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PREFACE



[image: ]




Horror is not bound by countries or continents. Horror is not bound by language. Horror can transcend all because no matter who or where we are... we are all afraid.

Back in the spring of 2020, Polish author Tomasz Czarny reached out to me with an interesting idea to essentially prove that premise. He suggested that we put a short fiction collection together, half of the book filled with his stories, and half with mine, and publish it through Dom Horroru, a small press Polish publisher that had released books by both of us previously.

I agreed right away. It sounded like a cool project—a true global cross pollination of horror, with half of the stories in the book (mine) having originally been penned in a different language, since all my work would, of course, need to be translated into Polish. 

But then... things got really interesting. 

Tomasz suggested that we try to co-write an original story for the book together, a full collaboration, perhaps set in the world of my novels Covenant or NightWhere. I thought about it awhile, and ultimately outlined a new story set in the world of Covenant, though not tied at all to the plot of that novel. Tomasz was enthusiastic about it, so we decided to give working together on the piece a shot. I would write a section, send it to him, and he would write the next section and send it back to me and so on. A true round-robin collaboration. 

Writing a piece with another author based on an established outline sounded pretty easy in principle, but this proved to be an especially difficult undertaking, because I do not speak any Polish, and Tomasz is not strong with English. So, each section one of us wrote had to be sent through a translator when it was complete before the other author could read it and start work on his next part. Tomasz had someone who could handle the translating back and forth... but that process put some big lags in our collaboration, because by the time one author got a segment translated and returned, the other was often busy working on other things. The end result is that the story took us the better part of a year to complete—I finished the last section in April 2021. It also ended up being a lot longer than probably either of us anticipated. 

Like any tale written from a short outline, there were scenes and segments that each of us came up with that were spontaneous and unforeseen. We each pushed each other and created something that neither could have written alone. Tomasz also writes from a grittier, darker place than I typically do, so he really took me back to my small press, extreme horror days. Sometimes, his bits made me squirm, and I hope they’ll do the same to you!

In the end, I love what we created together, and this strange collaboration would never have happened if not for Tomasz. I’ve written short stories set in the worlds of my novels NightWhere and Siren and The Pumpkin Man, but I had never written a short story about the Curburide demons of Covenant, my first novel and the book which really got things going for me as a horror author. That novel won the Bram Stoker Award back in 2005 and because of that, became my first book published in Poland in 2007, as Demoniczne Przymierze. It also spawned two sequels, Sacrifice (published in Poland as Ofiara) and many years later, Redemption. I hope someday all three books of the trilogy will be in print in Poland (the first two are now long out of print and Redemption has never been translated there). 

It's kind of a full circle moment that you hold in your hands in a couple of ways. 

Covenant was my first book to be translated in Poland. Years later, a Polish author who loved that book, Tomasz Czarny, pushed me back into the world of the Curburide and brought some of his unique Polish style to it. And now, a couple years after it was originally published there, it has finally made its way back across the water to be published in English for the first time. I can’t wait for you to read what we came up with.

Raising Malphus first appeared in November 2021 as the capping story to our joint Polish collection Sekrety, which, got some really strong reviews in Poland. And soon after that, Tomasz was talking with Necro Publications about publishing a translation of one of his books in English. Sadly, publisher David Barnett was killed in an auto accident before that happened. 

If Dave was still around, I probably would have sent him Raising Malphus to publish in English. So, it is fitting beyond belief that K. Trap Jones and The Evil Cookie are releasing this novella. Trap has kept several pieces of Dave’s Necro empire alive, so Tomasz and I are both excited that it is he who is finally bringing this strange, extreme collaboration to English. In a way, Tomasz is kind of being published by Necro now. The spawn of Necro!

For fans of my Covenant trilogy, don’t expect to find any of the characters from those novels here. Raising Malphus is not part of that plotline. But the Curburide are eternal. And The Book of the Curburide, extremely dangerous to handle. For anyone foolish enough to crack its spine.

John Everson

Naperville, IL USA

June 2024
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Chapter 1
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The street was ancient and narrow, a labyrinthine serpent winding beneath ornate structures that soared to the sky with arched towers, narrow windows and gargoyles guarding every endpoint. The buildings were old, classical. 

Anastasia Springer felt as if she’d walked into a history book; New York had some old structures with ornate architecture in areas, but nothing like this. Her home city was a couple hundred years old, but Barcelona was a couple thousand—it was really old. At least the buildings here in the Gothic Quarter—or Barri Gòtic as it was classically known—looked that way. Stasia knew that actually most of them were less than 150 years old—much of the area had been reconstructed at the turn of the 20th century to redevelop it as an attraction. Still, despite some of it being a relatively modern façade, the place captured the medieval in a way nothing built in New York City ever would or could. 

Stasia dragged her rolling suitcase from the bus drop-off near the main thoroughfare of La Rambla around the oddly out-of-time steel and glass modern facade of an Apple computer store, down a couple blocks and into the narrow passageways of the outer rim of the Quarter, looking for the tiny boutique hotel she’d booked. She hadn’t brought much with her, though she’d reserved her hotel for a week. And she didn’t intend on bringing much home with her at the end of this trip. 

She travelled light. 

She was here to gain knowledge, and that didn’t take up any suitcase space at all. 

She wondered if she’d have a problem here with language; she only spoke English, but all of her research on the Internet suggested that she would be able to get around okay with that restriction. Barcelona was a cosmopolitan kind of city and English speakers should not be too hard to find. She did know a smattering of Spanish, as well as bits of Latin and Greek. And the purpose of her trip was to find ancient texts that may very well have been scribed in ancient languages. 

So, she was ready. 

Still, the sign that indicated she’d reached her hotel was not exactly intuitive. She held the sheet of paper that she’d printed back in her apartment in New York and compared the numbers and letters above the narrow doorway. 

This was the place. 

But she had to work a little to confirm it. The girl at the desk inside knew enough English to check her in. Stasia was not completely sure she understood everything the girl had said, but she grasped enough to understand her room number and that breakfast was served at six in the morning. She accepted the plastic keycard with a smile and walked to the elevator, which was oddly painted with the black silhouette of a man. When the doors opened, it was as if the man split in half, arms grasping and disappearing into the walls.

Her room was also strange. 

It was not large but held a modern white wood bed with a small sink on the opposite wall that had curtains in front of it with the design of two giant human hands. She pulled the hands apart and saw her reflection staring back. 

A face that she hated. 

A long nose and thin cheeks. Tired small, beady eyes. Someone once told her she reminded them of a possum, and she’d never forgotten it. She’d certainly never attracted many dates with her pointy face and shy demeanor. 

Stasia pulled the hand curtains back closed and pushed her suitcase to the side of the room. Then with a quick shrug, she pulled the shirt over her head, unzipped her jeans and sat down on the bed. She wanted to go do a little exploring, but it had been a very long flight and she just needed to lay back for a little while before venturing out into the strange, foreign city.

The mattress was super soft and she sighed at the sensation of the silky comforter against her skin. She stretched out her legs and smiled. 

She had made it here. 

After all the months she had spent searching for information on the Curburide demons, she had finally found a lead that led her halfway across the world. Stasia had studied and practiced the dark arts since she was a teenager, but it was only recently that she’d found references in certain very rare, secret writings to the Curburide. Supposedly, they were a race of demons attracted almost exclusively to sex and violence. Sometimes they manifested as succubi and incubi, but for some reason, they were rarely discussed in paranormal writings. It was almost as if all accounts of their possessions and rapes had been carefully erased. 

From the few mentions that Stasia had discovered, they sounded very powerful; but it was difficult to find out much; libraries didn’t exactly keep authentic demonic spell and history books on their shelves. The people who actually wrote down the knowledge of demons did not publish it for wide dissemination. You had to first find active covens and demon-lovers and then gain their trust before you could get access to such carefully guarded knowledge. 

Stasia had found the most information about the Curburide in a handwritten small black leather book that had been kept locked up in a cabinet in an attic for over 80 years just outside of Baltimore. 

She had lucked out there. 

Stasia had just started seeing Camille, a girl she’d met at an occult bookstore who turned out to be as kinky as she was. After several sessions of tying each other up and using razors and hot wax as preludes to sex, one night when Stasia arrived at Camille’s house, she found the other woman had pulled up a rug from the family room floor to reveal a pentagram burned into the wood. It wasn’t long before the two of them were naked and inside its lines. After trading razor caresses and painting each other in their own blood, they had had the most intense sex Stasia had ever had with a woman. 

That was the night Camille had also revealed that she came from a family of demon-worshippers. To prove it, she took Stasia into her home office and pulled a worn black book from a lockbox. 
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