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For the cursed. Which might be all of us.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
	 

INTRODUCTION

	 

	 

	The novelette has been dismissed and disparaged. Some dictionaries don’t even define them as a unique form, listing only short stories, novellas, or novels. Others write them off as being “too sentimental” or “trivial”.

	This is silly, of course, and, with little effort it’s easy to see the novelette has a purpose and value. 

	What makes a novelette, then? Exact word counts vary, but these stories are longer than a short story and shorter than a novella. In this case, between ten and twenty thousand words; or, horror you can devour in about an hour or two.

	Sound like another form of storytelling?

	I’m not saying a novelette is a movie is a novelette. And I’m not saying written fiction needs to be like movies. But . . . But they are kind of like movies in terms of length and threads, right? If you’re willing to accept that premise, at least for the moment, may I present to you . . .

	 

	 

	SPLIT SCREAM

	A Novelette Double Feature

	 

	 

	Truly, what better way to present these stories than as a double feature? Do you have to read them back-to-back in a single Friday night after dusk? Certainly not. But could you? Absolutely.

	Shall we?

	This volume invites us to cursed places, asks us to examine how a place can turn against the people in it. The first, “Passing Glance” by Sonora Taylor, explores the mysterious Moore Mansion, full of eclectic art and labyrinthine rooms and passageways. Matthew Pritt’s “Lash Egg” follows, leading us through the Bear’s country and into the land of the Doe—but is that madness and plague on our tail?

	It’s time to grab some popcorn. Are you ready? Let’s turn the lights low, and please, don’t be afraid to scream.

	This is one is the eighth volume of series now. The ride continues. Whether this is your first time with us, or you’ve read one of the previous seven volumes—thanks for joining the ride.

	Long live the novelette!

	 

	Alex Ebenstein

	Tenebrous Press

	Michigan, USA

	December 2025

	 

	
Contents

	Passing Glance

	Sonora Taylor

	 

	Lash Egg

	Matthew Pritt

	 

	ABOUT THE AUTHORS
 

	ABOUT THE ARTISTS

	
CONTENT WARNINGS

	 

	 

	
[image: Image]

	
	 

	 

[image: Greyscale illustration of an ornate mirror reflecting the image of a silhouetted woman]

	 

	 

	Passing Glance

	Sonora Taylor

	 

	 

	Dylan looked out the window as her Lyft driver rounded the corner. It was a busy morning in downtown D.C., but the street they turned on was much quieter than the ones where she’d been stuck in stop-and-go traffic before. Row houses stretched all the way down the block. Dylan settled back in her seat, knowing that her destination was a mansion.

	The car stopped, even though there were no other cars on the block. “Here we are,” the driver said.

	“Are you sure?” Dylan asked. “I’m looking for a mansion. Moore—”

	“Mansion, yup. Never been, but the phone says it’s on the left.” Dylan looked that way as the driver added, “I’ve got another rider to pick up. I can double-check the address, but—”

	“Oh no, don’t worry about it,” Dylan said. “I’ll find it.” She unbuckled her belt, grabbed her overnight bag, and climbed out of the car. She left a tip as he sped off, then checked the email invite from her friend Heather, who’d organized what promised to be her ultimate 30th birthday party at one of Washington, D.C.’s most hidden gems: the Moore Mansion. From what Dylan gathered on the website, it was one of the oldest homes in the city and had to be visited to be believed. Little else was shared, and Heather followed suit, only sending the address so the guests could find it. 

	Dylan walked up the block, uncertain where to go, when a glimmer caught her eye. She looked and saw a figure staring back at her. She jumped a little before quickly realizing it was only herself, reflected in a large mirror standing in someone’s garden. It was full-length and bordered by old, intricately carved wood. Way too nice to be out in the elements like this, she thought.

	“Dylan!”

	Dylan turned and saw Heather running as best as she could in stiletto heels down the sidewalk, waving excitedly. Dylan grinned as Heather crashed into her, both of them giving each other an audible hug filled with “Oooh” and “So good to see you!”

	“How long have you been here?” Heather asked as they pulled apart. 

	“Just a couple minutes. I’m trying to find this mysterious mansion you suggested—”

	“You found it! It’s right here, silly.”

	“But that’s a rowhouse—”

	“The mansion is made up of multiple rowhouses! This is the main entrance. See that mirror? The mansion’s known for having tons of them.”

	“Ahh.” Dylan didn’t know why Heather couldn’t have mentioned this rather unique landmark to make the mansion easier to find, but no matter.

	“Come on, let’s go in!” Heather said, moving towards the steps to the mansion. Dylan glanced at the mirror one last time. She noticed words etched across the top of the border:

	Take a good look now, for when you come back through, you won’t be quite the same.

	Dylan smirked. Cute. She then followed Heather through the mansion’s ornate doors.

	Dylan’s jaw dropped as she and Heather walked into the grand foyer. The room sparkled with crystal chandeliers, which cast light on gold-painted fleur-de-lis wallpaper that stretched from floor to ceiling. Dylan walked up the path of the wallpaper with her eyes, the pattern stretching and stretching until she got to the top. When her eyes met the ceiling, hundreds of Dylans and Heathers stared back at her. The tiles were jagged mirror pieces scattered all across the space.

	“That’s the living mosaic,” Heather said. “It’s a changing scene based on who comes and goes.”

	“Are you our tour guide too?” Dylan asked with a wry grin.

	“I’m just so excited!” Heather said. “I’ve wanted to visit this place for ages, and now I get to do it and see all of you. I feel like I haven’t seen you all in forever, even the ones who still live around here.”

	Dylan nodded in agreement. Yes, she’d moved further away for a new job, but even before that she’d grown distant from their core college friend group that had once seemed inseparable. Some of it was the natural growing apart that came with adulthood, but Dylan also believed that with some of those friends, it was more deliberate.

	“Heather!”

	Dylan’s skin went cold at the sound of a deep voice she’d never forgotten. The cold turned to tingles that swam from her heart to between her thighs. Dylan turned as slowly and casually as possible and saw Hunter Davis swoop Heather into a hug. He’d barely changed at all. His golden brown hair still hung over his forehead, his arms still pressed pleasantly against his shirtsleeves, and his ass still hadn’t quit after all these years. 

	“I’m so glad you made it,” Heather said, her voice sounding as squeezed as the rest of her since she was wrapped fully in was in Hunter’s bear hug. They released each other, and Heather waved towards Dylan. “Look who’s here!”

	Hunter met Dylan’s gaze, one she hoped showed only minimal hunger. Even after two years away, the palpable tension between them continued to bubble and sizzle. It was inevitable and unstoppable, no matter how hard Dylan tried—though admittedly, she never tried very hard. Yes, Hunter was on again, off again with someone else, and had been since they met. Dylan had never made a move, no matter how badly she wanted to and no matter how much Hunter seemed to feel the same. Nothing she’d been accused of had come to pass.

	Yet, she couldn’t deny that Hunter still starred in her masturbation fantasies. She stayed connected with him on Instagram so she could see his face, dropped likes and small comments to keep her on his mind. And when Heather invited her via Facebook to the birthday party, Dylan only said yes when she saw that Hunter was coming.

	“Hey,” Dylan said with a small smile.

	Hunter gave a quick nod. “Hey back.”

	Dylan felt it in her heart: they were going to fuck tonight.

	“Hey everyone!”

	Dylan’s trance was broken by another guest’s loud proclamation. Her friend Daphne waltzed in, eyes growing wide. “Dylan! You made it!”

	“I did!” Dylan accepted Daphne’s tight hug. 

	Daphne looked up and her eyes went wider. “Jesus Christ, look at all those mirrors!”

	“It’s the living mosaic,” Heather explained again as she joined them. Daphne’s hugging attention turned to her and they air-kissed. 

	Hunter asked, “Living mosaic?”

	“Yeah, because it changes whenever people walk under it,” Dylan said.

	Hunter gave a sly smile. “What if it froze? Like, to fuck with people?”

	“How would it do that?”

	“Maybe they’d put a screen over it or something,” Daphne suggested.

	“Where’s Melanie?” Heather asked.

	Dylan tried not to blanch at the mention of that name. Melanie was the reason Hunter remained her fantasy. If she was here, then he was going to stay that way.

	Hunter shrugged. “Don’t know.”

	“She didn’t come with you?”

	“No, why would she?”

	“Jesus, can anyone keep up with you two?” Daphne said with a laugh. Dylan joined her, both for posterity and in hopes of containing her growing excitement.

	“You know we’ve been keeping it casual,” Hunter said.

	“But I thought it was, like, together casual,” Heather replied.

	“Now it’s less together.”

	“Oh no!”

	“It’s fine, really. We’re still friends.”

	“But I have you both booked in the same room!”

	“Oh.” Hunter shifted. 

	“I mean, is that too awkward for—”

	“Melanie can crash with me,” Daphne offered. “Then Hunter can have the room to himself.” Dylan caught Daphne glancing in her direction, and though it was quick, she sensed a hidden message: Don’t even think about it. Dylan tried not to roll her eyes. Even when Hunter and Melanie were broken up, people like Daphne and Heather seemed to operate as if they were still together.

	“Good evening, everyone!”

	A tall woman with copper braids entered the foyer. She wore a black turtleneck, khakis, and sensible heels, a sharp contrast to the crystals, gold, and mirrors decorating the space around them. Any doubt as to her association with the mansion, however, was cast away by the name tag on her shirt.

	“My name’s Tamara, and I’ll be your hostess tonight at the Moore Mansion—though the mansion has so much personality, it’ll practically host you.”

	“Ooh, spooky,” Hunter said as he wiggled his fingers in the air. The rest of them chuckled, Dylan a little louder than the rest even though it wasn’t that funny. She’d pretended to laugh at worse jokes by less attractive men in pursuit of dick.

	“Not too spooky,” Tamara said with a tour guide’s grin. “The mansion itself isn’t haunted.”

	“No way,” Daphne said with a furrowed brow. “Old places like this always have a story.”

	“Oh, there are stories,” Tamara promised. “But they don’t involve ghosts.”

	Heather’s eyes widened in excitement. Even Dylan grew curious. “What kind of stories?” Dylan asked.

	“We’ll tell those over dinner,” Tamara said. “For now, I can give everyone their room keys and let you get settled. Is everyone here?”

	“Almost,” Heather said. “There’s just—”

	“Sorry I’m late!” Melanie burst into the room, pulling a suitcase that rolled at maximum volume. 

	Dylan tried to mask her disappointment with a big grin, one even bigger than Tamara’s. “Hey, long time   no—”

	“Happy birthday!” Melanie sped right past Dylan and over to Heather to give her a hug. “The Metro was awful, I’m so sorry.”

	“Don’t worry about it!” Heather assured her. “We were just getting our room keys.”

	“And you’re rooming with me,” Daphne added, also giving Melanie a hug.

	“Ooh, slumber party! Maybe Heather can join us too.”

	“And Dylan!” Heather said with a nod in Dylan’s direction.

	“Yeah!” Daphne agreed as Melanie looked at Dylan. “Sorry Hunter, no boys allowed.”

	“Hey Dylan,” Melanie said with decidedly less enthusiasm, though her smile at least showed some effort. “I didn’t know you’d be here.”

	“Of course I’d be here for Heather’s 30th,” Dylan replied. “Wouldn’t miss it for anything.”

	“Ladies, gentleman?” Tamara cut in. “I hate to interrupt, but Chef has us on a tight schedule for dinner. Let me give you all your keys and some instructions on how to find your rooms.”

	“We just look at the numbers, right?” Melanie said with a smirk. 

	“That’s what Jenny Mills thought,” Tamara said casually as she began to pass out the keys, each of which had a large gold number on a different-colored tag attached by a ring. Dylan’s was turquoise. She glanced at Hunter’s and saw his was magenta. She squinted to try and see the number.

	“Who’s Jenny Mills?” Daphne asked.

	“An old guest. She visited us in 1924. She didn’t listen to her guide and went straight to her room—or tried to, anyway. As far as we know, she’s still looking for it.”

	Silence settled on the group as they all exchanged glances before Heather said, “Ooh,” with comically wide eyes.

	“I’ll give each of you instructions based on your room,” Tamara said. “Let’s start with the birthday girl.”
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	Dylan’s instructions weren’t hard to follow at all. She had to climb two flights of green velvet stairs, turn left at the James Dean poster, then check next to the bookcase filled with statuettes of Mickey Mouse. As she climbed the steps, she noticed odd decor across every hallway and plastered on every wall. The wallpaper changed from fleur-de-lis to aster, and then to sharks in the same position as Bruce on the poster for Jaws, all moving in perfect lines with tiny teeth made out of mirrors. A neon statue of Frankenstein’s monster greeted her at the top of the second set of stairs, a statue so large and bright that Dylan almost didn’t see James Dean pouting at her from down the hall. When she reached the bookcase, which was indeed filled with Mickey Mouse statuettes of all shapes and sizes, she looked all over for a door. Bruce the shark greeted her on either side of the bookshelf, but she saw no door.
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