
The Presence; an excerpt 

Something jarred me awake. 
I opened my eyes and laid there; petrified. 
I needed to get up; didn't want to, had to. Something was in the house. 
But so were Katie and kids. That’s the only reason I even considered investigating. 
I checked on Katie first; sound asleep. Grabbing my iPhone, I got up and used it to light 

the way to the kid’s rooms. As usual, Seth was tangled in the covers and laid sideways on the 
bed. That kid had the worst sleeping habits. When he got older, his partner was gonna have to 
sleep in full body armor if she expected to survive a single night. Other than that, he slept. 

I moved on to Kerry. She cuddled a stuffed bunny she’d had since birth. Her breathing 
was steady and there was nothing out of the ordinary in her room. 

I walked down the hallway towards the kitchen, dining, and living room area. Wait; 
where’s Mac? The dumb dog usually favored Katie and was always by her side. Even sat by 
the door when she went to the bathroom. He followed her around like…well…like a lost 
puppy. He usually slept on our bed, but there was no sign of him. I was curious, but I'd wake 
up the whole house if I called out to him so kept quiet.  

Who was I kidding, I wasn't curious at all, I wanted companionship and protection. 
Seeking solace from that cowardly dog was a testament to just how goddamn terrified I was. 
Mac barked a lot of smack but only backed it up with a tail between his legs. We bought a 
rabbit once and had to return it, because after four days, the stupid mutt wouldn't come out 
from under the bed. He didn't eat, drink, or shit, and I'd bet my mother's soul he didn't sleep a 
wink either. 

Walking up to the kitchen's entrance, I glanced inside; nothing noteworthy. A digital clock 
read 2:07 AM in a light blue, slightly pulsating display. 2AM? Shit. I should've run back to 
that comfortable bed and my wife's warm body, but instead, I moved passed the kitchen, and 
as I did, my apprehension skyrocketed. I didn't even know why, but all of a sudden I was 
even more terrified. Putting one step in front of the other took every ounce of courage and 
willpower I had. I still didn't see or hear anything, but it was the silence that creeped me out 
more than anything else. 

I inched closer to the living room and stopped; there was movement near an end table. I 
could barely see it, but something definitely moved. I didn't want to go any further. I was 
already more scared than I'd ever been in my entire life, and now there was something under 
that fucking table. That something whimpered and I flinched like a startled cat. 

I bent down. Moonlight spilled in where we’d left the shades open and it lit the area just 
enough to reveal Mac trying to hide. He saw me too; probably why he whimpered in the first 
place. 

He was terror-stricken. Nothing like with the rabbit; worse. 
Now, Mac and I weren't pals by any means. To be honest, we barely tolerated each other. 

If it weren't for Katie and the kids, Mac would be living in a cardboard box under a bridge 
with the other hobos. That is until he pissed them off and they evicted his ass. No, we 
definitely weren't BFFs, but he was still part of the family and well…no one should have to 
be that scared. 

Especially me. 



I didn't bother pulling him out, though. He was safe, and I still needed to check out the 
rest of the house. I turned towards the sliding glass door leading to the backyard and looked 
down at a spot on the floor that previously had water damage the other day. 

It was wet again. 
No, not wet; saturated. I might've had a few drinks last night, but I was far from drunk 

and I was positive that spot was still dry before we all went to bed. Robert, my best friend 
who was visiting yesterday, had the nasty habit of smoking while drinking. We walked 
through that area several times on our way to the backyard and it was definitely dry. 

When I'd first discovered the wet spot it had a black soot-like stain surrounding the center 
of it. Now, I leaned in closer to discover it was back. 

It moved. 
I jerked back and stumbled, nearly falling on my ass and taking a lamp with me. 
For just an instant, that black something swirled in lazy circles. 
I stayed back, wanting to take another look but unable to muster the balls to do so. Mac 

whimpered again and I had the hysterical notion of stealing his hideout. Gritting my teeth, I 
walked over to the stain once again. I stared at it; nothing. After a minute, I bent down closer. 

Nothing. 
A nervous chuckle bubbled out of me. After hearing nothing but my own shaky breathing 

for so long, the sound was alien. I was just about to write the whole thing off as an overactive 
imagination when a picture on the wall, to the right of the sliding glass door, caught my 
attention; I didn't recognize it. I couldn't see it clearly because the moon's light didn't reach 
that far. But this was only our second day in the beach house; maybe I just never noticed it 
before. 

No. It hadn't been there. What's more, the fear that had stolen my nerve from the moment 
I awoke seeped out of that picture like sludge from a sewer pipe. 

I started trembling as an overwhelming sense of self-preservation urged me to run; to get 
away. An image of my family crossed my mind but… 

Since working as a lawyer for Mason & Drake Attorneys at Law, I'd learned many 
valuable lessons, but one in particular stuck out; when threatened, we humans have an 
amazing capacity to abandon our fellow man in favor of our own safety. You see, civilized 
people are only civil as long as their needs are met. Well guess what; safety, security, and 
freedom from fear are needs. 

Oh yes, it was time to get the hell out and all else be damned. I turned to leave, but a 
momentary glance at the picture caused me to pause. 

Know how sometimes you see something out of the corner of your eye, and you do an 
involuntary double-take to get a better glimpse? That's what I did. 

And I wish I hadn’t. 
That picture was no picture at all. The area was discolored with unusual textures, giving 

the impression of a picture in the faint light. In reality, it was disintegrating paint, lumpy 
drywall, and stains running down to the floor. The section was completely soaked. It also had 
a blackish ring surrounding it, like the carpet. But what could cause a leak to be in such 
specific areas? And why was the dirt, if that's what it was, only on the outer edges of a ruined 
center? These questions barely had time to form when something hijacked my mind, ripping 
me from reality. 



I was trapped in dense darkness. The kind of darkness so complete, you flinched at your 
own touch because who's to say it was really yours? I was too scared to reach out, but 
intuition led me to believe this blackness was vast, endless even; a terrible, terrible void. 

I couldn't handle it. 
My sanity was coming apart at the edges while my soul tried to claw its way out of this 

bottomless pit. I needed it to end, anything to make the fear stop. 
But neither death nor insanity claimed my pathetic soul. 
The reason why settled into me like a sinking ship, plunging to unknown depths with no 

hope of rescue or survival. Even though everything that defined who and what I was slowly 
disintegrated, this endless and utterly black abyss also confined and kept me together. 

What's more, I was being watched, in a palpable way, if that was even possible. It was a 
presence. At least, I thought so. No...just a feeling. Ok, I had no idea, but regardless, it was 
the source of my terror. That fact was as clear to me as my own name. 

This watching entity, this evil, surrounded me. I tried to look around, knowing it was 
there, knowing it was close, but the blackness was absolute. 

The…thing grazed my skin, like a painter's delicate brush stroke, and I flinched. But the 
movement was surreal, as though it were a mere echo of what it should’ve been. My mind 
reeled as a hysterical thought hit me; this must be what it feels like to tread water in the 
middle of the ocean while sharks circled underneath. 

It came closer then, and… 
Oh god no. 
This foulness wrapped around me, starting with my feet and working its way up slowly, 

covering every square inch of my body, clogging my pores. Eventually, it encased me in 
abhorrent darkness even more loathsome than the void. 

And then it...held me? Caressed me. I tried to run, jump, scream, fucking anything! But a 
fly twisted in a spider’s web had a better chance of getting away. 

This defiler ensnared and ripped my psyche to shreds while touching me as though we 
were fond friends. No, lovers. 

Its nature radiated filth; nasty and unclean. The revulsion and terror drove me mad! 
I couldn’t imagine ever being more scared, but then the touch changed. The caressing, 

featherlike, almost tender pats became invasive; probing. 
It tore me apart, exploring and sampling every part of my being. What the hell was it 

doing!? Wait…Oh, dear Jesus… 
It’s tasting me. 
I was done. This presence could no longer contain my sanity. My psyche unraveled and I 

was grateful for it. I didn't give a shit about an afterlife, heaven, or hell. I didn't want to be 
anymore. My essence began erasing from life when… 

I was back. 
I stood there. Gazing at that fucking wall. It had changed for the worst. The blackness 

surrounding the middle spidered out, stretching to the ceiling. The center wept tears of 
plaster, paint, and drywall. The floor was littered with debris as it connected to the spot to the 
stain on the carpet. I observed all this, but my mind was a mess, barely forming a coherent 
thought. 

I closed my eyes, took deep breaths and after a few moments, enough fear subsided for 
me to get a grip. I opened my eyes and found that if I didn't look directly at the wall, I could 
at least think clearly. I glanced down and I was soaked from head to toe in sweat. 



I was still out of it, but as the fear receded and a mild sense of normalcy settled in, it 
dawned on me that a rhythmic plinking sounded in my head. 

Wait, no. 
Not plinking, chattering. It was my damn teeth, chattering like a runaway jackhammer. 
And man I stunk; sweat wasn't the only bodily fluid I’d lost. I had pissed myself. I don't 

mean a trickle or squirt that escaped when laughing too hard. I emptied my bladder three 
times over. But this stench was worse than piss and sweat. Fear marinated in it, changing it to 
the kind of reek you ran away from. 

Overlaid with that repulsive odor was the mildewy smell of wet plaster, paint, and carpet. 
But something else I didn’t recognize struck my nostrils; foreign and fouler. 

Does evil have a smell? 
A hysterical chuckle blurted out of me. I jumped and…pissed again. 
It was time to get the fuck out. 
My legs were fatigued and achy, but without looking at the wall, I managed to crawl over 

to Mac. I tried to be mad at the little shit for cowering under the table while something 
attempted to devour my sanity, but hell, I'd have done the same thing. I believe he actually 
understood. I reached out to him, and he low-crawled into my arms and whimpered. He 
trembled almost as bad as me. 

I continued as best I could towards the hallway and kitchen entrance. Once there, I stood 
up. Taking a couple deep breaths, I swallowed more of the fear so I could try to walk. Still 
terrified, I kept looking over my shoulder, but I got by. I glanced into the kitchen and stared at 
the clock; 4:20 AM. 

I stood in front of that goddamn wall for over two hours? No wonder my ass and legs 
were numb. 

I had to get to the bathroom and clean up. In my crazed state, I realized that modesty is a 
funny thing. Doesn't matter if you're running out of a burning building, or say, got trapped in 
a dark void where something played taste taster with your soul, no one, no one, wanted to get 
caught but-ass-naked in front of their family. Especially smelling like you took a shower 
under an elephant while it emptied its ample bladder. 

I made it to the bathroom and put Mac on the floor. He scurried to a corner and curled up 
into a ball the moment his paws hit the ground 

I stood in front of the mirror, gawking. I had no idea who stared back. My basic features 
were the same; disheveled dark brown curly hair, ears I always thought were too big, slightly 
crooked nose from a break that never healed properly when I was a kid, and a five o'clock 
shadow. 

But the freak in the mirror stared at me with eyes I didn't recognize. They were the same 
hazel, more green than brown, but the fear in them changed this person; he was beaten. These 
eyes used to be vibrant, awaited any challenge, knew how to appreciate the world’s beauty, 
and used their intensity to gain the upper hand in a courtroom. 

These eyes belonged to an outsider. 
My skin was normally a shade of olive that always drew the lady’s attention. But this 

dude was ashy pale. Not even pale actually. Pasty, worn, and saggy. What a haggard looking 
bastard. Of course, part of me was aware the vagrant in the mirror was me. Apparently, two 
hours of the worst terror a mind could endure turned me into a zombie. The only thing 
missing was drizzling flesh. But I couldn't fully reconcile such a drastic difference so I 
allowed myself to pity him. 



I shook my head to clear it, determined to get my shit together. I couldn't let Katie and the 
kids see me this way, that was for sure. A shower was out of the question, though; too loud. I 
stripped and tossed my clothes in a plastic bag. They'd have to be thrown out; no way to hide 
the sweat and urine stains. And that stench…I was convinced others could smell reeking fear 
as easily as me. I know; crazy, but I believed it. 

I finished up and crept to my room. Katie was still asleep and there was no reason to 
believe the kids had awakened either. I sat on the bed and set Mac down next to me. I was 
beyond exhausted but didn't have the luxury of a nap. Every ounce of common sense and 
logic told me to wake my family and get them the hell out. But after what I'd been through I 
needed to rest; for just a moment. 

I laid next to Katie, and Mac curled into me and was asleep in seconds. His shivering was 
nerve wracking, and I thought for sure between that and everything that happened I would 
stay awake. 

I was wrong.


