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Lightning sizzles and crashes, as electrical charges flash across the sky.

An inhuman scream rips the darkness of the deep forest and sends you running for your life.

A castle high on a mountaintop looms ahead. Sanctuary? Perhaps, but every turret shrieks danger!

Yes, this is the second edition of Ye Olde Dragon Books Classic Monsters Anthologies, and we are delighted to bring you ten versions of Frankenstein as you’ve never seen him before. But is he the monster that Mary Shelley wrote about? Or was he the victim of a truly evil scientist, a man so deranged that he was truly the monster? We asked our authors to explore this concept: Who IS the monster?

You’ll have to decide as you journey with each of our authors. You’ll sympathize with the “monster” in a few stories, wondering at a world that would base their judgements on size and appearance alone. You’ll chuckle at experiments gone amok and misplaced affection. You might even feel a chill at the thought of misplaced memories and feelings of déjà vu! Your heart will pound as you race through a haunted house with a monster at your heels. You’ll probably even feel a certain chill of apprehension at a couple of stories that hit closer to home as scientists play God and try to remake men to be “better” or “stronger” with devastating results, or try to remake the past so they can reinvent the present. And yes, we even have an AI, a man, and a ... virus? Who’s the monster?

Whatever your reactions, I would suggest you leave the lights on tonight.

Happy reading!

Deborah Cullins Smith

September 2022
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Huh? Another anthology?
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Thanks for coming back, if you’ve adventured with us before, and trying us out, if this is your first dipping-the-toes experience with Ye Olde Dragon Books.

When Deb first proposed we do monsters in the fall and fairy tales in the spring, I was a little iffy, because monsters just aren’t my “thing.” But this is turning out to be kinda fun!

It’s amazing and fascinating seeing all the variations of the theme of Frankenstein – doctor and monster – different imaginative people can come up with. I’m delighted to see authors returning from one anthology to the next, and new friends joining the ranks. I think you’ll agree this one is creepy and kooky, mysterious and spooky ... but no ooky, please? (am I violating copyright here?) And what word means “fun” and rhymes with kooky?

Get ready for a wide variety of chills and tear-jerking, humor and “huh?” moments. Curl up with your favorite fall beverage in your comfy chair, and be prepared to leave the lights on, just in case...

Michelle L. Levigne

September 2022
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MONSTER GIRL

Kaitlyn Emery
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HER WAILS MOVED ME. They echoed the pain embedded in my own heart. 

I approached the mangled metal vehicle. There she was, pale, blood dripping down her forehead from the accident, clinging to the corpses of her parents as the warmth of their bodies drained from them. The mountain road was treacherous this time of year, and not the first time I’d witnessed black ice spin a vehicle out of control. But it was the first time I’d witnessed a survivor.

I took off the hoodie I was wearing, exposing the never-ending ropes of scars marring every inch of my skin. The doors to the vehicle were crushed, so I went in through the shattered sunroof, shards of glass cutting into my skin as I cleared a large enough opening for her to safely climb out. But first, she would have to accept my outstretched, disfigured hand.

She clung to her mother, looking down at the scars crisscrossing the back of my hand and up my arm. I waited patiently, arm outstretched. After a moment, with tears soaking her face, she glanced at her parents one last time, their expressions lifeless, and reached toward me.

I pulled her up, shaking and shivering, and wrapped her in my hoodie before helping her down. 

There wasn’t much I could do. I set her under the sheltering arms of a tree, shielding her from the silent falling snow. She looked so small sitting there, pulling my hoodie around her body like a blanket. I turned her face away from the vehicle as it caught fire. No child should have to watch the flames consume their loved ones, even if they were dead. At least the warmth would keep her from developing frostbite long enough for help to be drawn to the area from the rising smoke.

It was time for me to go; I had stayed too long. The best way to remain a legend was by limiting interactions with people as much as possible. I turned toward my home in the desolate forest, but her voice stopped me in my tracks.

“P-please. Don’t leave me.”

I winced from the terror in her voice. “You’ll be all right, kid. The rangers will be here soon.” I retraced my steps, zipping up the oversized black hoodie and pulling the hood over her blond curls. “Just pretend like I wasn’t here. It’s better for everybody that way.”

“P-please,” she stuttered. “I’m scared.”

I could see the whites of her eyes as she gripped my shirt, pulling me toward her. Gently, I placed my hand over her fist, encouraging her to release her grip. “You’re gonna be okay, little one.” 

I could see headlights glowing at the top of the hill off in the distance. I had to leave. Now. Closing my eyes, I put physical distance between us. 

“Sorry, kid. I really gotta go. But help is on its way.”

I quickly darted into the woods, her cries following me. She would be fine, I assured myself. As fine as a kid who was the only survivor of a terrible accident could be. This would be just one more memory to flood my mind and drown me in its endless echo. 

Mortality was, at best, insanity.

~~~~~
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“HEY, EARTH TO MONSTER girl!” 

A crumpled piece of paper hit the side of my head, causing me to break my focus on the computer screen in front of me.

“I swear, if you do that again, I will sneeze on your glasses, Lincoln.” I swiveled my rolling chair around to face him. 

Lincoln flinched and threw up his hands to protect his eyewear. “No, don’t!” 

I scoffed before turning back to the computer I was fixing.

“Sheesh, why you gotta be so violent?” Lincoln asked, letting down his guard and sticking his hand back into his Cheetos bag.

“Why do you have to be so annoying?”

“Hurtful!”

I smiled, putting the last screw in place. “Done.”

“Seriously? You’re a lifesaver, Kat!”

Chuckling, I started packing up my equipment from his college dorm room. “You need more of a life, Lincoln.”

He cleaned the Cheetos dust off his hands and caressed the smooth surface of the laptop. “Nah, I’ve got you and Delilah.”

“You know it’s super nerdy to name your computer, right? Only furthering my point that you need more of a life. This isn’t high school anymore. No one’s giving us swirlies for existing.”

“Speak for yourself. The guy at the end of my dorm keeps giving me the stink eye. I’m pretty sure he wants to fight me.”

“He probably just wants your bag of Cheetos,” I said with a shrug. I snagged a couple, popping them into my mouth, and wiped my hand on my jeans. “Anyways, I gotta go.”

“Wait, what? I thought you were gonna stay and hang out?”

“Not tonight. I’m heading out.” 

“Out to where? You’re not going camping tonight, are you? We’ve got that big storm coming in.”

“Not camping, just a hike.”

Lincoln rolled his eyes. “Just a hike. You say that like it’s just a stroll in the park! Your version of hiking is hours of new trail explora—”

I placed my hand over Lincoln’s mouth, blocking whatever else he planned on saying. “I’ll make sure I’m back in plenty of time. It’s just a quick trip to clear my head.”

Lincoln pulled my hand off. “It’s never quick with you. I know, I’ve been dragged along on your monster hunting expeditions.”

“No monster hunt this time, promise,” I replied, making a big invisible x over my heart for extra emphasis. 

“Yeah, whatever. Go look for Bigfoot.”

I smiled, giving Lincoln a quick squeeze. “You’re the best friend anyone could ask for!”

“I’m your only friend, Kat.”

“Aww, and I’m yours, how cute!” I teased, using the toe of my Converse to nudge his foot before slinging my bookbag onto my shoulder. “Still on for breakfast tomorrow?”

“I’ll be there.”

“Perfect. See ya later!”

“Thanks again for helping me out, Kat. I owe you,” Lincoln said as he followed me to the door.

“I know. How would you live without being able to play your World of Warcraft?”

“Hey, I don’t tease you about your oddities,” he complained.

I cocked an eyebrow. “Yeah, you do, that’s why we work. We’re both weird. But you’re right, you do owe me, so next time I need someone to check on Fat Louie while I’m out camping, you’re my first call.”

Lincoln groaned. “You know I hate cats.”

“Take some extra allergy meds and you’ll be fine,” I said over my shoulder as I headed into the dorm hallway. “Or you could just come with me next time and bring your camera. We could make a documentary or something while we’re out there.”

“Oh no, I’m not doing that again! The last time you almost killed me, and I got poison ivy in...” Lincoln glance down both sides of the hallway, before lowering his voice. “Unmentionable places.”

I laughed. “Yeah, okay, fine. No camping for you. See ya later, Lincoln.” Without waiting for more of his concern, I headed down the hall and out to my car. 

Living on the edge of a mountain range covered in dense forestry meant it wasn’t far to get to where I was going. People thought I was crazy. Except Lincoln. And maybe my therapist? Although, come to think of it, my therapist found my obsession with searching the woods to be unhealthy, so she probably thought I was crazy, too.

I parked my car at the base of the hiking trails, pulling a map with all sorts of red scribbles on it out of my glovebox. I wanted to explore Devil’s Pass some more but wasn’t sure I could make it far enough along the trail before dark.

Glancing at my watch, I decided I’d be fine.

Shedding my coat, I grabbed the hiking pack and survival kit out of the trunk of my beat-up car and pulled my hoodie on. It was oversized— not meant for my small frame— and worn thin. Lifting the corner of the black fabric up to my nose, I inhaled deeply, memories flooding my senses. 

This ragged piece of fabric was my one piece of sanity from that fateful night that had changed my life forever. Everyone told me one of the park rangers must have given it to me and I just forgot, but I could vividly see the man’s face, his dual-colored eyes, the scars on his body, and his tenderness when he pulled me out of the wreckage before it caught fire. I remembered him shielding me from the glass shards as he pulled me out of the sunroof, cutting his own body in the process. I could remember the gentle pat on my head as he pulled the hood over my then-blond curls. And I remembered him telling me help was coming.

I hit the trails, the heaviness of my backpack helping to ground me.

Maybe my therapist was right? People had tried to tell me the trauma I experienced led my brain to concoct a story that made more sense at the time. But that still didn’t explain the hoodie. 

I had spent years being passed back and forth from foster home to foster home. Some of them were nice. Others were not. But an eight-year-old’s success story in the system was almost as rare as me finding my mysterious savior.

I was labeled a runaway, which was fair since I was always heading out to the woods. A lot of people thought it was unnatural for me to return to the scene of the accident, but it was like a touch stone, centering my world and helping me remember the last moments when I had felt happy, safe, and normal. I’d just been a girl, driving to her vacation cabin with her parents, singing to the radio. 

I desperately wanted to find the guy who saved me. The kids at school called him a monster because of the scars I described covering his body. My desire to find him had landed me the moniker Monster Girl. At first, it hurt my feelings. He wasn’t a monster, anyways. A monster wouldn’t save someone’s life. But as I got older, I chose to adopt the title. If I owned it, no one could use it to make fun of me anymore. Instead, they’d make fun of my streaked hair, piercings, or unusual makeup. In some places, my eclectic style might have made me cool, but here, in the Blue Ridge Mountains of Georgia, it made me weird and “alternative.” But it kept me from self-harming, so my therapist would always tell my foster families to just leave me be. 

The sun was starting to set, but I had finally made it to the part of Devil’s Pass that wasn’t marked off my map. I glanced at my watch. I still had time. Grabbing the flashlight out of my backpack, I continued further up the trail, taking me deeper into the forest.

I came out to these woods a lot, much to the chagrin of Lincoln, who hated bugs, too much sun, physical exercise, or really anything that fed him too much clean oxygen outside his college mancave. 

We had both grown up outcasts for different reasons. Lincoln was an asthmatic kid with Coke bottle glasses and a mom who practically wrapped him in bubble wrap. His obsessively attentive mother wasn’t really a big deal to me, a foster kid. At least someone gave a crap about him and what he was doing. Mrs. G was nice, although a little overprotective of her only child. And she always kept the pantry stocked with my favorite treats, gave me money to go to the movies with Lincoln, and bought my homecoming dress when my foster family at that time refused.

A crack of lightening split the sky, causing me to jump as the thunder roared behind it. The storm wasn’t supposed to strike till later. A raindrop hit my cheek, then another. Pretty soon it was a torrential downpour. I pulled a poncho out of my pack and slipped my phone into the backpack for safekeeping. GPS wouldn’t be any help to me if my phone shut off from being waterboarded.

It was hard to see, my flashlight’s beam bouncing off the water droplets in front of me and unable to pierce the growing fog.

Lincoln’s I told you so was already annoying me and he wasn’t even around to say it. Which was a good thing, because he’d probably be freaking out at this point and puffing on his inhaler.

I carefully tried to pick my way along the trail, knowing it would be a long way back to my car. Assuming I could even find my way back down in all of this. It might be simpler to find a shelter and wait out the storm. I pulled my hoodie closer to my body, the wet fabric offering little shelter, despite the poncho. 

In the distance, I thought I saw a weak glow. Shutting off my flashlight, I could see it more clearly. There was something in the distance, like a light from a cabin or something. I didn’t realize there were any vacation spots up this far, but maybe I was in luck! 

~~~~~
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NIGHTS LIKE THIS REMINDED me of when I was brought to life over two centuries ago, and it wasn’t a pleasant memory.

I loaded up the fireplace with more wood before setting the kettle on to boil. Storms put me on edge, and a nice cup of tea and an evening with the words of Lord Byron would be just the solution to help soothe my rumpled spirits.

A banging on the door interrupted my plans. My body stiffened. No one should be out there, especially not on a night like this. In the twenty years since I had built this cabin, I had never once had a visitor. Perhaps if I ignored the knock, it would go away. After all, I had chosen this very spot because the trail to reach it was for experienced hikers only, and my—

“Hello, is anyone home?”

The knocking wasn’t going away, it was just getting louder.

“Anyone home? I got caught in the storm and it’s not really safe to find my way back to my car right now,” the voice shouted over the storm. “I was hoping I could shelter here for a bit? Just until the storm clears up.”

Ignoring the voice wasn’t helping.

With a growl, I put a hoodie on, my hair falling in front of half my face, and pulled the hood up. 

“Hello? Is anybody—” 

I yanked the door open, and a sopping wet girl leaning with her ear to the wood stumbled in. 

“Oh, hi,” she said, trying to regain her footing.

“Are you going to come in? You’re blocking the doorway and getting my floor wet with the rain.”

Her eyebrows pulled together at the sound of my voice, and she cocked her head slightly.

Weirdo.

“I-I’m... sorry?” she stuttered.

“My floor,” I pointed to the puddle beneath her muddied shoes. “You’re getting it wet.”

As if my words finally penetrated whatever fog was in her brain, the girl sprang into action, sidestepping the door so I could close it. 

“I’m so sorry, sir. Do you have a towel? I can clean it up. I’m so sorry, I just—”

“Sit down.” I cut her off, placing a towel on the barstool for her to sit. 

“Thanks,” she said, taking her wet poncho off. “Where should I put my backpack and—”

“Just set it down by the door.”

“Okay, thanks,” she replied, her brows still doing a weird dance every time I spoke.

What was her problem, anyway?

The kettle started squealing, reminding me of my ruined plans for the evening. I hated people. I especially hated having someone in my home. 

“Man, your house is really hidden up here. I’ve been up this trail a couple times and never seen it.”

I mostly ignored the words coming out of her mouth. It was easy enough to do while I prepared my tea. 

Should I make her a cup too? I didn’t really feel like it. She wasn’t a guest. She was an invader. But I was also not a rude person. I waffled back and forth in my mind, her rambling white noise distracting from my predicament. Maybe if I gave her a cup of tea she would at least shut up for a few minutes?

I prepared a second cup and then stretched out my hand, offering the warm beverage.

The girl stopped talking, looking at the cup, surprised.

“Do you not like tea?” That was the problem with kids nowadays. They just wanted all of that fizzy crap. No appreciation for culture.

“I do, actually,” she replied. As she reached out for the teacup and saucer, her eyes locked on the thin white scars slashed across the top of my hand and up the exposed portion of my arms. 

I hated when people stared. “Do you want it?” I growled, startling her. 

She quickly took the offering, and I pulled my sleeve down over my hand, covering my scars. 

Not to be rude, but she wasn’t exactly the most normal-looking person I’d ever met in my life, either. Her makeup was dark— edgy, some would say? She had tattoos across her wrists, and her ripped-up black jeans looked like someone had puked up various zippers, chains, straps, and buckles all over them. And then there was her hoodie—

Her hoodie... It was draped over her like a well-worn blanket, and it was identical to my own. Like, not just the same brand, but identical to the one I was wearing. Right size. Right color. Just more worn. Aged.

I could hear the wails like they were yesterday, and recalled the look of terror in those doe brown eyes. She was different now. Older. Her blond curls were now streaked with pinks and purples, and a hoop pierced through her nose, but her eyes were the same... and they recognized me.

She got off the stool, kicking off her shoes and carrying her teacup with her to warm up by the fire, surveying the floor-to-ceiling shelves of books in my living room. “You like books, huh?” 

Her question was so natural, so unphased, it threw me. What was this girl doing here? How had she found me? Why had she found me? 

I needed to stay calm. 

“Some of these are in other languages, too,” she continued, oblivious to the tailspin she had put me in. “Do you know more than one language?” 

Who was this girl, and how was she so calm? Humans either ran the other way in fear when they saw me, or they recoiled. She was doing neither. She was... comfortable?

I didn’t know what else to do, so I answered her. “Yes. I taught myself to read, and eventually learned other languages. It helps pass the time.”

“That’s pretty cool,” she replied, and sipped her tea with her pinky finger extended. It was a conflicting image to see her punky persona sipping tea from my pastel green teacup with the fluted edges and soft bumblebee pattern. She pulled my/her hoodie closer around her body, as if it were a comfort blanket. “I’m Kat, by the way.”

I knew the social nicety was to give her my name back, but I didn’t feel like it. “I don’t like cats.”

“What?” she cried, startling me as her volume and energy rose suddenly and my delicate teacup clattered loudly against its matching saucer. “How can you not like cats? Have you ever had one?”

Her passion on the subject was jarring, but I was more worried about my teacup. 

“N-no.”

“Then you don’t know that you don’t like cats, do you?” she replied, plopping down on my living room floor with her legs crisscrossed, warming her back by the fire.

“I suppose not.” What sort of sorcery was this? Somehow, despite me not wanting to talk to this girl, she was drawing a conversation out of me with ease. “Could you please be careful with that teacup?”

The girl glanced down at the cup and saucer in her hands. “Oh, sure. Is it special or something?”

“It matches the rest of my tea set and is impossible to replace.”

“What, they don’t make them anymore or something?”

“They do not,” I replied, trying to ease some of the tension from my body.

“Cool. I’ll be careful. So, what’s your story?”

The ease with which she could alter a conversation was impressive.

I shrugged, finishing up my tea and pouring another from the kettle. “No story.”

“Oh, come on,” she persisted. “Everyone has a story. For example. Me, I’m a foster kid. I’ve worked my way through college— technical engineering if you're interested— and work part time at the Bob’s Diner in town as a server. Job’s not great, and neither is the food, honestly, but the tips are nice. Have you ever eaten there?”

How could this girl ramble so much? “No. I don’t get out much.”
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