
        
            
                
            
        

    


BOOK SUMMARY


What follows are the
true-life inspired events of Spring 2015. 


 


Iain Rob Wright was a
young author, trying to support his family by making a name for himself in the
Horror genre. He was gathering fans quickly.


 


But when Iain met a fan
named Matty-Bob, things became stranger than fiction. The horror in his life
became more than just the words in his books.


 


 

















“There’s a fine line
between support and stalking and let’s all stay on the right side of that.”


– Joss Whedon


 


“12 quid for a teabag!”


– The real-life
Matty-Bob, 2015
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“How did you sleep last
night?” Iain asked his wife, Sally, as he came downstairs at 8AM.


Sally, holding their ten-month old baby, Jack, in
her arms, blinked slowly. “Like shit.”


“What time did he wake up?”


“Half-five, but I left him babbling ‘til six.”


Jack reached out to Daddy and Sally thrust him
away gladly. She sat down on the sofa and sipped her coffee while Jack
proceeded to pull his daddy’s hair.


Iain took a seat beside Sally, Jack on his lap,
and reached out for the mug of tea waiting for him on the side table – Sally
was so good to him, so good to Jack. The television was on, playing a loop of Timmy
Time that she had found on Youtube.


“What time you going to your mum’s today?” Iain
asked.


“After Jack’s nap. You starting a new story
today?”


“No, I’m still editing at the moment. Waiting on
Stephen for a cover, too. Did you hear something in the night?”


Sally frowned at him. “Like what?”


He shrugged. “Not sure. I thought I heard
something in the garden. Probably just cats.”


“God, Iain. Don’t tell me that! I’ll be seeing
strange men in the dark now.”


Iain adjusted his struggling son on his lap and
chuckled. “Sorry. It wasn’t anything like that. Just wondering if our cat got
into a fight or something.”


“No, Jess was in last night. It was raining.”


Iain sniffed and then pulled a face. “I think
there’s a poop in the poopy pants.”


Sally sighed, but then put on a great big smile
and tickled Jack’s ribs. Looking into his face, she said in a silly voice, “Is
there a poop in the poopy pants? Do you have a poop in your poopy pants?”


Jack giggled deliriously as his mother picked him
up and took him away to change him in the spare room that now possessed the
constant odour of ‘poopy pants’.


Iain picked up his laptop from the side table and
started checking emails. He deleted the spam that had resulted from a
month-long hobby of entering online competitions and sorted out any messages of
import. There were the usual sales reports and promo responses, along with a
few fan emails, but one message in particular stood out. It read:


“YOU ARE MY LIFE.”


Iain frowned and clicked the email to open it.
What popped up on his screen was a photograph of a smiling ginger man in
glasses. He was topless and held a finger to each nipple. Written across his
round tummy, presumably in lipstick, were the bright red words: Iain Rob Wright
for the Win!


Iain felt a knot in his stomach. As his popularity
as a horror author had increased, there had been several occasions when fans
had made him feel uncomfortable. Some had demanded his time more than he was
able to give them, while others had confided strange stories about their lives
or asked him for personal details about his own. As much as Iain adored each
and every one of his fans, he had a wife and child that took priority. It was
situations like this man now that Iain found so hard to deal with. This man was
obviously a supporter of his work, but possibly a little unstable also. What
was the best thing to do? How to let someone down gently without being an
asshole about it?


Iain checked the sender’s name and identified the
man as MATTY BOB. Strange name for sure.


“Iain!”


Iain flinched and almost dropped his laptop. From
the panic in his wife’s voice, it was clear that his presence was required. He
hopped up from the sofa and hurried into the spare room where the stench of
fresh poopy pants hit him in the face like a wet kipper.


“Woah!” he said, waving a hand in front of his
nose, then looked at his obviously upset wife. “What’s wrong, babe?”


 “There’s a man in our garden.”


Iain felt that knot in his stomach again. “What?”


“In the garden there is a man, look!”


Iain slid around the room’s bed and went to the
window. Sure enough, sitting on the lawn, plucking at blades of grass was a man
in a bright red cape like Superman’s.


“What the hell?”


Sally picked Jack up from the changing mat on the
bed and held him against her chest. He immediately gave her a right hook and
then started pulling at her necklace. “Should I call the police?”


Iain was stuck staring at the strange man in his
garden. He couldn’t be sure, but it might have been the man who had emailed
him. He spotted a crop of gingery-blond hair and a pair of glasses. 


“I… just hold off on calling the police. I’ll go
and talk with him.”


“Iain, you shouldn’t go out there. He could be
crazy.”


“That doesn’t make him dangerous. He might need
help.”


“Iain, you surely are the kindest man alive. I
hope that all your fans know that.”


Iain smiled. “I’m sure they do. God bless them
all.”


“Iain?”


Iain snapped out of his daze and looked at his
wife. “Sorry, what? I was daydreaming.”


“How can you be daydreaming? I said, should I call
the police?”


“What? No, I’ll deal with it.”


“Be careful.”


Iain nodded. “Just stay up here.”


He went down to the lower floor and into the
kitchen. Sure enough, the man was still sitting in the garden. When he saw Iain
through the French doors, he leapt up and began waving.


Iain swallowed the lump in his throat and stepped
outside. “Can I help you?” he said. “You’re in my garden.”


“I know, I know,” the man gushed. “You’re Iain Rob
Wright. You call your fans Wrighters. Well, I’m your biggest Wrighter. I love
you.


“How did you know where I live?”


“Your address is listed at Companies House. Your
business is registered here.”


Iain sighed. He was no businessman and left those
kinds of things to his accountants. His office was at home, which was why his
business’s head office was listed as the same. Damn it!


“What do you want?”


“To meet you, of course. Did you get my email, my
picture?”


“I did. Thank you… I guess. You really can’t be
here. This is my home.”


The man took a step towards him. 


Iain held his ground, wanting to appear in charge.
Now that the other man was standing, it was disturbingly apparent that he was
mentally unwell. He wore only muddy boots, stained white y-fronts, and that
bright red cape.


“I had to see you,” he said excitedly. “I had to
tell you that your novel The Last Winter is the best horror novel of all time.”


“The Final Winter.”


“What?”


Iain cleared his throat and said it again. “It’s
the Final Winter, not the Last Winter.”


“Oh, yeah, right, I knew that. Well, anyway, it
changed my life. Harry is me. Do you understand?”


“Not really. You need to leave. I will chat to you
happily via email, but you can’t come to my home. My family deserve privacy.”


“How is little Jack, and Sally, too, of course?
Where is she?”


“Out,” Iain lied. “If you don’t leave, I will have
to call the police.”


“Like in ASBO?”


Iain sighed. “Yes, like in ASBO. It’s been lovely
to meet you – Matty, is it? – but you have to go.”


“It’s Matty-Bob.”


“Okay, Matty-Bob. Time to go.”


“Can’t I come in and have a cup of tea?”


“No, you cannot.”


“Okay. Well, I’ll see you soon.”


Iain tilted his head, narrowed his eyes. “What do
you mean?”


“Nothing. Keep writing, Iain. You da man.”


With that, the unhinged fan swept up his cape and
ran towards the back fence. He leapt up and tried to climb over it, but ended
up dangling foolishly.


Iain rolled his eyes and groaned. “Jesus, man, let
me open the back gate for you.”
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“If he turns up again, I’ll
call the police,” Iain told his wife as he spread Marmite on his toast. “He’s a
bloody nutcase.”


Sally nodded understandingly. “Well, we all knew
this could happen when people started calling you ‘the next Stephen King’. With
your remarkable talent and skill, people were always going to fall hopelessly
in love with you. The other horror writers have barely had a chance since you
came along.”


“I know, I know. Sometimes I think about retiring
just to make it fair, but it just wouldn’t be right, would it? Everything I
have to offer the world…”


“Iain?”


Iain shook his head and snapped out of his daze.
“Sorry, what?”


Sally shot him a scornful glance. “Were you even
listening to me? I said that I’m leaving with Jack now, but you need to call
the police if that crazy man comes back. I don’t want to come home and find you
tied to a chair.”


Iain frowned. “Did you see the guy? I could take
him easily if I have to.”


Sally groaned. “You’re not on a council estate
anymore, darling. My husband is a man who watches cartoons with his son; whose
favourite show is Nashville; and who cried when Buffy’s mum died. So no more
talk about fighting crazy men in our garden, okay?”


Iain nodded and watched his wife and son go out
the front door. He sat down at the kitchen table and ate his toast in silence.
He had work to do today, but was completely unmotivated. The man in the garden
had distracted his thoughts for the day, which meant he probably wouldn’t get
into a good flow until Noon.


Maybe he would take a bath to snap out of his
fugue. Do a bit of reading and get his head in the game? Yeah, that was what he
would do. He’d soon forget about that crazy man who had invaded his privacy.


Unless he came back.
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In a funny mood, Iain had
spent the last thirty minutes taking bathtub selfies of his scrunched up face
and chin, then uploading them to Facebook. His fans were horrified, but also
amused, so it had been worth it.


He turned the tap on with his foot and shuddered
as the hot water brought the temperature up. 


His phone pinged for an email.


It was from Matty-Bob.


So grate to meet you earlier, Ian. I felt we
really connect and I’m just sorry you aske me to leave. I understand what I did
wrong, thou, and I am on my way to correct its.


Iain sat up in the bath, alert. Was that psychopath
coming back to the house?


“I brought pizza!”


Iain leapt up out of the bath so quickly that he
slipped over the side and fell to the ground headfirst; his naked arse left
pointing in the air. The pain didn’t register as much as the panic, though, so he
was up on his feet quickly.


Matty-Bob stood in the doorway to the bathroom,
this time wearing a scruffy brown tuxedo that looked like it had been dragged
out of an antique chest.


“Wow, fella!” Matty-Bob pointed to Iain’s
uncovered genitals. “Did you get that thing from an elephant? Your wife is a
lucky girl.”


“I… I am blessed.”


“Hey, Iain?”


Iain shook his head and snapped out of the daze caused
by the blow to his head.


“You okay there?” Matty-Bob asked. “That was quite
the fall you took and you went a bit fuzzy on me there for a moment.”


Iain looked at the lunatic holding a pizza and was
utterly shocked, and very very angry. “What the fuck are you doing in my
house?”


“I brought pizza!”


“Fuck your pizza.”


Matty-Bob looked confused, but then he shrugged.
“Okay.” He proceeded to pull his penis out of his pants and shoved it into the
cheesy pizza.


“Jesus Christ!” Iain shouted. “I didn’t mean
literally. Get the hell out of my house. I’m going to have you arrested, you
maniac.”


Matty-Bob looked confused. “But you love your
fans. You say so all the time. That’s why I’m here, to be with you.”


“To be with me?”


“Yes. You say you love your fans, well here I am –
your very biggest. Or is that all bullshit? Do you just pretend to be a nice
guy? Is it lies? Please don’t tell me it’s lies.”


Iain realised he was debating this man while
standing completely in the nude. He grabbed a towel off the rail and wrapped it
around himself. “Of course I don’t pretend, but that doesn’t mean you can just
break into my home. If you wanted to meet me, you should email me like any
normal person.”


“You don’t meet fans, though.”


“I do sometimes.”


“Not really.”


“I have a ten month old son. Meeting people is not
something I have a lot of time for. That doesn’t mean I don’t care, though.”


“I know,” said Matty-Bob. “That’s why I came to
you. Come here, big fella.”


The man went to hug Iain, but Iain shot out a leg
and kept him at bay. “What? No, not ‘come here, big guy’. More like, ‘get out
of my house, you goddamn freak’.”


Matty-Bob froze on the spot, his embracing arms
stuck open like pincers. “It’s all lies, isn’t it? You don’t love your fans.”


“I do,” Iain growled. “Just not the ones who stick
their dicks in pizzas.”


Iain turned around to look for his phone, but was
dismayed when he saw it at the bottom of the bath beneath the water. “I’m
calling the police,” he said, “So you’d better-”


Something struck him in the back of the head,
sending him sprawling back into the bathtub. He thrashed in the water and
turned himself around to face his attacker.


“Eat it!” Matty-Bob screamed, shoving a slice of
pizza into Iain’s mouth. “Eat my cock pizza, you liar.”


Iain managed to right himself in the bath and kick
out with his legs. Matty-Bob went flying backwards into the wall, giving Iain
the chance to leap up out of the bathtub and make a break for it.


Matty-Bob grabbed out at Iain’s shoulder as he
passed, long dirty nails digging a furrow in his flesh.


“Ow!” Iain yelled. “That really hurt.”


Matty-Bob snarled. “Not as much as it’s going to.”


Iain had lost his towel and was naked again, but
he couldn’t worry about that now. He ran down the stairs, testicles slapping
against his leg while Matty-Bob was right behind him, screeching and hollering
like the madman that he was.


“I just want to be friends,” he kept shouting.
“You always say how you consider your fans to be your friends, your family.
Liar!”


Iain crossed the middle-floor landing and wheeled
towards the next set of steps. With no regard for his own safety, Matty-Bob
threw himself down the stairs and collided with Iain’s back. The two of them
went tumbling down the stairs, hitting the cat litter tray at the bottom.


Matty reached out and grabbed a pile of cat shit
that had fallen out and immediately started thrusting it at Iain’s face. “Eat
it, you lying son-of-a-bitch. You lying ol’ dirty bird!”


Iain threw a punch and caught Matty-Bob under the
chin just as the cat shit was about to meet his lips. Matty-Bob fell sideways
to the floor, while Iain clambered back to his feet and ran into the hallway.


Matty-Bob was right behind him again, continuing
the chase. “I just wanna hang out,” he shouted. “NO BIG DEAL!”


Iain reached the front door and grabbed the
handle, ecstatic that Sally hadn’t locked it on her way out. But before he
could pull open the door, Matty-Bob flew into the back of him and started
licking his ear.


“Get off me, you freak.”


Matty-Bob smacked his lips. “Taste like chicken.”


“I just had a bath.”


Matty-Bob leapt forwards and this time bit Iain in
the shoulder, clamping down hard like a zombie from one of his books. Iain
managed to shove the maniac away from him before any blood was shed.


“You’re insane.”


“Remember when Shawcross died at the end of
Ravage? This is just like that, don’t you think?”


Iain shook his head. “Shawcross was the bad guy.
Bad guys lose.” He wound up a punch and let it fly, but Matty-Bob ducked and
punched him in the gut.


Iain dropped to his knees, wheezing.


“Just calm down, Iain. Put the kettle on. We can
talk about what book you’re going to write next. Maybe you can put me in it.
You do that sometimes for your fans, right? Like you named the boat in Sea Sick
after some woman. Well, I can promise you that whoever that woman was she
doesn’t love you as much as I do. Write a book about me. Make me a dashing
hero. I love you, did I tell you that?”


Iain tried to catch his breath. “If you love me…
then leave me… alone.”


Matty-Bob pulled a knife from his tuxedo pocket
and held it up in front of him. “Not until I have something to remember you
by.”


Iain groaned. “Won’t a simple autograph do?”


“Anybody can get your autograph. I want something
nobody else has.”


Iain yelled in terror as Matty-Bob lunged at him
with the knife. His eyes closed instinctively, but no pain arrived – just a
tugging at his hair.


Iain opened his eyes again to see that Matty-Bob
had cut a lock of his hair off and was smelling it. “Some of your fans think
you’re going bald, but I think it gives you an air of distinction. What does
Sally think? I can’t wait to meet her. Is she really as sweet as she seems? Do
you think she would let me be Jack’s Godfather?”


The thought of having his family subjected to this
maniac’s fantasies brought Iain’s mind back into focus. He climbed to his feet,
leaning against the wall for support. 


“Matty-Bob?” he asked, once his balance had returned.


“Yes?”


“You know I grew up on a council estate, right?”


“Yes, you grew up poor and managed to make
something of yourself. It’s such a wonderful story.”


Iain nodded. “Then allow me to give you something
from my past.”


Matty-Bob grinned, but the smile was soon wiped
off his face when Iain booted him between the legs like Pele kicking a
football. He fell over backwards like an ironing board, groaning all the way. 


Iain was straight out the front door and yelling
for help.


Three kids playing cards at the side of the road
screamed when they saw him running towards them naked.


One little girl pointed a finger at him and
shouted. “You won’t fiddle me, you pervert.”


Then the three of them took off, screaming for
their parents.


Iain looked around, seeing no adults to help him
and wondering what the hell people would think of him standing there in the
buff. His penis had shrunk to a raisin and his fat belly was heaving in and
out. If this ended up on Facebook, he was ruined.


Matt-Bob came staggering out the door behind him.
“Why won’t you just love me,” he pleaded. “All I’ve done is support you. I have
all of your books. Even that shitty one, Thrillobytes, that you took off sale.
When I heard Amazon banned D is for Degenerate, I sent them my own shit in the
post. Everything I do, I do for you, Iain.”


Iain backed off, gravel biting his heels and
making him wince. “Just… just wait until the next time I do a convention. We
can hang out all day then. You have my hair, what more do you want?”


“I want you in me?”


Iain pulled a face. “I don’t even know what that
means, but it doesn’t sound like something I would agree to.”


“You’re so wonderful, Iain. So much better than
that talentless hack, Matt Shaw. You and me should take a trip together. I know
it’s hard work being a father, so let’s go to Vegas!”


Iain kept on backing away. In the distance he
noticed the children were returning with their furious looking parents. They
were looking to beat up a pedophile, but it was not what it seemed. Iain was
the one who needed help.


“You know,” Iain said, trying to stall. “Disney is
really more my thing.”


Matty-Bob gritted his teeth and started beating
his own head with his fists, over and over again. “Damn it! I knew that, I knew
that. So dumb, so dumb!”


Iain put a hand out. “It’s fine, Matty. Just calm
down.”


Matty pulled his fists away from his head and
glared at Iain. A line of blood formed from his hairline down to his nose. “My
name… is… Matty-Bob!”


Matty-Bob rushed towards Iain, the knife held out
in front of him once again. But this time it didn’t look like he was coming for
hair.


Iain turned and ran, arms flailing in the air.
“Jesus, God, oh bloody ‘ell. Help me, somebody. Oh bloody ‘ell.”


Matty-Bob yelled strange obscenities. “You
mother-humping ass-butt!”


Iain looked at the children and their arriving parents,
cried out to them for help, but he only made them confused.


They would never make it over to him in time.


Matty-Bob closed the distance between them. Raised
his knife. Snarled.


The screech of tyres.


A maroon Nissan Qashqai squealed around the corner,
almost going up on two wheels. 


Matty-Bob froze, looked confused at what he saw
coming towards him.


Then the large family car thumped into him, sent
him toppling into the air, over the panoramic sunroof, and back down to the unforgiving
road.


There the man lay now, panting in the street, his
antique tuxedo torn and wet with blood.


Sally pulled on the handbrake and leapt out of the
car. She approached her naked, panicked husband with caution. “Iain, what the
hell is going on?”


He shrugged. “You know, just work.”


Sally grabbed Jack out of his car seat and moved
Iain away from the injured maniac on the road. The neighbours arrived and tried
to understand what they were seeing. Pretty soon they seemed to get a grasp on
the situation and didn’t seem to mind the fact that Iain was naked at all. In
fact, both the men and women in the crowd seemed delighted by what they saw.
They couldn’t help themselves but wink and purr in his direction.


One of the members of the crowd stepped forward to
speak with Iain. “I’m sorry we weren’t here to help, Mr Rob Wright. A man as
talented and handsome as you should always have someone watching out for him.
Rest assured that from now on, no one in this street will ever fail you. We are
forming an Iain Rob Wright Protection Society and will never again allow you to
come to harm.”


Iain nodded and shook hands with the man. “Thank
you, thank you.”


“Iain?”


Iain opened his eyes and saw his wife staring at
him. “Sally?”


“Yes, I just said the police are on the way. Come
on, we need to go inside and get you covered up. You’re freaking everybody out.
I think you messed yourself a little at the back.”


Iain looked down at the shit on the back of his
thigh and realised he must have done it when he was running in terror. He was
usually due a toilet break around now – he’d missed it. He looked over at
Matty-Bob who was still down on the ground, semi-concious. “Is this the price
of fame?” he asked his wife.


“No,” she said. “This is the price of you being a
dope. Now come on, inside.”


***


 


Later on his official
blog, Iain Rob Wright wrote concerning the incident:


 


“I don’t know if I can
ever get over something like that… It’s weird. Even though I know Matty-Bob is
institutionalised, I still think about him once in a while.”


 


Following the blog post
was a single comment, left by a fan named Brian Stone. He simply stated: Didn’t
you steal that from Misery?


 


 


END.












Alternate Version.


What follows was taken
from the diary of institutionalised patient, Matty-Bob Cash, concerning the
events of Spring 2015.


 


Although Internet
access is limited to mental patients, Matty-Bob is sometimes active on his
Facebook account. It can be found here: 


 


www.facebook.com/saintflacco












Matty-Bob Cash’s version of events.


"Wake up fat
boy!" I heard as a boot rocketed into my groin, instantly waking me up
from my drug induced coma.


I lay naked on the cold, tiled floor, shivering and
screaming in pain.


"Put this on!" A husky voice that
sounded like the person was trying to be Batman said to me and flung something
red at me.


It was a child's superhero cape. I held it over my
genitals, hiding what little modesty I had, even though the cape was no way
near big enough to cover my foot long –  average sized – well average for a man
from Ipswich – penis.


"Not there, SuperCock. Wear it properly."
The mystery man stood in front of me dressed in black wearing a cardboard mask
of some skinny, bearded horror writer who I had been told not to read.


Fingers trembling I fastened the drawstrings of
the cape up around my neck. 


The man grunted satisfactorily, "Mmm, man, I
should do you again now you've got that on SuperCock, you've got me
a-twitchin." The man pulled down his black sweatpants and I stared in
horror at the monstrosity that was his penis. Gargantuan and black veined it
reared and hissed with a black forked tongue. 


"Are you the Devil?" I stammered,
pulling myself into a tight ball, my testicles and penis shrunken to the point
of inversion.


He chuckled and turned his skinny, quite
anti-climactic- compared-to-the-devil’s-dick, white arse to me and bent over. 


Something that appeared to be a white flower
bloomed from his anus, it wasn't until he pulled and plucked at what I thought
were petals that I realised it was a massive pair of white y-fronts. 


The material seemed to go on forever – like when a
kiddie magician does that trick with the knotted handkerchiefs – as he yanked
the y-fronts out of his anus. He flung them at my face and I screamed as the
stained material came into contact with my delicate ginger skin.


"Put them on."


I did as I was told. 


The man approached me and crouched down to my
level. His cold eyes bore into my very soul. "Now you will do everything I
say."


I nodded. What choice did I have with this
psychopath before me?


"You will go home and erase everything you
own by Iain Rob Wright. Completely delete any record you have on him."


I couldn't believe what he was asking. I idolised
this writer – he was the epitome of perfection in every way possible. A living
deity. The Second Coming. The man was like a God in my eyes. Every time he
released a new book I would be the first in the line on Amazon to download it.
Paperbacks adorned my bookcase. Each time he posted something on Facebook I was
the first to like it. I followed him everywhere online. He was an inspiration
to anyone who wanted to write horror. They would make films of his books, films
of his life. A statue would surely stand erect in his home town some day.


Blue plaques on everything he had used. 


IRW sat here. 


IRW ate his Subway at this table.


This man was clearly a jealous writer who feared
for his own sales, but surely what good would just me erasing him from my life
achieve? I am but one man.


I shook my head, even though I feared it would
cost me my life. I thought about my pets at home, my wife Manjo, and my
triplets Iain, Rob, and Wright. How would they cope without me? 


But I would never strike a blow against the man I
secretly had a little shrine to at the back of my coat cupboard. Never. 


I forced myself to my feet and stood defiant, jaw
raised in determination. "Never. I won't do it."


Using the karate skills I learned from watching
all five Karate Kid films, I raised both arms in the air, span around, and hit
him with the hardest, most powerful, noxious fart I could muster. I'm not
ashamed to admit I shat.


The combined gases and rank skidmarks from my
perpetrator's own arsehole were enough to render him unconscious giving me the
upper hand.


I bent down and took the skinny, bearded horror
writer mask off and was shocked to see the same face underneath. 


In his pocket I found a piece of paper, which had
my hero's home address, bank details, clothes size, and, oddly enough,
favourite pizza topping, along with the message. "I'm going to kill you,
Ian."


Iain hated it when people misspelt his name. 


On the reverse was a printout of a screenshot. A
rather rubbishly photoshopped photo, that anyone with half a brain would see
through, cruelly depicted my face on the body of what appeared to be an
overweight middle-aged woman. ' Ian Rob Wright FTW' was written in red across
the doughy belly. 


I peered down at my own chiselled torso, the light
glistened off my six-pack as I tried to contain my manly rage.


I should have killed the man outright, but I
didn't have it in me. I did the only thing someone in my shoes would do. I took
the details and went to warn my hero of the potential threat to him and his
family. 


I ran, cape billowing out behind me, y-fronts
pulled up under my armpits, and the unconscious man's muddy boots on, and dived
through the window like Superman. 


Only I wasn't him.


Strange visions echoed through my mind.


Wizards eating cheeseburgers.


A talking arse with a moustache and eyes on one
buttock spoke Spanish to me whilst simultaneously puffing out smoke rings from
it's opening. 


The word 'Dave' walked past on legs in cartoon
form like something out of The Yellow Submarine.


Music that I could taste, touch, and smell seeped
visually as well as audibly out of a colossal bronze statue of a question mark.



An inside-out dog walked up to me and repeatedly
said the word, "pinprick."


My head swirled and swam with insane imagery, and
as they began to dilute into the real world, their madness was left inside me.


I pushed myself to my feet and gazed back at the
window I had dived through. I was lucky it hadn't any glass and was on the
ground floor; otherwise I might have grazed my knee or something.


The box of acid tabs that I landed in, Hicky's
Happy Times printed on the box, had addled my brain and left me in a
delusional fugue.


My eyes focused on the piece of paper in my hand
and I headed for the address, the purpose of my  mission slightly confused.


I was disappointed when I sat on the Wright’s
lawn. It was extremely unkempt and tainted the image I had of my hero somewhat.
Mowing the lawn in his sandals and shorts whilst his baby – Jack, according to
the details on the paper – played with his beautiful wife and mother. Iain's
wife and Jack's mother. The same person obviously. 


I started plucking at the grass, to help him keep
up his professional image, I knew deep down that he was so busy giving his fans
wonderful writing that he had no time for such mortal things as grass cutting. 


I tried to gear myself up to approach the house,
but the visions, and the fact I was dressed like some backwoods inbred adult
baby, shattered my confidence and wrecked my nerves.


Then I saw him, God Incarnate, and I lost myself
for a moment.


"Can I help you?" The man said,
"You're in my garden."


He turned slightly to admire his perfect
reflection in his shed window and a freak gust of wind blew my sheet of paper
with my evidence that I wasn't a complete whacko away, whilst rather strangely
adding a pair of glasses to my face and making my hair look slightly ginger.


I leapt up to try and catch the paper but it was
gone so I improvised. "I know, I know, you're Iain Rob Wright. You call
your fans Wrighters. Well, I'm your biggest Wrighter. I love you..." A
hiccup stopped me from continuing my sentence to say. "I love you when you
write horror but am equally fond of your thriller stuff also."


"How did you know where I live?" he
asked staring at my y-fronts lecherously.


Not knowing how to go about telling him of his
dangerous possible nemesis, I panicked and spoke gibberish.


I told him the basic stuff I knew about his
address being listed at Companies House. 


A look of intense hatred, or maybe trapped wind, crossed
over his face and he shouted at me. "What do you want?"


"To meet you, of course. Did you get my
email, my picture?" I had sent him a photo of his entire collection, which
I owned, even the shit one Thrillobytes, but he didn't seem grateful, the
arsehole.


He told me that I shouldn't be there, and clenched
his fists angrily.


I stepped forward, hands raised to show him I
meant no harm. I tried to distract his obvious violent tendencies towards me by
praising up one of his books but I made a foolish mistake by getting one of the
words wrong.


His rage was reaching boiling point. I had to try
and blag my way out of it. I made up some crap about relating to the main
character in the book thinking it would please him.


"Not really. You need to leave. I will chat
to you happily via email, but you can't come to my family home. My family
deserve privacy."


I needed to calm him down. He had mentioned his
family.  That should do it. "How is little Jack, and Sally, too, of
course? Where is she?" I thought that seeing his wife and baby would help
quell the fire within him.


"Out," he lied. I could see them peering
out of the window of a room filled with crappy nappy fumes.


I tried my best to keep him talking and seeing as
he seemed to be up his own arse I thought it best to continue conversation
about his books.


This didn't go down too well and my offer of
having a calming cup of tea only antagonized him more. 


I said my farewells and even that made him
suspicious. 


He asked me what I meant by it and I was overcome
with fear. "Nothing." I said lip quivering, "Keep writing
Iain." I remembered something about him being a council estate chav at
some point, so added some slang that he may be familiar with. "You da
man."


Iain growled at me and stepped forward. I ran
towards the nearest fence and tried to leap it. My foot tripped over a gnome –
that he had specifically had made in his likeness – as I jumped and the elastic
in the filthy y-fronts caught on the fence. I dangled foolishly, the pants
exposing my penis and testicles and giving me a wedgie that drew blood.


"Jesus," he said out of pure cock envy.
"Let me open the back gate for you."
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I legged it down the road,
the acid induced visions finally dissipating and I realised that I must have
come across as a right psychopath to Iain. I was still concerned for his
precious little family's safety with the real psycho still out there. 


I had noticed that I was getting a bit cold, what
with my current outfit, and coincidentally I found myself standing outside
Freaky Frankie's Pawn Shop. A young, dark haired woman, with a scary backcombed
coif stood in the doorway and beckoning me with a finger. She would have been
attractive, if not for the drool dripping down her grey sweater.


She made a lecherously guttural noise at me as she
took in my manly physique and whispered in the filthiest voice imaginable, "Oi,
oi, saveloy "


She was obviously some kind of pervert, but I eyed
the clothing rack in her shop and wondered if we could come to some arrangement.
I told her my predicament and she led me into the shop.


She smelt quite nice, of avocados and banana
bread.


As I followed her, she walked up to the counter, one
hand down the back of her dirty sweatpants scratching frantically. She pulled
her hand out and ran her fingertips along beneath her nostrils like she was
playing some kind of nasal panpipes. She offered her hand towards me and grunted.
"Arse?"


I politely declined her offer and watched as she
switched a CD player on. An excruciating rendition of Careless Whisper,
played on saxophone, filled the shop. 


"Dance! Dance for me and I'll give you an
outfit for your outfit."


Feeling like a piece of meat, I slowly started
swaying in time with the music.


"No, not like that," she said, sitting
on the counter and seductively eating a tandoori chicken mayo baguette.
"Like a Cossack dancer."


Frankie gazed even hungrier at me and told me to
dance like one of them Greek men who do the plate-smashing thing at the end. I
tried my best.


After ten minutes of being subjected to performing
various nation’s national dances, she wiped her mayonnaise-stained face and
hands on my y-fronts and cape before throwing a scruffy brown tuxedo at me.


The thing was revolting, like it had been found in
the bottom of an antique chest. 


As Frankie fastened the buttons on the suit jacket
she stood up on tiptoes and licked my face like an excited dog. "There, all
clean." she slipped a ten pound note in my pocket and sent me on my way.


Next door to the pawnshop was a greasy looking
take away with the name of P is For Pizza. I remembered the unusual note on the
scary writer dude's piece of paper with Iain's favourite pizza topping.


Without hesitation, I walked into P is For Pizza
and ordered the biggest pizza they had, which used all the money I had on me.
This bothered me not, for I would sacrifice the twenty mile bus journey to my
house for a chance at rectifying this misunderstanding between me and Iain, and
for a chance of warning him of the danger he was in.


When I approached the front door of his house, an
elaborately ornamental eyesore, a life-sized laminated photograph of Iain
striking a manly pose covered it completely. I noticed it was open.


Thinking this was strange, and bearing in mind
that in Iain's viewpoint he had merely had an encounter with a nutter, I
paused. An ominous looking van sat by the roadside. I could sense Iain was in
trouble. 


I crept into the house, pizza in hand, and from
upstairs I could hear splashing in the bath like someone was either having a
bath wank or, as I suspected, being drowned by an insane rival author.


I stepped up the stairs, hearing a ping of some
notification on whatever device Iain was using and pretended like I was
expected, hoping to scare or surprise the perpetrator. "I bought
pizza!" I shouted merrily and walked into the bathroom. 


Iain lay headfirst on the floor and I feared the
worst. He was disorientated, muttering something about being blessed. 


"Hey, Iain?"


He shook his head and made one of those 'ardle
ardle ardle' noises like they do in the cartoons when they bang their heads. I
half expected stars to swirl round his head.


I crouched down low to see that he was okay but he
flinched in anger and stared at me in disbelief and intense, murderous hatred.


"What the fuck are you doing in my
house?"


I wanted to say, "Iain, Iain, you great
amazing man, I am trying to protect you from a serious psychopath with a devil
cock who is desperately trying to erase you from existence and who I suspect
has been emailing you via my account he hacked. We've had an unfortunate
misunderstanding due to the fact that this nutter dressed me like a retard and
I fell in some acid which no doubt made me look a bit mental. I'm trying to
save you and your family." I wanted to say that but the satanic look in
his eyes frightened me so much I blurted out, "I brought pizza!"


"Fuck your pizza."


I was confused but then something snapped inside
of me. All I had been doing was trying to help this man who I was speedily losing
my admiration for. If we had have just calmly sat down and discussed this like
adults none of this, and what was about to happen, would have happened. An
intense anger overwhelmed me and I thought, right if he thinks I'm a nutter, I'll
show him a nutter.


I pulled my cock out and buried it into the greasy
melted cheese. As the cheese was soft and cooling it soothed my sore penis
where the guy at the start of this story kicked me in it; and I'll admit I
stiffened a little.


Iain went ballistic, shouting at me, calling me a
maniac.


"But you love your fans." I said, trying
my best to scare him even more. Let him call the police. I wanted him to call
the police. Anything for his safety. "You say so all the time. That's why
I'm here, to be with you?"


"To be with me?"


"Yes. You say you love your fans, well here I
am - your very biggest. Or is that all bullshit? Do you just pretend to be a
nice guy? Is it lies? Please don't tell me it's lies."


He stood for a few seconds before obviously
remembering he was in the nip and wrapped a towel around his wet hair like a
turban. Personally I would have covered my genitals. 


"Of course I don't pretend, but that doesn't
mean you can just break into my home. If you wanted to meet me, you should
email me like any normal person."


"You don't meet fans, though."


"I do sometimes."


"Not really."


"I have a ten month old son. Meeting people
is not something I have a lot of time for. That doesn't mean I don't care
though."


"I know," I said, my anger softening. I
couldn't stay angry at him, the cute lovable twit. "That's why I came to
you. Come here, big fella." I stepped forwards. Feeling that his anger had
been dispelled somewhat I opened my arms to hug him, but he shot a leg out his
foot connecting with my sore, bruised, cheese encrusted penis. 


"What? No, not 'come here, big guy'. More
like, 'get out of my house, you goddamn freak'."


I froze on the spot, arms still open, "It's
all lies, isn't it? You don't love your fans."


"I do!" He growled at me like an animal.
"Just not the ones who stick their dicks in pizzas."


He had a fair point there; it was a bit mental. It
was just then, as he turned his back to look for something, that the scary
writer guy appeared in the bathroom doorway.


"I'm calling the police," Iain said.
"So you'd better-"


The scary writer guy punched him in the back of
the head and whilst Iain thrashed about in the water I jumped on the scary
writer guy pushing him out of the bathroom and down the stairs.


The next thing I knew, I had lost it again, I
thrust a slice of pizza that was still suspended from my penis towards his
mouth. "Eat it!" I screamed, "Eat my cock pizza, you liar."


Iain righted himself in the bath and kicked out
with his legs like a confused frog. I flew backwards into the wall, cracking my
head and one of the numerous IRW personalised bath tiles that decorated the
bathroom. 


He made a break for it, and I reached out to stop
him. He couldn't go running around naked with a towel on his head; people might
get the wrong idea. Unfortunately, my fingernails scratched him a bit and he
squealed like a pig, a little girl pig.


"Ow!" he cried. "That really
hurt."


Realising that my nails probably contained no end
of bacteria and that I had broken his skin, I groaned. Infections would be
looming. "Not as much as it's going to."


Iain had lost his towel and was naked again, but
he didn’t seem to worry about that. As he ran down the stairs, bollocks
slapping against his leg, I hurried after him, scared he would bump into Scary
Writer Guy. I shrieked at him, tried to make him see sense. "I just want
to be friends. You always say how you consider your fans to be your friends, your
family. Liar!"


Iain ran across the landing and headed for the
next set of steps. I had to stop him, God knew where Scary Writer Guy was
hiding. With no regard for my own safety – only Iain’s and his family's – I
dove downstairs to tackle him. 


We collided in a tumbling mass of writhing man
flesh, cheap materials and pizza, down the stairs and into a rather full cat
litter tray at the bottom. 


Immediately, I saw Scary Writer Guy holding a
large knife. I needed to distract Iain, so I grabbed the closest thing. I
pushed a chunk of catshit towards his face. "Eat it, you lying
son-of-a-bitch. You lying ol' dirty bird!"


Iain punched me in the chin and I fell to the
floor. 


Scary Writer Guy had done another vanishing act as
Iain ran away from me. Noticing he had dropped the knife, I pocketed it and
chased after Iain, trying to stop him, "I just wanna hang out," I
shouted. "NO BIG DEAL!"


Iain reached the front door, and I noticed it was
now closed as opposed to it being opened as I had left it. This could only mean
one thing: Scary Writer Guy was out there. 


I slipped on some seepage off of Iain and slid
tongue first into him, his left ear filling my mouth. 


"Get off me, you freak."


I wiped his ear skut off my mouth. "Urgh, tastes
like chicken."


"I just had a bath," he whined, sounding
offended.


I slipped again on a greasy lump of cock pizza
cheese and my open mouth mashed into his shoulder like a clumsy vampire trying
to bite.


Iain shoved me away, thank god, before I had a
chance to draw blood.


"You're insane."


I shook my head, "Remember when Shawcross
died at the end Of Ravage? This is just like that don't you think?" Again,
my tactics of getting him to talk about his work, some scene that was vaguely
related to the current happenings, failed miserably. 


He shook his head. "Shawcross was the bad
guy. Bad guys lose." He aimed a punch at me but I ducked and, angered by
being labelled the bad guy, I punched him in the stomach.


He dropped to the floor, wheezing, and I hoped
this was the end of it. "Just calm down, Iain. Put the kettle on. We can
talk about what book you're going to write next." I couldn't let him leave
the house. "Maybe you can put me in it. You do that sometimes for your
fans, right? Like you named the boat in Sea Sick after some woman. Well, I can
promise you that whoever that woman was she doesn't love you as much as I do.”
She would never risk her life and get humiliated to such an extent as I had.
"Write a book about me. Make me a dashing hero. I love you, did I tell you
that?"


Just then, the black monstrosity that was Scary
Writer Guy's devil cock slithered through the letterbox spitting evil venom
towards Iain's bare arse crack.


Iain caught his breath, oblivious to the danger
behind him. "If you love me... Then leave me... Alone."


I pulled the knife out of my suit pocket and held
it up in front of me. "Not until I have something to remember you
by."


He groaned. "Won't a simple autograph
do?"


I shook my head, one eye on the devil cock, and
one on Iain as I tried to distract him from the hissing penis. "Anybody
can get your autograph. I want something nobody has."


He yelled in terror as I lunged at him with the
knife. He squeezed his eyes shut and I sawed a chunk of his hair off. I never
wanted to hurt him. I swiped the knife down in an arc, nicking the devil cock.


Iain opened his eyes and I pretended to smell his
hair, distracting him from the retracting penis. "Some of your fans think
you're going bald, but I think gives you an air of distinction.  What does
Sally think?" I was spouting complete shite now. "I can't wait to
meet her.  Is she really as sweet as she seems? Do you think she would let me
be Jack's Godfather?"


He stood up and leant against the wall catching
his breath. "Matty-Bob?"


"Yes?"


"You know I grew up on a council estate,
right?"


"Yes, you grew up poor and managed to make
something of yourself. It's such a wonderful story."


He nodded. "Then allow me to give you
something from my past."


Finally he was calming down and willing to talk. I
was relieved. I smiled warmly but was greeted with a kick to the balls so hard
I'm sure one testicle mashed into my brain. I folded up and crumpled to the
floor.


Iain fled out of the front door. I could only
watch helplessly as children screamed at his nudity and he ran towards
potential danger.


Using my last resources of strength I forced
myself up and staggered to warn him of the Scary Writer Guy.  "Why won't
you just love me?" I pleaded. "All I've done is support you. I have
all of your books. Even that shitty one, Thrillobytes, that you took off sale.
When I heard Amazon banned D is for Degenerate, I sent them my own shit in the
post." I hadn’t, it was my children's. "Everything I do, I do for
you, Iain."


He backed off, hurting his poor feet on the
gravel. "Just... just wait until the next time I do a convention. We can
hang out all day then. You have my hair, what more do you want?"


I just wanted his acceptance. "I want you in
me?" Maybe his autograph tattooed on me.


"I don't even know what that means, but it
doesn't sound like something I would agree to."


"You're so wonderful, Iain. So much better
than that talentless hack, Matt Shaw.  You and me should take a trip together.
I know it's hard work being a father, so let's go to Vegas!"


Iain kept on backing away. In the distance I
noticed the children he had frightened returning with their furious looking
parents. They were no doubt looking to lynch a naked pervert, but nothing was
as it seemed. No one noticed the evil Scary Writer Guy sitting behind the ominous
looking van. Iain was the one who needed help.


"You know," Iain said, obviously trying
to stall me. "Disney is really more my thing."


I played along with his distraction tactics
beating myself round the head like Dustin Hoffman and the smoke alarm in Rain
Man. "Damn it! I knew that, I knew that. So dumb, so dumb."


Iain put a hand out. "It's fine, Matty. Just
calm down.


After all the pretentious bullshit about people
misspelling his name, he had the audacity to mispronounce mine. I was livid.
"My name....is...Matty-Bob!"


The Scary Writer Guy sat behind the wheel of the
van and leant out of the window, the barrel of a shotgun aimed at Iain's back.
I ran towards the van knife raised and scaring Iain in the process.


Iain darted off, completely ignoring the man in
the van with the gun. "Jesus, God of bloody 'ell. Help me, somebody. Oh
bloody 'ell."


I ran towards the Scary Writer Guy in the van
slashing at his flailing arms with the knife. "You mother-humping
ass-butt!"


Scary Writer Guy's van drove off with a screech of
tyres as I ran after him, knife raised, snarling like a madman. 


From out of nowhere, a dark red car squealed round
the corner and ploughed into me. I rapidly lost blood and consciousness. 







Epilogue. 


I was institutionalised. I
couldn't believe it. No one would listen to my side of events. After the two
weeks of being in a coma, Iain had told his version of events over and over, even
releasing it as letter M in his A-Z of horror. I wasn't taken seriously. The
Scary Writer Guy who I seriously suspected to be none other than rival horror
writer Matt Shaw had covered up all his tracks leaving no damning evidence
against him. They were even being pally-pally on social networks, standing
against stalker fans and raising awareness of the dangers they posed.


I was well and truly fucked. 


When I received an anonymous letter through the
post, I vowed that when I was released I would show them all what I was capable
of.


The letter, written in childish crayoned
handwriting read:


'NexT uP is Miikael Brae! Mwhahahahaba!!' 


 


The End?


 


To get in touch with Matty-Bob, his Facebook address, once again, is:


 


www.facebook.com/saintflacco
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