
Gary’s Lament, Part 1

By Snow McNally

Fair warning: this story follows on from the events of Morning Star. If you haven’t read it 
yet, you might want to.

The first time I met her, she ruined my life. One day, everything was fine, everyone was 
happy. The next, well, I’m still not entirely sure. Everything went to Hell in a hand basket, 
and I’m still kind of reeling from it.

Still, I survived. I moved on, started again, forgot about her, forgot about him. That 
part was hard, harder than I’d care to admit, but I did it. It was the only way, the only thing 
left.

I settled into a new life, with new people, and for a while, I was happy. At least, I was 
closer to happy than I had been for a while. It wasn’t perfect, but I guess life never is. I was 
glad for what I had.

Then I saw her again. That frightening Hell-spawned succubus who stole my best 
friend and threw me to the wolves.

The night I saw her again, she dragged me further down than I ever thought I’d go, 
gleefully destroying the happiness I had worked so hard to build.

And to think, the night started off so well...

It was Christmas eve, and once again, I was alone. Thinking back, I can’t actually 
remember the last Christmas I spent with a partner. I always ended up  spending them with 
Alex...

Pushing that painful memory aside, it was Christmas eve, and I’d decided that 
instead of wallowing in loneliness and misery, I’d take a work friend up on his offer and go 
to a party he was hosting. I didn’t really know anyone there, so I took it as an opportunity 
to meet new people, and maybe get laid.

I was leaning against the wall, beer in hand, scanning the room, weighing up my 
options. One girl in particular stood out; she looked almost radiant, and my eyes were 
immediately drawn to her. Blonde, slender, her movements were vaguely ethereal, and 
that is the first and last time I ever use that word.

Well, why  not? I thought to myself. There was no harm in approaching her, anyway. I 
took one last swig of beer and put the can down. Taking a deep breath, I put one foot in 
front of the other, and walked over to her.

As I approached, she turned around. I got a good look at her face, and nearly tripped 
over my own feet. That just wasn’t fair.

I just stood there, staring at Alex, dumbfounded. For his part, he didn’t seem to have 
even noticed me, his ice-blue eyes staring right past me.

For a second, I considered just walking away, leaving the party, and never going 
back. I wasn’t ready for this. I wasn’t ready for him, but I couldn’t run away. Maybe it was 
an opportunity.

“Alex?” I forced out, not entirely sure I was even audible.
“Who-” he looked around, confused. Then he saw me, and his eyes narrowed, 

focussing. “Gary? Uh, hey.”
My nerve was breaking already.
“I swear I had no idea you’d be here tonight,” I blurted out.
Alex looked calm, relaxed. More than that, he looked happy. It was reassuring.
“It’s... it’s okay,” he said. “I’m okay.”
“I’m sorry,” I said, already preparing to leave. “I’ll-”
“It’s fine,” he insisted. “It’s been long enough.”
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“Yeah,” I agreed.
We stood there for a while, watching each other, neither of us saying anything. I don’t 

think either of us had any idea what to say. After all that had happened, where would we 
even start?

Even from up close, it was easy to see how I’d mistaken him for a girl. He’d always 
been feminine, but it was at a whole new level. He was wearing make-up, his hair was 
longer (not that it had ever been short), his nails were painted, his clothing hugged his 
body. It almost looked as if he had breasts, but it was just the cut of the fabric.

“How are you?” he asked, his eyes fixed on mine as they roamed his body.
“I’ve been better,” I admitted. “Spent a long time being confused, and even longer 

hating myself. I’m better now, but you know.”
“I know.”
“How about you?”
“Life is... interesting,” he said, smiling a little. “I’m never bored, at least.”
Images of her flashed through my mind. I shuddered involuntarily.
“I’m almost too afraid to ask.”
“That’s probably for the best,” he said, smiling politely.
“I do need to know, though...”
He looked cautious, his body language turning defensive.
“Uh-huh...”
“What’s with the make-up?” I asked, trying not to sound condemning. I don’t know 

how successful I was.
“I’m not sure I understand the question,” he said.
“Well, it’s just...” I struggled to find a way to phrase it that wouldn’t offend him, but it 

was hard when I didn’t know what actually would offend him. “Why?”
“Same as anyone, I guess,” he said, shrugging. “I like the way it looks.”
I shook my head.
“I thought you were a girl at first,” I said.
“Thanks,” he said, smiling. I hadn’t meant it as a compliment, but if it made him 

happy...
I decided to change the subject, wracking my brain for something else to talk about. 

All I could think of was her. I didn’t want to know, but I had to.
“So, um, how’s...” I trailed off, unable to even say her name. Why was she so hard to 

talk about?
“Rebecca? Same as always, I guess.”
“Crazy?” I snapped, playing it off at the last second as a joke.
“Completely insane,” he agreed, laughing a little. “But I love her.”
I took a deep breath.
“I’m really happy for you.”
“Thanks,” he said.
“She’s not here tonight, is she?” I asked, looking around nervously.
“No, I think she has a date tonight,” he said, looking thoughtful. I did a double-take, 

not sure I’d heard him correctly.
“A date? You guys aren’t...” I didn’t say it, but I knew he knew what I meant.
“Hmm? Oh, no we are,” he said, casually. I was confused.
“I don’t get it.”
“Most people don’t,” he said.
Another awkward silence. As reunions go, this one could have been going a lot 

better, but at least he was talking to me. I missed him, more than I wanted to admit.
“Do you still draw?” I asked.
“Yeah,” he said. Then, after a brief pause, added “I actually, um, I have something for 

you. I was gonna send it to you, but...”
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“You drew me something?”
“Painted,” he corrected. “It wasn’t going to be for anyone in particular, but when it 

was done, I knew it had to be yours.”
My heart was pounding in my chest, and I didn’t understand why.
“Y-you painted her again, didn’t you?”
“Yes.”
I could picture her in my mind, beautiful and terrifying. Short hair, pale skin, glowing 

eyes, an unstoppable force of destruction and fury. Whoever she was, part of me longed 
for her, missed her deeply despite having never met her.

“Who is she?”
“I still don’t really know,” he said. “You dream about her, don’t you?”
“More often than I’d care to admit.”
“Me too.”
“That’s so weird,” I said.
“I suppose,” he said. “I can’t even tell what weird is anymore.”
“I can’t say I envy you,” I told him.
“That’s okay. Envy is the last thing I’m looking for.”
Once again, we found ourselves staring at one another, at a loss for words. I wanted 

to say something, anything, to break the silence, but couldn’t come up with a single thing.
Alex looked around, and I realised I was running out of time. Knowing I may never 

get the chance again, I blurted out what I’d been trying to say all night.
“Hey, I really am sorry. About everything. Honestly, I could make excuses, and 

believe me, I want to, but in the end it doesn’t matter. I’m just sorry.”
“It’s okay,” he said. “Really, I understand. It’s complicated, but I don’t really blame 

you.”
I doubted that he really  understood. I didn’t really  understand. Something took over 

me, an obsession, a powerful compulsion to act in ways that didn’t make any sense to me. 
Of course, I wasn’t going to tell him any of that.

“I... don’t really know what to say.”
“I’ve missed you,” he said.
“I’ve missed you too.”
“What are you doing tomorrow?” he asked.
“Spending Christmas alone,” I said, trying not to sound pathetic.
“Would you like to join us for dinner?”
I scoffed. “How would she feel about that?”
“I can’t imagine why she’d mind. She doesn’t really care about Christmas, anyway.”
“Well, if you’re sure it’s okay...”
“I promise,” he said.
“I’d love to.”

I left that party feeling better than I had in months. For the first time in ages I had 
something to look forward to, something to feel good about. I was actually smiling as I 
walked out the door.

The moment my foot hit the footpath, my phone buzzed. It was a message from an 
unknown number, with just an address and the words ‘you’re invited’ at the end. I nearly 
disregarded it, but for some reason, whether it was my suddenly good mood or just 
curiosity, I decided to go. It wasn’t like I had anything better to do.

It was only  a five minute walk from where I was, anyway. It was just a house, and 
when I got there, the door was open. The bouncer just nodded at me as I walked past.

If you’ve been paying attention, you can probably  guess who the first person I saw 
upon entering was. Fortunately, she didn’t see me. 
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I almost didn’t recognise her, at first. She’d dyed her hair blonde and her skin was 
darker, like she’d been tanning. There’s no mistaking the evil that follows her around, 
though.

I was about to leave, but something about her made me curious, and I waited for a 
bit, watching what she did. 

As I watched, she snuck up behind a guy talking animatedly  to someone across a 
bar. Deftly, she reached into his back pocket, extracting his wallet without him noticing. 
Somehow, I wasn’t surprised.

She flipped through the wallet, taking out the money and looking at the cards one by 
one. Then she managed to get it back into his pocket, still without him noticing. After that, 
she wandered off.

Five minutes later, the guy left the bar, and moved over to another group  of people, 
putting his arm around a girl I assumed was his girlfriend. One by  one, the rest of the 
group vanished, leaving the two of them alone, but they didn’t seem to mind.

Rebecca approached them, looking uncharacteristically friendly  and even a little 
nervous. Even knowing what she was like, it was hard for me to tell it was fake.

“Paul? Holy crap, I totally didn’t expect to see you here!”
Totally? Since when did she talk like that?
“Um, I’m sorry, who are you?”
Rebecca pouted. I couldn’t believe it.
“You’ve forgotten me already, Paul? I know we only dated for a few months, but jeez. 

Was I that boring?”
His girlfriend looked sideways at him, unimpressed.
“Uh, Paul?”
“Seriously, I have no idea who she is,” he protested.
“Then why is she saying you used to date?” she demanded.
“You didn’t lie about me, did you Paul?” Rebecca said, sounding offended.
“What the Hell are you talking about?”
“Oh my God,” Rebecca said. “You are such an asshole!”
“Paul, what is she talking about?”
“I have no idea!” Paul insisted.
“I... Look, it doesn’t matter,” Rebecca said. “If he doesn’t want to tell you, I probably 

shouldn’t say anything.”
What was she up to, I wondered? Did she just enjoy  messing with people, or was 

there actually  some point to it? Whatever it was, I had to admit she was good. She played 
the part perfectly.

“No, if there’s something I should know...” the girlfriend insisted.
“You’re gonna believe her over me?” Paul complained.
“I’m just asking.”
Rebecca looked at him, then at her. Then she blushed. It was convincing enough that 

it even nearly fooled me.
“Well, I, uh... I took his anal cherry. That’s why I’m surprised he doesn’t remember 

me.”
The girlfriend looked stunned.
“You what now.”
“I fucked your boyfriend in the ass,” Rebecca said, and I nearly choked on my drink. 

Paul did the same thing.
“What? NO. Nope. No way. Never happened. Seriously, I have no idea who this girl 

is.”
“I seriously  don’t understand why you’re lying,” Rebecca said, sounding hurt. “How 

can you not remember me? I used to stay  at your place all the time. I practically  lived 
there. You know, the one on High Street.”
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She’d looked at his license, of course she knew where he lived. They didn’t know 
that, though. It was pretty convincing.

“She knows where you live,” the girlfriend said.
“Well, I was there a lot,” Rebecca said. “Does he still have that dog?”
“Yes,” she replied, sounding ever more unimpressed.
How had she known that? Maybe a photo in the wallet? Or just a lucky guess?
“Look,” Paul began, “lady, I don’t know who you are, or how you know anything about 

me, but you’re starting to creep me out. I think you should go.”
“Why are you trying to hide this?” the girlfriend demanded.
“Men,” Rebecca said bitterly. Of course, she would be the stuck-up  man-hating 

feminist type.
“Tell me about it,” the girlfriend agreed.
“Hey,” Rebecca said, “why don’t we take him to a more private room, and, you know, 

talk about it? I mean, if you’re into-”
I didn’t hear the rest because someone stumbled into the back of me, spilling their 

drink on me and mine on the floor. They were barely able to stand; I just walked away, 
trying not to engage them. When I looked back, Rebecca and the couple were gone.

Something about what had happened bothered me. I had a weird feeling in the pit of 
my stomach, like she was going to murder them or something. With nothing better to do 
anyway, I decided to look for them.

I wandered from room to room, glancing in surreptitiously, feeling like a secret agent. 
I saw the occasional pair of people making out, but not the couple that I was looking for, 
and no trace of Rebecca.

After a while, I just gave up. Looking for them stopped being fun after about a minute, 
and it was still a party. I figured I might as well enjoy myself.

After about an hour, and several drinks, I actually did find them again. I was on my 
way to the bathroom when I saw Rebecca coming out of a room, looking as suspicious as 
ever. I hid behind a door, and when she was gone, I went into the room she’d just left.

The couple were in there, lying on the bed, completely motionless, not to mention 
naked. For a brief moment, I thought she actually  had killed them, but they  were definitely 
breathing. 

My brain started putting together the pieces, and I hate to admit I was actually  a little 
aroused. It was a pretty elaborate set-up just to get them in a room and fuck them, but 
damn if it wasn’t hot.

There wasn’t any reason for me to hang around, though. I figured it was about time 
for me to go home, before I ran into her face to face. That was one conversation I didn’t 
want to have.

“Hello, Gary,” she said,  nearly making me jump out of my skin. I turned around to 
find her standing in the doorway, waiting for me.

“AAH!” I screamed, backing away.
She looked exactly the way I remembered her; black and red hair, pale skin, dark 

eyes, a lot of dark make-up. Oh, and those creepy long black nails. Even her outfit was 
different, with way more frills and layers.

“Aw, that’s cute, but there’s no reason to be frightened.”
“I’m not frightened,” I lied. “You just surprised me.”
“That’s a lie,” she said with a smile.
“What are you doing here?” I asked accusingly.
“Do I need a reason?”
“It can’t be a coincidence,” I insisted.
“Can’t it?”
“I just saw Alex earlier tonight. He said you were on a date.”
“I was,” she said. “It was fun. It wasn’t enough.”
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“So you just happened to show up at the same party as me?”
She smirked, clearly enjoying herself. I wanted to leave, but she was blocking the 

door.
“My, my, we are paranoid.”
“Tell me you don’t deserve it,” I snapped.
“Fair enough.”
“What happened in here?” I demanded, glancing back at the two unconscious people 

still lying naked on the bed.
“That’s a rather personal question, don’t you think?”
“They look half dead,” I said.
“They’re fine,” she insisted.
“I don’t buy it.”
“Physically, they’re unharmed,” she said. “Emotionally, they’ll be drained for a few 

days. Definitely  won’t be fucking any time soon. Trust me, they’ll tell you it was worth it. 
When they wake up.”

“What did you do to them?”
“I drained them,” she said simply, as if that was supposed to mean something to me.
“Of what? Blood?”
“What do I look like, a vampire?”
“Uh...”
“Fuck off,” she said irritably.
“What, you’re offended?”
“I’m hungry,” she said.
“What does that mean?” I asked, just getting more and more confused. She grinned, 

and a chill ran down my spine. “Oh, no you don’t. Fuck all the way off.”
“Oh, relax,” she said. “You have the emotional depth of a garden snail. I couldn’t be 

less interested.”
“How would you know?” I asked, offended despite myself.
“Does it matter?”
“A little!” I said, not really certain why I was pushing the point.
“Well, I can just tell,” she said. “Anyway, you’re boring me, so I’m going to leave.”
“Seems like you got what you came for, anyway.”
“Not really,” she said. “I’m still hungry.”
“Well, I hope you’re feeling better by tomorrow,” I said, unable to resist.
“What.”
“Alex invited me over for dinner.”
“Well now.”
“Problem?”
“Could be.”
“Too bad,” I said.
“For you,” she countered.
“Ugh, you’re a child,” I complained.
She didn’t say anything else, just smiled and left, walking away just slowly enough 

that I was forced to stare at her ass as I watched her go.

I woke up  with a splitting headache, completely disoriented and entirely sober. I was happy 
about exactly none of those things.

I pulled myself up into a sitting position, shaking off the last of my grogginess. I 
looked around, letting my eyes adjust to the darkness, and suddenly realised I had no idea 
where I was.

Did I not make it home last night? I honestly couldn’t remember. I didn’t think I’d had 
that much to drink, but my headache was telling me otherwise.
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“Ugh,” I said, “my head. Where am I?”
“Dreaming,” came the reply, and I jumped. I hadn’t realised I wasn’t alone. I looked 

around, trying to locate the source of the voice.
She was lying beside me, facing away. I pulled away the sheet as she turned around 

to face me, red eyes glowing in the darkness.
“AAAH! Jesus, you again?”
“You are far too easy to surprise,” Rebecca said, grinning.
“Where the fuck am I?”
“I told, you’re dreaming,” she said, as if I were stupid for not believing her.
“Yeah, sure,” I said, standing up. I didn’t want to be anywhere near her. “Seriously 

though, this is fucked up, even for you.”
She looked offended.
“You really don’t believe you’re dreaming?”
“Who would?” I asked. She smiled happily, looking pleased with herself. “Why are 

you smiling?”
“I’m getting better,” she said.
“What?”
“You don’t know much about succubi, do you?”
“About what?”
I can honestly say I’ve never heard that word before in my  life, and I’d have lived a 

happier and fuller life it it had stayed that way.
“Demons who seduce men,” she said. “Sometimes in their sleep, or even their 

dreams. At least, that’s the common interpretation.”
“Okay, now I kind of think I’m dreaming,” I said sarcastically.
“You are,” she said again.
“So none of this is real?” I didn’t believe her, I just really  wanted an excuse to call her 

a cunt without repercussions.
“That really depends on your perspective,” she said.
“What?”
“Technically, this is all in your head,” she said. “So I can’t really cause you any harm. 

But... I can make it hurt.”
Before I knew what was happening, straps flew out of the wall, wrapping around my 

wrists and ankles. They pulled me back against it, pinning me in place with my arms and 
legs splayed out. I was starting to believe her.

I screamed as an almost unbearable pain wracked my body, unable to move. It only 
lasted a second, but it was enough to convince me she wasn’t fucking around.

“Fuck. You.”
“Or, I can make you feel good,” she crooned.
Without even touching me, waves of pleasure washed over me, massaging my entire 

body. Like the pain, it lasted only  a second, but just that one second had me nearly  ready 
to burst.

“Gah!”
“And that is very real,” she said.
“Why are you doing this?”
“Because I can?” she suggested. “Because I don’t like you? Or maybe because I 

want you to stay away from Alex.”
“Oh,” I said. “I get it now.”
“I’m not sure you do,” she growled.
“I’m not surprised you’re the possessive type,” I said cruelly. She laughed.
“Is that what you think?”
“Tell me I’m wrong.”
“You’re wrong,” she said.
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“Then what is it?” I demanded.
“You hurt Alex,” she said. “Badly. And I’m not the forgiving type.”
“Yeah, I know. And I feel terrible about that, I do. But we all make mistakes, and if 

Alex can forgive me, I don’t see why you can’t.”
It was none of her damn business anyway. Yeah, I fucked up, but that had nothing to 

do with her.
“Alex is a much better person than I am,” she said. “And I’m okay with that.”
“You are such a fucking hypocrite.”
“How do you figure?” she asked, sounding genuinely curious.
“Does Alex know about this? About what you are, and what you do? What would he 

say if he knew what was happening right now?”
That gave her pause for the briefest of moments.
“Alex isn’t a fan of conflict, it’s true. Still, ignorance is bliss.”
“That tells me all I need to know,” I said.
“I seriously doubt that.”
“Do your worst,” I challenged her. “Make my night a living Hell. I don’t care. When I 

wake up, I’m telling him everything.”
In the blink of an eye, she’d crossed the room, without so much as moving. She 

brought her face close to mine, and when she opened her mouth to smile, I could see 
fangs.

“And if I kill you first?”
“Can you?” I asked, knowing full well that she couldn’t. It was just a dream. There 

wasn’t a damn thing she could do to me outside of it.
“You’re about to find out.”
I squeezed my eyes shut, prepared for the worst. She may not have been able to kill 

me, but I knew what was coming, and steeled myself against it. It was going to be a long 
and painful night.

When nothing happened, I opened my eyes again. I was lying on my back, in my own 
bed, staring at the ceiling, drenched in my own sweat. Rebecca was nowhere to be seen.

Was that it, then? She was just gone, and I was alive and well? Was she just 
bluffing?

There was a wrapped box at the foot of my bed, reminding me that it was Christmas 
day. I didn’t want to touch it; there wasn’t anybody that could have left me a present, 
except for her. I probably should have just thrown it out the window.

Instead, I opened it anyway. My body moved on its own, working on instinct, and 
before I could stop it, the wrapping paper was torn off and I was pulling the lid off.

Inside the box was a gun, an ordinary  pistol, just lying there innocently. I just stared 
at it, confused. Was it supposed to be symbolic? A threat?

There was a note underneath it. I reached in and pulled it out, taking care not to 
touch the gun as I did, just in case.

Merry Christmas, Gary.

I have bad news for you.
You’re trapped.

Don’t worry, you’ll wake up eventually. But I’m afraid you won’t quite make it in time for dinner. I’ll make sure 
Alex understands why.

I can’t promise you what happens next is going to be pleasant.
Actually, I could promise that. But that hardly seems like me, does it?
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Instead, I promise to make this the worst nightmare you’ve ever had. Before long, you’ll be wishing it was real, just 
so you could actually end it.

Speaking of ending it, I le you a present, in case it all gets to be too much. I can’t guarantee you it’ll work.
Sweet dreams, Gary.

Love, Rebecca.

TO BE CONTINUED
14/2/13

Snow McNally

9


