
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Valac’s Rose

        

        
        
          K. A. Parden

        

        
          Published by K. A. Parden, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      VALAC’S ROSE

    

    
      First edition. January 22, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 K. A. Parden.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-5988499794

    

    
    
      Written by K. A. Parden.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For the future

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​The Afterbirth Eucharist
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Senator Marshall Johnston, 66, R-Fl., lounges in a plush heart-shaped bed in a back room of a seedy Tampa motel at four in the morning, his tight blonde curls resting on the alabaster thighs of the masturbating youth whom the Senator found tricking on a street corner. His mind undulates millipedically from the PCP and ketamine he ingested, not to mention the marijuana and heroin that the pretty boy had brought with him.

Johnston watches intently the boy’s soft sanguine flesh monolith as he strokes it furiously, looking into his eyes, lapping at his taint with reverent fervor, gripping his thighs.

Vulvas grow and bleed and wilt, replacing the tacky floral wallpaper. Blind mice (all voiced by Robin Williams) do handstands and jumping jacks in the corner. Elvis plays a piano then pauses suddenly and draws from his pants pocket an afterbirth eucharist which he promptly, coolly eats (as if it were some peculiar Japanese confectionery) before returning to playing the piano—nothing but dissonant tritones and ethereal micropolyphonies. Johnston’s attentive antenna throbs and pulsates with the dull tantalizing ache of sexual engorgement. 

Johnston fucks his Adonis doggy-style. Then the youth has to ride the Senator’s skin-sword, like a vague apparition of a dying Ottoman soldier in Wallachia impaled through the rectum and out the mouth by Vlad Tepes.

After this, Johnston goes home and sleeps until noon. Awakening, he snorts a pinky-thick line of cocaine and downs several opioid pills before picking his kids up from the home of his ex-wife (goddamn good-for-nothing cunt) and takes the children to see a movie, something by Dreamworks—a producer on the film is a good comrade of his.

He takes his kids to a park and lets them play. He watches them, then his mind turns to sports—how the Tampa Bay Buccaneers will fare against the Panthers. . . .

.

Shortly after Christmas, a woman named Ada—a transgender African-American law student, compassionate to all even if they despised her, unapologetically herself—was found in a secluded cubby of Ballast Point Park with her face crushed in by a sledgehammer and the bones of her arms and legs completely fractured, her limbs contorted in almost the shape of a swastika when police had found her. 

Presently, only spiderwebs of dark blood cling like alien claws to the ground, the whole quadrant of the park having been blocked off for investigation.

Her killers drink and smoke pot at their friend’s house at a party. One of the teens who took part in the incident has an ecstasy-fueled threesome.

On the early morning of New Year’s Eve, a transgender man named Leo is gunned down by a lone hooded assailant behind a hotel in Tampa. His body still lies lamentably distorted well into the morning. He is a bloody broken effigy of searing pain and tranquil solemnity, now freed from the tortures of life but shackled forever to the Great Beyond never to return, to experience the small simple pleasures that made life truly worth living.

His killer presently languishes in a sauna in Miami, living the high life from a surplus of Fuck-You Money, as he so generously calls it, though in three years he will kill himself via self-immolation.

.

A red mist blankets the city. Everyone feels it, everyone knows it whether consciously or not. But no one does anything. Where are they? The self-proclaimed samaritans, the everyday heroes, the state guardians? Why is the sea so still when the sky is rupturing?
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​Martian Gas Marti
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He walks with the idiosyncrasy of a zealous plague doctor who enjoys his job just a little too much down the dark crooked moist alleyway to meet with Arturo, his dealer and the most renowned pusher in the area, to buy from him a new stash of Martian Gas, a can of nitrous oxide that measures roughly a foot in length and is entirely extraterrestrial to these parts of Indiana.

He encounters Arturo leaning up against the side of an old slaughterhouse, beneath the sole light source in the alley: a single silver rusted flower of soft blue light sprouting forth from the brick above and behind him, clad in a silk kimono stained with semen, cigarette ash, and coffee. A golden earring sparkles, barely noticeable, from his left ear interpolated in darkness. His bald head gleams amidst the impenetrable void, his noble face with its elegant pudginess seems like a statue carved from an azure marble—the light and shadow falling in just the perfect way to accentuate ingeniously the stoic firmness of his visage. Beside his feet lies a dingy leather suitcase.

Marti already has the money out. “Here ya go, Art,” he says.

Arturo takes the cash, grins amiably, then opens the suitcase and withdraws from it a large cream charger can with an admittedly obnoxiously patterned logo on it. 

Taking the can into his arms with the delicacy of Mary comforting a newborn Christ, Marti thanks his dealer before heading off back home.

Arturo says nothing and instead reaches into his kimono and takes out a pack of cigarettes, popping one into his mouth as he watches his client go.

.

Home for Martin “Martini” Donaldson comes in the form of an abandoned dank mansion that would likely even scare off ghosts. The home was repurposed by himself and a friend of his, who is long dead to fentanyl by now. 

In the immaculate living room, upon a couch of torn faux leather, the chandelier overhead glimmering and occasionally flickering, with cockroaches lurking and fucking in dark nooks and crannies, cobwebs galore, Marti points the white nozzle of the Martian Gas cream charger into his mouth and presses down on it with his index finger, releasing and swiftly inhaling that laughing gas right into his lungs (and brain).

It’s orange vanilla cream flavored.

Marti’s memories suffer from large vacant gaps in the time and space of his life. Ninety-five-percent of his childhood has been eradicated. His intelligence wavers constantly, his attention span is utterly shot, and his grip on reality is on a steady, subtle decline.

Martini’s body floats, his mind balloons, and the colors around him pop. He is welcomed into complete exhilarating sedation with a dull headache.

He turns on the TV and watches Jimmy Fallon, taking another hit of Martian Gas. Marti scratches his genitals, and notices he has an erection which spurs thoughts of his ex-girlfriend Maria Maycliffe. She was dazzlingly stunning (like a kinkier feistier 1920s flapper) and she was amazingly gifted with a natural talent for saxophone, which she played at a club called El Diablo where Martini first met her.

But their relationship fizzled out soon enough: a mutual conflict of interest, nothing messy. But two months later, her car was found in a lake and her body nowhere to be seen. 

Martini would’ve preferred an arrow to his eye over that. He didn’t believe it when he first saw the headline and her photo. He was worried sick. The cops came and questioned him later that day, leaving him more shaken than he had been because he knew that without a doubt his friend and former lover had been murdered in cold blood, her daughter orphaned and traumatized.

He quit his job. Each day became an infernal mockery.

After collecting himself somewhat, Marti was slightly worried for a moment that they would try pinning the murder onto him. Though, not very long after, Maria’s ex-boyfriend Pierre confessed to it.

Pierre also confessed to murdering another woman (a teacher) in Wisconsin.

Martini takes another hit of the Martian Gas. Jimmy Fallon interviews Jerry Seinfeld. Marti feels he is going to pass out.

He idly caresses the razor blade scars on his wrists and arms. Memories come to mind of slashing great lacerations into himself. He wants to do it again. He can practically feel the smooth plastic handle on the knife against his fingertips, see so clearly the icy metallic sheen of a razor blade, the warmth of his blood, the distraction and ecstasy of pain, the control over his own suffering. . . .

Martin abstains. He falls fast asleep, peaceful as a praying mantis, in his cot while Billy Strings plays ‘Seven Weeks in County’ on the TV.

.

A woman in Fort Wayne is cleaved in the face with an axe wielded by her boyfriend after making love. She gasps and moans gutturally, croaking, bellowing, her face rended by a deep gash running lengthwise down her head. Tears are birthed from her crystal eyes as she looks at her killer while he gets dressed, the light quickly fading from her eyes.

During his interrogation, 27-year-old Lucas Meyer says she was ‘soiled’, a ‘harlot’, and that ‘the useless bitch had it coming’. He called the lead detective a faggot. 

He will be executed in February.
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​A Headless God
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Threaded in a tailored brown suit, arms outstretched, palms facing up toward the sky, gazing at the constellations, his platinum hair waving like seaweed in the wind, dark purple rouge smeared titillatingly on his lips, Antinous Leyva, High Luminary of the Celestial Order of the Deep Enlightenment, speaks dourly of the Demiurge’s Archons and their malevolent work on this planet. His voice is calm and serene.

“They will suffocate you beneath the spurred heel of their boots, and grind you into paste in the dirt. They will sway metaphysically the thoughts of Man (their favored demographic being the über-wealthy and powerful) so that indirectly they, his Archons, can suppress you and mold you to their will without having to even lift a finger. These mortal masters of depravity are the Pseudo-Archons. Some of them know that the fiend Yaldabaoth, the Demiurge, is their true master, and still do not care. But most don’t. They are weak and vulnerable to the illusory world that Yaldabaoth and the Archons have so expertly crafted.

But we know the Truth! The Way! Through the worship of Queen-Mother Monad, the vigorous study of her teachings as outlined in the two volumes of the Lux Libri, enlightenment/education and empowerment through the Goetic Angels, and vehemently spreading the Truth with our hearts pure and our heads held high, we can nullify the Wretched Artisan’s despicable tyranny!” 

He crosses his balled fists over his chest in an X-shape, then chants, “Embrace the Light! Spread Its Glow! Do What Thou Wilt!”

The disciples chant alongside him, and one of the people on the platform behind Leyva begins playing a thunderous drum, a wardrum of the Elysian armies of Wuotan. The forest vibrates as the booming echoes, scattering across the vacant wilderness, a ripple in a lake. Birds haggardly fan across the night sky.

Leyva and his followers stop chanting and are replaced by the sounds of a cello, then a violin, then a flute, all playing simultaneously. A tuba is added as is a trumpet. A piano comes in now too. An acoustic guitar. 

The song is both scintillatingly triumphant and opaquely ominous, a glorious sacrament. . . .

Vanden Djeoffries, a former UFC heavyweight champion, and Sigismond Werther, a former bouncer who served time for strangling a rowdy customer, escort the young woman to the nabla-shaped wooden altar carved with engravings of scenes from the Lux Libri. She lost her birth name long ago after they took her, she is known now as Fox. It’s the only name she presently remembers. She is nude and blindfolded, with inscrutable geometric symbols painted painstakingly on her body with some maroon pigment. 

She lies down on the altar with the help of Vanden. All is silent save for the howling of the wind, the rustling of leaves, and the chirping of crickets as the vast throng of followers await with excitement. 

Fox’s wrists and ankles are tied to either end of the altar. Her blindfold is removed. Leyva moves away from her and dons a wooden deer mask, turning around and facing the trembling woman. She watches him smile. It is a smile of relief, of hope, of subdued jubilation, of comforting assurance. For but a moment, she sees him in her hazy delirium as her own father, telling her sweet nothings and heartwarming reassurances after confiding in him a grievous nightmare. Luminary Leyva’s eyes are eclipsed by shadow, only two pinpricks of light in pools of dense darkness, as he leans closer to her and recites the words Beata mater te suscipiat apertis armis. He leaves her and stands toward the center of the wide platform.

At this time, the animal-masked audience of disciples begin a haunting melodic acapella. It starts off slow and relatively peaceful at first, then grows richer and meaner and more unearthly as more voices and developments are added.

Paxton Rubicon, the Order’s second-in-command and Leyva’s lover, wearing a wooden rabbit mask, singing a soprano part of the rite, joins Leyva’s side and brings forth the boy Étienne, Vanden bears forth the golden jeweled dagger upon a dark satin pillow with heliodor tassels. Antinous kisses Étienne’s forehead. The boy wields the dagger and traipses to Fox’s side. Stoic and solemn as a firefighter on Bloody Tuesday, he hovers the dagger over her chest. 

She wants to scream but can’t. She makes her fear known through silent tears and deathly quivering. He silences his thoughts. At the crushingly dire climax of the hymn, that single orgasmic rampart of immense sound from all sides, Étienne embeds the curved blade deep into Fox’s chest, directly piercing her heart. She gasps and lurches forward, then lies back down and moans softly with punctual finality.

The disciples cheer, cry tears of reverence, and call out, “Glory be to Magnanimous Monad!”

Some shout, “Hail Bael!”

This sacrifice is in return for Kindly Bael’s diligent service. If it wasn’t for his help that detective would still be on their trail. Glory be indeed, Leyva thinks.

Étienne brings the blood-soaked knife to his mouth and licks the blood from each side of the blade. He mutters a Latin prayer to both Monad and Bael, an extra thanks for their aid and grace.

.

The corpse of the woman Fox is burned in a pyre behind the barracks. Afterward, they spread her ashes into the forest and pray.

Her belongings and money are dispersed amongst the leading ranks of the Order in covert, closed-door machinations later that night.

.

Sitting around a campfire, sipping on wine and gin, smoking dope, equally exhausted and brimming with cheer, Mungo Sprouse (an Iraq veteran and fallen angel sports commentator) discusses the merits of anal masturbation with Jordan Longjaw (a former psychiatrist and hypnotist) and Buford Buffalo (a Canadian-born sailor) to a soundtrack of Depeche Mode over a Bluetooth JBL pill speaker. Most of the others are in their RVs or tents sleeping or fucking though a few lone encampments of these spectral pilgrims remain still.

“The prostate is more sensitive than the clit,” Mangy Mungo is saying.

Buford chortles, “Look, guy, ass play is as enjoyable as anything else. Personally, I’m not a huge fan of it but if that shit’s your bag then hey who’s stopping ya, y’know.”

“You’re naïve,” Mungo barks, “Come talk to me when you get 200 volts to the perineum.” He snickers, “Or a damned cucumber.”

“Sounds mighty lovely,” remarks Buford, “But too much anal can be a curse, y’know. A friend of mine a long, long time ago once tried taking thirteen professional football players, high on synthetic cannabinoids, at once. He died in the ICU four-and-a-half hours later. His insides looked like raw ground beef bathed in a demonic deluge of red wine. Not to mention what the ballers had done to his face.” Buford shivers.

Mungo Sprouse contemplates this case, “A complete jerk-off! He knew not the method to the madness! He was an oblivious Icarus. . . .”

Dr. Longjaw, who had been silently absorbing the spectacle in front of him, is approached by Peter Downing who carries with him bags of ayahuasca. Longjaw buys a textbook-sized bag off him and bids the record producer farewell.

An hour later, in the comfort of their shared RV, they smoke the ayahuasca. Within moments it impales their minds and injects its own programming directly into the center of their brains.

A red mist floods into the room at a sluggish pace. Soon they are all submerged in the torturous reds and avaricious shadows. The mist becomes fur becomes feathers becomes water becomes bleach becomes powder becomes mist. It bathes them. Smothers them. Blankets them. The tendrils of the ayahuasca fully palpate their minds and bodies. . . .

“The heathen visage charred and pulverized, beckons charming through curtains flesh,” orates Mungo Sprouse with transcendent nobility, “‘Heed the warning,’ says he, ‘For not one soul will prevail, not through the Year of Lamentation.’”

Longjaw, half-listening while watching ghastly pink elephants perform grotesque feats of vaudeville magic, promptly asks, “What is this Year of Lamentation exactly?”

A pause. Bats or gargoyles flitter and chitter overhead in the canopy of onyx trees.

“The exact date is occluded,” says Mungo, his hands held out rigidly in front of him, arms bent at the elbows 90 degrees, palms facing away from him, his eyes closed, “. . . twenty-seven mosquitoes hover over the cherub’s crib. . . .”

.

When morning (or more accurately afternoon) comes and the Lotus Eaters are all conscious, not one of them will remember this exchange, this divining of Higher Intents.
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​Entropic Model of the Familial Machine
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Patrick Spindrift holds at shotgunpoint his family. They all wear ugly commercial Xmas sweaters and pajama pants. They are tied to chairs and are gagged. Their extremities are bound stingingly tight by wire. His mother’s mascara streaks down her cheeks as she sobs and shakes violently with all-subsuming primal fear and premature mourning, frayed completely to hysterics. His father stares blankly at his son, eyes glimmering with welling tears. Patrick’s young siblings, Ana and Tobias, wail through their gags or drench their pants with tepid urine.

He loads the revolver and wordlessly aims it at his father’s shifting head. A crater erupts through the man’s forehead just above his right eye. Patrick’s father lolls forward and collapses out of the chair and onto the floor, saturating the faux wood paneling with the mercurial bloodfall that boils, geysers up out of the volcanic gaping exit wound on the back of his head, a sanguine saintly halo forming about his cranium. . . .

.

Afterward, Patrick takes a shower and changes his clothes. He makes a turkey-and-cheese sandwich and reads several short stories in a collection of Borges’ works. He turns on the TV and watches an obnoxiously liberal news channel for a while—an airplane apparently crashed in Easter Island, another school shooting, someone vandalized the home of a famous actor who has been under investigation for human trafficking, a dog was saved during a dreadful flood by a young boy and his father, scientists in Switzerland discover a possible cure for dementia. . . . 

Patrick flips on the masochistically conservative news channel, but is bored nearly to tears a couple minutes in. He turns on the Disney channel and watches as they play some bright bubbly 3D-animated Spider-Man cartoon for toddlers then rises from the sofa and pads past his gored family and opens the fridge, withdrawing and opening a can of Budweiser. The doughy liquor valves down his throat in serpentine fashion.

.

The interrogation room is chillier than the bowels of space, the pale fluorescent lights humming overhead, cigarette smoke hovering in the air between the detective and Patrick. An ebony Sony recorder rests on the side of the table, sponging all that is said betwixt them. 

“I thank you for the cig,” says the wolverine Patrick, his voice a grimy baritone, “This isn’t the first time I’ve murdered, I’ll have you know, detective. I drowned a hooker in a hotel bathtub in Mexico City in 2016. The place was called, I think, Castillo Rivera. That was a sloppy crime of pure impulse and I’m surprised that I got away with it, even there. The next time I killed was in 2018 when I erased an elderly couple at the behest of a dear friend.”

“And this friend was?”

Patrick grimaces and titters, muttering, “Pathetic.”

“What was his name?”

“My buddies and I called him the Angel of Nine Faces.”

“Buddies?”

“Yeah. It was like a collective of sorts composed of all kinds of people from all walks of life.”

Time passes. Eventually, after hearing the yarns of two more lust murders committed by Mr. Spindrift, of a nine-year-old girl in San Antonio, a gay guy in Seattle, Diego has coaxed Patrick into speaking about his motivations for the family massacre. 

“This wasn’t about revenge,” the killer sneers.

“Then what was it about, in your expert opinion?” Vice idly fidgets with a ballpoint pen.

“It was an Elevated Path. The penultimate rung in the spiraling ladder reaching into the sky. . . .”

“I see,” the detective takes a couple notes, “What can you tell me about this Elevated Path?”

Patrick scoffs softly, “Don’t worry about it, detective. I’ve said all that I am willing to say. I refuse any more questioning.”

Damn it, we were finally getting somewhere, thinks Diego. He tries to ask roughly a dozen more questions, even shares with Patrick darkly comedic stories of his time in Afghanistan, of his daughter’s school play, of his wife’s promotion to Chief of Surgery, but the man doesn’t budge an inch. 

“Fine then,” acquiesces Detective Vice, “I’ll see you again tomorrow.” He gathers his things, stops the recording, and stands to exit. 

“I’m counting on it,” hisses Patrick, his vocal cords pure permafrost, “Goodnight, Detective.”

Diego raps on the door with his knuckles, and swift footsteps approach, thudding from the hallway outside. The door swings open, two cops come in and seize Patrick. 

The detective glances at Spindrift as he leaves.

The man glares into Vice’s eyes.

. 

Outside, in his Toyota Camry, window wipers reservedly squeegeeing the rainfall off of his windshield, lighting up a cigarillo, Diego’s phone rings. It’s his boss, the Captain.

“Vice, we need you to get over to a homicide at Riis Park pronto.”

“Roger that.”

Cordially, the Captain says, “And I understand that you’re also still digging into that Ukrainian Village slaying, but, out of curiosity, I had Detective Becker take a look into it and he actually found enough to make a conviction. No need to waste more resources. I hope you can understand.”

“But sir, I was onto something! You said it yourse—”

“Look, I get it—you’re passionate about the truth. But we’ve got all that we need, and the DA is ready to move forward. Leave it, Diego.” 

A pause. Faint emanations of red mist billow from an adjacent grated manhole cover. “Yes, sir.”
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