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From the Last House on the Left.

Ladies and Gentlemen my name is 
Christopher Pelton and let me be the very first 
to welcome you to the world of Eidetic 
Quarterly. We have a passion for horror and 
are always on the lookout for the unheard 
voices from the dark. 

Every issue will contain 2-4 short stories and a 
handful of flash fiction. Our goal is to provide 
a place for those who are looking for their first 
shot as well as stories by some of the hottest 
independent writers from all over the world.

Before our official launch in October 2022, 
I thought it might be fun to give you a little 
sneak peek of what you can expect from us in 
the future.

We hope you enjoy Sanity by author and in 
house artist Thomas Stewart as well as 
Lockers by yours truly. See you in October!

www.spibb.net/eidetic



tHOMAS STEWARTtHOMAS STEWART

Thomas Stewart is 21 years old with a fascination with the 
art of terror and the macabre. When he’s not watching hor-
ror movies, or reading horror novels or stories, he’s always 
crafting his own chilling gospels of horror to terrify and 
eternally rob you of a peaceful slumber.. You can follow him 
for more of his work through his Facebook and his SubReddit; 
“r/CorpseChildGospels” as well as purchasing a copy of his 
books, “Damned Whispers” and “The Other Side” on Amazon.





Sanity
By Thomas Stewart

The walls were dark, bleak, and utterly desolate. The 
plaque read: “In loving memory of Dr. Philip Krychak 
P.H.D.” Above it was his picture. Below it, it read “Sanity is 
an option, not an easy one either, will you choose it?”- Dr. P. 
Krychak. It was now the year 1984. It was around this time 
20 years ago that this place was closed down because of the 
alleged horrifying butchering that ensued. 

Unfortunately these events were all but unknown to John 
and Alice. “Pass me one” , said Alice. John reached into 
his pocket and pulled out a long, burning roll of the Devil’s 
grass and passed it to her. 
   
“Go easy on those, you know how that stuff screws your 
head up”, John scolded. 
   
“Lighten up, Babe.” They went through the front door and 
into the main halls.
    
“Now, we only need to stay for tonight”, Said Alice, unpack-
ing her KODAK®.
   
“What are you, scared?” Teased John. 
   
“NO, I just have plans with my life and would rather not 
stay longer than I have to.” 
  
“Yeah, right.”
  
“John, look here”,  Exclaimed Alice, as she found a stack 
of documents. “Subject 65D: Male; age 35;  Vasectomy, 



Enucleation, and Glossectomy; Status -- subject Deceased; 
Subject’s comments; NONE”. 

 “There’s more!” said John, picking up another document. 
“Subject 34J: Female; age 27; Mastectomy; Evisceration; 
Status-- subject Alive ; Subject’s comments; “Please, no 
more, I can’t watch! No more, NO MORE!!!” 
Alice shuddered. “Maybe we shouldn’t do this.”
  
“Aw come on, Don’t chicken out on me now!” Just Then, a 
horrific moan traveled through the dreary walls. “You hear 
that”, Asked Alice, fearfully. 
  
“Yeah, stay close”. Said John, alert. 

“Please, no more cutting. Please No More!” said a voice, 
weakly. John shouted, “Who’s there? Come on out, we 
won’t hurt you”? Then, in a different direction, another 
voice cried out “I’m sorry, It won’t happen again! Please 
don’t operate on me! PLEASE, I BEG YOU! MERCY!” 
   
Then the voices began to come from everywhere. “NO 
MORE”, “MERCY”, “PLEASE DON’T”, then the voices 
turned to ear piercing screams of utter agony.  
   
Through all the of the hellish sounds of torture, Alice cried 
out “John, stay close!” Only to find that he was gone. She 
ran to the entrance. When she got there, she dropped to her 
knees and screamed as she saw the terrifying new ornament 
hanging from the entrance. Below was the Devil’s grass… 
still sending it’s addling fumes aloft into the night sky.



CHRISTOPHER PELTONCHRISTOPHER PELTON

Christopher Pelton is the mad scientist behind 
Eidetic. He has published two books of short 
horror FICTION AND IS THE CEO OF SPI/SWB. HE 
CAN BE FOUND IN BRIDGEPORT CT, WHERE HE LIVES 
IN A CROOKED LITTLE HOUSE WITH HIS MUCH BETTER 
HALF AND TWO OF THE STRANGEST CATS YOU’LL 
EVER MEET.



Lockers
Christopher Pelton

“In one quarter of a mile use the right-hand lane to exit on 
exit 24 Hanford/Worcester.”

The last fleeting drops of rain fell on the windshield of the 
1993 pale blue Saturn S series. Despite being nearly thirty 
years old, the car had served him well as he criss-crossed 
the country in search of the best deals. He had been in the 
locker buying business for the better part of the last twenty 
years, and after becoming too well known in his hometown, 
he cashed in some outstanding accounts and hit the road. 
During this time, he had experienced ups and downs, the 
same as anyone else in his line of work, but the wins defi-
nitely outweighed the losses. He eased the steering wheel to 
the right, slowing down as he exited the interstate.
As he rolled to a stop at the bottom of the ramp, he saw the 
clouds moving on as the light of the moon began to break 
through the gloom. The clock on the Saturn’s dash read 
7:45 pm. His GPS showed he was just a five minute drive 
from his destination. In the locker auction world, lateness is 
not tolerated. If you’re not there when the gates open, you 
are out of luck.

“In one half a mile, your destination will be on the right. 
Ed’s Short Term Storage.” 

He saw the intermittent blinking of the neon sign minutes 
before easing the Saturn into the parking area. He complet-
ed a quick pre-auction check before exiting the car. He had 
come with nine thousand dollars in his pocket and was here 
to buy as many lockers as that amount would allow. Minus 
auction fees, of course. 



A quick glance around the lot yielded mixed results. The 
crowd, which consisted of approximately twenty people, was 
filled with unfamiliar faces, but off to one side he did recog-
nize one of the other attendants. The two men had run into 
each other on a couple of occasions during the last year. He 
was a newbie to the scene, but he had made a splash at his 
very first auction, scoring three of the four lockers that were 
available. He had deep pockets and knew exactly what he 
was in the market for. Definitely someone that demanded 
his attention once the event began. 

At 7:58 p.m., the door to the left of the gate swung open 
and two wildly contrasting figures emerged. The first was a 
woman. The lower half of her face was covered by an N-95 
medical mask. The lines around her eyes suggested she was 
in her fifties. Her chestnut colored hair, which fell to her 
shoulders, had begun to show signs of graying at the roots. 
She stood at maybe five feet tall, but this was difficult to dis-
cern when compared to her companion.

The man who had exited the office was easily the largest hu-
man being he had ever seen. A quick glance would indicate 
the man was seven feet tall. His blonde hair cut into a tight 
buzz. Easily three hundred pounds and with a look on his 
face that said everything anyone needed to know about his 
intentions. The sound of a whistle cut through the chatter of 
the crowd.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, welcome to Ed’s Storage. We have 
four lockers available today. Before I open the gates, there 
are a couple of rules you need to know. When we approach 
the locker, details of the contents within are attached to the 
door. Please read them and move on to allow for others to 
get a look. Once everybody has passed by, we will start the 



the bidding. Obviously, this is a cash only auction and 
whatever cash you have in your pocket is what you have to 
spend. Once the auction is over, you’ll pay me in the office 
and then you are responsible for removing your winnings 
before 10:00 PM. Does everybody understand?”

A roar of acknowledgement rose from the crowd, indicating 
they were ready to proceed.  

“All right then. Let’s go! Our first locker is up here on the 
right. Locker #34.”

He watched as the crowd made their way through the gate. 
Overall, it didn’t look like there was too much competition 
on this one. A lot of first timers come just to check things out 
and see if it’s anything like it is on television. Most of them 
find out pretty quickly that there is a lot more involved in 
being a success than just having the biggest bankroll. He fell 
into the line as they shambled to the first door.

The front door of Locker #34 was a standard six foot by 
three foot job, indicating the depths of the room itself. While 
it wasn’t the biggest space available, he knew from years of 
experience that smaller rooms often pack a big punch. The 
details on the door read:

23CF54105RHGEABP9

The description certainly offered quality merchandise, and 
with the smaller locker size, he might fit it all in the Saturn. 
He’d definitely put in a bid on this one.

The auctioneer stepped in front of the closed door. Her mas-
sive companion handed her a clipboard. She ran her eyes 



quickly down the sheet and began to speak.

“Ok folks, everybody has had a chance to go over the de-
tails. Let’s start this one off at $100. Do I have $100?”

A hand quickly flew up, and the race was on. It took less 
than three minutes for the $100 to become $600. He raised 
his hand to indicate he was in at $650.

The rapidity of the Auctioneers speech reached a fever 
pitch. The thought of snagging this one was quickly chal-
lenged when the bids jumped from $650 to $1200. He nod-
ded yes at $1300 but was back out when the bidding hit 
$2100. He shook his head no, and the first auction of the 
night closed at $2000 for lucky buyer #28. 

As was often the case when he missed out on a room, a nag-
ging voice in the back of his head began insisting he had just 
missed out on the best locker of the night, and that after all 
this time he still didn’t know what he was doing. He took 
a deep breath, cracked the knuckles on his left hand, and 
followed the herd to the next door.

Not surprisingly, the second door was identical in size to the 
first. In a short term storage lot like this one, most folks only 
needed a small space for a week or two. It just made sense 
to have more smaller units. The description on this one how-
ever, did differentiate it from its predecessor.

19AAF510135BHBEAP13

His frustration began to increase after taking in the details. 
This one was definitely not for him. The stuff inside was just 
not his wheelhouse. It would be better to let someone else 



The second locker ended at $750.

He breathed a sigh of relief upon arriving at the door of 
locker #45. Another standard size unit, but the details on 
this one were too good to pass up on.

17AF5082BHHEOP11

It was with a $200 bid that he began this auction. There was 
grade A merchandise in this locker and he would be damned 
if he wasn’t taking it home. He had $9000 in his pocket and 
this is where he was going to make his stand.

It took less than sixty seconds for the locker to go from $200 
to $3200. He had thought it was locked down at $2800, but 
his initial intuition came true when the familiar face from 
the parking lot jumped in at $3000. The bidding continued 
in rapid succession. Each nod or wave of the hand adding 
$100 to the total price. As it turned out, $5100 was the magic 
number. His competition dropped out with the shake of his 
head, and the war was over. After taxes and auction fees, the 
final number was closer to $6000, but if the details of the lot 
were accurate, it would well be worth every dime.

Above the smattering of conversations, he was able to hear 
the Auctioneer informing the attendees that this was the fi-
nal locker of the night. Much to his surprise, it was a double 
sized unit. It was unusual to see such a large room in a short 
term lot, but they did offer storage options up to thirty days, 
so he supposed from time to time a bigger space was needed. 
He glanced at the details.

1818CFCM5410562195RHGEBHBEBPON29



An opening bid of $2000 was thrown out. This was the kin-
dling that sparked the blaze. The auction caught fire. $2000 
to $6000 to $12,000, the bidding was furious. In the end, the 
winner, a tall frame of undetermined sexual nature, walked 
away with it at $14,175. The auction came to an end and the 
gawkers and lookie lous made their way back to the park-
ing lot, while the winners lined up outside the office, waiting 
patiently to pay for their new treasures.

The rusted Pennzoil clock hung from a nail on the wall of 
the office. According to its worn face, it was 9:15 by the time 
he signed the paperwork and counted out $5800 in twen-
ty-dollar bills. The stack of cash was exchanged for a key. 
He grabbed his copy of the paperwork and headed back to 
Locker #45.

He removed the plastic document holder from the door and 
quickly browsed the details of the items inside.

17AF5082BHHEOP11

He quickly folded the sheet into a square and slipped it into 
the back pocket of his work pants. He slid the key into the 
lock and it turned with a satisfying click. With one hand he 
found the small Maglite hanging from his belt loop, while 
the other shoved the iron shutter up.

The small beam from the pocket sized flashlight illuminated 
a small circle on the floor. In the center of the circle, curled 
into the fetal position was a body. Clearly malnourished, the 
paperwork indicated that it had been in here eleven days 
past the end of the lease. Due to the nature of their business, 
Ed’s Short Term Storage kept strict policies pertaining to 
the removal of items or the renewing of leases. 



This body had been left alone in this locker for at least 18 
days. 

The darkened figure flinched, struggling to raise a hand to 
shield its eyes. The description was right on the money. She 
was Asian, with black hair and hazel eyes. She might have 
been 82 pounds when she was put here, but following two 
weeks of starvation, he would guess she weighed 65 pounds. 

“What’s your name?” he asked.

A whisper came from the shivering shape.

“Lucy.”

“Well, Lucy, it’s almost 9:30, and that means it’s time to get 
out of here. Let’s go home.”

He knew it would take some time before she was back on 
her feet at full strength, but he had all the time in the world 
and the chase was always worth it.
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