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Content warning




The following book contains:

-Extreme, graphic violence

-Hard (albeit mostly invented) drug use

-A lot of sort of strange sex scenes

-Sexual assault

-A truly terrible film in production

-An incredible abuse… of ellipses


For my Dad, who kept making jokes about a sequel.
And then, I wrote… this.


“Children of tomorrow live

in the tears that fall today”

-Black Sabbath


“I wear my shades at night 
so I can look in the abyss



I see something in nothingness
if you can picture this”


-Cage

“No experience could ever match the sight

of when a person is through

If it's the last thing I will do,


I'll be the one that will escape from Hellview”
-CKY



Midnight

July 17th, 1974

Running through the clearing at midnight, her breath ragged in her throat. A prey animal in the moonlight. The revs of the chainsaw right behind. Sharon can practically smell the spent gas as the engine of the terrible machine snarls like a hungry wolf. Her foot catches on a rock and she nearly falls, crying out, but manages to right herself, feeling the blade pass within inches of her scalp. Her lungs burn as she hears him just behind, panting, a dreadfully sexual sound in the cold summer night. The loud thumps of his feet stomp along the forest floor.


The treeline, make it to the treeline! screaming the words in her head the treeline, fuck! I can’t die!



The perceived safety of the foothill pines, California buckeye, and mountain mahogany, a place to hide that isn’t so out in the open. Sharon dares a glance backward and sees those terrible, wide, dark blue eyes peering out through the fiendish bluish-gray zombie mask, eyes so dark they appear black. The tall man in his blood-stained chambray shirt and darker denim, his chainsaw painted black. His long brown hair is tucked under the mask. The tip of the blade catches on her t-shirt, nicks the tip of her back and she screams.


And then finally she is among the dense trees, still running as fast as she can, but she no longer hears him. Sharon slows and hides behind a wider pine, cautiously peeking out.

Laurent Drucker is gone. Vanished without a trace.


God damn it, where the fuck did he go?! Panicking now, a different sort of terror.



She can’t see the tall man anywhere. It’s so hard to believe that just two days ago she and her friends had come to this lake, to these campgrounds—for a vacation, a relaxing getaway. And one by one they had disappeared, except by the time Tammy, Jared, and her had noticed that Jenny, Amanda, and Jeff had gone missing it was just too late. Drucker had stolen the battery to the Jeep, and while initially he had kept himself hidden, once they found Amanda’s body—gutted and strung up in a tree—he had burst forth from the wilderness with that god damn black chainsaw of his, and that zombie mask.



Sharon sits as still as she can manage, practically holds her breath, listening for the crunch of leaves, or the snapping of a stick. How the hell did none of us hear a fucking chainsaw?! Except, Sharon suspects he may have used a large knife to kill Jenny, Amanda, and Jeff. Though, maybe he had just used a chainsaw. They were all very drunk the first night, and drinking most of today. Making out. Smoking weed. Having sex in the tents. Everything was lovely until a 7 foot hulking beast of a murderer stormed in.


Had all of her friends really been murdered? What sort of cruel nightmare was this? What sort of a world would let a bunch of fun-seeking 20 somethings get stabbed and sliced apart by a madman?


I need to make a run for it. I need to try to get to a house, to some sort of civilization. Sharon racks her brain, trying to remember if they had passed any homes on the drive in. Maybe? Fuck, why didn’t I pay attention on the drive in?! Except she knew why, she was necking with Jeff the whole time, and they were both a little high from the joint they split on the drive. In fact, not even a little high, they were very high, the sort of high where time no longer has any meaning, where you end up in different places and barely remember the journey.



In a sort of lunacy her mind’s eye is filled suddenly with flashes of the night before with Jeff. His hands on her body in the tent, the sweat of the two of them: his mouth between her legs. And then, just as quickly, the flash of his decapitated body, the neck stump spouting blood; his head sitting neatly in his lap, the mouth permanently trapped in a rictus grin of death. No, try not to think about that. He’s gone. You are still alive. You need to get out of here alive!


Sharon scans the trees in front of her, peers her head around again to scan the trees on the other side. There is something on the ground by her feet. She bends closer to inspect the object.

The object is a severed finger.

Sharon literally has to bite her tongue to keep from crying out, and realizes by some stroke of dumb luck bending down at this exact moment has saved her life, as she hears the WOOSH then the THUNK of a thing lodging itself into the pine tree where her head was moments ago. She scurries out of the way and stares in horror at the Bowie knife, the blade lodged inches into the flesh of the foothill pine, realizing the strength required to do that, this enormous insane man out of her sightline able to casually toss a knife into a tree like a normal man might a dart into a dartboard.


Then the first drop of blood splashes against her cheek. Sharon’s eyes raise to the limbs of the tree. Jenny’s corpse is impaled through the middle, the fingers of her right hand all mangled and broken, barely hanging on by muscle fibers or fractured delicate bones. They remind her of the tiny bones of a small, dead bird.



8 P.M.

July 14th, 2045


Nelanie stands at the back of the store. Her red-blonde hair catches the light and has a luster to it. She wears a t-shirt for the band The Darkness, which bunches around her large D cup breasts. It must be cold in this place because Nelanie’s nipples are clearly visible through the fabric of her black t-shirt.  


The convenience store has a loud humming air conditioning unit. Nelanie walks up to the counter. There is an old man, with a vape pen, loudly sucking in, then exhaling a large cloud of mist. He has long gray hair and a long, gray beard, and overalls. He wears no shirt underneath the overalls.


“Hi, can I have a pack of Camels?”



“It’s not safe to go out to them woods,” the old man says, taking another hit off his vape pen.



“And why not?” Nelanie asks, leaning in, fluttering her large, fake eyelashes at the old convenience store clerk.



“There is a gosh dang zombie chainsaw murderer?”



“Excuse me?” Nelanie says, eyes going wide.



“I said there is a god damn zombie chainsaw murderer!”



“Oh, you silly old man.” And Nelanie pats him seductively on the shoulder. The old man visibly stirs.



“Are all of you going out to have a liberal, carefree, butt-fucking soiree?”



“CUT!”



Gerrard Montbuckle stomps forward, in his white designer boots, and bright Hawaiian shirt; his aqua green hair is coiffed with product to within an inch of its life. His bright pink corduroy swish as he walks, while he shakes his finger in the old man’s face.



“The line is ‘are you going to have a liberal, young and fun orgy’!” Montbuckle shouts, practically hissing. His white designer boot taps a furious rhythm on the dirt. This is not a man used to be told “no.”



“Sorry, kid,” the old man says, walking out from behind the counter.


The old man has an enormous erection tenting the front of his overalls.


“AH!” the drone camera operator cries out.



“CAN SOMEONE TAKE HIM?!” Montbuckle shouts, and a young PA in her 20s, with a green knit cap, and a black t-shirt with the words Lake Killing in plain white block letters on the front takes the old man by the hand. She gives the front of his body a wide berth.



“Shut off the damn projector,” Montbuckle tells another man. The convenience store disappears, revealing simply an old wooden desk where the counter previously stood. The man in charge of the projector gives Montbuckle a thumbs up.



“Hey Monty, can I take a break?” Gert Stafford, the actress playing Nelanie asks. She twirls her strawberry blonde hair, absently.



Distractedly, Montbuckle waves his hand and says “fine, Gert, just be sure it’s only fifteen, all right? We gotta get a few more scenes finished tonight. And where the fuck is April Macdonna?”



“Not sure,” Gert says. “I’ll let a PA know if I see her.”


Gert smiles at Monty, in a way that speaks of someone who has had many secret encounters with another.

Monty smiles back like an asshole. Though, to be fair, this may just be how he smiles all the time. 


“Could you, that’d be faaaantaaastic,” Montbuckle says, a visible sneer plastered onto his smug face.



April sits in her trailer, staring at the bags under her eyes in the mirror. Her heart is fluttering in her chest. This is her first film she’s done since ending her porn career.


People had really been nasty about her choice to try to go mainstream with her acting. They lamented the death of April Floods, who was known as a very enthusiastic and sex positive actress, one who always went the extra, insane mile in any scene she performed.


People loved to be shitty and speculate that she was on drugs, or that she had abusive people behind the scenes forcing her to do what she did. But the truth was she just liked to fuck, knew she was good at it, and didn’t really feel all that much shame about doing a job that, unless you slipped in your heels, didn’t really hurt anyone.


So why was she so in her own head now? If she had really been so okay with being a pornstar, then why was she obsessively going over the lines on her face, the bags under her eyes, the way her smile looked when she tried to put one on? 


Was it just the stress of transitioning to a different sort of acting? Of having to perform a new and slightly different sort of way? Ultimately, it didn’t even seem all that different. She’d read Montbuckle’s low-key terrible script, and it played like softcore, anyway. 


So why was she so god damn nervous about being in a relatively small, indie horror film? She had never overthought things when she was still working in the adult industry. Everything had felt mostly natural. Even in the silliest scenarios, she had not been so lost in her own anxieties. Not nearly as lost as she was now. 


A knock on her trailer door takes her from the place she’s been wandering within.



“It’s open!”



“Hey, dude is having a conniption fit, can you get to set?” the PA says to her, a sympathetic smile on his face. 



“Yeah man, tell him I’ll be down soon.”



“Thanks, April,” the PA says, then closes her door. She can hear his radio crackling from outside and him replying, though she can’t make out the specific words.



It’s so weird, she almost feels like she wants to cry. What the hell is with that? I’ve acted in over 100 films. But were those really “films”? Would the average person count a porn film as a “film”?



“Oh my god, stop, some of them were probably better directed and acted in than this fucking thing will be.”


Great, fucking talking to myself… again.


Her mind flashes to Ryan. The night they broke up, a month ago. The way he threw a plate from the kitchen table, clearly aiming for her head, but she got lucky and him being drunk meant his aim wasn’t exact. She wasn’t proud, but the shock of it, the anger mixing with the sorrow—she couldn’t really control herself. The punch connected with his nose before she even realized she was throwing it.



All the blood, shit, it was such a mess. But they had been dating for 3 years and he was furious she was leaving the industry. April secretly suspected his real issues were less her leaving the adult industry, and more him being afraid she would fail with mainstream acting; that he might need to be more than just the dick you’d occasionally see on her clips she filmed from home. April hadn’t even really cared about all the other women he fucked. She didn’t get jealous about that type of shit. It was his clear doubt she could ever be anything other than a woman who fucked for money. That was what stung.



Okay, I need to just focus. Clear my head, try to ignore the intrusive memories.



She had a job she’d been hired to do, a decent enough gig, fun enough. Nothing left to do but just fucking do it, I guess, she thinks, licking her now dry lips. She grabs a bottle of water off the table in front of her, then greedily swigs down the liquid. Some water goes down the wrong tube and she coughs.



Fuck, not now, Jesus! She manages to stop coughing, takes another drink of water. 



Let’s do this, she thinks, stretching her arms over her head, cracking her back.


April takes a deep breath and exits her trailer. 

Montbuckle is pacing back and forth.


“Okay, this is the scene where the witch blows Zake, so Benny, you ready?”


Benny Ritz smiles, and gives Montbuckle a thumbs up.


“Okay, Cassandra, you ready to suck a fake cock?”


Cassandra, aka Candy St. Ives is dressed in a black cloak, her normally light brown hair dyed jet black. On her knees before Ritz, she gives a thumbs up, only her back facing the crew and director. 


“ACTION!”



The drone camera operator slowly brings in 3 floating cameras, one behind Candy, aka the “Sexy Witch,” one to the side of her on the right, and one to the left side. Montbuckle stares on, attentive, hyperfocused.



“Your friends and yourself showed up at a strange time,” the Sexy Witch says, staring up at Zake, who has the expression of a man with his cock out next to plump lips adorned in bright red lipstick.


Ritz himself is doing his best not to pop actual wood. He keeps trying to think of that one time he saw his grandmother naked by accident when she forgot to lock the bathroom door in her house and he went to pee.


A realistic looking fake penis sits outside of the open fly of his acid wash jeans. One of the drone cameras is now behind the head of Ritz aka “Zake,” to get his POV staring down at the Sexy Witch.



“You are one smokeshow of a witch,” Zake says, laughing.



“Good, goooood,” Montbuckle mumbles to himself, lost in the scene.



Suddenly, out of nowhere the old man actor shouts “HOLY SHOOT IS SHE SUCKING HIS D?!” and Montbuckle screams in frustration ‘CUT!”



He turns to the old man. “Please, for the love of all that is holy, can you stay in your fucking trailer?”



The old man shrugs. “I wanted a sandwich.”


Montbuckle squeezes his hands into fists.


“Daisy, please help him get his sandwich, and then get him the fuck off my set for a while?Hmmm?”


Daisy, the PA in the green knit hat takes the old actor by the arm and leads him off to the craft services van.


“Should have never let my dad convince me to hire his damn friend…” Montbuckle says under his breath.



“Okay, everyone, let’s take five!” Montbuckle says.



Montbuckle needs to go take a damn Xanax. He storms off to his trailer to do just this. The dynamo needs his medicine, he thinks.



12:15 A.M.

July 17th, 1974


Sharon vomits all over her black Bad Company t-shirt. Another fresh wave of nausea hits, but she hears the maniac coming, chainsaw revving. Through watering eyes she stares on in panic as the lumbering giant bounds towards her, each long leg allowing him to travel vast distances with ease. The blade dips through the air and she dives to the side, the very tip of the nose of the saw catching her along the left side of her ribcage. The pain is enormous and she knows the cut is a mere scratch compared to what that terrible weapon is capable of. Insanely she thinks, just like Jesus, before another wave of pain annihilates any thoughts, save escape.



She has to think fast. There isn’t any time to falter. Some sort of weapon! A decent sized tree branch to her right—she grabs the branch and with all the force she can muster jabs the bough hard into the big man’s crotch. Sharon hears the air escape him through the mouth of the zombie mask, in a fast, loud exhalation. The blow hurts her too, though, the movement agony against the fresh gash in her side, but before she can think better of it and before he can best her again she smashes the branch into his right knee with all the strength she can muster: even more force than the hit previous. Drucker screams in pain and rage, drops his black chainsaw to the forest floor, where it continues to whir like it’s got a mind of its own.



Now! she thinks, running for her very life in the direction of the road, and by extension in the direction of civilization, miles off though it may be. Only when the chainsaw is just barely discernible in the distance does she curse herself for not trying for the knife in the tree, or the chainsaw itself.


Laurent Drucker yells as loud as he can, he is apoplectic. He angrily snatches the knife out of the pine tree. His testicles are swollen and he can feel the ache radiating deep into his abdomen. But he can ignore this pain, the worst of it is his knee.

He needs to catch the girl before she can get away. Before she can ruin his plans. This will be a lot harder now, with his knee the way it is.


He picks up the McCulloch Power Mac 6 and flicks the switch to off. He loves the chainsaw the way a man might love a wife. He has custom painted this normally bright yellow chainsaw black, and swapped out the 14 inch bar that came with the saw factory standard to a 16 inch bar. He’s replaced the normal chain with a slightly thicker gauge, about .63 as compared to the typical .50, with a pitch of .404 inches.


His beauty does the trick. His baby kills like nothing else.


He loves to kill. There is the greater purpose, of course, but the killing itself is a joy to him. The ritual is just… a bonus. The mint on the pillow. The toothpick from the front of the restaurant. The fingers he’d snap off of the hookers unlucky enough to get into his black, 1973 Ford Econoline. To the best of his knowledge they have yet to find them, those dead whores, weighed down as they are with heavy chains in this very lake: Clear Lake.



He wears their fingers laced about a twine necklace under his shirt. Which suddenly reminds him, he’s forgotten to grab the new one. The finger by the pine tree. Damn thing must have slipped out of his pocket. He has been in a bit of a rush.



He’s a big person but it is considerable work cutting out human hearts. Breaking the rib cage alone takes some doing.



9 P.M.

July 14th, 2045

The day is nice, but she suspects rain will fall. She has always had a sense of these types of things. The weather, especially. Her mother used to have a similar gift, diabolical bitch that she was.

The way he looks, it’s almost like he’s sleeping

“Almost,” she says, aloud.

He should wake soon. Of course, she has not tested. Not all that much. She’s done just enough to know he will come back. He will return.

He will rise and he will act. And his actions will be a thing of exquisite and terrible beauty. His deeds will become the stuff of legend. Of nightmare.

“My dead man.”


In his trailer Montbuckle recalls the whirlwind year he’s had since 2044. He was an intern for a VR company, basically just a fucking gopher—as in go for coffee, go for lunch. But he had noticed this experience, this sort of real time film the crew had been working on. One night when the rest of the team were gone he had snuck in and watched the rough cut of God Damn Zombie, a sort of 90s absurdist love quadrangle slasher film. And he had been inspired, but also he had been real fucking sick of being an intern.



They had made him sign an NDA, so he made sure on the weekend when he got real drunk and fucked up off Appletinis and Molly to switch up things just enough he wouldn’t be sued. 



He hired current or ex pornstars, since he knew they already had the sex appeal. This left scooping up some no-names in a casting call. Gert and the “teenagers” (all in their 20s, he’d aged them up so he could do more sex scenes) were the only other women he cast.


And so what if he had fucked most of them? And so what if he had fucked most of the PAs? He deserved to have a little pleasure.

He knew he was a genius.

Who else would have the brilliant idea to film at the actual site of a real life massacre?!


He had researched into Laurent Drucker and the murders in 1974. He had done this after noticing a line in God Damn Zombie about a killer named Lafayette Drunder. He was able to discover the real murderer right away: after all the names were intentionally similar.



For his part he named his killer in his script Lavern Drumgool. The actual title of the film is Damned Lake Massacre. He has the fake title for the film Lake Killing, so no snoops can come around, if they happen to piece together that the ex intern from VR Experience has gone off and more or less riffed on an existing property, and by extension the individuals involved, Jake, Melanie, Amy, and David. Not that he really thinks anyone is going to notice until after the fact—and as the saying went better to ask for forgiveness than permission. 



A knock on his trailer door. “Yeah?” Montbuckle asks.


Gert comes into the trailer. She stands before him. Gert slowly lowers to her knees. Without a word she unzips his fly and takes his cock out from his designer briefs.

Gert takes him into her mouth, his dick going deep down her throat. Before she has even begun Montbuckle is spasming and crying out, and she swallows. 


“That was—”



“Efficient. Yes. Get out of my trailer. Tell the crew and cast I will be out shortly.”



“Okay, April, is my Zamy ready to rock?”


April gets heavy douche chills from Montbuckle, but she has learned to ignore some of these feelings from years of also dealing with equally stuck-up and cringe dudes.


“You betcha!”


You betcha. What the fuck was that?

Montbuckle closes the distance between them, and places his hand on her shoulder. April tries to make her wince seem like a smile.


“Now in this scene, right, Zamy is confronting her boyfriend Wilfred about cheating on her with the Sexy Witch. They are going to fight, but then immediately start making out and fondling each other. Are you okay grabbing Da-vid’s crotch.”



“David’s crotch?”



“It is pronounced Da-veed,” Da-vid says.



April does her best to avoid rolling her eyes. David, or sorry Da-vid is easily one of the whitest men she’s ever seen, and she knows damn well he is mayo white, there is not a drop of any other non-European ethnicity in him.



Montbuckle walks back to his normal position behind a monitor, where he can see all the shots the drone cameras will get, all the angles. April suspects his camera operator might be talented enough to make up for Montbuckle’s just absolutely ludicrous script and bizarre self-involved directing style.



“ACTION!”



“I can’t believe you would stick your penis into another woman!”



Keep a straight face she thinks, going into “I never would place my vagina on another’s penis!”



“Good! Yesss!” she hears Montbuckle say to himself.



“And what of it?” Wilfred aka Da-vid says. “You couldn’t keep your knobby knees closed in any manner!”



April leans in, embodying the character of Zamy. This piece of shit, she thinks. I’m going to let him have it. 



“I wish I had never met you,” April says, and she sees Da-vid’s face, knowing she’s giving a good performance. She leans in close and the two passionately kiss.



Without warning she swings back her fist and punches Da-vid hard in the crotch. She hears the crew let out a series of shocked noises. The actor falls to the dirty ground, letting out a pained “ouff.”



“How fucking dare you!” she yells out, ad-libbing this line, continuing “I thought we had something special!”


April waits for Montbuckle to scream at her. But all she hears is stunned silence from the entire crew. Montbuckle breaks out into rapturous applause.


“Oh my god, April, that was great! I love this!”


Da-vid lies on the ground, holding his crotch in both hands, a single perfect tear rolling down his cheek.


“Let’s do that exactly the same, but this time, really just punch him in the balls as hard as you possibly can.”



“Does she have to?!” Da-vid asks weakly from the ground.



Montbuckle walks over to Da-vid. He leans down to get right into his face. “She does if you don’t want to get fired.”



The director turns to April. “I’d like to get at least five more takes, you cool with that?”



“No!” Da-vid yells.



“Sure thing, Monty,” April says, smiling.


Da-vid groans from the ground.


12:30 A.M.

July 17th, 1974


Sharon finds a two story cabin thirty minutes after the attack by Drucker. She has no idea the distance she’s traveled, but it feels like she’s covered a mile, or thereabouts.


The front door is ominously open, just a crack. Never a great sign.


“Hello?” she calls out.


No one answers.


Sharon scans the house but can’t find anyone. There’s no indication of anyone on the first floor, when she checks the kitchen, the living room, the bathroom.



In a bedroom on the top floor she finds women’s clothing, only a few sizes too big for her, a plain cotton t-shirt and a red flannel. Sharon finds it too painful to try to lift her t-shirt over her head, so using a pair of scissors she finds on a nearby dresser she cuts her shirt off, wincing as she peels the cotton from where it has stuck to the open wound.


In the bathroom downstairs she finds Ibuprofen, dry swallowing three of the pills. She finds a bottle of vodka and grits her teeth, then pours the vodka into the fresh slash in her side. She actually falls over from the bright shock of the sensations, the burning inside of her.


Rather than get up she lies on the bathroom floor, staring at the lightbulb on the ceiling, waiting for the agony to subside. I am the last she thinks. All my friends are dead. My boyfriend is dead. My best friend is dead. All of them died screaming by his hand. What chance do I have? How can I stop someone that large, that vicious, that crazy? For Christ’s sake I weigh 145 pounds soaking wet!


Minutes after dumping the vodka into her wound she has the strength to slowly rise to her feet. Sharon finds a large bandage with medical adhesive tape in the cabinet. After bandaging the slash to her side she gingerly lowers the white t-shirt onto her trembling frame, followed by the red flannel, the slightly larger size working in her favor, keeping the pain of contact from being too unbearable.
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