
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Rare Women

Harvey Stanbrough

––––––––

[image: ]


a FrostProof808 publication

––––––––

[image: ]


To see other works by Harvey Stanbrough

and his personas please visit HarveyStanbrough.com

Rare Women

a FrostProof808 publication

First Edition

Copyright ©2015 Harvey Stanbrough

All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the US Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior written permission of the author or the publisher.

FrostProof808 License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment. Please don't resell it or give it away.

If you want to share this book, please purchase an additional copy as a gift.

Thank you for respecting the author's work.

* * * * *

[image: ]


Credits

Cover photo courtesy Graphic Stock

Editing, formatting and cover design by Harvey Stanbrough

The individual stories in this collection were originally credited to Eric Stringer, a persona of Harvey Stanbrough.

* * * * *

[image: ]


Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction, strictly a product of the author's imagination. Any perceived resemblance or similarity to any actual events or persons, living or dead, and any perceived slights or people, places, or organizations are products of the reader’s imagination. Probably.

* * * * *

[image: ]


Rare Women



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


But Babies Are Just So Cute!
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The doorbell rang during the commercial break just before 10 p.m. I’d peeled myself out of my recliner already. I was halfway down the hall to our bedroom where we would watch the local news. With any luck at all, I’d be asleep before the sports guy came on. 

I looked forward to being prone. What a long and tiring day. Words had clunked around in my head like cement dried too soon and in the wrong place, stiff and unmaleable and with dirt chunks attached. I’d had to think about them, and I hate that. 

They’re only tools, words, and minor tools at that. Words to a professional writer are like nails to a carpenter. They’re necessary and they’re certainly important, but they aren’t anything to think about consciously. 

Well, most of the time. 

I regularly pound out three or four thousand words per day, but not today. Today, when I really needed a big push, I managed to put only a few hundred words on the page. 

I kept returning to the typewriter all day. Each time I was certain that when I sat down and placed my fingers on the keyboard, my subconscious, creative mind would kick in and the words would flow. Man, there’s no feeling in the world better than that. And yes, that includes the activity that just flashed through your mind. 

So I returned to the typewriter all day, and in those five sessions, during which I normally would turn out five thousand words or so on a good day and three thousand on a mediocre day, I managed less than an hour’s normal output. Ugh. 

Today was also my first full day in the past forty-some years without a cigarette. So I was really looking forward to sleep. No more clunky words, no more cravings until tomorrow. I was on my way to rest, maybe even full rejuvenation. 

And then the doorbell rang.

My wife’s voice filtered out of the master suite, probably the bathroom. “Who in the world could that be?” 

I didn’t really hear her, but I was able to make out the edges of the words. “No idea. I’ll get it.” 

Doorbells late at night must be another nicotine trigger. As a craving trembled through me, I peered through the peephole. 

Nothing there. 

Well, I was already a tad grouchy. This was not humorous. Not in the slightest. Little jerks. They probably rang the bell, then stepped off the side of the porch so I couldn’t see them through the peephole. 

Either that or ran off. Probably just stepped off the side. It was probably one of those Renick boys from down the street again. The whole situation pissed me off. Ten p.m. is no time to be running loose in the neighborhood playing pranks on people. Especially nicotine infused people who are jonesing for a fix. 

Sorry little worms. 

I fumbled with the latch on the deadbolt, then swung the door wide. Cold air rushed over me, the faint sound of a distant siren streaming through it. I looked down and left, expecting to see one of the Renick boys. “Now see here! You boys can’t be running around this late at— Oh! Good lord! I mean— Oh!”

A child was staring up at me, a small child, her mouth a wide oval in her moon face. A face covered with pitfalls and traps. 

“I’m... I’m sorry. I didn’t know— I mean....”

Her hair was black, plastered to her little head like the top of a helmet. I couldn’t tell how long it was or whether it continued down the back. 

I backed up a half-step.

Her shoulders and torso were bare. Pale and smooth, like the skin of a baby. 

Well, that’s because she was a baby.

There was something around her waist, something like a diaper, but it wasn’t. I automatically looked for the broad tops of safety pins—they should be pink—but there were none. 

So it wasn’t a diaper. Some sort of short garment.

And the front of her little feet sticking straight out from beneath her little round tummy. Five toes on each foot. 

Well, did you ever see a baby’s foot without counting the toes? Baby toes. Nothing better in the world.

Then things got strange. 

Well, I mean stranger than a baby standing on my porch at 10 p.m.

Her brow was wrinkled, not softly, but in harsh, rough diamonds that were stretched side to side and approximated scales. Scales? I had the feeling it wasn’t like that just because she was peering up at me. It was like that all the time. I’d bet on it. Weird.

My wife’s voice wandered down the hallway again. “George, are you all right out there? Who is it?” It was a little clearer. She was out of the bathroom, or at least she had the door open.

I had no time to respond, and I had no response anyway. Not yet.

The girl’s eyebrows were bristly, the thick hairs black and curled tightly at the tips like the hook side of Velcro. Tips? Each hair was split at the end into two hooks. 

Just below her eyebrows, her eyes seemed to be waiting. I mean, not that they were just there, inert and waiting to be noticed. They seemed self-aware and actively expecting... something. 

They were spectacular, those eyes. Despite the cliché in every romantic thought about eyes, they truly were filled with magic. True magic. Not the heart strings and butterflies dropping flowers fake magic. 

But that was the surreal aspect. The physical features were just as striking.

In place of the usual round irises were squares. The corners roughed in, with points at top and bottom, left and right. And they were gold. 

And the pupils were not the black of a void, but deep, dark blue. Incredible. 

At first I thought the pupils were a mimicry of those elongated, stretched scales on her forehead, but turned ninety degrees, vertical instead of horizontal. But they weren’t quite the same. Although they were vertically elongated and with a point at each end, there were no points on the sides. They looked more like an oval stood on end and stretched thin, then pinched at the top and bottom.

Cat eyes? No. Much more, somehow. 

Between those pupils and irises and the scales on her forehead, well, those alone made me wish I were a scientist. You know, of whatever kind studies such phenomena.  
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