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INTRODUCTION

 

Happy Halloween! And if it’s no longer Halloween, at least every minute spent reading this book will make you feel like it is.

We’re already eight books into the Shallow Waters series (book 1 is free!), and although we’re planning on ending it at Vol.9, I just couldn’t resist doing a special Halloween edition. There will also be a special Xmas edition this year.

For those not familiar with the series, Crystal Lake Publishing has an amazing (and exclusive) behind the scenes community of readers and authors on Patreon, where we host a flash fiction writing contest every month (along with many other projects, including our Still Water Bay dark fiction series).

We post the Shallow Waters flash fiction contest on social media and in our newsletter every month, and give authors a few days to write and submit the story within the parameters of the contest (word count, theme, or perhaps a prompt). I’ll personally choose the best stories and post them on our Patreon page for our patrons to enjoy. I post one story a day, and at the end of the contest, patrons vote for a winner. The winner gets a cash prize, an author spotlight in our newsletter (and on our Patreon page), and publication in a future Shallow Waters anthology. The great part is that the best of the rest—stories that got a lot of votes but didn’t win—are also invited to join our series of flash fiction anthologies.

These contests are a great way to reward our patrons with even more perks, but it constantly proves to be a great source of inspiration and motivation for authors who rise to the challenge. It also brings a lot of new traffic to our Patreon page, which is constantly improving to offer readers and/or writers great perks.

So if you’re an author or reader, or just a fan of the genre and independent publishing, be sure to check out our tiers on Patreon. It’s a great place to go behind the scenes of the company while supporting authors, the small press, and this genre we all love so much.

For those not familiar with Patreon, it’s a monthly subscription-based site where you can follow creators in exchange for behind the scenes access, sneak peeks, and perks associated with the tier you pay for. There are a lot of amazing creators there. Just be sure to look for a tier that best fits your needs and wallet.

So welcome once again to Shallow Waters.

Welcome to Crystal Lake Publishing—Tales from the Darkest Depths.

Joe Mynhardt

26 October, 2022


In loving memory to everyone we’ve recently lost.


Karen Bayly is a writer, software tester, and author of two books: Fortitude and Tesato's Code. Her short stories and poems have appeared in Yellow Mama Webzine, Black Petals Magazine, and Every Day Fiction, and anthologies from Black Beacon Books Black Hare Press, and Crystal Lake Publishing. She lives in Sydney, Australia, with two cats, a guitar, and a ukulele.

 

 

Mummy’s Boy

Karen Bayly

 

For once, Neil Slocombe gazed in the mirror and enjoyed his reflection. Usually, the man who stared back, with his pale skin, enormous nose, and lank, mousy hair, irked him. However, this was Halloween, and he’d dressed as Imhotep, copying Boris Karloff’s makeup and costume but forgoing the desiccated skin texture. The effect was magnificent, a man he was sure the woman of his dreams would love.

His mother always told him, “Handsome is as handsome does,” a statement he thought ridiculous. Women loved handsome men, and the caption on Neil’s yearbook photo read “Ugly as a hat full of arseholes.” Women also didn’t go for science nerds, all except Chione. And tonight, he would win her heart forever.

He’d met Chione last Halloween when she knocked on his door, under the impression a party was on at his address. Once convinced of her mistake, she asked if she could come inside to talk. He was too intrigued to protest.

She’d dressed as a mummy, but the layers of bandages did not conceal her fantastic body. Her face was partially exposed, revealing a pair of dark and lustrous eyes. Later, as they spoke deep into the night, she’d unwrapped her head, stunning Neil with her beauty.

Best of all, she loved science and was fascinated with his work. Neil was unused to such enthusiasm. His mother had thought him a brilliant scientist, but women his age tended to yawn and wander off when he spoke about his research. But not Chione. She’d asked countless questions in her sexy foreign accent, offered intelligent comments, and asked more questions.

Her interest fanned his obsession with what he called “transmutation via transfer of energetic DNA.” Where he would typically hold back, afraid of what anyone who listened to him would think, he found himself compelled to tell Chione everything. He had devised a series of metamorphosis machines, each more elegant than its predecessor, which turned DNA into transferrable energy. He’d even created several chimeras, strange combinations of species or gender. Usually, at this point, people called him deranged. Only his mother had understood. And now, Chione.

When she’d left, minutes before sunrise, she promised to return next Halloween. He’d wanted to see her sooner, but she refused.

“I won’t be contactable for the whole year but surprise me when I return,” she’d said.

“How?”

“Wouldn’t it be wonderful if you built a machine big enough to create a human chimera?”

She’d smiled and kissed his cheek. He’d been too tongue-tied to say or do anything.

The soft glow of sunset through the window roused him from his reverie—time to ready the machine.

He ran down the stairs to his basement laboratory and threw open the door. The three male-female mice he’d created pawed the glass of their tanks, hungry. He refilled their food dishes and topped up their water. These mice were his most triumphant creation. So far.

His first attempts at transferring the life energy of one creature into another were not wholly successful, for he hadn’t predicted the negative consequences of interspecies hybridization. He’d hypothesized that a bird infused with the energetic DNA of a domestic cat would transmute into a braver beast. Instead, the poor thing beat its brains to a pulp while trying to escape itself. Likewise, the dogfish, designed for surf rescue, failed to surface to breathe and drowned.

However, intersex combinations within the same species were a resounding success. While the male-female mice masturbated more than expected, they were in every other way perfect.

Because of them, today would see the culmination of his research. He would join with a human female.

***

Neil paced the hallway. It was now midnight, and the pesky trick-or-treaters had ceased their harassment. Chione should have arrived hours ago, but he refused to believe she’d stood him up.

A soft knocking sent him running to the door. He threw it open, and Chione rushed into his arms.

“I’m so sorry, Neil. I had trouble getting away.”

He was about to ask from where, but she reached up and kissed his lips. All his questions evaporated, replaced by a melting sensation in his groin.

She stepped back and eyed him up and down.

“You look incredible,” she said.

“You, too.” She’d dressed as a mummy again, a perfect counterpoint to his Imhotep.

Chione kissed him again. “Now, where is my surprise?”

“Come to my lab, Princess,” he said in his best Karloff impersonation.

She frowned. “Why do you call me that?”

“The movie? The Mummy?”

She shrugged. “Sounds appropriate. Come, show me what you’ve made for me.”

As they entered the lab, he switched on a spotlight, illuminating a machine comprising two conjoined glass tubes three meters tall and one meter in diameter, each with a door. Where they joined was an internal gap of thirty centimeters. On top of one tube was a complex array of wires. Eight tentacle-like cables with oddly shaped electrodes at the ends hung inside. The second tube had a smaller selection of wires and only two internal cables.

Chione gasped. “Is this what I think?”

Neil nodded. “A human-sized EDNAT machine.”

“EDNAT?”

“Energetic DNA transfer.”

“Does it work?”

“Of course.”

“Can we try it?”

“There’s no try here, Chione. The transmutation is irreversible.”

She turned to him, her eyes gleaming with ravenous hunger, and a chill snaked up his spine.

“I want you with me always,” she said. “You are so brilliant.”

Her gaze never left his face; the hunger in her eyes intensified. Neil cursed his stupidity. There was nothing ominous here—only a woman enamored with his genius.

He licked his lips. “Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.”

“First, we have to strip naked.”

She laughed and began to unwrap the bandages around her body.

“Isn’t getting naked what lovers do?”

Neil scrambled to remove his clothes, his eyes transfixed by Chione’s body.

She spun around. “You like what you see?”

“You’re perfect.”

“So, let’s do this.”

He led Chione to the tube with only two cables and then positioned himself in the other. Despite fumbling fingers, he managed to attach all the electrodes to the optimal places on their bodies; two for her, the recipient, and eight for him. She said nothing, merely stood quietly, head bowed.

He flicked a switch above his head, and the machine whined into life. Within seconds, he saw rather than felt his nucleic energy shift. The edges of his body lost definition, and he emitted a bluish glow. Chione cast a sickly greenish light. Neil hadn’t noted the female mammals he’d used glowing any color but blue, but this was his first human female, so anything was possible.

Tentatively, he placed his fingertips above the small of her back. She stiffened slightly, then relaxed.

First, he pushed his hands into her, followed by his forearms. Next, he pressed his thighs into hers and his pelvis into her buttocks.

Finally, Neil thrust the rest of his transmuting body into Chione’s waiting form.

Holy mother of God, he thought. This is incredible, like Christmas and birthdays rolled into one.

Chione stepped out of the tube and started wrapping herself in bandages.

What are we doing? said Neil. Don’t you want to spend time exploring our new connection? Tell me how you feel?
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