
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DEVIL (RISE OF THE JAB)

    

    
      First edition. October 3, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Christopher Charles.

    

    
    
      Written by Christopher Charles.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This book is dedicated to my wife, who has walked with me through the many storms of life, thus far. I love and appreciate you so much. May your name be whispered among the flowers everywhere.

      

    


Devil Devil

Rise of the Jab



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction


[image: ]




This is not a story told in a straight line.

The past is not a ghost here; it is a living, breathing wound. It does not whisper—it screams. And its scream echoes through time in a way that shatters chronology, pulling you from the uneasy present into the bloody origin and back again without warning.

This narrative is a mosaic of terror, reflecting how trauma is truly remembered: in vivid, horrifying flashes, not in orderly chapters.

You will ease into the world of Sadia Baptiste, a historian grappling with the cold, hard facts of her inheritance—a plantation house museum in Grenada, a hidden ledger, a rusted iron collar. Yu will feel the sun on her skin and the growing dread in her stomach as the silence around her becomes watchful.

Without ceremony, you will jump. The polished wood floors will dissolve into the splintered deck of a slave ship, the Hope, in 1787. You will feel the chill of the Atlantic give way to the oppressive Caribbean heat of a sugar plantation. You will witness the specific, brutal moments of cruelty that fused a people’s anguish into a singular, vengeful force.

And then, you will fall. You will plummet directly into the mind of a victim in the modern day. You will hear the frantic beat of their heart, smell the copper tang of blood, and see only what they see in their final moments: a shape made of darkness, with eyes of fire and lips painted a shocking, glistening red.

The story will not hold your hand. It will disorient you. It will unsettle you. It will make you question what memory is, what is happening now, and what is the hellish nightmare in between.

This is the rise of the Jab. This is the price of a buried sin. Turn the page and prepare to fall.

About the Author

Christopher Oliver Charles is a proud son of Grenada, for whom storytelling is as vital as the island's air and sea. For the past twenty years, he has served his community as a dedicated police officer, a role that has given him a unique and intimate perspective on the soul of his people—their resilience, their struggles, and the deep, often hidden, currents of their history.

By day, he upholds the law of the land. By night, he is captivated by its lore. A lifelong lover of his rich Grenadian culture and an avid writer, Christopher explores the spaces where history and horror intertwine. He is fascinated by the unspoken legacies that shape the present and believes the most powerful stories are those risen from the very soil, demanding to be told.

Devil Devil, Rise of the Jab is a project born from this deep passion, a chilling narrative that pulls directly from the historical roots of his homeland to ask a terrifying question: What if the land itself could remember? And what if that memory decided to take revenge?

Christopher is the adoring husband to his wife, Sadia Taylor-Charles, and a proud stepfather to their four children. He lives in Grenada, drawing constant inspiration from its vibrant culture and haunting beauty.

He can be contacted at:

Tel: 1473-459-1403

Email: cumbley83@gmail.com
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The House That Memory Built

The first thing Sadia Baptiste noticed was the silence. It was a thick, woolen thing, stifling the raucous cheer of the Grenadian afternoon at the property’s edge. The raucous symphony of crickets, the gossip of tropical birds, the distant sigh of the sea—it all died the moment she stepped beyond the rusting iron gate.

The second thing was the weight.

It pressed down on her shoulders the moment her shoes crunched on the gravel of the drive. It wasn't a humidity thing; the air was clear and dry. This was a pressure of a different kind, a dense, atmospheric gravity that seemed to emanate from the house itself. L’Hermitage. The name her grandfather had given the old plantation great house, a monument to a past he had spent his life curating, polishing, and, Sadia suspected, quietly sanitizing.

She stopped, setting down her single suitcase. The whitewashed walls of the two-story structure glared back under the relentless sun. The dark green shutters were closed like slitted eyes, asleep but watchful. It was beautiful, in a postcard kind of way. A perfectly preserved relic of a brutal history, now a privately-run museum, a testament to colonial architecture. To Sadia, a historian who dealt in the gritty texture of primary sources, it felt like a beautifully presented lie.

She fished the heavy iron key from her jeans pocket, its coldness a shock against her warm skin. The lock on the massive mahogany door groaned, a sound of profound reluctance, as if the house was waking from a long and troubled sleep.

The air inside was old. It smelled of dust, of polished wood, of dried lemongrass—and faintly, beneath it all, of mildew and something else. Something metallic. She shook her head. Imagination. The power of suggestion. She knew the history of this soil; it was natural for the mind to play tricks.

The main hall was a wide, high-ceilinged space, now a gallery. Glass cases displayed artifacts behind neat, typed placards: “Plantation Owner’s Tea Service, c. 1810,” “Indentured Servant Indenture Document, 1885.” The narrative was careful, academic, and utterly devoid of the screaming truth. Sadia’s gaze skipped over them, drawn to the grand staircase, the dark mouth of a hallway leading deeper into the house.

This was her inheritance. Not wealth, but stewardship. A year to sort through her grandfather’s personal archives in the private residence wing, to decide what to donate to the national museum and what to quietly box away forever.

She found the kitchen at the back of the house, a surprisingly modern intrusion into the old structure. She poured a glass of water, the tap coughing and spluttering before yielding a cold, clear stream. As she drank, she looked out the window over the sink.

The view was of the overgrown back acreage, land that had once been the engine of this brutal enterprise. The cane fields were long gone, reclaimed by a tangled green riot of rainforest. But the past had a skeleton. There, standing in a patch of defiant sunlight, was the stone shell of the old sugar mill, its broken wheel like a bone jutting from the earth. A chill, swift and unwelcome, traced a path down her spine. She turned away.

Her grandfather’s study was where she’d been told it was. This was where she was meant to start. Floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, a massive oak desk, boxes of papers. It felt more real than the museum out front. This was where the real work had happened.

She ran a finger along the spine of a leather-bound ledger on the desk, leaving a clean line in the dust. J. Baptiste was gold-tooled on the cover. Her grandfather’s journal. She opened it. Neat, precise script detailing museum attendance, maintenance costs, correspondence with academics.

It was all so... orderly.

Frustration, her old companion, bubbled up. This was the man who had dedicated his life to this place but had always spoken of the past in vague, curated phrases. “A difficult time,” he’d call it. “A complex economic system.” He had built a beautiful shell and asked everyone to admire its architecture, to ignore the blood seeping from its foundations.

Driven by a sudden, sharp need to find a crack in the veneer, she began pulling open the desk drawers. They slid open, smooth and well-oiled, revealing pens, paper clips, more stationery. The bottom right drawer was stuck. She jiggled the brass handle, put her weight into it, and with a final, splintering crack, it gave way.

It was empty, except for a single object lying in the very back, as if it had been shoved there and forgotten.

It was an iron collar.

Thick, heavy, cruel. It was pitted with rust the color of old blood. One of the two hinged halves had snapped, and the blunt, broken end looked like a fractured bone. The dull metal was cold, a deep, soul-sucking cold that seemed to leach the warmth from her fingertips as she touched it.

This was no museum piece. This wasn't behind glass with a neat placard. This was real. This was the truth he had hidden.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Why? Why hide this? Why keep this brutal, undeniable thing locked away in a drawer?

As she held it, the room seemed to change. The comfortable, dusty silence of the study curdled, becoming something watchful, something waiting. The light from the window seemed to dim, though the sun was still high outside.

And then she heard it.

A sound so faint she wasn't sure she heard it at all. A slow, rhythmic drip... drip... drip...

It seemed to be coming from everywhere and nowhere at once. From the walls. From the foundation. From the very collar in her hands.

She held her breath, her blood turning to ice. The sound stopped.

A long, suspended moment of silence passed. Sadia let out a shaky breath, a nervous laugh catching in her throat. The house was old. Old pipes. A leaky tap somewhere. She was spooking herself.

She placed the collar back in the drawer and shoved it closed, the sound unnaturally loud in the quiet.

But as she turned to leave the study, to flee back into the rational world of sunlight and birdsong, the sound returned, one last time, clear and cold and close—right behind her ear.

Drip.

This time, it was followed by the faintest, most fleeting scent. Copper. Salt. And the unmistakable, iron-rich smell of fresh blood.
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The Ledger of the Lost

The rational part of Sadia’s brain, the part forged in graduate school and polished by years of academic rigor, launched a swift and stern counterattack.

Dust. The smell was dust, disturbed from the drawer, the iron-oxide tang of rust from the collar. Water. The sound was a pipe, a faulty gutter after the last rain, amplified by the strange acoustics of an old, empty house. It was all confirmation bias. She was in a place steeped in a dark history; her mind was simply projecting the expected sensations.

She practically fled the study, closing the door firmly behind her. The main hall felt lighter, the air easier to breathe. She decided to unpack, a task of mundane normalcy to anchor herself.

The guest room was at the top of the stairs, across from her grandfather’s old bedroom. It was spacious, with high ceilings and the same green shutters. She shoved her suitcase into the closet and focused on the immediate: finding food. The cupboards in the kitchen were sparsely stocked with non-perishables—canned goods, rice, coffee. Her grandfather’s housekeeper, who came twice a week, had left a note welcoming her and saying she’d be by to take her to market. The normalcy was a balm.

As the sun began to dip below the horizon, painting the sky in violent shades of orange and purple, the silence of the house began to morph again. The daytime watchfulness became a nocturnal attentiveness. Every settling beam, every creak of old wood, felt deliberate. The house was listening back.

Determined not to be spooked, Sadia made a decision. She would go back to the study. She would treat the collar not as a haunted object, but as an artifact. It was evidence. Of what, she wasn’t sure, but it was a starting point. A historian’s job was to follow the evidence.

She turned on every lamp in the hall on her way, pushing against the encroaching darkness. Back in the study, she switched on the brass desk lamp. The pool of warm light was a tiny fortress against the night pressing at the windows.

She opened the drawer. The collar lay there, inert, a lump of cold metal. It looked less sinister under the electric light, just old and sad. She took it out, setting it on a blotter. She examined it methodically, looking for markings, inscriptions, any clue to its origin. There were none. Just the brutal, functional design of a tool meant to degrade and control.

Her eyes fell on the desk itself. The forced drawer. She hadn’t looked properly inside it. Kneeling, she peered into the deep, dark space. Empty. She ran her hand along the interior, her fingers brushing against the rough, unfinished wood.

And then she felt it.

A slight lip, a seam. Not a join in the wood, but a deliberate gap. A false back.

Her heart began to beat a little faster, the thrill of the hunt overriding her fear. She found a letter opener in the top drawer and worked it into the seam. With a soft scrape, a thin panel of wood slid upward, revealing a hidden compartment.

Inside was a book.

It was larger than his journal, bound in cracked, black leather, worn smooth in places from handling. There was no title. She lifted it out. It was heavy, not with the weight of paper, but with consequence.

She laid it on the desk beside the collar and opened it.

The first page was not a title page. It was a list. Neat, columns of dates, names, and notations in her grandfather’s unmistakable hand. But this script was different from the journal. It was tighter, more hurried, almost frantic.

The heading at the top of the first column read: Nom Véritable. True Name.

Beneath it were names her grandfather had never spoken. Not European names given by masters, but names that sounded of deep forests and wide rivers. Kwame. Esi. Abena. Kofi.

The next column was headed: Date d'Arrivée. Date of Arrival. The years stretched back to the late 1700s.

The third column made her blood run cold. Date et Raison du Départ. Date and Reason for Departure.

This was not a record of employment. This was a slave ledger.

Her eyes scanned the entries, her breath catching in her throat.

“Kofi. 1792. Vendu à plantation Dominique.” Sold. “Abena. 1795. Fièvre.”Fever. “Kwame. 1798. Pour insubordination.”For insubordination.

The euphemisms were monstrous. “Départ” for a sale that ripped a family apart. “Raison” for a whipping that ended a life.

She turned the page, and the notations grew darker, more explicit. The pristine academic language of the museum out front was utterly eviscerated by the brutal truth in this book.

“Esi. 1801. Mort pour avoir brisé une jarre.” Died for breaking a jar. “Ama. 1803. Punition pour avoir regardé le Maître.”Punishment for looking at the Master.

The entries were a litany of horrors, each line a life reduced to a transaction, a fault, a date of termination. She could see her grandfather’s hand beginning to shake on some pages, the ink blotted as if by sweat or... tears?

She was so absorbed, so sickened, that she didn’t notice the change in the room at first.

The desk lamp flickered.

Sadia looked up, pulled from the past. The light steadied, then flickered again, a slow, rhythmic pulse. Dimmer. Brighter. Dimmer. Brighter.

On the third pulse into darkness, she saw it.

A shape. Standing in the corner of the study, beyond the pool of lamplight.

It was a man, but not a man. It was a silhouette cut from the absolute blackness of the room, a void in the shape of a person. It had no features, no detail, but it had density, a solidity that drank the light around it.

And then the light surged back.

The corner was empty.

Sadia’s heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. She stared, unblinking, at the empty space. A trick of the light. A retinal afterimage from staring at the page. She was exhausted, emotionally drained.

She looked back down at the ledger, trying to steady her breathing. Her eyes fell on a new entry, one that made her blood freeze solid.
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