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This is a work of fiction.

Names, characters, places and incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.  


A QUICK WORD FROM THE AUTHOR 

Your favorite maniac is back with another volume of The Creepy Factor!

I don’t like for my books to get lonely. The Creepy Factor Vol. 1 needed a friend, so Vol. 2 is here.

There are 20 brand new scary stories waiting for you in The Creepy Factor Vol. 2. All written in a “true story” style that will fittingly give you the creeps.

In case you didn’t know, The Creepy Factor is just the latest in a long line of horror anthology books I have written. I’ll get into the specifics and have direct links located at the back of this book, but please know that you can find all of my books, audiobooks and my free scary stories podcast at my website at any time.

www.maniacontheloose.com

The Creepy Factor Vol. 2 will wait no more!

Keep your arms and legs inside the vehicle at all times and enjoy the ride.


THE CREEPY CLOWN OF FULTON

In southwest Kentucky at the state’s border lies the small town of Fulton. At one time in the town’s history, Fulton was considered the “Banana Capital of the World.” That is because back in the old days, before there were modern refrigerated train cars, bananas would be loaded on blocks of ice blocks for long trips from New Orleans to the northern states. Fulton was the location the trains would stop so the bananas could get re-iced at the local ice house.

But bananas aren’t the only thing Fulton is famous for. It’s also home to a mysterious clown dubbed, The Creepy Clown of Fulton.

Sightings of the clown have been reported as far back as the 1920’s when ice house workers described seeing a clown standing in the shadows of buildings, watching them load ice onto the trains. And sightings of the clown have never ceased. Every decade multiple people claim to see The Creepy Clown of Fulton.

The clown is most often described as wearing a shiny red and blue clown suit. It has wild, red hair that some have labeled as being flame-like.  Its face is painted white and it always has a made up frown around its mouth. Some claim they see the clown holding balloons, but most say that they simply see him lurking in the darkness doing nothing other than being creepy.

However, a handful of people claim to have had terrifying experiences with the eerie clown over the decades. The following are tales of some of the most chilling encounters people have had with The Creepy Clown of Fulton.


OCTOBER 29th 1965

When I was a 10 year old boy, my weekly routine was quite consistent. I’d get home from school and the first thing I’d do was head into the woods to play. I’d climb trees, make forts, skip rocks across the pond and sometimes do a little fishing. I normally had several friends with me, but on this particular day, I was all alone.

I had climbed pretty high up in a tree and was enjoying the view. When I heard the sound of something stepping through the crunchy leafed ground of the forest, I assumed it was a rabbit or a deer. Imagine my surprise when a clown stepped into my line of sight.

I remember thinking the clown was unusually tall. It had a shiny, silky looking clown suit that was mostly red, but the arms were dark blue. It was wearing white gloves and I was amazed at how easily it was making its way through the forest while wearing goofy oversized clown shoes.

It struck me as strange for a clown to be walking through the forest all alone for no reason. What was it doing out there? Actually, I didn’t really want to know because I was more than a little bit frightened by the clown, so I just stayed up in the tree and tried not to make any noise at all. I just wanted the clown to go away so I could climb down the tree and run home.

As I watched the clown walk past the tree, I inadvertently did something stupid. I lost my hold on the tree for a split second and had to readjust my grip. I wasn’t in any danger of falling. I could climb like a monkey, but when I shifted my grip, I made a little bit of noise and when I did, the clown stopped in its tracks. It stood still for a moment before slowly turning its head back over its shoulder. It then shifted its gaze upward and locked its sinister eyes on me.

The clown’s eyes were colored with dark blue triangles. But the actual eyes of the clown were oddly dark. It had a frown painted over its mouth which should have made it look sad, but to me, it looked angry.

I was frozen in that tree, hoping I was safe and that the clown wouldn’t try to climb up and get me. And fortunately, it didn’t. It just stared at me for an unusually long time and then slowly waved to me before turning back around and walking methodically out of the forest. I waited up in that tree until I could no longer hear the clown’s movements, then I raced down and darted home.

That night, I felt very uneasy and found myself constantly peering out the front window to make sure everything seemed normal. But something wasn’t normal. There was a bad vibe in the air. I could feel it.

It was nearing my bedtime when I decided to look out the front window one last time. And that’s when I saw the creepy clown again. It was standing in the street across from our house and was staring at me. I screamed and my mom rushed in to see what was wrong. When I pointed at the window, she saw the clown too and called the police.

By the time the police arrived, the clown was gone. They looked around our yard and up and down our street but saw no signs of it.

Although I lived in the town most of my life, I never saw The Creepy Clown of Fulton again, but that day will always haunt me.


JUNE 8th 1979

I was a senior in high school and was at a baseball game watching my boyfriend pitch. He wasn’t doing very well. He had given up eight runs in three innings. It didn’t appear that he was going to be very good company for our dinner date after the game.

Late in the game, I heard the crowd began to stir. It was during a lull in the game, so I thought that to be peculiar. That’s when I heard a man cry out “Is that a clown?”

The man had stood up and was pointing emphatically at the forest behind the outfield. Sure enough, there was a clown just inside the forest. I couldn’t see him well enough to make out details, but there was no mistaking that it was a clown.

Several of the tough high school boys rushed out of the stadium to the forest in hopes of catching the clown, but said they couldn’t find it.

After the game, I wasn’t surprised when my boyfriend told me he wasn’t in the mood for dinner. I understood, but I had my heart set on a chocolate malt, so I went to the local ice cream shop alone.

As I sipped on the delicious malt, I casually gazed out the large front window of the ice cream shop and saw the clown again. It was standing under a streetlight and seemed to be gawking at me. I turned away from the window for a second to get the ice cream shop worker’s attention.

“It’s the creepy clown! Look!”

When I turned to show him, the clown was gone. I think the ice cream shop worker thought I was crazy, but I know what I saw.

I was nervous when I left the ice cream shop by myself. The streets were quiet and I didn’t see anyone else around. I didn’t live too far away and started walking quickly toward my house.

Fulton, Kentucky is an interesting town. Through the middle of town is a road called State Line Street. One side of the street is Fulton, Kentucky. On the other side of the street is South Fulton, Tennessee. I actually lived in a house just a few feet past the Tennessee state line.

As I walked quickly toward State Line Street, I heard heavy, shuffling footsteps behind me. When I turned around, I saw the clown again. He was walking rather briskly toward me. For all intents and purposes, he was chasing me!

I broke out into a sprint, crossed over State Line Street and rushed to my doorstep. When I turned around the clown was standing on the Kentucky side of the street, watching me. It began pacing back and forth. My impression was that it wanted to keep coming after me, but it was as though some kind of invisible wall was keeping it from doing so.

After a few minutes, the clown turned and walked away dejectedly before disappearing down an alley.


MARCH 29th 1984

I worked in a hotel located in the heart of downtown Fulton, Kentucky. It was very late on a Thursday night and the town was eerily quiet. Even so, Fulton is a pleasant small town and very safe, so even as a petite woman walking through the streets late at night all alone, I felt safe.

As I crossed the street from the hotel toward the parking lot my car was at, I came to an abrupt halt when I saw the clown. It was standing on the other side of the street and was holding a bundle of colorful balloons. A chill ran down my spine at the curious sight. I had heard of The Creepy Clown of Fulton, but thought it to be nothing more than an urban legend.

As I stood staring, the clown cocked its head to one side, removed one bright yellow balloon from the bundle and extended it out toward me. That put me at ease. This was just someone having a little fun. I smiled and walked up to the clown to retrieve the balloon.

As I got close to the clown, I was overwhelmed by a very musky odor. I wasn’t sure if it was the clown or something else nearby, but it was foul.

Then I got a closer look at the tall clown standing before me.

The clown’s red and blue suit glistened under the streetlight. Its face was colored white and it had a painted frown. I started reaching out for the balloon and stopped when I noticed what I was sure to be blood. The clown’s ghostly white face was splattered with blood. And then I saw its eyes and I’m not referring to the dark blue triangles painted around the clown’s eyes, I’m talking about its actual eyes. They were black. Solid black. There were no whites to its eyes. No color. It was just like gigantic pupils.

At that point I was really scared and I turned and ran to my car. Once I reached my car, unlocked my door and opened it, I quickly looked back over to the clown to make sure it wasn’t coming for me, but it was gone. As if it had vanished into thin air.  


JULY 5th 2003

My friend Jackson and I were loading his pickup truck with a stack of timber from a lumber plant that was located near the outskirts of Fulton, across from a forest.

We were almost done when I noticed the clown watching us. It was probably fifty feet away and was standing just in front of the forest’s edge.

I pointed out the odd sight to Jackson.

Jackson was a big, burly tough guy. He wasn’t one to be messed with. When he saw the clown, he just thought it was some nut trying to scare us and he was none too happy.

“Some jackass is trying to scare us in the middle of summer in broad daylight?”

Jackson yelled out at the clown.

“If you’re looking for trouble, you picked the right guy. If I were you, I’d vamoose out of here and quick like.

The creepy clown didn’t budge. It just stood there staring at us. I have to admit, I was more a little shaken by the sight. But Jackson wasn’t. He was just pissed. He hurried around to the cab of his truck and pulled out this huge machete that he used to keep under the seat. He held it up high in the air so the clown could see it well.

“You’ve got about two seconds to get out of here or I’m going to stick this machete up your clown ass!”

The clown didn’t budge and that caused Jackson to blow his top. I tried to stop him but he charged toward the clown. As he did so, the clown very casually stepped backwards into the woods. And I don’t mean he turned and stepped into the woods, no. He kept facing us and just backed up into the woods very easy. And Jackson ran into the woods after him.

That was the last time I saw Jackson. That was the last time anyone saw Jackson. We don’t know what happened to him. We searched the woods and all we found was his machete.

Some people say The Creepy Clown of Fulton got him.

And I think those people are right.


SEPTEMBER 19th 2018

I was 14 years old at the time. I had a friend named Bobby. He was a skinny little poor kid. His parents didn’t seem to care about him much. They weren’t even home half the time. So Bobby used to come over to my house often to play video games with me.

Bobby usually was at my house soon after school, but on that day, he didn’t show up for a couple of hours and when he did, he was out of breath and scared. Really scared. I mean, I could see the fear in his eyes. Something had really spooked him. When I asked him what was wrong, he kept saying “The Creepy Clown of Fulton is after me!”

It took me a while to get him to calm down but when I did he told me what happened. He was on his way home from school when he saw the creepy clown. Bobby always cut through a forest on his way home. He said he saw the clown hunched over a stream drinking water out of its cupped, gloved hand. When it saw Bobby, it started chasing him. Bobby was a fast kid but said the clown was faster than he was. And he said the whole time the clown was chasing him, it was laughing.

I believed Bobby. I mean, I didn’t think it was The Creepy Clown of Fulton, I just thought it was some older kids playing a practical joke on him. I didn’t think he was in any kind of danger.

Bobby ate dinner at my house that night. It was dark out by the time he had to go home. It wasn’t too far of a walk to his house, but I could tell he didn’t want to make the walk alone, so I told him I’d walk with him.

We made a point to walk straight through the middle of town away from the forest, but the streets were very quiet that night and held a creepy feel that they normally didn’t have.

As we passed by the entrance to an alley, I heard high pitched laughter coming from the alley’s depths that gave me the willies. Bobby freaked out and started running, but I stayed there and stared down the alley. I expected to see some of the older kids emerge from the darkness laughing and having a grand old time, but what emerged was the creepy clown and the alleyway echoed with its evil laughter.

I ran as fast as I could to Bobby’s house. He was already there.

“See! I told you! It’s the clown! It’s The Creepy Clown of Fulton!”

I couldn’t argue with him. I saw it too!

Bobby’s parents weren’t home. His dad was hardly ever there and his mom worked at a bar at night. Sometimes she didn’t even come home until morning.

There was no way I was walking back to my house alone, so I called my dad to come pick me up. Bobby’s mom still wasn’t home when I left that night. But he and I both felt like he was safe since he was home. Looking back, I wish I would have asked if he could have spent the night.

It was pretty late when Bobby called me that night. He said he saw the clown peeping in through his bedroom window and then he screamed and the phone went dead.

My parents called the police. The police went to Bobby’s house, but Bobby wasn’t there.

They never found him.

I haven’t seen The Creepy Clown of Fulton again since that night, but I know it’s out there somewhere.

Waiting.


ALONE AT THE REST STOP

After I graduated high school in 1984, I decided to work fulltime for a year and save up some money before I started college. My best friend Trudy, immediately went to college two hours away.

Trudy and I were very close. We grew up together. When she went away I promised I would visit her as often as I could.

I was on my way to visit Trudy, when I lost my way. It was frustrating because I had already visited her multiple times and never had a difficult time getting there.

This was before the day and age of GPS, so I had to rely on a map and memory. Evidently, I had gotten off at the wrong exit and wound up on some dark, deserted side road. I hadn’t seen another vehicle since I had gotten off the expressway.

When I saw a small building with a weather-beaten sign out front that said “Rest Stop” I decided to pull over and consult my map.

I quickly figured out what I did wrong. I got off a couple exits too early and wound up on a desolate road that was likely a main road back in the day, but now it was nothing more than a lonely afterthought.

I was anxious to get back headed in the right direction, but the thermos of coffee I had been drinking during the drive was weighing on my bladder and it wasn’t going to wait for me, so I opted to remedy the situation while I was stopped.

The rest stop was rundown, but I could see a dim light inside which gave me hope that it may be functional. There was a sign on the door that looked new. It read “Clean restrooms inside.” I doubted the sign was accurate, but was hopeful. I would feel much more comfortable using a ladies room as opposed to squatting by a bush.

When I walked up to the neglected building, I noticed a grimy, vending machine out front. It was completely empty, which made me assume the doors to the rest stop would be locked, but to my surprise the doors were open, so I stepped inside.

The rest stop was small. There was a main lobby with a dusty, rounded desk in the front. The walls were lined with empty brochure shelves. The dim light in the center of the room was buzzing like a wounded bee and I got the feeling it could die out at any second.

I looked to my right and saw a door that said “Women.” I was running out of time and hurried through the door. I was surprised to see that a rather bright light was on in the restroom and everything looked unexpectedly clean and inviting.

The restroom was small and there were only two stalls. I was cutting it close at that point and rushed to the far stall, which I was relieved to see was well maintained and had a full roll of toilet paper. I quickly sat down on the toilet and exhaled in relief.

As I sat there, I examined the stall around me. It looked like it had been painted recently. The floor around my feet was bright as if it had been mopped earlier in the day. I was impressed that such an out of the way little, old rest stop had one of the more well-kept restrooms one could hope for on the road.

I startled when I heard the loud clang. It sounded like someone dropped something metal on the floor. But the sound didn’t come from within the restroom. It came from behind the tiled wall to my left.

I instinctively turned my head toward the sound and began gazing about at the clean, black tiled wall and froze when I saw it.

A hole.

It wasn’t easy to see. It blended in well with the tile, but there was a small hole in the center of the wall, shoulder height from my seated position. It looked deep and my impression was that it had been put there intentionally. Oh, how I hoped I was wrong and it was just a small defect in the tile and not a peeper’s hole as I feared it was.

I lowered my head and carefully moved my face close to the wall. I wanted to look into the hole to see if I could see anything on the other side. As I lined the hole up to my eye and looked in, I screamed!

Someone was looking back at me.

I continued to scream as I pulled up my pants, raced out of the bathroom, through the lobby and out of the rest stop. I jumped into my car and turned the ignition. I had the most horrible feeling that my car wasn’t going to start and that the creepy peeper would come barreling out of the rest stop building and drag me from my car.

Fortunately, my car started without any problems and I sped away from the rest stop and never looked back.


THE APARTMENT ACROSS THE STREET

The Neighbor

I live in historic, downtown Owensboro, Kentucky near the Ohio River. I’m a single woman and live alone in the only apartment above a small clothing store. Directly across the street from me is a two story building similar to the one I live in. It’s old, probably built in the early 1900’s. The 1st floor is a sandwich shop. The 2nd floor is an apartment. I can see it well from my front window.

During the day I work at a bank and my after work routine is quite consistent.  I work until 5pm. I come home, make dinner and eat while I read a book. I then sit in front of my window and gaze out at my surroundings for at least an hour before I go on a bike ride. After that I veg out on the couch and watch TV until bedtime. I keep it simple during the week and use the weekends for getting together with friends, dating or any other social activities.

It was a Monday. A horrible, horrible day. The worst day of my life. I was trying my best to forget all about. It wasn’t easy, but I was burying it deep within the files of my mind.

When I got home, I plopped down in the recliner next to my apartment’s front window. I had a nice view of the historic section of Owensboro and could see the river a little bit through a break in a couple of buildings.

There was a very old man who lived in the apartment across the street. He had to be in his late 80’s at least. He was deathly thin and quite pale. In the evenings he sat in a recliner and stared out his front window, much like I did. If I ever caught the old man looking in my direction, I’d wave. He’d always smile and return the wave.

As I unwound by gazing about the town, I peered across the street and noticed that the old man had fallen asleep. His head was tilted back, his eyes were shut tight and his mouth was wide open. He was clutching a dark, green quilt that covered his legs. He remained in that position until I got up and went on my bike ride.

When I got back from my ride and looked out the front window again I got the sense that something was wrong. The old man was in the same exact position. He hadn’t moved a muscle. My worst fears were proven correct when I saw the paramedics enter the apartment and check the man’s vital signs. They didn’t do much after that as it was obvious to them that the old man had passed away. I watched on as the coroner arrived, bagged up the old man’s body and took him away.

When I fell asleep that night, I dreamt of the old man. He was in the distance beckoning me to come to him.  His words echoed through my mind.

“Stop trying to forget.”

I woke up the next morning confused. The dream of the old man felt so real. And I was haunted by his words. Stop trying to forget. What did that mean?

The next night was strange. Even though I had never really met the old man, I was used to seeing him every night. I looked across the street at the darkened, empty apartment. It felt gloomy and eerie. It made me feel alone and blue.

I was about to walk away from the window when subtle movement from the apartment across the street caught my eye. The apartment was as dark and lonely as ever. But there seemed to be a silhouette of someone standing in front of the window. Almost like a shadow. I thought maybe my eyes were playing tricks on me until the shadow quickly darted from in front of the window to the back of the apartment under the cover of darkness.

Chills ran through my body. Had I just seen the ghost of the old man?

I stared out at the apartment across the street for some time without seeing any other form of movement. Eventually, I went to bed.

I had another dream about him that night. I was staring out my window and saw the old man floating in the air.

“Stop trying to forget!”

I woke up shivering. Again, it was so realistic. It didn’t feel like a dream. And it stuck with me throughout the day. I didn’t even remember going to work. I couldn’t get my mind off the old man and the dreams.

That night, I stared out at the apartment across the street. It was so dark. So lonely. The longer I looked, the more I could feel myself falling into a deep depression. I felt so lost, but didn’t understand why.

I woke up in the middle of the night and felt compelled to walk to the front of my apartment and look out at the apartment across the street again, so I did. And I saw it. The dark silhouette standing in the window looking out on the town much like the old man did while he was alive and then its head turned and looked up directly at me and I could feel its fear.

Something was wrong. I couldn’t quite place my finger on it, but something was wrong.

“Stop trying to forget!”

I turned when I heard the voice and saw the old man’s ghost standing in front of me.

This wasn’t a dream. It was real!

The ghost reached out and wrapped its cold hands around my wrists and pulled me close as it shouted at me!

“You don’t belong here!”

The ghost was right! I knew it was right, but I didn’t know why.

“Stop trying to forget!”

What was it talking about? What was I trying to forget?

I shuffled through the memories within my mind and then like a bolt from the sky, I remembered. I remembered the day. It was Monday. And something horrible happened. It was so horrible that I did everything I could to forget it and I buried it so deep within my mind that it was holding me back. But now, I remembered and I smiled at the old man’s ghost.

“Thanks for staying here and helping me to remember. I think we can both go now.”


THE APARTMENT ACROSS THE STREET

The Vagrant
When I saw the coroner removing the old man’s body from the building next to the alley I was living in, I knew I was in luck. So, the next day, when movers took away all his furniture, I snuck in. I knew I wouldn’t be able to stay there long, but at least I’d get a few nights out of the cold.
My first night there I stood by the front window of the apartment enjoying the downtown view when I could feel eyes on me. Someone was watching me. I didn’t know who, but I could feel it! The feeling was so uncomfortable. I had to get away from it so I quickly scurried out of sight into the darkness of the apartment.
The following day and night I made a point to stay away from the windows. I slept in the back portion of the apartment. When I woke up in the middle of the night, I went to the kitchen to get a drink of water. I felt at that time of night most of the town would be asleep and it would be safe for me to look out the front window and enjoy the view of the old town, so I did.
I wasn’t looking out the window for more than a couple minutes when I felt those eyes lock onto me again. I wasn’t sure where they were, but I could feel them. They were dark and confused and watching me.
I started looking around frantically for the observer. They were there somewhere. Their eyes were burning through me. I started looking at every window on the street, high, low, right, left and then I froze in terror when I looked through the window of the apartment across the street.
It was her. She was standing in the window watching me! It was her!
The woman who was staring at me was dead. I knew this because I killed her. I killed her just this past Monday morning. I murdered her for her purse! She was dead!
I was staring at a ghost in the apartment across the street.



I WORK AT AN INSANE ASYLUM

It was my first day of work at the McCracken Insane Asylum which was an intimidating sight. Twelve foot stone walls topped with rolls of razor wire were built around a gigantic 4 story, castle-like structure adorned with edged steep roofs and a series of witch’s cap tops. Back in the early 1900’s the castle part was the complete asylum. Nowadays that was used as the administration offices and was the entry point to the three different wards of the asylum.

I made my way up the fifteen concrete steps that led to the rounded entryway and stepped through the main entrance. I was a little spooked by how dark the building was. I had been in the building twice before for my final interview and to pick up my security guard’s uniform. It was well lit on those days.

The foyer was very dark and had a spooky feel. The main hallway had a dim light overhead which was barely bright enough to light the way. When a woman dressed in a business skirt walked past me, I stopped her.

“Excuse me. I’m here for my first day of work. I’m supposed to report to Mr. Cruz.”

The woman paused and took a quick glance at my uniform.

“New security guard huh? You picked a hell of a day to start work. The electricity is out and the emergency generator is on the fritz. It’s barely running.”

The woman pointed at a long, pitch black corridor in front of me. At the end of the corridor was an open door that led outside. It was the only patch of light I could see.

“Walk down that corridor. It’s usually well lit, but today it’s going to feel like a starless night. Just walk straight ahead toward the open door. Normally that door is bolted shut, but we need some source of light in that corridor today. That door leads out to the yard where the main three patient buildings are located. Ward A is minimum security. Ward B is medium security. But if you are supposed to report to Mr. Cruz, you’re working maximum security. That’s Ward C.”

The woman gave me a friendly smile and left me with a final parting remark before she walked away.

“Good luck.”

I began my journey down the blackened and unusually cold corridor. I couldn’t see my hand in front of my face. I just had to hope there wasn’t anything in front of me that I could trip over as I made my way toward the open door. It took me a couple minutes, but I finally made it.

I stepped out into the yard. It was basically a gigantic concrete slab. Very drab and dreary. As I walked toward the large rectangular cinderblock building with a large black letter C stenciled on the side, I peered toward the end of the yard at a section that was sealed off by a double layer of thick chain link fence. There was one man on the other side of the fence. He was tall and bald. He was dressed in a light blue jumpsuit that gave away the fact that he was a patient.

The patient locked his dark eyes on me. As I passed by the fence he started slapping it and he hissed a few words at me.

“I’ll rip your head off!”

Obviously that was the section of the yard that they kept the patients who didn’t play well with others during their outside leisure time.

I ignored the threats by the patient and made my way to the entrance of Ward C. The lobby was small and completely white. It was very dark as there appeared to be no emergency generator lighting in the lobby. There was a small check-in desk in front of a thick, metal accordion folding security gate. Beyond the gate was a long hallway. The walls were painted pale green and the ceilings were white. The paint was old and flaking. The only emergency lighting within the hallway was overhead fluorescent bulbs that were all crackling and flickering. Far off in the distance, I could hear the faint sound of one of the patients wailing incoherently.

The woman behind the check-in desk was short and stout. She had a large, plump head and held a constant frown. Her voice was as tough as her appearance.

“I take it you’re the new guard.”

“Yes, I’m supposed to report to Mr. Cruz…”

“First things first.”

The woman pointed to the folding gate that was locked in front of the green hallway.

“Nobody gets past that gate, in or out, without knowing the password. Don’t assume I’ll remember you. All you guards look the same to me. If you don’t know the password you don’t get in or out. Understood?”

I nodded and she continued in a blunt manner.

“The password is Candy Land. Don’t ever repeat it to anyone other than me when you want in or out. Understood?”

I nodded again.

“At the end of the green hall is a door with an electric code lock. That will get you into the ward. The code is 3600. Under no circumstances are you ever to repeat that code to anyone ever. Understood?

I nodded a final time and she barked a question at me.

“What’s the password?”

“Candy Land.”

After giving her the password, she unlocked the gate and folded it open with a loud metallic clang. 

“Welcome to the McCracken Insane Asylum.”

I let out a deep breath and began walking down the joyless, pale green hallway. As I got closer to the door at the end of the hall, that single patient’s constant wailing grew louder. It was unnerving and made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. I liked to think that was probably a natural reaction from all the security guards on their first day.

I finally reached the door at the end of the hall. It was a metal door with a vertical, thick glassed window in the center. I looked through the window and could see that the same pale green colors continued in the hallway past the door and was lined with patient’s rooms.

I punched in the code and when I heard a loud buzz I pulled the door open and stepped into the main patient hallway of ward C. It was dark, with just one light overhead that was glowing at approximately ten percent of the illumination it was supposed to have. I go the impression it could burn out at any moment. The horrible wailing I heard continued and I could now conclude that it was coming from the end of the very hallway I was currently standing in.

There was nobody in the hallway. With the exception of the patient’s wailing and the gentle buzz of the faulty light, everything was silent. Eerily so. I startled slightly when a fellow security guard stepped out of one of the patient’s rooms.

“I thought I heard the door buzz. New guy?”

“Yes, I start today. I’m supposed to report to Mr. Cruz.”

The man hollered down to the other end of the hallway.

“We have a new loony for the nuthouse!”

I hurried up to the man’s side.

“No, no. I’m not a patient. I’m a security guard.”

The man pointed to my uniform.

“I would have never guessed! Relax kid, you have to have a good sense of humor to work here or you’ll go insane. Pun intended.”

I chuckled nervously as I eyed my fellow security guard. He was in his early 50’s, approximately twenty years my senior. His graying hair was slicked back and he seemed very relaxed. He looked me over carefully and then quickly asked me two questions.

“What was the code you entered to get in here and what’s the password to get past the gate?”

“Uh…I’m not supposed to repeat those things.”

The security guard grinned, nodded and patted me on the shoulder.

“Good boy. C’mon, let’s go find Mr. Cruz.”

I followed the guard down the shadowy hallway toward the sound of the loud wailing. As we reached the end of the hall, the guard pushed open one of the patient’s doors and the wailing intensified. This was the room it was emitting from and I saw as to why.

The patient who was wailing was in his underwear and was rolling around on the cold tile floor in pain. Blood was spewing from his mouth. It appeared his teeth had been knocked out. There were three other patients in the room who were also in nothing but their underwear. They were all lying still on their stomachs. The back of their heads were bloodied. They were either knocked out or worse.

I turned my gaze from the battered patients to the four guards who had administered the punishment. They seemed proud of themselves. One was twirling a nightstick and mocking the patients while the others laughed.

I was disgusted. If this was the way these bastards treated their patients I wanted no part of it! I was about to leave and turn in my badge on my very first day when I noticed that there was a fifth person in the room. It was a patient dressed in the same type of light blue jumpsuit that the caged man I saw in the yard was wearing. This patient appeared to have joined the guards in the mayhem!

As my mind attempted to piece together the puzzle of what I was seeing, one of the guards nudged the patient and pointed to me.

“Hey Victor, it’s your lucky day. Another guard is here and he looks to be your size!”

I felt a heavy blow to the back of my head that sent a wave of pain through my entire body. My knees gave way and I collapsed onto the floor. While I was down the guard with the nightstick pounded me on the back which doubled me over and then he hit me in the head again which knocked me dizzy.

As I lay on the ground in a dazed state, the guards stripped me of my uniform and I found myself lying on the floor in just my underwear. I looked up to see the patient they called Victor stripping out of his patient’s outfit and putting on my security guard uniform. It was then that the guard I met in the hallway who had led me to the room pointed to the wailing patient with the obscenely bloody mouth.

“Oh, you said you were looking for Mr. Cruz? Well, that’s him!”

That’s when it dawned on me that the guards were not the guards at all. They were the patients. They had overtaken the guards, knocked them senseless and stolen their uniforms. The patient who led me to the room bent down next to me.

“I have it on good authority that the door in the yard that leads to the administration building is wide open. All we need is the code to the ward door and the password to get through the gate and we can waltz right out of here. It’s up to you to provide us with that information. Are you going to be a good boy and tell us what we need or am I going to have to knock your teeth out like I did to Mr. Cruz?”

Mr. Cruz started yelling at me. I couldn’t make out his words, but it was clear that he was pleading with me to keep my mouth shut. The main guard stood up and belted Mr. Cruz with an uppercut from the nightstick. Mr. Cruz fell to the floor unconscious. The guard turned back to me.

“Okay, playtime is over. Give us the code and the password right now or I’ll bash your skull in until your brains are splattered all over these walls!”

I put myself in the mind of the madmen and quickly realized that it made no sense for them to leave me unharmed if I coughed up the information they required. Regardless if I gave them the code and password or not, they were going to beat me half to death if not outright kill me. And these patients were deranged and dangerous. I wasn’t going to be responsible for releasing them upon the world, so I stood my ground. And rather than waste anyone’s time, I was straight forward and honest with the crazy patients.

“I’m not giving you anything. So piss off!”

The first blow from the nightstick moved me across the room. Within seconds another blow had landed flush on my head and then another. The enraged patient was releasing his full fury on me. I heard the loud crack of my skull break open with one blow and actually saw part of my brains splat against the wall before everything went dark.

Yeah, not the best first day on the job. 


BRUNO

Twice a year I like to visit my great grandfather’s grave. He’s buried at a place known as the Company Graveyard.

The Company Graveyard is old. Nobody knows how old, but I’ve seen headstones that date back to the 1830’s. There are many headstones that are much older, but the engravings are worn and unreadable.

The graveyard had largely been abandoned. There was no groundskeeper and a forest had overtaken the majority of the graveyard. In order to see most of the graves it was necessary to venture into the woods.

The creepiest gravesites were the unmarked, sunken ones. It wasn’t unusual to see some of the graves sunken more than a yard into the earth. This indicated that the person buried there was likely placed in a wooden coffin and over time it had collapsed and rotted away.

It was early summer and my husband, Rob, and I had brought our 6 year old daughter, Donna, along with us. I wasn’t crazy about the idea of bringing our daughter to such a location at her age, but Rob made the case that he thought it would be an educational experience for her, so I reluctantly agreed.

The only gravesites in the Company Graveyard that are not overrun by brush and trees are the sites that relatives keep clear as I do with my great grandfather’s grave. I bring hedge clippers and clip away the weeds and undergrowth that are trying to take root. I always lay a fresh bouquet of flowers on his grave as well.

Once I finished clearing his grave and we paid our respects, my family and I ventured further into the forest to see some of the older gravesites. The neglect of the graves was sad, but it felt like acknowledging their existence was honorable in some way.

I was kneeling down with my face close to a headstone as I tried to read the worn engravings when I heard my daughter cry out enthusiastically.

“A dolly!”

My eager daughter sprinted past me and stopped next to a grand old oak tree. Sitting at the base of the tree was a doll. It was an unusual doll to say the least.

The doll was the size of a large newborn baby and was extremely masculine in nature. It had a brawny body and thick limbs. It was dressed in a blue suit with a yellow bowtie. Its head was big and bald. I’m not sure which aspect of it was creepier, it’s incredibly realistic eyes that seemed to follow you no matter where you went or its sickly, bluish-pale skin. The doll was the thing nightmares were made of…and my daughter absolutely loved it.

“Can I keep him? Can I, can I please?”

Donna was cradling the creepy doll in her arms and rocking the hideous thing back and forth. She was beaming with joy. I turned to my husband and shrugged.

“What do you think?”

“If you can live with that horrendous thing in the house, it’s okay with me.”

I was mystified as to why such a doll would be sitting there in the middle of an abandoned graveyard.  It wasn’t on a grave as if someone left it to honor their loved one. It was sitting by a tree. The nearest gravesite was at least fifteen feet away. It must have been forgotten by some little girl who was out there with her parents visiting a grave like we were.

I thought for a moment and gave in.

“I mean, it will just get ruined if we leave it here.”

My husband smiled and gave Donna the good news.

“Donna, it sounds like you’re the new owner of one very creepy doll.”

Donna took offense to the description.

“He’s not creepy. He’s handsome. I’m going to name him, Bruno.”

After we got back home, things started to turn strange almost immediately.

At first, Donna loved Bruno and carried him around with her everywhere. Honestly, I had a hard time being in the same room with the eerie doll. Usually the doll’s eyes would follow me wherever I moved. But sometimes they’d simply stare straight ahead. The inconsistency was likely due to a faulty eye mechanism, but I would have rested easier if the doll’s eyes felt more artificial than they did.

We have a dog named Pipit. He’s a black Labrador retriever. He’s a big baby and is as friendly as a dog can be, but Pipit hated Bruno. The first time Pipit saw the doll he started barking ferociously at it. I had never seen Pipit behave that way before. I had to make Donna put the doll away in her room to get Pipit to calm down.

Later that night when we were eating dinner, Pipit found his way into Donna’s bedroom and began barking up a storm. He then suddenly yelped and ran out of the room with his tail tucked between his legs. I hurried over and checked him thoroughly and he was not harmed, but he was shivering in fear. After that night, Pipit steered clear of that doll. If Donna ever carried Bruno into a room, Pipit would run out of the room, whimpering.

It was a couple days later when I walked past Donna’s room and heard her speaking sharply. She kept saying “Stop saying that! This is your home!”

I entered her room to see her sitting on the floor across from the doll. When I asked her why she was scolding Bruno, Donna told me that Bruno kept telling her to take him back home. I humored Donna by telling her that Bruno would get used to his new home soon and that he just needed time to settle in.

The next night, Donna came running out of her bedroom bawling. When I asked her what was wrong, she said that Bruno called her a bad word. When I asked Donna what word Bruno called her, Donna replied, “The female dog word.”

I wasn’t thrilled with the way Donna was playing with Bruno, but decided to use it as a teaching opportunity. I explained that Bruno’s behavior was unacceptable and that he needed a timeout. I told her to put Bruno in her closet until she got back from school the next day and that maybe then he’d behave.

The next day my husband left for work early. I got Donna ready and took her to school. When I returned home I went into Donna’s room and was startled by what I saw.

Bruno was sitting on Donna’s bed. His realistic eyes were locked on me.

I was sure that I was the last person in Donna’s room that morning and the doll was not on the bed. But obviously I was mistaken. Clearly Donna had taken Bruno out of the closet and sat him on the bed. What other explanation could there be?

I picked up the creepy doll by one of its unusually thick arms, placed it inside Donna’s closet and shut the door. I then began doing some household chores. I had just finished vacuuming and was returning the vacuum cleaner to a closet in the hallway when I stopped and screamed.

Bruno was sitting in the hallway outside of Donna’s room, staring at me.

“Rob are you here?”

My husband had to have gotten home early and was playing a trick on me! I hurried to the window to see if his car was in the driveway. But it wasn’t. I called him at his office phone number and he answered. His office was over thirty minutes away. I was the only one home. I had no explanation as to how Bruno got into the hallway. I would have tried to find a way to blame it on Pipit but that poor dog was petrified of Bruno.

That was the last straw for me. I wasn’t keeping that terrifying doll in the house for another second. I picked it up, carried it outside and placed it in the trash can. I’d buy Donna a more suitable doll for her to play with.

I did some grocery shopping that afternoon. When I returned home and walked into the kitchen, I froze and dropped the grocery bags I was holding.

Bruno was sitting on the kitchen counter. There was a large knife sitting on his lap. A jar of flour had been spilled out on the counter next to him and something had been written within the flour.

TAKE ME BACK HOME OR I’LL KILL YOUR FAMILY

At that point my attitude was, reasonable explanations be damned! If that thing wanted to go back home, I was taking it back home!

I placed Bruno in the car, drove back to the Company Graveyard and placed him at the base of the tree from which he came.

On the way home I stopped at a store and bought Donna a proper doll.

Please, if you ever find a doll in a graveyard, leave it there.


CHOPPY WATERS

Once a year, my husband goes on a survival weekend by himself where he lives off of the land and nothing else.

While he’s gone, I also take a survival weekend of sorts. I go to Orange Beach, Alabama and survive by lying on the beach and reading a book while sipping a margarita.

When I arrived at the beachside condo, I was disappointed to find that it was storming. I’m talking about a torrential downpour! It was a sight to behold from the safety of the condo’s ocean view balcony, but I was longing to feel the sand under my feet.

Unfortunately for me the rain never stopped. I’m not exaggerating. It rained the entire weekend. The rain varied from heavy to light, but it never fully ceased.

While my plans were ruined, the weekend wasn’t a total loss. I spent most of my time at an oyster bar sipping on tropical drinks while I stuffed myself with shrimp and oysters.

It was the final day of my vacation. I was just a couple hours away from getting into my car and heading back toward home when the rain finally stopped. There were still monstrous storm clouds overhead and the wind gusts were unmerciful, but the rain had paused at least temporarily.

Even though the weather wasn’t conducive to lying on the beach, I at least wanted to kick off my shoes and walk around in the sand near the ocean for a short while before I departed.

As I walked down the wooden walkway toward the empty beach, I paused when I saw the flags flapping in the wind atop a flagpole.

There are flagpoles with colored flags positioned all over the beach. The flag color is an indication of the water conditions. Green is calm conditions. Yellow suggests not perfect conditions, but still relatively safe. When the flag is red it means conditions are hazardous due to high surf and/or heavy currents. If you see a purple flag it indicates that dangerous marine life is present. Usually jellyfish, but it could also be sharks or maybe stingray. When there are two red flags flying it means the water conditions are so treacherous that going into the ocean is prohibited.

I fully expected to see two red flags. The winds were howling, the surf was high and the water was rough and choppy. I was a bit befuddled when I saw two black flags. I had never seen a black flag on the beach before. I didn't even know what it meant, so I had to pull out my phone and look it up. I was shocked by what the double black flag meant. The entire beach was closed due to extremely dangerous conditions.

That made no sense to me. The weather and ocean conditions were much more severe when I initially arrived and the flags were double red at worst. If they weren’t double black then, why were they double black now?

I wasn’t sure and I didn’t really care. I just wanted to walk around the beach for a few minutes before I left. I saw no reason why I couldn’t do that, so I kicked off my shoes and started walking over the soft sand.

The beach was deserted. Eerily so. Not a soul in sight. I mean, the wind was fierce, it was chilly and the clouds were ugly, but it wasn’t raining. Surely there had to be someone else who had my mindset of needing a little beach time even if that consisted of only a few minutes.

As expected, it wasn’t long before I finally saw two other brave souls who opted to ignore the double black flags and partake of the beach. They were two boys that I pegged to be 15 or 16 years old. They were both wearing bathing trunks and tank tops. And they were much more daring than I for they were strolling along the beach shore allowing the choppy water to cascade over their feet as they talked and laughed.

Their carefree attitude brought a smile to my face, but my smile quickly vanished when the boys went from carefree to careless. One of them threw off his tank top and waded out into the ocean waist deep. My worry grew as the choppy water began churning around him and in a flash the current pulled him under. His friend called out for him but suddenly fell hard, face first into the wet sand and with breathtaking speed was pulled into the ocean.

I was screaming as I ran toward the water. I wasn’t sure what I could do to help, but I had to do something. As I approached the shoreline, I scanned the ocean but could see no signs of either boy until suddenly, the boy who was still donning a shirt broke through the surface of the choppy water. He was screaming in a ghastly fashion and appeared to be covered with bloody, circular scars.

As I raced forward in an attempt to assist the boy, a gigantic, olive green serpent-like tentacle emerged from the choppy water, wrapped itself around the boys throat and yanked him back under.

My screams were interrupted by the roar of an engine zooming up behind me. I turned to see a beach patrol vehicle coming to an abrupt halt. An angry man with short brown hair emerged from the vehicle barking at me.

“Didn’t you see the black flags? The beach is closed! You have to get out of here! Hurry!”

I didn’t hesitate to follow the agitated man’s orders and immediately turned and started to run. I was nearing the wooden walkway that led back to the condo when I heard the man’s high pitched scream followed by a loud splash. When I spun around, the beach was empty. The man and his truck were both gone.

I’ll never go to the beach again.


THE CHAIN LETTER

Stephanie

I was heartbroken as I stared out at the bright full moon sitting by itself in the middle of a starless sky. I wondered if it was as lonely as I was.

I had just broken up with my boyfriend, Anthony. He cheated on me with a girl at school named Amanda. Fine, he could have her.

All high school boys were overflowing with hormones. I suppose it shouldn’t have been a surprise, but it still hurt and it was going to take some time for my heart to heal.

My sorrows were distracted when I heard the loud ding from my desktop computer indicating that I had just received a new email. I hoped it wasn’t from Anthony. There was no way in the world I would ever get back together with that cheating scum sucker and I didn’t want to hear one word from him.

I was relieved when I saw that the message was from my dear friend Tina. The subject line read: YOU HAVE TO SEE THIS!

I was intrigued and opened the mail which read as follows:

If you’re reading this you’ve already started the chain reaction and there is no going back. If you stop reading at this point and delete this email, you will die a horrible death tonight!

You are the next to last link in this chain letter. If you do not follow the subsequent instructions you will convert to the final link of the chain and you will be punished. Your punishment will be death by vicious stabbing and your dead body will be raped.

Fortunately, you are in a position to pass this punishment on to the final link in the chain. Forward this chain letter to somebody you know, who deserves to be punished and the fate will be passed over to them.

If you do not forward this letter to somebody by midnight tonight, the chain will be broken and your fate will be sealed.

Good Luck.

I picked up my phone and called Tina. When she answered I immediately started laying into her.

“Why the hell did you send me that stupid chain letter? 

Tina started laughing.

“Well, I didn’t want to be murdered and have my dead body raped. And I thought you would think it was funny.”

“Well I don’t think it’s funny. I think it’s stupid.”

“It is, but it’s kind of fun. So who are you going to send it to?”

“Nobody! I’m not subjecting anyone else to this garbage.”

“Send it to Anthony. He cheated on you. If anyone deserves that kind of punishment, it’s him.”

Tina started laughing and I sharply interrupted her fun and games.

“First of all, I’m not contributing to this stupid chain letter. Secondly, I don’t want to communicate with that jerk in any way. It may give him the impression that I’m still interested and I’m not.”

Tina’s voice shifted from amused to serious.

“But you have to. I know it’s all crap, but don’t risk it. Don’t break the chain. I mean, who knows, there may be some truth to it.”

“Truth to it? If you think there may be some truth to it why in the world did you choose me to be the final link?”

“Final link? What are you talking about?”

“The chain letter! It said I was the next to last link and that whoever I sent it to was the final link and they would be murdered and then have their dead body raped!”

I could tell by Tina’s voice that she was sincerely confused.

“That’s not what the chain letter I sent you said. It said I was the third to last link in this chain letter. Not next to last. And I just forwarded it to you. You should have the same exact letter I got.”

“I don’t think this is funny, Tina. You’re pissing me off.”

Tina switched our call to video and held her phone to her computer’s screen so I could see the chain letter she received. It was exactly as she said it was. That she was the third to last link in the chain. Not next to last.

Obviously, Tina was manipulating the chain letters and continuing this gag even though she knew I didn’t find it amusing. At that point I was furious with her.

“Very funny, Tina!”

“Stephanie, I’m not joking…”

I hung up on Tina before she could finish her sentence. She tried calling back several times, but I didn’t bother answering and switched my ringtone to mute so as not to be bothered.

I peered at the clock on my nightstand. It was 11:00pm. That was the time I went to bed, but my breakup with Anthony coupled with my anger with Tina had me wide awake, so I picked up a book, laid down on my bed and started reading.

I had lost myself deep into the book until the loud email ding from my computer pulled me out of it. I casually glanced at my clock which now read 11:55pm.

It was probably a message from Tina apologizing for the chain letter nonsense. I got up and checked the new message and was surprised that it wasn’t from Tina. The return sender simply said, X. The subject read: The Chain Letter.

My blood began to boil. Tina knew I was upset about all this and here she was still playing games. I had a mind to just delete the message, but I found my curiosity overriding my anger and opened it. It said the following.

Look out your window. There’s a big hairy man in your backyard. When the clock strikes twelve, he’ll break into your house, stab you to death and rape your dead body.

I shook my head in rage. This joke had gone from stupid to disgusting. Yet, I found myself gravitating toward my bedroom window and I gazed down into my back yard.

And saw him.

There was somebody dressed in black in the backyard. He was pacing around anxiously…perhaps waiting for the clock to strike twelve so that he could break into my house, stab me to death and then rape my dead body?

I looked at my clock. 11:58pm

I picked up my phone and called Tina. She answered the phone by apologizing.

“Stephanie, I’m so sorry…”

“Tina, shut up! Tell me right now whether you changed that chain letter. If you lie to me I’ll never speak to you again!”

Tina was near tears.

“I didn’t change it, I swear! I don’t know what’s going on…”

I hung up the phone and looked at the clock.

11:59pm

What if the chain letter was real? Could I risk it? No!

I darted to my computer, pulled up the cryptic chain letter and forwarded it to the one person in the world that I currently didn’t care whether they died a horrible death.

Anthony.


THE CHAIN LETTER

Anthony
It’s true, I cheated on Stephanie, but you have to understand, Amanda has a body that won’t stop. She was at the same party I was at and was just drunk enough to let me take her to bed. I mean, c’mon, I couldn’t pass up that opportunity!
I told Amanda not to tell anyone, but you know girls. She told a friend and they told a friend and so on and so on and eventually the whole high school was buzzing about it and it got back to Stephanie.
When Stephanie confronted me I wanted to deny it, but at that point I had already bragged to all my buddies about bagging Amanda, so I couldn’t deny it or they might not have believed me. I just had hope Stephanie would forgive me. But she didn’t. She dropped me on the spot.
I could have lived with Stephanie breaking up with me a little easier had I gone all the way with her, but the farthest I ever got was second base. That was a bummer and I really wanted her back. At least long enough to hit the home run and then I’d be fine with kicking her to the curb.
I wasn’t sure how to get Stephanie back. I wasn’t beneath begging for a second chance if I thought there was a chance it would lead to the bedroom, but Stephanie was pretty mad. I wasn’t confident it would work. But hey, it was worth a try.
I knew Stephanie went to bed at 11:00pm, so I planned on getting to her house at that time. I’d go to her backyard, throw some stones at her bedroom window and then beg her to take me back.
On the way to Stephanie’s house, I stopped to grab a soda pop. The clerk at the store was quite the looker. She looked like a college girl and had some ample boobs, let me tell ya’. I got to flirting with her and she was receptive. We talked for quite a while and eventually I was able to get her number.
By the time I finally left the convenience store, it was getting close to midnight! Time had really gotten away from me. I hurried to Stephanie’s house and rushed into her backyard. I was dressed in black so that I could blend in with the shadows. The last thing I needed was somebody calling the cops and reporting me as some kind of a stalker. I fully expected Stephanie to already be in bed, but to my surprise, her bedroom light was still on.
I bent down, picked up a few pebbles to toss up at her window and then began pacing around as I came up with the perfect thing to say. I had to pretend to be a super nice guy. I was a pretty good actor. I mean, I could never have gotten a girl like Stephanie if she knew the real me.
As I paced around and started coming up with the perfect “take me back” speech, I began to get a little bit revolted with myself. Why was I begging? Hell, I just got the phone number of a college girl with huge boobs. Why should I waste my time on some girl who’s locked at the knees? If anyone should be begging, it should be Stephanie! Yeah, she should be begging me to allow her to get in line with all the other chicks I planned on banging! Screw her!
I looked at my wristwatch. 11:59pm. Time to go home and get some sleep. I needed my rest. I was a lone wolf on the prowl for every sexy girl I could find who was willing to put out!
I stepped out of Stephanie’s backyard and started walking down the darkened alley behind her house. As I meandered down the thin, gravelly alley, I heard steps behind me. I stopped and turned around half expecting to see a dog. I certainly wasn’t expecting it to be what it was.
It was a huge guy. I mean, gigantic. I couldn’t make his face out well, he was standing in the shadows, but I could tell he was slightly balding. His body was as big around as a barrel. He was wearing a tank top that revealed big, thick arms that were unusually hairy.
The big, hairy man was staring at me. It was a very uncomfortable moment and I tried to lighten the mood by being friendly.
“Hey there, big guy. How you doin’ tonight?”
The big man’s voice was monstrously deep. It didn’t even sound human.
“Better than you.”
In a flash the big, hairy man rushed me. I hadn’t a chance to move before I felt a knife being jabbed deep into my abdomen over and over again. The mad man must have stabbed me fifty times before he stopped and let my near lifeless body fall to the gravelly alley ground.
Blood was rushing out of me. I was freezing cold and could feel everything going numb. Things were getting very hazy and it was clear that the life was rushing from my body. I would be dead in seconds.
As my blood pooled around me, I looked up to see the big, hairy man unfastening his belt. My impression was that he was planning on raping my dead body. I was thankful that I wouldn’t be alive for that part.



THE BARN

I’m a single man in my late 30’s. I had lived in apartments my entire adult life and finally decided it was time for me to stop throwing my money away and to invest in a house and some land.

I’m a playwright, so as long as I have a solid internet connection, I can live anywhere I want. Being that I had lived in cities most of my life, I thought a change of pace was in order, so I started looking for houses out in the country. A bonus was that I thought a scenery change might be helpful to my writer’s mind and give me a surplus of new ideas.

I had looked at a lot of different houses but was really taken by a rustic farmhouse. While the house was small at approximately 950 square feet, it was larger than the tiny apartments I was used to. But what I loved most about it was the isolation. It was way out in the sticks with no neighbors to be seen. It was located on five acres of partially wooded land.

The house had a huge bedroom that was large enough to double as my office. The living room had an old stone fireplace that would be perfect on chilly nights and the front porch was covered and plenty big enough for a rocking chair to relax in.

Across from the house was an enormous barn. It was two stories. The main entrance to the barn consisted of two massive swinging doors. Directly above the main entrance on the second floor was a large window-like opening that led to the hayloft. I’m sure it made moving hay up there a lot easier back in the day. At one time I expect the barn was bright red and vibrant, but now it was weathered down to a worn, dark brownish-red color.

The price for the house, barn and land was ridiculously low and according to my realtor had been on the market for quite some time. I assumed the issue was the size of the house. When I floated that theory to my realtor, she took in a deep breath before elaborating.

“The size of the house doesn’t help, but most people are put off because they think the place is haunted.”

This made me laugh.

“Haunted? Really?”

The realtor shrugged.

“That’s the reason the seller gave for moving out and listing it for sale. And that reasoning has scared off a lot of potential buyers.”

“Well, I don’t believe in ghosts, so their loss is my gain!”

The price on the property was so low, I didn’t bother with negotiating. I offered the asking price and my bid was accepted. The sale was fast and smooth and I had moved in less than a month later.

I loved the place. I’d sit in my rocking chair and listen to the birds in the morning before I started working and then I’d sit out there again after I finished and listen to the buzz of bugs and croaks of frogs fill the night.

It was odd living in the middle of nowhere. A good kind of odd that I got used to quickly! I no longer had to worry about my TV being on too loud for fear of disturbing my neighbors. I didn’t have to hear blaring music outside in the street every time a car drove by or the roar of motorcycles zooming past.

Life was quiet in the country. Relaxing. I had truly found peace and was loving every second of it.

It was a bright, sunny morning and I was eating breakfast on the front porch. As I bit into a crunchy English muffin and wiped away the butter that was running down my chin, I noticed that the barn doors were open slightly.

I hadn’t spent much time at the barn yet. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do with it, if anything. For the time being, it was just pleasant to look at. I assumed the latch on the doors wasn’t fastened well and a gust of wind must have pushed them open.

I got up from my rocker and walked over to the barn. Since I was there, I thought it wise to take a quick look around just to make sure there wasn’t any sign of anyone else having been there.

I opened both barn doors all the way as there was no other source to light the interior of the barn. Even with the doors open wide, the inside of the barn was still quite dark and dreary.

The barn had a main dirt floor aisle through the center of it. On both sides of the aisle were old, tattered relics of what used to be horse stalls.  The wood of the stalls was flimsy and partially collapsed. There was a permanent wooden ladder that led to the second floor hayloft but the wood steps were bowed and splintered. I sure wouldn’t trust it.

I walked down the aisle and back but couldn’t see much due to the darkness. But I did notice one thing lying on the ground near a stall entrance. It was a cast iron horse figurine. It was about six inches long and five inches tall. It was rusty and very old. I guessed it to be from the 1930’s or 1940’s. It was weathered and worn, but had a lot of character. I picked it up, dusted it off and decided to take it back to the house with me. I thought it may give me some inspiration.

I shut both barn doors. They had a simple pioneer style door latch that consisted of dropping a 2 x 4 piece of wood down into a latch to seal the doors shut. I made sure it was securely fastened and went back home.

At the end of the night, I took a peek outside and the barn doors were still shut, so I walked to my bedroom, set the cast iron horse on my dresser and went to bed.

I woke up bright and early feeling rested. As I got out of bed and stretched my arms into the air, I gazed about the room and froze when I saw that the horse was gone from my dresser. Though I was positive that I had placed it there, I still searched the entire house for it but couldn’t find it.

I was frustrated as I stepped out onto the porch. As I peered across the way, I saw that the barn doors were open again. I knew for a fact that I had locked those barn doors. Someone had opened them!

I raced over to the barn, ready to bash some trespassers skull in. As I stepped into the barn my eyes immediately locked onto the cast iron horse that was sitting on the loft ladder’s steps.

What was going on? Someone broke into my house, took my cast iron horse and put it in the barn? That made no sense. Plus I was in the middle of nowhere. The next closest house was miles away. It wasn’t convenient for anyone to venture out to my place for such shenanigans.

I searched through the barn, but didn’t find anyone or see anything else unusual. I was baffled by what had happened. I picked up the cast iron horse and exited the barn. I made damn sure that the barn doors were locked and I headed back home.

I spent the majority of that night on my front porch staring at the barn. If someone was snooping around my property they were going to be in for a rude awakening. I had my trusty baseball bat nearby. I used to play ball when I was in college and I was a hell of swinger. Believe me, nobody wanted to be at the receiving end of my bat!

When I went to bed that night a storm descended upon my little piece of heaven. The lightning was blinding and the thunder was roaring. It was perfect sleeping weather and I took advantage of it. I was in such a deep sleep when I heard the laughter of a child that I thought it was a dream, but when I rose up and spotted the silhouette of a little girl no more than 5 years old standing in my bedroom doorway, I knew it wasn’t a dream!

A flash of lightning caused me to close my eyes for a second. When I opened them again, the girl was gone, but I could see that the front door of my house was flapping open in the wind. I hurried out to the front porch in search of the mysterious little girl. I looked out at the barn and saw that doors were open. I could barely hear the girl’s voice over the sound of the rain pelting the ground.

“Play with me.”

None of what was happening made sense, but I wasn’t scared. And I wasn’t really angry. I was curious and I rushed through the pounding rain to the barn.

The barn was pitch black with the exception of the illumination the lightning was providing which was plentiful and frequent. At times I felt like the barn was being lit by a strobe light.

I looked up at the hayloft when I heard the giggle of the little girl followed by footsteps. I carefully climbed up the loft ladder. It creaked and groaned against my weight, but held me and I found myself standing in an empty loft. There was no hay. There was no debris. There was no place to hide. And there was no little girl. The only thing in the loft was the small cast iron horse figurine.

As I bent down and picked up the horse, I heard the little girl’s scream. It was loud at first and then distant followed by a sickening thump outside the barn. I hurried to the hayloft door and looked down.

There was nothing there.

The next morning I drove to town and stopped at my real estate agent’s office. I asked her for more specific details as to why the previous owner thought the property was haunted. What my realtor told me gave me chills.

“He claimed that it was haunted by the ghost of a little girl who used to play in the barn back in the late 1930’s. My understanding is that one day the little girl was playing in the 2nd floor loft and fell through the door to her death.”

That night I placed the cast iron horse on my dresser again. I laid in bed staring at the horse until my eyelids grew heavy and I drifted off.

The next morning I was awakened by someone tugging at my hand. I opened my eyes, but nobody was there. I looked at my dresser and the cast iron horse was gone. I then heard the loud bang of my front door closing shut.

I jumped out of bed and dashed to my front porch. I looked out at the barn.

The doors were open and I could hear the distant sound of the little girl’s voice.

“Play with me.”

I took in a deep breath and walked to the barn. I opened the barn doors fully and started walking down the aisle. I began searching through all of the old stalls and eventually I found the cast iron horse inside one of them.

This place was indeed haunted.

I could have packed up and left right then, but I loved the place. I loved everything about it. And I wasn’t scared. I was saddened for the little girl. She must have loved the place like I did and never wanted to leave. She just didn’t have anyone to play with. So I play with her.

I quickly figured out how the game worked. If I took the cast iron horse from the barn and placed it somewhere in my house, she’d come to the house at night, take it and hide it somewhere in the barn for me to find. If I left it in the barn she’d leave me alone and wait patiently for me to play with her again.

I make a point to visit the barn every day. I often eat lunch out there and sometimes will sit up in the hayloft and read a book aloud so the girl can hear the story. And I never go more than a day without playing the hide and seek game with her.

As long as I’m there, the little girl can rest easy knowing she’ll always have someone to play with.


A HITCHHIKER’S SCARIEST RIDE

When I take a vacation, I don’t drive or take a plane or a train or a bus. I hitchhike!

For me vacationing isn’t just about getting to a destination, it’s also about the journey getting there. I’ve met some of the most interesting and wonderful people through hitchhiking. Some have turned into lifelong friends! Not to mention it saves me a ton of money.

Hitchhiking is not as prevalent now as it was at one time, but I’ve been doing it most of my life. I’m a bit of a rarity in the hitchhiker world as I’m a single woman. I’d probably not be categorized as attractive, but I’m nothing to sneeze at either. Whether right or wrong, in the hitchhiking world people tend to trust women more than men, so I don’t typically have a difficult time getting a ride.

Getting into vehicles with strangers may sound careless and dangerous and it certainly can be if one is not careful, but I have a good grip on the ins and outs. I also know how to handle myself pretty well. I’ve studied self-defense for years and always carry a knife in my coat pocket.

I was traveling from my hometown of Libertyville, Illinois to New Orleans, Louisiana. My first ride got me all the way to the Southern Illinois border. They dropped me off in a little town called Metropolis which is home to a fantastic Superman museum where I purchased some “Man of Steel” souvenirs.

From there I caught a ride to Tupelo, Mississippi, the place where Elvis Presley was born. While I was there I visited the little house he grew up in and the hardware store that he bought his first guitar at.

I ate lunch and started walking down the road with my thumb out. I’m usually really good about not getting caught out in the middle of a nasty storm, but weather can be unpredictable and a rainstorm blew in out of nowhere. Fortunately, before I got drenched a semi-truck pulled over to give me a ride.

Normally, before I get into someone’s vehicle, I talk to them for a few minutes to make sure they’re headed my way and to assess whether or not they have a good vibe or a bad vibe about them. I never get into a vehicle with anyone who gives me a bad vibe.

Under the conditions, I just rushed up to the truck and jumped in. The driver immediately began driving. He spoke with a gruff voice.

“Where you headed?”

I gave the man a quick scan over. He was a rugged, but nice looking man around my age in his late 30’s. He held a friendly smile, but there was something about his eyes that I didn’t like. They were distant. Cold.

“New Orleans.”

The man’s smile widened.

“I love New Orleans. Wish I could go with you, but I’m not going that far. I can get you a lot closer though.”

“Thank you, very much.”

He was being friendly, but those eyes. I just didn’t trust them. My plan was to get out and find another ride the first time he made a stop. Until then, I’d hope for the best.

Most people who pick up hitchhikers are chit-chatters. One thing I’ve learned about people over the years is that they love to talk about themselves. If I ask one question about their life, they may rattle on for hours, which I find very entertaining. I love hearing about other people’s lifestyles and adventures.

This guy was different though. I asked him where he was from and his reply was “All over.” When I asked him how long he’d been a trucker, he said “Long enough.” He was always quick to steer the conversation back toward me. He was very interested in where I was from, where I grew up, if I had ever been married, why I’m hitchhiking and the like. I’m a bit of an open book. Like most people, I’m rather fond of talking about myself, so I was chatting on for quite some time while the man listened. He’d just nod and stare ahead but occasionally, he’d slowly look my way and unnerve me with those icy eyes.

We had been driving for about an hour down a two lane highway and night had fallen like a black blanket over the sky. If I ever stopped talking, there’d be long moments of uncomfortable silence, so I kept rambling on largely in part to keep my nerves settled. I just wasn’t comfortable with this guy. There was something about him.

Suddenly, the truck hit a large pothole that had been camouflaged by the dark night. It shook the truck’s cab something fierce causing the glove compartment door to fall open. When I saw what was inside the glove box, I lost my breath and a cold chill ran through my body.

Teeth. The glove box was packed to the brim with human teeth. Most of them were covered in dry blood.

I slowly peered over at the driver who had his icy glare locked onto me. His friendly smile transformed into an evil grin.

“I like your teeth.”

A second after his cryptic comment, I heard him lock the doors.

I expect at this point, most of the truck driver’s victims screamed and fought with all their might to get their door open. I didn’t bother. I assumed he had rendered the passenger door lock button and door handle useless. So I did something I was sure the driver wasn’t expecting. I extracted my knife from my coat pocket and jammed it into his arm!

The scary trucker howled out in pain, but I didn’t stop there. I pounded the heel of my hand into his nose which dazed him just long enough for me to climb over him, open his door and hurl myself out onto the gritty pavement.

Fortunately for me we weren’t out in the middle of nowhere or I’d be in serious trouble. We just so happened to be passing through a small town and there was a gas station across the street. I ran toward it screaming and several customers came rushing to my aid.

I turned around when I heard the loud squealing of tires, just in time to watch the truck speed away and disappear into the distance.

I was lucky to escape with my life.

And my teeth.


I WAS INSIDE AREA 51

Area 51 is a highly classified United States Military facility located in an isolated area of Nevada. Most of the happenings at the facility are top secret and the military goes to great lengths to keep the public away, including displaying prominent signs that declare that deadly force is authorized.

The extreme secrecy surrounding Area 51 coupled with an array of abnormal aerial sightings in the region have led many to speculate that the facility houses recovered crashed alien spacecraft.

I recently saw exactly what is being kept at Area 51 and it was mind blowing.

I worked at a resort hotel located just outside of Alamo, Nevada. Each room in the resort is fashioned with a mini-bar that is stocked with soft drinks, beer, liquor and refrigerated snacks. It was my job to restock the mini-bars each day.

It was a Friday morning. I had just started my shift and knocked on the first door of the day and hollered loud and clear so anyone in the room would know I was a hotel employee.

“Mini bar!”

There was no response, so I unlocked the door with my master key and entered the room.

As I approached the mini-bar, I noticed a man lying on the bed. He was fully clothed in a nice suit and was lying atop the bedspread. At first I thought he was asleep, but then I noticed he was clutching at his chest and was emitting shallow, wheezing breaths.

I hurried to the man’s side. He was an older man in his late 70’s. His bright blue eyes were wide and filled with terror. It appeared he was having a massive heart attack that I feared would be the death of him so I rushed to the phone. I was about to dial the front desk and alert them that the man needed immediate medical assistance, when the man latched onto my arm and pulled me close to him. His words were distressed, but I could understand him clearly.

“The box…I have to get to the box…”

I started looking around the room for a box, but didn’t see anything that fit that description.

“The box…you have to go there!”

I didn’t know what the man was talking about. I just knew if I didn’t get a doctor to his room quick, he was going to die, so once again, I tried to pick up the phone, but the old man slapped the receiver out of my hand, pulled me close to him and barked out instructions to me.

“I’m supposed to go to the box, but I’m not going to make it. You are going to have to go in my place!”

I was confused as all get out.

“The box? I don’t know what that is.”

“Area 51!”

I sure knew what that was. But what he was asking me to do was insanity. Nobody could get on that base. They’d arrest anyone who tried to breach the perimeter. Or worse!

The old man could see the reluctance in my eyes and spoke with agitated urgency.

“If you don’t go to Area 51 right now, everyone on this planet will die, do you hear me? Everyone!”

I had to say something to calm the old man down so I went along with it.

“Okay, okay, I’ll go to Area 51. Just relax.”

The man gave me a few simple instructions that I tried my best to etch into my brain.

“Go to the back gate. They’re going to demand your badge. You don’t have one, so you’ll have to give them the password. The password is Blue Fire Alert. If anyone asks you for a second password, it’s Red Water Alarm.”

The old man pointed to a briefcase near the bed.

“There’s a rubber disc in the briefcase. Make them put it in the metabolic translator.”

The old man’s eyes began to glaze over and drift away. He wheezed out his last words.

“God save us.”

A few seconds later, his eyelids fell shut and his breathing ceased.

Of course it was possible that I had just heard the deathbed ramblings of a feeble minded old man, but he spoke with such sincerity. That coupled with the fact that there was indeed a rubber disc in his briefcase had me taking his words seriously and I suddenly found myself in my car speeding toward Area 51.

Even though I had lived in the region for quite some time, I was never very interested in Area 51, but I had a few friends who were fascinated by it and had even gone right up to the back gate before being turned away by security. So even though I had never been there before, I was familiar with how to get to the back gate entrance of Area 51.

It was a bit of a drive to get there and the road leading to the back gate was eerily bleak. It was pure desert with no signs of life whatsoever. The majority of the road was gravel and dirt. My jeep was kicking up quite a bit of dust along the way, but I figured any security personnel had already been alerted to my presence by various hidden alarms and cameras. I wasn’t going to be surprising anyone.

I knew I was getting close when the gravel road transitioned to a paved road and sure enough, in no time, I pulled up to the back gate of Area 51.

The back gate was intimidating. There was a large, white and black striped barrier arm that could be raised or lowered. Oddly enough, it was in the upright position as if inviting me to drive past it, which I found strange due to the array of signs posted to dissuade anyone from considering to go farther. The signs were clear, warning, no trespassing, no photography, no flying drones. There was also a prominent sign indicating this was a U.S. Air Force installation. Around the perimeter of the back gate were multiple poles with surveillance cameras and what I suspected were audio devices and motion detectors.

If the old man who pleaded with me to come to Area 51 was a whacko, I could find myself in some serious hot water, but I followed my gut and drove past the raised barrier arm up to the 8 foot chain link gate that was topped with barbed wire and had a sign next to it that read: SHOW BADGE FOR ENTRY.

Beyond the gate were two small metal-sided security huts. My heart began to race when a man dressed in desert camouflage emerged from the larger of the two structures and rushed toward my vehicle. He was none too happy and didn’t bother to ask me for a badge. He simply barked at me.

“I’m going to give you one chance to turn this vehicle around and get the hell out of here!”

“You don’t understand, I’m supposed to be here…”

“Show me your badge, right now!”

“I don’t have a badge…”

When I saw the camouflaged man reach down for his gun that was holstered on his hip I panicked and yelled out the password.

“Blue fire alert!”

The guard froze and gawked at me with a stunned expression for several long seconds before he spoke again.

“What did you say?”

“Blue fire alert. It’s the password. I told you I’m supposed to be here. Blue fire alert.”

The guard stared at me a bit longer while continuing to hold that same stunned expression.

“Wait here.”

The guard hurried back to the security hut and went inside. He emerged with three other men wearing the same camouflaged uniforms. I sat there anxiously as they spoke intently while occasionally pointing at me. Within a few minutes several white trucks zoomed onto the scene and more camouflaged men got out. Finally, one of them came back to my vehicle.

“Wait here. Someone is on the way.”

It was about five minutes later when a long, black car arrived and a man in a blue dress uniform exited the vehicle. He spoke briefly to the security force and then one of the guards came back to my car.

“Come with me.”

I followed the guard past the chain link fence and was approached by the uniformed military man. He was in his late 30’s, clean cut with red hair. He had a pronounced jawline and a stern gaze. He looked me over and never broke eye contact with me when he gave one of the guards an order.

“Search him.”

I was roughly searched. I had left my car keys in the ignition of my vehicle, so the only object I had on my person was the rubber disc. The guard removed it from my pocket and handed it to the military officer.

“This is all he had on him.”

The officer took the rubber disk, eyed it momentarily and then spoke.

“Come on.”

I followed him to his car, got in the passenger’s seat and sat silently as he sped down the road. Within five minutes we reached another, larger security hut with a long, wooden red and white striped barrier arm that was in the lowered position. This guard area was patrolled by military police in dark green uniforms. One of them stepped up to the vehicle. The military officer handed the MP a badge. Seconds later the barrier arm was raised and the officer sped through. We drove in silence for another few minutes and then suddenly the officer slammed on the brakes and the vehicle came to a skidding halt.

“What’s the second password?”

I was a bit frazzled and had to take a moment to search for the words. The officer was not patient with my hesitation and removed a pistol from under his jacket. I broke out in a nervous sweat as he pointed it at my face.

“You have three seconds to tell me the second password or I’ll blow your brains out.”

There was no doubt that the officer was serious and I’d be dead if I didn’t speak up. As my adrenaline spiked, my memory kicked into high gear and I spit it out.

“Red water alarm!”

The officer kept the firearm pointed at my face for several more seconds while holding a firm expression before finally letting out a deep breath and concealing his weapon back out of sight.

As the military man started driving again, I lost track of time. I wasn’t sure if we had been driving five minutes or thirty minutes before we began passing a series of medium sized buildings and massive hangars. We were clearly somewhere on the base. The black car came to a stop outside of a building and an older man in his late 60’s came marching out. He was wearing an Air Force uniform much like the man I was in the car with, but had a lot more fancy medals on the upper left crest of his jacket. The obvious high ranking military commander was followed by a spindly man who appeared to be a scientist of some kind as he was wearing a lab coat and donned thick rimmed eyeglasses. I could see by the high ranking commander’s expression that he was in a foul mood.

As the officer who drove me exited the vehicle, I followed suit and stepped closer to the three men. I watched as the high ranking commander shouted at the officer.

“Major, why have you brought this civilian to this top secret military installation?”

“Sir, he knew the second password.”

The scientist stepped forward.

“Who gave you the passwords?”

“There was a dying old man at the hotel I work at. He insisted that I come here. He gave me the passwords along with a round rubber disk. He said I had to put it in something called a metabolic translator.”

The three men exchanged glances and then the scientist broke the silence.

“It sounds like Professor Vachon.”

The scientist then addressed the Major.

“Do you have the disk?”

The Major withdrew the disk from his pocket and handed it to the scientist who observed it closely.

“It looks like Vachon’s work. He may have come up with the answer!”

The high ranking commander did not share the scientist’s enthusiasm.

“How do we know this individual is not a spy?”

The high ranking commander glanced at me for a brief second before turning his intense stare back to the Major.

“I say he’s a spy. Terminate him immediately!”

The Major didn’t hesitate to withdraw his firearm, but before he could point it in my direction the man in the lab coat pulled out a gun of his own and pressed it against the back of the high ranking commander’s head.

“I can’t let you do this. I’m taking this man to S7. If you don’t allow this to happen, I’ll kill you.”

The high ranking commander chuckled.

“Do you really think I care?”

“I’m betting my life on it.”

The high ranking commander was cool and calm. He took several seconds before addressing the Major.

“Stand down.”

The scientist pointed for me to get into the car, which I did. He continued to hold the gun on the two men while he quickly hopped in and pounded on the accelerator.

We raced past several buildings and the scientist made a sharp turn onto a dirt road that lead toward several towering mountains. He spoke in a serious tone as he drove.

“These stupid sons of bitches treat this like some kind of video game that they can just start over if they lose. They don’t seem to realize that there is no starting over! If this doesn’t work the world as we know it will end!”

I grew scared and frustrated.

“Can someone please clue me in as to what the hell is going on?”

“You’re about to find out.”

The scientist pulled a small device out of his pocket and pressed a button. To my amazement a small section of the mountain wall began rising up like a garage door and the scientist pulled the car into it. The interior of the mountain had been transformed into a gigantic hangar and to my amazement, sitting in the middle of it was a UFO.

The UFO was the size of a small house. It was incredibly smooth and was reflective as if covered in mirrored glass. There was a long, thin antenna like object protruding from the top of it, but otherwise, everything was one fluid piece.

“This object was shot down from the skies above rural Montana. It was brought here for further inspection.”

I stood in awe of the magnificent sight before me. The scientist had to physically usher me along with him. He led me to a large door and slid it open.

The squared room we walked into was large and there was a huge cell with thick steel bars plopped down in the middle of it. Standing inside the cell was an alien.

“The ship’s lone occupant was sent here as well.”

The pale grey alien was approximately five feet tall and incredibly thin and frail looking. It’s oval head seemed too big for its body. Its enormous black eyes took up the majority of its face. I saw no visible nose and nothing more than a slit for a mouth.

Next to the cell was an impressive computer tower. It was taller than the alien and was covered with blinking lights that seemed to bring an inappropriate festive feel to the situation.

“When the alien arrived, we thought it was dead. It showed no signs of life. But evidently, it had slipped into a form of hibernation. We assume it was playing dead as a defense mechanism. Since waking up, we’ve had several UFO’s similar to the one you just saw, breach our air space.”

The scientist approached the cell and pointed at the creature which was simply staring ahead, void of emotion.

“There’s an obvious communication gap between our species and theirs. We brought in world renowned scientist Professor Roland Vachon to bridge the communication gap. Professor Vachon seemed to think that the alien was attempting mental communication with us, but that our species was too primitive to comprehend the concept. Thus he created this.”

The scientist pointed to the blinking computer tower.

“He calls it the metabolic translator. He’s had minor breakthroughs and believes the alien communicated to him that the world would be destroyed if we didn’t do as it instructed. Professor Vachon was in the final stages of completing the device which would allow us to ascertain what we could do to save the world.”

The scientist removed the rubber disk from his pocket.

“Hopefully this is the final piece.”

The scientist walked over to the metabolic translator, took in a deep breath and inserted the rubber disk into a thin opening.

The room began reverberating as a low hum filled the air and a bright light emitted from the metabolic translator. In an instant my brain was overwhelmed with communication. I got the sense that the alien was dumbing down its dialogue so that we could understand, but there was no mistaking what its demands were. If we didn’t let it out of the cell and allow it to go back to its ship and take off, its species would destroy our planet.

It was clear from the scientist’s face that he had received the same message that I had, so I stated the obvious.

“Well, let it out!”

“I can’t! I’m just a scientist. This is a military installation. Only the military can do that.”

“We have to get them in here! If they experience what we just experienced…”

“Too late.”

The scientist and I both turned to see the high ranking military commander standing in the room flanked by the Major. I fully expected to be shot on the spot. I stood stock still as the high ranking commander gave the Major an order.

“Major…release the alien.”

The Major hurried to the cell. He ran a card key over the lock, pressed a few keys on a digital numeric pad and stepped back as the cell door swung open.

The alien glided through the air, out of the room and went directly into its craft without giving any of us a second glance. A small slit in the UFO’s side began to ripple like water as it slid open enough for the alien to enter the craft. In a flash the UFO was gone.

My mind was whirling as the high ranking commander approached me.

“What do you do for a living?”

“Uh, I stock mini-bars.”

The commander chuckled.

“Now that you’ve seen what you have, you have two choices. You can work for us. Or I can kill you.”

I’ve never been entirely sure as to whether the commander was serious or not, but regardless, I now work at Area 51.


MISSING PERSONS

The Psychic

Eagle Nest Island, TN is a tiny river town located on the banks of the Tennessee River. I was instantly taken with the ancient town’s beauty and southern charm. There was one small main street that housed an old-time grocery store, a bank, two restaurants, a bed & breakfast and the tiny sheriff’s office. I could see why people were drawn to it. It was like stepping back into time.

A dark cloud was cast over Eagle Nest Island seven years ago when a 15 year old local girl named Melissa Rose went missing. All the townsfolk from Eagle Nest Island and several surrounding towns banded together to search every nook and cranny of the heavily wooded area, but could find no signs of her. After some time, most assumed she drowned in the river and was washed away.

Nobody had suspected foul play. It was a small, peaceful town after all, but that mindset shifted one year later when another local girl named Jill Periwinkle never returned home after school. She was the same age as Melissa Rose. The last person to have contact with her reported that Jill had told them she was going to go hiking through the Eagle Nest forest.

Once again, the people in the area scoured the forest and river’s edge for any signs of Jill, but she was never found.

Things were quiet in Eagle Nest Island for the next year, until a 17 year old girl named Cheryl Lotus went missing. Unlike the other two girls, she was not local. She was passing through Eagle Nest Island with her parents while on vacation.

Cheryl had left her parents to stroll through the historic streets of Eagle Nest Island and never returned. They did find her shoe in the Eagle Nest Forest not far from the Tennessee River.

In the past several years, two more non-local girls in the age range of 15 to 18 have vanished without a trace in or around the Eagle Nest Island area. The latest girl to go missing was named Linda Marigold. She was last seen eating at one of the restaurants in Eagle Nest Island. A single glove that belonged to the girl was recovered in the Eagle Nest Forest. When I heard that bit of information I knew I could help solve the mystery of the missing girls from Eagle Nest Island.

My name is Miss Lavender. I’m a psychic. If I handle an object, I can often see the recent past of the last person to touch the item. Because of this ability I have been able to determine the fate of many missing persons over the years.

While my ability is indeed a gift, I have been subjected to some horrible visions. Many of the missing persons are deceased and unfortunately, I sometimes see their deaths many of which are nothing short of gruesome.

On a brighter note, I have been successful in reuniting several kidnapped children with their loved ones. And while I was not expecting a happy ending with the Eagle Nest Island cases, perhaps through my gift, I could see who or what was behind the disappearance of all those innocent girls.

When I arrived in Eagle Nest Island, I went directly to the small Sheriff’s office. The only man in the building was a tall gentleman in his early 60’s with salt and pepper hair.  He was quite fit and looked handsome in his tan uniform. He introduced himself to me as Sheriff Dusty Miller.

When I told the sheriff who I was and what my intentions were, I could see a hint of skepticism come over his face, but he kept up a friendly façade nonetheless and didn’t hesitate to take me up on my offer. When he asked me what I required I told him that I needed the girl’s glove and to be taken to the area it was found.

While the glove alone may give me a trace of the girl’s last moments, being with the object in the precise area it was found would likely generate more energy and give me a clearer picture.

Sheriff Miller didn’t hesitate. He retrieved the glove from the evidence room and then drove me to the thick woodlands known as Eagle’s Nest Forest.

The Sheriff and I walked deep into the forest and I could hear the streaming waters of the nearby Tennessee River. Sheriff Miller stopped and informed me that this was the area the glove was found. He slowly removed the glove from a cellophane bag and handed it to me.

The moment I touched the glove a thunderbolt of energy shot through my body and my eyes opened wide. I could see the missing girl! I could see everything!

I saw exactly what happened to her!


MISSING PERSONS

The Sheriff
My name is Sheriff Dusty Miller. I was under a lot of pressure from the town to do everything in my power to get to the bottom of the missing persons who were last seen in the Eagle Nest Island area. So when a psychic known only as Miss Lavender showed up in town claiming she could possibly be of assistance, I felt like I had no choice but to give her a chance. Of course, I didn’t believe in psychics. I knew it would be a waste of time, but at least I could say I tried.
Eagle Nest Island is a charming little town. Think Mayberry, but much smaller. People come from all around to spend a few hours in the town. Many feel like it’s a sample of a more simple life from days long past.
I’m only called Sherriff because I am the lone peace officer employed by the tiny town. People like me because I’m a friendly guy who does a good job at keeping the peace. Townsfolk feel safe when I’m around.
The multiple open missing person cases that stem through the Eagle Nest Island area have definitely cast a shadow over the town. It hasn’t hurt tourism though. Now people not only visit for the old-time charm, but also to see the town where girls went missing from. We get a lot of kooks who think the girls have been abducted by UFOs or that there is some kind of river monster that lurks around the town, but hey, their money is as good as anyone else’s. If they want to visit Eagle Nest Island, they’re just as welcome as everyone else.
When Miss Lavender massaged the missing girl’s glove with her hand, I could see her body jolt slightly before her expression became overwhelmed with shock.
Miss Lavender knew something. I could see it in her eyes. She knew exactly what happened! She took in a choppy breath before she spit out one word.
“You!”
I removed my revolver and shot Miss Lavender in the chest twice. When she fell to the ground I noticed that she was still alive, so I bent down and strangled that remaining life out of her.
I’d chop up her body, weight the pieces down and toss them in the river just like all the others.
Hopefully nobody in town saw Miss Lavender. That would make things easier. If the psychic’s family or friends reported her missing and claimed she came to Eagle Nest Island I would simply state that I never saw her. Easy enough. However, it would be another missing person connected to our town.
A few missing persons here and there was one thing, but the amount we had was starting to get out of hand. But I had a difficult time controlling my urges.
I like to kill young girls. The age range of 15 to 18 is the sweet spot for me. I’m the trusted town sheriff. It’s easy for me to lure them into the woods and kill them. I’m not a rapist or a pervert, so don’t get the wrong idea. I just enjoy watching innocent life seep from their sweet feminine eyes.
It’s an addiction. I’ve tried to stop, but haven’t been successful as of yet, although I was able to shift from local girls to tourist types. That took a little bit of heat off of me, but as the missing persons cases stack up, the more likely I get figured out.
I would do my killing in towns far from here, but I don’t plan these things in advance. I just follow the urge. When the urge is upon me, I have to strike!
They’ll catch me eventually. But in the meantime I’ll continue to play the role of friendly, hardworking peace officer…and giving into my urge whenever it beckons me.



CAVE DRAWINGS

I’m not your average 15 year old boy who wastes his days playing video games and surfing the internet. I guess I’m something of a throwback as I like to explore the vast forest behind my house. The forest is enormous and goes back miles and miles. My favorite spot amongst the forest is the cave.

The cave is a fifteen minute journey away. There’s a thin, gentle stream that runs through the center of the forest. The stream is shadowed by the enormous bluffs that run along one side of it.

Just across the stream, hidden in a deep alcove within the bluff’s wall is the cave’s small entrance. It’s about five feet tall and three feet across. It’s easy for me to get in through. Just beyond the entrance is what I refer to as the cave’s front room. It’s a big, open room about the size of a standard living room. The ceilings are approximately fifteen feet tall and the walls are smooth and rounded. The far corner of the back wall is stacked messily with large stones.

The cave is a neat place to hang out. It’s very quiet and super dark. I usually bring a flashlight or lantern with me if I know I’m going to be there long. The neatest thing about the cave is its temperature. It’s cool in the summer and warm in the winter. I enjoy sitting in there and relaxing. It’s so peaceful. When I’m in there I don’t think about stupid school stuff or worry about doing my chores. I’m just there with nature. It’s the definition of tranquility.

It was a Friday night when the storm came. The lighting was blinding and the thunder was one long never ending rumble. At one point there was a bright flash that seemed to be emitting from the forest behind the house and the ground shook. For a few seconds it felt like an earthquake. My dad said he thought that lightning had struck something within the forest.

The next day I was anxious to get out into the woods to see if I could find any evidence of where the lightning hit. It was when I reached the stream that I found it. There was a long, zigzag charred mark winding down the base of the cliff’s wall. It ended near the entrance to the cave. I was ultra-curious as to whether the lightning strike did any damage to the interior of the cave, so I hopped over the stream toward the cave’s entrance.

I pulled out my flashlight and began shining it around as I entered the cave. The first thing I noticed once inside was a harsh stuffiness in the air. It didn’t feel right and had a subtle rancid aroma about it. Honestly, it made me feel uncomfortable. There was something unnatural and negative about the energy I was feeling. My instinct told me to get out of there, but then the beam of my flashlight hit the back wall of the cave exposing the unexpected effect the lightning strike had on it.

The wall of the stones at the far end of the cave had collapsed revealing the passageway that it had been concealing! As unnerved as I was by the feeling within the cave, I was curious! I rushed to the opening of the passage and shined my flashlight down it.

The passageway within the cave was long and twisty. The walls of it consisted of sharp, jagged stones. The passage was short, about four feet high, but wide enough for me to walk down comfortably. I just had to stoop down in order to keep from hitting my head against the passage’s ceiling.

The passageway twisted and turned like mad. I could never see more than a few feet in front of me before it took another sharp turn. I must have been venturing through it for thirty minutes before I noticed the walls of the passage begin to grow smooth as they widened out and the roof grew higher. It was a gradual process, but eventually, I was able to walk fully upright and I could stretch my arms out to each side and not touch the walls.

It was about that time when I started coming across openings to other, much smaller passages that branched off of the main passageway I was in. I shined my flashlight down several of them. They were all small and cramped, probably about two feet high, but wide enough that If I wanted to, I could probably crawl down them and explore, but the walls were so tight and jagged I thought it best to stick to the comfort of the main passage I was in.

I had lost track of time, but didn’t care. I was astonished by the maze-like cave I was wandering down and when I turned a bend in the passage, I halted and my jaw dropped. Before me was a large, smooth wall with an array of cave drawings scattered over it.

I immediately recognized that these were not prehistoric cave drawings as the pictures on the wall appeared to be drawn with crayon. I had learned in my art class that crayons began being sold in the United States in the 1880’s, so that was the oldest these drawings could have been. Regardless, I was fascinated by them.

At the far end of the wall was the crude drawing of two little girls. One was dressed in blue. The other was dressed in green. They both had bright yellow hair and stick figure smiles on their faces. I assumed one of the little girls was the likely artist as the drawings were extremely elementary.

There were various pictures of the little girls next to some trees and next to mountains and standing next to a large black hole. I assumed that was supposed to depict the entrance to the cave.

It was then that the drawings began to take an ominous turn.

The word “EVIL” was scribbled in bold letters. Next to it was a drawing of the girl in blue holding a lantern. Revealed in the lantern’s light was a spectral figure. It was ghostly white. Its eyes were red and its mouth was unusually wide and black.

The next drawing depicted the creepy specter holding the little girl in blue upside down by the ankle.

The final drawing showed the little girl in green stacking large rocks against a wall, while on the other side of the rocks a ghostly figure was trying to claw its way out.

The drawings depicted in the cave were morbid and sent shivers through my body. I wanted to believe they were just the product of a little girl’s over imaginative mind, but I knew there was more to it than that. I could feel it. There was a heavy energy lingering in the air. Something wicked was with me.

It was then that I heard the wheezing behind me and could feel hot breath bouncing off the back of my neck. I spun around and found myself face to face with something unearthly! It appeared to be draped in a phantom-like, white cloak. Its eyes were red and orange and churning like walls of flame. Its eerie mouth was open wide and it let out a groaning cackle as I felt it clasp onto my ankle and begin dragging me through the passageway at lightning speed.

The coarse terrain of the passageway’s floor had pushed my t-shirt up to my neck and my bare belly and chest were being raked against the dirt and sharp gravel. I could feel my skin being shredded as the specter raced with me through the cave’s various passages.

When the phantom creature turned down one of the tiny shafts, I began screaming so loud that the echo of my terror made my ears ring. The shaft the specter was pulling me through was tight to begin with, but was quickly decreasing in size as it yanked me along. Now my back was scraping against the roof of the shaft and my arms being grated against each side of the spiny wall. I was still holding my flashlight in my outstretched hand and could see the trail of blood I was leaving behind.

The creature slowed. It was having a difficult time pulling me deeper due how wedged in the shaft I had become. I was astounded at how thin the shaft was around me. It would be difficult for a large cat to get through. I wasn’t sure how I was still fitting.

That’s when I came to a jarring halt and the ghostly creature released its grasp on my ankle. I could hear the specter’s deep, bellowing cackle grow distant before finally disappearing into endlessly deep shafts within the cave.

Whatever the ghostly entity in that cave was it was indeed evil as it clearly took immense pleasure in the torment it had created.

I was stuck. I was wedged so tight inside the passageway I couldn’t move a centimeter. My lungs could barely expand to get enough oxygen and I was panting for breath. My arms and legs had become twisted under my body and the excruciating pain told me that I had snapped multiple bones along the way.

There was no way I was getting out. I knew that if an army of people were able to reach me, they wouldn’t be able to get me loose unless they cut me up into multiple pieces.

I was done for.

The specter had its fun and had vacated the area. Void of its presence, the heaviness lifted and the air became crisp, light and peaceful as it should have been.

I turned off my flashlight and enjoyed the tranquility of the cave for the few final minutes I had before my twisted, jammed body expired.


ALLENSTOWN

I’m an appliance supply salesman. I was on my way to Chicago from Nashville for a convention. I could have flown, but wanted to save some money so I opted to drive instead.

It didn’t take me long to grow exceedingly bored with the interstate, so once I crossed over into Southern Illinois, I decided to exit the interstate and take the scenic route for a while.

I found the southern part of Illinois to be a harmonious mix of trees and fields and the back roads I found myself on were void of traffic. I had the road all to myself for many miles at a time. I became extremely relaxed and was enjoying the moment without a care in the world.

Then my low gas indicator beeped and ruined everything.

Most cars warning lights come on with plenty of mileage to spare. That’s not the case with mine which doesn’t bother to alert me until I’m very close to empty. I estimated that I could probably travel fifteen miles before I ran out of gas.

I wasn’t too concerned. I assumed the road I was on would take me near a gas station before long. Fourteen miles later, I was still in the middle of nowhere on a road lined with thick trees and no sign of a gas station or any form of civilization anywhere near.

“Dammit!”

I was mighty frustrated when my car started coughing and sputtering due to the lack of fuel. I had just enough gas left to pull over safely onto the side of the road. Once parked, I took out my phone to call for help, but quickly realized I had no cell service.

I was kicking myself for not being more aware of my gas gauge and thus allowing this situation to occur. But being aggravated wasn’t going to be helpful. I needed to get some gas.

It was early afternoon in September and was a bright sunny day, so I didn’t have to worry about nightfall for some time. I grabbed a small gas receptacle from my trunk and started walking down the road. I figured within half an hour I’d either find some form of civilization or another car would drive down the road and stop to help me.

I was wrong.

I had been walking for a couple of hours and there was no sign of life anywhere other than the chirping of birds and buzzing of insects. My frustration had officially transitioned into concern. I was hungry, thirsty, wasn’t sure where I was and the sun was beginning to drop lower in the sky.

What was I going to do?

It was about then that relief washed over me as I happened upon a small, green sign that read: ALLENSTOWN 1 MILE

I let out a deep breath along with a chuckle of joy. If Allenstown didn’t have a gas station at least I could find someone who could direct me to one if not drive me there.

Fifteen minutes later I reached another green sign that said “ALLENSTOWN” followed by an arrow that was pointing to a thin gravel road to the right, so I began walking down the road.

On the road to Allenstown I passed by a rather large cemetery. The odd thing about it was that all of the headstones were exactly the same shape and size and lined in perfect rows. There was something spooky about the conformity of it all and I was happy to get past it.

I then arrived to a large metal sign that must have been ancient as it was rust covered. Atop the sign were bold, faded letters that said “Welcome to Allenstown” and below it was a portrait of a family standing together and holding hands. There was an obvious father, mother, daughter and son. The creepy thing was that they were all faceless. As strange as I found it, I thought it was neat that they still displayed such a relic from the town’s past.

I walked past the sign and smiled when I saw the huge blue farm house. It was three stories tall and sat in front of several gigantic rusty silos. I figured somebody there could assist me so I started heading toward their front yard. That’s when I noticed that just next door to the house was a small, white church. I thought I’d try the church first. If someone was in there, surely they’d be able to help me out.

As I approached the entrance to the church and noticed that it had multiple broken windows, I guessed that it wasn’t in use. I gazed through one of the windows and my suspicion was confirmed. The multiple rows of pews, the altar, everything was caked in dust and cobwebs. It was rather eerie and that’s when I noticed the silence. There were no birds chirping and no insects buzzing. Everything was deathly quiet.

I spun around when the silence was shattered by the distant sound of old jazz playing. It was very tinny as if being played through a cheap speaker.

I let out a gasp when I saw the structure.

The music was coming from the house across the street which was simply a sight to behold. It was a large, Italianate gothic style house. It looked a lot like the house from the movie Psycho. But this house wasn’t weathered or worn, it was white.

There was a long brick walkway that was riddled with weeds. It led to the front door of the house, which was wide open. Obviously that combined with the music playing meant someone was home, so even though I was more than a little bit intimidated by the house, my dire need of assistance trumped my fears and I walked up to the front door.

I stood there in silence for a moment as I listened to the old, slow, jazz being played in the house and realized it had to be being played on a record player because the record was scratched and kept skipping back and playing the same ten second bit of the song over and over and over.

I stuck my head in just past the opening and peered around at the striking interior of the home. It was quite extravagant and clean. The marble floor was shining as though it had recently been mopped. There was a staircase just inside the door to my left that had hand carved oak rails. The place was breathtaking.

“Is there anybody home?”

Nobody responded immediately but I could hear loud creaks indicating that somebody was walking around upstairs.

“Hello? Is anybody here?”

I decided to call out one more time. If there was no response, I was going to try my luck at the big, blue farm house across the street.

“Hello?”

A dainty, female voice that clearly belonged to an elderly woman rang out from a distance.

“Come in.”

I stepped into the lavish house and began walking down the hall in the direction from which the voice came.

Each side of the hallway was decorated with ivory pillars that stretched all the way up to the thirteen foot ceilings. The hallway ended at a dining room with a long, fancy dining room table in its center. To the right of the dining room table was a glass patio door that revealed a massive, sparkling in-ground swimming pool outside. I could see someone lying out there in a lawn chair. The back of the chair was facing me so I couldn’t see the person, but I could see their chubby arm dangling off the side.

“That’s my husband.”

I startled and may have even let out a yelp as I whirled around. On the other side of the dining room, in an enormous kitchen with butcher block counters and floor to ceiling cabinets stood an elderly woman. She was petite, thin and frail in appearance. She wore a drab, black dress with an elaborate white collar. Her hair was puffy and white and her wrinkled skin hung off of her skeletal arms.

“I’m so sorry to intrude like this. I ran out of gas several miles down the road. Is there a gas station in Allenstown?”

She let forth with a wheezing laugh.

“A gas station in Allenstown? Don’t be silly.”

I held up my gas can.

“Well, is there someone who can drive me to the nearest gas station?”

The old woman revealed a toothless smile as she spoke.

“Not until after we eat dinner.”

The seemingly sweet old woman’s demeanor changed in an instant as she looked up at the ceiling and shouted with anger.

“Ferguson! Get down here! We have company!”

I could hear clomping footsteps above us as someone began moving around.

“Ma’am, I appreciate the offer but I don’t want to impose.”

She continued to smile as she waved me off.

“It’s no imposition!”

I shook my head.

“I’m sorry. I don’t have time for dinner. I just need to find someone who can take me to a gas station.”

The smile vanished from the old woman’s face and her beady eyes glimmered with hatred as she spoke in an ice cold tone.

“You will have dinner.”

This wasn’t an offer. It was a demand. This old woman meant business and I was slightly worried as to what might happen if I offended her, so I gave her my friendliest grin.

“Well sure. I’d love some dinner.”

In a flash the old woman’s face wrinkled up with joy.

“Wonderful! I hope you like cow brains and fish eye soup.”

I didn’t have a chance to ask the old woman if I heard her correctly when her gargantuan son Ferguson darkened the room.

Ferguson had to have been nearly seven feet tall. I made him out to be in his late 30’s. He was balding and had a long, messy beard that ended at his chest. He was wearing brown overalls with no shirt which exposed his hairy, tree trunk arms.

“Ferguson, go get your father! Dinner is nearly ready!”

Ferguson stomped through the dining room and slid the glass patio door open and stepped outside toward the man in the lawn chair. A waft of outside air seeped into the room and almost made me gag. It stank of decay and I watched on in horror as Ferguson pulled his father from the lawn chair.

His father was chubby and bloated. He was stiff as a board and I could see several spots on his rancid body that were bruised with clotted blood. When I saw the man’s face, I nearly vomited. His face was half rotten. Even from the distance I was standing I could see the wriggling of maggots crawling over the skull exposed portion of his face.

“You’ll love my husband. He’s quite the character.”

The elderly woman was still holding a grin. The very second she turned her back on me to open one of the kitchen cabinet doors, I darted down the hallway, out of the house and down the walkway. When I got to the street, I didn’t slow down. I rushed passed the blue farmhouse, the welcome sign and the cemetery. Once I got to the end of the gravel road that led to Allenstown, I saw a small car zooming my way from the direction my car was at.

I stepped out into the road, waving my hands emphatically. At this point I was willing to risk my life to get as far away from Allenstown as possible! Lucky for me, the car slowed to a stop and the driver leaned over and rolled down the passenger’s side window. He was an average sized man in his late 20’s with wavy black hair.

“You look like you can use a hand, get on in.”

I thanked him profusely as I got into the car. He motioned to the gas can in my hand.

“Did you run out of gas somewhere?”

“Yeah, several miles back. Is there a gas station around here?”

“About seven or eight miles up the road. Don’t worry, I’ll take you there and then drive you back to your car.”

I gave the man a pat on the shoulder.

“You’re a lifesaver buddy. You wouldn’t believe what I just experienced in that little town back there.”

“What little town?”

“Allenstown.”

The man’s eyes widened in shock.

“You were in Allenstown?”

“Yeah. Have you ever been there?”

“No way! Everybody around these parts knows to never go to Allenstown. But we’ve all heard stories. There’s something bad out there.”

“You don’t know the half of it!”

My story has a happy ending as the kind young man took me to a gas station and then back to my car. He even gave me directions on how to get to the interstate, which I stayed on for the remainder of my trip.


WE INTERRUPT THIS BROADCAST

It was 2:00am. I was lounging on my couch watching a stupid movie on TV that I was only half focused on. I normally was in bed by 10:00pm but had broken up with my boyfriend earlier in the night and wasn’t feeling relaxed enough to go to sleep. Fortunately, the movie I was watching was so bad it was definitely making me drowsy.

I was moments away from getting up and meandering to my bedroom when a loud, irregular buzz resonated from my TV accompanied by a color bar screen with a simple text overlay that read: WARNING EMERGENCY BROADCAST.

This was very strange. I was watching a streaming channel. I had never heard of a streaming channel being interrupted by an emergency broadcast-like warning before. I wondered if anyone else was experiencing this so I grabbed my phone to check various social media websites only to discover that my phone not only didn’t have a signal, it was completely dead.

As I tried to ascertain what was happening, the erratic buzzing sound from the TV was replaced with a man’s voice. He sounded like he was in a panic as he spoke.

“We interrupt this broadcast to warn you…”

His words transitioned into a terrified scream.

Suddenly, the color bars of the TV vanished and the image of an empty news desk emerged, coupled with an eerie hush. A few seconds later the empty news desk image flickered and the screen went black. From there an image appeared on the screen that read: PLEASE STAND BY.

As I stared at the silent screen wondering what was happening I was startled by the loud crack of static accompanied with a snowy static screen on my TV. The static screen was occasionally interrupted by an image that would appear for approximately one second. As the image flashed on the screen, I had to move closer to the TV to see exactly what it was. It would glimmer on and off so quickly it was difficult to make out, but it appeared to be a pale woman wearing a dirty, yellow dress. The woman had long, blond stringy hair that was covering her face. She was standing in a dingy boiler room of some sort.

After a couple of minutes, the static screen turned black and all was silent with the exception of a soft, faint feminine voice.

“We are here.”

The TV screen then went back to the silent Please Stand By image.

I began surfing through other streaming channels and every single one of them was showing the same Stand By image. Once in a while I would hear that distant voice crackle through the speaker.

“We are here.”

What was happening?

If I lived in a normal town, I could have looked out the window to see if there was anything unusual going on outside, but I lived in the middle of nowhere in a heavily forested area. My nearest neighbor was a five minute drive away and the closest town was thirty minutes from my house.

I was considering grabbing my car keys and driving to town to see if I could find something out. I was worried that maybe World War III had broken out or perhaps an asteroid was about to hit the earth. Sure, I was likely being a bit paranoid, but I figured better safe than sorry. I wasn’t going to be getting to sleep anytime soon anyway.

“I’ll be outside waiting for you.”

The voice was in the form of a dainty female whisper and was coming from my TV. The TV image was now steady on the blonde woman with stringy hair. This time she was holding a hatchet in one of her hands. The hatchet was dripping with blood.

The TV flipped to static again. While in the static mode, I could hear a deep, raspy voice singing the following lyrics.

“Go tell Aunt Rhody the old gray goose is dead.”

The picture then shifted back over to the color bars accompanied by silence.

I was more than a little creeped out. I picked up the TV remote controller and began pressing the power button to turn it off, but it wouldn’t shut off. I kept trying over and over but with no luck, so I hurried to the back of the TV to unplug it. The very moment my hand touched the cord, I screamed in pain from the electric shock.

“Ouch! Dammit!”

As I shook my hand in pain I held my gaze on the color bar image on my TV screen which was beginning to flash. It then went back to the still image of the empty newsroom only this time the news desk appeared to be smeared with blood.

The TV slowly changed to snowy static and then cut to a black screen. While on the black screen I could hear what sounded like a little girl screaming in horror. When the screen transitioned back to the pale woman with blonde hair who was standing in the boiler room, her voice was clear.

“Here I come.”

The woman slowly turned and stepped out of frame.

I was dumbfounded and spoke aloud.

“What the hell is going on?”

That’s when I heard the knock at my front door. It was a slow, methodical knock, but heavy and thudding as if someone were pounding their fist on the door.

Look, I know that there was no way the woman from the TV was outside knocking on my door. That was impossible.

Wasn’t it?

Regardless, I was startled. Again, I was in the middle of nowhere. It was unusual for anyone to knock on my door at any time let alone two o’clock in the morning!

I deliberately walked to the door and put my face close to it.

“Who is it?”

I assumed it was my nearest neighbors. They were a married couple in their 50’s. They were very friendly and being that I was a woman living alone in the woods, they made a point to stop by occasionally just to see how I was doing. They were quite thoughtful like that.

There was no answer. So I called out louder.

“Who is it?”

Again, no reply. That immediately told me it was not my neighbors at the door. They would have made their presence known.

I flipped on the porch light and pushed the front window curtain to the side so that I could see out. There was no car in my driveway. And I saw nobody on my porch.

I dashed to my bedroom and pulled my .38 revolver from my bed stand drawer. When I returned I gasped upon noticing that the front door was wide open.

I immediately held my gun up in the ready position and stepped outside onto my porch. I gazed around but saw no sign of anyone out there. I stood silently for a good minute listening. It was difficult to move around in the forest without my ears detecting the movement, but I heard nothing. I went back inside, shut the door behind me and locked it tight.

My house was small. There was just one bedroom, a bathroom, a living room, a kitchen and a storage closet. I had just come from my bedroom and passed by the bathroom along the way, so nobody could be in those rooms. I was standing in the living room and could see everything in the attached kitchen clearly. That just left the storage closet which was in the darkened corner of the kitchen.

I kept my gun pointed and my finger on the trigger as I slowly made my way through the kitchen toward the storage closet. As I got closer I was listening intently for any signs of someone stirring around inside there, but I heard nothing but silence.

When I reached the door, I pressed my ear against it and listened.

Nothing.

My heart was beating out of my chest. I could feel sweat beading on my forehead. If someone was in my house, this is where they were. I turned the doorknob with my sweaty hand and pushed the door open.

The storage closet is about the size of a standard walk-in bedroom closet. But here’s the thing, it is lit with a pull-string light bulb that is positioned in the middle of the closet. Which means in order to turn it on, I have to step a few feet into the pitch black closet, feel around for the cord and pull it to get light.

I had to know if somebody was in there so I moved forward into the closet. I was pointing my gun in the darkness with one hand and feeling around for the dangling cord with the other. A huge blast of static sound coming from the TV made me let out a scream. The TV screen had transitioned again to white snowy static and the bright light from the screen cast a subtle glow within the storage closet. And in the corner of the closet I saw the woman in yellow.

I pointed the gun at the woman and fired off two quick shots. The closet filled with the distinct scent of gunpowder as I fumbled around for the light string. Finally, I found it and pulled the light on to reveal that I had fired two shots directly through the chest of one of my favorite dresses.

There was nobody in the closet other than me.

As I let out a deep breath and wiped the sweat from my face with my forearm I could hear a loud electronic warbled sound coming from the TV. I made my way back into the living room and watched as the TV screen flickered between static and the boiler room image. After one loud hiss of static and a few seconds of snow, the screen settled on the boiler room.

Everything was intensely silent. The blonde woman was standing in the center of the boiler room. Blood was pouring out of the two gunshot wounds in her chest. Then the silence was shattered by a feminine giggle that slowly transformed into an artificially deep tone.

The TV screen faded to black and the laughter stopped. An eerie hush dominated the room. Within a few seconds the image of colored bars appeared on the TV screen with a text overly which read: WE NOW RETURN YOU TO YOUR REGULARLY SCHEDULED DIMENSION.

That image remained for a few seconds, before a blinding flash made me squint. And then just like that my TV was normal again, showing that same stupid movie I was watching before the weirdness began.

The next day I was hoping to hear widespread reports of others having similar bizarre experiences to the one I had, but there was not a peep anywhere.

Was I the only one it happened to?

I’ll never be able to explain what occurred that night. All I can say is that I hope I never experience anything like it ever again.

So, if you’re ever watching TV late at night and see an emergency broadcast warning come across your screen…good luck.


HYPNOSIS

The Subject John

I went to a stage hypnosis show with a group of my college friends. I had never been to one before but heard they were a lot of fun, so I was excited.

At the beginning of the show the hypnotist came out on stage.  He was just an ordinary looking man wearing blue jeans, an untucked dress shirt and a dark red blazer. His brown hair was thinning and he held a constant, enthusiastic grin on his face. He was very personable and came across as a friendly salesman. The hypnotist referred to himself as Amazing Phil.

Amazing Phil gave us a quick rundown of what hypnosis is. He rambled on about how anybody could be hypnotized as long as they were willing to relax and concentrate. He explained that the people he hypnotized would go into a deep physical, mental and psychological relaxation that would make them extremely responsive to suggestion.

I remember that he kept saying that the people who would have the most fun that night would be the participants. He used the word fun a lot. “Who wants to have fun? Are you ready to have fun?” and so on. Eventually he said that he wanted everyone who was willing to be hypnotized and to ham it up and have fun, to come up on the stage.

I’m all about having some fun. My friends would refer to me as a major ham. I like to do things to make people laugh. I crack a lot of stupid jokes, I’ll dance around like a fool, I’m a horrible singer, but that doesn’t stop me from singing karaoke just to see the audience’s hilarious reaction to my dreadful singing voice. I have absolutely no shame. I would do anything for a laugh and that’s the kind of person it sounded like the hypnotist preferred for a participant, so I was more than willing to volunteer.

There were about twenty five people on the stage at first. The hypnotist circled us as he spoke in a smooth, calming voice. He kept telling us to relax every muscle in our body and not to do anything to hinder said relaxation. As he did this he kept eyeing all of the subjects closely. He said that if he tapped anyone on the shoulder, for them to go back to their seat in the audience. He mentioned he only wanted the cream of the crop, the most suggestive of the subjects. By the time Amazing Phil was finished with the weeding out process, there were only twelve of us left.

Amazing Phil had all of us sit side by side in a row of chairs. He then instructed us to stare up at one particular light that was shining down on the stage. At that point he began stepping in front of each seated person. He’d stare at them for a second and then say one little word.

“Sleep.”

Immediately upon saying the word, the person would collapse into their chair like jello. Some of them would be so relaxed they would actually flop down onto the floor. The audience was roaring with laughter. I was giggling a bit too. I wasn’t sure whether the people were really hypnotized or just going along with it, but either way it was funny.

I was sitting in the very last seat in the row. By the time Amazing Phil got to me, everybody else had collapsed into a deep slumber. I felt a little anxious because I was not hypnotized. I was completely unfazed. I was contemplating whether to confess to not being hypnotized or to play along when Amazing Phil reached me. He looked me deep in the eyes and asked me a question.

“Do you think you’re hypnotized?”

I chose to tell him the truth. I was disappointed that I wouldn’t be able to be part of the fun. I was looking forward to performing for the audience and making them laugh. I also didn’t want to disappoint Amazing Phil. I hoped he wouldn’t feel embarrassed that he wasn’t able to hypnotize me. Regardless, I was completely honest with him.

“No. I’m sorry, I’m not hypnotized.”

Amazing Phil smiled and held out his hand for me to shake and I reciprocated.

“What’s your name?”

“My name is John.”

“I always liked the name John. Now sleep!”

I felt Amazing Phil tug on my hand and then everything went black. It was like I was floating in the blackness of space. I felt tranquil and mellow.

A loud snap of fingers woke me from blackness and I found myself lying on the stage floor. I could hear the audience laughing exuberantly. I looked around and saw my fellow hypnotized subjects scattered about as well. They were all slowly rising from sleeping states and appeared to be as confused as I was.

“Sleep!”

I was back in the darkness. So black. So relaxing. Soothing. Peaceful.

Upon hearing the snap of fingers I opened my eyes and heard the audience having a laughing fit. It took me a few seconds to realize that I was cuddled up on the floor next to a busty blonde whose breasts I was using as pillows. I slowly raised my head up and looked the blonde in the eyes. I could tell she was mortified. I was about to apologize when I heard Amazing Phil yell out.

“Sleep!”

Blackout. The soothing comfort of emptiness.

A cracking sound of fingers snapping caused me to open my eyes. Every person in the audience was looking at me and laughing. I gazed around at the other people on stage. They too were amused. Some were pointing at me. I noticed that many of them were focused on my body so I slowly tilted my head down to see that I was shirtless.

I’m a skinny guy. Some have described me as bony. I am not comfortable with showing off my body and I never take my shirt off in public. Never! I was quite embarrassed to find myself half naked in a theater full of people who were staring at me. Amazing Phil was having a good laugh too as he approached me and asked me how I felt.

“I don’t remember anything.”

“Good, that’s just the way I want it. Sleep!”

Again, darkness. Serenity.

A snap of fingers and I was on stage again. Thankfully, I was fully clothed and was seated between two attractive women. One of them was the busty blonde whose breasts I had gotten familiar with earlier. The other was a black haired vixen with an athletically trim body. The women were rubbing my chest and confessing their love for me. Suddenly, the busty blond began unzipping my pants! I was a little embarrassed and I guess my shocked expression was humorous because the audience burst out in laughter at my reaction. But the embarrassment didn’t last long. I felt Amazing Phil place his hand on my shoulder and he whispered into my ear.

“Sleep.”

Floating in an empty space of calmness.

With the loud snap of fingers I awoke on stage to an audience giving a standing ovation. I looked around at my fellow hypnosis subjects. Some were laughing and enjoying the moment while others seemed perplexed. I was part of the latter.

I was in a bit of a foggy daze as I walked back to the audience and joined my friends who were all having a jolly fine time. They were cracking up and patting me on the back. Whatever I did gave them a lot of enjoyment, so at least there was that. It wasn’t until later when I was alone in my dorm with my roommate that I confessed about how I couldn’t remember what happened. He was happy to clue me in.

According to him, when I was initially told to sleep, I fell out of my chair and collapsed like a sack of potatoes onto the floor. Amazing Phil brought us out of our snooze for a moment and then made us sleep again and encouraged us to get as comfortable as possible. That’s when I cuddled up next to the busty blonde and found a resting place between her breasts.

Later Amazing Phil singled me out and convinced me that I had the most muscular body in the world. Apparently, much to the delight of the crowd, I removed my shirt and began doing a Mr. Universe routine on the stage.

Toward the end of the show Amazing Phil told the two cute girls next to me that I was the most attractive man in the world and that they were madly in love with me and had to do anything in their power to make me choose them. The busty blonde girl unzipped my pants and then she straddled me! That’s when Amazing Phil snapped them out of it.

It was insane to me that I couldn’t remember anything I did while in the trance and quite frankly I felt ashamed and a little bit violated. But at least the audience enjoyed my antics and had a good time. I took solace in that fact.

The following morning I woke up feeling extremely rested. My roommate was already gone. I had no classes that day and was planning on just chilling and maybe going to the movies. I stood up, stretched, got dressed and reached for the door. The second I touched the doorknob I found myself back in darkness, completely relaxed. I felt like a puff of smoke moving effortlessly through space without any control.

I opened my eyes and found myself standing on the roof of a very tall building. And I was a lot closer to the edge than I would have preferred!

I quickly backed up to the safety of the middle of the roof and peered around at my surroundings. I wasn’t on campus. I was in a city not too far from my college. I could see a large flashing sign on the roof near me that indicated I was atop the Voorhees Hotel, the biggest, most luxurious hotel around.

I had no idea how I got there. I also had no idea why I was holding a latex clown mask in my hand.

Obviously, this was some kind of an after effect of the hypnosis I was under from the previous night. I knew I had to find Amazing Phil and find out exactly what was going on, but the moment that thought entered my mind I instantly discarded the ridiculous idea. Amazing Phil was a wonderful, trusting man. There was no need for me to find him and bother him. I wished him well.

It was then that I knew exactly what I had to do. I needed to throw away the clown mask, go back to my dorm and take a long nap. When I woke up I knew I would feel rested and normal and wouldn’t even remember being on the rooftop of the Voorhees Hotel. I’d simply go back to my ordinary life and it would be just like it always was. I would never worry about Amazing Phil or the hypnotic state I was in ever again.


HYPNOSIS

The Subject Roxanne
I was on a second date with a nice man named Brent. He worked at a bank. He was always well-dressed and polite. I liked him. One of the things that I liked most about Brent was that he looked at my eyes when he talked to me. I’m rather busty so most men have a tendency to glance, if not stare at my boobs when we talk. But not Brent. I thought that was a good sign.
Brent suggested we go to a show for our second date. I had no idea it was going to be a stage hypnosis show. When the hypnotist, who went by the moniker of Amazing Phil, asked for volunteers, Brent strongly encouraged me to participate. He thought I would make for a good subject because I told him I enjoyed spending a lot of time meditating.
I was a little reluctant, but Amazing Phil kept drilling home the fact that the subjects would have more fun than anyone. The primary reason I agreed was because I thought I might learn a trick or two about reaching a deeper meditation level.
I made it through Amazing Phil’s initial thinning of volunteers and found myself sitting in a chair staring at an overhead light. I was able to relax easily and felt myself reaching a trance-like state quickly. I barely heard Amazing Phil’s voice in front of me.
“Sleep.”
Everything went dark. I felt like I was in the deepest depths of the ocean and was drifting down further and further. But I wasn’t scared. I was calm.
After hearing a snap sound, I woke up lying on the stage. I didn’t remember lying down on the stage. I was confused.
“Sleep!”
The ocean was so dark. I couldn’t see anything. I could just feel myself dropping deeper into the water. I had no stress. I felt free.
I heard a snap and found that I was still on the stage floor, but there was a skinny young man who appeared to be ten years younger than myself cuddling with me. He was resting his head on my boobs. When he lifted his head and looked me in the eyes he appeared to be embarrassed.
“Sleep!”
The black ocean was swallowing me in peacefulness. I had never felt so relaxed.
Snap!
I opened my eyes. I was standing alone in the center of the stage. My shirt was halfway unbuttoned. The audience was cheering.
I quickly closed my shirt and buttoned it back up as I looked around the stage at the other volunteers. They were sitting in chairs and all held the same catatonic stare.
“Sleep!”
The black ocean of tranquility was absorbing me. Every muscle in my body was shut off. I was numb. Carefree.
Snap!
I let out a breath of shock when I woke up sitting in the skinny young man’s lap. His pants were unzipped and one of my hands was resting on his crotch!
I was appalled as I looked over at the Amazing Phil who was watching on and laughing. Upon seeing my stunned expression, he stifled his laughter long enough to speak.
“Sleep!”
The most calming wave of tranquility washed over me and I was consumed by the pitch black water I was falling through.
Snap!
The audience was on their feet clapping, whistling and cheering. They certainly had a good time. Unfortunately, I couldn’t remember most of what happened and the bits I did were humiliating.
I walked off the stage to Brent who was laughing so hard he was crying. On the drive home he kept referring to me as Hot Lips. When I asked him why, he explained that Amazing Phil told me I was the best stripper in the world and when he asked me what my stage name was I replied “Hot Lips!” I then proceeded to put on a strip show. Amazing Phil stopped me before I could take my shirt all the way off.
Brent couldn’t stop laughing as he went on about the skinny young man nestling up to me and finding comfort in my boobs and cracked up even more when he spoke of me unzipping the poor boy’s pants and then straddling him.
I couldn’t believe I did those things. That wasn’t the type of person I was. At least, I didn’t think it was. I felt very uncomfortable and sullied.
Brent dropped me off at home and I told him goodnight. I could never go out with him again. Not after he saw me behave the way I did, even though that wasn’t the real me. Or was it? I didn’t know. I was quite confused.
As I stepped up to my front door and placed my hand on the doorknob, I felt lightheaded. I immediately started looking around to make sure nobody else was nearby. And then everything went black.
I woke up the next morning alone in a strange room. I was lying in a bed half covered with sheets and I was completely naked. I spotted my clothes in a ball on the floor. I jumped out of bed grabbed them and rapidly put them on.
Where was I?
I looked around at my surroundings. I was in a hotel room. I had absolutely no memory of how I got there. I didn’t drink or do drugs so an intoxicated blackout could be ruled out. I wasn’t the one night stand type either. So this was a situation that was unfamiliar to me.
Why was I there? Why couldn’t I remember anything?
Then it dawned on me. This had to have something to do with me being hypnotized the previous night!
The very second that thought entered my mind I realized how stupid I was being. Amazing Phil was a wonderful, trusting man. There was nothing for me to be worried about.
At that point I knew exactly what I had to do. I had to get home as quickly as possible. Once I got there I was to lie down in bed and take a long nap. I knew when I woke up from the nap I would feel rested. More rested than I had ever been in my entire life. I wouldn’t remember being in the hotel room. I would just go back to regular life and would never worry about Amazing Phil or being hypnotized by him ever again.



HYPNOSIS

Amazing Phil
I love my job.
My name is Phil Welsh but I’m better known by my stage name, Amazing Phil. I’m a stage hypnotist. In my earlier days I was a hypnotherapist who specialized in helping people stop smoking, lose weight, conquer bad habits, those types of things.
Gradually, I started getting involved in stage hypnosis. The money is good, the work is steady, it doesn’t demand too much of my time and I’m my own boss. The cherry on top is that it’s a hell of a lot of fun!
When I do a stage show I pick my subjects very carefully. I believe most people spend half of their life in a trance-like mode anyhow, so it doesn’t take much for me to get them into an overly suggestive state. But there are definitely traits I look for in my subjects. I prefer to work with people who are extremely focused and aren’t fidgety. I’m looking for people with blank expressions who blink slowly and have a natural deep breathing pattern. Pre-relaxed is one way of putting it. Those who meditate often are perfect.
Early on during my previous night’s show I zeroed in on John. He fell into a hypnotic state quickly and never even knew it. His mind was extremely pliable and he didn’t hesitate to do anything I suggested. When he stated that he didn’t remember what was happening to him I danced a little jig in my mind.
Most subjects remember what they do while under hypnosis. It’s rare when they forget everything. I learned a long time ago that I can use such subjects to do anything I want. And I mean anything.
After the show was over, I pulled John aside and filled his head with instructions. His instructions would be activated the moment he touched the doorknob of his dorm room during a time when he was all alone.
The instructions were simple. John was to go to a nearby novelty store and buy a latex mask. He was then to put on the mask, go to a bank, pass the teller a note demanding she fill a sack with money and then run away once he had the money in hand.
After leaving the bank I had him remove the mask and weave his way around town to ensure that he wasn’t being followed. Once he felt the coast was clear he was to meet me on top of the Voorhees Hotel. If he was confident that someone had spotted him he was to jump off of the hotel to his death. Otherwise he was to hand me the sack of money.
Luckily, John turned out to be a good bank robber and got away scot-free. I relieved him of the cash and left him with final instructions. He would have no recollection of robbing the bank. If he became confused and entertained the thought that said confusion was an after effect of the hypnosis I had put him under the previous night and thus felt compelled to locate me for answers, those thoughts would immediately be flushed from his mind and be replaced with the notion that Amazing Phil is a wonderful, trusting man and that there is no need to find him and bother him. As a matter of fact, he would do nothing other than wish me well.
After that, John was to discard the mask and take a long nap at his dorm. Upon waking up, he would simply go back to his mundane life per usual and never give me or his hypnotic after effects another thought.
It’s unusual for me to find two subjects in the same show who are so easily suggestible and have no memory of the hypnosis, but I could tell by the puzzled expression on Roxanne’s face when I brought her out of the trance the first time that she had no clue what was happening to her.
I made a point to put Roxanne in various sexual situations on stage to test her willingness. As Hot Lips the stripper she was ready to bare all. Had I not halted her during the next assessment, she may very well have raped John right there on the stage.
I should mention that I’m a sucker for women with large breasts. Roxanne’s were perfection and I wanted to see them.
I stealthily interacted with Roxanne after the show and gave her a set of instructions. Once she touched the doorknob to her house she was to scan the area to make sure nobody was around. She’d then drive to the Voorhees Hotel and come up to my room. There she would provide a striptease for me and show me everything she was hiding behind those clothes.
If Roxanne were to experience confusion the following day and pondered my participation she would cast those thoughts aside and realize that Amazing Phil is a wonderful trusting man. She’d then go home, take a nap and never concern herself about me or the hypnotic effects ever again.
Yes. I do love my job.



WHAT’S BEHIND THE SECRET DOOR?

I’m a real estate investor and recently purchased an abandoned home that had been sitting empty for over 40 years. The previous owner was a well-respected scientist who many considered to be a genius. There’s a mysterious aspect to the scientist though as he suddenly vanished without a trace. Evidently the area had quite a problem with people going missing around that time and he was simply chalked up as just another missing person.

The house was likely beyond repair, but I didn’t purchase the property for the house. I purchased it for the land. I had plans to have the house demolished and to build a condominium on the lot. But first I wanted to thoroughly inspect the house to make sure there wasn’t anything of value worth saving.

The home was a two story Tudor style house that had a medieval feel to it. It was probably quite striking back in its heyday but now had been beaten down by nature and neglect. The roof was rotted and partially collapsed. Most of the windows were shattered. The once light colored exterior was now overtaken by green mold.

As I opened the door and stepped inside I was met by the stench of damp mildew and rotted wood. This wasn’t unexpected and I didn’t let it deter me from rummaging through the house.

The fact that the scientist had disappeared unexpectedly was evident as the structure was fully furnished, though most of it was ruined by moisture. The bathrooms still possessed toilet tissue. The kitchen cabinets were full of food boxes that had been ripped apart and emptied by the countless mice that had called this place home over the decades.

The only thing I found that was salvageable was a vast amount of clothing that was protected by the elements within the tight closets I found them in. I was surprised at how well persevered most of it was. I figured I’d box it up and donate it to a clothing shelter.

When I was emptying out the last closet, I noticed something off about the back wall. It was covered with a thin layer of cheap wood paneling, and the paneling seemed to be slanting upward as if it were just sitting there and not actually secured to the wall. I thought it might be possible that the paneling was there with the purpose of concealing something, so I pulled it out. I was hoping to find something of worth. I wasn’t expecting to find a door.

I assumed the purpose of a secret door tucked away at the back of a closet would be to hide something valuable. I pulled the door open expecting to find a small cubby area meant for nothing other than storing items. I certainly wasn’t expecting to see a flight of stairs that descended down into darkness. Things were getting more interesting by the second!

I grabbed a flashlight out of my car and decided to investigate. The staircase consisted of fifteen wooden steps. I followed them down to a concrete floor and shined my flashlight around.

Once again, my assumption of what I would find was completely inaccurate. I figured the stairs would lead to a standard basement, but instead they led to an office.

The office was dusty and covered with cobwebs. There were multiple metal filing cabinets lining the walls, but my eyes were drawn to the large desk along with an office chair behind it. Atop the desk were stacks of books. Many appeared to be scientific in nature. There was an open journal in the center of the desk that that had a pen lying on top of it. I stepped over to the desk, shined my flashlight down onto the journal and dusted it off.

The topic within the journal was the stuff I would expect from some cheesy science fiction film from the 1950’s. It was all about transferring one person into another person’s body. And it didn’t just appear to be the rambling theory of a madman. There were precise instructions as to how to attempt such an act.

This journal was going to make for some fascinating reading, but it could wait. I wanted to see if I could find anything else interesting within the office. That’s when I noticed a door at the far end of the room.

Being that I would assume it to be nothing more than a closet had me excited because I hadn’t been right yet! Why should that door be any different?

I slowly opened the door and low and behold it definitely was not a closet. It was something far more fascinating. It was another room. And at the far end of the room was a jail cell. A standard old-time jail cell one might expect to find in an old west sheriff’s office. The jail cell was empty and the door to the cell was slightly ajar.

What in the world was a jail cell doing in this house?

At the far end of the jail cell room I saw another door. Perhaps whatever was behind that door would provide some answers.

I gently pushed the door open and shined my light within. The room was massive. I stepped inside and my jaw dropped at what I was seeing. It was a gigantic laboratory. In keeping with the 1950’s sci-fi movie vibe, I felt like I was on movie set. This was literally a mad scientist’s lab!

There were gigantic adjustable lights overhead, several operating tables, monitors, a tesla coil and large switches attached to the walls. There were hundreds of beakers of every shape and size anyone could imagine. Some were filled with liquids of varying colors. There were more stacks of books adorning the majority of the desks in the room and there was an entire shelving unit that had countless glass jars filled with brains! The far end of the lab housed what appeared to be a crematorium furnace.

The centerpiece of the room was the two chairs sitting side by side in the middle of it. They were very much like barber’s chairs. Hanging by a multitude of wires above each chair was a gray, helmet-like object clearly meant to fit over someone’s head. I could easily conclude as much due to the fact that the helmets were actually affixed to the skulls of the skeletons sitting in each chair.

One of the skeletons was wearing a lab coat. That was obviously the scientist. It seems he and his subject both fell victim to the mad scientist-like experiment.

A chill went through my body when I remembered the fact that there were so many missing people in the area around the time of the scientist’s disappearance. Obviously this crazy bastard had been kidnapping people, holding them hostage in a jail cell and then experimenting on them. Once failing to achieve his ultimate demented goal, he disposed of his subjects in the furnace.

I had truly stumbled upon a house of horrors.


MY LITTLE BOY SCARES THE HELL OUT OF ME

I’m afraid of my son. As a matter of fact, he scares the hell out of me.

My son’s name is Cody. He’s 8 years old. He used to be the happiest, friendliest and most thoughtful little boy in the world. But that all changed when we moved into our new house in Round Lake Beach, Illinois.

I was in an abusive marriage. I put up with my husband’s cheating and I even learned to live with him physically abusing me. But when he started hitting my 8 year old little boy, that was the last straw.

The divorce was easy. I got everything, including full custody of our son. I declined alimony because I didn’t want that man to have anything to do with me or my little boy ever again. In order to make sure contact was broken completely, I decided to move to a different state that I had no connection to. I literally threw a dart at a map and that’s how I chose Round Lake Beach.

I got a wonderful deal on a split level home. It was bigger than what I needed, but it was too much of a bargain to pass up.

The front door to the house led directly to a spacious living room. Off of the living room was a modest sized kitchen. At the far end of the living room were two sets of stairs, one going upstairs and one going downstairs. Upstairs were three bedrooms and a full bathroom. Downstairs was a finished basement. There was a small door in the basement which led to a gravel lined crawlspace which I thought might come in handy for storage. Ultimately, I decided to use the basement as a play area for Cody.

My next door neighbors were named Dave and Marge. They were close to my age and extremely friendly. They welcomed us with a plate of homemade cookies and Marge volunteered to help get me familiar with the area.

I had no trouble finding a job that paid well and Cody was adamant that he was enjoying his new school and making a lot of new friends. For the first few months, everything was nearly perfect. And then I saw the first unusual drawing.

Cody liked to sit downstairs in the play area and draw pictures. That activity would sometimes keep him occupied for hours on end. Most of his drawings were positive. Lots of them were of me and him hand and hand outside our new home. He always depicted both of us with happy faces. Once complete, he’d hang them up on the wall to display.

It was a Friday. Cody was at school and I had the day off. I planned on using the majority of the day to clean the house. I started downstairs in the play area.

I smiled as I saw Cody’s latest drawings hanging on the wall. There was one very detailed drawing of the front of our house amidst a bright, sunny day. Next to that was a picture of me cooking dinner with a smile on my face. But it was the last drawing that gave me pause.

The picture was of a male figure with short dark hair and dressed in black. Cody had colored the man’s eyes black and he had no mouth. The most disturbing thing was that the man appeared to have a noose hanging around his neck.

I immediately began telling myself that I shouldn’t be concerned. It wasn’t uncommon for little boys to draw pictures of monsters and scary scenes, but I couldn’t help but take notice since it was such a far cry from the normal themes he depicted in his drawings.

The following day, I found three new pictures hanging on the wall. The black eyed, mouthless man in black was in all of them. In the first picture he was dangling in a lifeless state from a noose. In the second picture he was standing next to a woman who was lying at his feet and had a pale blue face. In the third picture the mouthless man was standing next to a bed looking down at the person who was sleeping in the bed, which appeared to be…me.

The sound of gravel shifting around from behind the crawlspace door startled me. I spun around and stared at the door.

“Cody?”

Cody immediately responded.

“I’m upstairs in my room.”

Another rustle of gravel, followed by yet another put my nerves on edge. It sounded like someone was moving around in my crawlspace. I hurried to the crawlspace door, opened it and flipped on the light.

The crawlspace was empty. I chalked up the experience as a mouse scurrying about.

I went upstairs to Cody’s room and found him sitting on the edge of his bed holding an expressionless face as he stared blankly at the wall.

“Cody?”

He slowly turned his head toward me and stared at me coldly.

“Yes, mother.”

“Who is the mouthless man in black in your pictures?”

“Mr. Mortimer.”

“Mr. Mortimer? Is that someone you saw on TV?”

Cody shook his head.

“Cody, who is Mr. Mortimer?”

“He used to live here.”

Cody turned his head and went back to staring at the wall. His next words were faint, but clear.

“He still lives here.”

That night a loud creaking noise woke me up. It sounded like it was coming from directly above my bed. Once I was fully awake it stopped.

Over the next several days, Cody began to grow distant. He rarely smiled. As a matter of fact, his expression was usually void of emotion. And he all but stopped talking to me. When he would speak, his words would be short and to the point.

One night as I passed by the bathroom I halted when I saw Cody standing in front of the sink. From my vantage point, I could see exactly what he was doing. The sink was filled up with water and he was holding a small stuffed bear under the water.

“Cody, what are you doing?”

Cody turned his head and stared blankly at me. He then stepped deliberately toward me and shut the bathroom door in my face. I could then hear him lock it.

My little boy was drowning his stuffed animal. There was no doubt about that. Why was he doing that? Why the sudden disturbing change in his behavior? It was like he was a different person.

I went downstairs to see if there were any new pictures hanging on the wall. To my dismay there was one. It was the mouthless man in black. He appeared to be drowning a woman in a tub of water.

I let out a squeal of shock when I heard the loud stirring of gravel coming from behind the crawlspace door. It sounded like someone was inside there crawling around over the gravel floor. When I opened the door and turned on the light, the crawlspace was empty.

The next morning I woke up to a loud swaying creaking sound from above me. Again, the sound stopped once I opened my eyes. When I went downstairs to the play area and saw the new picture on the wall, I broke out in goosebumps. It was the mouthless man in black hanging from a noose above my bed while I slept.

I spooked when the phone rang. It was Cody’s school. They informed me that they were concerned about his behavior. It turns out that while the class was discussing swimming, Cody raised his hand. When he was called on to speak he said “I wish I could drown everyone.”

The school suggested I have Cody speak with the school psychiatrist. I was fully on board with that and made an appointment. In the meantime, I wasn’t sure how to handle Cody’s increasingly disturbing behavior. Especially since I was becoming fearful of him.

As I would do chores around the house, I’d notice Cody peeping around corners, watching me. He’d stealthily follow me wherever I went, usually staying out of view. It felt like Cody was stalking me.

One morning when I woke up to the loud steady creak of the invisible noose swaying above me, I saw Cody standing in my doorway with his eyes fixed on me.

“Cody?”

He responded with a whisper.

“I’m not Cody.”

Those were the last words I heard him speak for some time. When I tried to talk to him, he’d just stare at me with distant eyes that almost seemed to belong to somebody else.

I was scared. I was frightened by my own son. I tried to tell myself he would never do anything to hurt me, but honestly I wasn’t convinced.

I told my next door neighbor Marge about what was happening. She had a theory.

“Some of the kids at school probably told Cody about Mr. Mortimer. It probably scared him.”

“Mr. Mortimer! That’s the name Cody gave to the mouthless man in black in his pictures.”

Marge stared at me for several seconds as she came to a realization.

“You don’t know about the person who owned this house before you did, do you?”

I shook my head. I had no clue.

“He was so creepy. I didn’t see him often, thank God, but when I did I could just tell that there was something off about him. It was like he exuded malevolence.”

“Who was he?”

Marge was hesitant to continue, but placed her hand on my forearm, gave me a sympathetic look and carried on.

“His name was Marvin Mortimer. He lived alone. He was a mute, he didn’t have the ability to speak. He kept to himself. Everybody in the neighborhood was afraid of him, but none of us had any idea as to how wicked he truly was. He used to lure women to his house. Usually it was in the form of hiring someone to do something, like maid service or food delivery. He’d drown the women in his bathtub and then hide the bodies in the crawlspace. Once the police were on to him, he hung himself in the bedroom.”

I was more than troubled by the history of the house. That night, I took a long, hot soak in the bathtub as I tried to calm myself and decide what I was going to do. As I leaned my head back and closed my eyes, I heard the slow squeak of the bathroom door opening. As I opened my eyes, I saw Cody rushing toward the bathtub with a grimace on his face. I didn’t even have time to react before he grabbed me by the hair with both hands and shoved me down under the water. He was trying to drown me!

I panicked as Cody shoved me deeper down into the water. I started choking on the water I had inadvertently swallowed and knew if I didn’t fight back, I’d be dead soon.

Cody had taken me by surprise and was trying his best to keep me under the water, but he was just a little boy and I was a grown woman. I had the strength advantage and once I made up my mind to fight back, it was no contest.

I exploded out of the water and wrapped Cody up in my arms. He was fighting me but I had his arms pinned against his body. As I restrained him, I screamed out to Mr. Mortimer.

“No, Mr. Mortimer! You will not take my little boy! No!”

Cody stopped fighting me and began to cry.

“Help me, mommy!”

I hugged him as tight as I could.

“Mommy won’t ever let anyone hurt you, Cody. Never again.”

That night I burnt the house to the ground. I wasn’t just protecting my son. I was protecting everyone else who may have potentially moved into that cursed place.

We moved about forty five minutes away to a little town called Woodstock and bought a small house that was perfect for Cody and me.

Cody immediately went back to being the sweet, thoughtful, happy little boy he always was and we both did our best to forget all about Mr. Mortimer and the house in Round Lake Beach.


THE DENTIST

As far back as I could remember, I always wanted to be a dentist. I was obsessed with keeping my teeth, clean and white. Whereas most kids dreaded going to the dentist, I looked forward to it. I knew I was going to get a clean bill of health and it gave me time to pepper the dentist with questions about how I could become one.

Once I graduated high school I went to college and got a degree in biology and then went to dental school. I worked as a dental assistant for a few years with multiple dentists to get a good handle on the variety of ways different dentists ran their businesses and by the time I was 30 years old I had my own practice.

I’ve now been a dentist for over twenty years and it’s everything I always thought it would be. I have a fantastic reputation in the business. Most of my clients would describe me as professional, caring, gentle, knowledgeable and friendly.

It was the end of a busy week. I had just finished up with my last patient of the day. The only person still left in the office besides me was my secretary, Jill. I called her back into the dental area.

Being that she was in her early 30’s, she was much younger than me. And she was strikingly beautiful. Her long, flowing blonde hair was the stuff of dreams. Her eyes were dazzling, her lips were luscious and her body was perfection. She could have been a supermodel if she wanted to.

When Jill stepped into the dental area, I approached her, slammed her roughly against the wall and began kissing her messily. As our tongues intermingled I began running my hand up her athletic thigh.

“I knew it.”

Jill and I were both shocked to see her husband standing in front of us. His name was Jack. He was an average sized man, like me. I had met him a few times, but didn’t know him well. He addressed his wife first.

“How could you? I’ve been nothing but a loyal, loving husband and yet you run off and screw your boss.”

Jill shrugged.

“I’m sorry Jack, it just happened.”

“I see. And how long ago did it just happen?”

Jill was hesitant but eventually confessed.

“A year ago.”

Jack shook his head in disgust and then turned his attention to me.

“And you. You’re a married man! How long have you been married?”

I stammered a bit, but eventually answered.

“Uh…twelve years.”

Jack looked back and forth between Jill and me.

“You both disgust me.”

Jack held a merciless gaze upon us for a long moment of silence before finally expelling a breath.

“You deserve each other.”

Jack turned to leave and then stopped and spun around as if he forgot something. He directed his attention to Jill again.

“What time is it?”

Jill furrowed her brow at the curious question but answered.

“It’s almost five o’clock.”

Jack shook his head.

“Wrong.”

With blinding speed Jack removed a hammer that was hidden underneath his shirt and struck Jill in the face with it. She collapsed to the ground in a heap and Jack stared down at her.

“It’s time to pay the piper.”

I was just about to flee when Jack swung the hammer in my direction. My head rattled from the impact and things started to spin before everything went black.

I woke up strapped to the dental chair. On the floor in front of me I could see Jill. Or what was left of her. Her once beautiful face had been beaten and was nothing more than a caved in soupy pulp of blood and goo.

Jack was standing next to her. He was splattered with Jill’s blood. He smiled when he saw me.

“Good, you’re awake.”

As Jack approached me and I tried to scream out, I realized that my mouth was being held open by dental retractors.

Jack held a vindictive smirk as he stepped forward and grabbed a dental drill. He activated the drill for a few seconds allowing the whirring sound to fill the air before stopping and letting the room go silent for a few seconds.

“I wanted to be a dentist at one time. But I’m not a sadistic sociopath, so I quit. But I was in school long enough to know how to operate one of these.”

He activated the drill and I listened to the whizzing get louder as he moved it closer and closer to my mouth. I was begging for Jack to stop, but I don’t think my voice was intelligible. I also don’t think it mattered. There was no stopping him.

I screamed as the whirling drill made contact with one of my molars. Jack slowly pushed the drill with more might and my mouth filled with dust from the drills penetration into the enamel of my tooth. But he didn’t stop there. The tiny drill screamed out into a higher whizzing pitch as it buzzed through my enamel, my dentin and finally made contact with the nerve. The blast of pain raced up through my gums, cheeks and into the top of my head. I was tingling in agony as I felt my tooth’s nerve flipping around against the drill.

“That’s one.”

Jack removed the drill and proceeded to push it into the very center of the next tooth. My screaming was barely drowning out Jack’s cruel laughter and the whine of the drill as he plunged it deep through to the top of my tooth and began moving it around to make sure the pain was unbearable.

I would eventually pass out from the pain. I knew I would and apparently Jack did too as he moved quickly, retracting the drill from one tooth and penetrating the next one in line. He’d drill multiple holes in most of my teeth causing some to shatter. I actually choked lightly on some of the tiny fragments from my crushed enamel.

My two front teeth were the ones that hurt the most. Jack made a point to drill slowly starting directly in the front center of the tooth. He took his time. He knew how close the nerve was and once through the thin layer of enamel and dentin, he held the drill steady so it just barely tickled the nerve which sent jolts of pain through my entire body.

One he was finished every single tooth in my mouth was ruined and my face was throbbing in pain. When he stepped back and removed a gun I was relieved. He was finally going to put me out of my misery. Instead, he placed the gun under his own chin and pulled the trigger. His head erupted in a volcano of blood and he dropped to the floor.

Eventually I did pass out from the agony, but I wasn’t through. Not by a long shot. I was going to have all of my ravaged teeth pulled, have my gums stitched up and wait for them to heal. I would endure months of intense pain before I was healed enough for dentures.

Of course my teeth weren’t the only things that had been destroyed. My marriage was too, once my wife found out about my infidelity.

Yes, I had indeed paid the piper.


BLIND DATE

The Woman

I had never been on a blind date before so when my friend, Kathy, set me up with an associate of hers named Derek, whom she assured me was a nice man, not to mention a successful architect, I was hesitant. But I ultimately agreed to meet Derek at the bar of a nice restaurant for a drink and conversation. If there was a spark, we’d take it from there.

Kathy had given me Derek’s number in case I was running late but I was on time so that wasn’t necessary. She told me he was athletically built, had black hair and would be casually dressed. There was only one man at the bar who fit that description so I stepped up to him.

“Derek? “Hi, I’m Stephanie. Kathy’s friend.”

The man turned around and smiled.

“It’s nice to meet you Stephanie.”

I sat down next to him.

“This is my first blind date, so I wasn’t sure what to expect.”

“Well, I hope you’re not disappointed.”

I laughed.

“Certainly not!”

Derek showed off a dazzling smile.

“Likewise.”

“So, what’s it like to be an architect?”

He answered with a chuckle.

“Kind of boring.”

“Oh, I doubt that.”

He shrugged.

“Well, it doesn’t make for the most enthralling conversation, I can tell you that. So tell me all about yourself.”

Derek and I had a very nice conversation and when I looked at my watch, I was shocked at how much time had flown by. Toward the end of the night I excused myself to use the restroom and messaged Kathy to inform her that I was having a lovely time. When I returned to Derek, he was just as charming as ever.

“It’s probably best we call it a night before I say something stupid and lose out on any chance of a second date.”

I giggled.

“There’s no chance of that! How about we go to the movies this weekend?”

Derek bared his handsome smile once again.

“It’s a date.”

We exited the bar and gave each other a friendly hug before going our separate ways. I was walking on clouds as I reached my car, but my positive energy immediately evaporated upon seeing that both my front and back tires were flat.

As I was wondering how I was going to get home, I heard a car’s engine roar to life a few parking spaces over and recognized Derek in the driver’s seat. I hurried to his car while waving my arms and he immediately rolled down his window.

“What’s the trouble?”

“I have two flat tires! Would it be much trouble for you to drive me home?”

“Not at all. Hop on in.”

“Thank you so much!”

As I was getting into the car, my phone alerted me of a text message. Just after closing the door, I pulled out my phone, read the message and was overcome with confusion.

The text message read as follows:

Stephanie, I’m so sorry. I was thinking our date was for tomorrow. I just realized it was for tonight. I hope you’ll give me a second chance.

Derek.


BLIND DATE

The Man
I was sitting at the bar, having a drink and gazing out the window when a strikingly beautiful redhead parked her car, exited her vehicle and entered the restaurant. Much to my surprise, the gorgeous redhead approached me. She thought I was her blind date named Derek. I decided to play along. I figured the real Derek would show up at any moment and the jig would be up, but until then I thought I’d have some fun.
Her name was Stephanie. She was under the impression that I was an architect. I know nothing about architecture so I was quick to steer the conversation in a different direction. Lucky for me, the real Derek never showed and I had a delightful evening with Stephanie.
When Stephanie left the bar to use the ladies room, I used that opportunity to rush out to her vehicle and slit her tires. I made it back to the bar before she returned. I then suggested we call it a night.
Stephanie gave me a friendly hug before departing to her vehicle. I went to my car and sat there long enough for her to discover her tire mishap before starting my car and revving the engine. I was hoping she’d rush to me for assistance and that was indeed the case.
As Stephanie sat down in the passenger’s seat, I heard her phone beep and I watched as she read a message. She then turned and stared at me with bewilderment. It was obvious at that moment that she knew I wasn’t Derek.
Before Stephanie could question me, I punched her in the face. While she was dazed I poured chloroform on a rag and pressed it over her mouth.
Stephanie was stunning and for all intents and purposes appeared to be a sweet lady, the kind of woman I could see myself having a long lasting relationship with if I were a normal person. But normal I am not.
I was at the bar on the lookout for my next victim. I hone in on women who are alone and in my age range. I can usually charm them enough to get them to lower their defenses and then I spring my trap. How fortunate for me that on this night the prey came looking for me.
Stephanie will spend the next week in my dungeon before I eliminate her. While there I’ll do all sorts of reprehensible things to her. I’ll let you imagine the specifics. Trust me when I say that whatever you are imagining is likely very accurate.



THE YARD SALE

In the late 1990’s in Trenton, Kentucky there was a yard sale. The unusual thing about the yard sale was that it took place in the yard of a large house that was long thought to be abandoned. After all, the house itself was battered and tattered by time and the unkempt yard was an eyesore. Had anyone cared enough about the house to look into its history, they would have discovered the truth about its morbid past.

Most were surprised when they passed by the house and noticed crudely written signs indicating a yard sale along with an array of unusual items for sale.

The following are tales from several people who stopped and purchased items. According to them, the lucky ones that day were the ones who didn’t stop and buy something at the yard sale.


THE CHAIR

I live in a town near Trenton. For decades I passed by that house on my way to work. It was vacant. It had always been vacant. I had never seen any sign of life from that place. It was creepy. So creepy in fact that if my wife were in the car with me she’d make me take a different route. She hated passing by it. She said it gave off bad vibes.
It was a Friday morning. I was on my way to work and was rather shocked when I saw the sign in the yard indicating there was a yard sale. I was curious so I pulled over. There were five concrete steps that led from the sidewalk in front of the house to the front yard. In the yard were several tables with various items placed upon them, but my attention was grabbed by an old chair.
It was a high back chair with a wide seat and intricate carvings on the arm rests. I didn’t know much about it other than the fact that it was old. I happened to know someone who collected old chairs. I was hoping to buy it cheap and sell it to him for a profit.
“If that chair could talk.”
I startled when I heard the rickety voice behind me. As I spun around I found myself eyeing a tall old woman wearing a plain black dress.
“Oh, I didn’t see you there. Yeah, I bet an old chair like this could tell some stories. How much?”
The old woman’s wrinkled face displayed no sign of emotion as she studied me and finally answered my question.
“Five dollars.”
“I’ll take it.”
I quickly paid the old woman and put the antique chair in the back of my car. As I drove away, I looked back and could see that the old woman was watching me. It gave me chills.
That night I called my friend and told him about the chair. He said he was interested, but wouldn’t be able to pick it up until the following day so I put it in my living room. I told my wife that I bought it at a yard sale. I didn’t dare tell her from where.
When my wife approached the chair to get a closer look, she froze in her tracks and a sense of dread came over her face. She quickly backed away.
“Get that chair out of our house!”
I was mystified.
“What? Why?”
“It has a bad vibe. It’s cursed. Get it out of here!”
“Honey, you’re being ridiculous. It’s just a chair.”
I walked over to the chair and sat down in it to prove my point. The second my body touched the chair an overwhelming wave of fright splashed over me. I wasn’t sure why, but I was terrified and feared for my life. I tried to get up but I couldn’t move. I felt like my arms and legs were tied to the chair. And that wasn’t the worst of it. I felt like at any second I was going to be carved to pieces.
Finally I broke free from the chair and collapsed to the floor. I was covered in sweat and panting. Upon catching my breath, I wasted no time. I grabbed the chair threw it in my car and drove back to the house in Trenton. I didn’t care about the money. I just wanted to return the cursed chair.
When I arrived at the old house there was no sign of there ever having been a yard sale earlier in the day. The tables and items were gone. The house was dark. There were no lights to be seen.
I picked up the chair and carried it to the front door of the house and knocked on the door. There was no answer, but I thought I heard a distant scream of terror from within.
My gut instinct told me not to investigate the scream, but rather to just leave the chair on the porch and get out of there.
That’s exactly what I did.



THE PHONE

“Hey mom, I thought that place was abandoned.”
My 12 year old son echoed my very thoughts as we passed by the old house and noticed the yard sale sign.
After I dropped my son off at school I made a point to go back to the house and look at some of the items they had for sale.
Before I even started looking at the items, I stood on the lawn and stared at the old, sinister looking house. It was a saltbox style house that always had the appearance of being too old for the neighborhood. The old, gray wood siding was moldy and covered with ivy.
Finally, I walked through the tall, crabgrass ridden lawn to the various tables that were covered in items for sale. There was one thing that immediately stood out to me. It was a black rotary style phone. It looked extremely old.
As I turned around I was shocked to see an old man and woman just a few feet away from me staring at me. They were standing side by side. The old woman was wearing a black dress and her messy silver hair was all over the place. The old man was tall and lean. He was mostly bald save for a thin crown of short gray hair. They had an American Gothic feel to them only much darker.
“How old is this phone?”
The old man spoke up. His voice was oddly deep and raspy.
“I believe we purchased that phone in the 1940’s, isn’t that right Rosemary?”
The old woman did not move. Her expression did not change. She simply answered blankly.
“That is correct, Corbin.”
I picked up the phone and gave it a quick once over. It appeared to be in great shape. My husband loved old items like this. I knew he’d have fun trying to get it working again.
“How much can I give you for it?”
The old woman responded.
“Five dollars.”
I paid her and was on my way.
My husband was as pleased as I hoped he would be with the old phone. He thought it would look great on the table in the foyer. He was confident he could get it working.
“I’ll tinker with it when I get a chance.”
The next day after I got home from dropping my son off at school I was alarmed when I heard the overbearing clang of the 1940’s phone ringing. Evidently my husband was correct in his assumption that he could get it functioning.
I picked up the phone and held the receiver to my ear.
“Hello?”
I was met with choppy breath from the other side of the phone. At first I thought it to be an obscene phone call until I heard the woman’s panic stricken voice.
“Help me! They’re going to kill me!”
This was followed by a horrific scream and then the phone went to a dial tone.
I immediately hung up the phone and picked it back up to call emergency services. As I got ready to dial, I froze when I noticed that the telephone’s line was not plugged into the wall. But I knew that couldn’t be. I just received a phone call.
I quickly put the phone to my ear and heard nothing but silence. The phone was dead.
The logic of how I received a horrifying phone call from a phone that was not operational was not what was in the forefront of my mind. Getting rid of the phone was. I just knew if I didn’t get rid of it, things would only get worse. I can’t explain how I knew this, I just did.
My first instinct was to take the phone back to the house that had the yard sale, but I didn’t want to go to that house again. I knew of a garbage landfill that wasn’t far from Trenton, so I decided to take it there. I picked up the phone, carried it deep into the landfill and hurled it as far as I could.
I think the creepiest part of all was that when I got back to my car I could hear the distant sound of the phone ringing from within the landfill.



THE MIRROR

I couldn’t believe the deal I got on the mirror.
I used to run an antique store and would occasionally have a rare, antique and valuable mirror pass through my hands, so while I wasn’t an expert, I certainly wasn’t ignorant on the subject.
I had never been to Trenton, Kentucky before. I was on my way to visit an old acquaintance of mine in Nashville and thought I’d take the scenic route. Small, old towns fascinate me.
I noticed the yard sale sign in front of the dreary old house that appeared to be on its last legs. I slowed enough to eyeball the contents of the sale. When I saw the mirror, I pulled over. It was a vertical wall mirror with a thick, elaborate, dark wood frame. Likely a reproduction, but it was certainly worth the time it would take to check it out to be sure.
I was the only person at the yard sale. I got the impression that perhaps it didn’t start until later and I was an early bird. I didn’t care. I just wanted to get a good look at that mirror.
When I approached the mirror it didn’t take me long to realize it was the real deal. It was a Georgian style mirror and I was confident the fancy wooden frame was made of Mahogany. The silver mercury backing on the mirror had oxidized over time and random cloudy spots could be seen scattered on the mirror’s surface. The mirror also had a yellowish cast over it. My educated guess was that the mirror dated back to the mid to late 1800’s.
When I started scanning the area for someone to barter with, two elderly people seemed to appear out of nowhere. They were a tall couple. I’m a short man and barely came up to the old man’s chest. And my flamboyant, flowered bowling shirt clashed with their drab black and white attire. The couple was void of emotion and stood statuesque before me.
“What can you tell me about this mirror?”
The old man was quick to give me details in a slow, gravelly tone.
“I inherited this mirror from my father. He was a bastard. He often beat me and once kept me locked in a closet without food or water for a week.”
I was slightly taken aback by the unnecessary information the old man shared with me and I shifted the conversation back to the mirror.
“How much would you like for this mirror?”
The old woman didn’t hesitate to make an offer.
“Five dollars.”
I thought I may have misunderstood her.
“Did you say five dollars? This is worth a lot more than five dollars.”
The old woman held her gaze upon me for an uncomfortable amount of time before confirming.
“Five dollars.”
I felt like I was ripping them off, so I handed them a twenty dollar bill and told them to keep the change.
I was staying at my friend’s condo in Nashville, but they wouldn’t be home until the following day and left a key for me under the doormat. I unlocked the door and hauled up my belongings along with the mirror. I wanted to take a closer look at it and get my friend’s opinion once they arrived.
I set the mirror up in the guest bedroom where I’d be staying and began unpacking my clothes. As I walked by the mirror I came to a grinding halt. For a millisecond I thought I saw a reflection in the mirror, a reflection that was not my own. It appeared to be the old man from the yard sale!
I stood in front of the mirror for a long moment and was looking back at myself and my surroundings. Everything was normal. Could it have simply been my eyes playing tricks on me? Or perhaps I was tired from the drive.
I went back to unpacking and less than five minutes later I once again found myself flustered by the mirror’s reflection. This time it wasn’t what I was seeing. It was what I wasn’t seeing. I was not casting a reflection in the mirror! Nor was the guest room I was in. It was as though the mirror had become a window into another world. Or in this case, another house.
I appeared to be looking at a room with bright red carpet. On the wall I could see a painting. It appeared to be a painting of the old couple from the yard sale standing side by side, stone faced.  I could see shadows moving around on the walls. It was the figure of a person and it appeared that they were bringing their arm down over and over again. And suddenly, a splash of blood covered the mirror. I ran out of the room, terrified.
I wanted to question whether or not that really happened but I knew that it did. There was no question about it. I gathered myself and walked back into the room.
The mirror was normal. The only thing I saw in it was my own reflection. I jumped when I heard the screaming. Under normal circumstances I would have thought it was coming from the other side of the wall, but I knew it was coming from inside the mirror.
I found myself becoming lightheaded and nauseous. It was because of the mirror. It was exuding evil and it was making me physically ill. As crazy as that may sound, I was positive. Somehow I just knew this as fact and I had to do away with the mirror.
I carried the mirror down to my car and drove miles away until I found an alleyway lined with dumpsters. I lugged the mirror to one of the dumpsters and tossed it inside. When I looked into the mirror, I didn’t see myself. I saw a tall, lean figure wearing a white faceless mask with two eye holes and a slit for a mouth. He was staring back at me. The air around me was getting heavy and humid. My chest began to cramp with pain as if the evil from the mirror had taken my heart into its hand and began to squeeze.
I quickly looked around the alley and saw a brick. I picked it up and hurled it at the mirror, shattering it to pieces. As soon as the mirror was broken, the air became light and crisp and the pain in my chest was released.
All seemed right again.



THE MASK

I was more than a little surprised when I saw the yard sale at the house. As a matter of fact I was dumbfounded. I lived in Trenton most of my life. For as long as I could remember the house was abandoned.
When I was a little girl I heard that the place was haunted, but that was just town legend stuff. I never really believed it, even though the place scared the daylights out of me. I was looking forward to the day when they would tear it down. It was like Halloween year round with that place and I was never a fan of Halloween.
My assumption was that someone had bought the house and was selling off the relics they found within. That was the only reasonable explanation I could come up with. I must admit I was curious as to what was being sold, so I took a look.
The first item I noticed sent shivers down my spine. I almost turned around and ran, but for some reason I was drawn to it and approached it.
It was a mask. It was similar to a kabuki mask but with no passion. This was literally a white mask with eye holes and a mouth slit. Nothing more.
As I ran my fingers over the mask and inspected it, I was surprised by the texture. It appeared to be made from thick fabric that was then covered with some kind of lacquer. It was very unique and I’m not sure why, but I felt compelled to place it over my face. When I did I let out a gasp and removed it.
“What the hell just happened?”
The experience I had was incredibly strange. When I placed the mask over my face and looked out through the eyeholes, it was as though I was looking through someone else’s eyes.
I wanted to drop the mask and run away, but I couldn’t. For some reason which I can’t explain I felt that I had to put the mask back on. It was almost as though I wasn’t in control of my own body and I placed the mask back over my face.
I was no longer in the yard. I was in the house. I was standing in a hallway. I noticed a large painting on the wall of an old man and woman. There was a winding staircase to my left, but I kept moving forward. I had no control. I was experiencing something through someone else’s point of view.
I moved throughout the house, through the old-time kitchen and the dining room and then turned into an empty room with red carpeting. At first I noticed a beautiful mirror on the wall. When I heard ringing I looked down at the old, black rotary phone sitting on a table. And then my eyes shifted over to the old woman. She was standing next to a chair. A tall back chair. I didn’t notice any other details because my focus was on the naked young woman who was tied to the chair. She was beaten and bruised. She was covered in blood and her face was frozen in a perpetual state of fear. I wanted to help the woman, but I had no control. I was nothing more than a spectator as I moved forward. I could see a knife to my right being raised into the air and then being slammed into the woman’s flesh again and again!
“No!”
I screamed out, but couldn’t hear my own voice. I was forced to watch the woman being stabbed over and over again. The force of the stabbing blows knocked the chair to its side and the woman’s arms became free. I watched as she crawled to the ringing phone, pulled it down off of the desk and began screaming into the speaker.
“Help me! They’re going to kill me!”
I ripped the mask off my face and found myself back at the yard sale. I was covered in perspiration and was having a difficult time catching my breath.
“I see you found my mask.”
The voice behind me was deep and scary. I whirled around to see a tall, lean old man staring down at me. At his side was the old woman who I had seen in the vision…or whatever the hell it was I just experienced!
I screamed as I ran out of the yard and down the street.
Since that day, I refuse to go anywhere near that house.



THE PAINTING

I’m a yard sale junkie. I’m always on the lookout for odd and eccentric items. During the summer when I have a day off, I scour the area looking for yard sales, garage sales, rummage sales, whatever. I live in Hopkinsville, Kentucky. It’s not too far from Trenton. I just happened to drive by the old, decrepit house that day and stopped when I saw the yard sale sign. I figured an old place like that would have something unusual for sale and I was correct.
I noticed several items of interest. There was an antique chair with hand carved arms that was unique, an old rotary phone that I guessed to be from the 1940’s, a very old mirror that was probably worth something and a creepy white mask that some might consider folk art because it was obviously hand made. But what got my attention was the painting.
Honestly, at first glance I thought it was the classic American Gothic painting, but I was wrong. This painting was far more interesting. The couple depicted in the picture were both long and lanky. They were an elderly couple standing side by side staring forward pokerfaced. They were both dressed in dark, plain attire. Their eyes were dark and mysterious. One might even say, eerie. The old woman’s silver hair was wild and frizzy, the old man was mostly bald and if one looked closely they would see that the man’s lips were slightly parted revealing yellow teeth. An odd detail to be sure. 
The painting was ominous and spooky, but it spoke to me and I had to have it. Imagine my surprise when I turned around and saw the very couple in the painting standing before me. They were even in the same pose and demeanor of the painting. It was as though the painting had come to life. The woman spoke with a ragged, aged voice.
“Do you like the painting?”
I nodded.
“I’m quite enamored with it.”
The old woman motioned to her husband.
“Corbin painted it himself.”
I congratulated the man.
“It’s quite impressive. Are you sure you want to sell it?”
The old woman stepped closer to me.
“To the right person.”
She placed her old, wrinkled hand on my forearm and stared deeply into my eyes.
“I think that right person, is you.”
“Well, I take that as quite the compliment. How much can I pay you for it?”
“Five dollars.”
“Five dollars? I’d pay you five hundred dollars for this work of art!”
The old woman grinned and patted my arm.
“Five dollars will be sufficient.”
I wasn’t going to argue with the elderly couple. I paid them the money and carefully secured my find into the backseat of my van.
I didn’t bother going to another sale that day. I wanted to get home with my new cherished possession and display it properly.
My house is something of a museum.
My front room has a nautical theme. An assortment of stuffed ocean fish decorates the walls. I have anchors, port holes, compasses, wooden propellers and ship’s wheels arranged throughout the room, many of which were obtained from ancient shipwrecks. The center piece of the room is a stuffed hammerhead shark suspended from the ceiling.
My next room has a vintage bicycle theme. The room is crammed with both old bikes and vintage bike related signage most of which I found at yard sales.
My kitchen walls are covered with antique copper pots and cast iron skillets along with some rare food and drink themed metal signs. In the center of the kitchen is a classic Bob’s Big Boy statue.
After giving it some serious thought, I decided that the painting didn’t belong as part of a collection. It deserved the spotlight.
I had a small office that I wasn’t using, so I cleared it out entirely. I then painted the walls black, hung the painting in the center of the main wall and directed a spotlight to illuminate it fully. The result was both beautiful and ghoulish. It was a sight to behold.
I didn’t realize how unique of a painting I had until a few weeks later. I walked into the room and stared deeply at the painting as I did most nights, but this time, there was something different about it. The old man was holding a formidable, pointed chef’s knife in one of his hands.
I had studied the painting night in and night out. That aspect had never been there before. I began searching my mind for reasonable explanations for the painting’s modification. As I pondered, I began pacing around the room and for a brief moment turned my back on the painting. When I turned and faced it, it had changed again.
The old man in the painting was now wearing a white mask. The very mask I had seen at the yard sale. His knife was now bloodied. The old woman next to him was holding a sinister grin and was spattered with blood.
I must admit that at first I found myself slightly panicked by the painting’s metamorphosis, but over time, I grew to appreciate it and found myself longing for the changes the next day would bring.
One night, the painting had transformed into a mirror reflecting ghastly shadows. The next night it had become a naked young woman bound to a chair. The next night it was an old rotary telephone with a bloody hand grasping the receiver.
The painting was telling me a story. A true story as I came to find out.
I spent a considerable amount of time researching the old, saltbox home in Trenton, Kentucky and its disturbing history.
As far back as I could track the history of the house, it was owned by Corbin and Rosemary Blackburn. They were the couple portrayed in the painting.
In the 1940’s the couple had gone on a murder spree. Nobody knows how many people they killed in their home. Some claim dozens while others speculate hundreds.
One summer night in 1949, the couple had a victim tied to their murder chair. The victim was a 21 year old woman who had been stripped naked as most of the couple’s victims were. After Rosemary had finished beating the woman, Corbin began stabbing her in such a vicious manner that he inadvertently toppled the chair over. It just so happened that at that time the local doctor was calling the Blackburns to remind them of an upcoming appointment. When the chair fell over, the young woman’s arms became free and she was able to grab the phone’s receiver and screamed that they were trying to kill her.
The doctor called the police who arrived at the Blackburn residence. The first officer on the scene described being able to see Corbin Blackburn’s reflection in an old mirror. The old man was plastered against a wall out of sight, waiting for the officer to walk into the room so that he could slaughter him too.
Corbin and Rosemary Blackburn were sentenced to death and electrocuted in 1950.
I’ve driven by the old Blackburn home many times since the yard sale and have never seen a sign of life in the yard as I did on the yard sale day. I’ve even stepped up to the house and peeped in through the windows. The interior is empty and desolate.
I have no explanation as to how such a yard sale took place by two people who had long since been deceased. But I still own the painting to this day and stare at it every night.
The painting normally holds the original portrait of the Blackburns staring without emotion. It’s an accurate depiction of their cold, black hearts no doubt. But every once in a while the painting shows me a glimpse of the horrible acts that the macabre couple committed.
I’m not sure why I keep the painting. Something about it mesmerizes me. But I also fear what would happen if it fell into the wrong hands. The painting emits darkness. Evil. I can feel it surrounding me as I stare at it, but I shield myself from the vile energy and don’t allow it in. I know that if I did, I would begin my own murder spree and it would be my very image that would infiltrate the painting.
I pray that day never comes.



THE END

THE CREEPY FACTOR VOL. 3

Ready for more? 

Get The Creepy Factor Vol. 3 right now!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D6JR7JKM


FINAL WORD

“Hudgins is a Horror-Meister to reckon with!”

VICTOR MILLER – Writer of Friday the 13th

I hope The Creepy Factor Vol.2 was creepy enough for you!

Are you ready for more?

The creeps keep coming with The Creepy Factor Vol. 3!

Grab it right now! Just follow this link:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D6JR7JKM

If you haven’t read all of my other horror anthology series yet, you definitely should.

CHUNKS OF TERROR

Ready for something terrifying!

You can get the entire Chunks of Terror collection at the link below.

All 3 Volumes bundled together into one convenient boxed set!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D38LG89Y

Or if you prefer to go Volume to Volume, you can find all of them here: 
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CPLKV7B5

FRAGMENTS OF FRIGHT

If you haven’t read this international bestselling series yet, you’re in for a frightening treat!

You can grab the entire Fragments of Fright collection at the link below. All 5 Volumes bundled together into one huge boxed set!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CM1GGVRR

Or if you prefer to go volume to volume, you can find all of them here: 
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0C3Z1RB7J

BLOOD TINGLING TALES

Blood Tingling Tales is another international best seller and is sure to make your blood tingle in a ghoulish way!

You can get the entire Blood Tingling Tales collection at the link below. All 5 volumes bundled together into one convenient boxed set!

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B0BWVJZB2T

Or if you prefer to go volume to volume, you can find all of them here: 
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BK43LJNF

HORROR QUICKIES

Before The Creepy Factor, Chunks of Terror, Fragments of Fright and Blood Tingling Tales there was Horror Quickies!

The entire collection of 5 volumes can be found at the following link:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BC4WTPD6

Or if you prefer to read one volume at a time, you can find all the individual volumes here:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09WK689P8

FROM THE MIND OF A MANIAC

One other book I like to make sure people are aware of is called From the Mind of a Maniac.

I bundled all 8 of my stand alone books into one gigantic boxed set.

All 8 stories are interconnected in some way.

What you’ll be getting is 8 books for the price of 1!

The value is off the charts!

You can get From the Mind of a Maniac here:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BZLXJ9R8
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To keep up on my latest books you can visit my Amazon Author Page where all of my books are listed by popularity:
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Or you can visit the book section of my website which will show a list of my books from newest to oldest:
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You can find all the audiobooks I have available here:
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At my website you may notice a PODCAST button. There you will find my podcast, Maniac on the Loose Scary Stories. It’s where I read some of my short horror stories accompanied by creepy background music! I release new episodes every week.

Here’s the link to that:

https://podcasters.spotify.com/pod/show/maniacontheloose

I also do a YOUTUBE version of the podcast for those who prefer that platform. Here’s the link to my YouTube page:

https://www.youtube.com/c/maniacontheloosescarystories

Another section of my website that you may spot is the MOVIES section.

At one time I was making no-budget feature length indie horror films. If you want to check any of those out you can just follow this link to find out what streaming outlets they are available on, but keep in mind these were all made with no budget and it shows:

https://www.maniacontheloose.com/bigbitingpigproductions

If you want to follow me on any social media places this is where you can find me!
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https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/18624636.Steve_Hudgins

Bookbub:

https://www.bookbub.com/profile/steve-hudgins
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I hope The Creepy Factor Vol. 2 tickled your creepy bone!

More creepy goodness will be here soon!

www.maniacontheloose.com

cover.jpg
2

CREEPY
FACTOR

STEVE HUDGINS





nav.xhtml


  
    		THE CREEPY FACTOR


    		A QUICK WORD FROM THE AUTHOR


    		THE CREEPY CLOWN OF FULTON


    		ALONE AT THE REST STOP


    		THE APARTMENT ACROSS THE STREET


    		I WORK AT AN INSANE ASYLUM


    		BRUNO


    		CHOPPY WATERS


    		THE CHAIN LETTER


    		THE BARN


    		A HITCHHIKER’S SCARIEST RIDE


    		I WAS INSIDE AREA 51


    		MISSING PERSONS


    		CAVE DRAWINGS


    		ALLENSTOWN


    		WE INTERRUPT THIS BROADCAST


    		HYPNOSIS


    		WHAT’S BEHIND THE SECRET DOOR?


    		MY LITTLE BOY SCARES THE HELL OUT OF ME


    		THE DENTIST


    		BLIND DATE


    		THE YARD SALE


    		THE END


    		FINAL WORD


  



Guide

		Cover




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189






