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The Vow 

 

“Follow me,” the delicate blonde said after he gave her the name on the reservation.  

The low light, even at the door, didn’t reveal his tormented flesh, and she glanced at him 
without pity as though it was normal for a single man to be among the couples on this 
night. Placing the menu on the table, she began telling him the specials.  

Her brow glistened with sweat, and her stomach began to churn as the short hairs on 
her neck tingled with warning. Without finishing her rehearsed speech, she scurried 
away like a frightened mouse, leaving him with the menu and the flickering candle.  

Someone, wearing black, placed a basket of bread on the table, and filled the water 
glass without a word, then rushed away without a word to him. It didn’t matter. He 
wasn’t there for bread or anything else they wished to serve him.  

The scent of pre-coitus emitted from the couples gazing into the other’s eyes from 
across the cozy tables. The pleasure of the small moments intoxicated him, making his 
heart bang harder in his chest and his crotch stir with excitement. Anywhere he turned, 
he pleasures teased that he could feel without ever partaking and just seeing their 
interactions made his euphoria grow.  

But he wasn’t here to be aroused by the distractions always put before him. The one 
he’d desired for so long was at the Marcie, being wooed by an unknown rival.  

He always knew where she was, and all her plans filled his mind for him to peruse at 
whim, allowing him to know where she was whenever he wished to see her. Even if 
merely closed his eyes while sitting at the edge of his bed, he saw her, knew what she 
was doing and with whom.  

The scent of her filling his nostrils, the heat rising from her tender skin warming him, 
enticing him, beckoning him. Her laughter was like an Angel’s call, sending sweet 
messages to his ears, which he heard over the din of voices, and droning hum from the 
engines blowing warm air from the ceiling.  

He felt her curves without touching her, all he could do until she vowed herself to him, it 
would be a sin to do so without God’s approving eyes. She was everything to him, all he 
ever wanted.  

She never looked his way, why would she? He didn’t have the grand, smooth looks of 
the men she dated — the clean-shaven faces, tender and clear of blemishes, which 
were easily remedied.  

God gave him the signs they were to marry tonight. His dreams and prayers had come 
true, and he would take her as his wife, this woman he would love for eternity. 

 

 



“Thank you,” Karen said. “I needed this more than I thought, I’ve been so focused on 
work lately.”  

Mike turned the key in the ignition, and said, “I had the feeling you wouldn’t be too upset 
with me tearing you away from it.” He glanced at her, grinning. “Besides, it’s Valentine’s 
Day. How could I not romance you a bit?” 

“You missed my street,” she said, looking at him, eyes wide with surprise, then relaxed, 
wondering what he had planned. 

He smirked his response.  

“Are you trying to seduce me?” She laughed. 

“Do I need to try?” 

The car stopped in the parking lot overlooking the pond in City Park. The crisp air 
outside caused the car windows to fog over, giving them instant seclusion from the 
world outside.  

He listened to their moans of ecstasy, disturbing the quiet and his thoughts. Everything 
was as he envisioned, except this man was to deliver her only, not spoil her flesh as he 
was intent upon doing.  

The glass sagged with the impact of the chunk of yellow and gray concrete. A web 
formed across the surface of the windshield with a shrill groan. Screams of surprise 
came from inside. Quickly, he was off her, and opening the door. He pulled up his pants 
with a hop. 

“What the fuck?” Mike exclaimed. “Shit. Who the hell?” 

She stayed in the car, fumbling to put her clothes on. Leaning over the driver’s seat, she 
saw him examining the concrete in the windshield. An additional set of footsteps in the 
gravel twisted her head to peer out the passenger window, but she couldn’t see who 
had approached through the thin layer of silver condensation.  

The door rushed toward her, and she sat up instinctively before it slammed closed. The 
sound of wet thuds caught her ears seconds before blood and pieces of flesh sprayed 
the cracked windshield.  

He felt her heart jump, and her breaths become rapid and erratic as he watched the 
silhouette of her head spin from side to side, looking to the fogged windows for 
answers. 

The lifeless body lay with the torso across the car, feet sliding backward in the gravel, 
away from the tire. Bloody pieces of his skull and brain slipped down the hood and 
dripped onto the bumper. Not wanting her to be more frightened than she needed to be, 
he stepped away from the car into the shadows of the trees and waited. 

She whipped around in the car with small squeaks of anxiety. The glow of her cell 
phone made her silhouette seem angelic.  

“Damn it,” she cried. “No signal.” 



She ran her palm across the cool film on the window; droplets of water ran away from 
her touch. Her eyes frantically scanned the shadows, but as usual, they didn’t see him. 
Slowly, she opened the door, peering into the night air.  

Her bare feet sank into the gravel as she stood. A high-pitched hiccup escaped her as 
she turned to see the defiler’s body sprawled across the hood of the car. The cooling 
blood glimmered in the pale light of night.  

She backed away without taking her eyes from the body sprawled across the car. How 
pathetic and vulnerable she looked. She needed someone to comfort her, to take her 
away from this torment. 

He stepped from the shadows, his arms wide to welcome her into his embrace. His 
boots crunched the gravel. She froze, in his eyes, making her more radiant than ever. A 
shiver ran across her body, and she turned her face to him. 

A whimper escaped her mouth when her eyes met him. Her lower lip quivered with fear. 
How could that be? He had prayed for her for so long. And God had sent him the signs 
it was time for them to be together. For her to be his mate, his compliment, but she 
feared him. He felt sudden anger toward God—something he hadn’t felt before. God 
had lied to him, made a joke of his love for her, tarnishing everything good in his future. 
She was not supposed to whimper. 

The muscles of her legs trembled, readying to launch her into the night, and away from 
him. As predicted, she took flight into the copse of trees at the edge of the parking lot. 
No matter, she wouldn’t find anywhere to hide from his love. 

He turned to look at his handy work draped across the car, and the bluish glow of her 
cell phone laying on the car seat went dark. He refocused on the direction she’d run, 
and he knew God hadn’t lied. Looking to the sky, he murmured a prayer of forgiveness. 

Now he understood, she was only upset and confused. Who wouldn’t be? After all, that 
man had tried to take her virtue. He needed to find her. Sniffing the air, he walked 
deliberately into the woods after his bride. 

The wooded area was dense, which made it easy to become disoriented. Her short 
shrieks gave away her location. He picked up a branch from the ground, its sturdy 
weight was comfortable in his grip, and he stalked into the trees. 

Twigs snapped, and she looked expectantly toward the sound, sure he had come for 
her. She backed away from the noise, and tripped, falling to the soft, moist ground, 
knocking the wind from her.  

Soft cries came from her crumpled body. He took another almost silent step toward her; 
a mouse would have been louder in its pursuit. She sat up without knowing he stood no 
more than five feet from her. Maybe the shock of seeing him for the first time had worn 
off. He was used to the scars dripping across his face and body, but she was not. 

“Get yourself together,” she advised herself and stood. “Why the hell did you run into 
the woods? Isn’t that the first no-no of Slasher Movies?” She laughed uncomfortably at 
her joke, brushing the leaves and damp soil from the back of her skirt. “That man was—
” She stopped in midsentence as she turned, seeing him stand near her in the trees with 
a branch held firmly in his grip. 



He smiled gruesomely at her beauty; the sparkle in her hair and eyes mesmerized him. 
As she turned, fear flashed in her eyes, he had expected it. She swung a branch at him, 
which he hadn’t anticipated. The wind it caused cooled his face. He stumbled back, and 
readied his branch, expecting another assault. She lunged forward, slipping on leaves. 
The force propelled her toward him, but she lost her footing and fell again to the forest 
floor. 

This time no sound came from her; no sobs of self-pity, and no heavy breaths. He 
stared down at her. Her eyes flickered open, seeing his boots inches from her. Her face 
distorted, and she squeezed her eyes shut again. 

“I won’t tell anyone, I swear,” she bargained. “I just want to go home.” 

He knew she was trying to distract him, but he wouldn’t be stopped from collecting his 
bride. The branch landed on the moist soil with a heavy thud as he squatted, reaching 
his calloused hand to her.  

She rolled away from his touch and began crawling manically away. God had shown 
him her spirit, and he laughed seeing the visions had been true. 

“Why?” she screamed.  

He grabbed her by the back of the neck, pulling her to her feet. She struggled, 
attempting to scream, but her voice was ragged, and she coughed instead. A sweet 
smell filled her nose, and bright lights flashed in her peripheral vision as consciousness 
evaded her. He carried her limp body in his gentle but strong arms through the trees. 

 

 

“You’re going to look so pretty,” he said and removed her muddied clothes, placing 
them in a paper bag which he then put in the closet.  

Turning back to her, he grinned; she was more beautiful than he had dreamed. 

Steam swirled over the surface of the hot water in the pitcher next to the bed. He 
poured the water into the basin, and gently dunked the white, terrycloth towel inside, 
squeezing it once quickly. His thick fingers delicately washed her face, then dunked the 
towel into the water, ringing it out before moving to her breasts, and delicate parts. 
Finished, he placed the basin onto the shelf of the nightstand as his eyes scoured her 
looking for a speck of dirt. 

“Mom wanted to help you dress, but she doesn’t get around as good as she used to, 
and her fingers aren’t as nimble as they once were. I told her I would take special care 
of you, so she wouldn’t need to worry.”  

He unbuttoned the buttons running down the back of the white wedding gown worn by 
the headless mannequin, then removed it. Lifting her legs with care, he fed them 
through the dress as though she were his best doll. He pulled her toward him into their 
first shy embrace as he drew her arms through the sleeves.  



Laying her face down on the bed, he carefully turned her head to the side, then fit each 
button through its eyelet. Once finished with the buttons, he rolled her over, then pulled 
her into a sitting position on the bed. The dress flowed over the bed.  

He stood back to admire her beauty.  

“Mom will be so pleased to see you in it. She didn’t have any daughters, only me, and I 
promised that my bride would be more than honored to wear it.”  

He leaned down, humming ‘Here Comes the Bride’ as he flattened the elaborate hand-
crocheted, lace collar around her neck.  

The sterling silver brush glided through her brown hair, smoothing it into a tight bun held 
by pearl-encrusted combs. He draped a delicate chain around her neck and clasped it 
before allowing the pendant to rest in the cleft of her breasts.  

“God has surely blessed me this night. I will never again doubt or become angry with 
Him. I am grateful for His blessings.” 

He painted her lips, then draped the veil over her face, and down to the side, so it 
pooled by her hand. He looked to the picture torn from a magazine, one last time, 
though he knew every detail from memory.  

They could be twins, he thought, then rebuked himself for the sickness filling his head. 
“Good Lord, please forgive me. Vile thoughts are no way to repay you for all the glories 
you have bestowed upon me.” He folded the page in half twice, then placed it into his 
inside jacket pocket. 

Sitting in the chair near the window, he wondered whether he had given her too much 
sedative. If he had, the night would end, and they wouldn’t be able to consummate their 
vows. He reached into his pocket for the smelling salts, when he saw her eyelids twitch. 
He had kept the lights in the room low not wanting to startle her again.  

“Mom was right, as usual, you will be able to see me in time, and not just the marks on 
my flesh,” he whispered. Her eyes opened, looking at the door. “I know it is bad luck for 
the groom to see his bride before the ceremony, but Mom couldn’t help you dress, and I 
wanted to be sure you were feeling better.” 

Her eyes flew around the white room, seeming to avoid the spot he sat. She sat up, 
scooting back into the full pillows. She examined the gown she wore before forcing her 
eyes to him half-camouflaged in the white chair sitting in front of the window.  

He smiled at her radiance. The sheer white veil slightly filtered the darkness of her hair 
and the red of her lips. Every time she moved, more of the bedding peeked from below 
the layers of the gown.  

“I’m a bit nervous, too,” he said slightly over a whisper. “Marriage is such a big step.” He 
stood, extending his hand toward her. “We’re going to be so happy. I just know it.” 

Her hand trembled at her side, but she didn’t move.  

“We don’t want to keep our guests waiting.” 

She held her pose on the bed.  



“We cannot keep them waiting any longer. What will they think?” he said. “What would 
Mom think? That I cannot keep a woman. I can’t have them thinking that, again.” He 
reached down, grabbed her wrist, and said, “Let’s not be naughty.”  

“Don’t!” she shrieked.  

“I know you are frightened, Karen, but if we are to be wed, we need to go.” 

“You know my name? Who are you?” 

Her eyes scanned his face, hoping for some recognition, but found none.  

“I am the man who loves you like no other, and always will.” 

“But—” 

“You don’t love me? Don’t worry, in time you will.” He smiled. “God has shown me 
everything. But we really should be going.”  

She stood from the bed with his hand supporting her waist.  

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m at an advantage.” 

“What?” 

“You don’t even know my name,” he said nervously. The skin of his face stretched away 
from his mouth revealing yellowed teeth. “My name is Eric.” 

Her eyes bounced around to every detail of the room. 

“Don’t worry. You have everything you need. I made sure you have everything; 
something old and borrowed is my mom’s dress, something blue is the sapphire 
pendant hanging around your neck, and for something new, I tucked a new lace 
handkerchief next to your bosom.” 

Her hand jumped to the pendant dangling in the cleft of her breasts, fingers caressing 
its cold surface. Her eyes found his for the first time, and he smiled. 

“Shall we?” he asked and escorted her to the door.  

The door swung inward silently, revealing a short hallway. Electric candles flickered in 
iron sconces letting off enough light to see the large wooden door at the other end, and 
a faint outline of a panel trying to hide in the wall. She barely made a sound as they 
walked, making him think she had quit life. He wouldn’t have known she lived had it not 
been for his hand around her wrist feeling her quick pulse. 

They stopped at the door, and he opened it. The chapel opened to them with two rows 
of three pews facing the pulpit at a soft angle lining the aisle. A warm glow encapsulated 
the room and its inhabitants. A sweet and musty smell found their nostrils, her eyes 
scanned the room, and nose twitched as though she were trying to identify the 
fragrance hanging in the air. 

Someone sat in each pew. She glanced down the first aisle. The faces didn’t look 
completely real, but rubbery. No one turned to acknowledge them or stand as was the 
tradition. 



“They are my mom’s friends,” he quietly said as they made their way to the pastor 
waiting for them at the pulpit. 

She looked at the man on the short stage and shuddered. 

“Mike,” she said softly, choking back cries wanting to erupt from her. 

Bits of flesh and bone stuck in his hair, and congealed blood pooled at the edge of the 
open wound in his skull. The groom looked at her. Tears flowed from her eyes, leaving 
black trails down her cheeks.  

“It was lucky to learn God himself ordained your friend.” 

He smiled at her as she mouthed, “No.” 

“Before we begin the ceremony, I want you to meet Mom.” He turned them to the left, 
feeling her tense. “Meeting your Mother-in-law for the first time can be a lot to deal with. 
I wished you would have had more time to get to know each other.” 

“Jesus!” she shrieked, her voice echoed in the small room.  

She broke free of his grasp, running down the aisle. The scars on his face surged with 
life of their own as rage grew inside him. How dare she leave him at the altar? The door 
slammed behind her, telling her she did not have much time before he would be on her 
heels. She rushed to the spot she saw the panel and ran her fingers around its edges. 
She glanced at the door, but he didn’t appear there yet. 

Her fingers found the spot to release the panel, and it popped toward her. Quickly, she 
pushed it open and jumped into the dim blue-gray room. Around her, boxes were 
stacked on tables and the floor. She heard the door to the chapel slam. The gown’s 
train dragging behind her slowed her as she moved through the stacks, as she looked 
for a way out. 

“You do have the spirit God told me about,” he said. “He is ever-knowing about us, isn’t 
he?” He looked under the table near the entrance. “There’s no need to be frightened. I 
know it’s just the wedding day jitters that’s got you in this take flight state of mind.” The 
shadow of the fan turning in the low light distracted him, and he smiled. “Come on out of 
there. I don’t want you to get hurt or, heaven forbid, damage Mom’s dress because 
she’d get so upset.” 

Karen abruptly stopped when she stepped out of the maze of boxes. A stainless-steel 
table stood on the other side of the room. The same sweet-musty smell, which lingered 
in the chapel met her nose, and her stomach turned, the noise it made was loud.  

“You must be famished. We’ll have a nice dinner, and of course cake after the 
ceremony,” he said clearly, as though he could step out of the stacks of boxes and 
shadows to take her. “The guests are wondering, I’m sure, when we are coming back or 
whether we are eloping,” he said with a faint laugh. “Would you prefer that, and not all 
the pomp?” 

She continued forward, passing the table into another concourse of stacked boxes. Her 
eyes darted in the murk, looking for the way out she hoped was near. On the wall above 
a stack of boxes was a burned-out sign with red letters reading EXIT. The further she 
got from the table, the more the nauseating smell faded. She turned a corner and came 



upon a rack of clothing. Quickly, she rummaged through the items and found something 
more suitable for escape than the wedding gown.  

He smelled the welcoming scent of formaldehyde. He wasn’t pleased he hadn’t had 
time to prepare the minister before the ceremony, but it was something he could do 
after he and his bride were married; the minister would keep nicely in the chilled chapel.  

He opened a cabinet and retrieved a syringe. From below the counter, he opened the 
small refrigerator and took a vial from the shelf in the door. He filled the needle with the 
clear liquid and placed the empty vial on the counter. The refrigerator door slowly shut, 
returning the room to the pale blue-gray. 

The buttons on the back of the dress were smooth cloth knots making it difficult for her 
to undo. She knew he would find her soon, and she had to hurry. Once the top button 
was undone, the others popped free with a slight tug.  

The gown lay in a bright-white pool on the cold, concrete floor. A frown crossed his 
scarred face as he turned around without noticing she had returned to him. The lead 
pipe crashed into the back of his head. Pain jolted his existence and brought upsetting 
memories to the surface. The explosion of hot oil covered the child’s body. He shrieked 
with the memory and turned to face his assailant before she could make another assault 
on him, but she had vanished back into the shadows. The ache in his head raged on 
with the memories. Mommy dunked him into the freezing tub of water, both of their 
faces drowned in tears. 

“Stop, Mommy, stop!” he cried.  

Karen stopped in her tracks, not understanding the context of his words. She glanced 
back the way she had come, waiting for him to say more, but only the whirring of the fan 
found her ears.  

A stack of boxes avalanched toward her, the contents making a cacophony as 
collections of toys and games broke free of their containment. She backed away from 
the mess, watching the disheveled treasures scatter across the floor.  

He was there, somewhere in the shadows, hiding behind the stacks, but where exactly 
she didn’t know. Her heartbeat was out of control. She gripped the pipe until her 
knuckles were white.  

“Where is out?” she yelled, gaze darting around before heading away from upset boxes. 

She found herself in an ample space with windows lining the top of the walls near the 
sloped ceiling. It’s an airport hangar. She thought. The paint on some of the windows 
had peeled, allowing light from outside to come in. She walked along the wall as her 
eyes kept scanning the dim room for him, and a door. 

On the catwalk stretching above her, which formed a ‘T’ in the center, he crawled 
through the opening at the side of the fan, then replaced the panel. She no longer 
looked stunning in the drab clothing she wore. She had borrowed from his former 
fiancées—the bridal gown suited her much better, and he would allow her to wear it 
again, once this was out of her system. As God, he was willing to give her a second 
chance. 



He climbed down the ladder unseen and unheard. He wasn’t worried about her 
escaping. There was no way out from this room; he had welded all the windows shut 
years before. The next room had an exit, but she wouldn’t find it easily with her anxiety 
soaring. Eric wished to take her into his arms, making everything the way God had 
shown him. 

A shiver ran across her skin, and she whipped around. He stood fifteen yards away, but 
she didn’t know how he had come to be there as she hadn’t heard his footsteps on the 
hard floor. Something gleamed in his hand. 

“Why me?” she demanded.  

“God said you are to be my bride,” he said, his voice soft as ever. 

“I don’t want to marry you. We aren’t supposed to be together. God didn’t say we are 
supposed to be married. You are fucking crazy.” She gripped the pipe and swung at the 
air. “Come any closer, and I’ll crack your fucking skull open.” 

“Thou shall not take the name of the Lord your God in vain, for—” 

“Are you kidding me?” 

He lunged forward, his hand cocked with the needle ready to pierce her skin. She 
swung the pipe again, hitting him in the shoulder. He stumbled but didn’t lose his grip on 
the needle.  

Again, the pipe cut the air, and he leaned back to avoid contact, losing his balance. His 
arms waved madly at his sides, though his efforts didn’t keep him from losing his 
balance. He landed on the floor with a thud, the air rushing from his chest. The needle 
flew from his hand into the shadows. 

Without waiting for him to hit the ground, she ran back through the door that had led her 
to the vast room. She retraced her steps to the clothing rack, and the wedding gown she 
had discarded on the floor.  

“There has to be a way out somewhere in here,” she muttered, scanning the room as 
she turned slowly in a circle. 

After not finding a door, she moved carefully through the maze of boxes, and over the 
contents of the ones that had spilled, not ending her search for an escape. The exit sign 
continued to hide from her in the shadows near the ceiling. She found herself back at 
the opening leading into the hallway, chapel, and white bedroom. 

She glanced behind her as she passed through the opening in the wall, then swiftly 
moved to the bedroom. Inside, she found a door opening to the closet where her clothes 
were in a paper bag. She ran her hands over the textured wall, searching for a false wall 
or trapdoor.  

Finding nothing in the closet, she moved to the gauze-covered window behind the chair, 
flinging the fabric aside; the window was nothing more than a painting with a landscape. 

Peering into the hallway, she knew he had to be looking for her, and she quickly darted 
to the opening leading to the maze. The room on the other side plunged into darkness, 
causing her heart to beat harder in her chest. Quickly, she moved to the chapel door.  



She pulled the door open, standing at the threshold, gawking at the corpses sitting in 
the pews facing her dead boyfriend. Shaking her head with disgust, she stepped inside, 
allowing the door to shut behind her.  

Rather than go down the center aisle, she moved along the wall to her left while her 
hands and eyes combed the wall for the way out—nothing. She turned to face the side 
of the pulpit. Mike stood, propped up by a strange armature of wires and metal rods, 
facing the audience.  

She tried to keep her mind focused on her escape, but the cold, dead eyes of the 
audience drew her attention. No longer able to control her curiosity, she looked at them. 
Their yellow, waxen skin gleamed, and in the flickering light of the candles and dimmed 
overhead lights, they seemed to be living.  

Something was not right, besides the obvious. What was it? Her eyes met the collage of 
pictures making his mother’s face shellacked to the mannequin’s head. Each piece was 
cut and placed meticulously onto the mannequin. The shellac gave the face a jaundiced 
hue. 

In the last pew, her eye caught a movement and instantly focused on the location. Two 
corpses sat staring back at her. All were women in varying degrees of decomposition, 
though the formaldehyde and the coldness of the room attempted to keep them fresh. 
The first wore a classic black suit, and her hair was hacked away, appearing more 
masculine, but her full lips gave away her secret. The one who sat behind her wore a 
yellow chiffon dress in a style she remembered seeing in old family photos. 

She returned her attention to the matriarch in the front row and wondered if the clothing 
was what the model cut from the pages of magazines wore during different photo 
shoots; the thought made her quiver with anxiety.  

His mother didn’t keep her attention for long as he stood in the back pew. She 
screamed and stepped back. Her heel found the pulpit’s step. 

“Getting to know Mom, I see,” he said. “That makes me happy. I know you two will get 
along wonderfully.” He stood in the center aisle. “I see you are ready,” he continued. 
“God said you’d come around. Just not in those clothes, Mom would—” 

“She doesn’t care.” 

“No matter what she says, she does.” 

“No, Eric, she does not. She’s not fucking real. Have you ever met her?” 

“That’s not a very nice thing to say, especially in the house of God.” 

“This isn’t a house of God. This is some fucked up room you made in an old 
warehouse.” 

He took a few steps forward. Her eyes found a thin line of warm light shooting across 
the floor to her left. The walls were covered with dark paneling from floor to ceiling, 
except in one place. A small void at the bottom of the paneling allowed light from 
somewhere to come through into the chapel. She knew the chances of getting to the 
place in the wall to investigate with him in the room were very slim, but she had to try. 



It only took a few steps to reach the place in the wall. He observed with a blank 
expression and moved another few steps down the aisle to the stage. She glanced over 
her shoulder. He smiled knowingly at her.  

“You have such anger,” he said coolly. “It doesn’t do you justice. Let it go, and we can 
be together.” 

She pushed on the wall, and it popped back at her, revealing a light-filled room. The 
brightness blinded her, and she squinted. His hand was hot on her shoulder as he 
grabbed her. She tried to shake him free when she felt a pinch on her neck, like a 
mosquito bite, on her neck. The warm, bright light warped into a multitude of colors, 
then faded quickly to black. 

Her head ached from a hangover, and she didn’t want to open her eyes, knowing it 
would only cause her more pain. Memories flashed of her romantic date with Mike, the 
kisses he placed on her mouth in the car, the—.  

She wondered what had happened next. No matter how she tried, the memories hid 
from her in the shadowy recesses of her mind. Slightly, she lifted her eyelids. Light filled 
her eyes through the narrow slits, and she squeezed them shut again with the pain it 
had brought. 

“Oh, my love, you are rejoining me,” he said. Even at its quiet level, his voice exploded 
in her head.  

That’s not Mike. Her inner voice retaliated. Who was it? 

“Wake up, my sweets,” he said, caressing her cheek with the back of his hand. “It’s 
time.” 

Time for what? She wondered, searching her mind for the answer. 

The strong smell of ammonia pierced her thoughts. All at once, she sat up, opened her 
eyes, and gasped. She sat on the floor facing a dark paneled wall, and the missing 
memories returned. 

“No!” she yelled and started crawling toward the wall. 

A cold hand took hold of her ankle, not allowing her to go further. Tears boiled down her 
face as she realized she wore the wedding gown again. She flung her head around, 
smiling back at him. She relaxed, and he removed his hand from her ankle, then he 
stood. She sat, looking up at him. He took the hand she extended to him to help her to 
her feet.  

They stood face to face. The mounds of scar tissue bounced in the flickering light of the 
candles. Now that she saw him up close, she pitied him.  

He hummed the bride’s song as he escorted her to stand in front of the pulpit. He tilted 
to the side, reaching into a hidden compartment. A click sounded through the speakers 
on the stage, followed by a few seconds of crackling, then a man’s voice said—mixed 
with hissing— “Dearly, beloved. We are gathered here today to join this man and 
woman in Holy Matrimony.” 



Her eyes widened, with her smile. The tape recording screeched, then returned to the 
voice and hiss. 

“Do you take this woman to be your lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold from this 
day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love 
and to cherish, till death do you part according to God’s holy ordinance?”  

“I do,” he said, blushing. 

“Do you take this man to be your lawfully wedded husband, to have and to hold from 
this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to 
love and to cherish, ‘til death do you part according to God’s holy ordinance?”  

She swallowed hard with cheeks aching from the joy plastered on her face. Eric stared 
at her expectantly. Glancing at Mom, Karen sucked her lips into her mouth, and her 
eyes seemed to lose moisture. He squeezed her hand, and she returned his gaze, 
blush warming her cheeks. The moment she had been waiting for had arrived. 

“I—,” she started. Her hand holding the pipe twitched. He looked at her with a meek 
smile. “Don’t!” she yelled, swinging the pipe into the side of his head. 

Blood sprayed the preacher’s face. She swung again. The wet gash splashed blood 
onto the once-pristine gown. He stumbled backward, and his hand went automatically to 
the open wound on the side of his head. Again, she attacked. Blood oozing down the 
pipe caused it to become slippery in her grip; she held it tighter, not allowing it to budge. 

The next blow cracked his skull. His head throbbed and felt as though it were on fire. 
Memories of the boiling oil pouring down on his tender flesh caused him to shriek. 
“Mommy!”  

His back found the paneled wall as the pipe crashed into his head multiple times. With 
each blow, blood flew, leaving tiny droplets on the faces of the audience. He tried to 
focus on them, and the embarrassment Mom was undoubtedly experiencing at his 
bride’s outburst.  

Again, the pipe came at him. His vision blurred with red, and he felt dizzy. He tried to 
right himself but couldn’t find firm ground. The pipe came at him again and again. He 
slid down the wall to the floor. His back was slick with blood. He tried to look up at his 
bride, but his body refused to do as he requested. 

She stepped back from him, the pipe fused to her hand by coagulating blood. The front 
of the dress was crimson, matching her hands and face. At the center of the aisle, in 
front of the pulpit, she dropped the pipe. It landed with a splat on the wet carpet. She 
glanced at Mom, who looked back at her with approval. Karen smiled. 

“In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, I pronounce you man and wife. 
You may kiss the bride.” 

Tears left lines on her bloodstained face. As she turned to the minister, she became 
more upset having no man to call her groom. Falling to her knees, she sobbed 
uncontrollably with the gown pooled around her in red and white. 

“You will find him,” a voice said, resonating around her. “I will guide you to the one.” 



She tilted her head back to look at the man standing above her on the stage. A halo 
glowed around his head. Her sorrow subsided, knowing God would guide her to the 
man of her dreams, all she had to do was let go and trust Him completely, or she would 
be alone forever.  

 

 

 

 

Thank you for reading The Vow and signing up for my Newsletter. Checkout 
my other books at Amazon. You can also follow me on Twitter or visit my 
website.  
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