
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Horror You Crave: I'll Never Forget Beatrice

        

        
        
          Julio Miranda

        

        
          Published by Julio Miranda, 2021.

        

    


Copyright © 2021 by Julio Miranda

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator” at the following email address: hollowuniversebusiness@gmail.com

United States of America

First Edition


We were on our way to the park that night, the one with a corkscrew slide and a moldy rope bridge that could barely hold the weight of three people. We pedaled along on our trusty bikes; the squeaking from the straining bolts on our handlebars and ancient tires made a relaxing song as we crossed the border of our neighborhood towards what had been our happy place for years.

Oliver wasn’t talking much, and I didn’t blame him. The reason why we’d gone out so late was because his dad had put a beating on him again, the kind that made no sense at all. The shiner that pulsed around his right eye, evidence of having been born and raised by the wrong people, grew more and more by the second. He showed up at our door after running away from home, struggling to hold back what I knew was a waterfall of tears as my mom cursed and pulled him inside.

He didn’t like to cry in front of anyone else but me. When we found ourselves alone after he’d escaped another horrible night with his folks, I’d wrap one of my arms around him and pull him close, his cue to let everything go. I hated it when he cried. The brave and adventurous boy who I considered my best friend in the whole world was reduced to a frightened, self-hating infant whenever he bawled at my side. It just wasn’t right. Not for someone like him.

He sniffed as we passed a few more houses before turning left onto a bridge that hovered over the interstate. There was old man Roger’s house, with that gigantic fence that made sure no one was ever peeking into his backyard, Mama Thrice’s tiny home (we called her “thrice” because it always looked like she had three boobs), and then Summer Alder’s house, the prettiest building in the whole neighborhood, just like her. I thought about asking Oliver if he wanted to go knock on her window and invite her to come out with us, but he was riding with his head down. It was just gonna be us for the rest of the night.
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