
  
  
      
        
          From the Inside

          
		      
          Jacob Strunk

        

        
          [image: ]

          Black Hare Press

        

      

    


  
  


[image: ]











  
  
More from Black Hare Press




BLACK HARE PRESS SHORT READS


WARDENCLYFFE by GREGG CUNNINGHAM


HADES 11 by PAUL WARMERDAM


BLOOD AND SILK by ZOEY XOLTON


AS ABOVE, SO BENEATH by JOSHUA D. TAYLOR


THE RISE OF THE GREAT OLD ONE by JASMINE JARVIS


CHRYSALIS by KIMBERLY REI


MOUNT TERROR by E.L. GILES


THE RECKONING by STEPHANIE SCISSOM


THE SPIRIT OF RODEO by BETH W. PATTERSON


CARPE DETRITUS by TIM MENDEES


THE BOOKWORM by L.T. EMERY & ANDREAS HORT


THE SALAMANDRION by MIKE ADAMSON


THIS HIDEOUS JOY by JONATHAN INBODY


THE CORONER by J. MOTOKI



      [image: ]FINGERPRINT FORENSICS SHORT READS


DEAD MAN WALKING by DAVID GREEN


MR HANGMAN by SCOTT MCGREGOR



      [image: ]HELL HARE HOUSE SHORT READS


SEEING by PATRICK WINTERS


RAINMAKER by BILL HUGHES


TESATO’S CODE by KAREN BAYLY


THE PUB AT CROKERS CROSSING by KRIS ASHTON


SANCTUARY by MICHAEL J. STIEHL


JUST DESSERTS by NJ GALLEGOS


SOMETHING IN MY EYE by TERRI HAMILL


CLOWN DIARY – APPENDIX 7 by JOE OPPENHEIMER


THE YELLOWS by TOM GAMMARINO


A GREAT AND SHIFTING SEA by JOHN LEAHY


WHAT BLOOD IS FOR by NYX KAIN


THREE TOKENS FOR MAMMON by JOHN WARD


HYPOTHETICALLY IMMORTAL by DAMIAN KARRAS


THE DEVIL’S CHAIR by TROY BERNARDO


BABA YAGA by DAVID STAROBIN


SKIP TRACER by WILL LENNON


DREAM JOB by PAULINE YATES


THE SINS WE TAKE WITH US by CHRISTOPHER BOND 


THE CURED by KRIS ASHTON


CYMBALS EAT GUITARS by JOSH HANSON


THE LOST AND THE COYOTE by VINCENT PAIEMENT DÉSILETS


THE DOME by K. ROY


FILTH by JOSEPH MEYER


KARMA by ZACK ZAGRANIS


IF THINE EYE OFFEND THEE by MIKE ADAMSON


WATCHER AT THE TIDE by ASH TUDOR


THE STORY OF LIFE by BILL DAVIDSON


IN ANOTHER LIFE by CHRISTOPHER BOND


CETUS by EVAN O'CONNOR


EYE OF A NEEDLE by JESSICA LYNN


THE MERRY CHRISTMAS BRIDGE by LAUREN MCKELLEY


THE LUTHIER by COBY ROSSER


THE TOKEN by A.E. DEAKIN


MYSTWOOD by VICTOR NANDI


THE GUARDIANS by CHAD STRONG


THE BAUER RANCH by MICHAEL J. STIEHL


THE TENANT by J. HARRIS


WE ARE HERE TO MAKE THINGS EASIER FOR YOU by PAUL O’NEILL


SHATTERED by PAULINE YATES


ESCAPE ISLAND by ROBYN FRASER


THE ISLAND OF NO RETURN by ROSETTA YORKE


A DREAM OF SAINTS by DORIAN DAWES


FOG by PAUL R. PANOSSIAN


LIFE AT THE SPACEPORT by CLIFF MCNISH


BECOMING by KRIS ASHTON


UCCELLO'S MONSTER by CLIFF MCNISH


THE LINE PEOPLE by MIKE LERA


BLACKEBY HOUSE by KAREN BAYLY


KILLER WOOD by K.R. PENDERGRASS



HEIST by MICHAEL ARKADY



JOB WITNESS PROTECTION by FRANCO AMATI



FROM THE INSIDE by JACOB STRUNK



MYSTWOOD by VICTOR NANDI












  
  
From the Inside is 


Copyright © 2026 Jacob Strunk





      [image: ]First published in Australia in February 2026 by Black Hare Press



      [image: ]The author retains the copyright of the works featured in this publication.


All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


All rights reserved. No part of this production may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publisher and copyright owner.



      [image: ]Edited by Jodi Meadows


Formatting by Dean Shawker


Cover design by Hawksmoth Designs


Connect: linktr.ee/blackharepress








  
  

For all the dogs,
especially the old ones.











  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Jacob Strunk
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Black Hare Press
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Coming Soon from Black Hare Press
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgments
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  

[image: ]

Chapter 1





Fat, wet snowflakes smack against the fence and fall heavy on Patrick’s cheek. He pulls his light coat tight against his chest, shifts his backpack on his shoulders. His pace quickens. He allowed himself to believe—to hope—that spring was here, that flowers would soon bloom and the days would grow warmer and longer and brighter until the great broad summer rose to greet him. But now the sky is darkening rapidly in the east, and the snow is falling fast, clumping on his tennis shoes as he hurries past the empty house on Chester Street, its upstairs windows yawning black at him like doll’s eyes. 

He turns the corner, hops off the curb and—

The blare of a car’s horn blasts, filling his head, and he shrieks, tripping and landing on his knees in the wet street. He looks up into the grille of a Honda, then raises himself slowly, lifting a hand in apology. From inside the Honda, a stern-looking woman shakes her head at him. Through the glass, he sees her lips move soundlessly, admonishing him. In the back seat, a little girl sits strapped into her car seat, pointing at Patrick and laughing.

“Sorry,” he says as he turns. “Sorry,” he says to no one as he jogs the rest of the way across the road. Behind him, he hears the Honda’s tires slip and whine in the fresh snow before finding purchase. Patrick doesn’t turn around. In a few steps he’s down his own driveway, around the back of the house, and kicking the snow off his shoes inside the back door. Violet click-clacks her way across the kitchen linoleum to greet him, her fat tongue lapping lazily at his fingers as they tug at his shoelaces. He giggles, patting the old retriever’s head and then pushing her back. Violet watches for a moment as Patrick heels his way out of his shoes, and then click- clacks back to the couch to resume her very important nap.

Patrick fills a bowl with Count Chocula, splashes in some milk, and trudges upstairs with his backpack slung over one shoulder. His room is tidy, always, and he drops his backpack on the floor beside the desk. He pulls the knob that turns on the small 13” Panasonic, cranks it to channel three, and pushes a cassette into the VCR. Then he folds his legs up under him in his chair and spoons sweet cereal into his mouth, wiping a drip from his chin as the Vestron Video logo shudders onto the screen.

He’s fed and walked the dog and finished his homework—math, which he hates, and a progress report on Wuthering Heights, which he’s enjoying immensely—and is in bed with Heathcliff and Catherine, imagining the windswept moors, when he hears the back door open downstairs. He hears Violet drop from the couch and click-clack across the kitchen floor again as the door closes. His Aunt Wendy’s voice carries up the stairs, but faintly, and he can’t make out what she’s saying to the dog. He never can. He knows he’ll soon hear the beep of the microwave

keypad, then the television in the living room will crackle to life, and he’ll drift off to the barely discernible laughter of Letterman’s studio audience, Paul Schaffer’s band, Dave’s affable chuckle. Aunt Wendy says tax season is always like this—the long hours and late nights—and she apologizes, but Patrick finds the solitude comforting. Grown-ups are always full of questions, and Patrick rarely believes he has the answers.

He finishes the chapter as Paul Schaffer’s organ hums through the carpeted floor, and then Patrick switches off his light and lies in bed looking out the window, watching thick snowflakes wide as hubcaps trace meandering arcs through the dark night outside.
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Chapter 2





Patrick wakes at six-thirty, thumbing his alarm clock silent and rubbing his eyes. The sky outside glows with the first promise of morning, but Patrick is oblivious, running on autopilot. He shuffles across to the bathroom, then down the hall, padding down the carpeted stairs. Violet greets him, her tail wagging, her graying muzzle pressing against his legs. He scratches behind her ear as they walk together into the kitchen. 

He pours himself a glass of milk and drops two Pop Tarts into the toaster, then he slips on his boots, not bothering to tie them, and pulls on a jacket. Violet spins excitedly in circles until, oh dream of dreams, Patrick opens the back door and steps outside with her. Violet leaps off the stoop and into the wet snow, sniffing her way across the yard into the corner she likes to use in the morning. Patrick takes it in, this late-season snowscape in the first dim light of dawn. It must have come down throughout the night, because Patrick thinks there’s two or three inches of snow, the heavy stuff. And the temperature dropped over thirty degrees last night. Patrick’s boots punch through the snow’s icy crust and skid a little on a thin sheet of ice hidden underneath.

Back inside, Patrick eats his Pop-Tarts at the kitchen table, watching as Violet chomps through her kibble and splashes water on the floor with her greedy tongue. He takes her out one more time and is loading his plate and glass in the dishwasher when he finally notices the note Aunt Wendy must have left when she headed in to work early that morning in the dark.

School canceled due to bad roads and some lines down. Please shovel the sidewalk and driveway. Grab yourself some lunch at Art’s. 

There’s five bucks paper-clipped to the note. He sets it back on the counter and walks to the front of the house, Violet following closely behind. When Patrick kneels on the couch, Violet jumps up beside him. He presses his face to the window, cupping his hands against the glass. It’s lighter now, almost seven o’clock, and the streetlights cast amber pools on the smooth, pillowy snow stretching across the yard and unplowed streets. Neighbors’ windows glow in the pale blue. One set of tire tracks slices the driveway and into the street where Wendy backed her Blazer out earlier that morning before Patrick got up, no doubt engaging the four-wheel-drive, but the snow cover is otherwise unbroken, save for a few large tree limbs he can see have fallen under the weight of the heavy snow and whatever winds whipped up after Patrick himself was asleep. He knows soon enough the morning will be filled with a tempestuous symphony of plows and snowblowers, screeching brakes and skidding tires. But right now, all is silent. Still. Across the street, on the corner of Chester and South Streets, the empty house sits dark behind its construction fence.

Patrick changes upstairs, out of his pajamas and into jeans and a sweatshirt. Violet passes out on his bed, rolling onto her back and snoring softly. Patrick flips off the light and stops in the doorway, then takes a few steps back into the room to grab his book off the nightstand. It’s only then, Wuthering Heights in hand, half-turned back toward the hallway to go downstairs, that Patrick sees them. They’d be easy enough to write off, to overlook altogether, but something catches in his brain and he freezes, then takes the two steps that bring him to the window. He kneels on the carpet, wiping condensation from the glass with the sleeve of his sweater, and looks across the street, down into the yard of the vacant house on the corner; the house that has been dark, silent, unoccupied and unfinished since he moved in four months ago. And in the ever-brightening morning light, he sees across the virgin snow one set of footprints, tracks, leading from the woods beyond, through the yard, and into the back entry of the empty house.
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