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I was given the honor of writing the foreword for this incredible anthology. One that I’m also lucky enough to have a seat at the table for. Trust me when I tell you that is not the only food pun you are about to read. I'm just warming up. As you prepare to be seated and soon start enjoying the appetizers at the table we have prepared for you, I ask that you please imagine the authors as chefs, preparing many fine meals for your time with us. As you wait for your table, please indulge me by hearing the tale of how this grotesque piece of fiction came to fruition. Collaborating with so many unique voices and vibrant personalities felt a lot like a chaotic family potluck. Everyone brought their own flavors, their own spice, and yes, everyone wanted to be heard. But that’s the beauty of it. The unique voices and writing styles. For this anthology, ten chefs served their best dish for your enjoyment. It was inspiring to watch each contributor step into their role, bringing passion, creativity, and a generous helping of horror to the mix. 

What inspired this anthology, you may ask? Well, let me tell you. This anthology was crafted from the most unexpected ingredient: a straightforward yet hearty Facebook post. My friend Alexus Johnson tossed out an idea about a horror anthology themed around a potluck, and I couldn't resist taking a bite. I wrote a few chapters inspired by that tasty thought and posted them on her post. Not long after, author Hayley Bernard-Ryan messaged me with one simple question: “Can we make this happen?” Okay, it wasn't just one question, and it wasn't simple, but here we are. The stove was lit, and the pans were placed on the fire, waiting for the ingredients to come together. We started reaching out to fellow indie authors, asking who wanted to bring a dish of dread to the table. In no time, we had a full spread from ten amazing authors. That’s when the name, Table for Ten, was plated and served. Each author in this anthology has brought something special. Every story has been seasoned with creativity, spiced with passion, and slow-cooked in the dark ovens of the imagination. From sharp appetizers that prick your nerves to main courses dripping with, at times, disgusting gore and madness, and even some surprising desserts that will leave a lingering, ghostly chill. This collection offers something for every kind of horror connoisseur. You’ll find extreme dishes drenched in splatterpunk brain sauce, palate-cleansing tales that give you just enough breathing room before the next stomach-turning bite, and stories so extremely meaty you’ll still be chewing on the remnants that will be stuck in your teeth long after the last page. Some are savory with suspense, others are marinated in humor, and a few are sweet little treats with just enough rot to make you squirm. So, dig in. Loosen your belt, sharpen your knife, and get ready for a full-course horror feast you won’t forget. Hope you didn't spoil your appetite beforehand. We expect you to devour the entire meal. Welcome to Table for Ten. Bon appétit! 

–Jed Kent– 
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Piece de Resistance: Carne Grassa

By

Amanda Ruzsa
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THE BUTCHER’S BLOCK was covered in oils, herbs, and blood. The low hiss of butter scorching in pans peppered the air over the thud of cleavers, the whispers of steel against steel as knives were honed to razors.

At the heart of it stood Chef Henry Morrow, god of this cathedral of hunger.

His coat was neatly pressed yet marred with crimson fingerprints and streaks of rendered fat. A smudge of something dark clung to the bridge of his nose, unnoticed and ignored. His hands, long and pale, moved with the calm efficiency of someone born not just to cook, but to cut. He turned, adjusted a flame on a multi-burner surface. Then, without looking, he reached into the oven at his side, fingers brushing crisping meat with a lover’s touch to test its doneness.

Outside, in the dining area, deep red velvet dressed the tables, and crystal glasses cast fractal rainbows across gleaming silver forks and bone-white china. The room swelled with whispers, sighs, and clinks of wine glasses being filled nearly to their rims. Wealth had gathered here tonight—old money, new money, all of it eager to be fed. They had come hungry. They had come willingly.

Chef Henry Morrow’s food was to die for. 

Henry stood in the kitchen, hidden behind mirrored glass, watching them. He smiled. A small, curving smile. Not the kind you give to people you appreciate, but the kind a child gives to an insect before the magnifying glass finds just the right angle. He watched their mouths. Their eyes. His own eyes traced their jaws, imagining how they’d move around his meat. He counted several men incapable of leaving their phones alone and chuckled at the puckered bitterness plastered to their partner’s faces. He watched them as they began to smell hints of deliciousness. His grin deepened when they leaned forward, excitedly proclaiming, “It’s almost time,” pupils dilating at the scent of seared fat and garlic.

They were already salivating.

Good. Let them crave.

The first course arrived: a cold preparation, deceptively delicate. Thin slices of meat—so thin the light could bleed through them—arranged into the shape of an open flower, petals blooming outward across chilled marble. Beneath them, nestled atop a bed of rice, hid small goodies: blueberries, almonds, shaved cinnamon glazed in honey, and paper-thin crisps made from slow-roasted remnants of skin. The servers moved like ghosts, placing the plates silently, synchronously, then gracefully pivoting and filing from the room. 

Henry leaned forward now, eyes wide with anticipation and hunger.

He watched a woman in a gold-sequined dress lift a rosebud of meat to her crimson lips. She paused, inhaled. Her brow furrowed as the unfamiliar scent tickled the back of her brain, then smoothed as she gave in to it. She smiled, flirting with the bite before her. The meat melted on her tongue, and her eyes fluttered shut.

There it was. That moment of ecstasy.

Henry’s pulse quickened.

Course two arrived after the last mouth had been dabbed clean. A prime roast, glistening tableside and carved by gloved servers with blades so sharp they didn’t just cut—they parted. The meat fell away with ease, each bleeding just a little onto the ivory plates, emitting wisps that carried a hint of lemon and roasted rosemary. It was served with a sauce so deep red it was almost purple, so rich it clung to the tongue like a thick tomato soup. Guests ate quicker, unable to get enough of the meal. One man scraped his bread across the entirety of his plate, wiping it pristine, nostrils flaring. A woman discreetly faced the wall as she licked hers to a gleaming false clean while her partner drank the sauce like a shot of whiskey.

In the kitchen, Henry squeezed the tip of his finger, still dripping the sauce they now relished.

He closed his eyes. Everything was perfect.

He sighed happily.

But all of this—the beauty of the dishes, the primal hunger, the small gasps of pleasure—this was only foreplay.

The pièce de résistance was still to come.

Henry pulled the next cut of meat from the warm chamber—set it on the fresh carving board slowly.

The exterior was charred near-black and his knife cut into it like softened butter. Inside, the meat was pale like bone. He touched it with care, brushed his fingers across its surface, and let his mind wander briefly to its source.

His wife, Claudia, had always carried her weight on her hips. He remembered holding onto them—laughing, dancing in the kitchen late at night. He remembered how her skin had smelled of vanilla. The fat had rendered perfectly.

He whispered to it. “You were always too good for me, my love.” Then he laid it to rest beneath a silver dome. Steam curled up in ghostly threads from the pan, dissipating into the ceiling. 

A medallion of meat rested in the center of the plates. A drizzle of amber-colored liquid curled around each hunk like a question mark. The servers silently filled their trays and dispersed among the guests.

Henry stepped out of the kitchen. For the first time all night, he entered the dining room. He moved like a shadow, a blur in chef’s whites, his presence a sudden weight in the room. Conversations died mid-word. Eyes turned to him, mouths parted.

“I present to you,” he said, voice rich and low, “The Piece de Resistance: Carne Grassa or meat-with-fat. This dish is not made from memory—it is memory. Rendered down, seasoned with love, and passed through blood.”

He did not explain further.

They didn’t ask.

The first bite was greeted with silence.

The second with soft moans.

By the third, people had forgotten their manners, bringing the chunks of Claudia adorning their plates to their mouths and kissing them with their teeth.

It was unlike anything they had ever tasted. Earthy and floral, savory with an afterthought of sweetness, it dissolved between their teeth like silk soaked in sinful nights with a lover. There was a sublime texture to it—a tenderness that suggested something close to innocence, yet tempered by depth, age, and sacrifice.

A woman began to weep. Quietly. No one looked at her. They all understood.

Henry watched them chew. He watched their faces shift. He saw the confusion that always came, the moment when pleasure scraped against the edge of the uncanny. The way their eyes darted across the table, as if to ask silently, Do you know what this is?

But then it passed. Because it tasted good. Because if it pleased the tongue, it could not be wrong.

He turned and returned to the kitchen.

And smiled.

The final course was done. They would talk of it for years. They would compare everything they ate to it and find everything nowhere near its decadence. They would dream of that taste forever. That orgasmic sensation. That hunger.

And they would never know what—or who— he fed them.

Henry poured himself a glass of wine and toasted the empty kitchen.

“À la famille,” he said softly.

To family.

His wife, Claudia. His son, Matthew. His daughter, Loni.

They had not wanted him to have this place. The restaurant demanded too much. Holidays missed. Birthdays half-celebrated. They’d wanted him to take time for them. To travel. To rest. To leave his ovens and his knives behind and live like other men, family men. Normal men.

But Henry had never wanted to be like other men.

She had given him an ultimatum, pleading with eyes spilling hot, fat tears. “Us or that wretched restaurant, Henry. Make your choice.” 

So, he had made a choice.

And now, they would always be with him.

He would never miss another dinner. And he would never have to leave the restaurant again. They were part of it now—blended into the sauces, the stocks, the bones and marrow of the place. Their flesh fed him and his guests. Their ground-up bones seasoned his art.

And as the applause rose behind him once more, as guests stood and begged for recipes that did not exist, as people licked the taste from their teeth and cried over empty plates—Henry Morrow, chef, laughed. They had no idea that soon enough, one by one, they’d become the next course. 
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It’s Only Good Manners

By 

Charlene Mattson
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BETHANY LIVED ACROSS from a cemetery.

It wasn’t her first choice, but the two-storey, squat apartment building had cheap rental suites, and as a second-year college student who had largely cut ties with her close family, the beggar wasn’t choosing. She had three neighbors; one beside her, and two on the first level, and then the landlord who lived in the basement suite. No one asked why he chose what was arguably the worst suite in the small building. They were just glad he did and that he didn’t mind if the rent was sometimes a week late.

Bethany didn’t talk much to her neighbors. The old man beside her was a grump who sneered at her crop tops and high-heeled boots, and the two tenants on the first floor barely poked their heads out except to scuttle out to get the mail from their little box every week and take in deliveries of food. She thought one of them at least might have a severe neurological condition, but she couldn’t be sure.

She wasn’t going to ask. Her own family had mostly beaten the curiosity out of her at a young age, and she never quite got it back.

The cemetery made the street quiet. She walked through it once in the middle of a sunny day and mostly found that it was rather sad, not scary. The huge oak trees cast their shade over the tombstones, and many of them were so old that their engravings had become illegible. Only a few of them had wilting flowers placed in front of them, and she never saw who left them behind.

There was only one odd place. Right in the centre, which was probably the oldest part of the graveyard, was a ring of twelve tombstones. The writing on them was long gone, but in the middle of them, there was always food. It made the birds and other wildlife exceptionally happy. If she woke up early enough, she often saw a shambling bear rummaging through the take-out bags and regularly saw squirrels running off with nuts, trailing the bags behind them like banners. The assortment of food changed regularly: one week, there was take-out from the local Chinese restaurant, another week, there was pasta, and then another week, an assortment of pastries.

She tried to ask her neighbours about it, but they were as clueless as she was, and they cared a lot less. When she asked the landlord, he looked over at the cemetery impassively for a long moment before abruptly shaking his head and reminding her that the rent was due in a week. One of the tenants on the first floor stared at her with wide, unblinking eyes. 

“I think they’re hungry,” he whispered in her ear and then slowly shut the door in her face. She shuddered.

“It’s probably just a weird thing people do around here,” Marcus, one of her classmates, said when she brought it up to the only person she talked to willingly on a regular basis. He was staring at his laptop with a frown, drawing his brow tight under his brown hair. “You know this town is kinda sus.”

She shrugged. The town is far away from her family, and the small college had a psychology program that she wanted to take before attending university to pursue a career in social work. That was the extent of her thinking about where the wind had blown her.

“I think it’s nice,” she ventured. “Maybe someone is having picnics there?”

He scoffed but nodded. “I wouldn’t want to have a picnic in a graveyard.”

***
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SLEEP WASN’T USUALLY a problem for Bethany, but that night, she abruptly woke up. Her room was dark, and the building was silent, so she couldn’t figure out what had awoken her. She rolled over, intending to try to go back to sleep, when a flicker of light from outside her window caught her eye.

It came from across the street.

Fascinated despite herself, the brunette watched as what looked like a dozen LED lights flickered in the darkness. They were not bright enough to illuminate much of anything; they just looked like white points of light, roughly clustered in the cemetery. She watched them for several moments, but they didn’t seem to be doing anything. While it was a little eerie, she assumed that someone must have left them behind.

She was about to go back to bed when she heard what sounded like drumming coming from the graveyard. The LED lights started frantically bobbing about. She practically had her nose glued to the cold glass of her window as she tried to see whoever was drumming at two in the morning.

There was no sign of anyone, but the white sparks of light began moving more steadily towards the middle of the graveyard, and the drumming was joined by the cooing of flutes. The sound skirled towards her, making her spine feel prickly. She thrust herself away from the window, but she couldn’t stop looking outside.

There was nothing to see. Just bobbing little lights that were coming to rest in the same place as the ring of tombstones (she thought anyway). No sign of anyone, even though there were clearly at least a few people making the noises.

Bethany was no stranger to horror movies. The only person she got along with in her immediate family was her younger sister, who loved horror movies and made her watch them every time their parents went out partying. While she did want to go outside and see if she could spot the musicians, she wasn’t going to go out wide-eyed and empty-handed. She briskly dressed in a heavy coat, jeans, and some very good running shoes, grabbed her phone, wallet, and key fob, and then her old baseball bat for good measure. She then strode out into the night.

Cool air met her face, along with the smell of dying leaves and the faint odour of woodsmoke. Autumn had settled in. The oak trees were shedding their leaves to create a thick carpet on the ground. It allowed her to soundlessly move between the grave markers, though given the throb of drums and the sound of flutes, no one would have heard her anyway. It was still outside, not even a hum of traffic to keep her company.

She tapped one of the headstones for good luck. It had a four-leaf clover carved on it, and she knew that the writing said Go n-éirí an bóthar leat. Google Translate informed her that it was Gaelic for ‘May the road rise up to meet you’. She supposed someone was treating death like the next great adventure, which gave her a soothing feeling.

As the drumming sped up in tempo, she was glad to have had a moment of relief to bolster her defenses.

The little bobs of LED lights had settled in the central ring of tombstones, but she still couldn’t see any people as she slipped around the outlying markers. There were just twelve glowing orbs and music. She was baffled now and getting very creeped out.

The music suddenly ended as though it had been cut off by a knife. Silence fell upon the cemetery.

Maybe I scared them off somehow?

The LED lights were still there. She supposed they were placed on the markers, judging by their distance from the ground and how level they were sitting. She stepped a bit closer to see that they were now bright enough to illuminate the pile of food in the middle.

But what a pile of food! Someone had taken the time to arrange it all on the ground with plates, bowls, and cutlery. The food of choice this time was a bit of a hodgepodge: there was cake, a whipped berry dessert she recalled from living on the west coast of British Columbia, known as Indian Ice Cream; cold cooked chicken sandwiches; a huge tossed salad, and what looked to be loaves of fresh bread. It all smelled amazing, and before she quite knew what she was doing, she was eating the whipped berries, which she knew immediately were soapberries, even though it had been several years since she’d last tasted them.

For a wonderful few moments, she was transported back to her childhood, where her adoptive aunt would make soapberry ice cream and let her eat as much as she wanted. It wasn’t actually ice cream; it was just called that, and she never fought it. The dessert was both bitter and sweet, much like a sugary coffee, without the coffee flavour. An acquired taste, but she loved it.

“I hope you brought something,” came a whisper in her ear, and she leapt backwards and screamed, abruptly shaken out of her memories. It was dark all around her again, and the bowl of whipped berries splattered on the ground, pale pink in the light of the globes. The baseball bat fell over with a clatter from where she’d leaned it against a grave marker.

“Rude not to bring something,” said another voice, a more childish one. “Mommy always says to share.”

“I don’t think she knows how to feast,” sniffed a man’s voice that put her in mind of someone wearing a giant hat and tights. She would have giggled had she not been so terrified that her throat dried up. “Not properly.”

“Why did she come then, if not to feast with us?” came the first voice. “Why did she follow our songs? Why did she eat our food?”

“I didn’t mean to,” Bethany managed to gasp out. She groped around for the baseball bat, but it had rolled out of sight.

She still couldn’t see anyone, but she had the distinct feeling that at least three people were exchanging disbelieving looks.

“Nonsense,” the foppish man snorted. “You are simply a rude young lady, come to spy on our festivities and steal from us.” He huffed.

Something cracked beside her, and she scuttled backwards on her elbows, earning a scrape for her troubles. She couldn’t go far, though; her head and shoulders smacked into a tombstone, and she slid to the ground, dazed.

“We can forgive the intrusion,” came the first voice, and she heard the man snort. “But you must bring something to the feast. Unless you weren’t invited after all.”

Bethany drew her knees up to her chest. Now she was starting to see something: grinning mouths, white teeth, and glowing eyes, all staring at her. There was a tall, very thin man who had his back to her. He was wearing a tall black hat with a crimson ribbon around it. A little girl twirled a parasol beside him, staring at her with a tilted head. And a woman was crouched where Bethany had been a moment ago, watching her. Those were the three she saw, but she felt more presences around her, waiting.

“If she’s not invited as a guest, we can use her as part of the feast,” the man said. Now he turned to face her, and she saw that his eyes were black, surrounded by a wet red ring, the same shade as the ribbon around his hat. She didn’t know if it was paint or blood. His teeth looked as though they had been filed sharp; they gleamed in the bobbing little white lights. She absently noted that there seemed to be fewer of the lights now.

“Now, now,” the woman murmured. “Of course, she will bring something to our feast. That’s how this works after all. You bring something to the table. It’s only good manners.”

“I... I d-don’t h-have anything with m-me,” Bethany stuttered. She wanted to stand up, but her legs seemed to have been made from ice cream and kept melting out from under her.

“Better go find something,” whispered a fourth voice in her ear. “Quickly. One way or another, you are now a guest. And guests bring something to the potluck.”

She screamed again and managed to scrabble her way out of the ring of tombstones. All the balls of light winked out, silence fell upon the graveyard, and she no longer felt like there was anyone there. The cemetery was dark.

***
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BETHANY WISHED SHE could convince herself that it had all been a dream when the sun came up. However, she had scrapes on her hands and knees that proved something had happened, and her baseball bat was missing. She did manage to convince herself that she had imagined the voices and the lights and the music on a half-asleep night jaunt. She got through her morning without looking at the cemetery and spent most of the rest of the day and into the evening safely ensconced in her college, burying herself in her studies. The bat was easy enough to replace; she wasn’t going to go looking for it.

She returned to her tiny suite and was so exhausted and strung out that the only thing she wanted to eat was ice cream. She dug out the plastic tub, grabbed a spoon, and started eating.

The first bite or two was normal, but the bite after that was distinctly odd. For a moment, she thought it might have gotten freezer-burned, but when she took another bite, she had to spit it out. It tasted of sour milk and rotting fruit, a foul and sweet combination. Confused, she looked down into the ice cream tub and screamed. 

There was a face in the ice cream.

Not a real face. That would have been too surreal, and she would have assumed she was just dreaming. It was still just strawberry ice cream, but she could distinctly make out eyes, a slightly pointed nose, a frowning mouth, and raised eyebrows. They ‘stared’ at each other for a moment, and then the ‘mouth’ opened, ice cream sagging, and it looked as though it was screaming.

She threw the tub onto the counter, causing it to slide into the wall, and ran to the other side of the kitchen, staring at it wide-eyed. Part of her expected that it was about to start moving, and if that happened, she was leaving the apartment and never returning.

After several minutes of the tub sitting on the counter with nothing to show for it, she tentatively approached it and looked inside again. There was nothing but pink ice cream, which was starting to melt. She frowned, put the lid back on, and took the whole thing to the dumpster. Obviously, it had somehow gone bad.

She was too distracted to even settle into studying, and after a mistrustful look at the cemetery across the road, she went to bed.

That night, nightmares stalked her; dreams of being poisoned and starvation all featured the most strongly, and she kept waking up in a cold sweat, only to fall back asleep and have more nightmares.

And throughout the whole night, the sound of flutes and drums followed her.

***
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BY THE END OF THE WEEK, Bethany couldn’t eat anything. It all tasted foul, often like ash or dirt, or as though it had rotted. She saw faces everywhere, some of them laughing, others screaming, most of them staring at her in judgment. Every night, she dreamed of starving to death or eating until she was sick or choking. And even when she was nowhere near the apartment, the sound of flutes and drums echoed in her ears. She dreaded catching sight of herself in windows and mirrors; she always looked as though she was melting like the ice cream had been.

She knew what she had to do, but she dreaded returning to the cemetery and the potluck.

“Obviously, you’re cursed,” Marcus said. He was leaning his chair back into the wall behind him, and he stared up at the ceiling. “All the stories would say that the only way to get rid of it is to bring something to whoever cursed you and ask for forgiveness.”

“I’m surprised you’d say that and not just... that I’m having a mental breakdown.” She was feeling feverish and shivery; the lack of food was really taking its toll on her.

He shrugged. “Does it matter? If asking for forgiveness makes you feel better, then it would also help if it’s just a mental breakdown, eh? So, either way, it’s a good idea.”

She didn’t want to tell him about the music she was hearing and the fact that the cemetery was always ablaze with light every night. He might start believing she was just going insane, and she wasn’t sure she could take that from the only person she could talk to.

“It’s a good idea,” she finally said, reluctantly. “I’ll do it tonight.”

“I’m sure it’ll make you feel better,” he said, letting the chair fall back to its normal position with a small thud. “Now, I’d ask for help with this paper we have to write, but you look close to fainting from hunger, so I’ll catch you tomorrow.”

She nodded and they parted ways.

Bethany started out at the grocery store. Fortunately, the simple act of buying food didn’t seem to be a problem. It was only when she tried to eat it that the faces became visible. She bought raspberries and whipping cream, thinking that she would make the soapberry dessert as an offering. She had a package of the bitter berries at home, and the raspberries would take the edge off. It was a common enough feast food in the reservation where she once lived, and she thought it would make a nice apology. Then she went home and whipped up the dessert, trying to think of all the family gatherings and holidays she could, at least the ones from before her parents collapsed in on themselves, with the half-formed idea that it would somehow infuse the cream with warmth and forgiveness.
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