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​Introduction
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We continued playing the game, and this time, we tried to break something.  Even if that meant breaking a lot of pencil tips on paper, or breaking another frayed piece of our sanity, hopefully we have broken the horror genre for our readers.  Our goal to terrify remains, as we take our readers’  ideas of horror and elevate them  to another level.  Silver Back and Black Belt humbly offer you our second anthology of terror, and gore.  Welcome to Horror Better Left Unknown.

Fans of our first book, Horror Better Left Unseen, were introduced to an underlying theme surrounding a character named Lucy in several of the short stories. This exciting little demon would crop up from time to time bringing the reader back to a true seed of evil in the collection. This anthology delivers exceptionally well in the same format, but with a new seed of evil.  This next anthology has some stories that carry a theme of an evil antagonist.  However, we didn’t want to bore you with a novel that you may get halfway through and set it down in the name of boredom.  So, we have interspersed some short stories that break up the sequences with this bad actor, keeping you guessing where the stories are going.  What’s more exciting is we have already started crafting a third character for the next anthology.

Ultimately, two rules have stayed firm in our hearts since we created the first collection.  First, we want you to enjoy reading these stories as much as we have enjoyed creating them.  Second, we hope to inspire you to “play a game”.  You never know what it may turn into.

-Silver Back and Black Belt
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Silver Back continues to enjoy sharing a warm and loving home with his awesome wife, four happy children, and two silly pugs in Houston, Texas.  Still engineering his way into a better way of life, Silver Back cannot get enough of I Prevail, and yearns for that “CrossFit high”.  (Seriously though... check out I Prevail, they ROCK!)

Silver Back wants to thank his family for their unending support and love.  Their continued patience in this process is beyond commendable.  They are the lucky ones that get to experience the nights of editing and writing.  “Trust me guys...  It’s worth it.”  He wants to further thank his mom and dad for being the best editors and critics since Siskel and Ebert.  Finally, he wants to thank Black Belt for the unmeasurable fun and incredible inspiration.  There is no better brother out there.

Hey Black Belt, “Seriously though, let’s  go break something else” comes to mind.  Also, in the immortal words of Brian B.  “‘Cause I’m in love with bad things!”

-Silver Back

Black Belt is still living the life perpetually balancing existential crisis in getting older while sorting through the thoughts of an undying eighteen year old in his heart.  Seriously, how do you people do this shit?  These stories are a great outlet though, as they have opened an entirely new avenue to gain insights as to how terribly twisted his brother Silver Back really is.

My family hardly knows nor cares what I write.  However, that does not mean that they have wavered in their undying support of my dreams.  I owe each of them the world, and I only weep at the notion that I won’t have enough lifetimes to make what they so deserve from me.  My parents deserve equal praise.  The help with editing and those hellish smiles of joy tell us that we are onto something.

Keep killing it bro!!!  As my muse and cornerstone, your impression on my life has been far more than indelible.  Our products would not exist without your enduring drive.  Love you tons!!!  “It’s not just the joy in life.... It’s the journey.”

-Black Belt

We also want to thank you, the reader.  Without you, the writing is not nearly as fun.  If you have any questions, comments, or just want to chat, please reach out to us at:

silverbackhorror@gmail.com

And on FaceBook, you can look up “Silver Back”, and drop us a note.

“If you don’t know the devil then you don’t know me!”

-Eric Vanlerberghe, I Prevail
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​Concupiscence
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Concupiscence....  The word echoed off the corners of Zorn’s mind.  His Slovenian grandmother had hammered away at the very word and its sinful nature as if forging an internal dialogue of shame and disgust for any natural pursuits.  No matter how innocent or earnest, if Zorn harmlessly sought the glance of a young lady, he would run to his shower and mercilessly scrub with his wire brushes until blood wept from his skin like a fresh tattoo colored with the hue of guilt and lust.  However, that was the old Zorn.  He had now found liberation.  Years of planning, saving, building, and fantasizing had won him a home that was tailor made to his wanted desires.

The walls of his home, quilted in the tanned flesh of his victims, stood as a monument to each and every lecture foisted upon him by his “Batcha”.  He prayed for his self inflicted nightmares to end.  Haunted by the longing eyes of each victim, Zorn could no longer tolerate his own bizarre dalliances that bridged his life to the very inner circles of hell where he should have been banished.  It was a fateful knock at his front door that changed it all.

Tall as he was thin, the pale man that cast a shadow over Zorn’s threshold wore a black nondescript suit and fedora that seemed to repel and boil off the rain drops as they cascaded from the midnight sky.  “Mr. Zorn Plavic. My name is Many.  We have waited patiently for a chance to meet you.  May we come in?”

Zorn hesitated to allow the stranger access.  Was it the eyes?  Or maybe the yellow teeth, and too red lips that peaked at him from under the front of the fedora’s long bill?  Before he could say “No”, the man gently placed his hand on the half open door and took long strides into Zorn’s house of terror.

“We like your home Mr. Pavlic.”  Zorn was speechless and felt the need to urinate.  “May we have a tour?”  Zorn looked outside searching for the remaining members of the man’s “we”, but there was no trace of further guests.

“May we have a tour?”  The voice of the stranger became stronger and more forceful.

“Y-y-yes...”  Zorn had to force the unsure word from his mouth.

The slender man gave a half smile, and started to walk toward the parlor.  Zorn wanted to run, but his arm automatically pushed the door shut and he followed the stranger in black.  He knew that following the man would bring his end, but he could not fight the urge to follow.

“We have a high appreciation for your...  tastes.  Who is your decorator?”  The evil presence seethed from the unlikely guest.  He looked at the walls of Zorn’s trophy room like a tourist looking at art in a museum.

“Me, I guess.”  Zorn choked up and felt forced in his answer.

“We hoped you would say that.”  Many raised his hands out to his sides as if beholding a masterpiece done by an unknown genius.
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​The Visit

[image: ]




Jack and Dianne were thrilled with their new bundle of joy, Toby.  A bouncing baby boy who had entered their home in early December.  Now in late January, the realities of parenthood were settling in.  Late night feedings and the constant cry of their little one had run nerves ragged.  Sleep was a premium item, and neither of them had much of it.

Jack was watching his LSU Tigers lose to the Fighting Irish of Notre Dame in the Gator Bowl when a ring came from the front doorbell.  He found it odd that he didn’t hear the visitor come up the wooden steps to their front door.  Living in Baytown, Texas everyone seemed to live in a house on stilts.  Most of the homes had large wooden porches that wrapped around them, and could only be accessed via large wooden staircases.  Jack and Dianne’s home fit that description perfectly.  Jack sat motionless for a moment trying to catch one more play when the doorbell rang again.  Not wanting Dianne nor the baby to wake up, he went to the door.  He opened it to find a hunched old man in too tight overalls and a beard that extended to his belly.  “Looks like Duck Dynasty finally met their match,” was the immediate thought that ran through his mind. 

“Hello, can I help you?” rolled out of Jack’s mouth. 

“Ma he a bla da da emi ga ga wa wa.”  Creaked out of the old man’s mouth.  The crackle and squeal of a parrot brought Jack back into focus.  He hadn’t noticed the ratty looking bird at first.  It had been hiding behind the old man’s hunch back and matted hair.

“Ehhh, Excuse me sir.  I didn’t quite catch that.  Could you repeat that?”  Jack felt helpless and wanted to keep the volume of the conversation down for his sleeping family.

“Me cay, ma he a bla da da emi ga ga wa wa.”  The old man’s eyes were squinted with tears, and a smell of unworldly body odor wafted into the house on the breeze.

“See the child of God. See the child of God.”  The parrot moved back and forth in a tick tock motion and repeated the phrase a few times.

“See what?  See who?  I am sorry sir, but you will just have to pardon my leave.”  As Jack reached behind himself to grab the door, Dianne came around him and said, “Uncle Fido!?!  You are not supposed to visit me.  You cannot see my baby!”

“Wait!  You know this guy?!”  Jack was really confused and didn’t know how to react.  The parrot started to bob its head up and down and make screeching noises.

“Child of God is here!  Child of God is here!”  Started to repeat from the scrawny green bird.

“Ma he a bla da da emi ga ga wa wa.”  Came from the old man again.  This time more demanding and with a hint of anger.  His ruddy old cheeks began to turn red, and his plump smallish hands started to knot up in angry fists.  Dianne grabbed the door from Jack and tried to swing it closed.  The old rotund visitor pushed his way onto the threshold and kept the door open with his girth.

Dianne yelled out “Don’t let him in!” as she turned and ran for the baby’s room.

“Ma he a bla da da emi ga ga wa wa,” came again from the old man.  Jack reached out with his free right hand and moved to put it on the stranger’s chest.  As his hand felt the bristles of the man’s beard, extreme stinging pain ran up his arm.  Jack pulled back and yelped in pain.

“Don’t touch!  Don’t touch!  Don’t touch!”  Yelled out the bird.

“Dianne!  Tell me what the hell is going on!!!  Please!?!”  Jack was hurting and mad.

“Ma he a bla da da emi ga ga wa wa,” came more calmly out of the Uncle Fido character.

“Don’t touch him Jack.”  Dianne came back into the room fully dressed and wearing her rain coat.  “Uncle Fido and I need to go talk.”

“Oh no!  You’re not going anywhere with that guy and his crazy bird!  You are going to tell me what in the hell is going on!”  Jack had gained his composure and was moving to slam the door on Uncle Fido again.

“Don’t!  Please don’t close the door.  Honey, I am asking you to watch Toby, and keep the peace here at home.”  Dianne tried to act calm and speak in a soothing voice.

“Jack, I have a coon ass uncle from the bayous of Louisiana.  His name is Fido.  He is a holy man in our community.  His guide is Benny.  That’s the ratty looking parrot on his shoulder.  Fido is here to prevent our child’s banishment to the underworld.  I need to go and negotiate with him.”  Dianne said all of it as calmly as reading a grocery list or considering things to watch on TV.  Jack started to shake his head, unable to process all that was going on.

“Ma he a bla da da emi ga ga wa wa,” came again from the doorway.

Dianne looked up and said “Pa ti a ya.”  Turning, she looked Jack in the eyes and said “Please, take care of Toby.  I will return.”  Diane stood up and moved her hands in front of the smelly old man as if to say, “you are in my way.”  The bird screeched and said “Fresh meat!  Fresh meat!”

As Dianne exited the home, the door slammed shut behind her.  Toby started to cry in the background.  Jack could hear crowds cheering on the TV, but had lost all interest in what was going on.  He felt locked in place and hopeless to do anything.  In an instant, he sprang forward to open the door to find no one there.  He did not see a car leaving the area, and he did not see anyone down in the front yard.  He went back into the house only to be greeted by more crying and the sound of the Notre Dame fight song coming from his oversized flat screen.  Jack locked all three locks on the door and called out for Dianne, testing to see if this had all been a figment of his imagination.  With no response, he went to see if he could calm Toby.

It was late, and not only was Jack worried about his wife, Dianne, he was paralyzed by not knowing what to do.  He picked up the phone receiver a few times with calling the cops in mind, but each time he ran through the story of what he saw of the old man, Fido and his wife leaving with him willingly pressed him to hang up each time.  Dianne did return.  It was 11:11.  Jack knew this because he saw the time on the VCR across the room.  The sickening green glow of the digits reminded him of Fido’s terrible redolence.  Jack wretched and choked back bile as the front door opened.

“Dianne!  Are you ok?”  Dianne looked largely unharmed.  Sure, her hair was slightly disheveled, and she looked like she could use a beer, but Jack’s scan of her didn’t alarm him necessarily.  Her raincoat was gone and her shoes were covered with black mud.  Dianne and Jack sat at the dining room table.  Toby had long since been put to bed.  Dianne’s story rocked Jack’s world.  Fido was once a sailor.  Not some Navy hero from Vietnam or even World War II.  Instead, he was something entirely different.  He was a sailor on a tall ship.  A slave ship to be exact.  Jack’s mind fumbled over the math.

“Wait, how old is this Fido fuck?” asked Jack.  Dianne explained that Fido had wanted to come to the United States at 20 years of age just around the year 1842.  The slave trade was so vibrant at the time in the United States that it was easy for a French street urchin to jump aboard a trade ship and indenture themself to the ship master for passage to all of the exciting opportunities in this new and fledgling country.  Fido, which was actually short for Figaro, circulated around a few ships as he got passed around from one to another, feeling like he had to pay off his indenturement, but also knowing he would run as soon as his feet touched American soil.

It was fate that brought him to the “Feldspar”.  The Feldspar was a British flagged merchant that shipped all sorts of goods.  Fido was only a deckhand, but he figured out what their payload would be as soon as he saw the West African coast.  Although a generally accepted practice, Fido was principled and didn’t care much for the idea of slavery.  Feeling like a slave himself after spending his over five years entirely at sea, he was essentially sold from one ship to another.  The only good news was that he had become a very educated seafarer.

The passage to the Caribbean was miserable.  The Feldspar had hit the doldrums in a bad way.  All of the produce had been consumed, and the crew was down to just a few barrels of hardtack.  Fresh water had also declined aside from sparse squalls that kept a few empties on the poop deck filled.  The 150 strong slave load had dwindled down to just over 75, although Fido wanted nothing to do with them.  He had heard tales that those “animals” had turned to cannibalism for their own survival.

The truth was much worse.  Fido realized something was up when he learned that the ship had run out of salt pork over a month prior.  Some of the slaves had grown ill and were thrown overboard, likely a merciful fate but Fido learned that a few were being butchered by the cook by order of the Captain.  Captain Frick was an evil bastard and everyone knew it.  All the sailors hated him as much as they feared him.  The rotund ship master had taken on the Feldspar at a young age of 23.  Some people said by luck while others said otherwise.  Regardless, Frick had become a very good ship master.  It was clear the captain had a dark side, and Fido was sickened by his decision on how to keep the crew fed.

Fido took action.  Admittedly, he wanted to just ride the tour out, but he couldn’t just stand by and watch the atrocity any longer.  Those were people down on that hold.  There were only twelve crew including himself.  Fido had worked out his path through the ship, rolling the now dead chef’s butcher blade over every single one of the crew’s throats.  The sad irony was that all of the blood and agony had forced Frick to hide his charts.  It only took a day of high noon and pick up on the dead reckoning to discover that they were so close to land, or at least he thought so.  The truth was that the ship had missed the Caribbean altogether, which brought the ship to the Gulf Coast of Texas.

It took a week to figure out how to communicate with the remaining Africans on board the Feldspar.  Fido related the harrowing story of slaying the crew and trained a few of the strongest to help get the ship to anchor.  After turning over sixty Africans to the Texas coast, Fido knew he had to become a ghost.  If he were caught, he would be hung for mutiny and piracy.  He fled with five of the Africans that felt indebted to him and headed for New Orleans where he sold the Feldspar.  They made up a story that the rest of the crew and cargo had died at sea, which was largely true.

Fido had made one big mistake as the years passed.  He kept in touch with the “5”.  Although Fido had declared them free, they were immediately pressed into slavery.  Even though he meant well, the tribesmen of the ill-fated Feldspar took out their agony on Fido.  Steeped in a dark evil, the slave population of the Feldspar cursed Fido.  He was to walk the Earth for eternity until one of his progeny, “the Child of God” arrived to liberate the “5” and bring them to Texas.

None of this shit was adding up for Jack.  The time spans of life, the fantastic stories, and the repugnant smell of Fido all made it too unreal for Jack to comprehend.  Dianne, as it turned out, was the only blood progeny left of Fido.  The great great granddaughter of Fido had to pay the final bill for Fido’s transgressions.

“What does this mean for Toby then?” asked Jack.

“Well, Fido wants to offer him up in sacrifice.”

“Fuck that, wrong answer, try again Dianne.  We’re not giving our newborn son to some fucked up medicine man that never learned about hygiene.”

“Look Jack, I believe we have arrived at an alternative solution.”  Dianne remained calm in the situation.

Jack started to retch the instant he smelled the stench of death somewhere close by in the house.  He wasn’t even given the chance to turn around.  Fido bludgeoned Jack to a pulp with a fid from the Feldspar.  Dianne looked up in tears over her husband’s dead body.

She said, “You can never come back, you bastard!”  Knowing that Fido may in fact return one day, but she would make sure that Toby would be prepared for that fateful meeting.
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​Baker and Candlestick Maker
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Susan hated to cook, but she loved to bake.  She could remember her childhood days passing while watching her mother, Lucy, make endless varieties of cakes, pies, and seasonal cookies.  Every December the dining room table would start to fill up with various ingredients found from all across town.  Lucy would plan for days on which recipes to work first to avoid spoilage of any one ingredient.  Many years later, Susan now struggled to match her mother’s planning and baking skill.

Demands were high this year. Maybe that was Susan’s mistake.  Offering to sell her baked delicacies to a very select clientele had grown out of control, and the prime ingredients had become very challenging to acquire.  Sure she had help, but it was her loving hand that worked the various doughs and batters.  It was the timer in her head and judgment on doneness that made it all her own.  Her son, Zorn, was her primary helper.  He excelled in finding the ingredients that made Susan’s cookies a smash hit.  Sometimes, Zorn would come home late in the evenings, but his mother would still be there slaving over the stove.

“Is that you son?” She would call from the kitchen.

“Yes Mum.  I am sorry I am late. The supplier was hesitant to give me the goods.”  Zorn rushed through the house and into the kitchen.  He handed his mother a plastic Piggly Wiggly bag. 

“Good boy.  Now get outta my kitchen wit’ dem muddy shoes.  What do you think, we live in a barn or something?”  Susan chuckled as Zorn did an about face and headed for the mud room.

Before her, Susan had six cookie sheets loaded with little white dough balls.  She took the back of a teaspoon and pushed each ball into a cookie bowl of sorts.  She then took the Piggly Wiggly bag and pulled out the treasure.  Susan eyed the desiccated arm.  The fingers bent over and the overly long fingernails dug into the now hollow hand.  She could still see the tattoo of a devilish looking man holding an anchor chain, and a beautiful Angel sitting in the pivot of a traditional ship’s anchor.

Susan smiled with satisfaction.  “He won’t be needing this anymore.  I won’t ask where you found the criminal’s paw Zorn.”  Was Susan’s thought as she took the elbow end of the arm and started working it back and forth on a box grater.  She carefully wound around all six trays sprinkling the arm remnants and debris over each cookie bowl.  Hair, bone, dried skin, powdered muscle all rained down and filled each cup.  Susan was tingling with excitement as was Zorn, who had returned from the hallway wearing socks littered with holes and strings.

“Do you think there will be one or two spares for us Mum?”  Zorn asked. 

“You know we need to sample for quality.  I am sure we can short one or two of the baker’s dozen in the name of quality.  Don’t you?”  Susan smirked.

Susan’s half smile dimmed and her eyes brightened with a new idea.  She had her mother’s old school recipe that she so longed for, Ham Salad.  Lucy, Susan’s loving mother, was a beautiful woman, and Susan could even remember how Lucy used to lick her finger tips to seal her pierogies.  It was “Grammy Lucy” that was the mastermind behind the cookie recipes.  She had emigrated from Poland as a little girl and brought the old ways with her.  Lucy’s mother and father had worked diligently to establish relationships with local meat markets as much as funeral parlors and prisons.  Now, they were some weird fuckers too.  The entire family insisted on letting food rest until it was room temperature before even thinking of sitting down and eating.  They also prayed to Draculius, the Roman God of Feces, each and every time they rolled a turd turban on the back yard picnic table, but damn, they could make some mean ass ham salad, and these facts all made perfect sense.  Ham salad, the penultimate mixture of ground ham, diced sweet gherkins, and mixture of mayonnaise and Miracle Whip (the thought of the concoction alone was delightfully nauseating) represented the perfect palate for the ground up bones and flesh of a total criminal.  It was so steeped in debauchery that you could smell the evil wafting from the decaying limb.
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