemed feinted. The implosion that they had shared when their 
paths had first crossed seemed confined to the dusty catacombs of 
memories long since forgotten. Gabrielle rolled her eyes and vented 
when constantly asked by Percy if she still loved him. Her banal 
stare gave him the feeling that a deeper shift had taken place in her 
life, one that he would never understand without investigating; but 
this couldn’t be done from his current position within her apartment.  
 “I’m moving out,” Percy said one morning several weeks after 
he had arrived. He was lying spent next to Gabrielle, covered in 
sweat after indulgent hours of fucking. His heart slapping against his 
ribcage, a Marlboro light poised between his fingers, the smoke 
billowing around his constricting stomach’s rise and fall.  
 “I wish you wouldn’t smoke in here,” Gabrielle said, getting up 
and walking into the kitchen. She opened the fridge and grabbed a 
container of milk. Drinking heartily from it she placed it on the 
bench in front of her before wiping her mouth with her forearm. “La 
multa, entonces viene en fuera usted va,” she said, walking around 
the bench that separated the kitchen and the living room, picking up 
Percy’s clothes as she did. The muscles in her body rippled and 
contorted as she began to stuff his clothes into his small backpack.  
 Percy watched her as he brought his cigarette to his mouth 
again, inhaling deeply. His ruse was working. She was distracted as 
she stuffed his pack. He picked up her front door key and pressed it 
hard into a plasticine ball he had hidden earlier under the mattress. 
Its imprint perfect he dropped the key back onto the bed and got to 
his feet. Gabrielle handed him his backpack, no love swelled her 
eyes. A vacuous abyss had taken love’s place. Percy shivered as he 
plucked his clothes from one outstretched hand, his pack from her 
other.  
 “Fuera … Fuera!” She pushed him with an uncanny strength 
towards the door. “Get dressed outside,” she said, pushing him onto 
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the landing, her accent deeper, more masculine than he had ever 
heard.  
 The door was slammed shut behind him as he pulled his 
trousers over his legs. As he did up his belt he stopped and opened 
his clenched fist. The imprint was still perfectly intact.  
 
Cautionary  
 
Vestibules of ages past 
Haunt these hallowed walls 
Distinctly favouring 
A fearless stance 
Whose cries are evil untold.  
 
 Percy dreamt up a pretty good explanation for the plasticine 
mould to tell the locksmith he went to see immediately after he left 
Gabrielle’s apartment. He left the elderly man to it and went and 
bought the most inconspicuous surveillance equipment he could find. 
Cameras and microphones so small they were virtually undetectable 
would give him the means to satisfy his curiosity. Now all he needed 
to do was strategically place them in parts of Gabrielle’s apartment 
where he could watch her, study her, and dissect her behaviour in 
order to understand why this unseemly change of attitude had 
happened. Weeks ago she was professing her love for him, yearning 
for his return. The woman he loved had vacated her mortal coil only 
to be replaced by a nonchalant whore who strove for nothing other 
than see him gone so that she could satisfy her ravenous libido. The 
art of their passion had been replaced by a lust that only gods and 
demons shared. Once he had believed her one of the former; 
perhaps now … the latter.  
 A block from her apartment Percy went into a café and waited 
there patiently for her to head into town. Evening had fallen by the 
time his macchiato was delivered and he took a seat near the 
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counter. From where he sat, his vista encompassed her portico, and 
her apartment windows that faced the street below. She pulled the 
curtains and a moment later the lights went out. Moments later she 
was down on the street where she climbed into a waiting taxi. As the 
car drove away Percy was mobile. Out the door he sped, across the 
street and up the three flights of stairs he climbed. Reaching the 
small landing in front of her door he pulled the new key from his 
trousers and quickly slipped it into the lock. The door popped open as 
he turned it, and he rushed inside.  
 It took him ten minutes to assemble the camera in the café, 
another five to hide it in the overhead ventilation system in the 
kitchen. He was in and out of her apartment within minutes; down 
the road and into an internet café as fast as his legs could carry 
him, tucked up in corner streaming the camera live ten minutes later. 
He checked his emails, wrote a few, and deleted hundreds from 
star-crossed lovers who constantly yearned for his affections by 
the time she returned.  

She wasn’t alone. Two beefcakes had accompanied her back to 
the apartment. Both bald and bursting out of their shirts and 
trousers. She stood between them, fondling both as she kissed the 
one in front of her. She undid his pants and pulled out a thick hard 
bulge that made even Percy gulp. Systematically, she then pulled out 
the penis of the man behind; his cock was even larger.  
 A whistle broke the silence and Gabrielle poked her head 
around and looked over towards her desk. Her computer was on and 
envelope had popped up on the screen.  
 “Un chicos de minuto,” she said, placing her fingers on the lips 
of the two men that flanked her. She strode across the floor to the 
computer, her athletic frame hugged by the dress she wore. She 
bent over showing her tanned hard ass to the men who were stroking 
their members which were directed at her.  
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 “Haga no usted mueve furtivamente arriba en ni ahora,” she 
toyed, looking over her shoulder, a persuasive grin making the men 
laugh out loud.  
 Percy zoomed in on the computer screen as Gabrielle clicked on 
the envelope on the screen. A website popped up with explicit 
pictures of men firmly clutching their erect phalluses, most huge. A 
profile appeared in the right hand top corner asking for a live 
camera stream of the action taking place.  
 “Algunos amigos quieren mirar,” she said matter-of-factly, 
turning to face the two men, she winked and then turned back and 
opened a window that connected a camera to the left of her monitor. 
She moved the camera to take in the image of the two men behind 
her then walked backwards till their pricks were poking her in the 
lower back. She gave a playful shriek and then spun around, dropping 
to her knees immediately fellating the two men at the same time. 
They both gave out moans of satisfaction. 
 Percy choked back the tears, looking away from the screen. 
Alone in the café he sobbed uncontrollably. He looked away from the 
screen as she mounted one of the huge pricks and placed the other 
in her accommodating mouth. He couldn’t watch anymore, he wanted 
to get up and leave the café, book a flight out of Buenos Aires 
immediately, return to Auckland and gather his thoughts alone 
somewhere in vast beauty of the South Island’s Mackenzie Country. 
Instead he logged off and went across the street to grab another 
coffee. It was going to be a long night, but there had to be a clue as 
to why her behaviour had taken such a loveless turn. He was 
determined to find it at whatever cost to his sanity.  
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Narcosis 
 
Inflicted by the hearts  
Of men who worship  
The horror of horrors 
Entities whose only lament 
Is to possess and live  
Amongst us. 
 
How they conjure  
These demonic forces 
Is gilded by a loveless 
Coitus embalmed in our 
Soul’s very demise.  
 
 The taste of the brew was a like a poultice on Percy’s burdened 
mind. His love for Gabrielle had not lost its fervour despite her 
nonchalant attitude towards him.  

Sex had given Percy another sense, a deeper intuitive knowing 
of languages so subtle that few could ever decipher their meaning, 
let alone notice their existence. A glance, a stammer in a once 
fruitful swagger, a wiping of a hand against a doorframe, the arch of 
foot. All of these told leagues to the knowing. Something horrible 
had taken place within the last two weeks, and the essence of 
Gabrielle had been lost to a vile creature that now occupied her 
mortal being, Percy had assumptions and now merely needed to wait 
to see if they proved true.  

Taking the hot coffee from his lips he saw the two hulking men 
who not minutes before had been fashioning their wiles with 
Gabrielle upstairs crossing the street. They bantered in Spanish far 
too quickly for Percy to comprehend. The way they were acting it 
seemed as if something had happened and they had left at great 
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haste. Percy was in the café, seated and logging on to the live feed 
from his hidden camera within seconds.  

Gabrielle lay naked on the bed, her frame covered in a 
glistening mesh of spunk and sweat. Her chest rose and fell at 
exhaustingly deliberate speed, as though something was forcing air 
into her lungs, hoisting her diaphragm up to its fullest extent. Percy 
moved closer to the screen, squinting at first, then adjusting the 
zoom on the camera. His immediate reaction was to throw his hand 
over his gaping mouth when he saw her levitating a good six inches 
above her mattress. He shut the live feed down in a reactionary 
moment and was at the front counter throwing money at the sleeping 
clerk, out the door and across the street a breath later. He scaled 
the stairs whilst searching for the key to her apartment in his pants’ 
pocket, tripping frequently as he ascended to the landing where her 
apartment was. The key was in the door and open, he was down the 
hallway and into her confined living area now, completely out of 
breath, hunched over and searching about madly for her.  

The indentation in the mattress where she had lain still felt 
warm to the touch as Percy knelt down, placing his hands where her 
legs had been. He looked around the area, scouring the kitchen from 
where he was, swathing through air as if his life depended on every 
draw he made.  

Gabrielle fell from the murky twilight only six feet above 
Percy, her limp frame dropped so that the impact would disorientate 
him, but not make him lose consciousness. Her hip smashed into the 
back of his nape, smothering him into the mattress.  

Percy felt himself being flung about like a ragdoll. He was 
turned over by the belt buckle and thrown against the wall with 
unnatural ease, the impact jolting him to the brink of blackness. 
Dragged by his feet towards the middle of the bed, his legs dropped 
limply onto the mattress and he lost consciousness.  
 When he came to his head swam in a nauseating swirl. He 
winced, spluttering, convulsing. As he attempted to sit up a hand 
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with unnatural strength crawled up his stomach, over his chest and 
forced him down onto the mattress, pinning him to it. He could 
barely breathe let alone move under its weight. A soft warm 
sensation crept over his body, its familiarity all too well known. The 
greatest fellator he had ever met was working his shaft with a skill 
that would soon boil his semen into an epic frenzy, and an orgasm 
that would leave him spent if he didn’t caution his tormentor.  
 “Gabrielle …” The words were delivered in a husky moan. She 
didn’t relent, her stroking sending waves of pleasure to compile with 
the nausea broiling in his gut. “Gabby …” Her motions were 
accompanied by a guttural rumbling of a beast that was awakening 
from its slumber. With exquisite precision she stopped fellating him 
as the semen was being expelled from his testes, thrusting a three-
fingered prong at Percy’s perineum, stealing the thunder from his 
ejaculation and immediate orgasm.  
 “NOT YET!” The deep guttural rumblings had found a voice. Its 
harsh and booming tone sent shards of fear through Percy crippling 
his body, dilating his pupils, making his eyes dart forward to catch a 
glimpse of his assailant, convinced that it wasn’t Gabrielle.  
 The pressure on his chest was released without warning 
allowing Percy to sit up immediately. Nestled in his loins Gabrielle 
resumed fellating his fat shaft, her head bobbing up and down over 
his penis with fanciful abstraction. He swooned, his nausea now 
drifting towards his bowels with an uncompromising speed as if she 
was leeching it from his body through the confines of his bulbous, 
veiny erection. His eyeballs lolled in his head, the pleasure he felt 
supplanting the weariness.  
 Gabrielle moved forwards directly over his shaft and promptly 
lashed her tongue over the tip of his it which drew out a sigh from 
Percy. He dropped his head down to stare at her muscular back, the 
sculpted curves of a frame moulded by years of gym work. What he 
saw left him aghast. Folds of flesh moved in waves across her back, 
random movements that no muscle could ever make. He was lost to 
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the unbelievable sensations he was feeling, the burning in his loins, 
but he recognised the movements as they sauntered over her 
shoulders and then down her spine. She was being massaged by 
invisible hands; hands that knew what they were doing, knew the 
anatomy of her body all too well, in fact, as they feathered her 
abdominal oblique muscles making her swoop Percy’s penis into her 
gape and down her throat till she was at the base of its mammoth 
length.  
 Percy threw his head back in delight. She had deep throated 
him before, but never with so much zest. The warm moist sensation 
of her mouth swallowing his prick was gone before he could lift his 
head to meet the assailant who had enticed Gabrielle thus. It kicked 
him in the chest with both its feet, sprawling him against the 
mattress, leap frogging Gabrielle and mounted his cock. The invisible 
menance’s orifice felt like a million rasping fibers against the 
sensitive membrane of his phallus. The movements were quick and 
deliberate making the most of the time it had to extract the energy 
created from his orgasm and utilize it to propagate its infliction on 
Percy. He screamed as the orifice tensed and the rocking strokes 
penetrated deeper into the invisible abyss his prick had ventured 
into. A putrid rotting pungence filtered into his nostrils as the 
rocking became frantic. Percy felt the bile in his stomach surge up 
his oesophagus and well out of his mouth in a single motion coating 
his mount. A twin set of triple breasts flopped wildly against one 
another beneath the acrid steaming liquid. Hind legs were folded 
over his hips pinning them to the mattress not with sheer weight 
alone. Bile sluiced down the over the creature’s neck not giving Percy 
a chance to see its horrid face.  
 Movement in the corner of his eye drew his attention across 
the room as he felt the rumblings of a crescendo coming. The beast 
tilted back its head and gave a tumultuous howl as it felt its task 
coming to an end, its labouring now cutting the skin of Percy’s shaft. 
Percy turned to where the movement had been in search of 
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Gabrielle. In the doorway she was suspended, her arms gripping the 
narrow doorframe leading into the bathroom, her body horizontal, 
her legs spread. She was half way up the frame, jolting forwards and 
backwards in a vigourous sexual embrace with a monstrous 
undiscernible entity whose phallus had such a massive girth that it 
was literally ripping her vagina out of her body.  
 “GABRIELLE!” Percy screamed, forgetting his own plight and in 
the process angering his tormentor. A limb swatted across his face, 
tearing the edge of his mouth open from the corner of his mouth to 
his lower jaw and splashing blood across the wall nearest the 
kitchen. As fear gave way to blind fury, Percy found an inner resolve, 
the seriousness of the situation now desperate. In one swift 
movement he bucked his hips, threw the creature off and made a 
darting run for the hallway and the sleeping Gabrielle. Percy’s shock 
at finding her not awake, for all accounts asleep, gave the rapist 
enough time to dish out a swipe that sent Percy across the room, 
over the partitioning bench from the living area into the kitchen. 
Bloodied, bruised and delirious he teetered between consciousness 
and fainting.  
 “Gabby …” His whisper, barely audible, stumbled out of his 
mouth as a curtain of pitch dropped over his eyes and a bile green 
hind leg smashed his temple sending his crimson-coloured torso 
across the floor into the cul de sac of the kitchen.  
 
Awake 
 
To find your tale 
Reveals no urgent 
Course or trail 
To where you and I  
Found our love as one.  
 
For here is a cursor 
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Reflecting urgency 
Heralded by a notion 
Of finding the ultimate high.  
 
 Percy awoke cold and hunched over in the corner of the 
kitchen. His penis was caked in dried blood, flaccid in its enormity, 
covered in lashings. His head throbbed uncontrollably; his sight was 
blurred and hindered by double vision. His thoughts turned to 
Gabrielle and he pulled himself towards the end of the kitchen 
partition. He swung his head around looking towards the bed where 
his naked beloved now lay. He pushed his penis back into his trousers 
wincing at the mere touch of his fingertips against its membrane. 
Opening his eyes he witnessed the most horrifying sight he had seen 
yet.  
 Gabrielle’s vagina had become a flesh sleeve hanging limply 
around the inside of her thighs, and something was moving within its 
confines. It stopped and then returned to her womb, its movements 
hurried. Percy dragged himself across the floor and was nestling 
against Gabrielle’s foot a heartbeat later. Pulling himself up to her 
knees and then over her thigh. Tears muddled with blood and sweat 
as he watched whatever it was furrowing away at her ovaries. He 
clenched his teeth, placing his right hand next to the fleshy folds of 
what was once her vagina, tentatively squirming as he watched the 
movements in her body. The whole episode had altered his state of 
consciousness; he was lucid and acutely aware of the mind-bending 
happenings that had taken place since he had come into Gabrielle’s 
apartment. There was no denying that she had searched for another 
level to her sexual experience and found it in the tethers of 
Satanism and ritualistic Occult sex.  
 Percy had heard whispers of it amongst the privileged and 
powerful, orgies where dimensional entities of such power it 
frightened even the most diabolically twisted despotic minds; 
possessed human hosts in the promise of pleasures that no three-
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dimensional experience could rival. Had he not met Gabrielle, 
perhaps this path would have been one he would have taken. But love 
had found him and given him a pleasure that surpassed any that 
horrid demons could offer. It was a glimpse into the essence of 
creation itself, and he had been saved.  
 Gabrielle had stumbled, a parlance from a former lover enticing 
her to taste the forbidden. She believed that no harm could come to 
her, and she had hoped that the feelings she had for Percy would 
abate with this experience, enough to allow her to see her through 
to his return. It was all a ruse that had found her spirit imprisoned 
on an astral plane where it was devoured by hungry, derelict ghouls 
who used new arrivals to sustain them. Her emotional responses 
gifted them a glimpse of a world they had left behind in order to 
discover the pleasures her body now felt. The demon within her body 
had a ravenous appetite for sex and was engrossing itself in an auric 
cloak of life, so that it may someday leave Gabrielle’s body and 
assume an identity of its own choice.  
 Percy thrust his hand into Gabrielle’s body, pushing up to the 
middle of his forearm. The once lifeless Gabrielle now sat up as 
Percy snatched a glutinous mass that sunk tiny rasping teeth into his 
hand. Being bitten surprised him and he let go for an instant. 
Gabrielle’s possessor now attempted to grab the loose fold of flesh 
on Percy’s face, as he thrust further up into her womb and snatched 
again pulling his hand out in one swift motion. What followed was a 
veritable torrent of gore that quickly left Gabrielle’s body lifeless. 
She toppled over, a quickly cooling cadaver. In his hand was a 
wriggling mass that resembled a liver but was itself alive, twitching, 
dripping in blood.  
 “Tomare Eso.” A hand snatched the squirming mass from 
Percy’s weakening grasp. 
 With what was left of his strength he lifted his head to watch 
a figure carry the wriggling organism away down the corridor to a 
waiting woman who placed it into a blanket before turning on her 
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heel and heading out the door of the apartment and down the stairs. 
He became aware of others around him. They were some of the 
people that had taken his fancy over the years, those who had 
endeavoured to find pleasure in his company. Percy began to chuckle. 
It was indeed comical. They had used him like a pawn. They knew 
that his lust would lead him to love, and with that a perfect moulded 
reflection of himself would be found. A nubile woman capable of 
holding the seed of the most vile of beasts, whose time on earth 
would come with the end of days.  
 In his delirious fit of rage Percy had freed it from its earthly 
confines as they knew he would, in a single stroke destroying 
Gabrielle’s body, bleeding it dry with his vulgar attack, affording no 
place for the demon within to exist. 
 A huge figure stooped over Percy grabbing his forehead and 
chin, snapping his neck in one swift movement. Dusting his hands off 
the figure strolled down the corridor followed by the dignitaries 
who each lay a red rose on the corpses straddled across the 
mattress. In the corner of the room a glutinous mass of vibrant 
gloom lurched across the floor, down the hallway and out the front 
door. The woman carrying the organism met it. The entity wriggled in 
her arms, squelching in hasty pulses as a maw opened like a 
stretched rectum inhaling the gloomy mass in a single movement. It 
spluttered, and shook, as the woman began to descend down the 
stairs. It grew with every footfall, pushing out limbs, arms and legs. 
Phalanges and a head popped out over shoulders. It resembled a 
child by the time she had made it down to the lobby. She drew a 
shawl over its head and smiled as she walked out into the dawning 
sky.  
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The Enchanted Forest 
 

Raped of lungs 
Deforestation comes 

With a price for the living earth 
Its tally a price without mirth. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
   

87 
The Darkness holds Sway                         Copyright © Pharaeus Lysander 2010 

  

Former Gunung Lasur National Park, Sumatra Island, Indonesia, 23rd 
August 2034.  
 

The Awful Truth 
 
 Gaia’s lungs are but a sliver; Congo, Amazon, the last great 
rainforests of central and south-eastern mainland Asia are gone. 
Central America and even the Pacific north-western forests 
extending into Alaska have been decimated.  
 The rising tide of capitalism and consumerism of twenty-five 
billion humans has had a devasting effect on the environment. Cattle 
farming has taken precedence as the oceans have been fished dry. 
Since 2006 the list of extinctions is in the millions; every day 
millions more species of fauna and flora disappear as cattle stations 
are created across the globe.  
 Cures for all mosquito-carried disease have seen billions of 
lives saved and the insects’ hungry mouths yearn for food that 
governments eagerly provide through dairy farming. No one foresaw 
the shortcomings of genetic engineering. When certain strains 
mutated producing a virus that in one year sterilised all food crops 
across the planet, humanity had no choice but to become dependent 
on animal products.  
 The surface temperature of the planet is the hottest it has 
been in millions of years. The ice caps have melted leaving billions 
displaced. Islands have sunk and continental coastlines are defined 
by mountain ranges in some cases. It is a dire world. 
 
Gunung Lasur National Park, 2014. 
 
 “This way.” Chief Surveyor Greg Clarkson clambered over the 
undergrowth, his titanium stilts crushing the flora beneath. Birds 
scattered from the canopy above, their calls stirring the jungle into 
life.  
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 “There used to be orang-utan in here. Not only that, but jungle 
rhinos and tigers. Even elephants! Imagine that!” His stilt camera 
was filming the site and sending holographic images back to 
headquarters in Jakarta.  
 The telescopic legs bounded out and retracted with every step. 
“We’ll have to bring in hover jets to extract these big babies,” he 
said pointing to the Sumatran pines, some of which were thousands 
of years old. Their massive trunks filled in the camera screen. 
“Someone say yacht?!” The laughter at the end of his headset 
brought a smile to his face.  
 “Okay guys, I am nearing the Toba work quarters, from here I 
will be able to ascertain the time it will take to pasturalise the 
entire area. Work, I understand, has been steady, and the seeding 
has begun.”  
 “Thanks Greg, check back in when you have arrived.”  
 “Will do Jakarta.” He turned off his intercom and continued 
over fallen smaller trees, the shade of the upper canopy keeping him 
cool under its nurturing umbrella.  
 Crossing over a hillock he arrived at Toba work quarters. It 
was desolate, quiet, insipid even. All the bulldozers, the seed 
planters and diggers were motionless and covered with thick vines.  
 “That’s impossible. I was just here yesterday,” Greg said under 
his breath. 
 “This is Chief Surveyor Greg Clarkson of Fortitude Inc. Mayon, 
are you there?” He sent a voice transmission to the foreman of the 
gang stationed in this particular quadrant of the deforested section. 
There was no reply. They had hit the forest from all sides, from all 
directions to meet the costs of labour and time. This was the 
southernmost outpost.  

Unnerved he wondered if they had gone on strike, however 
there was no reason that would have caused them to that he could 
gauge.  
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“Mayon, please come back to me.” The thudding of his stilts 
stopped as he froze on the spot.  
 There had been movement in the canopy above. He pulled over 
his heat emission goggles and looked up into the green canopy. No 
huge heat emissions appeared on his screen.  
 “Mayon … this is –”  
He never finished the transmission. A tendril swung down from one 
of the Sumatran pines wrapping around his neck and choking him. He 
struggled wildly reaching for a knife on his hip as another vine swung 
down and tore his arm from his socket, flinging it off into the 
shrubbery where it quivered, oozing blood. The vine released his limp 
cadaver and he fell where he stood, buried beneath a blanket of 
green. The earth opened and he was swallowed up, no trace of his 
presence left.  
 
Eulogy 
 
Battle lines have been drawn 
Forces march on 
They have seen their means 
Now they prepare to meet an end. 
 
 A conundrum arose for the Jakarta branch of Fortitude Inc. 
All of their deforestation divisions were unaccounted for; some four 
hundred men were missing. Stilt walkers and earthmovers, sowers 
and bulldozers, hover jets, cranes: all missing.  
 “Okay Henry, send in search parties for all areas, hover jets, 
stilt walkers, all equipped with heat-seeking equipment. If you see 
anything the size of a mouse, I want it reported. Got it?” 
Commissioner Fielding directed, his voice desperately trying to hide 
his bafflement. How could four hundred men just vanish? 
 ‘Will do, sir.” Henry Vaslequez nodded turning off his video 
intercom. “All right, all systems go, let’s roll people.”  



 
   

90 
The Darkness holds Sway                         Copyright © Pharaeus Lysander 2010 

  

 The coordinated and systematic search began. Starting from 
around the circumference of the massive national park, some eight-
hundred by five-hundred kilometres, stilt walkers at four-metre 
intervals trudged through the undergrowth and hover jets flew 
above.  
 “Did you see that!?” Henry screamed as shrubs wrapped around 
stilt walkers tackling them to the ground. Vines whipped around 
hover jets, kraken-like tentacles reeled in wayward ships.  

From every direction tendrils wrapped around Henry from his 
feet to his head. In one swift motion he was a jigsaw of flesh and 
bone and blood scattered across the sea of green beneath his stilts. 
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The Medusa Man 
 

There is no duty 
Other than to succumb 

To the desires made flesh 
When one is undone. 

 
The forces of love 

need not unite 
For lust has its place 

Peeling back the  
layers of inhibition 
To discover that 
 we are the same. 
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Clandestine Nightclub, Secret Location, Barcelona, Spain,  
2.34 am, 12th July 2005  
 

She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror behind the bar as 
she asked for a drink. “Vodka Redbull.” Her face was reflected back 
at her, between aperitifs and cognacs, adorning their prestige with 
her beauty. She turned to view her profile, watching her black hair 
whip around her shoulders, enjoying its touch upon her skin. Her high 
cheekbones nestled her deep hazel eyes, their gaze watched by 
every man within her sight.  
 She paid for her drink, looking into the mirror again to check 
her lipstick’s blossoming red glow. Collagen had made her lips 
resemble an aroused clitoris, blood filled after monumental orgasms. 
She liked what she saw.  

She was turning around when she heard a whisper from eyes 
that radiated unbroken satisfaction. Two, maybe three, feet to her 
left, behind the hordes of people at the bar he stood. Half in 
shadow, half in light. He took a step back into the dimness; his eyes 
luminous green for a heartbeat, then slipped away, a silhouette 
against the heaving dance floor.  

She caught her breath back and looked into the darkness, 
desperately urging it to make his presence known to her again. A film 
of sweat sluiced from her pores, quickening her pulse as she ducked 
into the crowd after him. Bodies swayed and shimmied to the music, 
entranced by the dazzling lights that held time to the beats. Every 
face looked waxen, every athletic body appeared forged from the 
same mould; it was unappealing, no matter how many gratified her 
with their advances.  
 “Hey baby, where you going?” On any other night she would 
have stopped and admired the coffee-skinned man who placed his 
hands upon her hips. His package solicited against his tight jeans 
would usually be enough of an invitation. Not tonight. Her green-eyed 
quarry held her mesmerised, even though she had only seen him for a 
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moment. In that heartbeat he had offered her more than all the 
men in this club could ever offer – men who were quick to boil, who 
couldn’t keep up with her stamina and enduring need for fulfilment.  
  A voiceless echo resounded in her head even now, its lingering 
hark terrifying, risqué: “Legacy is bound by ritual. Pleasure knows no 
malice in form. Be with me now and forever, here is where truth 
does spawn.” 
 Her own thoughts had been lost, his words restlessly pervaded 
her head, becoming louder and louder as she slithered between the 
dancers. She was at the edge of the dance floor, looking to and fro 
madly, when her peripheral vision caught sight of a silhouette off to 
her right. She saw it duck behind a pillar and head away towards the 
bathroom.  

She crossed the floor and followed him into the bathroom, 
eagerly began to peer into the stalls, one by one. In the first, two 
heavily tattooed women wrestled with one another, slamming against 
the walls, their tongues buried deeply within each other’s mouth. 
One of the women pushed the door shut as she passed onto the next 
stall. The door was closed, two pairs of legs jostled around the 
toilet, hard inhalations resonating from behind the door. Stall after 
stall was occupied or empty. She came to the last one. The door was 
slightly ajar and from where she stood she could see a pair of 
loafers and pants. Swimming in the resonance of the voiceless 
whisper, now stronger than ever, she shut her eyes and walked in, 
pushing the stall door closed behind her.  

She felt a body and opened her eyes. He stood sentinel in 
front of her, his green eyes burrowing into hers. Her eyes lolled in 
her skull, then she slid up against him, her black satin dress cradling 
her body like the hands of all the lovers that had searched for 
connection in her womb. 

His suit, jet black, shone with a vibrancy that seemed 
translucent. It matched the hair that flowed from out of his skull in 
smooth tendrils, some of which covered his face, making a 
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chiaroscuro mask. She leant into him, instantaneously losing her 
sense of self. His hands furrowed her body, knowing her every 
curve, acknowledging her fleshy folds. He nestled his head into her 
neck and began ceaselessly tormenting her jugular with his 
boisterous tongue. In her head she was drowning in prose, its beauty 
stripping her defences.  

“Forever caught in form, beauty seeks no end; her voluptuous 
blessing is seen in all women and men. When she acknowledges its 
presence she sustains a haunting promise that conceals a loveless 
flame.” 

She yearned to break free of his boundless rapture, ignite the 
more ferocious desire heralded in his eyes. With all the will she 
could muster she leaned back, attempting to sweep his hair of his 
face. He dropped into her cleavage, his tongue darting across the 
top of her breast, ferreting up along the strap of her dress. He 
clenched it between his teeth, pulling it over her shoulder. Releasing 
it, the dress slunk down unveiling her full breast. Her nipple was 
exposed to the air for a millisecond, then his lecherous mouth made 
no quibble for its claim to it. She let a groan that sent ripples of 
ecstasy through her body, moistening her vagina with secretions to 
enable it to swallow any girth he could present her with.  

He lifted her dress high above her black knee-high boots, her 
thighs quivering in anticipation. Sitting back upon the toilet he pulled 
her close to him, nuzzling his head into her bare stomach. His tongue 
spinning around her belly button then dabbling into it. Her belly 
twisted in knots of passion, her secretions passing over her knees 
and into her boots.  

In her head, the words continued. “Needless to say, those who 
are summoned from the chosen have a volition whose desire is not 
frozen. ’Neath the coldest nights or the freezing dawn, a promise is 
given when the soul is born. Live with passion, not in a lacklustre 
fashion and you will find the essence of your life … is divine!”  
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He lifted her right leg over his head and paraded the tip of his 
tongue over her flaps and across her clit. She grabbed the bathroom 
stall walls, biting her lip so hard she drew a trickle of blood. The 
moment she felt its warm rivulet flow over her chin he was there 
devouring it. She kissed him, aching for him, pleading for his penis to 
allow them to unify. She opened her eyes, missing her chance to see 
his face again as he slid down across her belly and over her mound of 
Venus, berating her honey pot insistently with strokes of his tongue, 
cupping over it with his mouth, sucking gently then letting it slip out 
of his lips.  

“OOOOOOHHHHHH FFFFFFFFFUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCKK!” 
There was no turning back now. He had her. She had 

surrendered to his whim and he was not going to relent. A rupture of 
feeling at the back of her spine grew and assailed her genitals, wave 
after wave making its way down her thighs. She began to shake, as 
the flood encompassed her torso, then surged into her head. The 
ripples’ intensity shortened her breath, her diaphragm contracting 
up into her chest, her stomach tensing up. Her legs trembled harder 
than ever as he devoured her, relentlessly feeding on her pleasure. 
Unlike any other orgasm that she had ever had, the creeping 
intensity was being channelled down into her womb rather than 
making its serpentine climb up her spine and into her skull. Helpless 
she waited anxiously for what she believed would be the most 
intense orgasm of her life. Its brutality unfathomable, its power a 
catchment for the divine.  
 Blinded by the fury being drawn into her womb she struggled 
to hear the verse in her head. Listening was only a distraction from 
the succinct contractions between her legs.  
 “Come to know your power lies within, its poignant passion 
desires to be hidden by the forces that unite you with me. Now.”  
 “WWWWHHHHHAAAA …?” She struggled to get the question 
out. The brunt of the orgasm choked the words out of her lungs. Her 
breath, her heartbeat, her life channelled into her womb. Her inner 
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body became a black hole, collapsing in upon itself in an internal 
explosion whose epicentre was her vagina. He had pulled her entire 
electro-magnetic cape inside her body, culminating in an unequivocal 
moment where he could guzzle her life. He had become an energetic 
poultice, drawing the life energy from her. Her power, as any other 
woman’s, was asserted in her womb. Here a seed could grow, here 
men sent their precious life-force when they ejaculated for her to 
store and use as she pleased. Here he had snatched that which had 
accumulated from a plethora of sexual experiences and mingled it 
with her own life-force, making her a limp, lifeless corpse.  
 He caught her body as her knees buckled. Lifting her up and 
spinning her around he sat her on the toilet seat. He adjusted his tie 
and opened the door. No one was waiting to get in. He walked over to 
the basin and lent forward washing her secretions off his face. 
Lifting his head he looked into the mirror, pushing his hair over his 
ears. His eyes faded from their lustrous green to a deep hazel, his 
features softened, his cheek bones lifting high, his lips becoming 
fuller, his chin slightly pointed.  
 “The two become one,” he mused.  
 A woman walked past, her boot heels clipping the tiles. She 
stopped and looked at him. “You look really familiar. Do you have a 
twin sister?”  
 “No,” he said shaking his head. Smiling, he walked out into the 
shadows.  
 The woman stood there for a moment, momentary amnesia 
crippling her. She paced up and down the stalls. Pausing at the last 
stall.  
 “Hey Mandy! In here!” A blonde girl with pigtails poked her 
head out of one of the stalls, a rolled up note in her hand, a finger 
wiping away any sign of the drugs she had just snorted.  
 Mandy walked over to the stall, nestled next to the sniffling 
girl and closed the door.  
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The Vagrant 
 

A foot in the door 
 

Needless to say 
Here I assert my way 

Venturing into your space 
I come to eradicate 

In doing so leave no trace. 
 

Of hand or footstep 
No clues to solve the crime 
Well thought over this is my 

Insipidly devoted design 
Leaving nothing behind. 
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Flores Towers, Octagon, Dunedin, New Zealand, 2.34 pm, 12th 
February 1994 
 
 “I’m here to fix the toilet,” the plumber said, his face aglow at 
the sight of the buxom blonde at the door. 
 “Oh come on in! It’s been leaking for about a week now. I don’t 
know what’s wrong with it. It just keeps running water even after it’s 
filled up.”  

Gabriel had been living in the building with her three other 
flatmates – Mika, her boyfriend, Sally and Anita – for about four 
months. The flat had been plagued with oddities that defied 
explanation. Flushing toilets in the middle of the night when 
everyone was in bed. Knives and forks that had been moved from 
their drawers were found in ridiculous locations – often stacked 
neatly behind dressers in rooms, or wedged upright in the washing 
machine basin. Each flatmate thought it was one of the others, their 
idea of a prank, and so nothing was said. 

“It’s just through here.”  
 He followed her, his eyes taking in the hallway. Passing the 
kitchen he saw the fire escape, its steel ladder extending up.  
 “There it is,” Gabriel said pulling the door open.  
 “Thank you.” He grinned and walked into the small room turning 
on the light and bringing the door to.  
 “I’ll be in my room if you need anything.”  
 “No problem. This won’t take a jiffy.” The plumber looked at 
the toilet, and deduced immediately that the problem lay with the 
water main in the ceiling. 
 “I’ll have to get up in the roof and have a look,” he said, his 
voice carrying down the hallway. 

“That’s fine, go for it. There’s a ladder up there in the 
kitchen.” 
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Pushing the trapdoor into the ceiling open, the musty air from 
above drifted down into his nostrils. He took a moment, screwing up 
his face at the odour then peered into the darkness, turning on his 
flashlight, its beam catching filaments of dust hanging loosely. A 
soft cackle broke the silence; he turned around sharply, the beam of 
the flashlight elucidating nothing but dust and rafters. He listened 
intently, his eyes darting from side to side but making out nothing. 
He shook his head, dismissing the noise as imagination. Moving off 
the ladder and onto the beams following the water pipes across the 
ceiling, a movement caught his eye and he turned, illuminating where 
he had seen the motion with his flashlight.  

Before he could get his wits about himself the spectre was on 
him. He dropped the torch and fell to his knees crushing his 
testicles on the beam beneath his feet in the process. Surging into 
his body the invisible parasite cavorted until it and he were one. The 
plumber’s sense of lucidity left him even as he struggled to hold it, 
as the entity inhabited his consciousness. Waves of revulsion and 
anger took their course, inhibiting his compassion and empathy, 
choking the very light that made him human. His stomach churned, 
knotting in a pain reminiscent of childbirth. He lurched forward 
propelling bile out of his mouth into the consuming darkness. 
 Gabriel had heard the banging and had come directly beneath 
the trapdoor. ‘You OK up there?”  
 “Y… eah … fine. Just slipped and crushed me knackers. I’ll live,” 
he forced out wiping his mouth. 
 “Ouch. Take it easy mate,” she called out trying not to laugh.  
 Vim of accrued venom not his own, but of a predator, 
embattled and sinister, moved within the plumber. Listless and cruel 
it gazed in the direction of a rectangular stream of light piercing 
the tiniest of gaps around another trapdoor leading out onto the 
roof of the building. With unnatural agility he covered the distance 
in a heartbeat, and he had the lock unbolted in another. He lifted 
the lid slightly to make sure it opened, then silently closed it. 
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Sniggering to himself, he passed the water main overflow, its handle 
still fully open. He put his tools back into his toolbox then climbed 
down the ladder pulling the door into the ceiling closed. 
 “All done. Have a nice day,” he said as he strolled out along the 
hallway.  
 “Thanks, you too,” Gabriel called from her room as he gently 
pulled the door closed, a dribble of saliva bursting out of the corner 
of his Cheshire-cat grin.  
 
Accumulate 
 
Moving along quickly 
Never forced to feed 
The silence that resolves 
Then delivers souls to me.  
 
 “DAMN USELESS BASTARD!” The toilet was overflowing after 
Gabriel had flushed it. “Goddamn. He said that he fixed it!”  
 “Can’t we call a 24 hour plumber? Get someone up here and get 
it fixed? Call the landlord and let’s do it,” Mika reasoned. 
 “He’s away till Sunday. We’re going to have to wait.” Sally said 
walking into her room. 
“I guess we can go downstairs to the wine bar or to the Percolator 
cafe across the street,” Anita said nonchalantly.  
 “Yeah I guess that’s true,” Gabriel allowed. “OK, Monday next 
week. I guess it’s not too far away. Just three days.” 
 The alley was dark and deserted when the plumber scampered 
up its length and began his ascent up the fire escape. He slowed 
down as he heard someone in the bathroom. He lent against the wall 
beneath it, breathing slowly, allowing his muscles to relax. He went 
limp for a moment, then he lifted his head, his eyes turning a pitiless 
black. He rose to his feet looking at the roof some metres above. In 
a single leap he was on top of the ledge surrounding the sunken roof. 
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Dropping down onto the stony rooftop he moved across to the 
trapdoor down into the loft below. Surveying the rooftops around 
him for a witness to his perversity and finding none, he slunk down 
into the ceiling cavity pulling the door shut behind him.  
Hordes of sin 
 
Timeless in nature 
Confined to this place 
Sources of eternal deliverance 
Echo through this space. 
 
 Placing an ear to the trapdoor above the hallway he listened to 
footsteps below. To and from the bathroom they went, unaware of 
the acrimonious pariah in wait above. When silence reigned he lifted 
the trapdoor and dropped down silently onto the floor below, 
huddling in the crouch of a great cat preparing to pounce on its 
unsuspecting victim. Extending himself upright in an unruly slow 
movement like a cobra poising to strike, he darted across the hallway 
opposite the toilet and towards Sally’s room.  
 The door was slightly ajar; enough so that he could slip his way 
through. Dropping to the jarrah-wood floor he crawled alongside her 
bed, gently pushing himself beneath its frame, stopping when he was 
directly beneath Sally. Her body slouched in the soft mattress. He 
closed his eyes and visualised her head positioned to one side, her 
body to the other. Reaching into a pocket in his overalls he pulled out 
a blade the length of his shin. He pushed his left hand up and over 
the back of the bed frame and fanned it above her matted hair. He 
squinted; his black pools of fervour almost closed, then seized her 
hair and thrust the blade into her throat numerous times till blood 
began to pool on the floor next to him. 
  

Pulling himself out from beneath the bed he moved to the door, 
stopping just short of it. The sound of coitus filled his ears. Every 
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groan, every moan, every yelp of succumbing pleasure stirred an 
anger that was engendered from a time now lost to the present. 
Slipping into the hallway, moving in shadow, he stealthily relocated 
himself into the lounge. Streetlights cast beams onto the carpeted 
floor where coffee stains made ghostly shapes in the soft light. He 
was next to the window and out of it in a mute flash, his body’s 
occupant giving him uncanny strength and guile. Wrought iron fence 
pikes sat out beneath the windows on this side of the building, and 
he leapt from the one beneath his feet to the one adjacent. Within 
the room Mika and Gabriel fornicated madly.  
 “I have to go to the toilet.” The sound of Gabriel’s voice 
brought a smile to his face. 
 “You must be kidding! NOW?” Mika’s distaste was apparent.  
 She had been gone for barely a few seconds when Mika heard a 
thump on the windowpane.  
 “What the fuck!?” He climbed down off the bed, his erection 
failing him. Pulling the curtains aside he gazed outside. Unable to see 
anything he lifted the window and lent out over the ledge looking 
down on the street below.  
 A moment’s hesitation would have denied the plumber his 
chance, however he didn’t deliberate. He had climbed above the 
window, the unnatural strength given by his invader allowing him to 
cling to the scrolls periodically placed along the sophets. Leaping 
forward, he landed broad across Mika’s back; feet on either side of 
his shoulders he impaled him over the wrought iron pikes, piercing 
his rib cage with the impact and so his heart. Moving quickly the 
plumber was inside the room and behind the door as Gabriel re-
entered, her naked body just discernable. The curtains billowed as a 
gentle breeze blew through them; Mika’s legs were hidden behind.  
 “Honey. Come back to bed,” she cooed. “I’m sorry, but all that 
thrusting made my bladder feel like it was going to burst.” 
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The plumber blended in with the dark blue wall perfectly in his 
overalls. Gabriel didn’t see him slide up its surface, then defy gravity 
by flipping up onto the ceiling and crawling directly above her.  
 She knelt on the bed and started to pat it calling to her lover. 
“Mika … bring that beautiful cock over here ...” the tone of her voice 
changed from pleasing to instructive and smutty, “and pile drive my 
poo hole!” A shrill giggle followed.  
 “MIKA!” She raised her voice. He had to strike now or there 
was a possibility that she might discover her lover’s fate. He hung 
down, his feet planted on the ceiling, and grabbing her head he 
snapped her neck as she attempted to get to her feet. Her body 
collapsed onto the bed, a pool of vaginal excretion being fed by her 
slowly cooling corpse.  
 
Fetid  
 
Obscene and promised  
I am the accumulation 
Of what came before 
Slain and left to rot 
Here is where I have  
Chosen to hide. 
 
 Anita woke from her dream startled by its lucidity. In it she 
had been a phantom who could not be seen by anyone. It was the late 
nineteenth century, the same building she was in now. However it was 
a saloon, accompanied by the usual trappings of the time. Downstairs 
people gambled and drank. Some fought. Upstairs gents and 
scumbags sought to fulfil more carnal needs with whores. Anita 
stood at the top of the staircase, watching the women below go 
about their tasks amongst the drunkards. One woman caught her 
eye. Her flowing red locks covering her buxom breasts, her blue 
dress billowing away from her slender feet. She led a gentleman, his 
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suit and bowler hat a navy blue, away from the gambling tables 
upstairs. She nodded to the barkeep who returned the nod to two 
lackeys who drank at the bottom of the stairs. She watched the 
woman and the man move up the staircase and into one of the rooms 
down the hallway, closing the door behind them. The two men moved 
quickly, climbing the stairs and moving down the corridor silently. 
Positioning themselves on either side of the door they burst in and 
closed the door behind them.  
 Anita ran down the hallway and waited outside the room. There 
was only silence. The door swung open and the men came out. Anita 
turned away; though they could not see her she didn’t desire to see 
their faces lest they haunt her dreams forever. The door was 
slightly open and she moved into the room. The redhead was dressing 
herself, the man from downstairs was lying on the bed, his throat 
cut, his pockets picked. When fully dressed she brought the sheets 
across his body tying them at both ends and then left.  
 Anita sat down in the chair where the woman had dressed, 
baffled by what had just happened. She got up and crossed the room 
to where the man’s body lay. Instinctively she touched his body; 
visions filled her, her body went into spasms as she felt every knife-
inflicted wound, every jab of this cruel man’s blade as he found his 
target time and again. He had murdered whores across the country, 
going from one town to the next. Word had spread and he had found 
his comeuppance here. As she let go of him his ghost sat up and 
grabbed her throat, then she awoke and sat up, drenched in cold 
sweat.  
 “Fucken hell.” She looked around, noting that the very room she 
was in was the one in which the man had been slain. She crossed the 
room peeling off her soaked nightgown and grabbed a towel. She 
stopped for a moment. “I have to tell someone.” 

Her dream had left her parched and more than a little shaken. 
Gabriel had known that this city was old; the history of the 
apartment building she hadn’t known, but the dream gave Anita 
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motive to find out what she could about the place. She rubbed her 
eyes as she crossed the floor to the door leading out into the 
hallway. Opening the door she walked out into the corridor, stopping 
as she felt a presence that jolted her out of her sleepiness. The 
hairs at her nape rose as she moved slowly towards the kitchen. She 
was about to turn on the light when she felt a pain at the back of 
her skull, then everything went black. 
  
 
Nefarious  
 
Destitute and delving 
Into the darkest place 
I suggest you witness 
This vanquishing choice 
At my haste … 
 
 Anita came-to with a headache that seemed like the 
accumulation of all her hangovers. Blood filled her eyes and her head 
pounded with a fury that deafened her. She blinked slowly, heavily, 
doing her best to ignore the pain and to decipher what had 
happened. She could see a pair of legs hidden beneath blue overalls 
through the banisters of a staircase. Craning up she could see 
someone holding her by the ankle with one arm. Looking down she 
saw the ground floor three storeys below. She gasped and tried to 
look back up at her assailant but he had let her go the moment she 
had regained consciousness.  
 Her body smashed against the second-storey railing, snapping 
her clavicle; her momentum continued and she hit the ground floor 
breaking her spine.   
 The plumber walked slowly back into the apartment. Standing 
in the doorway to the lounge, his stomach knotted and twisted, 
burgeoning as if were about to rip asunder. Thrusting forward at 
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veracious speed the entity within hauled him across the room, 
tossing his body through the window and leaving it in the same 
movement, discarding his used husk as he screamed and fell on the 
street below. 
 Passing through the floors the ghoul returned to the corner of 
the loft from whence it had come. Invisible, it nestled into the 
darkness, relishing its bloodletting tenure with a soft cackle. 
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Unconditional 

 
Captivated, enthusiastic 

Neither freed by my desire 
Nor allocated the choice 
Of association with those 

Who torment me. 
 

Constantly labelling me 
With their licks of anguish 

Fondling consciousness in order 
To express their hatred in mediums 
That flay the dubious … the weak. 
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English Bay, Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada, 8.34 pm, 12th 

January 2004. 
 
 Marshall Beckett had always had the most horrible nightmares 
as a child. Their ferocity had woken his parents and siblings and left 
them badly shaken. Marshall had no recollection of the flailing, the 
levitating or the tongues he spoke in with a ghastly deep drawl. He 
was oblivious to all of them and as a consequence his behaviour was 
like that of any other kid growing up in Kitsilano, Vancouver. 
 What little help was available to the Becketts they utilised. 
Psychologists put him under hypnosis, revealing that he had no vast 
reservoirs of experiential memories of his nocturnal fits; medical 
science found no abnormalities in his brain or nervous system. As he 
approached puberty, the nights brought peaceful and natural sleep 
to him. Gradually, the horrific memories of those sleepless nights 
began collecting dust in the vaults of their minds.  
 Marshall passed through his teens and adolescence without a 
hiccup. He attended parties with school friends down at Spanish 
Banks during the summer, skied with friends up at Cyprus and 
Seymour. Dated and drank his way through high school. At the 
tender age of nineteen he embarked on a journey that would take 
him through Canada, across Europe and eventually overland through 
Asia. From here he made his way back to Vancouver where he 
settled into a marketing job on Davie St and moved into an 
apartment on Thurlow St. Normalcy accrued over adventure, and the 
childhood he couldn’t remember was buried along with his father who 
passed away not long after.   
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Elimination 
 
I am the shadow  
The chosen one 
Relentlessly devouring 
Egesting the consciousness 
Of my appeased victims. 
 
I feel the remorse 
Acknowledged by their  
Feeble existence 
Sacramental dosage needed 
For approach I instigate 
The visions of the dead. 
 
Dead souls … forever calling me. 
 
 Burying his mother brought Marshall’s siblings together. His 
elder sister Karen had moved to San Francisco when he went 
travelling and his elder brother Mark had come back down from 
Dawson City where he worked as a hunting guide. After the wake 
they had decided to have a drink together at Marshall’s, the family 
reunion bringing a sense of fealty to their lives that hadn’t been 
there since they had lived together under their parents’ roof.  

In the comfort of Marshall’s house they sat in his Turkish-
style lounge. Rugs and cushions covered with perplexingly complex 
designs propped up their tired and drunken frames. Candles’ soft 
light the only source of illumination. Outside his windows the skeletal 
frames of fall trees swayed in a gentle breeze.  
 “Marshall. Did you have any memory of what had happened to 
you when you slept when you were a child?” Karen asked as she 
placed her Riesling down on the floor. 
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 Mark looked over at Karen, his brow furrowed. Karen smiled at 
him, her hazel eyes cheekily glinting in the soft candlelight.  
 “Kaz, I don’t remember any dreams at all up until I hit puberty. 
When I did, man oh man, I had some wild-ass dreams!” Marshall 
laughed.  
 “Oh? Do go on,” Karen said, her curiosity stirring Mark from 
his silence.  
 “If you don’t feel like telling us, little brother, it’s cool,” he 
said, patting Marshall on the back while burning a hole in Karen’s 
head with his fervent gaze.  
 “Well, I haven’t talked about it so I think this is a good a time 
as any,” Marshall said between swigs of vino.  
 He looked into the candle flame, his focus intense. He licked 
his bottom lip then tilted his head back. “My first memories were of 
great battles and sieges of cities.”  
 Karen started to laugh, she placed her hand on Marshall’s arm. 
“What?!” 
 Marshall looked at her, his face dead serious. “Kaz, I watched 
people being slaughtered. I watched blood flow in rivers, I felt fear 
so thick in the air its fetid smell was there in my room when I woke 
up.” 
 “JESUS FUCKING CHRIST, MARSHALL! WHY DIDN’T YOU 
EVER SAY ANYTHING?!” Karen said her discomfort echoed by her 
getting up and pacing across the room.  
 “Easy, Karen.” Mark raised his flat palms towards his vivacious 
sister. “You saw battles? Battles of what?” Mark continued. 
 Marshall took a deep breath. “Well, at first I had no idea. The 
whole thing was just so overwhelming. The screams and cries, the 
sounds of steel slicing through flesh, filicide, rape, marauding – all of 
it just saturating my senses. I would wake up and simply lie in bed 
wondering why I had seen what I had seen. I reminded myself that 
dreams are simply just that and nothing more. I couldn’t allow it to 
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effect me. I needed to simply observe what I was seeing and give no 
emotional value to it in my waking life.” 
 Karen had stopped moving. She sat down across from Marshall. 
Mark looked over at her. “Hey … you with us?” 
 She nodded slowly. “Go on,” she said. Shock had reduced her 
curiosity to limp interest. 
 He took a look at her then at Mark, their faces an elegiac 
reflection of each other.  
 “I began to see a pattern in these dreams. The same faces 
were carrying out these abominable acts. These were armies hardly 
discernable because of the blood that stained their attire, their 
faces were darkened, their eyes a fevered yellow. Their victims 
were initially Asiatic, then they looked like Europeans with dark hair, 
and finally Scandinavians. The villages and cities resonated with the 
peoples who I had seen laid waste. I realised that these were Mongol 
hordes. When I came to this conclusion the dreams changed. The 
timeline moved and I watched another gory battle. Ivan the 
Terrible, Vlad the Impaler, Hernando Cortez. I was witness to their 
blood wrath.” Marshall paused, looking around the room. His siblings 
sat there transfixed. Karen slowly got up and left the room. Mark 
sat blinking heavily. He drew a breath sighing loudly then got to his 
feet.  
 “You alright, little brother?” Mark said putting his hand on 
Marshall’s shoulder.  
 “Hey, its never been a issue for me, as I said. I learnt to 
observe these dreams and never let them have any effect on my 
waking life. I would never have brought it up if Karen hadn’t …” 

“Hey … I know. It’s all good.” Mark interrupted Marshall looking 
over at the room where Karen had gone into. “We’ll chat in the 
morning.” 

“OK bro. Sleep well,” Marshall said as he hugged Mark.  
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Inertia  
 
No more intolerable patience 
For mutable monsters  
Occupies my sphere of influence. 
 
Imperialistic despots 
Who massacred millions 
In exempt premonitions of abuse 
Suffer their revolt … tonight. 
 
 Alcohol had softened the day’s turmoil. His father’s burial 
three years before had been devastating. The remnants of that day 
took years to shake off. He knew that shock had robbed him of his 
own sense of mortality; the tears were yet to flow. They would come 
in due time, much like the reaper who came for everyone.  
 Restful slumber pardoned his lack of grief, its calming tidal 
motion soothing away the memories he had dredged to illuminate his 
prying sister. Blackness consumed his awareness and he felt himself 
let go of consciousness and slip into its munificent bosom. He was 
dreaming almost instantly.  

He stood surrounded by pitch so thick he couldn’t see his own 
body. A gruff cackle that had no origin resonated all around him. He 
looked around catching a glimpse of something moving in his 
peripheral vision. He turned in the direction it had gone only to see 
it again opposite where he had been standing a moment before. 
Whatever it was, it was circling him. He squatted down and peered 
into the surrounding darkness, but there was nothing to be seen in.  
He could only register movement because, whatever it was, it was a 
shade lighter than the darkness that engulfed him.  
 “Observe. Observe”. Marshall began to chant the word over 
and over again like a mantra. Reminding himself to remain detached. 
This was, after all, just another dream.  
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 The cackling became blood-curdling laughter at the sound of 
Marshall’s voice. Vibrations like earthquake tremors rippled through 
his body, shifting his focus, distracting his awareness. Panic came 
over him like a tsunami, its fervour relentless. His knees buckled and 
he fell hard against the cold floor. As he struggled to his feet again 
he was bowled over by a gale that hit him like a punch to the 
stomach. He curled up into a ball, his gut aching with a pain he had 
never experienced. It burnt voraciously, pushing against his organs, 
creating room for it to move. He closed his eyes, squeezing them till 
geometric patterns covered the back of his eyelids. A verse began 
to form in his head, its words jumbled and chaotic. It was a medley 
of voices, all different languages; their inflections surmounting each 
other yet all the same tone. Visions began to fill his mind, mutable 
monsters from the past whose despotic affiliation with the harvest 
of sorrow shouted, grimaced, cackled.  
 The burning suddenly stopped. The voices became a whisper 
and Marshall awoke in his bed sitting upright, eyes wide open. 
 
Want 
 
Direful moments aplenty 
Would transpire to remind  
The vessel is filled and ready to drink 
To those who feast in the harbour of souls. 
 
 The trees outside still swayed in the gentle breeze that had 
moved them when he had gone to bed. He pushed the blankets to one 
side and placed his feet upon the floor. Moving towards the window 
he opened it and let the breeze caress his naked frame. On the wind 
came the smell of cigarettes as smoke wafted up from people 
queuing to get into the clubs on Davie St. Stomachs rumbled in take-
out diners as drunk and stoned people waited for pizza slices and sub 



 
   

116 
The Darkness holds Sway                         Copyright © Pharaeus Lysander 2010 

  

sandwiches. Marshall’s awareness had risen to encompass all these 
things, but not only these.  
 He climbed onto the ledge of the window, which was three 
storeys above the street below. He drew a breath into his lungs and 
as he expelled it he leapt high and far across the street, above the 
din of the streetlights. He landed on the roof of the apartment 
block opposite. Crouching, a vapid disgust began to grow inside him. 
A malignant feeling, not his own but of those who now used him as a 
puppeteer uses a string puppet, fuelled his muscles. He boiled in that 
anger, a maelstrom of hatred yearning to be set free upon the 
humans he watched meandering about below.  
 The smell of a cigarette being lit caught his attention, and he 
set off in that direction. Effortlessly he leapt across the gaps 
between buildings, running swiftly over the iron and brick, steel and 
ceramic rooftops of the inner city. His feet barely touching any 
surface, his haunting silhouette unnoticed above the neon and 
fluorescent lights of the city below.  
 He stopped moving directly above the wafting smoke coming up 
from the alley. Marshall gritted his teeth and looked over the edge 
of the building. Droplets of saliva dripped from the corner of his 
mouth. There stood a young man on his break from washing dishes at 
the Jupiter Lounge. His white apron was covered in splotches where 
he had rubbed his hands clean. He drew long and hard on the smoke, 
exhaling with a sigh.  
 Marshall stood up on the edge of the building. Stepping off, he 
plummeted silently through the air landing on the boy’s back with his 
feet, using his arms to drive his skull into the cement. The velocity 
of the impact sent shards of his cranium into the wall on the other 
side of the alley. The boy’s diaphragm exploded, creating a pool of 
piecemeal organs and blood.  

Marshall continued to crouch over his prey, looking up and down 
the alley, cackling to himself under his breath. Then they came. 
First, a slow dribbling plume began to flow from his nostrils, then 
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from between his clenched teeth. He began choking as a cat does 
when a fur ball is wedged in its throat. Convulsions in his stomach 
rippled against its wall and he doubled over. Moments later, out of 
watering eyes he looked up to see the faces he had seen in his 
dream, drifting in and out of shape in an ectoplasmic mist. 
  Marshall’s strength left him and he went limp, his body slipped 
off the corpse landed in the warm pond of black liquid. The rancour 
he had felt before left him. The sticky warm substance he lay in had 
a familiar smell. Lifting himself out of it he looked over at the 
remains of the boy, his heart skipping a beat.  
 “Oh my God.” His brow furrowed, his stomach answering his 
thoughts as he vomited profusely into the ever-thickening pool.  
 The mist swirled around the remains of the boy, like a flock of 
vultures waiting patiently for an opportunity to pick at the carcass 
below. Marshall cowered away, slipping into the shadows, his 
disbelief crippling him.  

A bright light slipped from the base of the boy’s back, its 
warmth peaceful and serene. The moment it appeared the appeased 
dignitaries of death descended and devoured it, ripping its 
luminosity apart and leaving an abyss in its place. 
 
 
Wanting 
 
Caverns of the mind 
Favour no place for me 
There is no choice here 
Only a chance to deceive. 
 
The deepest fears  
I only purport 
Are now not only mine 
But also now your’s. 
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 “Ooooohhh … mmmmyyyy … ggggggoooddd,” Marshall sobbed as 
tears blinded him. He began to crawl away on his hands and knees, 
his skin cooling in the early morning air.  
 They were upon him in the rise and fall of a single breath. In 
one cyclonic movement, the mist forced itself back into his body, 
cramming into his nostrils, prying open his mouth, hurtling down his 
oesophagus. Into his stomach, knotting and twisting. He relinquished 
control over his body again, lying on the ground for a moment as this 
seething parasitic evil egested his hope.  
 He snapped his head up, tears welling in his eyes. As they 
cascaded down his bloodstained cheeks he leapt to his feet, bolting 
away up the alley leaving the body of the boy like a discarded seed 
husk. A rivulet of blood meandered down towards the street below 
as he disappeared into the shadows. His breathing was strong and 
heavy, moving his limbs at a blurring speed. He crossed the 
intersections of main roads and moved behind apartment blocks 
unseen. He could see Stanley Park in the distance, and the safety of 
the forest. Here he would be invisible, would wait eagerly for 
another opportunity to execute the will of the denizens of death. 
Leaping the last twenty feet he caught a lower branch of a pine tree 
and effortlessly climbed its length before silently crouching near 
the trunk. Forest lay beneath him and a dimly lit track snaked out 
beneath the tree, veering off to the left and then right before 
disappearing into the thicket ahead.  

At night homosexual men would come to engage in sex in the 
forest, allaying their needs inconspicuously. Marshall tilted his head 
as the soft murmurings of ecstasy tickled the hairs in his ears. He 
scaled around the tree trunk and crawled out along a branch that 
hovered above the thicket.  

In a small clearing below stood an elderly bald man, his body 
swaying as a younger man knelt in front eagerly fellating him. The 
older man tightly gripped the younger man’s hair, his moans growing 
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louder as the fellating grew more vigorous. Marshall moved until he 
was directly above them. He twisted his legs around the branch, 
shards of bark digging under his skin and drawing blood. The foliage 
on the branch kept his lean naked frame well hidden as he hung 
within reach of the bald man’s head. Poised like a cobra waiting to 
strike he fanned his hands in eager anticipation. 

 In a swoop of lightning speed, he snapped down, extending his 
arms and locking them around the man’s neck, jerking him back into 
the foliage. The young man managed to keep his partner’s prick in his 
mouth till the older mans feet cracked against his jaw, knocking him 
down dazed and disorientated. He fell onto his stomach, swimming in 
and out of consciousness. Turning over he saw a pair of legs 
protruding from the foliage. Fear motivated his actions now; he knew 
he had to get out of there and quickly. His life depended on it, that 
much was beginning to become clear. He tripped and fell into a 
conifer, its odour repulsing him. Escaping the tree, he discovered 
that had lost sight of the track. Darkness engulfed him.  

Marshall had moved quickly after killing the old man. The 
younger man had wasted precious time and by the time he had 
managed to gain his wits, Marshall was ready for him. With great 
stealth he had crawled down the tree and there, motionless, he 
contorted his body to mimic the shape of the trunk. Gripping it 
tightly in the shadows, he waited. The body of the bald man hung 
limply over the branch above. The boy’s breath had become quick and 
uneven, his fear piquant, arousing Marshall. Darting across the 
undergrowth the boy slid next to the trunk. Marshall seized the 
boy’s head and with dizzying speed twisted his neck three hundred 
and sixty degrees before yanking his cranium and spinal cord from 
his body. The corpse slid onto the pine needles beneath, dragging 
down used condoms that had been wedged into the bark of the tree.  
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Dead Souls 
 
They request my presence elsewhere 
Yet I am their pawn in mortality 
I can never hide from those  
Who issue finality … decreed massacre. 
 
They keep calling me … they call … they keep calling me. 
 
 Scaling down over the wall of his apartment block he crept in 
through the open window unnoticed. His naked body was caked in 
dried blood, dirt and splinters of pine. He walked through into the 
bathroom and turned on the shower. He bathed for as long as it took 
to remove all traces of what he had done at the behest of those 
whose bloodlust he was subject to. The water flowed red around his 
feet, as he picked the splinters from his warm supple skin. He dried 
himself off then closed the window to his room. Climbing into bed he 
was asleep before his head hit the pillow.  

 
They would stay with him now and never leave. Marshall would 

never wake from this nightmare. Within his mind Marshall was 
screaming. He was the perfect host. Confounded, his observations 
had left him pliant; his will to not fight against possession left him 
vulnerable. These demons had waited for years, cunningly knowing 
that when he felt at his most secure they would have him.  

Outside his window a gentle breeze moved the tree so that its 
branches scratched against the windowpane. Winter was coming.  
  
 
 


