
  
    [image: Nun Survived]
  


  
    
      NUN SURVIVED

      A Horror Short Story

    

    
      
        REBECCA M. SENESE

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: RFAR Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Copyright Information

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Nun Survived: Prequel to The Night Killers

        Copyright © (2020) by Rebecca M. Senese

      

        

      
        Previously published in

        BWP 003: Bad Habits – Nuns With Guns Anthology, May 22, 2020;

        and Nightly Bites 3, November 11, 2020

      

        

      
        Published by RFAR Publishing

      

        

      
        Cover Design copyright © (2021) by

        RFAR Publishing

        Cover art copyright ©

        nito103/DepositPhotos.com

      

        

      
        This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. All rights reserved.

        This is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to real people or incidents is purely coincidental.

        This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any form without permission.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
          
            
              [image: ]
            
          

        

      

        

      
        Sign up for the author’s New Releases mailing list

        and get a free copy of the Rebecca M. Senese Sampler.

      

        

      
        Click here to get started: https://rebeccasenese.com/newsletter/

      

      

      
        
        Nun Survived

      

      

      
        
        Sister Theresa Santiago loves visiting the Convent of Our Lady of Sorrows for a desert retreat. Away from the bustle of the university, she enjoys the stillness and quiet of the night. Breathing in the cool air, ripe with the scent of jasmine. So soothing.

      

        

      
        Until a curdling scream disturbs her meditations.

      

        

      
        Forcing her to confront the impossible horror of a vampire attack on the convent.

      

        

      
        Can Sister Theresa fight off the monsters and survive the night?

      

        

      
        Follow Sister Theresa’s plight in Nun Survived, the prequel horror short story to the post-apocalyptic horror novel The Night Killers.
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          PREQUEL TO THE NIGHT KILLERS

        

      

    

    
      Before the vampires came, Sister Theresa Santiago loved the night. She would often sit outside in the small garden in back of the convent, breathing in the cool air, ripe with the scent of jasmine. She loved the way the coolness would tingle along her arms. The stone bench had a solidness underneath her that made her feel supported even if it was a little hard on her rump.

      This far outside the city meant no street lights, no light pollution to hide the night sky, so Sister Theresa had an awe-inspiring view of the stars as they began to poke through the darkness like an old woman’s knitting needle. Not that she knew anything about knitting even if, at fifty-two, she could be technically called an older woman.

      She didn’t think of herself as old. Not quite yet. Even with her brown hair starting to grey a little under her habit. Even with the new wrinkles that seemed to appear on her face every other day. But that was to be expected out here on the edge of the desert. All the moisture was sucked out of everything.

      Still, the old Convent of Our Lady of Sorrows was her favourite retreat from the hustle and bustle of the university. She loved the students, loved teaching them, loved the fast pace, the noise and mayhem of campus life, but sometimes she needed to retreat away from the occasional student who tried to use her knowledge of biology as some kind of refute of her faith. She never pushed her religion on the kids although she understood the tendency to push back against authority. To her astonishment, somewhere along the line, she had become one of those authority figures.

      Her, Sister Theresa, who often got in trouble for not wearing the traditional dress of the order, even if she did wear the habit. Who still swore when the occasion called for it, had a fondness for whiskey, could beat the monsignor at Texas hold’em, and do a mean salsa or lindy hop when the occasion called for it.

      Her. She was an authority.

      That cracked her up.

      But it also could be wearing, and at those times, she liked to visit this convent, just to breathe and reconnect with the big guy.

      That was another thing all the other nuns frowned upon, her constantly calling God the “big guy” as if it was disrespectful. Sister Theresa didn’t mean it that way at all. She figured God had the blackest sense of humour there was. Why else would he have given them free will?

      Besides, she didn’t care what they thought. Her relationship with God was between her and the big guy and she’d found nothing to shake it. Especially on a beautiful, clear, calm night like this.

      She breathed in deep, filling her lungs with cool air. The dust tickled her nostrils. She felt a sneeze building so she pressed on the spot just above her lips. It was a weird biological tick that pressing there cut off a sneeze. She didn’t know the exact mechanics but figured it was blocking a nerve response, shorting out the sneeze.

      Still left her nose a little stuffy though. And her ears a bit blocked.

      She sniffed, trying to clear them. Her hearing was muffled as the screech of some bird sounded in the distance.

      That was odd. She didn’t know of any bird in the desert that would screech like that.

      Another sniff and her ears unblocked.

      The screech became a scream.

      A human scream.

      Sister Theresa flinched. At the university, she was used to all kinds of screams, shouts, and yells but out here, out at the convent, there was usually peace and quiet.

      Who the hell (forgive her Lord) was screaming and why?

      Her knees cracked as she got up from the bench. A light desert breeze drifted around her feet, tossing up dust. It puffed as she moved toward the back door.

      As she reached for the knob, the scream cut off, like someone had clicked off an audio track. Had it been some kind of recording? It hadn’t sounded like it. It had sounded too deep, too rich.

      Too real.

      Sister Theresa hesitated. It had sounded like the scream had come from inside the convent, so whatever had caused it was inside. Did she really want to meet it head on? She didn’t have anything with her. Certainly the crucifix around her neck wouldn’t do anything against an attacker.

      There was the garage around the left side of the convent. It was a separate building with enough room for three cars and the workshop. She remembered the caretaker Anderson Freemount showing her around the first time she’d visited. Long tables lined the inside walls of the workshop, just a hint of dust from the desert. Sister Theresa remembered admiring Anderson’s ability to keep the desert sands at bay. Peg boards with tools hanging in neat rows, everything polished and in its place. Order and efficiency.

      Right down to the heavy, metal chest under one of the tables full of guns. The nuns hadn’t wanted them inside the convent but Anderson had kept them cleaned and oiled in the box. Once in a while he liked to hunt gophers in the desert.

      Sister Theresa had no intention of shooting anyone. She wasn’t particularly fond of guns although she knew how to shoot them. Growing up as a military brat before she found her calling had taught her that much and along with a healthy respect for weapons.

      It had also taught her that sometimes the intimidation factor of a gun was necessary. Especially this far out into the desert. It wasn’t like the police were ten minutes away. If something was happening to cause someone to scream like that, she was going to have to deal with it herself.

      The dusty, rough red brick of the garage made the structure look misshapen compared to the cool, grey concrete blocks of the convent. The garage had been added years after the original convent had been constructed but somehow it looked older and grittier.

      The desert hadn’t been as kind to the red brick as it had been to the smooth, slabs of concrete.

      Sister Theresa headed right, following the curve of the convent wall until she spotted the structure of the garage rising on the left like a black shadow from the desert floor. Her skin prickled in the cooling air. She was suddenly aware of how quiet it was, how the night air was cooling rapidly. When she’d first visited the desert it had been surprising how cold it could get at night. Desert had always meant sweltering heat to her before.

      But she’d learned that the desert had as many facets as any other climate.

      And deep darkness felt even deeper out here.

      It had never bothered her before. She’d actually loved the ability to see the stars at night, to feel the tranquility of the dark surrounding her but now, peering around the corner of the convent, she felt something out there, hiding in the shadows.

      Something sinister.

      She pressed against the convent wall, felt the roughness of the concrete against her palms and through her light black shirt. As usual, she’d forgotten her cardigan sweater in her room. The chill air pressed around her as the heat from the day bled into her from the concrete wall at her back. Dust tickled her nose. A light desert breeze caught a few stray strands of her hair that had escaped from her habit and brushed her cheek with them.
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