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Turn on the Light

––––––––

“That movie was tons of scary,” Mary said. She rose from the couch with a loud yawn and an exaggerated stretch.

“Yeah it was scary,” I said. I was sitting on the couch with my knees folded up against my chest. I was hugging my legs and watching the credits roll across the black TV screen while rocking my body back and forth.

Mary looked at me.  She moved to the couch and sat beside me. “Lacey. Um. You’re not still scared are you? I mean you do know that the whole serial killer thing in the movie was like totally made up make believe right?”

I dropped my hands from my legs and turned to Mary. “Of course I know it was make believe.”

“Good! Cause for a minute there I thought you were going to go all mental on me. Just like you did when we saw Chainsaw Brothers 5 when we had that sleepover in fifth grade. That was so funny when you almost called the cops when you heard some noises downstairs and it was just the TV! Ha! Ha!” Mary laughed.

“That was like forever ago Mary and I totally knew that it was the TV making all of that noise. Well I found out that it was the TV after I went downstairs and checked it out,” I said.

Mary laughed harder and said, “Yeah after you took my baseball bat and went downstairs!”

“Okay okay can we drop this topic now? You know I’m not good with scary movies,” I said. I grabbed the remote and turned off the DVD.

The TV screen turned blue. I pressed the remote and stopped when I saw a pair of dancing puppets on the screen.

“I hate puppets,” Mary said with a shiver.

“Me too,” I said.

“I really hate it when they come to life when you sleep and run around the house!” Mary yelled. She pinched my belly. “Don’t you hate that too?”

“Stop talking about that kind of stuff,” I said. I changed the channel and stopped when I saw an old cartoon of a dancing old man with a long beard.

“I’m just teasing you. I love horror movies and we’re besties should you should like love them too,” Mary said.

“I don’t like horror movies. And I don’t know why I agreed to watch that movie with you. That crazy serial killer doctor guy. And all of that blood and screaming. Ugh! I’m going to have nightmares for sure.”

“No you can’t sleep with my bat,” Mary said.

“Shut up Mary,” I said.

Mary giggled and her laugh ended with a yawn.

“I’m so tired,” Mary said.

“I’m not, “ I said. “Because a certain person wanted to watch a certain slash fest I’m like wide awake right now. I know I won’t be able to sleep. I’m just going to keep seeing that killer doctor and his bloody labcoat all night.”

“That movie was just make believe. All of the doctors in this city are nicey,” Mary said.

I looked at Mary and said, “Have you met all of them?”

Mary turned to me and she pinched the fat on my side.

“Ow!” I shouted. I pinched her cheek and eased away from her on the couch a few inches.

Mary rubbed her cheek and said, “I’m too tired to fight back. I’m going to go to bed. I’m going to check the doors and set the alarm okay? Alright.”

“What? You’re not going to bed yet are you?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Why its still like early and stuff.”

“Lacey its like...1:30 in the morning and I totally need to get some sleep if we’re hitting the mall tomorrow morning for that sale that we’ve been waiting all summer for.”

“Oh yeah that sale but hey don’t go to bed yet. Let’s just stay up for a little while and have some stuff to eat.”

“I’ve had enough snacks thanks and come on. I promised my Mom and Dad before they left for their trip that we’d at least try to be in bed before 2:00. And they’re not here and I’m like trying to be responsible.”

“Fine you go to bed and be all responsible. I’m just going to stay up for a little while longer,” I said.

I looked at the TV and flipped the channels. “I’m going to watch the Animal Channel and look at some puppies or something before I got to bed.”

“Alright well I’m turning in. Don’t worry Lacey. If you’re too scared I’ll keep the night light on in my room,” Mary laughed.

“I don’t need your freaking night light,” I said.

“I dunno. My room gets pretty dark. Ha! Ha! Ha!” Mary laughed.

“Ha ha that isn’t funny, I don’t need your baby night light and just go to bed,” I said.

“Okay night,” Mary said. She left the living room. I heard the click of the front door locks right before I heard Mary run up the stairs and run to her room.

“Who needs a baby night light anyway?” I asked. 

I got comfortable on the couch and watched a few programs about baby animals. 

After awhile, I started to forget all of the murder and mayhem in that slasher film that Mary and I had watched before.

Soon, I started to get sleepy.

I turned off the TV and left the living room. I checked the lock on the front door.

The door was unlocked.

“That’s funny. I thought I heard Mary lock it,” I said. “Oh well.”

I locked the door and peeked outside.

The street was dark and empty.

“Okay then,” I said. I turned from the door and went into the kitchen. I turned on the light and went to the fridge. I got a bottled soda and an apple and closed the door. I ate my snack in front of the counter. I cleaned up and left the kitchen but before I turned off the light I stopped and looked at the knife rack.

I remembered several gory kills from the slasher movie I had just watched.

“Great memories, “ I said. I turned off the light and I heard a thump from upstairs.

I looked up the ceiling.

The noise sounded like it came from Mary’s room.

“Mary?” I said. I left the kitchen and walked through the house.

I heard a door slam upstairs.

I went to the stairs and ran up the steps. I walked through the hall and stopped in front of Mary’s room.

The door to her bedroom was shut.

I knocked on the door.

“Mary?” I said.

I didn’t hear anything.

I opened the door and looked inside of her room.

I couldn’t see a thing because the room was pitch black.

I felt along the wall and slapped at the lightswitch.

The lights came on and the bright light nearly blinded me.

I heard a scream.

I took a few steps forward. I stopped. I blinked a few times and looked across the room.

Mary was sitting up on her bed and she was covering her face with her hands while she bawled like a kid.

“Turn that light off its too bright!” Mary shouted.

“Oh sorry,” I said. “I’ll turn it off.”

I turned around and looked at the door.

A tall man was standing in front of the door. He was wearing a white doctor’s lab coat and a green surgical mask.

A stethoscope with barbed wire was around his neck. He was holding a bloody meat cleaver.

“Don’t worry about the light Lacey. I’ll turn it out,” the man said.

He turned off the light.

The room became dark.

Tara and Melanie Love Snacks

––––––––

Tara and Melanie both waved at the webcam that was attached to the laptop computer that had been placed on a rickety metal table a few feet away from them.

"Hiyeeeeeeeee!" Tara and Melanie said in unison.

"And welcome to our show!" they said.

Tara leaned forward and she grinned, "I'm Tara!"

Melanie clapped. She stopped and said, "I'm Melanie!"

Tara and Melanie giggled and said, "And we both LOVE SNACKS!"

"Thanks to all of our viewers for watching our show!" Tara said.

"We love you all and we really appreciate your support!" Melanie said.

"Yes. Now the last show we did we opened up and sampled some delish snacks from a company called..." Tara said.

Melanie turned around and she snatched a box from the floor near her. She lifted the box and shook it in front of the camera.

"Delicious Box Snax!" Melanie and Tara shouted.

"And the snacks in that one were absolutely to die!" Melanie said.

"Yes. I'm still fangirling over those sweet and sour sunflower seeds!" Tara said.

"Yes," Melanie said. "And those Hot and Spicy Dried Pineapple slices were good too.  And those chocolate chip cookies..."

Tara and Melanie both gasped.

"They were just freaking awesome!" Tara and Melanie both said.

The two young ladies laughed.

"We'd like to give a special thanks to the Delicious Box Snax company for letting us sample your treats so like..." Tara said.

Tara and Melanie moved closer together. They waved at the camera and said, "Thank You!"

"Now this week a new subscriber snack company has sent us some treats," Melanie said. "And they sent us a really big box too. Its right behind us!" Tara said.

Melanie and Tara moved to the side and she pointed at a long table that had been placed behind them.

Two white cardboard boxes rested on the table.

Both of the boxes were rectangular in shape.

One of the containers was large and the other was small.

Tara raised a sheet of paper in her grasp and she looked at it.

"Now this company is called the Undead Company Limited," Tara said. She and Melanie looked at each other before they focused on the camera.

"Ooooooooooooh," Tara and Melanie said.

"I've never heard of this company," Melanie said.

"Me neither but I'm sure their treats will be really yummy," Tara said. She looked at the paper. "It says here that they specialize in the undead. It says we provide treats for the diehard zombie enthusiast. And look at some of this stuff they're offering. Undead cake. Undead fingers. Wow."

Tara looked at Melanie. "Its like a zombie thing."

Melanie looked at Tara. She nodded and said, "Yeah with all of the zombie movies and that popular zombie show I can see why this would be like really popular."

"Me too!" Tara said.

"Well. Let's see what's in the box. I mean whoops. Boxes!" Melanie said.

"Yeah let's see!" Tara said.

Melanie jumped up from her chair and she grabbed the laptop and webcam.

Tara rose from her seat and she moved to the table.

Melanie stopped at a small wooden table near the long one. She placed the laptop and camera on the wooden furnishing. She looked at the screen and made the okay signal with her hand before she joined Tara.

Tara was still holding the paper.

"Now it says that we should open the smaller box first," Tara said.

"Okay, Melanie said.

Tara placed the paper on the table. She grabbed the smaller box and she opened it.

Two items wrapped in plastic lay inside of the box.

"Oh there's two things in here," Tara said. She grabbed one and unwrapped it.

"One for each of us," Melanie said. She grabbed the other plastic wrapped item and pulled the covering.

"What is this?" Tara asked.

"Huh? Is this? Is this real?" Melanie asked.

Tara looked at the shiny silver meat cleaver in her hand. She raised her sight from the metal tool and she looked at Melanie.

Melanie was holding a small black handgun.

Tara and Melanie looked at each other.

They laughed nervously.

"Its just a toy. Obviously," Melanie said.

"Yeah obviously," Tara said.

Melanie and Tara looked at the webcam.

"Its just a joke," Tara said.

"Yeah. It's all part of the fun," Melanie said.

Melanie and Tara looked at each other.

"So should we open the big box?" Tara asked.

Melanie looked at the box. "I don't think I want to."

The large box shook.

Tara and Melanie cried out at the same time. They both took a simultaneous step back away from the table.

The box shook again just before the thing exploded outwards.

A tall half rotted zombie leaped from the interior of the box.

The top part of the zombie's body was wrapped in a tight sheathe of plastic. 

One of its legs was gone and it stood unsteadily on its remaining leg.

Its skin was green and oozing with foul slime.

It looked at Tara and hissed.

Tara and Melanie were speechless.

The zombie's left arm burst from the confines of the plastic and it growled before it leaped off of the table and leaped to Tara.

Tara screamed as the creature slammed into her.

Tara lost her balance and she fell to the floor. She landed on the floor atop her back.

The zombie fell on top of her.

The undead thing grabbed Tara's neck and it bit her left shoulder.

Tara screamed and she hacked at the thing's neck with her cleaver.

The zombie rose up and it pulled a thick chunk of flesh from Tara's shoulder.

The deafening pop of a gunshot echoed in the room.

A small hole appeared in the zombie's forehead.

Black fluid gushed from the hole.

The zombie fell to the floor and it landed on the floor at Tara's side.

Melanie held the gun in her shaking hand. She looked at Tara.

"Tara," Melanie said.

Tara held her bleeding shoulder. She dropped her cleaver and sat up. She coughed up a flood of blood.

"Tara are you okay?" Melanie asked. She rushed to Tara.

Tara's eyes turned white. She growled and leaped to her feet.

Melanie screamed. She raised the gun in her hand and fired.

A hole appeared in the middle of Tara's forehead.

Tara stood still for a brief moment before she fell lifeless to the ground.

Melanie wept.

After a few moments she turned to the webcam. She raised her gun and fired.

The laptop exploded in a sea of sparks and smoke.

The Scratching Under the Floor

––––––––

Riley Warren adjusted the poster on her wall and she took a step back.

"Perfect," she said as she looked around her bedroom.

There was a knock at her door just before it opened and her mother popped her head inside the room.

Abigail Warren looked at her daughter. "Riley have you finished straightening up in here?" 

Riley clapped her hands and said, "Yes! Come inside and look at it."

Abigail entered the room and she looked around. "It looks good. But get rid of these boxes by the end of the night alright? You don't want to be tripping over them in the middle of the night. Bring them down to the basement when you're done. And dinner will be ready in ten minutes."

"Alright Mom," Riley said.

Abigail hugged her daughter. She released her and looked around. "This room is a lot bigger than your old room." She looked at Riley. "Do you like it sweetheart?"

Riley looked at her Mother. "Mom this house is so cool!"

"Good. Your father and I are glad you like it," Abigail said.

The sound of loud stomping and laughter echoed from the hallway.

Riley and Abigail looked at the opened door.

Dennis Warren, Riley's eight year old brother, was running down the hall with two cardboard boxes on his head.

He passed the room with a stumbling gait just before the sound of a loud thump and a crash poured from the hall.

"What an idiot," Riley said.

"Hey don't talk that way about your brother," Abigail said. She rushed from Riley's room and entered the hall. "Dennis are you okay?"

"Sure Mom. I didn't' make the holes in my box man masks big enough so I couldn't see anything," Dennis said.

"Well go put your masks away and get ready for dinner," Abigail said.

"Okay Mom," Dennis said.

The sound of Abigail's and Dennis's footsteps echoed in the hall and the noise quickly diminished.

"My weird little brother," Riley said. She looked at the boxes on the floor. "Time to get to work." She moved to the boxes and picked them up. She placed the boxes in a neat row in the center of the bedroom. She sat on the floor. She opened the boxes and emptied their contents. And just as she began sorting the unboxed items, her mother called her to dinner.

"Riley come downstairs and eat dinner!" Abigail shouted.

"Coming Mom!" Riley said.

Riley grabbed the items off of the floor. She tossed a few of the things on her bed and placed the rest on the bedside table. She moved to the empty boxes. She kneeled and grabbed them. She stood up and she stopped when she heard a strange scratching sound from the floor.

Riley looked at her feet.

The noise stopped.

"What was that?" Riley demanded.

"Riley come and eat right now!" Abigail shouted.

"Okay Mom!" Riley said. She looked at the floor and shook her head. She walked to her closet and placed the empty boxes on the floor before she left her room.

Dinner consisted of pizza, soda and apple pie.

Dennis hummed as he ate his pizza.

Riley pinched Dennis.

Dennis choked on a mouthful of pizza and he reached for his soda and drank it greedily. He burped, turned to Riley, pointed at her and said, "It was Riley's fault cause she pinched me."

"Oh shut up you little tattler," Riley said. 

"Riley!" Abigail said.

"Mom all of that humming was starting to get on my nerves," Riley said.

Riley's father, Peter Warren, grabbed another slice of pizza from the box in the middle of the table. He looked at his daughter sternly as he spoke.

"Riley stop teasing your little brother," Peter said.

"But Dad he's just so annoying," Riley said.

"He's not annoying. He's your little brother," Peter said. He took a bite of his pizza.

"I could have choken to death you know," Dennis said. He grabbed his pizza, turned to Riley and hummed as he bit it.

"Choken is not a word," Riley said.

"It is too cause I just made it up. Choken choken choken," Dennis laughed. He giggled and ate his pizza.

Riley moved closer to her brother and she poked him in the belly.

"Ooof!" Dennis said. He belched.

"Ugh!" Riley said. "That is so disgusting."

"What do you say champ?" Peter asked.

"Excuse me," Dennis said. "And Riley poked my belly."

Riley ate her pizza with a sigh. "Nobody poked you. It was just your imagination."

Dennis poked Riley's ear.

"Hey!" Riley said. She slapped at Dennis's hand.

Dennis giggled and said, "Nobody poked you Riley. It was just your imaginations."

"Shut up!" Riley said.

"Riley," Peter said. "Your mother and I have had just about enough of your antics. Now let's just enjoy our first dinner in our new house. A peaceful dinner."

"Yes Dad," Riley said.

Dennis giggled and he burped. 

"Excuse me," Dennis sang.

Riley rolled her eyes at Dennis.

"So Riley," Peter said, "Have you had a chance to explore the house yet?"

"Um not really yet," Riley said. "I mean I've straightened my room and like set up the TV in the living room and by the way you're welcome Mom and Dad. But nope."

"Well you should. This house is a historical landmark. Its over one hundred and fifty years old," Peter said.

Riley made a face and said. "Its that old?" She looked up at the ceiling. "I'm surprised it's not falling apart."

"This house is in tip top shape. Don't worry," Peter said. "Actually they don't make them like this anymore."

"They don't?" Dennis asked.

"Nope they don't' champ. This house is one of a kind. And its big too," Peter said.

"Yes it is spacious. And I love the way the light hits the living room," Abigail said.

"Yes it is nice," Peter said.

"Apple pie anyone?" Abigail said.

Riley and Dennis spoke at the same time.

"Yes!"

––––––––

After dinner, Riley helped her mother clean the kitchen.

Soon afterwards, the Warren family settled into the living room where they watched a family movie.

After the movie, Riley went to her bedroom. She sat at her desk. She glanced at the router that had been placed on the top tier of her desk and she was satisfied when she saw all of the lights blazing on the device.

"Okay here goes. Two hundred year old house and attempting to connect to Wi-Fi," Riley said. She pulled her pink laptop from the desk drawer and placed it on top of the desk. She opened the lid and powered it on. She waited a few minutes and she cheered when she saw the Wi-Fi icon on the lower right hand portion of the computer's screen flash to life.

"Wonderful and we are in business," Riley said. She checked her email and all of her social media accounts.

As she worked on the computer, the sky outside darkened and it was nighttime.

There was a knock on her door.

Riley stopped typing and she turned around.

Her father was standing in the doorway.

Dennis was standing behind him. He was eating a red popsicle and smiling.

"Its almost time for lights out Riley," Peter said. "Its almost ten o'clock. And we have a busy day tomorrow. I'm going to need you and Dennis's help to tackle that garden out back."

"Okay Dad," Riley said.

Dennis slurped his popsicle loudly and he giggled.

Peter turned to his son and he picked him up. "Time for you to get to bed champ. Let's get you cleaned up first."

"Okay Dad," Dennis said. He waved the empty popsicle stick at Riley. "Night Riley."

"Goodnight Dennis," Riley said. "Goodnight Dad."

"Ten more minutes and then it's off to bed," Peter said.

"Yes Dad," Riley said.

Peter nodded. He left the bedroom. He pulled the door shut.

Riley turned to her computer. And she started working.

Thirty minutes passed.

Riley noticed that the house had become quiet.

She looked at the clock on her laptop.

"10:30. I need to get to sleep," Riley said. She opened up YouTube. "Right after I watch a few vids."

More time passed.

Riley watched a lot of videos and she giggled softly. 

She looked at the clock.

"11:30. Time to shut this off," Riley said.

Riley closed YouTube and she turned off her laptop. She snatched up her cell phone and opened up Vine.

Loud scratching suddenly echoed behind her.

Riley looked up from her phone. She stared at the wall in front of her.

The scratching became louder.

Riley turned around. She looked around her room.

The room was empty.

The scratching noise was still there. It was louder.

And the strange sound was coming from the floor in the middle of the room.

"What?" Riley said. She placed her cell phone on the desk. She got up from her chair and walked to the middle of the room. She stared at the wooden floor.

The scratching was louder and more insistent.

Riley walked slowly towards the noise and she stopped in front of it.

The noise stopped.

"It must be rats," Riley said. She nodded. "Yeah its rats. And if it is then ew."

The scratching started up again.

And as the noise became louder a low banging sound accompanied it.

The floorboards in the middle of the room shook and trembled.

And then they stopped.

The room was quiet.

Riley kneeled in front of the floorboards. She moved her left hand to the floorboards.

A spectral hand shot up from underneath the floor.

The hand was almost transparent and it possessed the color of lemons.

It glowed in the dim light of the room.

The hand grabbed Riley's left wrist and it pulled her roughly downwards.

Riley screamed as her body was yanked to the floor.

Her face slammed against the rough wooden floorboards and her side struck the floor with a loud thud.

"Dad! Dad!" Riley screamed.

The sound of loud footsteps echoed from the hall just before Peter burst into the room.

The spectral hand that held fast to Riley vanished.

Riley sat up and she crawled away from the floor weeping.

Peter rushed to Riley. He kneeled in front of her.

Abigail and Dennis were standing in front of the door.

"Dad something from under the floor grabbed me!" Riley said.

"Now calm down Riley. You were probably just dreaming," Peter said.

Riley pushed her father's hands away from her. 

"I was not dreaming! I know what I saw! Something. A hand came up from the floor and it grabbed me! It tried to pull me under there!" Riley screamed.

"Riley now listen to me. It was nothing. You were just dreaming," Peter said.

"I was not!" Riley said.

Riley rushed from her father and she stopped in the center of the room. She clawed at the floorboards with her fingernails.

"Riley stop it!" Abigail said.

Riley stopped clawing the floor. And she turned to her father. "Dad there's something under here. You've got to check it Dad. Please! Pull up the floorboards. Pull them up please!"

Riley was crying.

And everyone was looking at her.

Peter thought for a moment and he said, "Fine. If it will make you feel better I'll do it."

"I'll get the tools!" Riley yelled. She leaped off the floor and ran to the door.

Abigail and Dennis moved out of her way.

Abigail looked at Peter.

"You're really not going to pull up those floorboards are you?" Abigail asked.

"If it makes Riley feel better then yes," Peter said. He got up.

Riley was gone for a few minutes and she returned with a box of tools and a large glass UV lamp.

"Here you go Dad," Riley said. She gave her father the tools and stood near him. She held the lamp aloft near her father. She turned on the lamp.

Bright light poured from the lantern.

"Okay then. Here goes," Peter said.

Peter used a hammer to pull the nails from the floorboards. After all of the nails were removed her used a crowbar to pry the planks from the floor.

Abigail picked Dennis up. She held the little boy close to her and she moved to the center of the room.

After Peter pulled up the old wooden boards he placed them in a neat stack near him. 

When he was done, he looked up at Riley.

"May I have the lamp please?" Peter asked.

Riley gave her father the lamp.

Peter took the UV lantern from Riley. He shined the bright lamp's light into the hole in the floor.

The hole was large and dark.

When Peter shined the light into the hole, the yellow illumination passed across something large that was wrapped in old rags.

"What's that?" Riley asked.

"Don't know," Peter said. He placed the lamp on the floor. "Let me take a look."

Peter leaned forward. He reached inside the hole.

"Dad wait!" Riley said. She grabbed her father's shoulder.

Peter stopped. He sat erect and looked at his daughter.

Riley reached inside of the toolbox and she pulled out a pair of work gloves. "You might need these for just in case."

"I'm fine Riley," Peter said. "Its probably nothing."

Peter turned to the hole and he leaned forward. He reached both arms inside and grabbed the rag bundle. He pulled the thing from the hole and held it carefully. He placed it on the floor at his side.

Riley moved closer to her father.

Abigail held Dennis tight as she moved closer to her husband.

"What is it?" Riley asked.

Peter pulled at the rags and he stopped.

The rags fell away revealing a dusty porcelain doll.

The doll's face was cracked and its eyes were open and blue.

It had golden blonde hair and it was wearing a blue silk dress.

"Its just an old doll," Peter said. He looked up at Riley.

Riley looked at the doll with disbelief. 

"I don't understand," Riley said. She moved closer to the hole and peered inside. She grabbed the lamp and shined the light into the hole.

A thin layer of dust lay at the bottom of the space under the floor.

"I can't believe it," Riley said. She sat up and looked at the doll.

"This doll is very old," Peter said. He picked up the doll and looked at it. "A hundred years at least."

"Wow," Abigail said.

"Its ugly," Dennis said.

The doll turned to Dennis. It blinked and hissed.

Peter dropped the doll.

The doll landed on the floor with a loud crack.

Riley leaped to her feet with a loud scream.

Abigail moved away from the doll.

The doll's face was cracked in half.

And the sound of a loud scream poured from the doll before its entire body turned to ash.

The ash rose from the floor and it took on the shape of a woman.

The ash women screamed and hissed before it ran forward and disappeared through a wall.

Everyone in the room looked at the wall.

"Now do you believe me?" Riley asked.

Stalk You Later

––––––––

1

––––––––

Alison Claremont walked into Geometry Class and she took her seat near the window. She tossed her bag on the floor and immediately looked across the room.

The classroom was already filled with most of the students.

Alison ignored the loud chatter and movement of the other students around her and instead, she focused on the third seat in the second row.

Mitch Chase was sitting in that seat.

Betty Raymond was sitting at a desk beside him. She leaned close to Mitch and whispered something into his ear.

Mitch was looking at his phone and he laughed at what Betty was telling him.

Betty moved away from Mitch slowly. She looked at him slyly before she snatched up her cell phone and tapped it.

Sylvia Wright, Casey Arnold and Gloria Stafford were also there.

The group were of young women were all sitting in a tight circle around Mitch.

As usual.

Mitch was the captain of the football team. And president of the school's debate team. And he was also in the drama club.

Last year, he made Shakespeare sexy again.

At least that's what his ex-girlfriend, Anna Simmons, tweeted right before he dumped her.

Anna Simmons had transferred a few weeks after the colossal breakup. And now, Mitch was single.

But he wouldn't be for long.

Alison gazed longingly at Mitch. She pulled out her ear buds and let them dangle on her neck. She kept her gaze on Mitch's handsome face as she sat back in her chair.

Alison stared at Mitch all the time. But it did no good.

Mitch was handsome, popular, cool and completely and totally out of her league.

Sure they had homeroom, English Literature, Geometry and Chemistry class together.

And they had unofficially known each other since first grade.

But that didn't' change the fact that Mitch, and his A-List Crowd, did not know that she existed.

Alison loved Mitch.

She had been in love with him since fifth grade. 

After she dropped her cheese sub sammie on the floor in the lunchroom and he took pity on her.

He left his A-Group table with half of his grilled cheese.

And he gave it to her.

Alison was near tears, and she took the sandwich from him with so much gratitude.

Alison thought that her tears freaked Mitch out.

So much that afterwards, he never really spoke to her. He just waved to her politely in the halls as they passed each other.

Edwina Landry entered the classroom. She rushed across the room and fell into her seat beside Alison.

Edwina was Alison's best friend.

And they were as different as night and day.

Edwina preferred to dress in black.

And Alison preferred the color gray to all the others in the spectrum.

Alison's gray clothing was usually accompanied by a splash of color. Like yellow or pink.

Edwina, or Wina, dressed all in black. All the time.

"So what's the word?" Edwina asked. She pulled back her dyed black hair and looked at Alison.

Alison was still staring at Mitch.

Mitch was looking at Gloria.

Gloria was touching Mitch's arm.

"What a slut," Alison said.

"Huh?" Edwina said. She turned around and looked across the room. She saw Mitch and Gloria.

"Oh," Edwina said. She turned away from the couple. She opened her bag and pulled out her textbook with a heavy sigh.

Alison looked at Edwina. "What do you mean. Oh?"

Edwina looked at Alison. "When I said oh just now. I meant that oh. Allie's spending quality time on a lost cause. Give it up Allie. Mitch..."

At the sound of Mitch's name, Alison leaned forward and she moved closer to Edwina with a loud shushing noise.

Everyone in the class looked at Alison.

"What is your deal?" Edwina asked.

"Wina not so loud," Alison said. She looked at her classmates quickly before she stared at Edwina. "People can hear you."

"Well I'm sure they didn't hear me. But judging by all of the crazy looks you're getting I'm betting that everyone in this class heard you with all of your shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" Edwina said loudly.

Alison looked at Edwina for a few minutes.

Edwina winked.

Alison laughed. And soon Edwina was laughing with her.

"What a couple of freaks," Gloria whispered loudly.

Sylvia and Casey both laughed.

A few of the people in the classroom giggled.

Edwina turned around. She stared daggers in Gloria's direction.

Gloria laughed louder.

Sylvia and Casey giggled.

Mitch looked at his cell phone and he tapped it.

Alison felt hurt as she watched Mitch ignore her. And after a few seconds she shook her head and moved closer to Edwina. She grabbed her friend's shoulder.

Edwina turned to Alison.

"Wina come on. It's not really worth it," Alison whispered.

"You're right," Edwina said. She turned and looked at Gloria.

Gloria was whispering in Mitch's ear.

Mitch was looking at his cell phone and grinning.

"But someone needs to teach them all a lesson," Edwina said.

"Edwina come on," Alison said.

Edwina looked at Alison.

Alison shrugged and said, "Its high school."

Edwina smiled and said, "You're right."

The bell rang.

Mr. Homily rushed into the classroom. He was carrying a handful of transparencies and a black Sharpie. He closed the door and rushed to his desk.

"Great news class," Mr. Homily said breathlessly. "We'll be working on what we started yesterday. Open your textbooks to Chapter Seven."

There were a few groans and a hitch pitched, "Yes!", from the back of the class as all of the students did as they were told.

Alison pulled her textbook and notebook from her bag. She set the items on her desk and looked across the room. She stared at Mitch.

Mitch was looking at her.

Alison was shocked. She took a deep breath and swallowed. She felt her face get hot.

And as soon as Mitch saw that she was looking at him, he turned away quickly. He said something to Gloria.

Gloria laughed.

Mitch opened his book and he looked at Mr. Homily.

Alison stared at Mitch for a few minutes. 

Gloria turned to Alison. She glared at her.

Alison turned away from Gloria quickly. She swallowed with great difficulty. She looked at Mr. Homily.

Mr. Homily was humming as he set up the projector.

Alison felt a tap at her shoulder. She turned to Edwina.

"Hey. You okay?" Edwina asked.

Alison nodded and said, "Yeah I'm fine." She looked at Mitch.

Mitch was whispering to Gloria.

Alison turned from Mitch. She smiled warily at Edwina before she looked at Mr. Homily.

Mr. Homily had set up the projector. The Sharpie cap was in his mouth. He laughed and the cap bobbed in his lips as he talked.

"Get ready students. Time to learn," Mr. Homily said.
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In gym class, Tommy Morgan had opened one of the outer doors.

There was a raging snowstorm outside and at least a foot of fresh powder on the ground.

Tommy decided to use a couple of old football helmets and bring in some snow. He made a lot of snowballs. 

Louis Graham, Bob Haskin and Joe Ritter all joined him.

After collecting the snow and making the balls, the four boys closed the door and they went on a snowballing rampage in the gymnasium.

The sound of loud screams, squeals and running feet echoed in the large gym as the snowballs went flying.

Most of the white balls hit their targets.

Tommy and his friends were good shots.

Snowballs struck faces, necks, chests and backs.

People fled in all directions.

Some of the victims chose to pick up some of the snow from the floor and launch a counterattack against Tommy and his friends.

The gym soon erupted in full scale snowball war pandemonium.

Alison and Edwina stood against a far wall away from all of the chilly chaos. The best friends laughed as they watched all of the action from the safety of the snowless sidelines.

The class had been divided into twelve groups and they were all playing basketball.

Coach Huron had been standing in the corner of the gym with his back to the class talking on his cell phone during most of the melee.

Tommy and his friends had spotted the coach on his phone and they decided that his lack of attention to the class was a golden opportunity. And they took it. The four boys ran across the gym. They flung snowballs at the weak, the weary and the unawares.

Mostly the four boys struck computer nerds Emo kids.

After seeing the Emos and nerds get hit, most of the kids saw what was coming and managed to avoid the onslaught of snowballs by running, ducking or hiding behind someone.

The snowballing four hit twenty-two people in ten minutes before they were caught red handed by Coach Huron.

Tommy had decided to go after a group of cheerleaders with his balls.

And it did not go well.

All of his snowballs missed. And he got a basketball to his balls for all of his trouble.

Coach Huron didn't end his call until he heard someone sobbing on the floor.

It was Tommy.

He was covered in snow and holding his balls.

And twenty-two people were nursing cold wounds on their faces, chest and boobs.

And there were also puddles of melting snow on the floor.

When Coach Huron saw all the damage, he totally lost it.

He screamed for a good five straight minutes and he didn't stop until his face was red and veins were popping out on his forehead.

And then he yelled out the punishment for the snowball melee.

As punishment, the entire class was forced to run laps.

Fifty laps around the gym.

Ouch.

Tommy, Louis, Bob and Joe were all sent to the principal's office.

"I can't believe we have to suffer for those jock head idiots," Edwina said. She huffed and puffed as she ran at Alison's side.

Alison looked across the gym as she ran. She saw Mitch running with a group of his friends from the boy's basketball team.

Mitch laughed and joked with his friends as they ran across the gym in the formation prescribed by the coach.

Coach Huron stood in the middle of the circle of running students. He blew his whistle and screamed at them to, "Keep the frigging pace!", as they ran.

"Not again Sven," Edwina said. She ran to the side and bumped into Alison.

Alison stumbled from the sudden impact. She slipped on a patch of melted snow and lost her balance. She screamed and fell onto the floor. She landed hard on her side.

A collective "ooooooooooh" filled the gym.

Edwina ran to Alison and she helped her up.

Alison rose to her feet stiffly. She rubbed her side with a wince.

"I am so sorry Allie," Edwina said. "I was only trying to get your attention. I didn't mean to like check you."

Alison didn't look at Edwina. 

Instead she watched Mitch as he ran by her.

Mitch looked at her briefly before he turned away and looked forward. He ran faster.

And so did his friends.

"Is it me?" Alison asked.

"What?" Edwina asked.

Coach Huron blew his whistle full force as he ran to Alison and Edwina. He stopped in front of them and pulled the whistle from his mouth. "Thirty eight laps to go! Move it! Move it! I said go! Go! Go!"

"Okay," Alison said.

"Ugh!" Edwina said.

Alison grabbed Edwina's arm and she pulled her friend to the running circle.

Alison and Edwina rejoined their classmates and they continued their endless run around the gymnasium.

"I can't believe this," Edwina said. "If I have a heart attack from all of this exertion I will so sue this school into extinction."

Alison watched Mitch from across the gym.

"You're obsessed girl," Edwina said.

Alison turned to Edwina. "What?"

Edwina was looking at Mitch. "With him. Mitch. And it's a waste of time. You're not in his group. He doesn't even acknowledge you."

"Well you don't get to choose who you love," Alison said.

"Love? Is that what you think this is?" Edwina asked.

"I know its love. It's just one-sided is all," Alison said.

"Its lopsided you mean."

"Wina don't be mean."

"I'm not it's just. You are way too good for him. And there's lots of other guys in this school. Good guys. Cool guys. Guys that actually like you and don't hang out with the mean girls."

"I like Mitch."

"Well unlike him and live your life. High school won't last forever you know. And you don't want to waste all of your glory years pining over someone who doesn't deserve you."

"I don't know Wina. I can't just turn my feelings off."

"Well you're going to have to do something. Are you happy right now? Does how you think you feel for Mitch make you happy?"

"Well..."

Alison slowed down and she thought for a moment.

"It doesn't make me happy. Loving him and not having him feel the same kind of makes me...miserable," Alison said.

"Yeah. And what kind of life is that?" Edwina said.

"A sucky one," Alison said. She looked at Mitch.

Mitch was laughing and running with his friends.

Alison took a deep breath. And she turned to Edwina. "You're absolutely right. I need to like get on with my life. As of right now. I'm done obsessing over Mitch."

"Good girl!"

"But this thing. I don't know. I think I'm going to need some chocolate or something. You know to get over the shock."

"You and me both."
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"This imitation chocolate sundae kind of hit the spot?" Alison said. 

"Yeah it did," Edwina said. She shivered and pulled her scarf around her neck.

Alison and Edwina were seated in the middle of the bright cafeteria.

The cafeteria was crowded with chatting students.

The windows of the lunchroom were covered with ice and heavy snowfall could be seen outside.

"I wonder how many inches we'll be getting tonight," Edwina said.

A low voice suddenly rang out from the side of the table.

"Twelve inches," Paul Monty said. "That is if you can take that much."

Paul was holding his tray and grinning at Edwina while thrusting out his pelvis.

His two friends, Danny Ryde and Tim Benton were standing near him. They were both looking at Edwina and laughing hysterically.

"Ew," Alison said after realizing what the boy meant.

Paul looked at Alison. His grin widened. "Took you a minute to get that one huh?"

"Just leave Paul. Leave with whatever minuscule of dignity that you have left," Edwina said.

Paul looked at Edwina confused. "Huh?"

Alison placed her spoon on the table and she laughed.

"You speak weird," Paul said. He moved closer to Edwina. "But me like."

Edwina picked up a fork and she thrust it at Paul.

Paul moved back.

Danny and Tim both said, "Whoah."

"Hey this is a violence free zone. But no worries. I'll see you in Chemistry later."

"Ugh," Edwina said.

Paul laughed. "Come on guys."

Paul walked away. Danny and Tim followed him.

"How many times has Paul asked you out this year?" Alison asked.

Edwina snatched a French Fry off of Alison's plate with a shrug. "Don't know."

Alison picked up her spoon and she focused on her sundae.

Edwina watched Alison for a few seconds before she turned from her friend and looked across the cafeteria.

Mitch was seated at a table by one of the icy windows.

His basketball team mates were sitting around him.

Gloria was at his side.

She held his arm as she talked to him.

Mitch ate his burger and he nodded as he chewed.

Edwina turned from Mitch. She looked at Alison.

Alison was eating her sundae.

"You're doing really well," Edwina said. She ate her fry.

Alison looked up at Edwina. "Well at what?"

"You haven't looked at Mitch once since we got here," Edwina said.

Alison looked at Mitch. She averted her gaze from him and looked at Edwina. "Its like you said. Loving him...no. Liking him is a waste of time. It's time to move on."

Alison ate another fry. "These things are like lukewarm."

"Well they were hot until we came into this freezer of a lunchroom," Edwina said.

"But they're still good though," Alison said.

"Yeah they are," Edwina said.
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Alison picked up her baby brother Chad from inside of his high chair.

The chubby baby squealed and slapped his sweet potato covered hands against the front of her shirt.

"Someone's happy to be out of that chair," Alison's Dad, Wentworth, said as he filled the dishwasher with plates and forks.

"Oh he just ruined your shirt," Alison's Mother, Daisy, said. She was wiping at the stove.

"Its fine Mom," Alison said.

"You can just put him down in the living room and you can start on your homework. I'll be right in after I help your father clean up," Daisy said.

"I'm fine honey," Wentworth said.

Daisy looked at her husband. "Are you sure dear?"

"I can handle a few dishes and the table. Go on in the living room," Wentworth said.

"Okay then," Daisy said. She kissed Wentworth and placed the towel in her hands on the table. She went over to Alison and took Chad from her.

Chad laughed and he grabbed a fistful of his mother's hair.

"Go and change and start on your homework. You have midterms coming up right?" Daisy asked.

"Yeah but I'll do fine," Alison said.

"She always does," Wentworth said.

"Go on and get started," Daisy said.

"Alright," Alison said.

Alison left the kitchen and she went to her room. She closed the door and changed her clothes before she sat at her desk. She pulled out her textbooks and fired up her laptop. She checked her phone for texts and after seeing none she decided to start on her homework.

Time passed and she got a lot of work done.

She started to feel sleepy so she decided to stop working. She rose from her desk and her laptop chimed.

"Who is this?" Alison asked. She sat down and looked at her laptop. She opened the Skype window.

Edwina waved at her from her video image on the computer screen.. "Hey Allie. What's going on?"

"I was just about to get some sleep," Alison said.

"What why? It's still early."

"Uh its 11:30. I need to seriously get some sleep. I have a History test tomorrow and I really need to do well."

"Allie you always do well."

"Not always. So what's going on with you?"

"Oh you know the usual. How are you feeling?"

"I told you. I'm a little tired."

"What I meant was. Well. How are you feeling about...a certain someone."

"You mean Mitch?"

"Yeah."

"I told you earlier today. I'm all over that."

"Good because well. There's been some news."

"What news?"

"So you haven't been online? I mean no Instagram or Facebook? Or ChatSnap?"

"No. I turned my phone off earlier and I disabled all of that stuff on my laptop. Wait. What's going on?"

"Well apparently. Mitch and Gloria are officially going out."

Alison was quiet for a minute and then she said, "Good for them. I hope they make each other happy."

"Wow. What a congenial thing to say," Edwina said.

"I told you Wina. I'm moving on with my life. It's like you said. I can't' spend my high school years pining over someone who doesn't even know I'm alive. Time to move on and live."

Edwina pumped up her fist and said, "Yeah!"

"Alright," Alison said with a laugh. "I'm really glad you're excited about that. But now I'm off to bed. I'm sleepy."

"Okay. Well I'll see you tomorrow."

"Okay bye."

"Bye."

Alison closed the Skype window and she lowered the lid of her laptop. She turned off the lights and went to bed.

She slept deeply.

And for the first time in a long time, she did not dream of Mitch.
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Alison closed the tattered paperback and she blinked.

"Hey Allie," Steven Dale said. He sat in a desk in front of Allie and smiled at her.

"Hey Steven," Alison said. She patted the paperback. "Just feeling a little overwhelmed from reading the bard there."

"Yeah. King Lear is rough but hey. Its required reading. It might help to you know. Actually watch the play. There's a ton of them on YouTube. I could send you a link and maybe..." Steven said. He stopped and looked around the partially filled classroom.

Alison grabbed her cell phone and she looked at the screen. "Yeah a link for this play would be great. Can you send it to me?"

Steven pulled out his phone. He tapped the screen. "Sure. I can send it to you and then maybe..." He looked up at Allie. "Maybe we can watch it together. On Skype and like comment on it."

Alison looked up at Steven. "That would be like really great. Really I've never done that before."

"Done what?" Steven asked. 

"Watch Shakespeare on Skype with someone else. It should be interesting," Alison said.

"Yeah it should. So when can you...I mean..." Steven said.

"Oh well how about tomorrow night? At around eight?" Alison said. "Unless you have something you need to do."

"No I mean I'm free at that time and it would be great," Steven said quickly.

"Great," Alison said. Her cell phone beeped. "Oh this is the link! Thanks."

"Anything for you," Steven said. "I mean. I'm really glad to help. I really like Shakespeare."

"Yes his plays are ever interesting," Alison said.

Alison and Steven looked at each other and they both laughed.

A loud boom suddenly echoed from the opposite side of the classroom.

Everyone in the room turned to the noise.

Mitch was sitting at his desk.

A pile of books and a computer tablet were resting on his desk.

Mitch wasn't smiling. And he was looking at Alison.

Gloria rushed into the classroom. She moved to Mitch and sat down beside him. She talked to him quietly.

Mitch grabbed his tablet. He looked at the screen of the device and ignored Gloria.

"What's his deal?" Steven asked.

"Don't know," Alison said. 

The Literature teacher, Mrs. Larsen, entered the room just as the bell rang.

She closed the door and moved to her desk.

"Alright class settle down. We will start today's discussion of King Lear where we left off," Mrs. Larsen said.

Steven turned around in his seat.

Alison opened her notebook. She looked up at Mrs. Larsen.

Mrs. Larsen was standing at the chalkboard writing.

Alison tried to focus on the writing on the chalkboard. But it was very difficulty.

Alison was suddenly distracted. And she had the strangest sensation. It felt as if someone was looking at her.

Alison blinked and she looked around the classroom.

Most of the students were looking at Mrs. Larsen.

Except for two.

Mitch was looking at her.

And Gloria was looking at Mitch.

Alison met Mitch's gaze.

Mitch stared at Alison without blinking. A few seconds passed and he did not turn away. He held her gaze with a strange intensity that Alison had never seen before.

Alison felt a chill creep up her spine. She exhaled slowly and turned away from Mitch. She took a deep breath and stared at the chalkboard. She turned off her cell phone and slid it inside of her pocket. She picked up her pen and tried to concentrate on the lecture. She wrote a few notes.

After scribbling a few sentences she stopped writing. She looked up from her notebook. She turned to Mitch.

Mitch was still looking at her.

After a few seconds he turned away from her and looked at Mrs. Larsen.

Alison turned from Mitch. She looked at the chalkboard and focused on the lecture.
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"I'm telling you Wina. It was like really really weird," Alison said.

"He just looked at you Allie. It's not like he's plotting your death or anything," Edwina said. "And besides it seems like he's just irritated at Gloria. She is high maintenance."

"I don't know. I just felt. Weird, " Alison said tentatively.

"Believe me. It will pass," Edwina said.

Alison and Edwina were walking through a crowded locker-filled corridor. They were going to Geometry class.

"Hopefully," Alison said.

"So? Tell me all about your Skype date with Steven. He's really nice and smart. And a little birdie tells me that he likes you," Edwina said.

"Well tell that little bird to chill out. Because this is just friends helping out friends," Alison said.

"Riiiiiiiiight," Edwina said.

Alison and Edwina stopped in front of their Geometry class and they went inside.

The classroom was already half full and they took their seats.

"Hey did you do the homework for this class?" Edwina asked.

"Yeah did you?" Alison said.

Edwina laughed a long time.

"Good luck on those SATs," Alison said.

Edwina stopped laughing and said, "Wait a minute. What?"

Mitch and Gloria entered the class.

The couple took their seats.

Gloria held Mitch's arm and she chatted constantly.

Mitch ignored her. He stared at his phone.

"Man," Edwina said. She moved closer to Alison. "It looks like he's tired of her already."

"Looks like," Alison said.

"Oh well," Edwina said. She pulled out her tablet. "I have to update my Pinterest. Gothic go!"

Alison stared at Mitch.

Mitch looked up from his phone and he turned to her.

Alison turned from him. She pulled out her phone.

More students entered the class and Mr. Homily rushed inside as soon as the bell rang.

"Class. Let's keep going. Oh. And pass your homework to the front please."

"Nuts!" Edwina said.

Alison laughed.
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Alison bounced the basketball four times before she picked it up and tossed it.

The ball slipped through the hoop with a loud 'swish.'

"Whoah Claremont!" Celia Heath said grabbing the ball. "You brought some heat with you today."

"It was just a lucky shot," Alison said. She moved closer to Edwina.

"Naw you're just on fire!" Edwina said.

"I am not," Alison said. She looked around the gym and rubbed her arms. "It's really cold and quiet."

"Well those four idiots from yesterday got suspended for their snowballing and Coach Huron is like keeping a mad eye on us after that," Edwina said. 

"Someone told me that someone taped them hitting some kids and made a Vine," Alison said.

"They sure did. It was hilarious! I'll send it to you," Edwina said.

"Okay," Alison said.

Edwina stared across the gym. "Hey."

"What?" Alison asked.

"Mitch," Edwina said.

"What about him?" Alison asked.

"He's looking at you," Edwina said.

"Ha ha," Alison said.

"No it's no joke. Look," Edwina said.

Alison turned and she looked across the gym.

Mitch was standing near the wall. He was looking at Alison intently.

Gloria was at his side. She was looking up at him sadly and holding his arm desperately.

Mitch stared at Alison for a few tense moments. He narrowed his eyes and turned away abruptly. He grabbed Gloria and pulled her at his side as he walked to the far side of the gym. He stopped near his group of friends. He let go of Gloria and grabbed a basketball. 

Gloria watched Mitch bounce the ball and rush away from her.

Gloria walked stiffly to the bleachers. She sat down tiredly and watched Mitch play.

"What the hell is going on here?" Edwina asked. "What's wrong with Gloria? And why was Mitch looking at you all serial killery?"

"I don't know and I honestly don't care. Now come on. It's our turn," Alison said. She grabbed Edwina.

Edwina turned from Mitch.

Alison and Edwina moved closer to their group and they joined the game.
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Alison closed the tattered paperback and she rose from her desk. She stretched and moved over to her bed.

Her laptop was resting on the mattress.

Alison climbed into bed and she pulled her hair into a loose bun. She tapped at the computer's mouse.

"Time to watch some shows," Alison said. She chose a show and lay down comfortably on the bed. She stared at the screen.

And soon, she fell asleep.

––––––––

Alison sat up with a start. She looked around her bedroom.

All of the lights in the room were off and the only illumination in the room was the light pouring from her laptop.

There was a low rustling sound in the corner of her room near the window.

Alison turned to the window.

All she saw was darkness.

The rustling sound became louder.

"Whose there?" Alison asked.

The light on her desk flashed on.

Mitch was standing beside the lamp on her desk. He took his hand away from the light source. He looked at Alison maliciously.

"Mitch?" Alison asked. She leaned back and pinched her arms. "I must be dreaming."

Mitch moved across the room. He sat on the edge of Alison's bed. 

"What makes you think that you're dreaming?" Mitch asked.

Alison looked at Mitch's face.

His face was unnaturally pale. And his eyes. His eyes were usually blue. A dark blue. Like the sea.

But now they were all wrong. His eyes were red.

And they were glowing.

"Mitch your eyes!" Alison said fearfully.

"Oh," Mitch said. He blinked. His eyes turned blue.

And they still glowed.

"That happens sometimes," Mitch said. He smiled.

His teeth were razor sharp.

"What—what do you want?" Alison asked.

Mitch sighed. He said, "I want to know why you don't like me anymore. Because I really need you Alison."

"What are you talking about?" Alison demanded.

Mitch moved closer to Alison. He raised his hand and touched her cheek.

Alison flinched.

Mitch's hand was cold.

Ice cold.

"You'll see in time," Mitch said.

Alison grabbed Mitch's hand and she pulled it off of her face. She moved backwards on the bed to get away from him.

"Get away from me! Stay away from me!" Alison shouted.

Mitch looked at Alison.

"I see now that we'll have to do this the hard way. Before it becomes too late," Mitch said.

"What?" Alison asked.

"Gloria was not a good fit. Her feelings for this body were not genuine. But yours. They are. But they are starting to fade," Mitch said. "There's not much time."

"What are you talking about..." Alison said.

Mitch moved forward with lightning speed. He grabbed Alison's shoulders and snatched her from the bed. He leaped from the bed and turned around. He brought Alison's body downward and slammed her onto the wooden floor.

Alison's breath was knocked from her body on impact and she lay dazed, confused and filled with pain on the floor.

Mitch leaned over Alison's body. His eyes flashed red. He raised his left hand.

Black talons burst from his fingertips.

"I am so sorry about this. But I have to do it. I'll die if I don't," Mitch said.

Mitch plunged his taloned hand deep inside of Alison's chest.

Alison released a low cry of pain.

Mitch wrenched his hand from Alison's chest.

His hand was bloody.

And it held Alison's beating heart.

Mitch stared at the pulsating heart.

Then he devoured it.

He chewed and swallowed quickly. Then he licked his fingers.

Mitch looked at Alison.

Alison exhaled.

And then she was still.

"Goodbye Alison," Mitch said.

Footsteps echoed outside of the bedroom door.

Mitch leaped from the floor and he ran to the window. He opened the window with his right hand and leaped outside just as the bedroom door opened.

The lights in the bedroom flashed on.

And then the sound of a scream filled the night.

Mitch ran.

And as he passed several blocks in seconds, he continued to lick the blood from his hand.
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Alison stood in front of the opened casket. She stared down at herself with a sigh.

"I look alright," Alison said.

The sound of weeping was behind her.

Alison turned around and she looked at all of the seated people.

All of her family and friends had come to see her.

Her mother was inconsolable.

Her father was motionless and silent.

Her little brother Chad was safe in the arms of her Aunt Katy. And he was quiet.

Alison glided across the crowded room and then she stopped.

She heard wailing.

It was Edwina.

Edwina was sitting near the back of the room. Her sister Grace was with her. And she was sobbing.

"Edwina," Alison said.

Edwina stopped crying. And she looked around.

"Did you hear me?" Alison said.

"No she can't hear you," a low voice said.

Alison turned around. And she saw Mitch walk past her. He walked through the aisle and stopped in front of her casket. He was holding a red rose.

Alison was filled with rage.

Mitch had come to her funeral.

Her murderer had the audacity to come to her funeral.

Mitch stared at Alison's lifeless body.

Alison glided across the room. She stopped beside Mitch.

"You can hear me?" Alison asked.

"Sure. I can see you too," Mitch said casually.

"What are you?" Alison asked with a hiss. "And why did you do that to me?"

"Its a long story," Mitch said.

"Let's hear it. Because of you it's not like I'm going anywhere. You killed me remember?" Alison said with hatred.

Mitch smiled faintly. He leaned down and stared at Alison's dead face.

"I'm not human anymore Alison. I haven't been human for two years. I was in an accident and near death. My mother consulted a practitioner of magic to save me," Mitch said. He stood erect. He turned from the body in the casket. He looked at Alison. "But was I really saved?"

"So you have to kill to keep on living?" Alison asked.

Mitch turned to the body. He placed the rose in the casket atop the body's folded hands. 

"Something like that. It lasts longer if the girl I choose. Likes me. Love satiates me. My hunger. For awhile at least," Mitch replied.

Mitch grabbed the edge of the casket. "Truth of it is. You were my reserve."

"What?" Alison asked.

"I was saving you for a pinch. Gloria didn't take and I was desperate. And I knew you would," Mitch said. He turned from the body and looked at Alison.

His eyes flashed red as he spoke. "You've loved me for years right?"

Alison was speechless.

Mitch chuckled and said, "If you didn't. I would be dead. Your love and your heart sustained me."

Mitch turned from the body. He thrust his hands inside of his pockets and he strode down the aisle in the direction of the seated mourners.

Alison watched him.

Everyone in the room watched Mitch.

Alison saw most of the women eyeing him with longing.

"You bastard! You murdering bastard!" Alison shouted.

Alison glided to Mitch. She stopped behind him and grabbed for his hair.

Her hands passed right through him.

Mitch left the viewing room and he stopped in an empty hall. He turned to Alison.

Alison punched and kicked Mitch.

Her limbs passed through him.

Mitch laughed. And he spoke in a whisper.

"You can't harm me. You're just a shadow. And you will fade. You all do," Mitch said.

"I will haunt you! I will!" Alison shouted. "I will! I will never let you rest! Ever!"

Mitch smiled and said, "That's what you all say. Now if you'll excuse me. I paid my respects. And now I'm leaving."

"What? You're not going to stay for my funeral?" Alison asked.

"No. Goodbye Alison," Mitch said. He turned around and walked across the room. He moved to the closed door that lead outside.

The lights in the hall suddenly flickered and they went out.

The area was dark.

Mitch stopped in front of the door. He spun on his heel. He looked around suspiciously.

The entire funeral establishment was dark.

Loud screams and cries poured from the viewing room.

Mitch's eyes glowed red in the dark.

"Well now..." Mitch said. 

The lights flashed on.

Mitch's eyes turned blue. He looked around the hall cautiously. He laughed and said, "Well that was interesting. Not really."

Mitch turned around. He whistled and opened the door.

Steven was standing outside. He was holding a large silver blade in his grasp.

Steven's eyes were filled with tears. He rushed forward and rammed the blade into Mitch's chest.

The blade sliced through Mitch's heart.

Smoking black blood poured from Mitch's chest.

Mitch's eyes glowed a deeper shade of red and he screamed in agony..

Steven twisted the blade in Mitch's chest. He grit his teeth and entered the hall. He moved forward and shoved Mitch's body backwards as he walked.

"I know you killed her Mitch. I know you killed Alison. And you won't get the chance to do it to anyone else," Steven said.

Black blood gushed from Mitch's mouth as he staggered backwards. He clutched at the blade that jutted from his chest.

Loud sizzling sounds poured from the blade as Mitch's hands smoked and seared.

"You can't kill me," Mitch said between thick chokes of blood..

"Oh yes I can. This blade is silver," Steven said. 

Steven pulled the blade from Mitch's chest. 

Mitch fell to his knees and he held the hole in his chest.

Steven stood behind Mitch.

Mitch sat placed both hands on the floor. He sat erect and took his hands from the floor.

Steven moved behind Mitch. He raised the silver weapon in his grasp and sliced off Mitch's head.

Mitch's headless body hit the floor.

His head landed on the floor near his neck with a loud plop.

Steven kneeled on the floor beside Mitch's body. He flipped the headless form so that it lay on it spine. 

Steven shoved his hand inside of the hole in Mitch's chest. He moved his hand inside of the headless body. He pulled a black smoking heart from Mitch's body and he shoved it in a plastic bag. He rose to his feet. He looked at Alison.

"I'm sorry Alison. I tried to help you but I was too late. I saw it. I saw the whole thing," Steven said.

The heart twitched in the bag.

Steven looked at the bag.

Loud screams and footsteps echoed from the viewing room.

"I have to go," Steven said. He pulled out his cell phone and tapped it.

The lights went off.

There were screams and shouts.

Within minutes, the lights flashed on again.

Mitch's body lay on the floor.

A group of mourners saw it.

And they screamed.

Alison looked at the door that lead outside.

it was closed.

Steven was gone.

"Where did he go?" Alison asked.
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Alison was at the graveyard.

She was standing in an old portion of the city's lot of the dead.

Steven was there.

He was watching something burn to black ash in a glass jar.

A large hole was dug in the ground in front of him.

"Hello Alison," Steven said. He placed the cap on the jar and lowered it into the ground. "He'll never come back now."

Steven grabbed a shovel and he filled the hole.

"Ever?" Alison asked.

Steven stopped his work. He turned to Alison. "Ever."

"What was he?" Alison asked.

"An abomination. A dead thing that tried to keep living by consuming the hearts of those who loved him," Steven said.

"And you killed it?"

"Yes. I'm so sorry Alison."

"Its not your fault."

"I saw it. When he attacked you. I saw the whole thing. And I couldn't. I couldn't."

"What? You mean you were there?"

"No. And Yes. I saw it through your camera."

"My laptop? You hacked my laptop?"

"Yes. But I saw the thing with Mitch. Through the camera on your tablet. You keep it docked on her desk all night."

"You were watching me?"

"Yes."

"What? For how long?"

"Only a year."

"Only?"

"Alison. I love you. I've loved you for a long time and you. You only regarded me as a friend. But. I just wanted to be close to you. So I watched you sometimes. I hacked all of your accounts. Your email. Facebook. Instagram. But I never posted anything. I just wanted to know everything about you is all."

"Steven...I can't even. I'm not even mad about that. The stalking thing I mean."

"You're not?"

"No. As you can see. I'm dead. I was killed by my crush who just happened to be some kind of a damned zombie. A zombie with a heart eating fetish. How sick is that?"

"Its not sick. Well what he did to you and all of the others is sick."

"What do you mean all of the others?"

"He was smart. With his hunting. He knew he'd get caught if he went through the entire Westlake High student body. So he hunted out of state mostly. He set up a lot of accounts on social networking sites. He got women to fall for him and then when he got hungry enough. He would travel to them and. Well you know."

"How many have there been?"

"Hard to say. I'm still studying his hard drive."

"You have his hard drive?"

"Yes. And most of his inheritance. What? Don't judge me. You know he killed his stepmother right?"

Alison put her hands over her ears. "I don't want to hear anymore about his crimes." She dropped her hands and looked at the ground. "I'm just glad he's dead."

"And what about you?" Steven asked.

Alison looked at Steven. "What do you mean? What about me?"

"Are you going to wander around forever?" Steven asked.

"Well since he's dead I guess I'm at peace. I am peaceful," Alison said with a nod.

"Liar," Steven said. He grabbed his shovel and walked away.

"Steven!" Alison called.

Steven did not respond or turn around. He left the graveyard.

Alison sighed.
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Alison was laying on a table.

She was cold.

And her chest hurt.

Everything was bright.

And she was breathing.

"Whoah there. Everything is fine."

Alison blinked. And she opened her eyes.

Steven was leaning over her. He was smiling.

"I knew it would work," Steven said.

"Steven. What's going on?" Alison asked. She sat up.

And the world around her started to spin.

"Oh," Allison said. "My head hurts."

Steven grabbed her shoulder. "Now take it easy. You have to slow down."

Alison looked at Steven's hand. Then she looked at him. "Wait. You can touch me?"

Steven smiled and said, "Yes. And you can touch me too." He grabbed her hand and pressed it against his face.

"Your face is so warm and..." Alison pulled her hand from Steven's face. She looked down.

She was wearing a sheet.

Thick black threads had been stitched onto her chest.

Alison reached for the threads. "What is this?"

Steven grabbed her hand. "Don't touch them. We don't want them to rupture. It took a long time for me to get it right."

Alison looked up at Steven. "Get what right?"

"Your heart transplant of course," Steven said.

"What!" Alison shouted.

"In order to bring you back you needed all of your organs. And don't fret. I didn't kill anyone for your heart. It's from a donor. A real live organ donor. And it fits you perfectly," Steven said.

"What are you talking about? Bring me back? I'm dead! I'm dead!" Alison said.

"Not anymore. I brought you back," Steven said.

A familiar voice rang out in the dark.

"No. We brought you back," Edwina said.

Edwina appeared at Alison's side. She was holding a large silver bowl and a ladle.

"Edwina," Alison said.

"Yes it's me. Now how are you feeling? That last spell was a doozy but it worked," Edwina said.

"Yeah it did," Steven said. "When you said your family could do magic you weren't kidding."

"Well its secret but you know we can," Edwina said.

"What's going on!" Alison said.

"Welcome to your new life Alison. You're back. And you're here for good," Steven said.

"Yes. You have your life back," Edwina said.

"What have you done?" Alison asked.

"You were never going to rest in the state that you were in. And at least this way you get a second chance," Steven said.

"But I don't want to end up like Mitch," Alison said.

"You won't. You're not a murderer and your...condition isn't like his at all," Edwina said.

"But..." Alison began.

Her stomach rumbled and she grabbed it.

"I'm so hungry," Alison said. "I won't have to kill people for their hearts will I?"

"Don't be silly," Edwina said. "You don't' have to eat hearts to keep going. Just this. Here eat it up."

Edwina moved closer to Alison. She dipped the ladle into the silver bowl and scooped some pink stuff onto the spoon.

"Here have some brains," Edwina said. "Fresh from the morgue and they're so good for you."

"And the good news is. The brains don't have to be from people who love you," Steven said. "They don't even have to be human."

"No they don't," Edwina said.

Alison looked at the brains. She ate them. "Yum." 

She took the bowl and devoured it. "This is really good. Thanks guys."

Edwina and Steven smiled.

"You're welcome," Steven said.

"Its good Allie," Edwina said. "We're just glad to have you back."

Allie licked the bowl clean. And when she looked up at Edwina and Steven her eyes glowed yellow.

"I'm happy to be back guys. So very happy," Alison said.

The Lonesome Teddy Bear
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Darren entered Sally's bedroom. He slammed the old brown teddy bear onto the edge of her desk.

Sally stopped typing and she coughed as a flood of dust rose up from the stuffed animal and filled the air. She pushed her wheeled chair away from her desk. She turned away from her computer screen and coughed violently.

"Hey Sally," Darren said. He grabbed his shirt and pulled the hem of the garment atop his mouth and nose with his left hand while he patted the dusty old teddy with his right hand. "Look what I found."

Sally coughed a few more times before she rose from her seat. She staggered across the room and stopped in front of the window. She unlocked the partition and raised it up before thrusting her head outside of the glass. She took a deep gulp of air.

Darren waved his right hand near his face and he cleared the remnants of dust from in front of him before he yanked his shirt from his face. He walked over to his younger sister. 

"You okay sis?" Darren asked.

Sally pulled her head back inside. She cleared her throat and spun on her heel. She glared at her brother. Her eyes were red and her nose was running.

"I'm fine Darren. Except for my hay fever. And that dusty thing you brought into my room. You know I'm allergic to dust mites so get that thing out of here!" Sally said. She pointed at the bear and sneezed.

"Sheesh. You don't have to be so snotty about it," Darren said. He pointed at Sally's nose and chuckled. "Snotty get it?"

"Get that thing out of here! Its ugly and I don't want it!" Sally shouted. 

Sally sneezed several times. She pushed Darren from her path and went to her desk. She glared at the teddy bear as she snatched a few tissues from a box on her desk.

Darren followed his sister. "Now don't be like that. I found this in the attic. I think it belonged to our Great Grandmother or something. Anyway it's a bonafide antique." He stopped in front of the desk and nodded at the bear. "Its kind of like part of our family."

"Get that thing out of here or I'll throw it away!" Sally shouted.

Darren looked at Sally with an expression of shock. "You really would not do that to a part of our family history would you? I mean. Just look at it." He turned to the bear. "This thing is almost a hundred years old. Do you have any idea of the things that its seen? The convos that its heard? All of the secrets? Plus the fact that I can totally get some cash for it if I post it to eBid."

Sally balled up the handful of snot-covered tissues in her hand. She tossed them on the desk and moved to the bear. She picked it up and threw it out of the opened bedroom door.

The bear soared across the room and it flew through the door. It flew a few more feet before it slammed into the wall and fell to the floor with a loud thump.

Loud clattering noises accompanied its fall and its glass eyes popped from its face and landed on the floor near it.

"Damn!" Darren said with a whistle. He turned to Sally. "You got some arm on you. You really should go out for football someday sis."

"Just get out of here!" Sally cried. She sniffed, sneezed and grabbed another tissue.

Darren turned from Sally and he looked at the bear. He sighed and left the room.

Sally threw the wet tissues into the garbage and she grabbed a canister of anti-bacterial wipes from her desk. She popped open the can and pulled out a handful of wipes. She moved to the dusty portion of her desk where the bear had once sat. She wiped the area furiously before tossing the dirty cloths into the trash can near her desk.

Darren stopped in the hall and he kneeled next to the bear. He looked at the fallen thing before he picked up the two black glass eyeballs.

"Man sis," Darren said. He shook the eyeballs in his hand before he grabbed the bear. He looked at the stuffed animal's face. "You really mangled this thing." He turned around and looked at Sally.

Sally was wiping her desk, keyboard, computer screen and seat with the cloths. She blinked several times and sniffed as she did her work.

"You really mangled this thing," Darren repeated.. He rose up and held the bear out in front of him. He moved to Sally's bedroom door.

Sally threw the soiled cloths away and she snatched several more from the can of wipes. She glared at her brother as she wiped her chair.

"And to think that I was going to cut you into some of the profits," Darren said.

Sally stopped wiping and she stomped across the room. She sneered at her older brother before she slammed the door in his face.

"Ouch my dose!" Darren cried.

"Serves you right for making my allergies flare up! And I'm telling Mom and Dad you were foraging in the attic again when they get home!" Sally shouted. She sneezed.

"Don't tell them anything because I didn't do anything," Darren said.

"Get that thing away from me and get away from my room!" Sally shouted. She coughed.

"And the next time you want me to drive you to the mall the answer will be..." Darren said.

"There won't be a next time you dope!" Sally shouted. She coughed, "I'm going to get my license tomorrow remember? So I don't need you to drive me anywhere!"

"You're really not going to tell Mom and Dad about this are you?" Darren asked.

"Get away from my door!"

"I'm going to put it back you know. Well after I sew his eyes on."

"Leave me alone Darren! I'm telling Mom and Dad!"

"You are such a tattle tale. But seriously. I think I need help sewing his eyes on. You can sew right? Could you help your brother out?"

Sally opened the door.

Darren was standing in front of her. He was cradling the bear in his left hand and holding the two glass eyes in his right hand. He looked at Sally with a pleading expression.

"Please? I helped you out that time you came home totally blasted from that party in the woods that you were not supposed to go to," Darren said quickly.

Sally made a face and said, "Wrong! I helped you when YOU went to that party and came home drunk! Get your facts straight!"

"Okay okay. Just help me out. If Mom finds out that YOU totally trashed this heirloom then we'll both be in for it. After all. You were the one who like threw it and broke it."

"You never should have brought that dust magnet into my room!"

"Okay Okay I get it. Just help me out okay? Here are the eyes."

Darren moved closer to Sally and he thrust the eyes towards her.

Sally looked at Darren's hand. She saw the two black shiny eyes and made a face. "Ugh. Those things look creepy as hell."

"Come on Sally. You have to help me fix this old teddy dude's face before Mom comes home..." Darren pleaded.

The sound of a slamming door and their mother's voice floated from downstairs.

"Sally! Darren! I'm home. Darren come down here. I need your help putting these groceries away. I just came from the Warehouse Mart and I got loads of stuff!"

Sally and Darren looked at each other in a panic.

"Aw man! Mom is here!" Darren cried.

Sally moved closer to Darren and she shoved the glass eyes into his left hand. "Put that thing in the attic right now!"

"Without its eyes?" Darren cried.

"Its not like he needs them to see! And besides Mom and Dad don't go foraging in the attic like you. So it's not like you'll get busted for this!" Sally said.

"Kids come down here right now!" their Mother shouted.

Sally and Darren both turned to the stairs. The siblings spoke in unison. 

"Okay Mom!" Sally and Darren shouted.

Sally looked at Darren. She shook her head and said, "Look just put that thing back okay? No one will know."

"But what about the eyes?" Darren asked.

"Why are you so worried about that thing's eyes?" Sally shouted. She pushed Darren from her path and entered the hall. "Its not like it can see. Just put it back and hurry up and come downstairs to help Mom. I'll cover for you." She turned from her brother and rushed to the stairs.

Darren looked at the teddy bear and the eyes in his hand. "I know what to do." He turned and rushed to his room.

Sally stopped rushing down the stairs in the middle of the flight. She grabbed the banister, turned around and looked up at her departing brother.

"Darren what are you doing? Go to the attic and put that thing back!" Sally shouted.

Darren rushed inside his room. "I got a plan!"

"Whatever," Sally said. She turned around and rushed down the remaining steps. She entered the living room and saw that the front door was open.

Her Mother was in the doorway. She was carrying five large cloth grocery bags and walking clumsily inside of the house. She saw Sally. She smiled and said, "Sally good you're here. There's three four gallon jars of mayonnaise in the car. Could you be a dear and get them? Oh and where's your brother? There's eight cases of bottled water and five cases of soda in there. He can bring those in."

"You brought all of that stuff?" Sally asked.

Her Mother nodded as she walked across the living room. She entered the kitchen. "Winter is coming and we have to stock up. You never know. We could be snowed in again this year."

"Mom. Its August," Sally said with a shake of her head.

Her Mother's voice floated from the kitchen that was accompanied by the sound of loud thumps. "Its never too early to plan! Now hurry up and bring in those mayonnaises. Oh! And bring in that case of canned veggies too? Thanks! I'll be right out to help you."

"Okay Mom," Sally said. She turned around and walked out of the door. She went to the car that sat in the driveway.

The trunk and rear doors of the large car were all open.

Sally moved to the trunk. She frowned when she saw six huge jars of mayonnaise. And she smiled when she saw four big boxes of her favorite cookies.

"Yay Mommy," Sally said. She looked at the mayo and grabbed the boxes of cookies. She turned around and screamed when she saw her brother standing behind her.

Darren's face was red and he was holding his hands out in front of him.

"Darren what's wrong with you? Get a case of pop and bring it in," Sally said.

"Uh I had a little mishap?" Darren said. He raised his hands.

Sally looked at Darren's hands.

His hands were coated with a shiny white substance. His fingers were fused together with the white stuff. And the two black shiny glass teddy bear eyes were stuck to the index and middle finger of his left hand.

Sally almost dropped the boxes of cookies in her grasp when she saw her brother's hands.

"What the heck did you do?" Sally demanded.

"I uh used some superglue and tried to like put the bear's eyes back on. And you see what happened. I glued my fingers together. And the eyes are on my fingers. See?" Darren said. He shoved his hand at Sally.

Sally used one of the cookie boxes and she slapped Darren's hand. "Get that away from me! And why in the hell did you use superglue? I thought you were going to sew them on!"

"I couldn't. I mean if I could I didn't know how and now I'm in big trouble. This stuff won't wash off and I don't want to walk around with eyes on my hands so uh can you help me out?" Darren asked quickly.

"You can't wash Superglue off. You have to use acetone."

"What?"

"This coming from a guy who wants to be a doctor!"

"What does somebody's butt have to do with Superglue?"

"Darren! Nail polish remover! Get some nail polish remover and use it to get the glue and those creepy eyes off of your hands now!"

"Acetone. Oh yeah. Right. I'll get right on it."

Darren turned around and he rushed to the house. He stopped when he saw his mother step from the opened door. He hid his hands behind his back and moved close to his mother. He kissed her cheek, said, "Hey Mom!" and rushed into the house.

"Darren come back and help with the groceries!" their Mother said.

Darren's voice floated from the house. "I'll be back Mom I just need to get something to drink! I'm real thirsty!"

Their Mother shook her head and she turned from the house. She walked to the car. "That boy is so lazy!"

Sally turned around. She tossed the cookie boxes into the trunk and grabbed two large jars of mayo. She turned around and walked to the house. She smiled at her mother as she passed her. "Yeah he is lazy. I'll be back to get the other stuff Mom."

"Thanks dear," her Mother said. She continued her walk to the car. "Its good that I can count on you."

Sally turned around and she entered the house. She held the large jars against her bosom as she walked through the living room. She entered the kitchen and moved to the table in the middle of the room. She looked around.

The countertops, the sink and the table were filled with groceries.

There were also cases of canned goods on the floor.

Sally moved through the kitchen carefully and she stopped at a countertop. She placed the jars of mayo onto the counter and left the kitchen. She entered the living room and heard footsteps from the staircase. She looked up and saw Darren running down the steps. He was looking grim and wiping his red hands with a wet tissue.

Sally stopped near the stairs. "So how did it go?" Sally asked.

"It went fine," Darren said. He pushed past her and rushed into the kitchen.

Sally watched Darren. "You unstuck your hands but what about that thing's eyes?"

Darren emerged from the kitchen without the tissue. He rushed past Sally and left the house.

"Darren!" Sally shouted.

Her Mother entered the house carrying two large cellophane wrapped hams. "Get the soda Darren!"

"Okay Mom!" Darren yelled.

Her Mother entered the house.

Sally smiled at her and she left the house. She walked across the driveway. She saw Darren carrying two cases of soda on his left shoulder and a box of cookies in his right hand. His jaws were moving and the cookie box was open. He made a face at her as he walked by.

"Showoff," Sally said. She went to the car and grabbed some groceries. She rushed to the house.

Sally, Darren and their Mother worked quickly and after some time, the car was cleared of all of the purchased groceries.

"Good," their Mother said. She slammed the trunk down and closed the car doors before locking the vehicle with her remote.

Sally stood inside the doorway. "Is that all of the food Mom?" 

Her Mother walked away from the car. "Yes." She stopped. "Wait. Ice cream on the floor of the backseat." She turned around and rushed back to the car.

Sally sighed and turned around. She saw Darren run from the kitchen carrying three cans of soda, a huge bag of chips and a box of cookies. He glanced at the door before he ran upstairs.

"Darren!" Sally shouted.

"Gotta run!" Darren yelled.

Her Mother entered the house carrying a large tub of strawberry swirl ice cream. She closed the door and locked it. "I need your help putting the groceries away Sally."

Sally looked at the stairs and said, "Alright Mom."

Sally and her Mother entered the kitchen.

"Where's your brother?" her Mother asked.

"Oh I think he's upstairs in his room. Where should I put the lettuce?" 
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After Sally finished helping her Mother put away all of the groceries, she grabbed a box of cookies and two bottles of water and rushed upstairs. She stopped in her room briefly and deposited the items onto her desk. She rushed from her room and entered the hall. She stopped in front of Darren's room.

Darren was sitting in his gaming chair, holding a controller and cursing at the images of shooting soldiers that flashed across the large screen of his television.

Sally moved closer to Darren. She folded her arms and tapped her foot. 

Darren concentrated on the game and he shouted into his headset and laughed.

Sally looked around the room. 

She didn't see the teddy bear.

A crumpled tube of Superglue was stuck to his cluttered desk. A tall nearly empty bottle of pink nail polish remover was on the desk beside the glue.

Sally looked at Darren.

"Darren," Sally said.

"What?" Darren asked.

"So where's the bear?" Sally asked.

"I put it back in the attic. I can't really sell it now anyways," Darren said.

"What about the thing's eyes? Did you fix it?" Sally asked.

"Yeah," Darren said. He stomped his foot and yelled into his mic.

"So will this be the last time you get stuff from the attic to sell?"

"Prolly not. You know the new Denizens of War comes out next month. And I need to get that paper to get it somehow."

"You could try working an actual job."

"What with lacrosse, track, all of my classes and gaming? I have no time sis. No time."

"Well you do get an allowance. You need to learn to save your money."

"I need to look suave for my ladies. And do other stuff. I get what I need when I need it. And besides, There's tons of other stuff up there I can sell if I need it."

"Just leave our heritage alone okay brother?"

"Yeah okay. Hey."

"What?"

"Did you bring me some cookies?"

Sally moved to Darren and she smacked the side of his head playfully.

"There. Them's your cookies!" Sally said. 

"Ow! I'm telling Mom!" Darren cried.

Sally laughed and she left his room. She entered the hall and went into her bedroom. She closed her door and sat at her desk. "Now I can finish this paper."

Sally started typing.

Time passed and Sally finished her assignment.

The room had become colder and she rose from her chair and moved to the window. She closed it and went to her bed. She yawned and lay down. She grabbed her iPod and shoved the buds inside her ears. She closed her eyes and slept.
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Sally awoke to the frantic shaking of her bed.

The lights in her room were dim and she opened her eyes.

She felt a light weight on her chest. She blinked and looked up.

The old teddy bear was sitting on her chest.

Its two black eyes had been hastily pasted in a neat vertical line in the middle of its face.

Thick globs of dried glue hung from the black discs.

Sally screamed and she grabbed the bear and flung it from her body as she sat up.

The bear hit the floor with a loud thump that was accompanied by a loud clattering noise.

Sally pulled the buds from her ears and she leaped from the bed and landed on the floor. She looked at the floor near the closed door of her room.

The teddy bear lay on the floor on its back.

Its black eyes were gone from his face and thick clumps of white glue hung from its fur.

The bear's two black eyes lay on the floor near its fallen form.

Sally looked at her bedroom door.

The partition was opened a small crack.

"Darren," Sally hissed. She moved to the bear and kneeled down. She snatched up the bear and its eyes and stood up. She stomped to the door, opened it and left the room. She went to Darren's room.

Darren's bedroom door was open and he was still sitting in his gaming chair.

Slow moving zombies and shooting soldiers moved across his TV screen.

Sally stomped to Darren and she threw the teddy bear at him.

The bear struck his chest and hit the floor.

"What?" Darren demanded. He pulled off his headset and looked at the bear. He looked up at Sally. "You went into the attic?"

"No you dope! You did! Or you never did!" Sally shouted.

Darren blinked and said, "I'm sorry. What?"

"You know I hate that thing! And you put it on my bed. On me! As a joke. And it's not freaking funny Darren! Not funny at all!" Sally said and she sneezed.

"Wait. I put the bear back in the attic and..." Darren looked at the bear. "What happened to his eyes. I totally glued them back on."

Sally moved closer to Darren. She opened her hand that held the eyes and shoved them at him. "Here! Here are his eyes that you didn't glue on good!"

"But I used superglue," Darren said.

"Darren! Just put the bear back!" Sally said.

Darren put down his controller and he grabbed the bear. He looked at it. "Not without his eyes."

Sally moved closer to Darren. "Here take his eyes."

Darren took the glass discs. He looked at them. "How will I put them back on? I mean. Superglue didn't work. And I don't think I can sew them on."

"You put those eyes on weird. That thing looked possessed!" Sally said.

"Why'd you get it down from the attic? And how did you find it? I mean. I hid it pretty good," Darren said.

"Ha! Ha! Not! The joke's over Darren and nobody's laughing!"

"What?"

"I know you put that bear in my bed Darren. It was one of your not funny jokes and I don't like it!"

"Sally I didn't put this bear in your bed. I've been here playing Metro Dead for the last two hours."

"Just put the bear back okay? And I won't tell Mom what you did."

"But I didn't do anything. Well. I didn't get the bear and put it in your room."

"Darren I'm not going to get into this with you. Just put it back and stay out of the attic. You know what Dad said."

"It's not dangerous up there. Just quiet and dusty. And Sally I really need your help. I really want to fix this little guy. So what can we do?"

"Why do you want to fix him? To sell him?"

"No. I just feel bad. I dunno. He looks all...pitiful without his eyes."

"You're being all weird."

"No. I'm being responsible. So what do you suggest?"

Sally looked at the bear. "He does need his eyes."

"Yeah," Darren said.

"We can use my old glue gun. You know the one I used during my Bedazzle days."

"I remember that phase. Junior High right?"

"More like third grade."

"Wait. Mom let you use a hot glue gun when you were nine?"

"I'm the responsible one."

"But I'm the oldest."

"Just give him to me."

"No."

"Why? I have the glue gun in my room."

"Cause. I want to be sure that you do a good job. So I'm coming with."

"Whatever. Just come on."

"Okay."

Sally and Darren left.

The two siblings entered Sally's room.

Darren sat in a chair and he moved it to the desk.

Sally cleared off her desk. She grabbed a surgical mask from a box that rested in a drawer of her desk and she put it on. She placed a large plastic garbage bag on top of her desk before she grabbed a hot glue gun and a glue stick cylinder. She loaded the stick inside of the gun and plugged the gun into the outlet.

Darren placed the teddy bear and the eyes on the desk. He looked at his sister and made a face. "Is that mask really necessary doctor?" Darren asked sarcastically.

Sally pulled on a pair of surgical gloves. She grabbed the glue gun. She held the glue gun. She looked at her brother over the blue mask. "This thing is filled with dust. And you know I'm allergic." She turned to the bear and grabbed its eyes. "Now let's do this."

Darren moved closer to Sally. He was quiet as he watched her work.

Sally placed the eyes carefully onto the bear's face after she had applied a liberal amount of hot glue onto the underside of each disc. She placed the eyes neatly atop the bear's face.

"And it's done," Sally said. She unplugged the glue gun and set it on her desk. She moved her chair away from the resting bear and pulled off her gloves and mask. She tossed them into the trash.

Darren reached for the bear.

Sally raised her hand in Darren's direction. "Wait. Let the eyes set," Sally said.

Darren ignored his sister. He pushed her hand away and moved closer to the desk. He grabbed the bear. He looked at it. 

"You do great work sis," Darren said.

"Thank you," Sally said.

Darren poked at the bear's eyes. "And they're staying put. Awesome."

"Put it back in that attic. Now," Sally said.

"Alright," Darren said. He held the bear against his chest. He rushed from the room with a loud laugh.

"And no more foraging!" Sally shouted.

"Right!" Darren yelled.

Sally cleaned her desk with the wipes and soon the canister was empty. She threw the empty can in the garbage. She sat in her chair and worked on her computer.

Soon, her mother's voice floated through the house.

"Darren! Sally! Dinner!" 

"Okay Mom!" Sally yelled. She rose from her desk and walked to the door. She stopped when she saw Darren running past her door.

"Food!" Darren shouted.

Sally shook her head. She left her room and went downstairs.
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After dinner, Sally loaded the dishwasher and she left the kitchen.

Her mother was watching television in the living room. She was holding a computer tablet and tapping it.

Her mother was alone in the living room.

Sally's father had not come home from work yet.

"Sally did you do your homework?" her Mother asked. She was looking at her computer tablet and frowning at the screen.

"Yeah Mom," Sally said.

Her Mother looked up at her and smiled. "Good."

Sally smiled at her mother and she left the living room. She went upstairs and walked to her room.

Her bedroom door was shut.

"What? I thought I left this open," Sally said. She opened the door.

Her room was dark.

"What?" Sally asked.

Sally turned on the light.

The teddy bear was sitting on the floor in the middle of her room.

He was holding the glue gun.

Sally screamed and she ran from her room. She entered the hall and rushed to Darren's room.

Darren ran from his room. He stopped in the hall. He was looking at his sister with wide eyes.

"What happened? Did you see a spider?" Darren asked.

Sally moved closer to Darren. She grabbed his arm and pulled him to her room. 

"You! You and your jokes!" Sally shouted.

"What jokes!" Darren said.

Sally stopped in front of the doorway to her room. She pointed to it. "You brought that bear back into my room!"

Darren looked in her room. 

"What bear?" Darren asked.

Sally turned from Darren. She looked in her room.

The bedroom was empty.

The bear was gone.

"What? It was just here!" Sally cried.

"I put the bear in the attic sis," Darren said.

Sally looked at Darren. "I don't believe you."

"Fine. Put on your mask and I'll show you," Darren said.

––––––––

5

––––––––

Darren and Sally went up into the attic.

Darren turned on the light and the vast junk-filled area was filled with weak yellow illumination.

Darren held Sally's hand.

Sally breathed through her mask and she looked at the cobweb filled space with agony.

"Come on," Darren said. He moved forward. Sally walked at his side.

Darren and Sally walked through the attic. He ushered his sister to a small corner of the attic. He released her hand and moved to an old leather trunk. "I put it back where I found it. Inside here."

Darren opened the trunk. "See?"

Sally coughed and she moved closer to Darren. She looked inside the trunk.

The old teddy bear was inside of the trunk.

"But I don't understand," Sally said. "It was in my room. Just now."

Darren rose to his feet. He moved closer to his sister. "I don't know what to tell you sis. Maybe you imagined it?"

The sound of a loud slam rang out from the trunk.

Darren and Sally both jumped. They looked at the trunk.

The teddy bear was standing on the trunk's closed lid. It was holding the glue gun.

The bear's glass eyes were fixed on Sally and when it spoke, its voice was high pitched and resonant.

"She didn't imagine it," the bear said. "Please fix us."

Sally and Darren both looked at the bear.

Loud rustling and shuffling noises echoed behind them.

Sally and Darren both turned from the bear. They looked at each other before they turned around. They looked at the attic behind them.

Dozens of toys were sitting on the floor behind them.

There were antique glass dolls with cracked faces, wooden rocking horses without eyes, stuffed monkeys holding cymbals, stuffed animals holding limbs and a few mannequins clutching fallen arms.

The toys looked at Darren and Sally.

The stuffed bear jumped from the trunk and it landed on Darren's shoulder.

"Please fix us. Fix us all," the bear said.

Darren screamed and he shoved the bear from his shoulder.

The bear fell from his shoulder and it landed on the floor.

"Ow," the bear said.

Darren and Sally ran. They kicked at the toys that stood in their path.

Loud cries filled the attic as the toys flew from the floor.

"Ow!

"Hey that hurts!"

"How rude!"

"My eye!"

Darren and Sally ran through the attic. They reached the stairs that lead to the house's second floor.

Sally descended the stairs first and Darren followed.

The toy's cries followed them.

"Wait!"

"Please fix us!

"Don't leave us like this!"

Sally stumbled down the stairs and when she reached the second floor landing she screamed when she saw her father standing in front of her.

Darren fell against Sally and he looked up at his father with fear.

The attic became quiet.

Their father looked at his children. He folded his arms and spoke sternly.

"What have I told you about going into the attic?" He asked.

"Dad the toys!" Sally yelled.

"They came to life and they want us to fix them!" Darren shouted.

"Of course they do," Their Dad said. "And since the two of you disturbed their rest. That is what we are going to do."

A loud cheer rang out from the attic.

Their mother entered the hall. She was carrying a small sewing kit and three hot glue guns. She stopped beside her husband. "Here you are Edward."

Their father took the items. "Thank you Millie." Edward looked at his two children sternly. "Well let's go."

Sally and Darren looked at their father.

Edward pointed at the attic and he yelled, "March!"

Sally and Darren turned around. 

Sally climbed the stairs. Darren followed her.

Sally and Darren entered the attic. They looked around.

The toys were all standing on the side of the attic.

Edward entered the attic. He pushed between his children and he went to a set of three old chairs. He sat down. 

"Now then. Sally plug these in. Darren get out the sewing kit and let's get to work. It's going to be a long night," Edward said.

Sally and Darren looked at each other and they did as they were told.

The toys lined up in a straight line in front of the three chairs.

Sally and Darren sat down. They both held the glue guns.

Sally, Darren and their father glued fallen eyes, arms and legs onto dolls. They attached ears to stuffed animals. They glued fallen cymbals onto stuffed monkey's hands. They attached fallen wheels onto antique trucks. 

And their father attached arms and legs to the mannequins.

As soon as the toys were mended, they went to their hiding places in the attic.

Time passed and soon all of the toys were fixed.

The attic became quiet.

The old teddy bear hopped across the room and its stopped in front of Sally. It was still holding the glue gun. It jumped onto Sally's shoulder. It hugged her.

"Thank you," the bear said. It gave Sally the glue gun and hopped off. It hopped onto Darren's' shoulder and hugged him. And after it left Darren. It hopped to their father.

"Hello Winston," Edward said.

"Hello Edward," the bear said. It hopped onto Edward's shoulder." Thank you." It hugged him.

"That's fine," Edward said.

The bear jumped to the floor. It hopped across the attic and jumped inside its trunk.

Edward got up and he walked to the trunk. He closed the lid. He locked the truck and attached a silver padlock onto it. He moved away from the trunk. He walked over to his children.

"Time to go," Edward said.

Sally and Darren walked to the steps. They went down the flight.

Their mother was waiting for them. 

"How did it go?" Millie asked.

Sally and Darren were quiet.

Edward climbed down the stairs and he stopped in the middle. He turned around and reached up. He slid the stairs upward and closed the attic.

He looked at his wife. "It went fine Millie." He looked at his children.

"No more trips into the attic. Great Grandmother's toys are not to be disturbed. It's that understood?" Edward asked.

Sally and Darren spoke in unison.

"Yes Father," Sally and Darren said.

"Good," Edward said.

"Well how about some ice cream sundaes!" Millie said.

"That sounds fine," Edward said. 

Edward went to his wife. He kissed her and they walked away.

"Children let's go," Edward said.

Sally and Darren looked up at the attic. They looked at each other before they both turned around and ran from the hall.

The Creep Across the Street

––––––––

Thunder boomed overhead and a torrent of heavy rain poured from the sky and drenched the ground.

Carrie stood in front of her opened locker and she zipped up her coat before reaching inside of the metal compartment and grabbing a small red umbrella. She kneeled down and snatched her bag off of the floor and placed its strap on her right shoulder as she stood erect. She checked the contents of her locker before she slammed it shut. She turned from her locker and walked away from the crowded area.

Carrie moved slowly through the hall.

The corridor was filled with laughing students who were preparing for their trip home.

The sound of their voices bounced off of the walls and filled the area with a loud cacophony of noise.

Carrie moved in the direction of the doors that lead outside. She stopped in front of the closed barriers and pulled out her iPod. She thrust her lime green ear buds inside of her ears before she turned the device on and tapped it.

Music filled her ears.

Carrie shoved the iPod inside of her pocket and she held her umbrella out in front of her as she moved closer to the doors. She pushed one of the doors open and stood in the archway and looked outside.

The sky was dark and heavy rain pelted the area.

Carrie opened her umbrella and she stepped outside before raising it above her head. She left the school property and walked along a quiet residential street.

Carrie kept her gaze on the area in front of her and she hummed to the sound of the music that played on her iPod.

After a few moments she slowed her stride. She looked around. She turned and stared across the street.

A tall man dressed in a long black coat was walking across the street. His face was pale. His eyes were a shiny black. His long hair was black and hung halfway down his spine. He carried no umbrella. Rain pelted his form as he walked forward slowly.

The man stopped walking. He turned and looked at  Carrie.

Carrie stared at the man for a few moments. She turned away quickly and rushed forward. She looked at the street in front of her as she walked. After a few minutes, she turned and looked across the street.

The tall man was walking too.

His pace matched hers.

His head was turned in her direction. His dark eyes were fixed on her as he walked forward.

Carrie stopped walking.

The man stopped too.

Carrie pulled her ear buds from her ears and she allowed the discs to rest on her chest as she looked at the man.

The man looked at Carrie. He did not move.

Thunder crashed overhead and lightning flashed in the area.

Carrie jumped at the sound of the loud thunder and she continued staring at the man.

The man was still.

Carrie turned from the man and she walked forward.

The man walked forward and his movements matched Carrie's pace.

Carrie looked at the man. When she saw him walking she turned away from him. She walked faster.

Her shoes and socks were soaked and she kept her sight on the street in front of her.

The sidewalk was deserted.

She and the strange man were the only people walking in the rain.

Carrie turned and she looked at the man.

The man was still walking on the sidewalk directly across from her. His head was still turned in her direction and he looked at her without expression as he walked forward with impressive speed.

Carrie turned from the man. She clutched her umbrella tightly and started running. She looked at the man.

The man was running too.

Carrie screamed. She turned from the man and sprinted forward. She ran swiftly and moved towards the end of the block.

Carrie turned and looked at the man.

The man was running too.

Carrie turned from the man and she ran faster. She moved towards the curb and she tripped from the elevated stone. She staggered forward clumsily several paces. She lost her balance and she fell landing in the middle of the street.

She had dropped her umbrella during her fall.

It lay on the ground near her.

Carrie reached for the umbrella.

The sound of a blaring horn filled the space.

Carrie looked up and she turned to the noise. She screamed when she saw a large Hummer speeding towards her.

The huge truck skidded across the slippery street and it struck  Carrie's prostate form with a sickening thud.

The truck's wheels rolled over  Carrie and her form was hopelessly crushed beneath the weight of the speeding vehicle.

The Hummer continued its sliding journey forward and it stopped a few yards away from Carrie.

Carrie lay bleeding and broken in the middle of the road. 

She could not move. And her entire body was cold.

She fought to regain consciousness.

A dark shadow suddenly loomed over her.

Carrie looked up.

The tall man was standing over her.

He had no lips. But the gash that served as his mouth opened to reveal a set of sharp teeth. He laughed.

He turned around and fled.

The sound of loud sirens echoed in the area just before the sound of approaching footsteps filled Carrie's ears.

Two young men moved to Carrie.

"Oh no! What have I done?" One of the young men said. "I didn't see her! She just ran out in front of me!"

"I called the ambulance," the other young man said. "It will be alright."

Carrie looked up at the sky. And the pain that had once assaulted her faded.

Everything went dark.

Never Leave Me Again

––––––––

I was home alone one night when I heard it.

I was in my bedroom lying on my bed with my iPad when there was this weird dragging noise rang out over my head. 

I sat up and put the iPad on my bed. I looked up at the ceiling.

The dragging noise started up again and it moved from the ceiling above my head before it stopped in front of my bedroom door.

And then it stopped.

And then I waited.

And I heard nothing.

The house was quiet.

I stared at the ceiling for a few minutes before I got bored and said, “Screw it. I guess I’m just imagining things.”

I grabbed my iPad and lay down on my bed. I put my buds in her ear and shoved the metal prong thing into my iPad.

And before I could open Pandora, I heard three loud bangs over my head.

I pulled my buds from my ears and tossed the iPad on the bed again. I stared at the ceiling and wondered what the noise was.

The attic was directly above me and I really didn’t want to go up there to investigate but I knew that I should.

That noise could be anything.

Rats, a raccoon or even a damned squirrel.

Dad had found a squirrel running around the attic last week.

I had heard it too.

Its feet made this weird pitter patter sound as it ran around up there in the dark.

As I thought about the squirrel, the banging started up again.

It stopped and then there was this weird dragging sound. It moved around the room twice before it stopped right above me.

Then it was quiet.

I waited a few minutes and then I got up.

“Screw it,” I said as I walked to my desk. I grabbed a large flashlight and left my room. I walked into the hall.

There’s a small stairway at the end of the hallway that leads to the attic.

I walked towards the stairs.

Very very slowly.

I climbed the steps and stopped at the top. I opened the attic door and a blast of cold wind hit me.

I peered into the attic and saw nothing but dark. I turned on the flashlight and moved the light around.

The attic was filled with old furniture covered with dusty sheets, old trunks, creepy dusty mannequins and other junk that had been handed down from my family over the generations that my parents can’t seem to get rid of.

I lowered the light and took a few steps forward. I stopped at a wall and reached for the light switch. I flicked it.

A single light bulb that hung from the ceiling near me came on.

The light was weak and most of the attic was still dark.

I walked further into the attic and I moved the light around and was careful not to bump into anything.

I heard a loud bang.

The noise came from the middle of the attic.

The dark part of the attic.

When I heard the noise I totally freaked. I jumped three feet high and tripped over my own feet.

I didn’t fall. I stumbled for a few seconds before I was able to stand up.

I was a wreck. 

I was scared.

I was breathing heavily and looking around.

After a few minutes I calmed down a little. My fear had turned to anger and I stomped across the attic. I feeling brave and I decided to shout.

“Whose there!” 

I said this knowing that I was the only one in the house.

I heard a dragging noise in front of me and my bravery was gone.

I got scared.

I stopped moving.

The flashlight started flickering so I hit it with my fist.

It shone steady again.

I moved the light in front of me and I screamed little girl after I heard another bang come from the dark.

The attic was suddenly quiet.

My heart was pounding and I decided that I had to do something. I was determined to find out what was making the noise.

I kept the light high and I walked to the middle of the attic.

I walked very slowly.

I freaked out when I walked through a spider web.

The web was all over my face and neck.

I stopped walking and slapped the web from my face. I also scratched at a tickling at my neck that I hoped wasn’t a spider.

I stopped when I heard another loud bang.

It came from a dark corner of the attic.

“Who’s up here?” 

There was no answer.

The attic was quiet.

I kept moving despite the fear that I felt. 

I was breathing heavy and I wasn’t moving as quickly as I had when I had entered the attic a few minutes before.

I bumped into a creepy mannequin and the dusty thing hit the floor with a loud crash.

I shined the light on the mannequin.

The mannequin’s dusty face was cracked. There was no hair on its head. It had glass eyes that were shiny when I flashed my light on its face.

I almost dropped the flashlight when I heard a loud gasp.

The sound came from the dark in front of me.

I moved the flashlight in front of me.

All I could see was a lot of old furniture blocking my path.

“Hello? Who’s up here?” 

I heard two loud bangs and the dragging noise from the dark.

I started walking. I decided to follow the noises to see what was making them.

Despite the fear that I felt I decided to keep moving.

I walked to the center of the attic. 

I passed more furniture, a couple of old stoves, three headless dressmaking dummies and piles of books that were stacked almost to the ceiling. I moved around a tall stack of old medical journals and I barely missed slamming into four tall stacks of steamer trunks. When I eased around the trunks I bumped into a large black baby carriage.

The carriage rolled across the floor before it stopped in front of me.

I heard the word, “Mama,” come from the black thing just before it stopped.

“What in the?” I asked.

I moved to the carriage slowly and I stopped in front of the thing. I shined the light inside of the carriage.

I took a deep breath.

A dusty old porcelain baby doll was lying inside of the carriage.

One of its eyes was closed. Its dusty arms were raised up and its mouth was open and filled with spiders’ webs.

I stared at the doll and wondered how any child could have wanted to play with this thing.

It was ugly. And horrible and scary.

The doll shook and it said, “Mama.”

“I am so out of here.” I said. 

I heard three more bangs in front of me.

I jumped back and moved the light in front of me.

All I could see was furniture and junk.

The attic was quiet.

I was angry again. I walked towards the sound.

“Who’s up here? I can hear you and I will hurt you!” I shouted.

I continued walking forward and I stopped when I finally got to the middle of the attic.

It was dark, dusty and filled with junk. 

It was really cold. 

It was colder here than in the other parts of the attic.

And it was also very quiet.

I wasn’t satisfied with my findings so I decided to check out the entire attic. I started walking again. I walked to the front of the attic. I eased by a row of old wooden crates that were filled with ancient glass bottles of soda. I stopped walking and looked inside of one of the crates.

The bottles were all covered with thick layers of dust and spiders webs.  I reached into one of the crates. I pulled out one of the bottles. 

The bottle was really small and curvy shaped. I rubbed the dust and webs from the sides of the bottle. It was filled with soda.

There was still soda in the old bottles.

I couldn’t believe it. I turned the bottle over in my hands. I looked at the label and I recognized the brand.

I had hit the jackpot!

It was an old bottle of cola. From the fifties maybe. I stared at the bottle and I couldn’t help but smile.

“Dude,” I said. “I can totally like try to drink one of these on my YouTube channel.”

Three loud bangs came from the front of the attic.

I jumped and I almost dropped the bottle. I tossed it into the crate and it hit the others with a loud clink. I turned to the noise and stomped towards it. 

“I’m going to beat you up!” I shouted as I made my way through the rows of junk.

Spider webs clung to my face as I walked forward.

I tried not to whimper as I slapped at a lot of itching tickling that passed across my face, ears and neck.

After a few minutes, I finally reached the front of the attic and then I stopped.

The attic was quiet.

I shined the flashlight in front of me and I can’t breathe.

I stood there completely still and I was trying to process what I was seeing.

I couldn’t believe it.

The front part of the attic wasn’t really the front at all. 

The space was big. 

Ten dusty mannequins were standing around in a circle and there was an old leather trunk in the center of them.

All of the mannequins had those weird glass eyes.

I looked at the mannequins and moved towards the trunk. When I stopped in front of it I passed the light over it.

The only sound in the attic was my breathing.

I bent down and reached for the metal latch on the trunk. 

The latch was closed.

I opened the latch and then I lifted the lid of the trunk.

The trunk’s lid opened with a loud creak. 

I let the lid go and it fell to the side of the trunk with a loud thud.

I looked inside of the trunk.

I jumped up off of the floor and took a few steps backwards. It was hard for me to breathe when I stared into that trunk.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

The body of a dead woman was curled inside of the trunk.

The skin on her face was dry and it had hardened onto her skull. She had no eyes. Her nose was also gone.  Her face looked like a leathery skull.

The woman was wearing a lacy white wedding dress that was faded. The dress was covered with lots of big crawling black spiders.

The woman had long blonde hair. A lace veil was covering half of her mummy face.

The dead woman shook and she sat up in the trunk. She pulled the veil from her face and turned to me. Her jaw fell open with a loud click and then I heard her voice.

“You found me husband. Finally. Oh I have waited so long for you.”

I screamed and took a step back.

But I was too late.

The woman flew from inside of the trunk and floated in the air in front of me before she grabbed me.

Her hands closed around my neck and I couldn’t breathe.

Her hands were mostly bone.

And they were so cold.

I dropped the flashlight and tried to pull her hands from my neck.

I heard the sound of clapping and cheering around me. 

Before I could look around, I was pulled forward.

I managed to scream when I saw that I was being pulled into the trunk.

The dead woman fell into the trunk and she pulled me in with her.

The lid slammed down and I was surrounded with darkness.

I was lying on my side and the woman was beside me in the dark.

Her hands were still around my neck. Her hands closed tighter around my neck and I could feel the tickle of a million spiders dancing across my face, neck and hands as I clawed at the dead woman’s hands that are tight around my neck. I struggled to breathe.

The dead woman laughed and she spoke to me again.

“Now husband. Now you’ll never leave me again.”

My chest was burning. I was getting weak. I struggled feebly in the dark in the dead woman’s embrace.

Two spiders crawled into my mouth as I gasped for air. I could feel them dance across my tongue and move to the back of my throat.

I gagged and tried to breathe. 

The dead woman’s hands to tighten around my neck. I pulled desperately at the bony fingers that were cutting off my air.

The hands remained.

Three more spiders crawled into my mouth.

My chest ached. I could not breathe.

I started to panic.

In the cold dark of the trunk I suddenly felt a cold dry kiss on my mouth.

I tried to scream but the spiders danced in my mouth.

The darkness of the trunk did not last.

Bright light filled the trunk and the hands that clutched at my neck suddenly fell away.

More hands grabbed at my shoulders and I’m being pulled from the trunk.

My body hit the floor and a mouth, a soft warm one, closed atop mine.

Air was being pushed into my lungs and soon I was coughing.

The mouth moved away from mine and I could hear sobbing.

I managed to breathe again.

I opened my eyes and looked up.

My Mom was leaning over me. Her eyes were filled with tears. She was rubbing my face and looking down at me.

“Daniel are you alright?” she asked.

I tried to talk but my throat was sore.

I heard a loud crash and I turned from my Mom.

I saw my Dad standing near me.

He was hitting the trunk with a sledgehammer.

Mom looked at Dad and she said, “Roger that’s enough.”

Dad dropped the sledgehammer and he rushed to me.

“Daniel what is wrong with you? What the hell were you doing up here anyway? We told you to stay out of the attic! You’re not five anymore Daniel you’re sixteen. What in the hell were you thinking laying inside of a trunk? Was this another one of your stupid YouTube stunts because if it was it is beyond stupid because you could have died! Are you listening to me son? You idiot! You could have died son! You could have suffocated. If we didn’t get back from theater early you could have died!” Dad said.

“She pulled me in the trunk,” I said.

“Who?” Mom asked.

“The dead lady in the wedding dress,” I said.

“What lady?” Mom asked.

“She was in the trunk with me,” I said.

“There was no damned lady in that trunk,” Dad said. He moved to the damaged trunk and reached inside. He pulled out an old lace wedding dress that was covered with spiders.

The spiders were all dead.

Dad moved to me with the dress in his hand and he started yelling again. As he screamed at me, he shook the dress. And each time the dress moved in his hand, lots of dead spiders fell from the dress. The dead things fell on the floor.

I stared at the dead spiders as my Dad let me have it.

“Daniel there is no lady in that damned trunk! What in the world are you talking about? Look at me! Look at me!”

It was hard but I looked up at my Dad.

His face turned red and he starts up again with the yelling.

“There was no lady in the trunk! It was just this dress! This dress was the only thing inside of that trunk. Only this dress! You imagined the other stuff because you nearly suffocated to death after you decided to take a nap inside of a trunk! Was this one of your stupid YouTube stunts! What in the hell were you thinking! You could have died! You think your followers would care if you were dead? No they wouldn’t! They’d just click their mice and watch something else! What you did was stupid son! What were you thinking! You could have died!” 

Then Mom chimed in and tried to calm Dad down.

“Roger stop it.” 

But of course, Dad was having none of it. He was mad and he kept yelling.

“No Laura! I will not stop it! Our son needs to know that he could have died! He needs to know how series this is!”

Dad kept yelling and shaking the dress.

I watched the veil fall from the dress. It hit the floor.

I looked at it.

It was covered with spiders.

And not all of them were dead. One of them was still moving.

My Dad was still yelling and my Mom was trying to calm him down, but at this point I was ignoring them both because my mind was on something else.

Something important and scary.

While my Dad and Mom were talking I suddenly felt it.

It was tickling at the back of my throat. I tried to swallow it down but it became worse.

I started gagging.

I turned from my Mom and let loose on the floor with a ton of vomit.

It seemed to go on forever, and when I was done hurling up my guts I sat up.

Dad and Mom had stopped talking and they were both looking at me.

I was looking at the vomit on the floor.

I couldn’t believe it.

There were spiders in my upchuck.

There were five big black spiders in my throw up. And they weren’t dead. They were wriggling. Floating in the sick.

My Mom touched my face and I turned to her. She asked me a question that I could barely hear.

“Daniel are you alright?” 

I swallowed a few times, and when I was sure that I wouldn't hurl again, I tried to explain what happened to me.

“Mom. It was the lady in the trunk. She pulled me in and then the spiders got inside of my mouth.”

And then my Dad started yelling again.

“There was no damned lady!” 

I looked at Dad.

He was standing near me. He still had the dress in his hand. He’s shaking the dress and yelling.

I was surprised that he was no hoarse.

“There was no damned lady! You just imagined it or are you on drugs!” 

My Mom tries to take my side.

“Roger stop it! You’re scaring him.”

“Our son should be scared and I want to put an end to this dead lady 8in the trunk business. I want to know what you smoked or swallowed or whatever. No I want to know! There was no lady in that damned trunk!”

Dad’s face had gotten redder. He was grinding his teeth and looking at me like he wanted to strangle me.

I tried to explain things to him.

“Dad I’m not on drugs and there was a lady.”

Dad didn’t believe me and he started yelling again.

“There was no lady and don’t talk about it again! I don’t want to hear another word of it!”

Dad threw the dress on the floor and he stomped on it.

“Roger stop it please!” Mom said. “Daniel is fine.”

“Yeah he is,” Dad said. He took his foot off of the dress and he looked at me. “Son? Daniel?”

I was not looking at Dad. I was looking at the dress. I was staring at it.

I stared at it for a long time and I ignored my father’s questions. 

I didn’t respond when my Mom rubbed my face and felt my forehead.

I kept staring at the dress. 

Then I looked at the veil.

A spider was crawling across the veil. It moved to the dress. It stopped on the center of the dress. The spider fell onto its back and kicked up its legs. And it didn’t move anymore.

It was dead.

I guessed.

I started laughing. And then I started screaming.

“It was just the dress! Just the dress! The dress! The dress! It was just the dress and I imagined the whole thing! It was just the dress! The dress!”

I laughed and screamed. 

I clawed at my face and pulled at my hair while I screamed.

I yelled until my throat was raw and then I just sort of giggled.

I giggled for a long time until I couldn’t breathe anymore.

And then I passed out.

––––––––

And now I’m here.

In a padded cell. In the hospital.

I guess it’s a hospital.

Its quiet here, the people are really nice and the food is okay. 

I didn’t like wearing this straitjacket at first, but after the doctor injected me with some really good drugs a few times, I guess I sort of got used to it.

It’s really peaceful here.

Quiet.

But there’s just one thing.

Sometimes at night, when I’m laying on the floor and trying to sleep I can feel them.

The spiders.

They tickle.

They crawl all over my face but they usually stop when I sit up and bang my head against the wall.

I smash them all.

But there’s something else too.

Something that does not go away no matter how much I scream and slam my head on the walls.

It’s her hands.

The dead woman’s hands.

I can feel them touching my face.

Rubbing my hair.

Pinching my ears.

And sometimes.

Sometimes I can hear her whisper in my ear.

“Never leave me again.”

––––––––
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