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      If you, like ourselves, have made speculative fiction your bread & butter, at some point you have thrust a manuscript at an unsuspecting relative to hear back a very non-committal, ‘...it's a bit out there, isn’t it?’

      And, in fairness to them, it probably is. There are aliens and fairies, spaceships and ancient curses. There’s probably some body horror – of course there’s body horror. If you go to our very core of humanity, to the nervous centre of our vulnerability, what you’ll find is usually a horrible, horrible mess.

      What we keep asking of you, though, and of our often frightened relatives, is to bear with us. Because the question we keep trying to answer with our weird stories is still the same – how else would we talk about reality? How would you go about talking about an indescribable loss if not with aliens, or a cursed forest dweller? How to talk about the weight of family without curses, or that of relationships without gore? Is there really a way to talk about nostalgia, desire and heartbreaks without any feral instinct, without ending with a mouth full of blood?

      In the strange ways of bibliomancy, I was introduced to a Barry Taylor quote by way of John Green; in talking about his theological beliefs, he quotes that “God is the name of the blanket we throw over mystery to give it shape.” In a similar way, fiction is the blanket we have found to throw over that which is too large for us all to hold otherwise, too formless to speak about without some manufactured boundary.

      So please, bear with us. Don’t let the strangeness of the frame keep you from the picture – yes, even if it is oozing something that looks suspiciously like blood. There will be bones, and strange offerings, love found and lost, and fairies, spaceships and witches. There will be honesty to it all.

      Once again, thank you to all that have allowed us to keep chasing the mystery – to all the writers who trust us with their work, lecturers who share our calls and booksellers promoting our books; to the Arts Council and our growing community of readers.

      We couldn’t be prouder to share Out There with all of you. Trust us, this one will be weird – we don’t know any other way to be real.
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      Out of the tomb, we bring Badroulbadour,

      Within our bellies, we her chariot.

      Here is an eye. And here are, one by one,

      The lashes of that eye and its white lid.

      Here is the cheek on which that lid declined,

      And, finger after finger, here, the hand,

      The genius of that cheek. Here are the lips,

      The bundle of the body and the feet.

      

      Out of the tomb we bring Badroulbadour.

      
        
        THE WORMS AT HEAVEN’S GATE, WALLACE STEVENS
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      1

      My husband allows me to film our bed at night.

      2

      The working title of my new screenplay is at the end of the dark. The logline is: After a husband and wife amicably decide to divorce, their last night together is riddled with demonic disturbances, culminating in shocking revelations. What those shocking revelations are, I haven’t yet discovered. But I am hopeful having hours of footage of myself and my husband sleeping will spur this along, provide inspiration, as I don’t have much time left to finish the screenplay.

      3

      We attempt to power on the old Nikon my husband had (accidentally) stolen from his undergraduate cinematography class, which never morphed into a career, even with his MA in film studies; he’s in real estate now, which is why I get to stay home and write screenplays we pretend will be picked up by a mythical millionaire exec. The camera battery is dead and refuses to charge. We Amazon a new one. And because I feel guilty about the exorbitant amount of purchases we ship to our doorstep, my overly large share of consumption, I also order a compost bin for our backyard.

      4

      My screenplay opens with the husband and the wife casually discussing pros and cons of separation. They drink French-press coffee at the breakfast table. They smile. They care for the other’s wellbeing. They are more than civil; but the love is over, the love is dead. No amount of wailing, no amount of roping the moon will resuscitate it. They model decency in silky pyjama sets, nibbling petite slices of organic cantaloupe from the farmer’s market on silver flashing forks. He dribbles juice on his chin and she uses a cotton napkin to pat him clean – a spark of worry on her face.

      
        
        WIFE

        But who will take care of you?

        You are helpless.

      

      

      Well, that chafes him, upstanding man in silky pyjamas paying all the bills himself from his real estate sales, you can imagine. His voice rises. He blames her weird art for the divorce. But the wife politely nibbles cantaloupe like he’s telling her how good a day it would be for a picnic. The camera pans: the walls are covered with giant, over-human-sized paintings of dreary demon men. A demon man smoking a cigarette alone in bed. A demon man hunched into a whisky glass at a neon-lit bar. A demon man gobbling pizza in his car. A demon man rocking a wary-eyed baby. Even a demon man with tears streaming down his cheeks as he adds the carrot nose to a grinning snowman. The husband, still berating on, and the wife, still listening attentively, avoid looking at the demons. They pretend they do not exist. I believe, if I’ve read The Screenwriter’s Bible correctly, this is called the catalyst.

      5

      The new battery arrives wrapped in plastic, wrapped in styrofoam, wrapped in cannot-be-recycled twist ties. We soon discover that we ordered the wrong battery. Turns out a battery for a DSLR D2H will not, in fact, work on a DSLR D810 as the charts we consulted online led us to believe. I try to return it, but LORD. We order another without returning the first battery, which I feel bad about – another battery in the landfill? I’m sure Mother Earth is applauding. And the money, only fourteen dollars and some odd cents, I worry about that wasted money. Because real estate is doomed, you know. I can feel the clock ticking, the recession pulling me away from Final Draft with its sweet automatic tabs and French-press-coffee-at-the-breakfast-table formatting, back towards my previous job as a beleaguered high school English teacher, which was enough to make anyone wish to write screenplays, even if they are always about demonic disturbances.

      6

      So far, the wife’s best dialogue is:

      
        
        WIFE

        Surely it wouldn’t hurt?

        One last time?

      

      

      The husband, still offended, is only further affronted. He thinks sex is no good for people on the outs. He will not allow it. But – because a wine glass slides off the kitchen counter on its own accord, because he frowns into the bathroom mirror and his reflection smiles back, because their house is wallpapered in leering demons – the husband allows himself to be talked into sleeping in the same bed with his soon-to-be-ex wife. He allows himself to be licked into a final blowjob from his soon-to-be-ex wife. The Screenwriter’s Bible calls this the big event.

      7

      ‘Where did it come from?’ my husband asks. He fiddles with the tripod, then angles the camera toward me. I lie on our bed as though in a coffin, with my arms crossed over my chest. We are still waiting for the new battery and so we are only practicing, acclimatizing ourselves to sleeping with a lens pointed at our faces: a dress rehearsal of sorts. ‘What?’ I ask, reanimating my corpse to answer him. ‘Your obsession with horror.’ ‘My obsession with horror?’ He shortens a tripod leg. ‘Yeah, your obsession with horror.’ I resume corpse pose. ‘It started with you,’ I say. ‘Trying to figure out how to survive you.’ I say this cutting, like an insult. But it is a joke. We know it is a joke. It is the exact kind of joke we always make. We laugh.

      8

      Funny, the couple in my screenplay likes horror movies, too. They cannot remember which one of them started this insular mania, but they cannot get enough. They are ravenous. They feel there is always a gap in their horror movie knowledge, a hunger for the undiscovered. Whatever they watched last was a disappointment, fell flat on its fucking face, a dismal disgrace, it should have been better, what a shame. Whatever they watch next could be the thing. They are searching, they are searching, they are snobs really. Really nothing would sate them. But they don’t know that. The husband and the wife’s horror movie obsession is all backstory. I don’t have it in the right place in the screenplay, and I don’t know how to squeeze it in before the catalyst, in the first ten pages, which is necessary according to The Screenwriter’s Bible.

      9

      The 250 composting worms I ordered online arrive before the new camera battery. With the addition of a few warm days, there are suddenly millions of worms in my compost bin. My little wormies, I call them. I feed them kitchen scraps, mostly onions we let go soft and reeking banana skins and stinky takeout food we never got around to finishing. In the afternoons, I like to leave the demonic disturbances with Final Draft and dig into the steaming compost and watch the wormies wriggle from daylight. One sunny afternoon, our neighbour appears on the other side of the fence that divides us. She is very nice; she once told me she traveled to Vermont for her sister’s 102nd birthday and she said this with such pride, it melted my heart.

      I doubt she watches horror movies and I wonder what she thinks of our costly Sonos subwoofer and sound bar, which we bought before the recession to make our horror-movie viewings scarier. I wonder what she thinks of my screaming at jump scares, which I do even when I’m not frightened simply because I like to scream. I toss the wormies their daily allowance of soft onions and I say, ‘Hi! Isn’t this weather dreamy?’ The neighbour and I exchange normal pleasantries. She suddenly makes a funny face and I worry she smells the onions or glimpses my 346,792,928,475,953,948,679,248,659,999 worm friends, or perhaps she’s noticed the mountain of Amazon boxes clogging our front door. I brace myself. ‘You know,’ she says carefully, clasping her bony hands together, ‘your husband isn’t very kind to you.’ She peers into my eyes. ‘I can hear him. I can help you if– ’ I laugh and she startles. ‘We watch a lot of horror movies,’ I say. ‘That’s why I’m screaming all the time.’ This only serves to confuse my neighbour. ‘It’s not like that,’ I continue, more honestly. ‘That’s how we joke. We are sarcastic people. And you hear him because his voice is loud. You don’t hear the wild things I say.’ This alarms her, nice woman with her nice long-living sister, you can imagine. So I exclaim, laughing to prove I’m not some delusional battered woman, ‘Look at all my wormies! We are diverting our food scraps from landfills.’ And our nice neighbour says, stepping back inside the safety of the fence that divides us, ‘Oh. I was thinking about getting worms for my compost.’ So I exclaim, graciously to prove I’m not some delusional battered woman, ‘Take some of ours! We have millions!’ And what can she do but accept? Her cupped hands trembling as I fill them with wormies and soft rotting onions.

      10

      I muse. Maybe that’s what my screenplay is missing? Maybe the big event is not the errant blowjob, but actually the nice neighbour telling the wife that her husband isn’t very kind; she can hear him. And the wife is puzzled by this. She can’t figure out if it’s true or not. He pays all the bills? They have many shared interests, such as horror movies? And though the husband provides the wife with the financial ability to pursue her art – those dreary, ugly paintings of sorrowful demons – she is not always as happy as she should be. Her feelings are shapeshifters. One minute the wife loves her wormies, the next she sees them as an excuse not to address the heart of the problem: her ravenous need to consume consume consume. To demonstrate this need, I have the wife secretly pick up an extra-large stuffed-crust meat-lovers pizza and devour it in her car, slice on top of slice, while driving home to her soon-to-be-ex husband. She tears the pizza box into tiny pieces and feeds the greasy cardboard to her worms in her backyard compost bin. She burps. Then she goes inside for dinner. At the table, her husband serves her a few sauteed asparagus spears. She dribbles them with lemon juice.

      
        
        WIFE

        Yum! I want to gobble this up!

      

      

      
        
        HUSBAND

        (warns)

        Go easy on the lemon. You don’t

        want to overwhelm the char flavour.

      

      

      The chronological placement of this scene is all wrong. So would that then make the errant blowjob the catalyst? And not the big event? Can pieces of plot be swapped, exchanged, manhandled so easily? Is that cheating? The Screenwriter’s Bible does not say.

      11

      My husband comes in from showing another house. ‘How’d it go?’ I ask. He sighs, shakes his head. I rub his shoulder consolingly. ‘How’s your day going?’ he asks. I consider my wormies, wriggling from the light, copulating in their little wormie knots, fleshy, all secretion, all different shades of pink, all different thicknesses – thin as a hair, fat as a pencil. ‘Good,’ I say. ‘And the screenplay?’ he asks. I sigh, shake my head. ‘I lost the plot.’ Then I am crying, keening into my laptop. ‘I’ll never get it right. There is no mythical millionaire exec waiting for me. I’m average! I’m not really good at all.’ My husband rubs my shoulder consolingly. ‘You’re right,’ he says. ‘You’re the worst writer there ever was. Deplorable. Lousy. Derivative. And I hate you for it.’ He kisses my forehead and I laugh bravely through my tears. ‘We’ll have the camera footage tomorrow. That will help.’ ‘Sure,’ I say. ‘What do you want for dinner?’ he asks. ‘We could order a stuffed-crust meat-lovers. To cheer you up?’ ‘Perfect.’ He kisses me again before he goes off to fiddle with the camera: tonight’s the big night. We got the correct battery; he’s figured out the night vision. What would our nice neighbour think? She is just so wrong. If I had been my husband, watching me cry over the misplacement of another demonic disturbance, I would have beat the absolute shit out of me.

      12

      After the errant blowjob, the husband and wife go to bed: here comes the midpoint. The husband turns fitfully on his side, facing the door. The wife turns fitfully on her side, facing the wall. Symbolic, I know. They try to sleep. Restlessly at first, shifting blankets and juggling pillows. Then the husband snores softly. The wife whimpers. The camera holds for so long it feels intrusive, watching people who don’t know they are being watched. Suddenly, as if time jumped, the husband stands on the wife’s side of the bed. He leans over her.

      
        
        HUSBAND

        (whispers)

        Darling, darling, honeycake. Wake up.

      

      

      She frowns in her sleep – she does not want to wake. She believes this is the morning of their separation. She does not want to face this.

      
        
        HUSBAND

        Fire of my loins, idol of my  heart, wake up.

      

      

      Well, that wakes up the wife who swallowed her husband’s cum only to get his cold shoulder in return, you can imagine. She eyes him suspiciously.

      
        
        WIFE

        Have you been drinking?

      

      

      
        
        HUSBAND

        (laughs)

        Come with me.

      

      

      He suavely kisses her fingers and takes her by the hand; he helps her out of bed. Their eyes locked, they walk out the bedroom door. Perhaps he will go down on her now, because you have been left feeling the imbalance of their sex; like an ear infection, it makes you woozy. After a long moment, the camera pans from the empty doorway to the bed. Where the husband of the errant blowjob, of the unreturned orgasm, sleeps soundly.

      13

      ‘Are you sure?’ My husband wants my consent. ‘If this is done, it cannot be undone,’ he says. ‘Like cutting off all your hair,’ I say, running my fingers over his nearly bald head. ‘Like quitting your teaching job of fifteen years,’ he says, elbowing me in the ribs. ‘Like that blowjob,’ I say. He laughs. I suavely kiss his fingers and take him by the hand. I lock my eyes on his: ‘I’m sure.’ My husband nods bravely. ‘Me, too. Anything if it will help you get this screenplay figured out.’ He presses record. We lie down in the bed, facing each other. Symbolic, I know. We think of our future selves watching us, gray green in the dark, and knowing we were thinking about them. I sit up. I smile at the camera and wave to my future self. My husband catches my waving hand. He whispers, ‘You’re giving me the creeps.’

      14

      The husband of the errant blowjob wakes to an empty bed. He throws back the covers. He hates the wife for sneaking out of bed when he’s sleeping. What a nasty trick! Her roaming the empty dark house in her robe, like a ghost of female vengeance. Her footsteps on the hardwood are the sound of rebuke, reproach, reprimand. He’s had enough. He rears up out of bed.

      
        
        HUSBAND OF THE ERRANT BLOWJOB

        Goddamn it!

      

      

      He must find her, bring her back to bed, where he can keep an eye on her. Where she can’t do anything stupid. He stomps down the hallway. He blusters into the kitchen. Upon the breakfast table, lit by the romantic brilliance of a hundred candles: hunks of golden cantaloupe and ruby watermelon; bloody pomegranates ripped open, leaking; split peaches and nectarines the colour of sunsets; apples, yes of course, apples! apples heaped like treasures men kill each other for; oh my god, the plums with their tart skins and the apricots with their honeyed flesh. Amid this pagan feast, the suave husband laps up the wife. She is in ecstasy; so joyous, she giggles. She rips a cherry from the stem with her teeth, swallows even the pit. Her nipples are covered in the jewels of raspberries. On her head, a crown of grapevines. Between her moaning, her whimpers of delight and pleasure and surrender:

      
        
        WIFE

        I want to eat it all!

      

      

      
        
        HUSBAND OF THE ERRANT BLOWJOB

        Louise!

      

      

      The wife looks at the kitchen doorway and sees her husband in his silky pyjamas, the husband who pays all the bills from his real estate sales, the husband who her neighbour says is not so kind. The wife turns with horror to the husband between her legs. The suave husband gazes upon her. His chin shines with the succulence of mangoes, the lushness of the wife’s cunt. This is the crisis.

      15

      My husband falls to sleep as if the camera is not watching us from its self-righteous tripod perch, the little red recording light upon our faces. But I cannot sleep, knowing in the morning I will watch this footage of me restlessly tossing, knowing I was thinking about watching my future self in the morning, knowing the footage won’t help me write the screenplay in the least – it is simply a diversion. I sneak out of bed and roam the empty dark house in my robe, like a ghost of female despair. My footsteps on the hardwood are the sound of failure, defeat, ruin. I stand in our empty living room and I wonder what the walls would look like covered in giant, human-sized paintings of dreary demons. Alas, my husband is not the dickhead husband in the screenplay; he is kind, in spite of, maybe because of, our mean little jokes. It is how we comfort each other: I will verbalise your worst fear, then you will realise how silly you are being. Perhaps my supportive kind husband is why this screenplay will go nowhere – because my fiction is too fake. If he was truly cruel, truly the husband of the errant blowjob, I might be inspired. For consolation, I slip outside and head for my compost bin. The night is dark with the new moon and our nice neighbour waits for me. We are both barefoot. ‘It’s not my husband,’ I explain. ‘He’s a kind man.’ She nods slowly, her neck creaking and cracking; she is ancient, I realise. Her 102-year-old sister must be the baby of the family. She says, in a voice as old as the cold wind that blows around us, ‘I was wrong. I am not often wrong. Nine times out of ten, it’s men. Used to be, it was only men.’ Our nice neighbour rolls her dull, primeval eyes. ‘You women these days. With your big dreams.’ I shrug, apologising on behalf of my entire generation of tricksy women. ‘Tell me then, why this hunger?’ our nice neighbour murmurs. ‘I see it.’ She swirls her long, crooked fingers through the air, as if they can taste my anguish. ‘A shadow of desperation all around you. You are starving.’ I try to explain, ‘I lost the plot. I’ll never get it right. There is no mythical millionaire exec waiting for me. I’m average. I’m not really good at all.’ ‘Ah,’ she says. ‘Ah!’ Her dull eyes sparkle to life. ‘You’re right. You’re deplorable. Lousy. Derivative. No one wants your boring stories. You were better off an old frumpy teacher – at least you were useful then.’ It is a relief to hear her honesty, something other than my husband’s silly faith in me. ‘Can you help?’ I ask. I reach for her, but she pulls back. ‘It will cost you. Something dear. Something kind.’ I’ve watched enough horror movies, written enough horror screenplays, to know this was coming. ‘I’m willing,’ I say. She smiles, clasps her bony hand with mine.

      16

      
        
        HUSBAND OF THE ERRANT BLOWJOB

        Louise! What are you eating!

      

      

      A banquet of luscious fruit does not weigh upon the breakfast table. No, no. The wife is covered in wormies. 346,792,928,475,953,948,679,248,659,999 wormies, copulating in their little wormie knots, fleshy, all secretion, all different shades of pink, all different thicknesses – thin as a hair, fat as a pencil. Wormies and soft rotting onions. She screams. She runs her hands over and over her naked body to get them off! off! off!

      
        
        SUAVE HUSBAND (V.O.)

        Louise.

      

      

      The resonant depth of the suave husband’s voice fills the house. It stops the scream in the wife’s throat. She goes as still as death. The suave husband takes her face into his hands.

      
        
        SUAVE HUSBAND

        Look again.

      

      

      The wife looks again. Her long hair is tangled with baby strawberries, delicate leaves and precious white blossoms. Beneath her feet, furry skins of kiwi, prickle of a pineapple, the miracle of figs. She gasps.

      
        
        SUAVE HUSBAND (V.O.)

        (sadly)

        It’s not the first time he’s  deceived you.

      

      

      The suave husband holds a bronze pear to the wife’s lips. Their eyes lock. She does not hesitate: she bites in.

      
        
        HUSBAND OF THE ERRANT BLOWJOB

        (horrified)

        Louise! You are eating worms!

      

      

      The wife whirls to him. Her eyes flash. Her molars crunch.

      17

      My husband stands beside me in our moonless backyard. He is not in silky pyjamas but in boxer briefs and an old t-shirt from a never-heard-of indie band from a show he went to way back when he still went to shows, when he was a cinematography major, before he gave up his dreams so he could make enough money to support mine. The maple trees blow in the breeze, waving branches which always seem so rigid, but are actually elastic, dancing and working up to the big dramatic moment, like the emphatic gestures of a Greek chorus. ‘What are you doing?’ my husband asks. I am on my tiptoes, leaning into my compost bin, buried up to my elbows in my wormies; I do not mind the smell, which is of rot returning to the earth. And it is warm. My compost bin gives off heat. I try to explain, ‘I wanted to see what they do at night.’ My husband stares. I try again, ‘I’m not sure if they sleep.’ My husband blinks. ‘The worms,’ I say. My husband breathes out of his mouth. Then I finally land on the correct words, ‘For my screenplay.’ My husband sighs with relief, ‘Of course.’ I can get away with most anything if I say it is for my fictions. He peers around the dark backyard, searching. ‘I thought I heard you talking to someone?’ ‘No.’ ‘Well, what’s the verdict?’ ‘What?’ I ask, startled. ‘Do the worms sleep?’ ‘Oh. Not that I can tell,’ I say, ‘but I’ll need to do more research. Why don’t you go back to bed? I’m going to get some writing done.’ My husband frowns. ‘Now? It’s like three in the morning.’ I smile beatifically. ‘I was struck by inspiration.’ He grins. ‘That’s wonderful.’ He rubs my shoulder consolingly.

      18

      In revision, I flashback to the scene with the nice neighbour, when she tells the wife her husband isn’t very kind. The nice neighbour, her hands full of wormies and soft onions, gazes upon the wife. The niceness cracks from her face like a mud mask gone dry.

      
        
        NICE NEIGHBOUR

        I can get him to be kinder. A  little more romantic.

      

      

      The wife doesn’t hesitate. She is hungry. She bites in.

      
        
        WIFE

        Yes.

      

      

      
        
        NICE NEIGHBOUR

        It will cost you.

      

      

      The nice old neighbour is of course a witch, didn’t you know? For you can’t have demonic disturbances without a little help from a witch.

      19

      The next morning, my husband has no houses to show. We sit in our pyjamas in front of the TV with the Sonos speakers and the camera ready to show us the night, but we don’t have the courage to hit play yet. I feel I must warn him. Instead, we google it and it turns out worms sleep, but not necessarily how humans sleep. ‘What were you really doing outside last night?’ my husband asks nervously. ‘Who were you talking to?’ ‘Here.’ I hand him a copy of the screenplay I finished moments before he woke. ‘Can we do a table read?’ ‘Now?’ He is surprised. ‘Now.’ It must be now, for we don’t have much time left.

      20

      We have arrived at the showdown. The wife stands up from the breakfast table. Fruit rolls from her body. The suave husband rubs her shoulder consolingly. The husband of the errant blowjob is frantic.

      
        
        HUSBAND OF THE ERRANT BLOWJOB

        We have to run!

      

      

      The wife crosses the kitchen serenely, as if he’s telling her how good a day it would be for a picnic. Blueberries squish beneath her heels.

      
        
        HUSBAND OF THE ERRANT BLOWJOB

        Snap out of it, Louise! We  have to get away from that,  that, demon!

      

      

      The wife lifts her hand. With a cupping motion – as though dipping into a bowl of chocolate pudding, as though revelling in the joy that is chocolate pudding she could not help but take a handful – she scoops out his chest. His heart. The husband of the errant blowjob is not solid, but gives in: skin and bones and blood. He stares disbelieving at the hole in his chest. With a tentative tongue, the wife tastes: his quivering flesh is sweet. She gobbles up his heart. She sucks her fingers clean.

      
        
        HUSBAND OF THE ERRANT BLOWJOB

        (beseeching)

        Louise, I believed in you.

      

      

      She falls on him, devouring his delicious body and his scrumptious screams. The camera pans to the wife’s paintings in the living room: all those dreary demons are actually sun-kissed, muscly versions of the husband. Like Roman statues, such worshiping of the male body. You see, we started the movie in the husband’s perspective and now we are in the wife’s. It is the REALISATION and the TWIST all in one.

      21

      When we finish reading my new screenplay out loud, my husband is silent. He runs his hand over and over his mouth. He keeps his eyes on the title page, as though the text might rearrange itself. ‘Do you at least like the ending?’ I ask. ‘I think the ending is clever.’ After the wife eats up the husband of the errant blowjob, the wife and the suave husband make out on the kitchen table, amidst the fruit, which flashes to wormies, which flashes to fruit, wormies, fruit, wormies, fruit. Suddenly, CUT TO BLACK. But we linger in the audio. Their heavy breathing, the wife’s orgasmic moans, her shouts of exhilaration – or is that panic? Hard to tell the difference between ecstasy and terror. Then THE END. ‘I think the ending is clever,’ I repeat uncertainly. My husband asks, ‘What did it cost?’ I play dumb, ‘What?’ He motions in the direction of our nice neighbour’s house. ‘This is it, isn’t it? The script that a millionaire exec will pick up? You made a deal. I know your writing. I know your stories. The first drafts are never good.’ I do not argue; I rub his shoulder consolingly. ‘Louise, I believed in you,’ he beseeches. ‘What did it cost?’ He’s watched enough horror movies, read enough of my horror screenplays, to already know this was coming. I pick up my husband’s hand, quivering now, as insubstantial now as pudding. I do not know how to tell him I gobbled up his heart, and I am still hungry. Ravenous. So I hit play on the camera instead. The video starts with us lying down in bed, facing each other symbolically in the dark. My past self pops up and waves at the screen, at the future me, the me that is now. My husband shivers. ‘You’re giving me the creeps,’ he says. His video past self echoes, ‘You’re giving me the creeps.’ ‘Shh,’ I whisper. ‘Watch.’ The camera holds for so long it feels intrusive, watching ourselves as we try to sleep. Restlessly at first, shifting blankets and juggling pillows. Then my husband snores softly. I whimper. Suddenly, as if time jumped, I stand on my husband’s side of the bed. I lean over him.
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