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			Foreword

			Rarely does a case so grizzly, so grotesque, capture the complete, undivided interest of the twenty-four-hour news cycle and its disseminators. As a journalist, my modus operandi (to speak on theme for a moment) is to seek the truth, tell it to the American public, and finally, move on to the next day’s news. There is, however, one case that has stuck with me long past my final reporting, one case that I have never been able to move beyond. It is known, in the eyes of the public, as The Silver Scream, and, if you’re reading this book, you’ve undoubtedly heard of it. However, the real truth of what happened during that fall and winter of 2018 has never been published, until now.

			In the months following the killings, I have spent countless hours poring over documents and journals, news clippings and television reports (some done by this very author himself). All of this time was spent searching for the necessary elements that begin to paint a picture that is as close to the truth as one can possibly dream of achieving. The following is an account that, I believe, will serve as the best record of the events that happened during those months of unspeakable bloodshed. In addition to the aforementioned documents, this work was also made possible by painstaking hours finding and interviewing those who were most closely involved. 

			This being said, however, it is worth noting that we may never know precisely what happened during that interval of time. If the dead could talk, what a tale they would weave. If the killer revealed what lurked behind their devilish eyes, we might begin to understand how the events unfolded. And if certain pieces of evidence had not been destroyed, they might have revealed a picture in far greater detail than we now find possible. In these absences, some liberties have been taken as to the mindset of the killer and the victims. These liberties are not taken lightly, but rather with the utmost care and meticulous extrapolation. Too often a journalist may be so excited to find an answer to a question that even an incorrect puzzle piece can be made to fit. I assure you, dear reader, that I have resisted the temptation to jump to any conclusions within this book and everything that you will read is factual, corroborated evidence, stitched together to form the most complete and accurate delineation possible.

			One set of tools that we were fortunate enough to stumble upon are the notes of Doctor Ian Black. These notes take us not only into the mind of the doctor himself, but also of his most infamous patient, detailing their sessions in the process. Of particular importance are the notes regarding the patient’s dreams, reprinted here in italics so as to convey an entree into the alternate reality of the subconscious. They are also expressed in present tense, as originally transcribed in the doctor’s actual notes.

			Also at our disposal, and certainly an instrument that is worth noting, is the knowledge that these killings emulated those depicted in various films of the horror canon. This discovery made it possible to insert some of the details from these films and, thereby, extrapolate on the events themselves; it is a coloring between the lines, where only gray existed. In closing, I remind you that all of this effort, from research to recording, has been made in an attempt to better understand, and make sense of, the horrific elements that make up:

			The Silver Scream. 

		

	
		
			I

			The American Nightmare

			How did that twat Colin Barlow make the cover of bloody Psychiatry Now? The thought had consumed the usually brilliant mind of Doctor Ian Black ever since he had rifled through the mail earlier that Monday morning. How had his former rival at Oxford been published before he was? They had always managed to be neck and neck in the class rankings back home in his native England. Now, however, it appeared that after twenty years in the field, Barlow had struck a crippling blow. 

			In these morning hours, the doctor found himself reflecting on his life and very existence in his nondescript office on the outskirts of Salem, Massachusetts. Here he was, at forty-six years of age, practically unpublished compared to Colin Barlow’s endless streak of pop-psychology ramblings; it burned him up inside. Years ago, he began writing a book on serial killers, his particular area of interest, but he never could hone the thesis enough to make it past the first few chapters. He knew that his own work was certainly more important than Colin’s. Sure, he had always leaned away from the lightness of psychology and toward the darkest of cases—the darkest of minds—but, nevertheless, minds still worth exploring, perhaps even more so. Maybe if he hadn’t given so much time to his patients, maybe if he’d spent more time researching, or perhaps if he was a bit more mainstream, he might have beaten Barlow to such an honor. However, Doctor Black had never grasped the notion of publish or perish, and now it seemed he was doomed to the latter (much like the victims of the serial killers that he had fixated on in his work). 

			Sometimes when he was most upset, his pain would manifest itself physically. A trait he rather disliked in himself but as a psychologist knew that he should forgive. It was certainly easier for him to give advice to a patient than to follow it himself. The pain, much like the sharp stab of a knife to the gut, almost always presented itself in the underside of his protruding belly, an area that had become even more pronounced as he approached his fifties. Like the slice of a blade, it would come on excruciatingly quickly, only to dissipate almost as expeditiously as it had arrived, offering him a breath of relief shortly thereafter. This time however, he could not have known that the feeling would lodge there for the months to come, as he would soon find himself teetering on the edge of purgatory, his life weighed in the balance. The pain had begun with Barlow, but it would move well beyond him—beyond even Doctor Black himself.

			Should he call Barlow to congratulate him? What? And give him the satisfaction!? He couldn’t possibly bear to have the metaphorical knife driven deeper. Besides, he had a big day ahead and a new patient with whom he was just beginning to work. The focus needed to shift off of publishing (or the lack thereof) and onto the patients, just as it always had for Doctor Black. 

			He needed to focus on a distraction. He looked around at his plain, beige room with its nondescript carpeting and bluish-gray couch. The unexciting couch and its equally sad coffee table served as the main focal point of an otherwise dull existence. On his wooden desk, clutter every which way, surrounding his laptop and phone system. In the corner of the office sat a TV on a stand showing a newscast. The news proved just the trick to distract him, as it offered a feature story by his favorite local newswoman, Lara Lambesis. Lara was gorgeous; she had a tight body, ethnically ambiguous olive skin, and ombre-colored hair that she wore long, its natural waves cascading below her shoulders and onto her chest. He always liked watching her and began to fantasize about what he might do if she were in front of him. He imagined her skin smelled of orchids and he would catch just a whiff of it as he softly kissed the flesh of her neck. It was difficult to concentrate on the newscast with the sexuality that exuded from Lara. Had the doctor been able to hone in on what she was saying, he might have heard the report of a string of teen suicides in the upstate New York town of Clifton Park. A whole town with a psychiatric problem and national news attention might have been just the thing to make his career. Instead, the doctor found himself staring at Lara’s chest, imagining her in front of him wearing far less than the already-skimpy outfit she wore on television; imagining himself peeling it off to expose her soft, fleshy breasts that almost seemed too large for her petite body. And just as the thoughts of Colin seemed to drift away, and thoughts Lara took over, BZZZZ!! The noise emanated from his telephone system where a red light was simultaneously illuminated to accompany the blaring sound. At the other end, and just a room away, Karen, his new receptionist, gleefully shouted through the speaker, “Call for you, Doctor Black.” 

			“And the caller is…?” replied Doctor Black, reminding her once again that she must always get a name if he is to be bothered by a phone call.

			“It’s someone named Colin Barlow?” she responded, finally getting the hang of her new-ish job.

			Doctor Black sighed, “Put him through.” It seemed as though Barlow had again beaten him to the punch, managing to do precisely the thing he had hoped to avoid; his day would now be further disrupted.

			He feigned a smile and picked up the receiver. “Colin, you old so-and-so! What a wonderful article. I was just thumbing through it now,” he said as he began to draw devil horns on Colin’s face.

			“Ah, yes, thrilling indeed, Ian, old boy. No hard feelings then?” Colin said on the other end of the line. Had the doctor’s voice given him away? Was he not enthusiastic enough? He gripped his desk in defense of letting his jealousy show through.

			“No, no…of course not!” replied the doctor, trying harder to feign enthusiasm while also drawing a Hitler mustache onto Colin’s upper lip on the cover of the magazine. “I’m glad for you. It’s a major accomplishment and it couldn’t have happened to a better bloke!” 

			“Good…good. Well, I just thought I’d call to check in,” said Colin, beginning to twist the knife. “I know there was some competitiveness between us back at school and I wanted…you know…to make sure we were…um, you know…” Colin was stumbling around for the words to cause Doctor Black to lash out; he was toying with him now. “No hard feelings between us. My getting published before—”

			“No, certainly not. Certainly not!” Doctor Black interrupted. His nails dug deeper into the wood, scraping it as a zoo animal trying to escape its cage. “Rising tide raises all boats and what not. You’ve been focusing more on the research side, I’ve been focusing on helping my patients.” He was spiraling now. Losing control as the pain to his stomach cut deeper. “Not a grumble in sight mate, but I’ve actually got a patient due any mo’ so I’ll have to let you go! Ta-ta! Until the next reunion!” 

			He hung up. Was that as bad as it seemed to be? How could he be so foolish as to let Colin get the best of him twice in one day? Smarmy little git. 

			There was some truth, however, in his need to get off the phone; his new patient was due any minute now. He had been waiting for the patient’s files to transfer from his last therapist. Doctor Black’s assistant was supposed to be in charge of these matters and it angered him that she had yet to deliver the files to his desk. “KAREN!” he bellowed, storming out of his office and toward the reception desk in the waiting room.

			Karen Strode had become accustomed to such outbursts even after only a few weeks on the job. This one, however, in its suddenness and magnitude, caused her to spill the iced coffee she slowly sipped throughout the day, a routine that left her front teeth slightly stained between bleachings. Concern for her appearance did Karen well; she was twenty-four years old and drop-dead gorgeous. She knew it had been one of the reasons that she had gotten this job, but a paycheck is a paycheck, even if the doctor’s leering occasionally creeped her out. In her life prior to the job, Karen had always made sure to dress well, even if it wasn’t about getting ahead. Today was no exception, as she stunningly pulled off a black and red jumper, horizontally striped, tight-fitting to her breasts and flowing out at the midsection, giving her a youthful appearance. Her wavy brown hair, pulled tight to the sides, flowed free to the back, another style that made her appear younger than her already girlish appearance. Her pale skin was flawless, no doubt a result of her intense regimen, coupled with genetic fortune.

			Karen quickly mopped up the iced coffee with some spare napkins as Doctor Black began his inquisition. “Karen? Have Spencer Charnas’s patient transfer files arrived yet?”

			“Not yet,” she replied. “I’ve—”

			“Did you call?” he interrupted, knowing full well the end of that sentence wouldn’t have pleased him in the slightest.

			“Uh…I emailed their office, but I haven’t heard back,” said Karen. 

			“EMAILED?!” He bellowed. “Karen, you’ve got a beautiful mouth, why don’t you put it to use and get on the telephone!” The doctor settled himself before continuing, “I need to know why Doctor Michaelson’s office requested that I take this patient and, apparently, this Charnas fellow’s a burgeoning rockstar, first impressions, hmm?”

			Finished with his tirade, Doctor Black returned to his office. As soon as he turned away, Karen rolled her eyes. It had only been a few days and already he could make her skin crawl, but she knew he was harmless overall. She’d always thought of him as a lonely old curmudgeon. Besides, even when he was belittling her or behaving wildly inappropriately for the workplace, his British accent seemed to let him off the hook. He always sounded so intelligent regardless of what came out of his mouth. At least in Karen’s mind.

			Re-entering his office, Doctor Black quickly rushed to turn off the television, throw away the magazine emblazoned with the likeness of that bastard Doctor Colin Barlow, and neaten his messy office in anticipation of his imminent appointment. Moments after beginning his task, in walked Karen. “Doctor Black?” she timidly said, continuing, “Mr. Charnas is here.” 

			“Well now that he’s here, what about his transfer files? Have they come through?” he clapped back.

			Caught off guard, she slowly responded, “What?” remembering, “Oh, no…they didn’t pick up…the phone. I did the phone this time, but I left a message—”

			Doctor Black grumbled an unintelligible response, cutting her off. A silence overtook the room for a moment as she stood there, waiting for a next order. Surprised at her inability to understand the obvious next move, Doctor Black shooed her away, saying, “well…don’t keep him waiting!”

			Karen turned on a dime, flicking her hair around as she spun. She called into the waiting room for Spencer. Watching her go, Doctor Black muttered under his breath, “What am I even paying you for?” Karen heard him, but chose not to respond, thinking it better for all parties.

			A moment later, Doctor Black’s newest patient strode across the waiting room and toward the door to the office, his rockstar essence taking over the room like flames in a dry house, engulfing it all in an instant. As the charismatic front man of the band Ice Nine Kills, Spencer Charnas had always been used to fans gushing over him, but he never imagined that a psychologist like Doctor Black might do the same. 

			Upon meeting the high-profile patient, Doctor Black’s nervousness leaked out in the form of a breathless gasp. An awkward moment went by before he spoke again. “Ahhhhh, Spencer,” he finally gushed. “May I call you Spencer?” he asked, quickly catching his over-familiarity.

			Attempting to reply, Spencer started, “Well sure—”

			Immediately upon hearing this Doctor Black began, “Excellent, Spencer,” getting more used to the name, “why don’t you take a seat and we can get up to speed on your treatment thus far?”

			Spencer moved into the office and toward the couch. His fitted leather jacket opened a bit as he walked, revealing a T-shirt with an upside-down cross emblazoned on the left breast. As he sat, the jacket creeped up his arms, revealing the bottom of a tattoo on his right forearm, the tail end of a full sleeve. He sat, his eyes level with those of Doctor Black, who noticed for the first time Spencer’s perfectly coiffed, slicked back hair. This was real rockstar material, thought Doctor Black. And he was here for therapy, in his office. If the public only knew he was coming here, what it could do for his career. 

			“So, Spencer,” Doctor Black began. “I’m afraid Doctor Michaelson’s office failed to forward your session notes in time for today’s session.”

			“And I doubt they ever will.”

			“Really? What makes you say that?”

			“Well, just the suddenness of Doctor Michaelson’s practice shutting down. You know, I’d been working with him for two years?”

			Doctor Black lit up inside. This could be a big payday, as well as some excellent press if he would be working with Spencer for this long…and, of course, the chance to help a potentially troubled individual, he reminded himself.

			“And out of the blue, he drops me,” Spencer continued. “Without warning, over email no less! I’ve started thinking of him as ‘Freudy Krueger.’ I feel a bit betrayed really.”

			“Absoltively,” replied Doctor Black. He had a peculiarity for managing to sound more British than the Queen herself when he became excited. 

			Spencer’s face quickly turned to confusion at Doctor Black’s seeming joy over the betrayal of a former doctor.

			“I just mean…well, never mind,” Doctor Black managed. “Fresh start then. New blood and all that, eh?” he said, changing the subject. “Now, down to business. I hope you don’t mind if I record this session. It helps when I want to review something.”

			“Sure,” replied Spencer as he watched the doctor hit a red button on a black digital recording device that sat on the coffee table. “I’m used to being recorded. Music career and all.”

			“Ha, ah yes, very good,” laughed the doctor. “So, Spencer. Could you start by telling me what was going on in your life that made you seek therapy initially, or this time around?”

			“Well, Doc, it’s kinda…I feel like it sounds silly, but I’ve been having these really disturbing nightmares,” Spencer replied sheepishly. “It’s been hard to fall asleep, but then most nights, when I do, they wake me up…”

			“From a deep sleep, would you say?” he interjected, attempting to clarify exactly what difficulties Spencer was facing.

			“…Screaming. Sometimes. I was going to say,” Spencer said, finishing his thought.

			“Well, Spencer, it’s good that you’ve taken the first step and come in. You shouldn’t feel silly about feeling the way you feel, though. These feelings are a part of you, it’d be like being embarrassed of your eye color.”

			“Are you saying that no one is embarrassed by the color of their eyes?” Spencer shot back.

			“To the contrary! If everyone were content with themselves I’d never keep the lights on, would I?” he joked. “What I’m saying is you need never feel embarrassed about yourself, least of all with me. Why don’t we start with some of your dreams. Did you have one last night? Could you describe it to me? Do you remember these dreams, by the way?”

			“Well, there was one recurring one, in particular,” replied Spencer, as he began to recount the dream. “There’s this girl…”

			“Do you know this girl?”

			“No, but she actually looks very similar to your receptionist, Karen. I’ll call her Karen to keep it simple and give her a name. She’s young. She’s in high school. And I’m afraid for her.”

			“Why? What does she have to be afraid of?”

			“It sounds crazy, but there’s this entity. Almost, uh, I guess, I would call it a dream demon. And it haunts her nightmares,” he offered, slowly.

			“So the girl in your nightmares has nightmares herself?” asked the doctor, intrigued at the notion. “Very interesting.”

			“This entity can hurt her in her dreams, but in real life too. It’s as if her dreams are spilling over into reality. Kids are dying in town, and they think it’s suicide. But it’s not. It’s this entity killing them…”

			—

			A girl who looks just like Karen is sitting in an auditorium of a high school listening to a speaker give a eulogy for a girl who has died. The stage is set with a podium and two easels. One of the easels features a poster for suicide prevention, while the other holds a portrait of an attractive blonde teenager with the words ‘Remember Heather’ written underneath. A mix of tears and open sobbing are on display throughout the audience. The school has come to mourn the latest of a string of teen suicides. Instead of tears, a look of disgust sits on Karen’s face, coinciding with her angst-ridden outfit of a black T-shirt with an unbuttoned, plaid top layered over it and ripped skinny jeans. 

			As a young male teacher with a thin beard and mustard-yellow colored sports coat speaks to the school, Karen rises abruptly, startling the curly haired boy in the pink shirt sitting behind her. Other students look at her with a confused look, unable to focus on the memorial service. Karen runs out of the auditorium as the students continue to stare at her. 

			Now she’s in the street, heading to her house, but something stops her dead in her tracks. An ambulance is parked outside of her neighbor Glen Lane’s house, its red lights flash across the neighborhood, casting their glow in the relatively dull daylight of the late afternoon. Paramedics race to load a stretcher as the sirens blare and his parents scream. Karen had grown up right near the Lanes and been over to their house so many times. Now she watches as Glen’s parents mourn another teen death, standing outside in their driveway and clutching each other in sorrow. She and Glen had grown apart over the years, but she still could not face another person close to her losing their life; she has to get away from this horror. Her pace quickens as she continues home, unable to process the most recent loss.

			Karen turns onto Elm Street and toward her childhood home. She enters her house, runs up the stairs, and throws her book bag onto the unmade bed in the center of her room. Aside from the bed, there is a white dresser with a mirror and two white end tables that flank the bed. A door leading to a closet sits in the far corner from the door to the room, and another door off to the left and behind the dresser leads into an ensuite bathroom. The walls of the bedroom are adorned with posters of metal and punk bands from the nineties, as well as photographs of her and her friends at various concerts. She starts to look at the photos tucked into the corners of the mirror above the dresser when, all of a sudden, out of the corner of her eye, her figure transforms in the mirror and her skin crawls with fear. She looks directly into the mirror, but the only image is of herself staring back at her startled face. For a moment, she had thought she saw a figure with severely burnt flesh wearing a brimmed hat. She had not been sleeping well, so perhaps she could chalk it up to that. 

			One of the photographs in the mirror catches her eye as she turns away. It is of her and Heather, the girl from the poster at the memorial. Karen begins to rip up that photograph, then another, and another, not stopping until all of the photographs are ripped to shreds and sitting on her chest of drawers beneath the mirror. She grabs a lighter, ready to put flame to the photographs, but thinks better of it and pushes them off the chest and into the waste bin beside it. 

			Later that night, Karen is ready for bed. Another vain attempt at rest that she hopes will finally come after the last few sleepless nights. She pulls the covers up over the black T-shirt that she still wears and clicks out the light from the lamp on the nightstand. 

			For a while she is tossing and turning in her white and black floral sheets, unable to fall asleep. Finally, without noticing, as people do every night, in every corner of the world, she drifts off. As she sleeps, she continues to flail about, and is eventually awoken by the figure of a man standing beside her bed. He is a dream demon, of sorts, and stands six feet tall, in a brimmed fedora and the burnt flesh that she knew she had seen in the mirror hours before. He wears a red and black striped sweater and, when he holds one of his hands up to his lips, she notices that he has knives for fingers. Karen screams, she begins kicking and flailing her body, trying to get away, but to no avail. A large hand reaches up from within her bed and wraps its fingers around her, pulling her down. Instantly, she slips through the bed and falls, eventually landing on another bed, exactly the same as the one that she just left. She is back in her room. Alone, quiet, safe. The dream demon is gone.

			Karen rises from the bed. She looks around, ready in case he should return. It seemed so real, but maybe it was only a nightmare. Out of an abundance of caution, she grabs a baseball bat from her closet. She picks up the bat and turns back toward the bed, immediately finding herself face to face with the dream demon who has returned once again. She clutches the bat, winds it up, and swings right through his face. Just as she is about to connect, he disappears, causing her to miss. He immediately reappears. She is dumbstruck. He slashes at her with the knives that replace his fingers, catching her across the stomach, gashing to top layers of her skin and drawing blood. Just as she reaches down to survey the damage, Karen wakes up. She is back in her bed. Safe again. It was only a nightmare. The dream demon is gone.

			Awake in her bed, Karen feels the burning sensation of pain in her side, similar to that from the dream. She rises and stumbles into the bathroom connected to her bedroom. Clutching her side, she reaches the sink where she places her hands on either side of the white alabaster basin. Steadying herself through the excruciating pain, she lifts her head up to look into the double-wide mirror before pulling herself upright. She lifts her black T-shirt to reveal four gashes across her stomach, as if made by the knife-fingers of the dream demon. The red blood feels hot to the touch as she pokes at her wound. Karen comes to the realization that her dreams have crossed into the realm of reality.

			Desperate to keep herself from sleeping again, and thereby dreaming again, Karen attempts to stay awake for as long as possible. She is sitting in a chair, watching television, trying to keep her mind alert. Eventually, sleep’s weight hangs on her and her head limply nods forward. 

			Karen wakes up against the wall of her bedroom. The dream demon is across the room in front of her, his hand raised and threateningly twisted into a choking position. From a nine-foot distance, she feels his hand grasp her neck, suffocating her as he closes his finger-knives together from across the room. He grits his teeth and manipulates the burnt lips of his horribly disfigured face into a smile. As the dream demon lifts his hand, Karen feels herself rising from the floor and toward the ceiling, held only by this mysterious force that wraps itself around her neck. Suddenly, he thrusts his hand backward and she flies onto the bed. The jolt of the movement awakens her. She is suddenly back in front of the television. Awake in the real world. 

			Karen continues to mindlessly watch the TV screen, trying to stay awake. Suddenly she watches it flicker until it reveals the dream demon who is smiling back at her through her television set. He quickly disappears, leaving her to wonder if she is awake or dreaming. Is there a difference? 

			Eventually, Karen’s head nods forward, sleep again wins over, and she is mysteriously back in her bed. This time, however, her bed is surrounded by a street. It is her street, lined by trees with grass and sidewalks surrounding them, but this version of her street is darker and more deserted than she has ever experienced. 

			Karen walks back toward her house, seeking the theoretical safety that might await her. From the corner of Elm and Orange Grove, she walks past a lamppost. As she continues, she feels something—or someone—over her shoulder. Slowly, she turns around. There before her sleepy eyes is the dream demon, leaning on the post. He smiles and waves, teasing her before he strikes. She sprints away as fast as her legs will carry her; she is running to survive. As she runs, she does not come to her house, instead she finds herself back at the very corner that she was running away from. She is once again face to face with the dream demon. She runs away again, only to find herself back in the starting position for yet a third time. Once more she tries to run, and once again, the same result. She is broken. There is no exit. She succumbs to the dream demon, kneeling down in defeat. She looks up to meet the gaze of her soon-to-be killer. He smiles, grabs her chin with his left hand, and winds up his right hand ready to slash his “fingers” across her neck. She uses her right hand to grab onto his black and red striped sweater, clutching it in her tightened fist as she braces herself. Just as the moment of impact arrives, she disappears. His attempt to strike her is foiled and the dream demon finds only the air as he spins around from the momentum. 

			Karen wakes up on the floor of her living room in front of the television. Around her, a broken chair, two of its wooden legs cracked in half. She survived, she is awake. The chair and its real-world fall has woken her up, saving her from surefire death. Karen feels that she is clenching something in her right fist. She looks down and sees that she has a piece of the sweater from the dream demon. A thought immediately crosses her mind as she ponders the idea that if she could take a piece of his sweater, perhaps she could bring the whole demon into the real world, where he might be vulnerable to her attacks; just as he can hurt her in his world, she could hurt him in the real world. 

			Karen prepares a device that can be set to a timer to deliver herself an electric shock at a certain point, thereby waking her body up. She splices together the ends of her alarm clock with an electrical charge, completing the circuit through her stomach. She connects two conductive pads to the ends of the wires and sticks them onto her stomach, right over her previous wound, thereby creating the greatest chance for pain, and a higher chance that she will wake up. She picks up her baseball bat, lays down on the bed, and attempts to fall asleep. She is ready. She would once again return to this other world, ready for a fight, and ready to bring that fight back to her turf.

			 

			Spencer went silent for a moment. Having recounted the dream to the best of his ability. The doctor, however, was hooked, ready to hear more. “And? Then what happened?” he eagerly asked.

			“Oh…I don’t know. I just wake up. But what the hell are dreams anyway? Huh, Doc?” 

			The doctor thought for a moment, before continuing, “Yes, well, I can see why this would all be…very troubling. Was there anything else that’s been troubling you? In your life, I mean. Not that these dreams aren’t enough, I just mean—is there anything else you would like to discuss?”

			“No, it’s a pretty great life, I gotta say. If there’s one thing, it’s sometimes the guys in the band.”

			“How so?” replied the doctor.

			“Sometimes they just give me a hard time on tour. Like if I disappear for a little while to go do an interview or I show up late for a sound check. But, it’s tough getting to everything. I just have more commitments than they do.” As he spoke, Spencer began to play with a Rubik’s Cube that he found on the desk. “I tell them all the time that they can go out and make their own brands and opportunities. You know. Or, find their own promotional events with companies. They just don’t do it.” 

			“Yes, yes. I can see that might be difficult,” acknowledged the doctor. “But, if I may. I do have one more question about this dream.”

			“Sure.”

			“Out of curiosity, where were you while it was all happening? With the girl and the demon entity. Where were you perceiving it from?”

			Spencer continued to twist the sides of the Rubik’s Cube, turning them quickly until one of the faces was completely red. He then looked up and answered the question. “I wasn’t anywhere in particular, I guess. I was just sort of everywhere, watching it unfold.” 

			“Ah,” the doctor continued. “Well, unfortunately, when it comes to matters of the mind, there are no shortcuts, no…silver bullets. If we are going to get to the bottom of these dreams, and what’s causing them, it could take weeks of rigorous therapy, maybe even months.”

			“I figured that, Doctor, and I’m willing to put in the work.” Spencer replied, now moving onto the orange face of the Rubik’s Cube.

			“Excellent, excellent,” the doctor began to mutter to himself. “Maybe even years,” he added, mumbled under his breath where he thought Spencer couldn’t hear it. He was becoming giddy with excitement inside at the prospect that this patient might stay with him for such a long span of time, greatly increasing his chances for both fame and fortune. 

			“Years!?” asked Spencer upon hearing his doctor’s mumbled suggestion.

			“What? Oh, no, no. I was, uh, thinking of something else,” the doctor quickly shot back. The doctor nervously chuckled to himself. He laughed a lot when he was nervous, a trait he worried sometimes gave too much away. Collecting himself, he continued, “I think in the meantime, some kind of sleeping aid should be in order—and helpful—fortunately, my colleague across the hall is a psychiatrist, and she might be able to write you up a quick script for something. Just to help you get through the night, so to speak. I’ll just pop over the hall and ask her and be back in a mo’, okay?” 

			Spencer nodded, “Sounds good. Especially if you think it would help…”

			Doctor Black exited his office and dashed across the hallway to the office of Doctor Nancy Price, the license psychiatrist with whom he shared a common waiting room, and their receptionist, Karen. As he passed through, Karen looked up from her phone, attempting to stop him with her hand, adding, “She’s having lunch, she asked that she not be disturbed.” Ignoring her, Doctor Black flung open the door to his colleague’s office, knocking as he was halfway into the room.

			Doctor Price kept a neat office, much neater than that of her colleague. Bookshelves lined the interior walls and a large fern sat in each corner, aside from that with the door. On the opposite side, the windowed walls of a corner office let light pour through, illuminating her couch and end tables that held possessions, acquired on her travels. An avid adventurer, Nancy Price had been to many parts of the world, usually on humanitarian missions, collecting items as she went. Behind her large oak desk, two reddish paintings gave a warm, yet tribal, feel to the room. Unlike that of her colleague, this room had life and energy, a vibrancy that coincided with that of its occupant. Doctor Price herself was in her late twenties, sexy and smart-looking at the same time. While it made it hard for people to take her seriously at first, they quickly learned that she was a genius hidden inside a model’s frame. Her brown hair with its highlights always looked best just as it was arranged today, half up with the sides pulled back into a bun, and the rest falling just above the small of her back.

			As Doctor Black entered, he found his colleague at her desk eating lunch while simultaneously looking over a stack of notes in a manilla file. She held a plastic fork in her hand as she mindlessly munched her Caesar salad with grilled chicken, having not taken her eyes off of the file for the moments before he entered. The noise of the doctor coming in caused her to jerk her head up and quickly display an expression of annoyance at the intrusion. “Ian! What do you want? I have a patient in fifteen,” she barked.

			“Not to worry, it will only take a moment,” he said, shutting the door behind him. “I have a patient that I need to send in. It should be just a quick script and then on with your lunch. He just needs something to help his sleep. Been having some nightmares, is all.”

			She sighed, knowing that part of their deal for the office space made her prescription pad available to Doctor Black’s patients, as well as her own. “Send him in,” she said in defeat. “Who is this person?”

			“Spencer, the musician bloke I was telling you about.”

			“Oh. Right. Okay, let me just straighten up a bit here.” she said, throwing her salad to the side and putting her file away. “You can send him in whenever.”

			Doctor Black turned on his heels, opening the door to Doctor Price’s office and leaving it open as he went back toward his own office. He ushered Spencer out, escorting him into the office across the hall and leaving him in the capable hands of Doctor Price before returning to make some notes and debrief before his next patient would arrive.

			Within ten minutes, Spencer had recounted the details of some of his dreams for Doctor Price. She sat in disbelief, shocked that a person could get any sleep with such vivid, gruesome nightmares haunting him. As soon as he finished, she reassured him that this was the right thing to do, saying “with dreams like that, no wonder you can’t get any sleep. I’m going to give you something to help.”

			“Thanks, Doctor Price. I really appreciate it,” replied Spencer.

			“Oh, you can call me Nancy,” she added. “Doctor Black prefers to be called doctor, but I find that a bit pretentious.” As she spoke, she removed a set of small keys from her wrist and inserted one into the top drawer of her desk, from which she removed a thick prescription pad.

			“Thank you, Nancy,” said Spencer, trying out the name. A portrait behind her caught his eye, and he pointed to it. “Is that a picture of an elephant over there? Who is that riding it?”

			Nancy turned, looking at the photo behind her and leaving her pad on the desk. “That’s me, actually,” she said with the unexcited tone of someone embarrassed by all that they have seen and done. 

			“That’s you?!” responded Spencer, prodding for more detail. “May I see it?” He stood up, hoping to get a closer look. 

			“Sure,” she said, standing up as she responded. She turned around to pick up the framed image. 

			“Where was that taken, Doctor? Sorry. Nancy,” Spencer corrected himself as he leaned over the desk toward Nancy’s back. She was unaware of his movements.

			“Africa,” she replied, picking up the photograph. Her back turned to Spencer, she looked at the picture, reminiscing of the amazing, once-in-a-lifetime trip. “After I completed my residency, some friends and I volunteered for Doctors Without Borders. And it was probably the greatest experience of my life.” While she spoke, Spencer had moved his hand across the desk, palmed her prescription pad, and started sliding it toward his pocket.
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