The Zombie’s Claw

I couldn’t reach that haunting paw in time. The door swung open and there stood this horrid, moulding, disintegrating creature that I used to call “son”. The stench of rotten flesh was already burnt into my sinuses. The left side of his face was stretched and mutilated, forming a sort of hanging lump which strangely resembled shredded lettuce that has been left out for too long. His crooked, broken, battered hands reached for me. I jerked away, but not before the branch-like, ice cold fingers brushed up against my arm.


I released a blood-curdling scream, stumbling backwards, trying to get away. The air has started to taste like a mix of black liquorice and soiled socks. Deadly Herbert turned his attention to poor old Mrs. White, who stood in the corner, as pale as a ghost. Before I could even move, Herbert sunk his pasty green teeth into her neck. Blood started to flood out of the gaping hole, drenching her white nightgown a toxic red color. Her soulless body dropped to the floor, as I screamed her name. Herbert turned to me, blood dripping down his face like old molasses, and moaned the word, “dad”. 

