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Even More Shivers And Chills!!!

See this piece’s entry on the Shousetsu Bang*Bang wiki.
Togi Kayako (土宜草子)

Your first step off of the bus is heralded by a perfectly timed rumble of thunder. A drop of rain hits your bare arm, quickly followed by several more. There’s no shelter, of course, and your connecting bus won’t arrive for at least fifteen minutes.

The bus pulls away and you see a lit storefront across the street, one of the many second-hand shops that sprung up after a certain big box store rolled into town and destroyed the existing local businesses. It must have eclectic hours, because this is the first time you remember seeing it open.

A bell over the door jingles as you walk in. The wave of rain-scented air that comes in with you disperses quickly, leaving you to the mercy of the universal thrift store scent: layers of clashing perfumes and cleaning chemicals mixed with a heavy base note of dust.

The old woman behind the counter glances up at you and then goes back to the stack of books she’s looking over without saying a word. Suits you just fine, because something about her gives you the creeps. Her eyes look too sharp for the dark circles underneath them and the way her long, thin fingers drag along the book spines feels uncomfortably intimate.

You wander off to the far side of the shop, away from the incongruous sound of tinny death metal coming from an ancient tape player perched on a display case. Behind a rack of outdated prom dresses with puffy shoulders and missing sequins, you find an alcove crowded with mismatched, warped bookshelves leaning at odd angles.

A bare light bulb on a long cord hangs in one corner. It flickers once as you walk up and dims, but doesn’t go out.

Peeling labels on the shelves suggest there used to be an organizational system, but even a quick glance over the titles tells you it’s long since been abandoned. Dated fad diets are mixed in with murder mysteries and a bunch of books with Russian titles that seem to be circus themed. There’s one shelf exclusively full of Gideon Bibles, leaving you curious if they came from the work of a dedicated hotel thief or someone who lost their faith.

Your toe clunks into a plastic storage tub. Several books slide off the overflowing pile inside it and tumble down around your feet in a colorful and verbose avalanche. As you crouch down to start picking them up, something shiny in the tub catches your eye.

You wind up with about a dozen books awkwardly tucked under your arms, but you manage to dig up the one you saw. It’s a thin paperback with a holographic foil cover, titled Shivers and Chills!!! with all three exclamation marks drawn like they’re dripping cartoony blood.

In lieu of a cover image, there’s nothing but ominous whorls of fog surrounding an oval mirror. The mirror is made of some kind of foil, reflective enough for you to get a blurry, funhouse-mirror look at your own face.

Flipping to the middle, you discover it’s one of those “Turn to page 127 to hit the bear with a stick” sort of deals, except the choices available to you are “Give in to the darkness!” and “Rage, rage against the dying of the light!” You have to admire the author’s commitment to both exclamation points and writing like an edgy fourteen-year-old.

There’s a small ink stain where the page number should be, but otherwise the book seems in excellent condition. It’ll be good for a laugh and some nostalgia if nothing else, and it’s only a dollar anyway. You take it up to the register.

The woman who was there before is gone and doesn’t turn up even after you ding the tiny bell several times in a row. You glance out the window, only to see your bus stopped at a red light one block down. Time to panic!

A quick rummage through your wallet turns up only a five, so you tuck it under the bell and sprint out the door, hollering an apology over your shoulder as you go.

If you see the place open again, maybe you’ll go back and explain. Shivers and Chills!!! gets unceremoniously tucked into your bag as you race across the street.

The bus pulls up seconds after you reach the stop. You relax back into your bus seat and watch the street lights start to turn on as you slowly wend your way home.

A few stops away, you try to rummage for your lip balm and remember the book. Couldn’t hurt to look it over a bit more now, while you have a few minutes.

To your surprise, in very angry red text in one corner is the phrase “Not for kids!” How had you missed that before? You turn it over to read the blurb on the back.

Job grinding you down? Love life gotten stale? Dreams too mundane? Let us bring you some Shivers and Chills!!!


You’ve always been a skeptic, secure in the knowledge that anything going bump in the night has a logical explanation. Then one rainy afternoon you wander into a seemingly ordinary local book store and find something that will change your life forever.


With over 30 possible endings, ranging from the tantalizing to the terrifying, your satisfaction is guaranteed!




Thirty endings seems like a lot for such a thin book. Must be one of those where you wind up dying for nonsensical reasons more often than not, but that’s okay. You’ve made worse choices as far as impulse buys go.

You spot your stop coming up and shove the book away again so it doesn’t get rained on. Your bag is waterproof-ish, but you wish you’d brought an umbrella anyway.

The rain picks up as soon as you’re outside again and you’re stuck at several intersections waiting for the painfully slow lights to change. It’s just one of those days.

By the time you get back to your apartment, rainwater is dripping down your face and you are so, so done with today. Your clothes are drenched and clinging to your skin in a way that looks great in movies but feels awful in real life.

A nice soak in the tub, fresh pajamas, and a cup of tea takes you down from fuck everything to a mere fuck, I’m tired. You have tomorrow off, so you decide to make an evening of it with the last of your frozen pizzas, a little bit of booze, and some fun clickbait debunking videos.

In the lull while you wait for one to load, you hear your phone buzz and get up to dig it out of your bag. You grab Shivers and Chills!!! as well, because it seems like the perfect kind of trash read to round off your indulgent night.

The opening page warns you not to try reading the book from cover to cover, as if any adult who bought this wouldn’t already know how it works. You flip forward to the story proper. It describes you entering a thrift store and being mysteriously drawn to the book section.

Wait, hadn’t the back cover said book store? No, you’re probably misremembering. Apparently the author suspected they were writing something destined for a bargain bin. You feel a brief pang of sympathy for them.

The protagonist is left mostly undescribed, though there are a few vague but flattering references to how attractive they are. Cozied up on your couch, tispy and full of pizza, you allow yourself to feel a little charmed.

Like many similar books you’ve read, you’re given an obvious choice for your first one: buy the book or leave without buying it. In a fit of contrariness, you go with the wrong answer and flip to the appropriate page.

Despite its many and obvious virtues, you decide you’re not interested in the book and toss it back into the bin like a brute. You go home and spend your whole evening trying to decide what you’d like to watch, only to fall asleep sitting on the sofa and wake up with a sore back.


But that’s not what actually happened, now is it?


You already have a finger bookmarking the page, so go back and answer honestly this time. We’ll never get anywhere if you insist on trying to lie to us, darling.




You catch yourself ducking your head toward your chest, as if someone was actually chiding you. Maybe the alcohol wasn’t a good idea after all.

Still, no reason not to do what the book says. It was pretty clever to include the call out there, since no one would wind up reading it unless they intentionally picked the incorrect option.

In no time at all, you’re turning to the right page to continue forward with actual choices. You fish a receipt out of your wallet — why do you even keep those? — and use it to mark the page for when you inevitably have to start over.

You buy the book and gently secure it in your bag where the awful, horrid rain won’t threaten its delicate pages.




Again, you have to give it points for personality, even if the writing is bordering on purple.

The book makes it unscathed; you aren’t so lucky. You’re soaked to the skin when you get home, poor thing. Still, nothing a nice warm shower or bath won’t fix.


To take a bath, turn to page 87.


To take a shower, turn to page 54.




You can think of one very famous shower scene that ended in death and you’re betting this one might too. Lucky thing you took a bath tonight! You roll your eyes at the thought, but obediently turn to page 87.

The tub is filled, your wet clothes are thrown aside, and you ease yourself into the near-scalding water inch by glorious, bare inch. Your eyes flutter closed while you submerge as much of yourself as possible.


Today, your entire body sinks under the surface, despite the fact that the cramped confines of your tub should make it impossible. You stretch out your arms and then your legs, but find nothing except more water, endless water, surrounding and supporting and caressing you.


Bit by bit, your flesh is heated to the temperature of your bath and the boundaries between yourself and the vast, warm ocean embracing you dissolve away. You can feel so much more than the limits of your body now.


To sink down, turn to page 41.


To open your eyes, turn to page 13.




What the fuck. You’re starting to wonder if this isn’t somebody’s weird arthouse project transformed into a cheap paperback. While it’s faintly disappointing that you weren’t eaten by sewer alligators or something equally cheesy, at least it’s not boring.

This one’s an easy choice. If you hear any hint of a weird noise while you’re in the tub, you have to peer around the shower curtain to check for axe murderers, even if it means getting soap in your eyes.

You keep your eyes locked on only the page numbers as you flip backward, to make sure you don’t accidentally spoil any of the endings.

As soon as the desire to open your eyes occurs, you can see. You recognize the familiar confines of your bathtub, though the angle is strange and your vision is hazy with steam and a faint but constant rippling distortion.


The scent of soap is everywhere, and in the background you can hear a steady drip.


A figure looms into view. It’s you.


This time you watch rather than participate as you shed your clothing. Had the wet fabric clung so like a second skin before? Did you peel it up and off your body this way, so slow and tantalizing?


Your hands, no longer your own, trail fingertips over bare skin with reverence, unflinching even as they stroke over spots you generally try to avoid thinking of, let alone touching.


If you want your hands to dip in to test the water, turn to page 19.


If you want yourself to step into the bath without hesitation, turn to page 85.




Is this meant to be creepy, erotic, or both? None of the scenarios give you an idea for which choice is the right one, so you arbitrarily go with what you, the actual you, usually does and have them step right in.

You watch your foot lower toward you, distantly wondering if you can be crushed as you currently are. Instead, your sight goes choppy as your legs breach your surface in two abrupt steps.


There’s no time to brace yourself before the rest of your body sinks in, mercilessly displacing you in all directions. You have no choice but to accept the intrusion, rough and sudden in a way that would leave you breathless if you still had the ability to breathe.


Lacking that, you also can’t let out the sweet, pained whimper you feel as your second self relaxes back. They let out a pleased sigh as they get every last inch inside you.


Their lips sink under your surface like a kiss, hair a faint tickle as it drifts in your currents, fingers and toes curling with an ecstasy felt by both of you.


You wrap around yourself, warming, softening, and little by little stripping away the flimsy barrier keeping you apart. Now you feel everything doubled, and both of you watch with rapt anticipation as you, for a third time, stand over a steaming bath.


Trapped in an endless and ever-increasing spiral of sensation, you forget trivialities like your life, your name, and your humanity.


An ending — but was it the one you wanted? Perhaps it’s time to sleep and try again tomorrow.

Sweet dreams, dearest.




You jolt out of your reading trance and close the book almost in slow motion. That was… sure something. Something you found more arousing than terrifying.

Shifting in your seat, you try to decide if you’re too unsettled to sleep or if the author’s right and sleep is exactly what you need.

A bird takes off somewhere outside your window and it sounds almost like ruffling pages, or distant laughter.

You brush, floss, and decide to go to sleep a bit early.



○ ○ ○



When you wake up, your blankets are cuddled around you in a perfect, cozy nest. If you dreamed of anything, you don’t remember it. In fact, it was the most restful night you’ve had in quite a while and you luxuriate in it until you absolutely have to get out of bed.

Your thoughts are fuzzy around the edges and your focus isn’t great, but it’s nothing out of the ordinary for a day off. Muscle memory guides you through the process of making strong tea to ease the transition to the waking world.

There’s one final bagel left from the bag you bought last week. Sure, it’s probably stale, but it’s got too many preservatives to actually go bad, right? You turn over the bagel to check it more carefully. Aw, there was mold on the bottom. Eggs it is!

You manage to find some slightly wilted spinach in your vegetable drawer to add in. With a sprinkle of random dried herbs, a bit of sharp cheddar, and a ton of pepper, you’ve made yourself a very respectable omelette.

Well, almost. It turns into a scramble when you get impatient and try to flip it before it’s fully cooked, but it’s still delicious.

The couch welcomes you with open arms and there’s Shivers and Chills!!! on your coffee table, right where you left it sitting last night. You’re eager to try another path, though if there’s anything gory in there it might not be great breakfast reading. And you would hate to spill anything on the book! Probably better to wait.

Breakfast vanishes in record time and you toss back a few gulps of your tea with a smile. Now you’re finally awake enough to read some weird shit.

Okay, flip to the bookmark and… did you leave it on the wrong page? You would have sworn the first real choice was taking a bath or a shower, but this seems to be further along.

You have an important meeting today and now that you’ve showered, you need to decide what to wear.


Undergarments come first, fished from the depths of your dresser drawers. You opt for the nicer, special occasion ones. They fit perfectly enough that they’re comfortable, but they make you feel stronger, sexier, and confident.


Now you need to select the rest of your outfit… but from where?


To dig through the clean laundry basket, turn to page 64.


To find something in your closet, turn to page 33.




Your eyes guiltily avoid the half full basket of laundry by the couch that you are now one hundred percent going to put away today.

As much as you hate to send anyone into the closet, at least you can spare your literary counterpart this moment of shame.

You flick through the obvious options hanging at the front but quickly push them aside. They’re all boring, muted colors and unflattering lines that obscure the shape of your lovely body.


Nothing you want to wear. Is the closet a lost cause after all, or perhaps there’s something nicer tucked away in the back?


To go to the laundry basket instead, turn to page 64.


To reach further into the closet, turn to page 92.




It’s probably meant to be a warning to escape while you still can, but you are going to avoid the fictional laundry basket at least half as fervently as you’ve avoided the real one, damn it.

There’s no light in the closet itself, only in the room behind you, so you’re searching by feel as much as sight. You reach both hands past the first layer of hanging clothes without a flinch, even as they disappear from your sight into the darkness where there could be anything at all.


Each texture becomes a distinct sensation when you can’t see the materials. The coarser wools and cottons scratch every so slightly against the tender skin of your wrists, while the silks and satins wash over your arms like water.


The back of your closet seems to be further away than you remember. When you’ve stretched your arms as far as you can, you turn sideways and ease a shoulder through the curtain of fabrics.


Something black with a faint pattern across its surface curls down from the shelf above, thin and sleek as it drops onto you. It twines gently around your head and cinches tight over your eyes without tugging even a single hair.


The clothing around you rustles in anticipation.


To try to claw your way free, turn to page 23.


To push further into the clothing, turn to page 45.




Are you going to get murdered by living clothing — and not any old clothing, but literally your own? This definitely seems like a situation to run away from, since you don’t have any ambitions of becoming like… a skin suit tucked in next to the normal ones. But you’re so curious about what might happen.

It’s a terrible idea. You’re going to wind up super dead if you don’t get out. It’s only a story that you’re reading; it can’t hurt you.

Right, deep breath. If it’s something gross, you can put the book down or donate it to another secondhand shop if you really need it out of your life.

May as well satisfy your curiosity.

You spread your arms wide and relax, letting them droop. Sleeves close around your wrists, your forearms, and a final pair wrap snug above and below your elbows, gentle around the delicate joints.


Thick cotton socks slither under the arches of your feet, ticklish for the briefest moment. More trap your ankles, your calves, and then several lines of lacy and silken somethings cinch around the softness of your thighs.


It comes as no surprise when you are finally immobilized, fabric bonds around every limb pulling taut. There’s nothing left for you to do but stand and quiver and wait. You can hear movement nearby: the sounds of heavier materials shifting and readying in the darkness around you.


The faintest creak of leather is the only warning you receive before something almost but not quite a hand slides up along your bared throat to cup your chin. A thumb glides over your lower lip. When a second glove settles at your waist, one fingertip teasing at the edge of your underwear, you start to squirm in earnest.


If that’s all you want, turn to page 12.


If you want even more, turn to page 71.




At this rate, it looks like your curiosity isn’t going to be the only thing that gets satisfied. You catch yourself tracing your lips with one fingertip and are deeply grateful no one is around to see you getting lost in this strange book. Since you are alone, the choice is obvious.

Of course you want more, and your wardrobe is there as always to suit your every need.


A sturdy jean leg presses between your thighs as your bonds helpfully spread them wide. Behind you, a second pair grinds up against your ass, the front stretched tight over something that in any other situation would probably not be a pair of rolled up socks.


The starched collar of a dress shirt drags against the base of your neck while the smooth plastic buttons press cool dots down your spine. A second pair of gloves joins the fray, one twining with the fingers of your right hand and the other holding the back of your head steady.


You open your mouth instantly when the glove there presses between your lips, and your obedience is rewarded with two smooth fingers sliding in to caress your tongue. They push deeper, skirting the line of discomfort before pulling out. Another set of gloved fingers joins them and all four together stretch your mouth wide open.


The pace they set is slow, almost halting. Fingertips tease at your lips and the tip of your tongue for minutes on end, pulling away when you struggle to move into their touch. It’s only when you relax that they give you what you want, going deeper and fucking your mouth in earnest.


Denim hips push against you from all sides and one leg presses between yours, though never as long or as hard as you would prefer. Little by little, you force yourself to stop struggling and let the fabric surrounding you take your weight so it can move you as it sees fit.


You gift away your control and are gifted pleasure in return. A folded belt licks up your back, smooth and cool against your heated skin. The fingers in your mouth use you as roughly as you could ever hope for, the wet and filthy noises of it filling your ears.


Having brought you to a fever pitch, the jeans finally give you the pressure you need. You are allowed to roll your hips, grinding out a more and more desperate rhythm that reaches its inevitable crescendo. Your clothing presses tight all around you, leaving you breathless for one long moment of ecstasy.


One bond after another tenses against you and then releases, leaving you unmoored. As your racing heart slows, you sink to the floor of your closet. Every piece of clothing sits in its usual place, unmoving.


You’ve probably missed your meeting by now, and you definitely need to change your underwear. Not the most productive day, perhaps, but you find yourself with few complaints. You make your way to your computer, wobbling but happy, to write an apology email to your boss.


We’ve reached another ending, my dear. Did this one satisfy, or dare you try again?




Your face is warm and the dregs of your tea are stone cold by the time you set the book down. What on earth did you just read? If you think about it too much more, you’re not sure if you’ll wind up nervously laughing or getting yourself off right where you sit.

You decide to distract yourself by doing the dishes. That turns into cleaning the kitchen, followed by the rest of your apartment — with the notable exception of your closet. You take one look at it and close the door, then sheepishly push one of your heavier storage boxes in front of it.

At the end of the day, you’re pleasantly exhausted and the place looks amazing. You’ve done good work and you’re proud of it. Cooking is right out and you want something nicer than leftovers, so you mentally flip through your usual list of places that will deliver to you.

You pick one of your favorites, a little Thai place owned by a sweet older couple. Now comes the difficult part: what do you want to eat? You order something with lots of protein and vegetables, to restore your energy after a long day.

…And a little something sugary, as a treat. Hell yes, you can’t skip the Thai iced tea! You place your order and twiddle your thumbs for a few minutes, then go pick up your delicious food.

Whether it’s because you’re so hungry or because you got something different, everything tastes amazing. You’re happy you tipped generously.

You put on some science trivia videos while you eat and learn why Siamese cats have the coloration they do, then about a psychology test with words written in the wrong colors. A video on developing a growth mindset catches your eye. You don’t normally go in for the self-help stuff, but this one looks interesting and it’s not that long.

Drowsy as you are after your busy day, it feels less threatening than usual. You watch one, and another, and another, somehow spotting the perfect next video relevant to you at the end of each one. Somewhere along the line you start to fidget, probably from the caffeine that wasn’t a great idea this late in the evening.

You pick a video of bedtime stretches next. It should help you wind down and man does it feel nice after all the cleaning you did today. The video ends with some deep breathing and you flop back on your couch happy and more relaxed.

Still, you’re not quite sleepy yet, or at least that’s what you tell yourself when your eyes fall on Shivers and Chills!!! After all of three seconds of consideration you decide you want to reread a few sections from the comfort of your bed. But first, you take a moment to throw away your garbage and go brush your teeth.

Sitting on your bed, the shiny cover of the book still looks like it should contain cheesy G-rated nonsense rather than the surprisingly explicit weirdness it actually holds. You reach for your pajamas, then glance back at the book and hesitate for a really long couple of moments.

Maybe you’ll skip the pajamas tonight, actually.

You slip into your sheets and reorganize your pillow collection just so. The arrangement will last for five minutes tops before you roll over and have to adjust everything, but at least they’ll be five very comfortable minutes.

This time your bookmark has managed to stay in the right place and you can retrace your way through the scenes from earlier with no trouble. In the warm glow from your bedside lamp the rest of the world fades away and you have no qualms about enjoying your bedtime story fully.

You finish reading, set the book carefully aside, and fall into a deep, dreamless sleep.



○ ○ ○



The incessant blaring of your alarm drags you into consciousness. Your mouth doesn’t taste gross, score a point for thorough brushing, but your eyes are gritty and your whole body drags as you get out of bed.

You’d set yourself up to have three days in a row off, but a coworker had begged you to cover for them and you eventually agreed. So now your weekend’s split in half and it’s the worst.

By the time you’re dressed and ready to go, you have to hurry for the bus on an empty stomach. You grab a fast food breakfast and the inevitably terrible cheap coffee that comes with it, because there is no universe in which you could survive today on zero caffeine.

Work happens. Someone yells at you more than once. You spend the entire day waiting for it to end but don’t feel any relief even when you clock out.

The bus rides home are a blur as your eyes unfocus in the general direction of out the window and you try to ignore someone sitting behind you who’s wearing way too much perfume. Your head throbs as you trudge from the last stop to your apartment.

You fumble your keys into a murky puddle when you go to unlock the door and can only sigh. Time to write off today as a loss. At least you have a good book waiting for you. You’re not even sure you have the energy to enjoy anything, but you’ll get it a try after you get some food in you.

The final portion of leftovers you’d been counting on are blossoming with new and unwelcome life. You chuck the whole container into the trash with more than necessary force. At least you’ll have the extra day’s cash to take the sting out of ordering delivery, because you sure don’t have the energy to go out again.
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