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      So, we’ve survived through two issues already. Which is exciting. Wasn’t issue #2 awesome?! It was a bit spicy in comparison both to issue #1 and the issue you now hold in your hands. But do not worry, this issue is wonderful for it’s own reasons. Where #1 was cosmic and comic horror, and #2 was erotic horror and splatter, this issue is something different. This one carries the horror of the real world pressing down upon us, but in different ways. I am proud to present to you two brand new short stories by P.L. McMillan (yes the extremely talented creative who has done all of the zine covers so far) and Clay Vermulm of Crevasse fame as well as a poem by Brianna Malotke and a new movie review from Leslie Edens. The centerfold this time around is from Bruno Pagliarulo, an artist I met at an event in Kent, WA a couple years back. Let’s all ring in the new year with some awesome horror!

      

      – JDubs

      

      December 27th, 2025
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            SO LONG, SWEET DREAMS

          

          P.L. MCMILLAN

        

      

    

    
      Four walls, a ceiling, a floor. The room was simple. Small.

      Peeling wallpaper in a faded Victorian pattern. Warped wooden floorboards.

      One window, beyond which was darkness, massive nails — more like railroad spikes, crucified the frame shut.

      One door, open. Past the threshold was a beautiful golden light glowing in the darkness.

      The floorboards squealed in protest as I crossed the room to the door and went through.

      

      
        
        †††

      

      

      

      “Huh?” Emilie looked up from her phone. “Dream?”

      Four walls, a ceiling, a floor. The cafe was generous in size. Bright. Loud.

      Walls a neutral cream colour, floors scuffed linoleum, ceiling pitted with lights.

      Two large front windows, showcasing the people, the sunlight, the falling leaves.

      “It was scary. Haunting.” I cradled a paper cup between my hands.

      “You said it was just a room though?” My friend looked back down at her phone, smiled a bit, pecked away at its screen with carefully manicured fingers.

      “There was a threat, I could feel it.”

      “Uh huh.”

      “When I woke up, the feeling was still there.” I pulled my hands apart to stop myself from picking at my already ragged cuticles.

      “You going to Corinne’s baby shower this weekend?” Emilie put her phone down on the table. A moment later, I felt its vibration through the table, she picked it up again.

      “I can’t,” I said. “I have the craft fair.”

      “Huh?”

      

      
        
        †††

      

      

      

      Four walls, a ceiling, a floor. The room was the same. The air was cold, damp.

      The paper curled low, revealing stained walls, cracks in the plaster.

      The window frame shook against its nails, wood whining.

      One door, closed.

      My heart skipped a beat. The room felt smaller with the door closed. More like a jail cell than a room.

      The floorboards squealed in protest as I hurried across the room to the door and tried the handle. Latch ground against spindle, rust sprinkled down, but it was unlocked. A gasp and I fled into the light.

      

      
        
        †††

      

      

      

      “Excuse me? Excuse me!”

      I looked up.

      A dozen walls, a ceiling, a floor. The library was large, populated by study rooms, sections for children’s books, genre, literary. Bright. Quiet.

      Walls a boring white mostly hidden by massive bookshelves, a thin, orange carpet muffled footsteps, large lights hung from exposed metal beams.

      There were windows, out of sight from where I worked.

      “Can you help me or not?” the man snapped, jabbing his finger against the scarred wooden counter.

      “What do you need?” I wrapped a tissue around my left index finger, a bright red stain blossoming.

      “I can’t get the printer to work,” he said. “How hard is it to have working printers?”

      I looked beyond him to the green double doors that led from the main library annex to the outer lobby.  They were not the door from my dream.

      Yet, sitting on my wobbly stool across from them had made me ill. Wanting to check, make sure they weren’t locked, that I could leave if I wanted.

      “Are you deaf?” The man’s voice rose.

      I stood, hiding my hands behind my back, tearing my eyes away from the doors. “Can you show me which printer?”

      

      
        
        †††

      

      

      

      The door was locked.

      I sucked air through clenched teeth.

      Four walls, a ceiling, a floor. And the only door locked.

      I yanked at the door handle again. It would not give.

      Kneeling, I peered through an old-fashioned keyhole. Beyond was a darkness beyond the deepest night. Yet still the golden light beckoned.

      Time ticked. I could feel the seconds passing by like prickles across my scalp, the rising of goosebumps over my arms. Under my knees, a mat declaring HOME SWEET HOME. Soggy, cool moisture absorbed into the pajama pants I wore. It stank of mold.

      I wrapped fingers under, flipped it. A small, tarnished key.

      It fit perfectly into the lock.

      

      
        
        †††

      

      

      

      “— and I told him, if I wanted to take care of a child, I’d have one, not marry one!” Emilie said, raising her glass of wine.

      The three other women laughed, not too much, not too little.

      Four walls, a ceiling, a floor. The apartment was large for the area. Cluttered. Smelling of dog.

      Walls painted a patchy burgundy, floors scuffed tile, the ceiling bare of lights.

      The four windows may have as well not existed, swallowed by black-out curtains that were never opened. My skin crawled. I wanted to run over and yank them open, make sure there was more than impenetrable darkness beyond.

      “You feeling okay, girl?” Emilie looked over at me.

      I folded my hands over each other, hiding the bandages on my fingers.

      The other members of Emilie’s Wednesday Wine Club looked at me. I barely knew them. Never saw them outside of WWC, didn’t even have their numbers besides for the group chat.

      I forced a smile, shrugged.

      “She’s been having dreams,” Emilie said, gesturing at me with her free hand.

      “Dreams?”

      “Don’t we all?”

      Emilie smiled, winked at me. “Cursed dreams, right?”

      “I —”

      The other women laughed, lips stained purple with wine.

      A rumble against the coffee table, Emilie picked up her phone and disappeared into it.

      Two of the other girls turned to each other, retreating into a shallow conversation about the weather while they waited for Emilie.

      The last turned to me. “You think your dreams are cursed?”

      I ran the tip of my tongue over the tops of my upper teeth, feeling the ridges and points. My smile faltered. “They feel real.”

      “Most dreams do,” she said.

      “It’s always the same place, but somethings different,” I said, looking away from her. “Things have changed to make it harder for me to escape.”

      “Escape?”

      “The locked room.”

      “You can’t die in a dream, you know. You’ll wake up first.” She reached over and patted my clasped hands.

      

      
        
        †††

      

      

      

      The door was locked again. The air reeked of decay, of mold.

      I lifted the mat — HOME SWEET HOME — instead of a key, there was safe with numbered dial.

      I kicked the door.

      Once.

      Twice.

      Each impact reverberated through my shin bone.

      My mouth was dry, so dry it ached and my tongue glued itself to the roof. I stumbled back, wiping bleeding fingertips against my pants.

      Four mildewy walls, a water-stained ceiling, a tortured floor.

      The wallpaper ribboned to the floor, floorboards bowed and arched, a deep crack stretched the length of the ceiling, drops of fetid water trembling along its length.

      One window with ominous, rusting spikes that refused to budge when I tugged at them.

      Time was betraying me. I could feel it. Conspiring.

      I crawled to the safe, digging the tips of my fingers around its edge, pulling, prying. Sharp pain as my nails bent and broke.

      And the time passed, I felt it. Speeding up, rushing by. Index finger in my mouth, sour taste of copper.

      The air pressed in around me, so humid I felt like I was drowning.

      I crawled around the perimeter, prying at floorboards, ripping at the shreds of wallpaper. I retreated to a corner, ripped my ring finger cuticle to match the wallpaper, shredding and chewing until my nail was bright red.

      Sucking on it, I looked up.

      Through tears, I saw the deep dark mildew marks on the walls.

      Splotches in sour jade, bruise yellow, moist obsidian. Connected.

      Creating numbers.

      901.

      

      
        
        †††

      

      

      

      “You’re late.” Mr. Strauss stood in the doorway of the staff room, watching me tuck my bag into my cubby.

      Four walls, a ceiling, a floor.

      All boring but very different from the room.

      Beige walls, orange peel texture. Ancient ceiling tiles. Threadbare gray carpet populated by countless mysterious stains.

      “I’m sorry, I slept through my alarm somehow —”

      “There are a dozen people who would love to have your job.”

      That was doubtful, I was underpaid. At least that’s what Emilie said.

      “Don’t do it again.”

      I nodded and he left through the very open, unlocked door.

      

      
        
        †††

      

      

      

      It had changed again.

      Four walls, a ceiling, a floor.

      A safe beneath the mat that opened to the same code, but no key inside.

      Just a broken wine glass, stained with old tannins, laying in a pile in the safe.

      I picked the pieces out one by one.

      They gave no clue, just lay there.

      I pulled the wallpaper away from the walls, piling it in the center of the room, searched for more messages in the mold.

      Dug my fingernails into the plaster, trying to claw my way free until I left all my nails behind in the walls, reeling back in agony.

      Time flew.

      Time wouldn’t stop.

      Collapsed to the floor, holding my hands out in front of me. Blood dripping to the floorboards.

      I paced, circling the shredded wallpaper, hands on elbows, tears on cheeks. The mildew on the walls weren’t speaking, lay in meaningless splotches.

      The safe was empty.

      The door was locked.

      Around and around I went.

      Around and around until I was dizzy.

      The room was empty.
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