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Panic Dreams

	Daniel Canals Flores

	 


 

	"Horror is a visceral sensation caused by an exacerbated fear that lodges itself in the brain preventing any kind of reasoning or bodily reaction, with the exception of the production of a drop of cold sweat that goes down the temples..."

	Daniel Canals Flores

	 


Prologue

	Welcome to a new grim compilation. Horror takes many shapes and can manifest in many places. Horrible hairy venomous spiders, the violent loss of a loved one, losing everything financially or due to an injustice... Jealousy, betrayal or envy can also become terrifying, in their most virulent manifestations. After a terrible event, sometimes, a panic attack can occur.

	An extraordinary or supernatural element is not necessary for fear to present itself. Human beings are adept at creating it, especially on their same species... Horror can come from outside, inside or both at the same time.

	Some of these stories were inspired by the author's own nightmares, but I won't reveal which ones. The world of dreams is a constant source of horrifying experiences which, in theory, lack any real meaning. However, that does not make them any less frightening or unnerving. To me one of the wildest sensations is that of the dream within a dream, the creation of a double unconsciousness where anything is possible…

	These stories have something in common: to a lesser or greater degree, they reflect the evil that is always preying upon us...
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The House of Death

	 

	The grandfather was at Bacon Hill's funeral home. The way that’s written, it could be interpreted as him being in a pine box with the family logo burnt-in on the lid, ready to leave on his journey to the afterlife. Nothing further from the truth, the old undertaker used to spend most of the day there, enjoying the company of his silent friends. Johnny Baker, his only grandson, hated the place. His father, knowing of his reservations regarding the business that had been putting food on the table for generations, always found an excuse to send him there.  

	"He has to toughen up and learn the business," the father told his wife, when she, with a surly look in her eyes, raised concerns about the aversion the child had to it.

	That summer was very hot. Johnny walked slowly towards the industrial area, carrying with him a bag full of snacks and a couple of cans of Seven Up. "Let him not be there...", he prayed in a sort of hopeful litany. The tall building, with its black façade and massive marble letters that gave evidence of the nature of the work done within, made the kid's blood run cold. He wasn't afraid of the dead or even of death itself. He spent his whole life playing with the wood shavings that littered the floor of the workshop where his father and grandfather worked tirelessly to finish the caskets of their distinguished clientele. He was used to look around the corpses, even gave them names or stretched out his hand to touch them. No, Johnny wasn't at all afraid. The one that truly gave him pause was his grandfather.

	Lord knows he tried countless times to call attention to some of the odd behavior he noticed in the undertaker. His father just brushed him off, refusing to listen:

	"Some things have always been like that; we mustn't talk about them. That’s what 'tradition' means."

	Johnny was certain that his grandfather wasn't good. One afternoon, as it happens, he came into the funeral home just as his grandfather was tearing the gold teeth off of a parishioner. With extreme dexterity, he kept her mouth open with one hand and maneuvered with the other. After removing the valuable sheaths, he replaced them with a set made of tarnished brass. The old man, not knowing he was being watched, spoke to himself aloud:

	"Now with some drops of lemon juice they'll shine like new. No one will see the difference through the glass." 

	Anguished, without uttering a word, the boy hid in the shadows and left.

	Some other day, came a massive shipment of wood that needed to be prepped. Due to the amount of work, the old man demanded the help of his grandson. Sandpaper in hand, they worked hard until lunchtime. While Johnny silently chewed on a huge sardine sandwich, his grandfather started an interesting monologue:

	"You'd be surprised to know what things dead people are buried with. As if they'd ever need them! In the end, all you have to do is fake it and commiserate with the families, they're the ones that pay after all." 

	His grandfather had never spoken to him with such closeness and discretion. 

	"Once, working on the massive body of a fat cat, I found a wallet with a thousand dollars. Can you believe it? What would he want that for?" He continued, without waiting for an answer. "If they are weird in life, they become even weirder once dead, especially the ones that go to the crematorium. Some get made into jewels, turning the ashes to diamonds, which their loved ones later wear. Once, someone asked for his remains be used to fill a chess set. The normal ones, that is, the ones that go in boxes, aren't slouches either. I've buried them wearing ridiculous clothes, costumes, even naked. One gave exacting instructions to dig up a beloved pet and have it put in his own casket, to have some company on his path to eternity. Amazing, isn't it? When people start to see the shadow of the valley of death, they stop feeling the shame they should owe her. I guess they think that since no one else will see them..."

	"Who's her?" Johnny asked, he wasn't interested, just wanted to say something.

	"I mean the Reaper, the second mother we all share. She takes lives instead of granting them. Let's go back to work or we'll never finish. Bet you have some girl waiting for you, huh?" He finished, giving him a wink.

	He wasn't wrong. Barbara, Johnny's girlfriend, waited anxiously for him to leave. After kissing they headed to the park to make the most of the remaining sunlight. The grandfather, peering through the window, watched them with a fiendish smile on his lips. His lascivious eyes rested on the young girl's bikini top and ample buttocks spilling out of her very tight short shorts. He licked his lips.

	When Johnny opened the door with his own keys, it screeched like the hinges of an old casket. When he saw the place, quiet and dark, he had a bad feeling and bolted towards the shop. He drew back the heavy curtain and went mute from the horror. The old man was naked, his chest full of white hairs, speaking to himself, as usual:

	"Dead people are like cattle. You have to use every part of them. You'll see what fun we'll have together, princess."

	The picture, disgusting as it was, wasn't the thing that terrified Johnny. Barbara was also naked laying on the metal table used to clean and dress corpses.

	"I'm so lucky you tried to enter to look for my idiot grandson. He doesn't deserve this body."

	Next, just like that, the bastard started touching the dead girl, fully intending to have unspeakable necroromantic relations with her. Johnny's emotions went from cold fear to fiery rage when he saw her dead body and cruel destiny. He didn't think about it, placed the bag on the floor, picked up an adze from the workbench and mortally wounded his grandfather on the back of the neck. The old man didn't even scream, just fell limp on top of the girl. The only thing Johnny regretted was seeing the thick blood spilling from the body of that bastard on top of his lover. Next, in the throes of a panic attack, he fled the place in the direction of his house. 

	The intense running made him calm down:

	"Dad, mom, I killed grandpa", he said coolly when he came in.

	Keeping that criminal's last name weighed heavy on him, like a gravestone. Many years later, after the death of his parents, while still in prison, he disowned it and got it changed.

	 


The Dinner Party

	 

	As the guests arrived, the Christmas tree became surrounded by more and more gifts. Grandpa, who at this point had passed away, had set-up the tradition like so: a welcome snack, saying grace, serving dinner, and finally, opening the presents. The family, made up of fifteen members, forced itself to come together once a year out of respect for grandma. Except for the children and grandma, none of the brothers, or their wives, were having much fun attending the event.

	Mike, the only bachelor, was late as usual. Obsessed with being the main character, he liked to keep people on edge with his absence. His job, third-rate actor, gave him a special air among his sisters-in-law, nephews and nieces. He appears on TV! Even if it's only on ads no one watches. For the rest of his brothers, far more aware of the situation, he was little more than a social parasite. The doorbell rang and he finally made his appearance.

	James, the eldest and the host of the party, opened the door:

	"I hope you made an effort with the gifts. Last year you only brought the kids some chewing gum."
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