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A QUICK WORD FROM THE AUTHOR 

I broke out of my padded cell long enough to write The Creepy Factor Vol. 3!

Prepare yourself for the impact of 23 brand new creepy tales to keep you awake at night, gripping at your covers and startling at every little thing that goes bump in the night!

This is the final volume of The Creepy Factor, but worry not. By the time you read this I’ll be deep into my next terrifying series. I promise you won’t have to wait long for more scares.

Before we begin, I want to remind all of those that haven’t signed up for my newsletter yet, that when you do I’ll give you some free stuff. Sign up at my website. I promise it won’t hurt.

www.maniacontheloose.com

Now is the time for you to secure your safety harness and please keep your arms and legs inside the vehicle at all times.

Enjoy the ride.


THE HORRIFYING CLOWN CIRCUS OF 1989

Karma, Kentucky. A pleasant small town located in the Southern portion of the state. You won’t find it on any map, for the town doesn’t exist. Not anymore. It hasn’t existed since a serene weekend in the summer of 1989 when a dark shadow appeared on the horizon of the beautiful, peaceful community. A shadow in the shape of a clown.

It was that very weekend when a mysterious circus of clowns arrived, seemingly out of nowhere. What happened after that is still a mystery, but one thing is for sure, the town of Karma was never the same.

Most people who lived in Karma during that time are no longer alive or at least cannot be found, so accounts of what actually happened during that frightening, fateful weekend have been difficult to come by.

Until now.

The following are firsthand accounts from a handful of people who experienced and survived The Horrifying Clown Circus of 1989.


THE CIRCUS TENT

Karma, Kentucky was a fascinating little town. It was as though it was still stuck in the 1950’s. It was that charm that everybody loved.

Milk was brought to townsfolk’s doors, the newsboy delivered papers bright and early and mailmen distributed the mail by hand when they could.

Main Street in Karma was fashioned with every store that people needed. There was a bakery, grocery store, ice cream shop, shoe store, clothing store, furniture store and a drug store among many other businesses.

I was just a 9 years old boy in 1989 but I remember that weekend like it was yesterday. It was warm and there was no humidity. Everybody was out and about. I had been playing with my friends, but dinner time had arrived and my companions had scampered home leaving me alone.

I was walking along the forest that lined the west end of Karma. It was the long way home for me, but I enjoyed listening to the singing birds, croaking frogs and buzzing insects. That was the first thing unusual I noticed about that weekend. The silence. The forest sounded as quiet as it did in the middle of winter. It was like the animals knew something sinister was among them and they vacated the area.

That’s when I saw it. The circus tent. It was gigantic. I remember thinking that fifty elephants could live in there. It was striped in bright red and yellow. I remember being confused as to why they set up such an impressive tent within the forest. Why wouldn’t they set up such a display within the town so everybody could admire it?

I stepped into the forest, nestled up behind a mighty tree and watched. The circus tent was so out of place. It didn’t seem right. I guess that’s why I started getting the willies. I actually startled when the music started. It was classic fun tooting circus music. And then the clowns emerged. They exploded out of the tent like a burst of water from a fire hose. There were hundreds of them.

Even though I was a little bit spooked by the mysterious circus tent in the woods and the hordes of clowns, I was also excited by the prospect of a clown circus. I was mighty disappointed when I found out I was going to have to miss it. My family and I were going to spend the weekend at my grandparents’ house, out of state. I had no idea at the time that the trip out of town likely saved my life.


FREE TICKETS

The clowns came out of nowhere. They descended upon the town like a swarm of locusts.

The interesting thing about the clowns was that they were all dressed the same. They were wearing one piece shiny outfits, half yellow and half red. The arms, neck ruffles and puffy balls on the front of the costumes were blue. Their goofy large clown shoes were identical. Their faces were made up the same way too. They were white-faced with blue triangles painted over their eyes, round red noses and bold red painted smiles. Their hair was puffy like cotton candy. This was the only aspect of the clowns that differentiated from each other. Some clowns had red hair. Others had yellow, orange, blue or green hair. Otherwise, they were nearly indistinguishable. In size too! It was uncanny. The most off-putting aspect of the clowns was their eyes. They were white. It was creepy. I didn’t understand why they added that element to their otherwise normal clown appearance.

I was just as shocked as anyone by the sudden wave of clowns, but I found their antics to be hysterical. They were goofing around in the streets squirting people in the face with gag flowers, honking their noses, juggling, making balloon animals and doing pratfalls. There was a constant faint sound of circus music in the air. I could never figure out where it was coming from.

All of the clowns were handing out free tickets to their clown circus that would be performed that night. None of the clowns talked. They just pointed out the time and location on the ticket with their gloved hands. According to the tickets the circus was to take place at 7:00pm at the tent in the forest.

I noticed on more than one occasion that the clown’s eerie white eyes flashed when they were looking at someone. It was brief and not obvious, but I spotted it a time or two. While the flashing didn’t have any effect on me, most people’s mannerisms suddenly changed upon seeing the light. They held artificial smiles on their faces and began walking around chanting “We must all go to the clown circus.” Their actions seemed robotic. It was peculiar to say the least.

Just like everyone else in town, I had received a free clown circus ticket and I had every intention of going. I knew my son and husband would enjoy it. But unfortunately, my father suddenly fell ill and we had to leave town to stay with him for a few days. 

Luckily my dad recovered from his illness. But the town of Karma, Kentucky never recovered from the clown circus.


THE DISSENTERS

I thought the clowns were stupid. I was 16 during the summer of ’89. All I was interested in back then was skateboarding and girls. Clowns were kid stuff.

I was in the grocery store grabbing a few magazines when the clowns came. They were all over the place. You couldn’t walk three feet without bumping into one of them.

Not everyone was enamored with the clowns. Some people were annoyed by them and something weird happened when anyone refused to take a ticket. The clowns would face them for a moment and suddenly the person would smile and start slowly walking around saying something along the lines of, “We must all go to the clown circus.” It was like the clowns had hypnotized them or something. It freaked me out!

When I stepped out of the grocery store, I got a laugh at old Mr. Harper who ran the newsstand. Man, he was miffed at those clowns. He not only didn’t want anything to do with them, he was hollering at them!

“Get away from me you dirty clowns! Get out of here! Go away!”

After chuckling at the scene I turned around and hopped on my skateboard. That’s when I heard old Mr. Harper scream. When I spun around, he was gone. I thought that to be strange so I walked over to the newsstand and sure enough, there was no sign him. Well, not until I looked down and saw smudges of blood on the sidewalk next to the newsstand.

“What the hell?”

I started scanning the area for any sign of old Mr. Harper, but I couldn’t see him. But I did see a few clowns bunched together across the street. I thought it looked like they were dragging somebody! I watched them until they turned down an alley then I hurried across the street. I was careful not to be seen as I peered down the alley. It was empty, but there was more blood on the ground.

I turned back to the mass of clowns in the street and observed them closely as they handed out tickets. Most people found them amusing and were willingly accepting the tickets. I wasn’t interested in those people. I was taking particular notice of those who refused the clowns.

I quickly detected a trend with the way the clowns treated the dissenters. They wouldn’t take no for an answer. First they’d flash their eyes. To the average person that may look like some kind of clown gag, but it was mesmerizing most of the people and sending them off into a trance-like state. But the eye flash didn’t work on everyone and when that happened a group of clowns would circle the person and then they’d all move briskly out of sight.

They were literally dragging dissenters away!

I nearly jumped out of my skin when I felt a hand on my shoulder. I swiveled around and found myself face to face with one of the clowns. It was scowling as if angered that I found them out. It grabbed me by the arm, but I jerked free and ran. As I ran, I looked over my shoulder and saw multiple clowns chasing me. There were so many of them, I didn’t stand a chance, but then I saw a car stopped at a stoplight. I bent down behind it, grabbed onto the bumper and steadied myself on my skateboard.

“C’mon! C’mon!”

I was yelling at the stoplight to turn from red to green as the troupe of clowns rushed towards me with their arms extended and their eyes flashing. Their white gloved hands were inches from me when the stoplight finally turned green and the car sped off. I hung on for dear life until the car halted at a gas station in the next town.

I spent the night at a friend’s house. They didn’t live far from the gas station. When I returned to Karma the following day, I couldn’t believe what I saw.


MAKEUP

I don’t know if all 8 year old boys like clowns, but I sure did. I was dancing with excitement when my mom brought home tickets to the clown circus. I couldn’t wait! And I didn’t.

The clown’s massive tent was in the forest at the edge of town. I decided to sneak out and get there a little early in hopes of seeing the clowns practice their routine before the show.

When I reached the forest, it wasn’t lost on me that everything was oddly silent, but my excitement trumped that oddity and I rushed through the forest to the tent.

I thought I might get in trouble if I were spotted, so I was careful to stay out of sight and I stooped down by the corner of the tent. I made sure nobody was around and withdrew my pocketknife. I proceeded to slice a small slit through the tent’s canvas, just big enough for me to peek inside.

What I saw was horrifying.

Somebody was sitting in a chair and looking into a mirror. They were wearing a clown costume and were just about to begin applying white makeup to their face. But the person I was looking at wasn’t a person at all! It was some kind of humanoid creature!

Their skin was pale blue and riddled with red, bulging veins. They had no lips, tiny nostrils and no nose. Their skin was glistening under the lights as though wet and slimy.

I wanted to scream. I wanted to scream so badly, but I knew if I did I wouldn’t live to see my 9th birthday, so I ran. I ran as fast as I could!

As I was running away from the clown circus the entire town was moving toward it. Most of them seemed to be in a trance and kept repeating the words, “We must all go to the clown circus.”

I screamed and screamed for them to turn around and that something was wrong, but they either didn’t hear me or didn’t care.

When I reached Main Street I was surprised at how deserted the town was. I mean there was nobody there at all! Everyone was at the clown circus!

I should have felt safe at that point, but I didn’t. Something told me to keep running and running and I did. Thank God, I did.


CLOWN CIRCUS

As I approached the clown circus with my parents I saw a classmate of mine, Barry Jenson running toward us screaming bloody murder. He was warning everybody not to go to the clown circus.

Barry was a prankster in school. He was always joking around and he loved tugging on my pigtails. Normally I would have thought his intense warnings of the clown circus to just be another joke, if it weren’t for the genuine look of terror on his face.

Something was wrong.

There were masses of people methodically moving toward the clown’s tent. When I paused for a moment my parents kept walking as did everyone else and we were quickly separated.

I turned and fought through the oncoming crowd until I reached the edge of the forest and I hid behind a tree. I was going to take Barry’s warning seriously. I was not going to the clown circus with everyone else. I thought if I just stayed behind the tree and watched from afar I’d be safe.

I was wrong.

Once everyone was inside the tent, the tent lit up like a red and yellow light bulb. Goofy circus music filled the air so loud my ears began to ring. I thought my eyes were playing tricks on me when the circus tent began to spin around so fast that it made me dizzy. Then the ground began to rumble.

I knew then I had to get as far away from the clown circus as possible and I bolted. I wasn’t the fastest kid at my school but on this night I would have beaten anyone in a footrace!

As I ran, a whirling wind funnel manifested before my eyes. It was like a tornado, except it wasn’t dark and dreary. It was bright and blinking with multi-colored lights.

Suddenly things were being uprooted from the ground and were being funneled into the clown’s tent. Trees, houses, buildings…everything!

I could feel myself being picked up into the air for a moment and thought I was a goner, but any hold it had over me ceased the second I crossed over the town line.

I watched on in horror as the entire town of Karma, Kentucky was lifted from its foundation and whirled through the sky toward the clown circus. When I couldn’t take anymore I turned and ran. I kept running until I passed out from exhaustion.

The next morning I woke in a field. Everything was quiet. Peaceful. I felt safe going back to the town to see what was left. There were a handful of other people walking through the town too. They were all as shocked as I was by what we were seeing. Or should I say what we weren’t seeing.

Everything was gone. Buildings, homes, people…everything. There was no rubble. No remnants. Everything had simply vanished. The only thing that remained were the roads.

The following days there were multiple reports about what happened and even an initial investigation, but the investigators all went missing. Journalists who reported the bizarre occurrence went missing. Any Karma resident’s relatives who raised a fuss went missing.

Eventually people thought it in their best interest to stop talking about it and now most people have forgotten that Karma, Kentucky ever existed.

Recently I went back to where Karma once stood. Most of the roads that once remained are now covered by foliage. But if one goes to where the center of Karma used to be and looks closely, they can see the vague residue of Main Street.

I often wonder how many other small towns got visits from the clown circus during the summer 1989 and vanished without a trace. 


THE GAS STATION

It was the late 1970’s. I had just graduated from college. Three of my college girlfriends and I decided to celebrate by going to Reno, Nevada for a week. We all lived in the Salt Lake City, Utah area and it was a short flight to Reno. The problem was that I’m afraid of flying so I opted to drive. 

My friends are great and all agreed that they would forgo flying there and we’d all drive together, but I was having none of it. I would feel terrible if they gave up a short, convenient flight to be stuck taking a long, cramped car trip in the scorching Nevada heat. I absolutely refused to accept that resolution. It wasn’t fair that they should be inconvenienced due to my fear of flying. It took some serious convincing. I even had to tell them I wouldn’t go at all unless they flew there. Finally, they all reluctantly agreed.

I estimated the drive to take me somewhere between seven and eight hours. I was committed to putting the pedal to the metal and making it as short of a trip as possible.

I wound up being thankful that I decided to drive. The desert landscape was beautiful, albeit lonely.

I was past the halfway point when I did something really stupid. I was starting to get low on fuel and hadn’t seen any signs for a gas station in a while. It was my impatience, coupled with being slightly panicked at the idea of running out of gas in the desert, that made me decide to get off of the next exit on the highway. I was hoping there would be a town within a few miles with a gas station.

The road I got off on was lonely. There wasn’t another soul in sight, but I did see a sign for a town called Dixie, so I turned down the road that led to it. That road was even quieter. After a few miles there was another turn I had to make to get to Dixie. It was lonelier still. It didn’t even have a center line down the middle of it. It was just a thin, solitary paved road. There was nothing but dry, isolated desert in front of me, behind me and to my left and right.

This was well before the days of GPS and cell phones. I was all alone and honestly wasn’t sure if I could find my way back to the highway if I turned around. I felt like my best bet was to keep following the signs to the town of Dixie. The question was whether or not I’d get there before I ran out of gas.

I looked down at my gas gauge. The needle was touching the red line which indicated an empty tank. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could go before I ran out of gas. My heart fluttered at the thought of being stranded in the desert, so I pushed those thoughts from my mind and motored forward.

A rush of relief filled my veins when I saw the gas station. It was ancient. The pumps outside were old style with round glass tops and appeared to be very rusty. The gas station building was rickety and covered in peeling white paint. There was a large sign atop the building that read “We Slaughter Barbeque” in bold, red letters.

I pulled up next to the gas station and stopped. There was a dangling sign on the front door that said “Open” however the glass on the door was shattered. The gas station was clearly abandoned and would be of no help to me. I was about to drive off when suddenly the front door to the building opened.

“You need some help?”

A short, lean man stepped out. He was wearing a greasy pair of mechanic’s overalls. His dark hair was short and messy and he had an unkempt stubbly beard.

I rolled down my window and hollered out to him.

“I’m almost out of gas. I don’t suppose these pumps work?”

The man shook his head.

“Nope. But I have some gas inside here. Come on in.”

I was desperate. If I didn’t get gas soon, I could conceivably die out in the desert. And the man seemed friendly enough, so I got out of my car and entered the building.

The inside of the building was like a dusty time capsule. The old-time cash register was covered in cobwebs. There was an array of old glass candy bins by the register that were covered with a thick layer of soot. Under a thin coating of dirt, I could make out black and white checkered floor tile.

The man stepped behind the counter.

“I’m the owner. I plan on making this place operational again. I have a full gas can in the back for emergencies. Come and get it.”

The dirty man opened a door that led to a back room. The back room appeared to be filthy and I could see several rusty meat hooks dangling from chains affixed to the ceiling. Evidently at one time they really did slaughter their own barbeque.

I thought it odd that the man was asking me to go into the back room with him.

“Can you bring the gas can out for me? I’d appreciate it.”

The man shook his head.

“Nah, I can’t. I have a bum shoulder. You’re going to have to carry it. Come on.”

He held the door open with one hand and motioned to me with the other. I noticed he was starting to breath heavy, as if eager and perhaps even a little bit excited by the prospect of me entering the grimy, back room.

The hair was beginning to stand up on the back of my neck.  The red flags were off the chart. I didn’t care how desperate I was, there was no way I was going to stay at that gas station for another second.

“Uh, no thank you.”

As I hurried out of the building and rushed toward my car, I could hear the man yell out sharply.

“Hey! Hold on!”

I broke out into a full run and got into my car. As I drove off I gazed into my rearview mirror. The man was standing outside watching me as I sped away. It was creepy. Very creepy. My fear was that my car would run out of gas while the man was still in view and he’d come after me. I was slightly comforted with the gas station disappeared in the distance behind me, but knew my car wasn’t going to last much longer before it died out. I kept gazing in my rearview mirror, fearing that I’d see the man driving up behind me, but fortunately, that didn’t happen.

Eventually, I did run out of gas, just as I passed the Dixie town line and right before I reached the town gas station that had an attached diner.

I stepped inside. A cheap staticky speaker was spitting out a bluegrass tune. There were two old men eating barbeque at a booth. They both eyed me curiously as I entered the station.

An older, plump woman with curly red hair and wearing a blue waitress dress and apron stepped out from the kitchen area. 

“Can I help you dear?”

“I ran out of gas just down the road.”

The waitress chuckled.

“You picked the right spot. We’re the only gas station in the area.”

“I stopped at a rundown abandoned gas station about ten miles back and had a creepy experience with the owner.”

One of the old men took interest in what I said.

“Owner? You are talking about the gas station that has the “We slaughter barbeque” sign, right?”

“Yep. That’s the one.”

The two old men and the waitress all exchanged concerned glances before the old man continued.

“The owner’s name is Casper Crane. He used to lure young women, not unlike yourself, to the back room of the gas station. There, he’d stick the women on meat hooks while they were still alive and slowly drain them of their blood. It was their flesh he was selling as the barbeque. He was arrested and committed to the Dixie Valley Sanatorium. He’s been there ever since.”

I was stunned by the morbid story the old man had told. I was searching for a response when the song being played over the staticky speaker was abruptly cut off and replaced with a newscaster’s voice.

“We interrupt this broadcast for this urgent report. Convicted murderer Casper Crane has escaped from the Dixie Valley Sanatorium and is at large. He should be considered extremely dangerous.”


HAUNTED

My name is Marvin Harley. I’ve been a long haul truck driver for most of my life. I’m an extreme introvert. I’m socially awkward to say the least, so the less interaction I have with people the better, thus this job is perfect for me.

I’m alone in the truck most hours of the day. I haul loads all over the country, often working two months at a time without much time off. When I do get a few days off I spend them in my truck. This eliminates the expense of rent or a mortgage.

While most people in my situation would feel isolated, lonely and depressed after a period of time, I enjoy my alone time. The minor chit chat I have with cashiers and waitresses is all the human contact I need.

I truly loved being a trucker. That is until recently, when I started seeing…him.

I’d see him out of the corner of my eye sitting in the cab of my truck, but I’d turn my head and he’d be gone. Sometimes when I’d peer into my rearview mirror, I’d see him looking back at me, but when I’d turn around and look, I was alone.

Late nights were the worst. He’d often wake me up by crying and moaning out in pain.

The “him” in question is the little boy who haunts me. He can’t be more than 6 years old. He has a Dutch boy haircut and is wearing denim overalls over a red shirt. His eyes are dark and sunken. His lips are pale and pruned. His skin is deathly white.

The boy started haunting me a month ago. I was hoping he would go away, but that hasn’t happened. I’ve begged him to leave me alone, but he persists. I thought maybe I’d eventually get used to the paranormal activity, but that’s an impossible task. Each and every experience is chilling and I’d sometimes find myself trembling in fright. Once I even wet myself.

It was no way to live.

I found a large empty parking lot with a slight slope and put my truck in neutral, allowing it to roll freely. I then ran out in front of it and laid down. Within seconds the massive tires of the motorized beast would crush me to death and I’d no longer be haunted.

As I awaited my fate, I thought back to that day when I was driving too fast down the long, winding, quiet road amongst lovely rolling hills. There were freshly plowed fields and sporadic mammoth trees that had lived hundreds of years. I was enjoying the view. I was calm, comfortable and relaxed. Hell, I was smiling when I smashed into him. I never saw him coming. I hadn’t even time to move my foot to the brake pedal before I hit him.

When I came to a skidding halt, I rushed out of my truck in horror and there he was. A little boy with a Dutch boy haircut, wearing denim overalls over a red shirt. He was smeared all over the road.

The boy was dead. There was nothing I could do for him. I could have called for an ambulance or the police or someone, but nobody who arrived on the scene would’ve been able to do anything for the boy. He was gone and I wasn’t sure what to do. So I panicked.

I quickly scanned the area and there was nobody around. Not one sign of life. Not one witness. So, I hurried back to my truck and drove away, leaving the dead little boy behind me.

I closed my eyes tightly when I heard the gravel crunching under the weight of the enormous tires heading my way. Within seconds I would be free.

Free from being haunted.


SOMETHING SCARY

It was my final year at The Cushing Preparatory Academy for Young Men. I had good enough grades to get into most any college that I wanted, but I had decided not to go to college at all. I wanted to take a few years off and just explore the world.

Boy, that plan sure miffed off my parents. My father said such a rebellious act would sully his good name. My folks weren’t the only ones who were incensed by my decision. The school was too. The dean of students barked at me when he told me it was decades since a graduate from The Cushing Preparatory Academy for Young Men had not produced a college attendee.

They were all especially mad because I was considered the leader of the “Wild Bunch.” That’s what the professors called me and my two good friends, Emerson and Graham. They too were forgoing college. And although this fact seemed to enrage many, we didn’t care. We just wanted to loaf around and have some fun.

Speaking of fun, I got a brand new roommate for my final year. His name was Oliver and he had the appearance of a dweeb. He had a slender frame. His black hair was combed straight down to his eyebrows, covering most of his forehead. He wore thick glasses and was always dressed as if he were attending a dinner party.

When he arrived the first day he found me bawling in my bed, devastated by the fact that my girlfriend had broken up with me. Of course I wasn’t really crying and my girlfriend hadn’t broken up with me. I dumped her! This was all a ploy to set the poor lad up for a most rambunctious prank.

That night when Oliver stepped into our room he was mortified to find my dead body hanging from the rafters!

Oliver’s reaction was priceless. It was as though the poor boy had turned to stone as he stood stock still, staring at my supposed dead body for the longest time. His jaw slowly dropped and finally he let out a girlish gasp.

I must say, Oliver was a mighty fine sport about it when we let him off the hook. The kid had a sense of humor. He was laughing as he spoke.

“You guys scared the hell out of me!”

It appeared ole Oliver would fit right in with the Wild Bunch. And apparently he had something to contribute to the group right off that bat.

“You guys wanna see something scary?”

Emerson and Graham were as intrigued as I was. Oliver didn’t have to say anymore, we were already willing, but he wasn’t going to let us in on the creepy goodness without setting the stage first.

“There was a scandal at the preparatory school I was at before this one. Several of the students went missing. Nobody knows what happened to them, but there were whispers that they were murdered. One student I knew was deadly serious when he told me he heard they found the boys bodies. They were mutilated. Torn to shreds. The school managed to keep the details under wraps, fearing the bad press. And that’s not all.”

Oliver leaned in closer as he lowered his voice.

“I’ve heard that there’s an epidemic of boys going missing from preparatory schools all over the world!”

Oliver discreetly looked around before continuing in a near whisper.

“I found something that makes me think the next boys that go missing may be from this very school.”

All of us Wild Bunch members exchanged glances. Oliver was weaving quite the intriguing tale indeed. He had us hook line and sinker and there had better have been a hell of a climax. I told him as much.

“Okay, Oliver. Show us what you found. Show us something scary.”

We all waited until after lights out and snuck down into the field behind the school. As the leader of the Wild Bunch, I spoke up.

“We’re ready to see something scary. Lead the way.”

Oliver led us through the field. We all waited until we were a distance from the school before we turned on our flashlights to help guide us through the darkness of the night.

“It’s right up here in the woods.”

The Cushing Preparatory Academy for Young Men was encircled by a lush forest that was supposed to be off limits to students, but that’s where everyone went to smoke or do drugs or do anything else they weren’t supposed to be doing.

Oliver led us several hundred feet into the woods before he stopped and prepped us.

“Guys, what you’re about to see is hideous. There’s no shame in looking away or even falling ill from the sickening sight. This is your last chance. If you want to turn back…”

I stopped Oliver right there.

“Enough with the build up! Show us!”

Oliver nodded.

“Okay. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

Oliver led us another twenty paces to the base of an old oak tree. He pointed his light at something lying behind it. The rest of us moved up cautiously. I about gagged when I saw it.

Sebastian Quincy. He was a known drug user. And not just pot. He was into the heavy stuff. There was no doubt it was him. I recognized his face. Or what was left of it.

Sebastian had been mangled. His skin was literally shredded. It looked like something had chewed up his arms and his throat. There were huge gashes over his face. If we were in Africa, I would have assumed he had been mauled by a lion.

We were all speechless. I could hear Emerson doing his best to suppress a gag, but otherwise the night was silent. That is, until the silence was shattered by Oliver’s laughter.

“I got you guys good!”

We all slowly turned around and placed our flashlight beams on Oliver. He was doubling over, holding his stomach as he cackled.

“You should see the look on your faces!”

It took me several seconds of deep breaths to finally find my voice.

“Are you kidding me? This is a joke?”

Oliver laughed harder and looked over at Sebastian’s body.

“Okay, Sebastian, you can get up now.”

I started shaking my head. Although I appreciated a good joke, I was kind of infuriated. I really thought Sebastian was dead. Then it dawned on me. Just like Oliver thought I was really dead. Finally, I let out a little laugh.

“What comes around goes around.”

I gave Oliver a wink and then turned around and looked down at Sebastian. He was still lying motionless on the ground.

“Joke’s over Sebastian. You can get up now!”

Sebastian wasn’t moving. It was Graham who appeared to be the most perturbed by the joke.

“Get up, you prick!”

Graham laid into Sebastian pretty good with a hefty kick to the ribs.

Sebastian still wasn’t moving. Nor did his expression change. I wasn’t the only one who noticed something was wrong. Oliver had rushed to Sebastian’s side and was inspecting him closely.

“Oh my God! He’s dead! Sebastian is really dead!”

Graham barked at Oliver.

“If you’re still joking around, I’m going to beat the hell out of you!”

“I’m not joking! Check for yourself!”

Graham bent down and felt around on Sebastian’s ravaged throat. He looked back at me in horror.

“He has no pulse.”

Oliver held an expression of shock as he stood up straight and seemed to come to a realization. 

“I know what happened to him.”

He held his shocked gaze upon me for several seconds before he let the rest of us in on the knowledge.

“I killed him.”

Oliver’s shocked expression slowly morphed into a sly smile followed by insidious laughter.

In a blur, Oliver launched himself on Graham and seconds later was shaking Emerson around like a rag doll. I wanted to run, I did, but my legs felt like they were stuck in wet cement. I couldn’t move! I was literally scared stiff!

After ripping apart Emerson and Graham, Oliver stood staring at me. His eyes were glowing red, his mouth was open wide revealing a row a shark like teeth. His arms and face had broken out in a thin layer of fur.

“What the hell are you?”

Oliver shrugged.

“You can think of me as a skin-walker for hire.”

I should have been focused on the fact that Oliver revealed he was a skin-walker, but my mind was drawn to the “for hire” portion of his statement.

“Who hired you to do this?”

Oliver managed a smirk.

“Most people just beg for their lives. But you want details. I like that.”

He held a dramatic pause before revealing the truth to me.

“My understanding is that the school and all of your parents are splitting my bill. They can’t have you lazy derelicts dishonor their names and reputations. Death before dishonor and all that.” 


I closed my eyes tight as Oliver stepped toward me with parting words. 

“I must say, you lazy ass kids nowadays are making my wallet fat. For that, I’ll give you a quick death.”

Oliver was true to his word.


TRAFFIC STOP

The Cop

It was late on a Saturday night. My shift had just ended. My police car is not a take home vehicle, so I was on my way back to the station to drop it off when I noticed the car in front of me weaving slightly over the center line.

I was tired and really wanted to get home and hoped they wouldn’t swerve over the center line again, but they did. And then they did again and again. Even so, it was just slightly over the line each time. They probably weren’t drunk. They were likely just tired. I kept telling myself that but each time the car weaved over the line, I was less convinced and it finally happened enough to where I flipped on my police lights.

I used to work in a small town where I simply patrolled the streets with no motivation other than to keep the peace. I felt like I was making a difference for the good of the town.

When my wife told me she was pregnant, I opted to take a job in a larger town that paid more. The chief is a real jerk. He doesn’t care about keeping the peace. He only cares about collecting commerce for the city. My job had basically become writing tickets. After a while it made me feel like the villain. I hated it. I wanted to quit and go back to the small town where I made a real difference.

As I got out of my vehicle and approached the car, I peered into the back seat and flashed my light inside briefly. I noticed a blanket sprawled out over the seat and some garbage lying on top of it. I then shifted my focus to the driver who had already rolled down their window and had both of their hands on the steering wheel which I appreciated.

I stepped up close to the driver’s window. The man driving was in his late 30’s. He had neatly combed hair and was wearing a suit and tie.

“License, please.”

As the man handed me his license, I leaned in and took a few hefty whiffs of the air. Normally if someone has been drinking I can smell it in the vehicle or on the person, but I didn’t smell anything suspicious.

“Have you been drinking tonight?”

The driver shook his head.

“Nope.”

The man appeared to be very nervous, but that wasn’t unusual. Getting pulled over by the cops was never a calming experience for anyone.

“I pulled you over because you were weaving.”

“I’m sorry officer, I didn’t even realize. I guess I’m just tired.”

My chief would have wanted me to make him get out of the car and do a laundry list of field sobriety tests on him. If I couldn’t get him on a drunk driving charge, he’d want me to write him a ticket for reckless driving. That’s the kind of department I was working for and I wanted no part of it anymore. I decided right then and there that was going to be my last night on the job. I was going to quit and get my old job back in the small town. My last act as a police officer in this town was not going to be writing a ticket. I was either going to do some good for the town or I was going to call it a night.

I looked at the man’s address. He only lived ten minutes away.

“Keep yourself wide awake and drive safely. Have a nice night.”

As I handed the man back his license, I noticed the man was sweating bullets. He was also squeezing the steering wheel tightly with both hands and was breathing fast and erratically. There was either something physically wrong with him or he was hiding something.

“Sir, are you okay?”

The man turned his head slowly. He was very pale and appeared frightened. He forced a fake smile and stuttered slightly as he spoke.

“Y-y-yeah, I, uh, I’m, I’m fine.”

As badly as I just wanted to let the man be on his way so that I could be on my way, it was clear something was wrong and I felt the need to investigate further.

“Sir, can you step out of the vehicle please?”

My request made the man break out into a full panic and he began hyperventilating. He started yelling out a question that wasn’t directed toward me.

“What do I do? What do I do? I don’t know what to do!”

I took a step back and instinctively placed my hand on the butt of my pistol. I was surprised when the man suddenly flung the door open and rushed me.


TRAFFIC STOP

The Driver
I was nervous as hell when I spotted the police car behind me. My hands started sweating profusely and began sliding around the wheel. I think that caused me to weave around a bit and I can’t say I was surprised when I saw the bright blue and red flashing lights turn on.
I tried my best to remain cool, calm and collected and I think I started out my conversation with the officer on solid footing, but every second that went by the more nervous I got and the harder it was to conceal it. Eventually the cop figured out by my behavior that something was wrong and asked me to step out of the car.
It was at that second that I knew I was going to die. You see, the man in the back seat of my car had a gun pointed at the back of my head. He made it brutally clear that if I did anything to alert the cop to his presence he would pull the trigger and I’d be dead.
I was panic stricken. I started shouting out questions to the crazy man in the back seat asking him what I was supposed to do. Of course in doing so I made it clear to the cop that there was someone else in the car. I knew at any second I would feel the blast of a bullet entering the back of my head and my fight or flight instinct kicked in. I jumped out of the car and rushed toward the police officer to warn him of the impending doom in the back seat of my car.



TRAFFIC STOP

The Man In The Back Seat
I broke into Professor Donovan’s car and waited for him in the back seat. Once he got in and started driving, I waited until he was far out in a quiet area before I made my presence known.
“Hello professor.”
That probably wasn’t the greatest idea in the world. Professor Donovan startled so bad that he nearly ran the car off the road which could have killed us both. Fortunately, he gained control of the vehicle.
“What do you want?”
I showed him the revolver.
“Shut up and drive.”
He did as instructed. I could hear his hampered breath. He was scared. Really scared. Good. He deserved to be scared.
“Who are you?”
I rose up so he could see my face and kept the revolver pointed at him.
“My name is Aaron Briggs. Sound familiar?”
Initially, Professor Donovan had no clue and shook his head.
“I don’t know who you are. I’ve never seen you before. Are you sure you have the right man?”
“My name doesn’t sound familiar to you?”
“No! I don’t know who you are!”
“The last name Briggs doesn’t mean anything to you? Think! Who do you know with the last name of Briggs?”
I could see the wheels in his mind turning and finally it clicked. He locked his gaze on me and turned pale. Sweat began dripping down his face. He was nervous, as he should have been.
“Say her name, professor.”
“Listen…what happened was…”
“Say her name!”
“Alexis! Alexis Briggs!”
I sat there silent for the longest time and watched as he sweated and squirmed. He knew the day of reckoning had come.
“How many other students of yours have you strangled to death?”
I watched as the professor took in several deep breaths before speaking.
“I don’t know what you mean.”
“Yes you do. She told me about your affair. She told me she was breaking it off with you. And then she turned up dead.”
Again, he took several breaths and tried to push his nervousness down before answering me.
“I loved her. I truly did. When she ended it, I just…I…I went insane. I lost control.”
“And now you’re going to die for it.”
It was at that moment when the blue and red lights lit up the interior of the car. It was a cop. It seemed my attempt at revenge was going to be foiled.
“Pull over and stay calm. I’m going to be pointing this gun at the back of your head. You pull anything and I pull the trigger.”
I laid down in the back seat and covered myself with a blanket that was on the floor and a few empty fast food bags. I hoped the cop wouldn’t notice me.
Professor Donovan was trying to follow my instructions but he was growing increasingly nervous and if I could detect that in his voice, I was positive the cop could.
The jig was up the moment the cop asked the professor to step out of the car. Then Professor Donovan freaked out and started asking me directly what he should do!
I figured the second the professor stepped out of the car he’d alert the cop to my presence. Which probably wouldn’t be that big of a deal if I didn’t have a gun on my person. That’s when an idea popped into my head!
I quickly lurched forward and slid my revolver into Professor Donovan’s suit jacket pocket. A fraction of a second later, the professor bolted from the car and rushed toward the cop for help. That’s when I jumped from the car as well and I started shouting before Professor Donovan could.
“He’s insane! He kidnapped me!”
The cop looked at me in shock, but I continued to point emphatically at Professor Donovan as I yelled.
“He’s going to kill us! He has a gun! He has a gun!”
The professor seemed confused by my confident claim and began patting himself down. When he felt the gun in his suit pocket, he removed it.
“Freeze!”
The cop drew his gun and pointed it at Professor Donovan. The confused professor bumbled around with the gun which made the cop assume he was about to open fire, so he shot first. Three shots hit Professor Donovan directly in the chest and he dropped to the ground in a heap.
It wasn’t how I planned it, but ultimately I did avenge my sister’s death.



WHISTLING PAST THE GRAVEYARD

I was a high school girl and I was on my third date with my boyfriend Brian who was getting particularly handsy during our make out session in his car. I kept pushing his hands away as he attempted to explore every contour of my body and eventually he snapped.

“What the hell? It’s our third date! Aren’t you even gonna let me have some tit?”

I was appalled. I wasn’t that kind of girl. I pushed him away, got out of the car and shut the door.

“Brian, I won’t stay in that car with you for another second if you can’t behave yourself.”

Brian shrugged.

“Fine. Bye, bitch.”

I was shocked when he sped away and disappeared into the night.

I was stranded on a rather lonely road, far from home. To top it off, I didn’t have any cell service. I wasn’t too far out in the boonies so I knew I’d be able to get a cell signal within a few miles from where I was, but it would likely take me at least an hour of walking to reach that point.

I had been walking for approximately twenty minutes when I approached the graveyard. I didn’t even realize there was a graveyard in the area. It was small and appeared quite old. Some of the headstones were crooked from having sunk into the ground over many decades. There were vines and moss covering many of the other grave markers. There was a short, rusty metal fence lining the graveyard. It was creepy and I picked up my pace to walk by it faster. I even began whistling to try to keep my mind off of where I was. I jumped when I heard the roar of the engine.

I whirled around hoping it might be Brian coming to pick me up, but it wasn’t. It was a classic car. It was bright red and reminded me of the car from the movie Christine. It slowed as it approached and stopped once it reached me.

I bent down and looked inside the car. There was a handsome young man sitting behind the wheel. He had slicked back hair and a smile to die for. I guessed him to be a college student. He had a deep, rugged voice.

“Are you lost?”

“No. Just stranded.”

“Why don’t you let me give you a lift? This is a dangerous road. Lots of people use this as a drag strip.”

I was reluctant to get in and he could see that.

“Yeah, I know. Don’t ever get into a car with a strange man. Wise policy. But I promise I’m a complete gentleman. I’ll take you wherever you want to go.”

I figured if he was a killer he could just get out of the car and chase me down, so I accepted his ride.

“If you can take me just far enough to where I can make a phone call, that would be fine.”

“Whatever you want.”

I got in and he started driving. He flashed a handsome smile as he asked me my name.

“Julie. What’s yours?”

“Johnny. Johnny Dalton. Nice to meet you.”

He hadn’t driven more than two minutes before my phone dinged indicating that I had service.

“You can stop right here.”

Johnny pulled over to the side of the road and I got out. It wasn’t until it was clear that I had reached my dad and that he was on his way to pick me up, that Johnny left.

“Bye Julie.”

I waved as Johnny peeled out and sped off and then watched in horror as Johnny lost control of his car which erupted into a gargantuan ball of fire. I could feel the heat on my face and then everything went cold.

I stood there dumbfounded as I stared down the road. The empty road. There was no fire. No charred car. Nothing. There was no sign of Johnny Dalton or his wrecked car having ever been there. 

What had just happened?

I felt like I was in a daze for the rest of the night. I had trouble sleeping. I couldn’t stop thinking about Johnny and the horrible car crash I witnessed.

Early the next morning I drove to the little graveyard that Johnny had picked me up in front of. I searched for any sign of Johnny Dalton or his car. But everything was normal. No Johnny. No Car. No skid marks on the road. Nothing.

“Are you lost?”

Johnny’s voice came from behind me. I spun around. Nobody was there.

The voice had a distant tinge to it as if it had come from the little graveyard by the side of the road. I stepped up to the graveyard and gasped when I read what was etched on the largest head stone standing at the forefront of the graveyard.

Johnny Dalton

Born 1938

Died 1957


ONE NIGHT IN SPRINGFIELD

Springfield, Tennessee. A quaint town located in far Northern Tennessee. I was just passing through on my way to Nashville for my brother’s funeral.

My brother and I weren’t close. You could accurately describe us as estranged since I hadn’t talked to him in over twenty years. Since he stole my girlfriend. Sure I was only 18 years old at the time, but she was my high school sweetheart. I had deep seeded feelings for her. I was so broken up over the whole thing that I moved out of state to Kentucky and started a new life there. I left everything else behind.

That event might seem like coming of age kid stuff to some people, but it had a heavy effect on me. I have never been able to have a meaningful relationship with a woman ever since. I have serious intimacy issues. I never allow myself to get to know a woman well enough to have any true feelings for them in fear of being devastated again.

I was getting hungry as I drove through Springfield and spotted a little restaurant called The Depot. It sat directly across from active railroad tracks. The place exuded rustic charm and I had a seat at the bar. I wound up ordering the grilled Atlantic salmon. I was not expecting to taste the best salmon I ever had in my entire life but that was indeed the case.

I left The Depot fully satisfied and was ready for the final leg of my trip, but first I decided to stop at a small gas station for a cup of coffee to drink on the way.

Upon exiting the gas station and getting into my car, I was disappointed to find out that my car was completely dead. My ignorance runs deep when it comes to the mechanical aspects of cars, but even so, I felt obligated to lift the hood and take a gander. As expected, everything looked fine to my ignorant eyes, so I shut the hood. I was about to walk back into the gas station to see if they knew of any mechanics nearby when I heard a feminine voice call out to me.

“Car trouble?”

I turned to see an attractive woman in my age range. She had long, straight blonde hair that went well with her dazzling blue eyes. She was wearing a red blouse and a gray business skirt.

“Yeah, it just died on me.”

I could see the woman looking me up and down as she approached me, but I didn’t think much of it.

“You’re not from around here are you?”

I shook my head.

“I’m just passing through on my way to Nashville.”

“You know, my brother is a mechanic.”

“Really?”

At that second a rumble of thunder shook the ground and the skies opened up unleashing bullets of rain upon the town.

“Come with me!”

The woman grabbed my arm and pulled me with her as she ran to her car. Immediately after getting into the car and shutting the door, she started the engine and began to drive.

“We’ll go to my brother’s house and see if he’s home.” 

Buckets of rain were washing over the windshield as the woman drove. Within five minutes we were on a long, gravel driveway which led to a large, fancy farmhouse. It sat on a well-manicured yard and I noticed multiple exterior buildings scattered about the property.

We hurried to the front door of the house and she knocked on the door. There was no answer, so she turned the knob and opened it.

“He won’t mind if we wait inside for him.”

I followed the woman to a sunken living room that was filled with plants. The wood siding gave the room a cozy feel. We sat down on an oversized, plush couch and the blonde woman got comfortable by nestling up close to me. She started running her hand up and down my arm.

“You’re in good shape. Do you work out?”

I was squirming a bit. I wasn’t comfortable with how forward the woman was being.

“Uh, yeah. I work out a few days a week.”

The woman continued to look me over.

“I bet you can run a marathon.”

I shrugged.

“I don’t know about that. I do have good stamina though.”

She grinned.

“I bet you do.”

I let out a nervous chuckle. I did not mean for that to sound sexual in nature, but I could see how she took it that way.

You’d think that I’d be fine with a sexy blonde touching my body and throwing herself at me, but as I mentioned I have intimacy issues. And my fear of sexually transmitted diseases keeps me from being interested in meaningless one night stands. Seriously, I’m a mess when it comes to women!

“Do you have any medical conditions? Diabetes, heart problems, kidney issues?”

“What? No.”

I was baffled by the woman’s unusual line of questioning and attempted to get back to the point of me being there in the first place.

“Uh, do you think your brother will be here soon?”

The blonde woman smiled.

“I don’t have a brother. I just said that to get you over here.”

Before her statement could fully register within my mind, the woman pulled out a syringe and sank it into my arm. I tried to stand but the room was spinning and then everything went dark.

I’m not sure how much time had passed before I woke up. I was in an extreme groggy state. My vision was blurred, but I could see that I was in a bright room. I quickly noticed the table in the center of the room with leather restraints. Behind that was a large computer monitor with scrolling text. It was sitting next to a flashing board of lights. The woman was standing next to the computer with her back to me. She appeared to be on the phone. Her voice was slightly muffled, but I could hear her well enough.

“He’s in great shape. We’re currently receiving bids for his kidneys, liver and pancreas.  Bidding will begin for his heart and lungs tomorrow.”

I was going to be sliced to pieces and have my organs sold to the highest bidder!

I grabbed a nearby countertop and attempted to hoist myself up, but I was too weak and dropped back down to the floor while pulling a large metal tray off the counter with me. The tray made a loud clang as it hit the floor and the woman spun around.

“I’ll call you right back.”

The woman hung up the phone and immediately began filling a syringe with liquid.

“Looks like I didn’t give you enough.”

The woman held a stern expression as she approached me. I managed to grip my hand around the tray on the ground next to me and thrashed my arm about as the blond woman got close. Somehow I managed to hit her in the head with the tray and it must have got her just right because even though it didn’t feel like there was much force behind the blow, the blond woman fell to the floor like a rag doll.

I knew she wouldn’t be out long, so I focused all my energy on getting to my feet. Once I accomplished that I staggered through the house like a drunken sailor, but managed to get to the front door and I opened it.

With every step I took, I felt a little jolt of energy surge through my body. I was still lethargic as hell and likely had the appearance of a zombie with two broken ankles, but I was making progress down the gravel driveway and away from the organ dealing farmhouse.

“I’ll find you!”

The woman’s voice was distant and was followed by the sound of her car’s engine roaring to life. I could hear the car’s tires crunching over the gravel as it got closer so I dove into the woods that lined the driveway. I kept moving through the woods to create as much distance between me and the organ craving psycho as possible.

I’m not sure how far I went or how long it took me to get there, but I woke up on a thin walking bridge. I could hear the churning of water from the creek beneath it. I could feel sweat dripping down my forehead and I was breathing heavy, but my strength was beginning to return.

I turned my head when I heard the thud of footsteps coming my way. I squinted through my foggy vision to make out the figure standing over me better. It was a woman in her early 20’s. Her spiked jet black hair matched her lipstick, tank top, form hugging skirt and army boots. Her voice had a raspy hint to it.

“You’re out late.”

I was confused.

“Late? What time is it?”

“It’s one o’clock in the morning.”

“Wow! Really?”

That’s when I noticed that the woman was holding a baseball bat in her hand.

“Uh, what are you doing with that bat?”

“I’m patrolling. Some prowler attacked my sister out here. Punched her in the face and then ripped off her shirt before she managed to get away. She said the guy had dark wavy hair. Kind of like yours.”

I didn’t even have a chance to respond before she brained me with the bat and darkness overtook me once again.

This time I woke up in a dingy basement that reeked of mildew. I could see the black haired thug girl who hit me with the bat. She was standing on the basement stairs having a heated argument with a diminutive woman in her late teens. She too had black hair and I could tell by their similar facial structure that they were related.

“That’s not him!”

“Well what do we do with him now? I battered him and kidnapped him. He’s seen me! Should we kill him?” 

They continued arguing as they walked up the stairs out of sight. I knew that was likely my only chance to get out of there. My head was pounding, but I wasn’t as weak as before. I stood up and peered about the basement and quickly honed in on the thin basement window at the top of the wall. I grabbed a nearby metal bucket to use as a stool, opened the window and managed to squirm my way out onto a wet lawn.

I quickly scanned the area. I was in a small neighborhood. I knew the first thing I had to do was get as far away from the thug’s house as possible, so I started running. As I stepped out into the street, I was blinded by headlights zooming my way. I briefly heard the loud screech of tires before the car made impact. I felt myself being catapulted up into the air before I landed back down onto the hood of the vehicle that hit me. Once again, I became lightheaded and I blacked out.

“Are you okay? Can you hear me?”

I heard a woman’s voice multiple times while things were dark, but when I finally opened my eyes, I noticed that I was in a kitchen all alone. I was propped up in a chair. On the kitchen table in front of me was a package of gauze and bandages along with bottles of hydrogen peroxide and iodine.

I felt my forehead which had been bandaged.  I realized I had no shirt on when I reached down and felt the medical tape over my ribs. Every breath I took hurt, but apparently someone went to the trouble of patching me up.

I stood up and was relieved to find that I had strength and could walk steadily. My eyes were no longer fogged over. I could see clearly and wanted to get out of wherever I was.

I set my sights on the huge, primitive wooden door at the far end of the kitchen. I was hoping it led outside, so I hurried over and attempted to pull it open, but it wouldn’t budge. It took me a few seconds to realize that it couldn’t be pulled open because it was in fact, a sliding door. So I slid it open and was met with a cold blast of air.

“No! Don’t open that!”

I turned my head when I heard the woman’s voice. She was rushing toward me with a concerned expression on her face. The woman was tall and athletically built. She had curly, red hair and big, beautiful green eyes.

I looked back to see where the sliding door led to. It wasn’t an outside door as I had hoped. It was a walk-in freezer. And there lying in the middle of the freezer was a dead woman. The dead woman was pale blue from the cold and had short, messy auburn hair.

“You weren’t supposed to see that.”

I turned to see the tall redhead standing before me. She was holding a machete. I quickly slid the freezer door closed.

“I didn’t see anything.”

The redhead grinned.

“I really wish that was true.”

The redhead took in a few deep breaths and then began rambling.

“When I was in high school, my sister stole my high school sweetheart. It drove me mad. Ever since then I’m on the lookout for women who knowingly cheat with married or otherwise attached men. And I eliminate those women.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing and threw up my hands.

“You know, my brother stole my high school sweetheart and it didn’t turn me into a serial killer. I just have intimacy issues!”

The two of us stood in that kitchen eyeing each other for several seconds before I asked a question.

“What do we do now?”

The athletic redhead tightened her grip on the machete.

“I could just kill you and I wouldn’t have to worry. Or we can make a deal. You don’t tell anyone about my secret and I’ll allow you to leave here tonight with your life.”

Beggars can’t be choosers. I quickly accepted the deal which I felt was more than fair.

Something about that night in Springfield changed me. It made me reflect upon my life and I opted to focus on working out my intimacy issues. A few years later I was married. And would you believe it? My wife is from Springfield, Tennessee. We actually live there now! Fortunately, I have yet to run into any of the mysterious women I encountered on that fateful night.


THE DEAD SHALL WALK THE EARTH

My name is Joe Sharp. I’m a private detective.

I’m the guy who gets called when nobody else can get the job done. I’m not cheap, but I’m worth every penny. Most of the time.

I was hired by a woman named Wilma Belmont. She wanted me to find her missing husband, Samuel. Sounds like a standard case doesn’t it? Well, here’s the catch. Her husband is dead and he’s missing from the morgue.

Mr. Belmont was 72 when he died of cardiac arrest. Apparently he had mentioned to his wife on multiple occasions that he didn’t want to live past the age of 72. He didn’t want to experience the inevitable deterioration stage that most extremely elderly people have to go through. Well, Mr. Belmont got his wish and although his wife missed her loving husband dearly, she was happy that he died quickly without suffering. She described his death as a switch being shut off.

We should all be so lucky.

My first stop was the small hospital in Black Cat, Kentucky where the body went missing from. I talked to the security guard who was on duty that night. He was a big, friendly fella with a scruffy beard and a world class beer belly. He was puffing on a cigarette as he explained the chilling events that went down that night.

“It was the scariest night of my life. We had two bodies in the morgue waiting to be picked up by funeral homes. This is a small hospital so there’s nothing in the basement other than the morgue and there’s no attendant down there. Just the dead.”

The guard shook his head.

“Man, I hate going down there. But it’s part of the job. I have to take a stroll through the morgue every few hours. So, I took the elevator to the basement. The lights were off. I always turn them off when I leave the basement. I mean, nobody’s down there, why waste electricity, right? Anyway, the elevator doors open to darkness. The light switch for the basement is in the corridor, so I have to walk through pitch blackness through the foyer, to the corridor and then feel around on the wall for the light switch. Well, on this night, things didn’t go as smooth as normal. I stepped out of the elevator. I couldn’t see my hand in front of my face, but I could hear just fine and there was no mistaking what I was hearing. It was footsteps. Footsteps coming down the corridor in my direction. I called out, but nobody answered. I felt my way through the foyer and reached the corridor. I started feeling around on the wall for the light switch, but damn if those footsteps weren’t getting closer and closer. The footsteps were slow and I could occasionally hear them dragging across the floor. Damn, they were close. I mean they were right there! When I finally felt the light switch, I didn’t have a chance to turn it on because I felt a hand reach out and touch me. A cold, frigid hand.”

“What did you do?”

“What the hell do you think I did? I screamed. I ran. I ran back through the darkness to the elevator and started pressing the call button like a mad man, but that damn elevator was sure taking its sweet time! In the meantime those footsteps were continuing to walk toward me. And that’s when I realized there were multiple footsteps. There was more than one other person down there with me in the dark. And then I heard a moan. A deep guttural moan that sent shivers down my spine. Man, I ran to the farthest corner of the foyer and plastered myself against the wall. Then the elevator door opened and lit everything up. And that’s when I saw them.”

“Who?”

“The dead bodies. One old man and one old woman. They were naked. They were pale. They were dead. It was the two dead bodies from the morgue. There was no doubt about it.”

“What happened then?”

“The two zombies…and mark my words, that’s what they were, zombies. They got into the elevator and the door shut behind them. That was the last I seen of them.”

The security guard’s hand was shaking as he took another drag off of his cigarette.

“I called the cops. But those bastards didn’t believe a word I was saying. They think I was exaggerating. They chalked the whole thing up to college kids pulling pranks and stealing dead bodies. But I know what I saw.”

The security guard was convincing. At the very least he believed what he was saying.

“Let me ask you this, did anything else unusual happen that night?”

The security guard shook his head.

“Nope. Other than that it was a normal work day.”

“I don’t just mean related to work. Did anything else out of the ordinary happen? Did you hear anything strange? See anything weird?”

“Well, there was a light in the sky.”

“What do you mean?”

“As I was pulling into the parking lot that night, the entire sky lit up for a second and I saw a huge streak of light flash through the sky. As it got closer it looked like a ball of fire. I even heard a boom as it impacted the ground not far from here.”

Dead bodies don’t normally just get up and start walking around. I wondered if the mysterious fireball the guard described might have something to do with the missing dead bodies.

I knew of an amateur astrologist in the area. He liked to hang out at a scum bag place called Club Fun. It was a place where the perverts went to live out their wildest sexual fantasies. It was a real sleaze pit if you ask me.

As soon as I walked through the door, I was hit with a pungent odor of B.O. and sex. I nearly gagged. As I walked down the corridor I spotted a chubby grown man wearing a diaper and sucking on a pacifier being led by the hand by an attractive woman wearing a skin tight tiger costume. She was holding a whip and I heard her saying something to the man-baby about giving him some discipline. I was shaking my head in disgust when I heard a familiar voice.

“Hello, Joe. Who are you looking for today?”

I turned around to see Platinum. She was a whore in a platinum wig. She was wearing a tight top with no bra. Her fishnet stockings ran down into her knee high leather boots. She knew everybody in Club Fun and was my go to when I needed to find someone.

“I’m looking for that weirdo, they call Long Hair. Is he around tonight?”

Platinum stared at the lower region of my body as she licked her lips and moved closer to me. 


“Mmmm. He might be.” 

I held up a ten dollar bill which Platinum took from my hand using only her mouth. She then flashed me a seductive smile before finally spitting out the information I had just paid for.

“He’s in the masturbation room.”

There was no way in hell I was going into that revolting room without wearing a hazmat suit, so I waited patiently outside the door. I cringed every time I heard a moan of pleasure escape through the confines of the door.

After fifteen minutes or so, the door opened and a woman wearing a clear plastic mask along with a black Halloween fright wig emerged from the room. She was followed by a man wearing a latex body suit and a black mask with a zipper over the mouth. His long blonde hair was hanging out from under his mask. This was the man I was looking for.

“Long Hair, I need to talk to you.”

Long Hair motioned with his head for me to follow him. He led me to a small locker room. Once the door to the room was shut, he removed his mask.

“What do you want?”

“Do you know anything about a mysterious light in the sky a couple weeks back?”

Long Hair opened up a locker and began removing his latex suit as he spoke.

“There’s nothing mysterious about it. It was a shooting star. A meteor. It impacted the earth somewhere in the area.”

“Do you know exactly where?”

Long Hair shook his head as he began putting on his street clothes.

“I haven’t had a chance to look into it yet. But I got a call from the worm lady a few days ago. She said she had been close to the impact site and found something interesting.”

“Worm lady?”

Long Hair gave me the number of the worm lady. When I reached her and told her of my interest in the meteor, she gave me the coordinates to the impact site which led me to a forest not far from the Black Cat Hospital.

The Worm Lady was not what I was expecting, although I’m not sure exactly what I was expecting! She was a very attractive lady in her late 40’s. She was wearing a red and black flannel shirt, blue jeans and hiking boots. Atop her mass of curly, blonde hair was a camouflage bucket hat.

“You the worm lady?”

“You Joe Sharp?”

“In the flesh. So why do they call you the worm lady?”

“Either because I study worms for a living or because I have thirty hookworms living inside my body. Probably a combination of both.”

“Hookworms?”

“Most people who get hookworms get them from walking around barefoot in mud, but I introduced them into my body willingly by placing thirty hookworm larvae into a drop of water and then placing the water on my forearm, allowing the hookworm larvae to wriggle into my body through my skin.”

I’m sure my face was crinkled in disgust and curiosity as I asked her the obvious question.

“Why the hell would you do that?”

“For research, Mr. Sharp. I believe that a small amount of hookworms living within our bodies could be beneficial to our immune systems.”

“I’d rather be sick.”

The worm lady ignored my comment and moved on to the business at hand.

“I understand that you’re interested in the meteor that crashed here not long ago and that you think it may have some connection to missing bodies from the morgue.”

“Yeah, that’s the long and the short of it.”

“I think you may be on to something.”

“Oh yeah? Why is that?”

“I discovered something quite interesting. Worm trails. Massive worm trails.”

“Why should I care about worm trails?” 
 

“Because they led to the Black Cat Hospital.”

I was officially intrigued and asked the worm lady why she thought that was connected to the meteor. She got right to the point.

“The worm trails I found are massive. Unlike anything I have ever seen before. I would go so far as to describe them as, other worldly. I surmise that a worm species was imbedded in the meteor that crashed in this vicinity. Somehow they were entrenched deep enough to be shielded from the earth’s atmosphere and survived the impact.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“Space worms?”

“Scoff all you want Mr. Sharp, but if you want to find your missing dead bodies, I believe I can lead you directly to them.”

What did I have to lose? So I followed the enigmatic worm lady deep into the forest.

“Where exactly are we going?”

“If my theory is correct, we’ll find your dead bodies near a sizeable body of water. A lake, a pond, a creek, something of that nature.

“What makes you so sure?”

The worm lady didn’t seem to hear my question. Her intense focus was on the sound of rushing water up ahead. She quickened her pace and I did my best to keep up with her. I must admit that I was beyond surprised when we found two naked corpses lying by the edge of a creek.

“I’ll be damned.”

They were the dead bodies of two old people, a man and a woman. The woman was on her back. Her silver hair was matted and covered with dirt and portions of crushed leaves. The old man’s body was lying on its stomach, but I could see that he was bald with a crown of wiry white hair.

I had no doubt that the dead man was Samuel Belmont, but I had to make sure he matched the picture I was given, so I stepped over to the corpse and gently turned it over.

I grimaced at the waft of decay that filled the air upon flipping him to his back.

“Is that him?”

I nodded to the worm lady.

“Yep. No doubt about…holy shit!”

I startled and fell back when the corpse’s eyes shot open and its mouth moved. It began snapping at me. I crawled backwards as fast as I could as I watched the zombie man slowly rise to his feet and begin chasing me.

“Ahhh!”

I turned my head toward the frantic cry of the worm lady to see her wrestling with the old woman zombie who was groaning wildly as she attacked.

I had to deal with the zombie in front of me before I could help the worm lady. The zombie man was gaining speed as it rushed toward me with extended arms and chomping jaws. Its cloudy eyes were fixed on me and it was getting closer and closer.

I stopped back tracking and collected myself enough to withdraw my .38 revolver from my shoulder holster. The zombie was less than three feet away when I pointed my gun at it and unloaded three shots into its chest.

The creature came to a halt. Its eyes went dead and it stiffened as if frozen. The only portion of the zombie that was still moving was its jaw. The jaw opened to its widest possible state and I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

“Holy shit!”

Something was snaking its way out of the zombie’s mouth. It was a huge, dark green, slimy beast that resembled a gigantic slug. I watched on in horror as the entire thing squirmed out of Mr. Belmont’s mouth and plopped down onto the ground in front of me. The slimy sucker must have been five feet long and was wiggling my way. A quick shot, to what I assumed to be the head section of the creature, rendered it motionless.

“Help me!”

I rushed to the aid of the worm lady. The zombie woman was on top of her and gnashing its jaws just inches from the poor woman’s face.

I yanked the zombie woman off the worm lady and tossed her to the ground. It tried to get up, but froze when I shot it in the stomach. The worm-like monster rocketed out of the old zombie woman’s mouth like a torpedo. I shot it in midair and it dropped to the ground, dead.

The worm lady propped herself against a tree as she caught her breath and explained.

“Have you ever heard of a horsehair worm?”

I shook my head.

“Never.”

“The larva lives inside an insect like a grasshopper or a cricket. Once they grow to adult size, they can manipulate the insect’s brain and control it. They usually direct it to drown itself in a body of water so that the horsehair worm can emerge from the insect and live within the water. The creatures we just encountered seem to have a similar trait, but preferring to enter dead bodies to take control over. They likely use the dead bodies for travel, but as we witnessed also to use for attacking either for defense or possibly to procure food.”

“Well, I hope there were only two of them.”

The worm lady shook her head.

“I highly doubt it. I suspect there were dozens of them embedded in the meteorite. They’re out there somewhere.”

It was another case solved, but I have to admit, I had a difficult time falling asleep that night, knowing that out there somewhere were dozens of alien worms searching for fresh carcasses to zombify.


I WOULDN’T GO IN THERE IF I WERE YOU

Katie

“I wouldn’t go in there if I were you!”

I turned to see an old woman in her front lawn eyeing me and the real estate agent as we walked toward the entrance of the stunning stick style Victorian home that was for sale.

“Don’t worry about her. Every neighborhood has someone who is overly superstitious. She’s mostly a recluse. You won’t see her often if you buy this lovely home.”

I stopped when we reached the elaborate porch with decorative railings.

“Why would she say something like that?”

The realtor chuckled as she attempted to brush it off.

“Well, something unfortunate happened in the house thirty or forty years ago. But that’s in the past. This house is priced to sell, so if you’re interested I suggest you move quickly.”

“Please elaborate on the unfortunate happening.”

The realtor let out a disappointed breath as she realized I wasn’t going to let her sweep the information under the rug.

“Now Katie, I don’t want this to turn you off, but I’ll give you the details. A man and woman used to live in the house. They had a young son of 7 or 8 years old. The boy loved playing in the house. He used to run up and down the halls and play in all the rooms. One day the boy was playing with a ball in the upstairs hallway. The ball got away from him and bounced down the stairs. When the boy chased after the ball, he stumbled and fell down the staircase. He broke his neck and died.”

The realtor showed me a fake smile.

“It was unfortunate, but as I mentioned, that was a long time ago.”

“So…is this house, haunted?”

The realtor laughed.

“Of course not! It’s a perfectly suitable house.”

The realtor was not convincing. She seemed bothered, perhaps frightened as her trembling hand turned the doorknob and pushed the front door open.

The foyer was beautiful. There was a winding staircase to the left with red carpeted stairs. To the right were pocket doors that opened into a library fully stocked with vintage books.

“This place is lovely.”

The realtor nodded as she gazed about the house.

“Yes, yes it is, isn’t it?”

Her expression didn’t coincide with her words. She held a fake smile. The house clearly disturbed her. Finally, she could no longer put up her false front and shook her head.

“I’m sorry. I have to go outside, I suddenly feel ill. Please look around on your own.”

The realtor hurried out of the house leaving me all alone. And I felt right at home. The house might have had a morbid past, but there was nothing wrong with it. It was quite breathtaking in fact.

Off of the foyer was a long hallway. As I walked down it, I passed a vast dining room and then a family room. The hall ended in the kitchen which contained a back door to the house. Off of the kitchen was a skinny servant’s staircase that led upstairs to the three bedrooms.

I loved the place. I was a single woman so it was much larger than I needed, but the price was ridiculously low. I made an attractive offer that was promptly accepted.

I had been living in the house free of any negative feeling or paranormal activity whatsoever, when I invited my friend Jolene over for dinner. Jolene just so happened to be a psychic and immediately felt a presence in my new home the second she stepped into it.

“There’s a deep sadness shadowing this house. It’s the spirit of a young boy who still resides here. He feels comforted by your presence.”

Jolene took in several deep breaths and placed her hand over her chest.

“I’m sorry, but I have to leave.”

“Leave? But I just cooked dinner?”

“I’m so sorry. There is too much sadness here. I just, can’t handle it.”

Jolene hurried out of the house.

I didn’t get it. I felt nothing negative about the house. I felt completely normal. I didn’t feel any energy, positive or negative. I experienced nothing unusual. Certainly nothing I would constitute as paranormal.

Once I was fully settled into the house I decided to hit the dating circuit. I met a man on a computer dating site who seemed nice enough via chat and we decided to meet for dinner.

The man’s name was Chuck. Like me, he was in his late 40’s. He was of average build and had neatly cropped short hair and wore thick rimmed eye glasses.

“I have a secret.”

It was an interesting ice breaker that Chuck was using.

“Please tell.”

Chuck shook his head.

“I am dying to tell someone. I have been for some time, but I can only divulge this secret to the right woman. Perhaps that woman is you. Time will tell.”

We chit chatted for a bit and eventually our conversation settled on the topic of my new home. I shared with him the past event of the little boy falling down the stairs to his death while chasing a ball.

“Interesting. Have you experienced any spirit activity within the house?”


“No. The house seems to be very off putting to others. But I’m happy as a clam there.” 

He nodded while rubbing his chin.

“Interesting. Very interesting indeed.”

It was then that the waitress arrived.

“I’ll have a double cheeseburger with fries.”

Chuck seemed appalled by what I ordered and motioned for the waitress to leave.

“We need a few more minutes.”

Chuck looked me over for a few seconds before speaking quite frankly.

“You’re a little bit overweight. I don’t think the double cheeseburger or fries are the best choice for you. Might I suggest a house salad? And if you require protein, perhaps grilled chicken would suffice.”

I was slightly taken aback.

“Are you joking? I’m getting a double cheeseburger and fries!”

“Could you at least order a single burger without the bun? You really don’t need the extra carbs. And how about steamed vegetables in lieu of fries?”

My jaw dropped at that point and I tossed my napkin on the table as I stood up.

“You have got to be one of the rudest people I’ve ever met.”

Chuck shook his finger at me.

“No, no, no. I’m not rude. I’m honest. Now please, sit back down. You’re causing a scene.”

“How’s this for a scene, Chuck? This date is over!”

I stormed out of the restaurant and went back home.

Boy, if that was any indication as to the current temperature of the dating waters, I was not going to be swimming in it. 

When I got home I cooked myself a nice, big, homemade cheeseburger with French fries. I was sitting at the kitchen table and was just about to dig in when I realized I forgot my drink on the counter. As I got up and walked to the kitchen, I heard a loud clang behind me. I turned to see my silverware lying on the floor next to the kitchen table.

“How did that happen?”

I startled when I heard the living room door slam shut.

Was someone in my house? I had the doors and windows locked, so I didn’t think so.

I hurried down the hallway to the living room and opened the door. The living room was empty, so I stepped in to look around. The door slammed shut behind me. I quickly rushed to the door and tried turning the knob, but the door was locked from the inside. I could come up with reasonable explanations for doors shutting on their own, but I couldn’t for doors locking on their own.

I unlocked the door, opened it and just as I stepped out into the hallway I directed my attention to the winding stairway at the front of the house and the bright red ball that was bouncing down the stairs. I walked to the staircase and stared down at the ball as it came to a rest at my feet.

I nearly jumped out of my skin when I heard the loud stomping of footsteps in the kitchen followed by a door being flung open. I rushed down the hall to the kitchen and found the back door wide open.

Nothing else unusual happened in the house the remainder of that night. That was two months ago.

I must admit that the unexplainable events of that evening unnerved me. I’m not sure what caused them to happen, all I can say is that I’ve never experienced any paranormal activity in the house since then and I’m just as happy living here as ever.

I have no plans on departing anytime soon.


I WOULDN’T GO IN THERE IF I WERE YOU

Chuck
My name is Chuck Mulberry. I’m in my 40’s and still single. The reason for this status is a mystery to me. I’m quite the catch.
My date with Katie was going wonderfully until she ordered. I didn’t understand someone in her weight range ordering such a high calorie meal and evidently my addressing the point was a deal breaker for her.
I must say I was more than a bit angered by the scene Katie caused storming off like she did. It angered me enough that I felt teaching her a lesson was in order, so I followed her home.
I watched her while she sat down to eat her fatty meal. When she got up and turned her back, I began “Operation Scare Katie.”
I have a secret. One that I have never shared with anybody, but I would love to, so here it goes. I’m telekinetic. I have the ability to move things with my mind. As long as the object in question isn’t too big and I’m within a reasonable distance from it, I can move it mentally.
I used my telekinetic ability to push Katie’s silverware onto the floor. It startled her, but that was just the beginning. I immediately followed that up by slamming her living room door shut.
I expected Katie to flee from the house screaming, but she was brave. I’d give her that.
I moved to the living room window and watched as Katie entered. Once inside, I slammed the door behind her and locked it.
During her brief tussle with the doorknob I unlocked the back door to her house with my mind. As luck would have it, I noticed a small red ball amongst other toys in the neighbor’s yard. Through telekinesis I summoned the ball to me and brought it with me into Katie’s house. I then mentally zoomed the ball through the house, to the top of the stairs and then let gravity take over.
Katie still wasn’t frightened which impressed me, but I was not going to give up easily. I would scare the hell out of this woman as punishment for the embarrassment she caused me at the restaurant.
As Katie walked to the foyer of the house I began considering what object to telekinetically move next. But suddenly he appeared. A young boy of 7 or 8. He was holding his neck at an abnormal angle as if broken. His dark eyes were spilling over with fury. It was only when I noticed that the boy had a fogginess to his appearance that I realized I was staring at a ghost. An unhappy ghost who wanted me out of his house and I happily obliged! I turned and ran like a coward to the kitchen, flung the back door open and ran away. Far, far away.
I learned a valuable lesson from that experience. Trust me when I tell you that I have been much more responsible with my telekinetic powers since that night.



BEAST MAN OF STUMPY POINT

Stumpy Point, North Carolina is a small, quiet fishing village located on the far north eastern coast of the state on Stumpy Point Bay. It exudes coastal charm and scenic beauty. It’s the kind of place people go to escape from their troubles and delve into relaxation.

Most people, including the locals, know nothing about Stumpy Point’s dark, gruesome past. Those in the know did their best to keep the horrid history hidden, but such tales are difficult to keep secret.

Centuries ago, a big bastard of a man, barrel chested with tree trunks for legs and hands the size of catcher’s mitts used to live on the shores of Stumpy Point. His most telling feature was his mangled face which had been ripped to shreds when he was attacked by a monstrous shark.

The mammoth man fished the shorelines of Stumpy Point Bay atop a rudimentary log raft during the day and feasted on his catch at night in a crude shack near the bay’s edge. It is said that the man didn’t cook the fish he caught. He ate it raw, ripping it apart with his teeth which some claim he had filed down to razor sharp points.

It wasn’t just his ravaged appearance and savage eating habits that initiated his nickname of Beast Man. It was what he did on Friday nights that earned him that moniker.

Legend has it, that every Friday night, Beast Man would snatch someone from their home. Man, woman, child, he cared not. All that mattered to Beast Man was that he had someone to sacrifice to the ocean.

The Beast Man’s unwilling victim would be dragged to an enormous tree stump near the bay’s shoreline. He’d lay their head on the stump and then bring down his mighty axe, decapitating them. He’d then throw the head to the ocean and leave the headless corpse for the crabs to feast on.

It was a chilly Friday the 13th when a vigilante group of town’s folk took matters into their own hands and attacked the Beast Man with fishing spears and knives. It is said that several of the townsfolk died in their battle with Beast Man, but ultimately they were victorious, slaying him near the very stump he decapitated his countless victims. The townsfolk placed Beast Man’s massive body onto his log raft, set it ablaze and pushed it out into the bay.

The stump in question still exists to this day. Legend has it that on any Friday the 13th if one stands on the stump, peers out over the bay and calls out for the Beast Man three times, they may see flames rising from the Beast Man’s ghostly raft as he comes into shore to claim another victim.

My name is Bailey Quarters. I recently took a position with a local newspaper and when I found out about the legend of the Beast Man of Stumpy Point, I just had to look into it.

I was a little bit surprised when my editor attempted to talk me out of researching the story. He said the townspeople hate it when someone attempts to dredge up that old legend. And he was right.

I stopped by a seafood diner and asked the waitress behind the counter about Beast Man. She simply shook her head and held a finger to her lips, indicating for me to shush.

The attendant at the boat fueling dock unconvincingly stated, “Never heard of no Beast Man” and promptly walked away. 

When I stepped into “Captain’s Bait and Tackle Shop” and asked the grizzled, old owner about the Beast Man he got quite salty with me.

“Don’t ask questions you don’t want the answers to, sugar britches!”

Since the people of the town weren’t cooperating, I figured there was only one thing left for me to do. I was going to attempt to summon Beast Man.

I was lucky that I only had to wait a few weeks for the next Friday the 13th. It was an abnormally, dark and nippy night. The brisk ocean breeze was chilling my bones. I waited until just after night fall to head out towards the legendary stump by the bay. The town was unusually quiet. Not a soul out on the streets. Most of the restaurant parking lots were empty.

Did these people fear the possibility of Beast Man returning?

I stepped up to the Beast Man’s stump. It was quite large. I’d say nearly four feet across. It was plenty big enough for me to stand on comfortably.

Something strange happened when I stepped up onto that stump. The wind stopped. Quite suddenly. It was rather dramatic and I felt a shudder of fear tremble my bones. The creepy feeling I was getting alone was enough for my story even if nothing else happened.

But something did happen.

I heard a distant crackling and popping sound and a mild scent of smoke filled the air around me. Now, logically speaking, someone nearby had likely lit a camp fire or a wood grill, yet I was gazing out over the bay half expecting to see a flaming raft come into my view and I hadn’t even called out for the Beast Man yet.

I felt brave when I had marched out to the stump, but now found myself reluctant to go through with it. Finally, I let out a deep breath and shook my head. I was just scaring myself.

“Beast Man.”

There was nothing to be afraid of.

“Beast Man.”

The Beast Man wasn’t real. It wouldn’t come for me.

“Beast Man.” 

Would it?

A hush came over all of Stumpy Point and the smell of smoke intensified as did the rumbling whir and crackling of a fire blazing somewhere.

I was shivering. Not from the cold, but from the fear of Beast Man coming for me. I kept telling myself it wasn’t real, but the fear continued to well within my body. I let out a scream when I saw the flaming raft coming into view at the shoreline. It was close enough that I could feel the heat of the fire warming my face.

It was real! Beast Man was real!

I hopped down off of the stump, turned to run and promptly fell to the ground like a victim in a slasher movie. As I pushed myself up off the ground, I heard laughter coming from behind me. It wasn’t sinister laughter like I might expect to hear from Beast Man, it sounded like a raspy, old laugh.

I turned around to see the grizzled, wrinkled old man known as “Captain” who owned the bait and tackle shop. He was laughing uncontrollably and holding his belly. It took him several seconds to calm down before he could speak.

“Did I scare you, sugar britches?”

“You! Did you do that?”

He chuckled more as he nodded.

“I didn’t want you to be disappointed when nothing happened.”

I was seething.

“You almost gave me a heart attack, you old jerk!”

This made him laugh even harder.

“I know!”

I stomped away to my car and signaled my anger to the old man by peeling away.

“Stupid, old fool.”

After several minutes of huffing and puffing I started to calm down, realizing that all I had experienced that night would make for a hell of a fun story.

I was smiling when the stench of charred meat overwhelmed me. Movement in my backseat caused me to instinctively peer into my rearview mirror where I saw the terrifying visage of Beast Man.

Strips of burnt flesh were melting off of Beast Man’s face. His eyes were red with fury and his angry snarl revealed sharp arrow-tip shaped teeth. His humongous monster hands wrapped around my throat and the lack of oxygen caused me to pass out.

I wish I would have remained unconscious for when I opened my eyes, I found myself lying on Beast Man’s killing stump looking up at the enormous axe that was flying down toward my throat. 


REDRUM

“We interrupt this broadcast to bring you this urgent report. Thousands of people have taken to the street today to commit murder…brutal savage murders using a variety of weapons. Some are using guns, some common kitchen knives while others have been reported as ripping people apart with their bare hands. The majority of the reports are coming from the state of Illinois and throughout the Midwest but many of these vicious attacks have also been reported as far as California, New York, Florida and Texas. It is absolute bedlam! Madness! Lock your doors! Bolt your windows! None of us are safe…”

I turned down the volume on the TV and peered out my window to see if there was any mayhem out in the streets of the little town I lived in known as Metropolis, Illinois. I live in the historic downtown district, right across the street from the Superman museum. I can see the largest Superman statue in the world from my bedroom window!

The downtown streets were quiet. I saw few tourists taking pictures and a kid riding down the street on his bike. I didn’t see any lunatics rampaging through the street killing everyone in sight.

I started to wonder if the report was some kind of hoax. Oddly enough, when I turned back to the TV, the screen had gone to a color bar image. When I turned up the volume, I only heard a high pitched tone.

I quickly turned off the TV and looked out the window again to make sure I wasn’t missing something, but the sight before me was quite serene.

At least I thought it was.

As I gazed closer at the people milling about the town, I noticed something odd about their skin. It was quite subtle which is why I hadn’t noticed it immediately, but upon closer scrutiny, I could clearly see that their skin was bubbling ever so slightly. The bubbling was taking place over all parts of their exposed flesh. And every few seconds their skin would radiate a green hue.

When the little boy on the bicycle stopped and looked in my direction I gasped. His eyes! They weren’t normal! They were elliptical. Like that of a reptile! These creatures in the street weren’t human. They were some kind of alien species that had clearly been sent to Earth in order to conquer all humans and take over the world! And I had to do something about it!

I looked around my apartment for a weapon and honed in on a baseball bat. I grabbed it and was just about to rush outside and wage war against the alien invaders when I heard a knock at the door.

Was that them? Was that the aliens coming to get me before I could get them?

I cautiously approached the door, placed my hand on the doorknob and then threw it open while lifting my baseball bat in the ready position to clobber whatever vile creature was on the other side of the door!

“No! Don’t!”

I halted as I saw a familiar person shielding their face with their arms.

“David? David Childs is that you?”

David was a college buddy of mine. We both went to Southern Illinois University. He majored in chemistry. Although he didn’t live far from me, I didn’t see him often.

“It’s good to see you, David. What brings you out here today?”

David stepped into my apartment. He seemed panicked and concerned.

“Do you remember the Halloween celebrations back at college?”

“Hell, yes! How could I forget those?”

Back in the 1980’s when I attended college, Southern Illinois University was known for their massive Halloween parties. The little town of Carbondale would shut down streets as thousands of costumed, drunken students celebrated Halloween.

The parties gained such notoriety that eventually people from all over the country came to SIU for the Halloween festivities and it got to the point where tens of thousands of people would invade the town during Halloween week.

That many people, coupled with readily available booze and pretty much any drug one could want, wound up bringing out the bad side in many of the attendees. Flipping cars over, fist fights and confrontations with police happened frequently enough that by the mid-1990’s the school sent all students away on a mandatory five day leave during Halloween week and the bars were not allowed to be open on Halloween day.

David seemed nervous and was sweating profusely as he spoke.

“Do you remember the Halloween party of 1984?”

I shrugged.

“It’s been so long that all of those parties kind of run together for me.”

“The party of 1984 was when I was giving away those drinks in the red cups. I called it, redrum.”

I laughed.

“Oh yeah, I remember that stuff!”

David, being a chemist, was well versed in creating hallucinogenic drugs. He’d often mix his psychedelic concoctions in drinks and we’d be tripping balls for the next twelve hours! The redrum drink he spoke of was the wildest of all his creations. I felt like I was floating and every time someone moved, they’d leave ghostly streaks behind them. I also thought everyone had wings and I swear I saw some of them flying around. It was the craziest acid trip I ever had.

“I designed that drug to remain in the body for a maximum amount of time. I didn’t want it to wear off too fast. But something has gone terribly wrong. Evidently, large amounts of the drug are still inside the bodies of everyone who ingested it. It was hibernating and growing in intensity and now, forty years later, it is waking up and is having a devastating effect on those who took it!”

“Well I took it and I feel fine. But you need to excuse me, David. I have to run outside and kill the aliens that are in the street. They are trying to take over the world!”

David shouted at me.

“There are no aliens! It’s the drug! It’s the redrum! It has come to life in your body and you’re currently having the most extreme, realistic acid trip of your life!”

As I listened to David I noticed that his skin was beginning to bubble and turn green. That’s when I realized that it wasn’t David at all! It was an alien impersonating him!

Before the imposter David could say another word I slammed my baseball bat over his head. He fell to the ground and began twitching and having spasms. I expect he was about to explode because the hundreds of alien eggs in his body were about to hatch!

I smashed my baseball bat down onto alien David’s head again and again. Blood was splattering everywhere, but I didn’t let that deter me! I kept bringing the bat down, crashing through his skull and brains and didn’t stop until his head was nothing more than an unrecognizable, soupy mess.

I looked out the window. The alien boy on the bike and the alien tourists snapping pictures were still outside obviously getting ready to launch their attack on the town. But I wasn’t going to let that happen! I was going to smash their brains in just like I did alien David!

I gripped the baseball and gritted my teeth. It was time to wage war on the alien invaders!


THE CABIN ON THE SIDE OF THE ROAD

I was traveling from Little Rock, Arkansas to Charlotte, North Carolina for business. I don’t mind driving alone. Actually, I welcome it. I love my husband dearly, but he is the worst of backseat drivers.

I prefer not to drive for more than 8 hours at a time. I estimated my route to take approximately 11 hours total, so I decided to stop and spend the night somewhere along the way.

I had planned all this out ahead of time. I didn’t want to spend money on an expensive hotel since all I was going to do was sleep and leave. So I did some searching for some cheap lodging and found something I thought would be perfect. It was a tiny cabin located outside of a small town called Kingston, Tennessee. I estimated this to be at approximately the 7 hour point of my trip. It was just a two room cabin that consisted of a bedroom and a bathroom. It didn’t even have a TV, which was fine with me. I really just needed a bed. The best part was that it was only going to cost me fifty bucks! I reserved the cabin, paid in advance and was given the combination to the digital coded lock.

I left early. Travel was very smooth and I made good time. I arrived at the tiny cabin earlier than I expected.

Boy was the cabin small. It wasn’t much bigger than a deluxe tool shed. It was located just a stone’s throw off of a two lane road. It was positioned in a gravel parking lot. On one side of the cabin was a small lake. On the other side was an automotive repair shop. One of the reviews I read about the cabin stated that the auto repair shop opened at 7am and could get noisy. That was fine with me. I planned on being up and back on the road by then.

The code I was given worked fine. I opened the door and immediately noticed that the air was quite stale, so I left the front door open to air it out.

I took a quick shower and changed into a pair of shorts and a tank top. That would be both my sleeping outfit and my next day’s travel attire. My plan was to wake up the next morning, brush my teeth and hit the road. I didn’t even bother bringing in my luggage.

Once changed, I sat down in the small rocking chair on the cabin’s front porch and watched the sun set. The automotive garage next door had closed for the day and the lake on the other side of the cabin was calm and peaceful.

There was a gas station convenience store directly across the street from the cabin. I had wolfed down some chicken nuggets during my drive, so I wasn’t hungry, but it was nice to know I could walk over and grab a bag of chips if I had a craving. I was more than relaxed as I kicked back and began reading a horror book called GoatSucker.

Once the sun dropped, the area was blanketed in darkness and I noticed that traffic on the road became nonexistent.  I was a little surprised when the lights to the convenience store shut off and I watched as the store’s employee left the building, locked the door and got into his car.

As the man pulled out onto the road, he stopped his vehicle and gawked at me for a few seconds. He appeared to be confused and slowly pulled into the gravel parking lot. He pulled up close to the cabin and rolled down his window. He stared at me with a wrinkled up face.

“You rentin’ that cabin?”

“Just for tonight. Are you closed? I was thinking of getting some chips.”

“We always close at night. Nobody likes to come through this area after dark.”

I found his statement troubling.

“Why is that?”

I wasn’t sure if he even heard my question. He was intently eyeing the cabin and the lake next to it.

“They shouldn’t be rentin’ this place. Not after what happened.”

His words made me more than a little bit curious.

“What happened?”

“Last three people who rented this cabin went missing. They closed this place up after the last one. Should have kept it closed up. If I were you, I’d leave now. There’s a nice hotel about ten miles down the road.”

I shrugged.

“I already paid.”

The man shook his head and spoke with a hopeless voice before he drove away.

“Good luck.”

Once the man’s car was out of ear shot, a spooky silence overcame the area and I found myself wishing that I had chosen a romance novel rather than horror.

A loud splash emanating from the darkened lake by my side startled me. The next one made me squeal in fear. Obviously it was just fish jumping out of the water, but I was letting that man’s cryptic tale mess with my head. I wasn’t sure what happened to the previous renters, but I was only planning on staying there for a matter of hours. Everything would be fine.

I hoped.

I went inside the cabin, locked the door and slid into bed. I closed my eyes tight, but a few loud splashes from the lake kept me from becoming fully relaxed. The knock on the door made me jump from the bed.

I cautiously stepped to the window next to the door and pulled the curtain back. I could see a pickup truck in the parking lot with the words “Stosh’s Automotive Repair” stenciled on the door. The brawny man standing at the door was wearing coveralls that donned a patch displaying the same company name.

I put the security chain on the door and opened it a few inches.

“Yes?”

“Sorry to bother you ma’am. I work at the garage next door. I’m going to be doing some late work for the next hour or so and it may be a little noisy. I just wanted to give you a heads up.”

I smiled.

“Thanks for letting me know.”

“I didn’t realize they started renting this place again.”

“Yeah, the gas station employee across the street stopped over. Told me that the last few renters went missing or something like that?”

The man nodded.

“But there’s more to it than that. Ever heard of a serial killer known as The Plucker?”

I shook my head.

“No, I haven’t.”

The big man motioned to the lake.

“That’s where he used to dump his victim’s bodies.”

“That’s horrible. How long ago was this?”

“Five or six years ago.”

“Why’d they call him The Plucker?”

The man wrinkled up his face in disgust as he explained.

“He used to pluck his victim’s eyes out.”

“Where is the killer now?”

“Oh you don’t have to worry about that bastard. They fried him about a year ago. Anyhow, I gotta get some work done. Sleep well.”

You’d think I would have been too petrified by the tales of terror to sleep, but knowing that I wasn’t all alone and that the big man was working next door, comforted me enough to where I fell into a deep sleep quickly.

I woke up about an hour later when I heard a door slam and a car engine start. I climbed out of bed, stepped to the window and watched as the pickup truck drove away.

I was all alone again and a chill of dread washed over me.

I laid back down in bed hoping that I’d fall back to sleep quickly, but a heavy knock on the door ruined that possibility.

I got up assuming it was the mechanic coming back for something, but when I looked out the window I didn’t see his truck. And there was nobody outside by the door.

I took in a few deep breaths to calm my racing heart. After a couple minutes of silence I walked back over to the bed and sat down. I broke out in chills when I heard an even heavier knock on the front door.

I hurried to the window and looked out, but again, there was nobody standing by the front door or anywhere else that I could see. But somebody had to be out there somewhere.

A booming thud against the exterior of the back of the cabin shook the floor underneath me. This was followed by another loud bang on one of the side walls and then the other and then both at once. Suddenly there were multiple knocks and booms coming from all around the cabin except for the front of it.

While the ruckus ensued, I peered out the front window for evidence of anyone being out there but still saw nobody. My assailants were staying out of view intentionally while they terrified me!

I picked up my cell phone, but it was completely dead. It wouldn’t even power on and just as I noticed that, the lights in the cabin sizzled off.

The pounding on the cabin walls continued and the tiny cabin was trembling. I had to get out of there! It was only a matter of time before one of them broke the window and got inside!

I looked out the window and still saw nobody. The only thing I saw was my car which was just about twenty feet away. If I ran fast enough, I could make it. I felt like that was my only chance. I took in a deep breath and counted in my head.

1, 2, 3!

I bolted from the cabin and dashed toward my car. I was about halfway there when I felt a cold, clammy hand wrap around my wrist and yank me so hard that I fell to the ground. They were dragging me fast and within a few seconds I felt myself being emerged into the dark depths of the lake. I was panicked and my empty lungs were sucking in water.

I was being drowned!

I fought and twisted and turned and finally broke free from my attacker’s grip, splashed through the frigid water to the parking lot and darted toward my car. As I ran, I turned my head, looked over my shoulder and saw them. There must have been half a dozen of them.

“Oh my God!”

They were bony, water ravaged, half rotten women who all had one thing in common. They had no eyes. They were floating over the ground as they reached out for me while letting forth with deep, raspy moans.

They were gaining on me, getting closer and closer, but I was able to open my car door and leap inside. As I tried to pull the door shut one of the eyeless ghosts grabbed the door. I wrestled with her for a few seconds before pushing her away and finally got the door shut. I was screaming in terror as I started the car and put it in gear.

I skidded out of the parking lot and sped down the road leaving the horde of eyeless specters in a cloud of dust behind me.


THERE’S SOMETHING IN MY ATTIC

The Exterminator

Greenville, Kentucky is a small town and most of us residents have lived here all of our lives, so we all know each other quite well. When old Miss Mabel called to report something big crawling around in her attic, I wasn’t alarmed. Miss Mabel was afraid of her own shadow. I got at least one call from her a month.

I arrived at her large, two story, brick colonial home. Before I even had a chance to exit my vehicle, Miss Mabel opened her front door and began shouting frantically.

“Hurry! I can hear it scurrying around up there!”

Miss Mabel always heard things scurrying around in her house. Upon inspection, I rarely found anything. I’d typically just spray the area in question and assure her if anything was there it wouldn’t be for long. That usually appeased her.

Miss Mabel continued ranting as she led me up to the corridor of the 2nd floor.

“Whatever it is, it’s getting bigger! Sometimes it’s quiet, but sometimes it’s scurrying all around up there!”

The old woman was likely exaggerating her claims, but if there was any truth to what she was describing, I suspected she had a rat or two in her attic. Or possibly a squirrel or maybe even a raccoon. If it were any of those things, evidence in the form of scat wouldn’t be difficult to find.

“Don’t worry Miss Mabel. Whatever it is, I’ll take care of it.”

Miss Mabel led me to the scuttle attic which was located directly in the center of the 2nd floor corridor. I pulled the string dangling from the attic access door which brought down the ladder.

“I’ll be right back.”

I climbed the ladder and popped my head into the access hole. There was a string to a light bulb over my head so I pulled it, but the bulb must have been blown as it didn’t come on. I took out my pen flashlight and started shining it around the floor area close to me, looking for scat, but I saw no evidence of such.

I climbed all the way into the attic, stood up and started shining my light around. The attic was spacious. It was approximately a quarter of the length of the house and the ceilings were nearly eight feet tall in the center so it was easy to move around in. There were several large cardboard boxes stacked and scattered throughout the attic. Most of the boxes had the contents scribbled on the side of the box in black magic marker. I saw one that said “blankets” and another that said “games.”

I saw nothing big enough to make noise, in my immediate line of sight, but as I moved the beam of my flashlight around, I noticed that there was a wall at the far end of the attic with a door. Evidently, the attic was much larger than I realized.

I slowly navigated my way through the maze of boxes until I finally reached the door. I turned the doorknob, pushed the door open, shined my flashlight within and froze.

“Dear lord.”


THERE’S SOMETHING IN MY ATTIC

The Police Officer
I knew Pete the exterminator my entire life. We grew up together. When I answered my phone and heard his trembling voice, I took notice. Pete was a big, brawny guy. He was an offensive lineman on the high school football team. I saw him knock out three different guys in a bar room brawl. He wasn’t easily scared, but something sure had him spooked.
“Grady, you need to get over to Miss Mabel’s house. I’m in the attic. I’ve never seen anything like this…”
It was then that the phone went dead.
I jumped into my squad car and raced over to old lady Mabel’s place. She met me at the door. She was panic stricken and told me she heard Pete scream and that everything had gone silent since.
In over 40 years, I had never heard Pete scream. Whatever was up in that attic had to be terrifying.
Miss Mabel led me up to the 2nd floor. The ladder to the attic was down so I quickly climbed up it. The attic was dark. I pulled out my flashlight and scanned around.
“Pete?”
He didn’t reply, but I saw a door that led deeper to the attic. It was ajar.
“Pete, are you in there?”
Still nothing.
I had half a mind to call the station and have one of my deputies come out to back me up, but I knew Pete was a trickster. He loved nothing more than a good practical joke. I wasn’t about to call for back up and then find out the whole thing was just a gag. I’d never live it down at that station, so I was going at this alone until I was sure.
As I moved through the attic toward the door, I withdrew my revolver.
“Pete, if you’re joking around you’d better let me know right now or you might get shot.”
Silence.
I took in a deep breath as I reached the door, pushed it open all the way and gazed into the room.
“What the hell?”
I instinctively stepped backward away from the hideous sight and stumbled over a box and crashed to the floor. As I scooted back toward the attic opening I pulled out my phone. Believe it or not my first call wasn’t to the station as it should have been. It was to my good friend Robbie.
“Robbie, get over to Miss Mabel’s place. Hurry!”



THERE’S SOMETHING IN MY ATTIC

The Specialist
I was in line at a fast food drive thru when Grady called. He frantically insisted that I rush over to Miss Mabel’s house. When I asked why he just yelled, “You won’t believe it if I tell you! Just get over here!”
When I got to Miss Mabel’s house she met me at the door. She was white with fear.
“They’re in the attic!”
I followed her as she led me to the 2nd floor corridor.
“Who’s up there?”
“Pete the exterminator and officer Grady. Neither of them has come down and I heard a gunshot!”
“A gun shot? Call the police. Tell them there’s an officer down and to get out here!”
As Miss Mabel disappeared to another room to make the phone call, I climbed up the ladder and poked my head through the attic opening. It was dark as night up there. I could see the light of a flashlight lying next to a pile of boxes, but didn’t see Grady or Pete.
“Grady?”
He didn’t respond, so I hoisted myself into the attic.
I should have waited for the police to arrive before I climbed into the attic alone, but Grady called me for a reason, so I decided to investigate.
I carefully felt my way through the box laden attic to the flashlight on the wooden floor and picked it up. I quickly flashed the beam all over that attic, but didn’t see any sign of Grady or Pete. That is until I swung my beam around to the open door at the end of the attic. There I noticed a small trail of blood disappearing into darkness behind the door.
“Grady? You okay?”
I know the instinct of most people in that situation would have been to get the hell out of there and let the cops handle it, but Grady and Pete were good friends of mine. If they were in trouble I was going to do whatever I could to help and I found myself rushing toward that door. Once I reached it, I pushed the door open, stepped into the room and gasped.
When I saw Grady and Pete’s dead bodies wrapped in silken cocoons and hanging in the colossal web, I realized why Grady called me. I’m an arachnologist. I study arachnids, the most popular arachnid being spiders.
The largest known spider in history was found in Venezuela in 1965. It was nearly 12 inches in length. That record ended on this day as the spider I was staring at had to be at least six feet across. It appeared to be a form of mutant orb weaver spider. I would have loved nothing more than to have studied the magnificent arachnid, but I’d never get the chance. Unbeknownst to me, I was standing on a portion of the mighty spider’s web and when I moved, it sent a vibration through the web alerting the spider to my presence and it pounced.
Within seconds it was on me. I felt its fangs sink deep into my back and as it injected its venom, I went numb. It cocooned me like it had Pete and Grady and I was still alive as it began feeding on me.
Experiencing the process of being a spider’s victim was fascinating, but the experience didn’t last long before all of the juices were sucked from my body and I became a lifeless prune-like shell of myself.



THE CRUSHER

I work as a shelf stocker at a very old grocery store. Honestly, it’s like stepping back into the 1950’s. Well, except for the prices. It’s a food only store that has its very own butcher. The cashiers are always available at every register and baggers carry bags out to people’s vehicles. I think it’s the personal touch of the store that makes it so popular.

The scariest thing about the old grocery store is The Crusher. That’s the nickname that the staff has given the ancient and massive trash compactor. It’s a beast. It’s basically a 10 foot by 10 foot empty metal pit that you look down into. It’s where all the garbage is thrown.

When activated, one of the hydraulic walls slowly moves forward, smashing all of the garbage against the other wall. Once it’s full, the metal floor slides open and all the compacted garbage falls into a dumpster below.

It’s terrifying! I don’t even know how the grocery story is legally allowed to operate such a death machine. Some of us employees speculate that they must be paying off the safety inspectors.

It was late one weekend night when I was throwing some empty boxes into The Crusher. I had just pressed the green button to commence crushing when I heard a dainty voice behind me.

“That thing scares me.”

I looked back to see a cashier by the name of Karen. I had a major crush on her. She had long, straight black hair and dark blue eyes. Her skin was smooth as silk and she had the cutest crooked little smile. Being that she was in the 18 year old range, she was definitely age compatible with me. I had been trying to work up the courage to talk to her, but now she had started the conversation. All I had to do was go with it.

“You and me both!”

It was then that The Crusher let forth with a loud metallic moan followed by a hiss that rattled my eardrums. Karen pointed down into the mouth of The Crusher.

“It looks like it’s stuck.”

Before I could say another word, one of my co-workers named Bruce came trotting over. He was a muscular guy in his early 20’s. He pressed the red button which stopped The Crusher.

“Sometimes the garbage gets wedged under the hydraulic wall and has to be pulled out.”

Bruce proceeded to pull a flimsy chain ladder from a compartment near The Crusher’s controls, attached it to two spikes near the top of The Crusher’s wall and dropped it down into the pit. Without hesitation he climbed down into the belly of the beast and started pulling at some of the stuck garbage.

Karen was more than impressed by Bruce’s actions.

“What if that machine kicked on right now? He could be crushed to death! Oh, what a brave man!”

After a few minutes Bruce climbed back up the ladder and wiped his dirty hands on his work apron.

“That oughta do it!”

Bruce pressed the green button and sure enough, The Crusher was back in action. He gave me a pat on the back.

“Just holler if you need any more help.”

As Bruce walked away, Karen watched him with a dreamy expression.

“I wonder if he has a girlfriend.”

Karen continued to ogle Bruce as she drifted away as if I weren’t even in her presence.

That was it. At that moment I knew I had lost any chance at getting Karen all because of the brave antics of Bruce. Dammit! If only I could do something heroic. More heroic than Bruce!

That’s when a light bulb went off in my head and I quickly devised a plan.

It was near closing time on a Saturday night. I knew Karen always passed by The Crusher on her way to the coatroom after her shift ended. I waited until just before she was off work before I hurried over to The Crusher and frantically called Bruce over. Bruce reached me in no time.

“What, what’s wrong?”

I stared down into The Crusher for a few seconds and let out a deep breath.

“Oh sorry. For a second there I thought someone had fallen into The Crusher, but it was just a bag of garbage. C’mon, let’s finish up so we can get out of here.”

I stepped forward and pretended like I was slipping on the floor and then followed that up by purposely colliding with Bruce as hard as I could. He stumbled backwards and fell into the jaws of The Crusher. He must have hit his head pretty hard when he landed because he appeared to be unconscious.

It was perfect.

Karen would be walking by any second, so I had to act fast. I set the chain ladder in place, pushed the green button that activated The Crusher and I climbed down the ladder into bowels of the death machine.

If Karen had a crush on Bruce just because he was brave by climbing into The Crusher while it was stopped, imagine her feelings for me once she saw me inside the jaws of the beast while it was operating, all in the name of saving Bruce!

Descending the unstable chain ladder wasn’t as easy as I thought, but I managed to get down and began pulling Bruce toward the ladder. Once I got him there, I stopped and waited. Everything depended on Karen walking by and witnessing me being a hero. If she didn’t show, the whole plan would be ruined.

I was relieved when I finally saw her begin to walk by. I quickly lifted half of Bruce’s body off the ground. He was solid and heavy as an ox, but I didn’t actually have to carry him. I just had to make it look like I was trying to.

“Karen!”

When she heard me holler, Karen looked down into The Crusher and began to scream and panic.

“Calm down, Karen. Bruce fell into The Crusher! I’m trying to save his life. Just hit the red button and stop it!”

Karen rushed to The Crusher’s control panel and slammed on one of the buttons, but nothing happened.

“The red button! Hit it!”

“I just did!”

I watched as she continued to frantically pound on the button.

“I’m pressing it but nothing’s happening!”

Shit. The Crusher had malfunctioned. I really was going to have to save Bruce’s life!

Bruce was far too heavy for me to carry while trying to manage the swaying chain ladder, so I started slapping his face in frenzied fashion.

“Wake up, Bruce! Wake up!”

It seemed like forever, but Bruce finally opened his heavy eyes. They were glassed over and he was dazed.

“Where am I?”

“Bruce, we’re about to be turned into pancakes by The Crusher! Now, get up that ladder!”

Bruce eyed the hydraulic wall which was slowly moving closer to us and that seemed to wake him from his stupor. And being the hero that he was, he insisted I go first. I couldn’t allow that to happen. I had to look like the one who was doing the rescuing in order for my scheme to work.

“Bruce, we don’t have time to argue about this. Just get your ass up that ladder!”

Bruce reluctantly did as I commanded and even in his groggy state was able to ascend the chain ladder like a champion. Now it was my turn.

As I put my foot on the first rung of the ladder, my peripheral vision determined that The Crusher’s hydraulic wall was less than twelve inches from me. This caused me to panic and try to climb the ladder too fast. In my panicked state, my foot slipped off the rung and through the ladder. As I tried to lift my leg up, it got tangled in the chain and I couldn’t get my footing! At that point the wall was pressing against me! There was no more than a three foot space between the walls. It would be less than a minute before I began being smashed!

“Grab my hand!”

I looked up to see Bruce bent down and extending his hand. My plan had completely backfired. Bruce was going to be the heroic one and Karen was going to fall in love with him. As much as that sucked, my focus was on surviving, so I reached up and grabbed Bruce’s strong hand.

Bruce was able to lift me up considerably, but my sweaty hand slipped from his grip and I fell back down, tangling myself even worse in the chain ladder.

I was suspended at an odd angle. My left leg was outstretched in front of me and was above my head. My back was pressed against the far wall and the hydraulic wall was pressing my leg closer to me.

I could hear the anguished cries of Bruce and Karen above me as they watched in horror.

My back was plastered against the back wall and I had no wiggle room. As The Crusher’s hydraulic wall squealed forward I watched as it pressed my leg closer and closer to my face. I screamed out in pain when I felt my thigh bone pop out of my hip socket as the front of my calf pressed against the side of my face.

The Crusher continued its slow, deliberate pace, which prolonged my agony. The room between the walls was approximately the size of my ribcage and as the wall closed in and squeezed me, my ribs cracked and popped so loudly that it sounded like someone set off a batch of firecrackers.

With mere inches between the walls, everything else happened in quick succession. My lungs popped like water balloons, I felt immense pressure on my pelvis before it shattered like glass.

At that point my head was turned sideways. My right ear was pressed against the far wall and my left ear was slammed against the hydraulic wall.

Unable to move my head, I simply angled my eyes upwards. The last thing I saw before The Crusher squashed my head like a blood filled grape was Karen taking comfort in the strong arms of Bruce. 


LORD OF THE COCKROACHES

It was a lovely spring day in April of 1801 when a mysterious stranger visited the small town of Tussle, Kentucky. He was a unique fellow, abnormally tall and lanky. His bright red pants, which were tucked into his knee high boots, clashed with his yellow vest. Atop his head sat a tattered top hat which matched his weathered eye patch. A deep, jagged scar ran from under his useless eye, down his neck and eventually disappeared under his puffy shirt. The enigmatic visitor’s noticeable limp was aided by the use of his imposing twisted walking cane.

I ran the local dry goods store which had an apothecary section of various antiseptics and medicines. It was within a week of the mysterious stranger’s arrival that the majority of the town came down with a variety of stomach related illnesses. I sold out of medicine quickly.

As to why many in the town fell ill was great speculation with the majority of people settling on food poisoning as the culprit. However, opinions quickly shifted once the cockroaches arrived.

They arrived by the thousands, hundreds of thousands, it may have been millions. They infiltrated every building in town. The floors were alive, shimmering with throngs of the hard shelled insects. At one point the main street through town had become nothing more than a river of swarming cockroaches as they wriggled their way into every nook and cranny the town’s structures offered.

The bacteria they carried and dispensed upon the food supply was the obvious reason for the townsfolk being overrun by illness. The malevolent pests were taking over the town and the entire population of Tussle began preparations to abandon the proverbial sinking ship.

I was at the local saloon as the town’s men gathered for a final drink when the mysterious stranger stepped forward and pounded the head of his twisted cane on the bar. He spoke with an abnormally deep voice.

“I can rid you of the vile cockroaches. Your town will be free. But my offer comes with the steep price of five hundred dollars.”

The townsfolk, being desperate, agreed to donate to the cause and eventually the five hundred dollars had been raised and promised to the stranger if he could follow through with his end of the bargain.

There was something about the gleam in the stranger’s good eye and the crooked smirk that came across his face when the town agreed to pay his fee, which gave me pause. I couldn’t quite put my finger on why, but I didn’t find the man to be trustworthy.

I was as curious as anyone about how the stranger planned on ridding the down of the filthy insects, although I was more concerned with results than process. Still, I watched in shock when I witnessed the man commence with the eviction.

The lanky stranger limped out into the middle of the street, thudded the base of his cane on the ground three times and flipped up his eye patch revealing a shining blue crystal housed within his dead eye socket.

“Follow me, insects of darkness! Follow me now!”

A hush came over the town as the man raised his arms and the night was filled with the clickety clack of swarming cockroaches fleeing from their hiding spots. They encircled the mysterious stranger who then addressed the town.

“The insects will follow me to the Salt Lick Creek where they will voluntarily throw themselves into the rapids. From there they shall drown or be washed away. Regardless, they will no longer be your problem.”

The stranger kept his hands raised in the air as he staggered away from the town with the swarm of cockroaches happily following behind.

The town watched stunned, until somebody’s voice shattered the silence.

“He did it! He actually did it!”

The townsfolk erupted into a celebration that lasted until the early morning hours.

The next day when a visitor from the nearby town of Gum Tree inquired about the celebratory mood of the townsfolk, I told him of the stranger who we had dubbed Lord of the Cockroaches. The man seemed perplexed by the story.

“Cockroaches?”

I confirmed with a nod.

“And I can surmise that the man was unusually tall, wore bright clothing and had a blue crystal eye hidden under an eye patch?”

I was confused.

“Why yes. That’s him. How do you know this?”

“He’s a swindler! He brought his horde of cockroaches through Fountain Run last month. Cheated them out of five hundred dollars. And the month before that he brought his traveling cockroach circus through Scottsville and took them for nearly a thousand. Sorry to say, you and your town have been had.”

When I informed the others of the Lord of the Cockroaches deceiving ways, we agreed as a group to back out of the arrangement. We refused to be taken by a conman.

When the Lord of the Cockroaches arrived back in town to collect his earnings, the entire town met him in the street to inform him that we were aware of his trickery and that we would not be paying him a cent.

The Lord of the Cockroaches tilted his head back and chuckled toward the heavens before lowering his head back down slowly. His smile disappeared behind a stone expression and he impaled us with his stare.

“You’ll be sorry.”

The tall man pounded his cane onto the ground three times, revealed his blue eye and lifted his hands into the air once more.

“Come children! Follow me to the creek where you will drown yourselves willingly!”

We all looked around bewildered by the odd comment. Who was he speaking to?

That question was answered when the children of the town began walking in a lethargic fashion as they began following the Lord of the Cockroaches toward the Salt Lick Creek.

The children’s eyes appeared glassy. Their faces were void of emotion. They seemed to be in a hypnotic state of some sort. Parents shouted at their children to halt, but no commands were obeyed. It was as if they weren’t even heard.

It was when we tried to move forward to physically restrain the children that all of us adults realized that none of us could move. We had been rendered into statues forced to watch as the children of the town marched off to their deaths.

“Stop! We’ll pay you the money!”

Suddenly the Lord of the Cockroaches halted as did the children behind him. He arrogantly strolled back through the mass of children to me and held out his hand.

It was only I who was able to move, albeit in slow motion. I retrieved the bag of coins that would settle our agreement and placed it in the mysterious stranger’s hand, who grinned as he spoke.

“It was a pleasure doing business with you.”

The Lord of the Cockroaches turned and strolled out of town with his mass of insects behind him. Once they were entirely out of our sight, the townsfolk of Tussle regained their ability to move and the children woke from their trances.

You would think such an unusual and troubling occurrence would take some time to recover from, but the town was back to normal within a matter of days, though with one major change. From that day forth, the town of Tussle would be known as Bugtussle.


THE SHADOW PLACE

Security Guard

I work as a security guard at a top secret, dark government, science complex and what I witnessed there was absolutely horrifying.

The complex is gigantic. It’s the size of a small amusement park, but instead of rides, there are buildings. Loads and loads of them. The buildings come in all shapes and sizes. Some are several stories tall while some are the size of a trailer house.

In the back of the complex is an area that is fenced off from everything else. It’s a chain link fence that is approximately ten feet tall and has private covering over it. We all refer to that area as The Shadow Place because none of us have any idea as to what goes on beyond that fence. It’s quite mysterious.

My job is to patrol the common area of the complex. I drive around in an electric golf cart just to make sure everything looks hunky-dory. Everyone has to pass through so much security to actually get into the complex, that there’s really not much for me to do. It’s the easiest job I’ve ever had.

I had pulled the weekend shift. There were usually a handful of people who came in to do a few things, but for the most part the complex was a ghost town on weekends. On those days I spent most of my time in the security office watching movies unless someone called for something specific, but a few times a day I’d hop in my golf cart and drive around the perimeter. This was more so to break the day up as opposed to any kind of security purpose.

I was driving near the back end of the complex along The Shadow Place’s perimeter fence when I noticed something unusual. The gate leading into The Shadow Place was slightly open, so I pulled over and approached it.

It was just a standard chain link fence gate, except instead of a handle there was a digital keypad that someone had to punch a code into to open it. I figured someone just forgot to shut it. All I planned to do was to close the door and make sure it was locked. Until I saw the blood.

There was a fair amount of fresh blood dripping down the edge of the fence, so I pushed the gate open and that’s when I saw the bloody footprints.

“Is everyone okay?”

The footprints were leading down a winding paved walkway that was lined with tall, manicured shrubs. I hurried and followed the footprints. After about twenty feet I turned a bend in the walkway and came across a dead body.

It was a woman. She was in her late 30’s. She had messy, blonde hair and was wearing a lab coat. She was covered in blood. I felt her wrist for a pulse, but there wasn’t one. Upon closer inspection I could see countless stab wounds in her neck.

I got up and moved another ten feet and around another twist in the walkway I found two more bodies. They were also wearing lab coats. The first body was a woman with short, curly red hair. Her lifeless green eyes were staring out at nothing. Her throat was shredded to pieces. I assumed it was stab wounds, but it was too messy to tell.

Since there was nothing I could do for her, I rushed to the side of the third body. Judging by the long black hair and the diminutive size of the person, it appeared to be another woman. She was lying on her stomach.

As I bent down, I rolled the woman over. Her deep brown eyes were open wide and her breathing was heavy and fast as if she were anxious and frightened.

“Are you okay?”

The dark haired woman quickly reached out to me and I could feel her fingernail scrape against my neck. Then she started shoving me away savagely with most of her blows hitting me in the upper torso and neck area. It wasn’t until I saw a glint of light on the edge of the scalpel in her hand that I realized that she wasn’t pushing me at all. She was stabbing me!

As I reached out and tried to grab hold of the woman to subdue her, she slashed away at my hands and arms. It wasn’t until I felt a pulsating stream of blood coming from my throat that I realized I was in trouble.

I quickly stood up to get away from the woman and instantly became light headed. Everything around me began to spin and I stumbled back to the ground. I saw a blur of white race toward me. It was the woman in the lab coat. She jumped on top of me and brought the scalpel down again and again and again.


THE SHADOW PLACE

The Assistant
I was racing down the walkway toward my colleague, Linda. She had the prettiest curly red hair and her eyes were such a bright shade of green they looked fake. 
“Linda, wait!”
Linda slowed up enough for me to catch up with her. I immediately sank my scalpel into the soft flesh of her throat. I had never killed someone before. I thought it would be more difficult, but the scalpel was sliding through her skin like a hot knife through butter. I just kept stabbing over and over until she finally dropped to the ground.
“What are you doing?”
That was the shocked voice of my other colleague, Jackie. I raced toward her with my bloody scalpel in hand. She turned and dashed away from me. She was a lot faster than I was, but luckily the gate would slow her down. She had just finished punching in the code and was in the process of opening the gate when I reached her. I started slashing toward her with no rhyme or reason. She initially held her arms up in a defensive posture. I sliced through her lab coat and cut up her arms and wrists pretty good. I moved in front of her so that she couldn’t escape into the main complex and she was forced to run back down the twisting walkway.
Whether it was the loss of blood or the fear of being murdered, Jackie wasn’t running as fast as she was before and I caught up to her. I jumped onto her back and slid the scalpel across her throat multiple times and then starting stabbing for good measure.
“Is everyone okay?”
Shit! Someone was coming! I didn’t have time for this!
The first thing that came to my mind was to play dead. And it worked! I totally took the security guard by surprise when he flipped me over. It appeared he wasn’t even aware of what I was doing until after I had stabbed him a dozen times. Lucky for me he died quickly.
I hurried back to the gate and stuck my head out. I didn’t see another soul in the complex, so I closed the gate and locked it.
I was coughing profusely at that point and getting weak. I could feel the flesh on my body beginning to liquefy! I didn’t have much time!
I quickly pulled the bodies into a pile and covered them with as much kindling as I could find from under the various trees that decorated the grounds of The Shadow Place. I doused the bodies with a bottle of isopropyl alcohol and set them ablaze. I continued adding anything near me that was flammable to the fire until it was good and roaring. At that point there was only one thing left to do.
I threw myself into the flames.



THE SHADOW PLACE

The Scientist
It was a monumental day that would go down in history as one of the most amazing scientific achievements of all time.
After decades of research and experimentation, we did it. We finally did it! We recreated a dinosaur!
Unbeknownst to the public, our government has been in possession of dinosaur DNA for quite some time. All information pertaining to this project is highly classified so that any beneficial discoveries can be controlled by the government.
We had been successful in creating several eggs, but none had ever hatched until today. We produced the first living breathing dinosaur on this planet since the dawn of man.
My primary assistant, Mr. Webb, was the one who was in the room when the egg hatched. He was the first one to interact with the creature and handle it.
It was a Nyasasaurus. As an adult it would be the size of a large dog, but on this day it could fit in your hand. Mr. Webb’s joyous expression wrinkled into one of disgust.
“It’s secreting some kind of fluid from its skin. Oh, is it pungent!”
When I entered the glass enclosed room, I was nearly bowled over by the stench. It was like musky rotten eggs. I thought it was due to the sickening smell that caused Dr. Webb to break out into a coughing fit and get extremely nauseous. I helped him to a seat and gave him some water. While I talked to him I noticed he was scratching at his wrist. Upon inspection I discovered his wrist to be inflamed and covered with pus. Dr. Webb explained that when the dinosaur whipped its long skinny tail around it touched his exposed wrist.
I could only theorize that the baby dinosaur secreted a defensive foul smelling liquid to ward off potential predators. But such liquid was meant to have an effect on dinosaurs of massive size. Not humans. Obviously our species were never meant to coexist and unfortunately, we were beginning to understand exactly why!
Eventually, Dr. Webb convulsed and fell to the floor. We watched on in shock as his skin rapidly became soft and began to drip much like heated cheese. In less than ninety seconds, Mr. Webb was nothing more than a bloody puddle on the floor.
That’s when I began to cough, as did my other three assistants. In a matter of minutes we were all coughing uncontrollably and aching from extreme nausea much like Dr. Webb had. I realized then what we were dealing with.
“My God, it’s airborne.”
At first my three living assistants were confused.
“Don’t you see? What was nothing more than a simple defensive mechanism for an animal alive 240 million years ago is a highly contagious, extremely deadly disease for humans in this day and age! This is going to be the end of the world as we know it!”
My assistants Linda and Jackie fled from the room in a panic. I turned to my last living assistant in the room, Monica. Her eyes were full of fear as she listened intently to my instructions.
“This is our only opportunity to contain this disease! If it gets out into the world, every person on this planet will be dead within weeks!”
I handed her a scalpel.
“Catch them. Do what must be done.”
I tossed her a bottle of isopropyl alcohol.
“Burn the bodies. Including your own.”
She nodded and rushed out of the room.
As I battled my brain shaking cough and watched my own flesh begin to drip onto the floor, I destroyed every file pertaining to the project. It was so top secret that no copies existed outside of my reach. Thank God.
I held the tiny Nyasasaurus in my hands as I laid down on Dr. Webb’s remains and lit us all on fire.
If Monica was able to take care of her end of things, we may very well have saved the world from our amazing scientific achievement.



IN THE DEEP

I went on a five day trip to the Gulf of Mexico with my girlfriend and her sister. It quickly became clear to me that they were mostly interested in laying around on the beach relaxing while getting suntans. I’m not that kind of person. I’m more of the adventurous type and needed some action!

After contemplating many options, I decided to book a boat tour that would take us deep into the ocean where we would do some free diving.  It’s kind of like scuba diving but without the breathing apparatuses. I had never done anything like that and thought it sounded like fun.

My girlfriend and her sister weren’t too keen on going with me, but insisted I go anyhow and have some fun, so I did.

There were only three other people on the small boat. It was the instructor and two other clients. Turns out the other two had a fair bit of free diving experience and I was the only newbie.

I was surprised at how far out into the ocean the instructor took us before bringing the short boat to a halt. We were way out there. It was water all around with no land in sight.

Because of the varying degrees of experience between me and the other two clients, the instructor gave me some beginner exercises to do while he went deeper in the water with the experienced divers. He assured me that I would be in his line of sight the entire time and that I need not worry.

It turns out that what I was going to be doing was not technically called free diving, it was a beginner exercise called free immersion. The instructor attached the top end of a thirty foot weighted rope to the side of the boat and dropped the rest of it down into the water. While wearing a wet suit and an aquatic mask, I was to hold onto the rope and guide myself down into the dark depths of the ocean.

The rope was marked so that I would know how deep I was. The instructor told me to start out by immersing myself five feet and then coming back up to the surface. He recommended that with each subsequent immersion I should try to get one foot deeper. He and the two experienced clients stayed with me until I was comfortably hitting the ten foot mark, then they dove deeper. They always swam past me on their way back up to the surface, so I never felt alone or unsafe.

In no time I was nearing fifteen feet of depth, comfortably. The guide instructed me to come up to the surface if I ever felt pressure in my ears, but I never did. I was beginning to feel like a natural and was getting very comfortable with the process.

As I pulled myself all the way down to the twenty foot depth mark, I watched on as the other three divers swam down even deeper. I wished the water was clearer. The others were approximately ten feet under me before they faded away into the ocean’s hazy darkness below.

A sense of peace came over me as I sat alone, holding the rope within the vast, endless ocean. But the peaceful feeling ceased and my heart skipped a beat when I saw the dark shadow just ten feet away from me. The shadow in a shape of an enormous shark.

The shark was just far enough that I could barely see it. Chills went down my body as I kept losing track of it in the water’s murkiness. It couldn’t have been gone from my view for more than twenty seconds when I noticed a black cloud in the water underneath me rushing upwards! It was the shark! It had to be! I began pulling myself up the guide rope, but it was no use. The black cloud had reached me. But it wasn’t a shark at all. And it wasn’t black, it was red.

Blood.

The vast amount of bright red blood that rushed past me to the surface coupled with the fact that none of the other divers were rocketing past me like bats out of hell made it obvious that the shark had gotten all three of my diving companions.

I was racing up the rope yearning for the moment when I broke the surface of the water when I spotted the dark shadow of the shark just feet above me. I watched on as it began wrestling with the guide rope. Suddenly, with a rough jerk, the guide rope snapped and I felt myself descending deeper into the ocean like a solitary stone.

At that point my lungs were swollen and aching for air. Black spots were beginning to overtake my vision. I was going to blackout which would be the death of me! I had reached the point that I was going to be forced to swim up past the shark and just hope he wasn’t still hungry. Fortunately, the shark appeared to grow bored after biting through the guide line and swam away into the darkness.

As I rocketed toward the surface, I blew all of the used up air out of my lungs. I swear had I been one inch deeper I wouldn’t have made it, but finally I broke the surface of the water and started sucking in precious oxygen.

Once I had caught my breath I focused on getting to the boat which had drifted approximately twenty feet away from me. I knew the boat was anchored because I watched the instructor drop it, but then it dawned on me that the shark may have snapped the anchor’s rope as well! If that were the case and the boat was drifting away from me faster than I could reach it, I would drown.

I immediately pushed those thoughts from my mind. I had to believe the boat was still anchored and that I could reach it and I began swimming with all of my might. And I was getting closer. I was making progress. I was just ten feet away…when the shark’s dorsal fin ripped through the surface of the water and began cutting toward me.

I was ten feet away from the boat and the shark was ten feet from my side. I was in a swimming race for my life against a swimming machine with razor teeth. But of course, it was no contest at all. The shark was upon me in seconds. Its fin whizzed toward me and I felt its mammoth body bump against mine. I was in a bit of a daze as I watched the dorsal fin skate past me.

Was I seeing things? Was the massive beast swimming away from me? It was true. For reasons I’m unsure of, the shark left me be. And even though I was panicked as all get out, my mind told me to swim in a slow, relaxed fashion toward the boat while doing my best not to emulate a fish in distress that may lure the shark back to me.

I gently swam ten feet to the boat, but it wasn’t there. It had drifted ten feet away. I swam another ten feet and the boat was fifteen feet away. The more I swam, the farther the boat got. That’s when it dawned on me that the shark had snapped the anchor’s rope as well. Perhaps it knew I wasn’t going anywhere and would return once it was hungry. Regardless, I was all alone in the middle of the ocean. The only question left was whether the shark would return and eat me before I lost my energy and sunk to my death.

It must have been an hour later. I had my eyes closed and was concentrating on staying afloat when the heavy body crashed into me. I wasn’t going to drown. The shark had returned to finish me off.

Every remaining ounce of energy I had left was used to kick and scream with all my might in hope of scaring the shark off. When I opened my eyes, I realized it wasn’t the shark that hit me. It was the boat. The waves had shifted and sent it back my way.

I was able to climb up the boat’s side ladder and collapsed on the deck for several minutes before I chugged down a bottle of water from the boat’s cooler. My prayers that the boat would start when I turned the key were answered and I followed the compass north, back to shore.

Since that day, the closest I ever get to the ocean is the beach as I relax and get a suntan.


BEHIND THE BRICK WALL

I had been working at my new job for nearly two months and everything was going perfectly. That is, except for my commute of nearly an hour each way.

I had been looking for an apartment near my new employer but wasn’t having much luck, so when I saw that a newly renovated, 1800’s Colonial style house was looking for tenants, I was the first to inquire.

It was a large, three story house. It had been remodeled so that each floor of the house was a spacious, single apartment.

The landlord was a handsome man in his early 40’s. He was about 10 years my senior, but I couldn’t help but wonder if he was single. I wasn’t the type of girl to be so forward as to ask out right or hint around for the answer. Instead I opted to be patient and hoped it would come up naturally in conversation.

The attractive landlord explained to me that he had recently acquired the property from his father who was now in a nursing home. He was quite proud of the serious renovations he had done to the impressive building and was happy to show me all three apartments.

The interior stairwell at the back of the building led to all three floors. He showed me the three apartments which were nearly identical. Each apartment opened into a small foyer next to a front closet and full bathroom. A long, thin corridor dominated the apartment. Off of the corridor was a bedroom, a dining room and a kitchen. The corridor emptied into a large living room.

The apartment was gorgeous and it was more than double the size of my current apartment. Sure, the rent was quite a bit more than I was presently paying, but the amount of money I’d save in gas would nearly make up the difference.

There really wasn’t much to think about. I agreed to rent one of the apartments right then and there and since they were all available I got my pick. Ultimately, I chose the 3rd floor apartment due to the beautiful view of a nearby forest and lake out the living room window.

The very first night in my new apartment I was woken up by a loud tapping sound. It was like a high pitched thud. It was rhythmic and I heard it at least a dozen times before I got up to investigate.

Nobody had rented any of the other apartments yet. I was all alone in the huge house, so I knew that couldn’t account for the noise. And the tapping was too steady to be able to brush it off as the old structure continuing to settle.

Once I was completely out of bed, the tapping had ceased. I looked around the entire apartment and didn’t’ see anything out of place. Eventually, I went back to bed and slept soundly.

The next evening when I got home from work, I made a point to listen intently for anything resembling that sound as I hung decorations, but I heard nothing unusual. At least not until after I was asleep again later that night.

My eyes snapped open. It was the same exact sound. I peered over at the digital clock on my nightstand which read 1:30am. I quickly scurried out of bed, rushed to the corridor and listened to the loud, thudding taps. I turned my head to the right when I heard them again. They were coming from near the front door.

Was someone trying to break into my apartment?

I rushed to the front door to make sure the door was locked and secure. I was relieved to find that it was.

I put my ear near the door, waiting for the next series of taps to commence. When they did, I was slightly surprised that they were not emanating from the front door at all. I slowly turned my head toward the sound.

It was coming from my closet.

I looked down at the crack at the bottom of the closet door. There was no light coming from underneath it. If someone was in there, they were standing in the dark.

I stood silent for a solid minute. The tapping continued. It was heavy and steady. It sounded like someone pounding on a boulder with a hammer. I couldn’t come up with a reasonable explanation for what it might be. And if there was an intruder in my house, I couldn’t understand why they would decide to stand in my darkened closet and make loud noises.

I suppose I was more curious than frightened and that’s why I marched up to the closet door. I took a few deep breaths, wrapped my hand around the closet doorknob and slowly pulled the door open. At that very second the tapping stopped. I immediately flipped the light on. The closet was empty.

I hadn’t even put anything in that closet yet, so there were no jackets or clothing for someone to hide behind. It was just an empty closet with a cold brick wall.

The following evening I got home from a hard day’s work rather exhausted and went to bed early. I fell into a deep sleep. I dreamt of deafening tapping sounds penetrating my brain while someone whispered unintelligibly in my ear. I could feel hot breath against my face. I felt hands wrapped around my wrists, pinning me to the bed. My lungs were tight. I couldn’t breathe!

I was woken up by a loud pounding crash. I rose up with my hand over my chest as I coughed and caught my breath. I gazed over at my clock. It was 8:00am. I got out of bed, hurried to the kitchen and downed a cup of cold water.

The dream was so real. I couldn’t get it out of my head. As I stepped into the hallway I froze when I saw the closet door open. I rushed back to the kitchen, grabbed the biggest knife from the knife block and held it out in front of me as I walked down the corridor to the closet.

“I’m warning anyone who’s there…I have a knife. You’d better get out of here!”

Nobody ran away in fear. I heard no shuffling around. Everything was deathly still as I approached the closet. I cautiously stepped around the door, faced the open closet and turned on the light.

The closet was empty, but I noticed something unusual. One of the bricks in the middle of the back wall was missing. I looked down to see it lying on the floor. That was obviously the source of the loud bang.

I sent a text message to my landlord. He replied quickly saying he’d come by and take a look at it. But my curiosity was piqued. I wasn’t waiting for him. I grabbed a flashlight, stepped into the closet, bent down and peered in through the small opening of the brick wall to see if there was anything behind it. Without the aid of the flashlight all I could see was pitch blackness, but when I shined my light through the hole, I saw something that sent shivers through my body.

It was a room. It was covered in dust and cobwebs. But it wasn’t the dust and cobwebs within that had me unnerved, it was the bed in the corner that was equipped with rusty wrist and ankle restraints.

As I moved my beam of light around to see further into the room, I screamed when an eye suddenly appeared in front of me! There was somebody behind the brick wall staring back out at me!

I fell backwards and started scrambling away from the brick wall when I suddenly felt hands behind me grab my shoulders. I started fighting to get away from them.

“Hey, hey, what’s wrong?”

The voice was familiar. I spun around to see the concerned face of my landlord. I fell into his arms and started whimpering before I gained my composure and pointed at the closet!

“The brick wall! There’s someone behind it!”

My landlord rushed into the closet, grabbed my flashlight and looked into the room behind the wall. He was flabbergasted by the sight.

“What the hell? And you saw somebody in there?”

“Yes! There’s someone in that room!”

“I’ll be right back.”

My landlord rushed out of the apartment. I got up and hurried into the stairwell. I wasn’t comfortable being in that apartment alone! In a flash my landlord returned holding a sledgehammer.

“We’re gonna see who’s behind that wall!”

My landlord stepped into the closet and started pounding on the brick wall. The bricks cracked, crumbled and fell to the ground in a pile. Within a few minutes there was an opening big enough to walk through and my landlord didn’t hesitate to rush into the room holding the flashlight in one hand and the sledgehammer as a weapon in the other.

There was a long moment of silence that worried me so I dashed to the hole in the brick wall.

“Are you okay?”

My landlord was standing in the corner looking down at the old musty bed with restraints. He then spun around and looked at me.

“It’s okay. There’s nobody in here.”

“But…I saw somebody!”

My landlord shrugged and shined the light around the small room to show me.

“See for yourself. There’s nobody in here and the only way in or out is through the hole I just created in the wall.”

He pointed at a large wooden cabinet with all kinds of wires sticking out of the top of it.

“Look at that thing. It looks like a really old electroshock therapy machine. I’d say it’s from the 1930’s or 1940’s.”

Besides the creepy bed and the primitive electric device, there wasn’t anything else in the room other than an old scale and a metal tray with some dusty syringes lying on top of it.

“What was this place?”

The landlord shook his head.

“I don’t know. I had no idea it was here. But now that I do, I think I’ll fix it up into a gigantic walk-in closet or maybe another bedroom. What do you think?”

I shrugged. I was having a difficult time wrapping my head around everything.

Eventually my landlord came out and could see I was still visibly shaken so we both went room by room and checked out every corner of the apartment until I was satisfied that there was nobody else in the apartment with us.

My landlord stayed for a little while. We sat and had coffee and he offered several options of what we could do with the creepy room. Since I was the tenant he was going to leave it up to me, which was quite nice of him. I told him I’d think on it and he left.

I shut the closet door so that I didn’t have to look at the hole in the brick wall. It gave me the creeps. I had a mind to get a hotel room that night but figured if I was going to keep the apartment, I was going to have to get over the eeriness of the discovery.

I had trouble getting to sleep that night. I was on edge. Every single natural sound I heard caused my mind to play tricks on me. I was wondering if it was just normal sounds or if someone else was in the apartment with me. Eventually I nodded off from mental exhaustion.

I was awakened that night, not by tapping noises or the sounds of bricks hitting the floor, but by a pillow being pushed over my face. Someone was on top of me. I could feel their weight pressing down on my body. They must have had both hands on the pillow as they pushed down with all of their might. I couldn’t draw breath. I was being smothered!

I started fighting with my attacker. I could feel their scrawny body. They were skeletal and had on some kind of a gown. I tried grabbing at their long, matted hair. I kicked, punched and scratched, but the person was not budging. I was going to die!

I tapped deep into my energy reserves and thrust my body up with every ounce of strength I could muster and pushed my attacker off of me! I removed the pillow from my face only to find myself completely alone in my bedroom.

The next morning I went directly to my landlord’s house to tell him I was never setting foot in that sinister apartment ever again. I knocked on the door, but there was no answer. I was just about to call him when I heard a car drive up and stop. I turned to see my landlord getting out of his car.

“Looking for me?”

“Yes. We need to talk.”

He nodded as he stepped up to me.

“I just got back from visiting my father at the nursing home. I questioned him about the apartment building and the room behind the brick wall. He had an interesting story to tell.”

I was curious as to what he learned.

“Do tell.”

“Back in the 1940’s the building was used as a mental institution. They housed the dangerous patients on the 3rd floor. The most dangerous patient they ever had was named Myra Marwood. They kept her confined in that little room behind the brick wall. They kept her drugged most of the time and had to keep her restrained at night because she had a nasty habit of entering other patient’s rooms and trying to smother them to death with a pillow.”

I thought I was speechless, but managed a few words.

“What happened to her?”

“She died while they were administering electroshock treatment to her back in the 1940’s.”

I told my landlord of my ghostly experience and he was very understanding when I told him I didn’t want to step foot in that apartment again. He happened to manage another apartment building nearby and was able to get me an apartment there. It wasn’t very big and didn’t have a pretty view, but at least it wasn’t haunted.


WHERE’S MY PHONE?

I have a serious condition. I’ve dubbed it, lose-your-phone-itis. I lose my phone all the time. I can’t carry it with me everywhere I go like most people. If I do, I’ll set it down somewhere while my mind is on something else and by the time I notice it’s missing I have no clue where I left it.

Fortunately, if I’m with someone when I realize my phone is gone, I can have them call it. If it’s nearby I can hear the ring and find it. But I live alone, so if I misplace my phone in my house I have the devil of a time finding it. Because of that, in my home I am only allowed to keep my phone in one of two places, my nightstand next to my bed or my living room table. Those are the two rooms I’m in most of the time.

When I’m away from home, I have another set of rules. My phone is to be kept in my purse at all times. The one exception is if I’m at my boyfriend’s house in which the same rules apply as they do at my own home. Bedroom nightstand or living room table.

This may seem slightly extreme, but believe me, if I don’t follow the rules, my phone goes missing. And I’m usually good about following the rules, but every once in a while I have a temporary lapse in concentration and I mindlessly set my phone down somewhere. When that happens, it’s a coin flip as to whether I’ll ever see my phone again.

It was a Thursday and I was off of work. I had the whole day planned out, but it didn’t go as smoothly as I had hoped it would.

First, I stopped at the gas company to pay my bill, but couldn’t find my checkbook. I rifled through my purse looking for it, but it simply wasn’t in there.

“Can I just pay with my credit card?”

The man behind the cheap, wood paneled counter had dark wavy hair and a prominent mustache. His hounds tooth corduroys and mustard colored dress shirt belonged in fashion jail.

“We only accept cash or check.”

I shook my head in disgust. I had to drive to the other side of town to my bank to withdraw some cash. I was mighty heated by the time I returned and gave the man behind the counter an earful.

“Just because your fashion sense is stuck in the 1960’s, doesn’t mean you can’t drag the payment options out from the past and into the future!”

My next stop was the local pet store. I had just run out of fish food. When I got to the fish food aisle, I was annoyed to see that they didn’t have my preferred brand of fish food in stock. I waved over the brawny, teenaged worker. His mop of hair was messy and he had Kool-Aid stains around his mouth.

“Can I help you?”

I explained to him that they didn’t have the brand of fish food I wanted in stock and asked him if they had any in the back.

“I’m sorry. We don’t carry that brand of fish food.”

“What? Why did you stop carrying it?”

The teenager held a smug smirk on his face as he explained.

“Lady, we have never carried that brand.”

Was this guy an idiot?

“Of course you have. I always buy my fish food here and that’s the brand I always get.”

The worker shrugged.

“Sorry lady, but you’re wrong.”

“I am not wrong! And I can prove it!”

I was certain I had an old receipt from the store in my purse and I was determined to prove the smug worker wrong. I emptied out my entire purse, but it wasn’t there. This caused the worker to chuckle.

“No proof huh? What a shock.”

My temper boiled over at that point.

“Kiss my ass!”

As I stomped out of the store the worker responded to my insult.

“Any time, lady. Any time.

My final stop was the grocery store. Finally things went smoothly, that is until I got to the register and couldn’t find my credit card. I had to dump my entire purse out on the conveyer belt to find it, but eventually I did. However it took a long enough time that I could see the annoyance on the cashier’s face. At least he gave me the courtesy of not saying anything about it unlike the man in line behind me.

“C’mon lady! Some of us don’t have all day!”

I turned around to see a middle aged man with a scowl on his face. His hair was parted down the middle and feathered. I rolled my eyes at him.

“Buddy, you’re not in high school anymore. It’s time for a new hair style.”

I left the grocery store and drove to my boyfriend, Peter’s, house. He was making me dinner and then we were going to watch a movie on his big screen TV. I was in dire need of some relaxation.

I knocked on Peter’s door but there was no answer. I knocked again, but nothing. I had a key to his house on my key ring, so I unlocked the door and entered.

“Peter?”

There was no response. But I knew he had to be there. I could smell the aroma of food drifting in from the kitchen.

“Peter, are you here?”

Still no answer, so I moved into the kitchen. I looked through the window of the oven to see that the casserole within was on the verge of burning so I quickly opened the oven and took it out.

Where was Peter? He wouldn’t have just left dinner in the oven to burn unless something was wrong!

It was then that I felt arms wrap around my body and start to squeeze me tight. I pushed my way free, turned around and smashed the aggressor in the mouth with the heel of my hand.

“What the hell?”

It was Peter. He held a look of confusion as he held his hand over his wounded mouth.

“Oh, Peter! I’m so sorry! Where were you?”

“I was in the shower. Didn’t you get my text?”

I shook my head.

“Text? I didn’t get any text message from you.”

“I said dinner was in the over and I was going to take a shower. I told you to take the food out of the oven if I was still in the shower when you got here.”

“But, I never got your text.”

I reached into my purse for my phone, but couldn’t find it by touch so I emptied the entire contents of my purse on Peter’s kitchen table as I searched for it.

“You lost your phone again, didn’t you?”

No answer was necessary as I siphoned through the last remaining items in my purse, none of which were my phone.

Peter smiled. This wasn’t the first time this happened.

“Okay, let’s retrace your steps. Where have you been today when you’ve taken something out of your purse?”

“The gas company, the pet store and the grocery store.”

“Let’s call and see if any of them have your phone.”

Unfortunately, none of the places had my missing phone, but Peter had another idea.

“Hey, call your phone. Maybe whoever has it will answer.”

I took Peter’s phone and gave it a shot. Unfortunately, nobody answered and it went straight to voice mail.

Peter shrugged.

“It’s probably lying wherever you left it and right now nobody’s around to hear it ring. Let’s have dinner and watch the movie and then we’ll try again. “

Dinner was great. The movie helped calm my nerves and I picked up Peter’s phone and tried calling mine again. And this time someone answered! But they weren’t saying anything.

“Hello? That’s my phone you answered. Can you tell me where it is? Hello?”

There was a few seconds of silence before a deep, raspy voice spoke words that rattled me to my core.

“I’m going to kill you. That’s a promise.”

The man then hung up the phone. Peter could see my frightened expression.

“What’s wrong?”

I told Peter what the man said. Peter thought for a moment.

“Did you encounter anyone today who might have gotten angry with you for some reason?”

I nodded meekly.

“A few people.”

Peter laughed.

“Well, one of them probably has your phone and is still mad at you. I’ll tell you what, I’ll call your phone tomorrow and maybe whoever has it will be calmed down by then and will leave it somewhere for me to pick it up. Sound good?”

I smiled and gave Peter a long kiss.

“Thanks, Peter. I need to get home and get to bed. I’m bushed and have to get up early for work tomorrow.”

I entered my darkened apartment contemplating whether I should take a shower before I went to bed or after I woke up in the morning. As those thoughts bounced around my head I stepped into my living room and turned on the light. A shot of glee raced through my veins.

My phone! It was sitting on the living room table! I didn’t lose it! I had just forgotten to take it with me!

The glee quickly transitioned into horror when I realized that whoever answered my phone earlier was in my house!

I heard the footsteps racing up behind me. Before I could spin around to see who it was a hand was roughly cupped over my mouth.

It could have been the gas company man whose fashion sense I questioned. Or maybe it was the arrogant teenage worker from the pet place who I told to kiss my ass. Perhaps I sent the impatient customer at the grocery store over the edge when I told him my opinion of his hair.

It could have been any of them. They all got long looks at several, if not all, of the items in my purse. They might have seen my address on my driver’s license and broke into my house to seek revenge. Of course, it also could have just been some random kook off the street. Whoever the mysterious madman was, he made good on his promise to kill me.


THE MAN IN THE TOP HAT

I live in Jonesborough, Tennessee. It’s the oldest town in the entire state. As a matter of fact, it existed before the state ever did! The buildings which line Main Street are beautifully preserved. The historic area is packed with unique shops, charming restaurants and remarkable museums. It’s a charismatic, quaint town which exudes history. 

One of my favorite things to do is to walk through the historic downtown area of Jonesborough after midnight, when all of the businesses are closed and the streets are empty. It’s at that time that I get the closest sense to what the town was like two hundred years ago.

It was a crisp cool, weekday night in November. I was strolling right through the heart of downtown on the brick sidewalk, gazing about at the old buildings, fascinated by the fact that someone who was in this exact spot two hundred years earlier was looking around then at the same things I was now.

As I passed by North Cherokee Street, I slowed and turned my head to look down it. It was a thin street with a steep incline. It had the appearance of a large alley. During the day it had a cozy, peacefulness to it, but at night it always gave me the creeps. This night especially.

During my midnight strolls, I rarely saw another person on the street, so when I gazed down North Cherokee and saw the man standing there, it startled me.

The man was tall and dressed in dark attire. He was standing in the middle of the lonely street, about fifty feet from me, but I couldn’t make out any details of the man. He was a silhouette and there was a hazy fog around him. The one feature that stood out was the tall top hat he was wearing.

I gave the man a quick, friendly wave, but he didn’t wave back. He simply stood still, staring in my direction. He gave me a bad feeling, so I picked up my pace and walked further down Main Street away from him.

I tried to put the eerie unsettling figure out of my mind as I walked past The Chester Inn. It was built in 1797 and was considered the finest inn on the Tennessee frontier. It’s nothing short of amazing that it still exists at all let alone in the fantastic shape it’s still in.

I stepped out of the shadow of the unusually long structure and came upon the Christopher Taylor House, a two story log home build in 1777. I broke out in goosebumps when I saw the man in the top hat again. He was standing in front of the log home’s front door. Again, he was shrouded in some kind of mist and I could see nothing other than his top hatted silhouette. As I walked I could see his head turning as he kept his unseen eyes affixed to me. He gave off such a sinister vibe, that I crossed over to the other side of the street near the Jackson Theater.

I just happened to glance down the alley next to the theater and froze in shock. There he was again! The man in the top hat! He stood stoically, silhouetted in front of a wall of fog behind him. I quickly spun around and looked back at the Christopher Taylor house as there was no way this person could have gone from one location to the next in the blink of an eye, but he was no longer there. When I turned and looked back down the alley, he had vanished from there as well.

This had surpassed a creepy vibe. An overwhelming sense of danger came over me, so I broke into a jog. I hurried down the sidewalk until I reached the next intersection which was 1st Avenue. And there he was again.

He was to my right in the middle of the street at the top of the hill. In a bizarre twist, the man in the top hat was no longer standing. He was now on all fours. And there was something odd about the way he was holding his arms and legs. They weren’t in front of him. They were sticking out from his sides. It was terrifyingly abnormal and without warning he charged toward me like some kind of demented insect!

I turned and ran down 1st Avenue away from the top hatted creature. I ran past the railroad, away from the historic area of downtown without ever looking back over my shoulder until I reached the next road. And when I did, the man in the top hat was gone.

For a long time after that, I didn’t go to downtown Jonesborough. It was as though the man in the top hat had run me out of the town I so dearly loved and enjoyed. Eventually, I decided I wasn’t going to let whatever that malevolent thing was dictate how I was going to live my life and on a cold rainy night in December, I strolled into the middle of Jonesborough after midnight and I saw the man in the top hat again. He was at the end of an alley standing on a floor of fog, watching me. I stopped and stared back at whatever he was and didn’t budge. I stood my ground.

“I’m not scared of you.”

The man in the top hat didn’t move. He just glared at me while fog swirled around his legs. I don’t know how long we stood there staring at each other before I felt like my point was made and I confidently walked away.

I have never seen the man in the top hat again.


I FOUND SOMETHING TERRIFYING IN THE WOODS

The Discovery

I work as ground crew at an airport. It’s loud. Like, really loud. So every month, I make a point to take a day long hike deep into the peace and quiet of the wilderness. I typically choose an area that is foreign to me because I enjoy exploring the unknown.

I was on my way to a lush forest preserve that I had never been to before. It consisted of hundreds of acres of land and a buddy of mine insisted it was the premier spot for some peace and quiet.

I guess my buddy had never been to this place on a weekend because it was buzzing with people. The trails were active. I couldn’t walk more than one hundred feet without passing someone coming from the other direction.

Some folks were in groups, chatting loudly. Others had headphones on that were up loud enough for me to hear. I wanted some legitimate alone time. I wanted to be by myself in the woods with nature. After an hour I threw my hands up and walked back to my car.

As I drove away from the overpopulated forest preserve, I made a point to stick to the back roads. I was hoping to find something on the outskirts that was less crowded, but wasn’t having much luck. Within twenty minutes I started passing by the occasional house. But while I was far removed from the forest preserve, I was still surrounded by lush woods.

Eventually I found myself on a gravel road with no homes in sight, however many of the trees on the edge of the forest were stamped with “no trespassing” signs. I wasn’t about to risk getting shot by venturing onto someone’s private property, so I kept traveling down the forest lined road until I saw no more signage of any kind. I slowed to a stop when I saw the entrance of a small trail.

I got out of my car and peered about the area. No houses, no other vehicles, no signs warning not to trespass. I listened carefully for any signs of other people being nearby, but I heard nothing but nature. Being that I didn’t want my day of potential peace and quiet to be wasted, I opted to venture down the trail.

The trail was thin, obviously used mostly by deer and other animals. It was exactly what I was looking for. I walked for several hours, stopping occasionally to rest, drink water and munch on some snacks from my backpack. When I found myself in a plowed clearing, I figured I had reached someone’s property. Still, they weren’t around, so I walked through the clearing to another trail on the other side. This was a little bit dangerous, but even if it were someone’s land, I was unlikely to encounter them. It couldn’t have been more than 30 minutes after that thought that I happened upon somebody.

The person was sitting propped up against a tree. Their back was to me, but I could see their legs and a bottle of water sitting next to them. There was a chance that the person was armed. I didn’t want to startle them and risk being shot, so I called out in a friendly tone.

“Hey there. How are you today?”

The person sitting by the tree didn’t respond or even move, so I stepped closer and spoke louder in case they were hard of hearing.

“Hello! I don’t want to startle you, I’m just passing through.”

Again, no response. No movement, but I kept marching toward the person nonetheless. And as I got closer, the loud buzz of insects intensified.

“Hello?”

I rounded the tree and was met with a subtle odor of decay just as the dead body fully came into view. It was propped against the trunk of the thick tree. The body was clearly old as it was mainly a dirty skeleton with the exception of a few strips of dried skin dangling off of it here and there. The skeleton was clothed in blue jeans and a casual button-up shirt. The clothing was quite dirty as would be expected for having sat in the woods as long as it had. The oddest thing about the site was that sitting near the skeletal remains were two empty pizza boxes and several empty water bottles. There were actually a half dozen full water bottles sitting in the plastic case holder nearby as well.

When I saw the two ropes wrapped around the corpse’s wrists I realized I had happened upon a murder scene. As I quickly put the pieces of the nauseating puzzle together, I must admit I was rather freaked out.

I had stumbled upon some kind of a cult ritual. A human sacrifice! They had tied the ropes around the person’s wrists to bind them to the tree. Then the cult took sick pleasure as they watched the person die. Hell, they made a pizza party out of the viewing! It was disgusting!

A chill came over me when I realized that I was likely on the land of one of the cult members and if they knew I had seen the dead body, I’d be the next human sacrifice!

Just as that thought manifested within my mind, I heard them coming. There were several of them. They were rushing through the woods toward me, so I turned and bolted!

I had probably only gotten about ten feet when I stumbled on a log and fell forward, hitting the ground hard.  Not only that, I fell directly upon a sharp, spiked tree branch. It stabbed through my chest and I could tell it directly penetrated my heart. It began to flutter like the wings of a hummingbird and blood began gushing from my chest. I was instantly weakened and noticed my skin was getting cold and clammy. The woods were whirling around me and my vision was becoming dark. Still, I was cognizant of the unmistakable sound of the cult rushing through the woods toward me.

It took all my energy to turn my head. I expected to see a group of dark cloaked cult members standing before me. I was relieved when I realized that it wasn’t the cult members trouncing through the woods after all. It was just a doe and her two fawns walking toward me while they eyed me curiously.

It was a peaceful last moment of my life.


I FOUND SOMETHING TERRIFYING IN THE WOODS

The Body
I sat down next to a mighty tree on the outskirts of my land of which there is much. The woods have brought much peace and tranquility to my life.
What better place to die?
Pizza has always been my favorite food, so that would be my last meal. I kept plenty of water nearby as I didn’t want to dehydrate.
It wasn’t long before the buzzards started gathering in the nearby trees. They knew a fine meal was on the way. And that’s what I wanted. I didn’t want some man to pump me full of embalming fluids and drop me six feet underground. To each their own, but that wasn’t for me. I wanted to provide a meal for the buzzards, the coyotes and any scavenger that was hungry.
I’m an old man. I out lived my wife by ten years. It hasn’t been the same since she left. It hasn’t been as good, but I tried and now my time has come.
There are a lot of things wrong with me nowadays. I can hear death knocking on my door. It won’t be long. 
I had gotten all my affairs in order well in advance. There was nothing left for me to do but die. I ate most of my pizza and gulped down as much water as I could and then I breathed in my last breath.
I pinned a note to my body explaining that this was what I wanted so that if anyone ever discovered my bones, they would understand what occurred.
I looked down at the rustic rope bracelets my wife had bought me when we first got married so many years ago. One represented her, one represented me. I didn’t wear them often, but I thought this was a fitting occasion to do so.
As I died, a huge gust of wind blew in through the trees. It ripped the note from my chest and blew it far away.
Oh well.
I just hope whoever finds my body doesn’t freak out too badly.



THE MYSTERY BOX EXPERIENCE

I ordered a mystery box off of the dark web. It was a big mistake.

If you don’t know what the dark web is, it’s a part of the internet that is only accessible with special web browsers. On the dark web, search engines don’t index anything. Pages are hidden. All activity is totally anonymous.

I’ve watched several videos of people purchasing and opening what are referred to as mystery boxes. It’s a simple concept. Someone goes to an anonymous sale site on the dark web and purchases a box from an unidentified person. They have no idea what will be inside the box. Once the people receive the box in the mail, they video tape themselves opening the box and removing the contents.

In most of the videos I’ve watched the mystery boxes usually contain a lot of unusual items without any rhyme or reason. This leaves plenty of room for interpretation for those with wild imaginations.

I figured if I was getting some kind of twisted enjoyment watching other people open mystery boxes, opening one myself would be twice the fun, so I took the necessary steps to access the dark web and unfortunately, I proceeded without much in the way of caution.

Finding mystery boxes to purchase on the dark web wasn’t as easy as I expected it to be. I searched countless sales sites for days and found a lot of unusual things for sale such as credit cards, green cards, passports diplomas, social security numbers, discreet doctors, hit men, every drug you can imagine, weapons, exotic animals and access to live feeds of deviant acts, usually sexual in nature. It took me nearly a week of searching at least an hour a day to finally find a mystery box for sale. It cost five hundred dollars. It was more than I wanted to spend, but beggars can’t be choosers so I bought it.

A month had passed without the arrival of any kind of mysterious box. I figured I had been ripped off. I knew that was a risk I was running when I bought the mystery box. After all, the dark web is anonymous, if a seller didn’t follow through, there was nobody for me to complain to and there was no way to find them. Even though I knew I was taking a chance, I was still angry that I lost my money. I chalked the whole thing up as a lesson learned and vowed never to buy anything from the dark web again.

A few days later, a small, mysterious cardboard box showed up outside my apartment door. There was no address on the box. There was no writing on it at all. If this was my mystery box, somebody delivered it to my door personally.

I carried the box to my kitchen table, set it down and used a knife to cut through the thick packing tape that the box was sealed with. I slowly opened the flaps of the box and looked inside.

The box appeared to be neatly packed. The first thing I saw was a large white greeting card envelope sitting on top of the other contents. There was a statement written on the front of the envelope in block print.

YOU HAVE NICE TITS

It’s true that’s probably my best feature, but how the hell would this mysterious person know such a thing?

I opened the envelope. There was a note inside that was written in the same block print.

I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU USED YOUR REAL ADDRESS. STUPID BITCH.

Along with the note were several 4”x 6” pictures that made my blood go cold.

The pictures were of me.

There were photos of me at the grocery store, getting out of my car, unlocking my apartment door and the most unnerving picture of all was the one of me sleeping in my bed!

My heart was racing. I broke out in a chill. How stupid and naïve of me to use my real address! Now this guy was stalking me and had broken into my apartment! I was paying the price for such an absent-minded error!

Maybe I should have stopped at that point and called the police, but I felt compelled to continue looking through the box and judging by the next note I found, it was probably a good thing.

IF YOU CONTACT THE POLICE YOU WON’T BE THE ONLY ONE WHO DIES!

Under the note was a picture of a cute little girl who couldn’t have been more than 8 years old. She had blonde hair and was wearing a yellow Easter dress. She was staring into the picture smiling. It appeared to be a formal photograph like a school picture or a photography studio picture.

Under the picture was a large thin piece of paper that was folded up. I unfolded it and instantly recognized it as a “missing” poster. Atop the poster in bold was the word MISSING and under that was a picture of the little girl from the other picture. Her name was Savannah Duncan. According to the poster, she had been missing for the past two weeks.

It was then that I realized I had seen the poster before. It had been pinned up on buildings and in business’s windows around my town recently.

Under the poster I found a lock of blonde hair held together with a rubber band.

Was that the little girl’s hair?

I hadn’t time to ponder that question as I fixed my eyes on the most disturbing thing inside the box. It was a piece of torn fabric. It matched the yellow Easter dress the little girl was wearing in the picture. There was a blood stain on the fabric.

Underneath the fabric was the final item in the box. It was another note.

ONLY YOU CAN SAVE THE GIRL

GO TO THE COPS AND SHE DIES

7TH AND MONROE

5:00PM

I looked at the clock. It was 4:45pm, but 7th and Monroe wasn’t too far away from where I lived. If I hurried I could make it. I ran out to my car and sped to the location. By the time I got there my car clock read 5:04pm. I hoped I wasn’t too late!

7th and Monroe was a busy intersection. The four corners of the intersection housed an apartment building, a hardware store, a lawyer’s office and a hair salon. I parked and was standing in front of the hair salon looking around for any signs of the girl when a little boy of 10 years old walked up to me and tugged on my shirt. I looked down at him and he handed me a note.

“Some tall man dressed in black paid me five dollars to give this to you.”

I scanned the area, but didn’t see any men dressed in black, so I read the note.

BUMBLEBEE LIQUORS
4120 CLARK STREET

PAY PHONE

IF ANYONE ANSWERS BUT YOU, SHE DIES

Pay phone? Did those things still exist?

I drove to the address which was in a seedy part of town with a lot of shady characters lurking about. Sure enough, outside the entrance to the old liquor store was an ancient pay phone. It was ringing as I pulled up. As I got out of my car, a hobo walked up to the phone and started reaching for it.

“No! Don’t answer that!”

I raced toward the phone and must have scared the old hobo as he quickly scurried away. I grabbed the grimy receiver and held it against my ear. A man with an electronically altered deep voice began speaking before I could say a word.

“The warehouse at 311 29th street. Any funny business and I’ll cut the little bitch to pieces.”

A loud click was followed by a dial tone.

I didn’t know what to do other than to follow the instructions. I wasn’t going to risk that little innocent girl dying due to my mistake. I couldn’t live with that.

The warehouse on 29th street was massive. It was a timeworn brick structure that appeared to have been abandoned for decades. Only a few windows remained and those were broken. What was once its parking lot was now a field of weeds. There was all kinds of garbage and debris scattered around and it was eerily quiet.

I gazed about at the enormous building searching for some kind of clue as to what to do next. It didn’t take long for me to see it. On the ground near the building was some shiny duct tape shaped as an arrow. It was pointing at an old weathered wooden door that had a note stuck on it.

I slowly, walked toward the door, cautiously looking over my shoulders as I moved. When I finally reached the door, I read the note.

OPEN THE DOOR

STEP INSIDE

CLOSE THE DOOR BEHIND YOU

WALK TWENTY PACES

WAIT

I closed my eyes and took in several slow, deep breaths. This was necessary to calm my nerves and to slow my insanely fast heartbeat. I was going through with it. I had to save the little girl.

I opened the door, stepped into the warehouse and closed the door behind me. The warehouse was totally black. I couldn’t see a thing. I continued to follow the instructions and stepped twenty feet and then stopped and listened to the silence.

The warehouse stank of stale tobacco and dust. I could only assume they stored cigarettes or cigars there at some time and the aroma refused to vacate. Not far ahead of me I could hear a very subtle, metallic clank. I nearly jumped out of my shoes when I heard the loud bang of the overhead lights turning on. I winced for a moment until my eyes adjusted to the brightness.

There she was. The little girl. She was approximately twenty feet in front of me. Her wrists were handcuffed together and fastened to a thick rusty chain that hung above her head. Her feet were barely touching the floor. Her yellow dress was tattered, torn and bloodstained. She appeared to be extremely frightened, but thank God she was alive!

“Are you okay?”

I looked into the tear stained face of the little girl who managed a quick nod.

Suddenly, thudding footsteps echoed throughout the warehouse. I scanned around and finally saw them. There were three tall men dressed in black. They were all wearing cheap, plastic Halloween masks. One was a lamb face, one a rabbit and one a pig. One of them was holding a sledgehammer, one an axe and one a lead pipe. Two of them slowly approached me from my left side and one approached from my right side. They all stopped when they got within ten feet of me.

I stood there waiting for some kind of final instruction, but it never came and with each passing second, I thought the chances of me getting out of that warehouse alive diminished.

It seemed like forever, but finally one of them did something. The lone man on my right side bent down and pushed an envelope across the floor. It came to a stop at my feet. I bent down and picked it up. I was just about to open it when suddenly all three men dropped, their weapons to the floor and removed their masks. It was the little girl who broke the silence.

“I hope you enjoyed your mystery box experience!”

The three men in black started clapping their hands while they laughed and hooted. I watched on stunned as the little girl removed her hands from the prop handcuffs. A huge smile came across her face as she giggled.

Fury overtook my body and soul. I shot a daggered expression at all four of the participants and yelled out in anger.

“How dare you! You sick bastards, how dare you!”

I rushed out of the warehouse, darted to my car and drove away.

Once I was home and relaxed my nerves with a glass of bourbon, I sat on my couch and eyed the final envelope that the man had slid across the warehouse floor to me. Out of spite I wanted nothing to do with it, but eventually I gave in to my curiosity and opened it.

WE HOPE YOU ENJOYED YOUR MYSTERY BOX EXPERIENCE.
WE PROMISE THE SECOND ADVENTURE WILL BE EVEN BETTER THAN THE FIRST.

Under that message was a phone number.

These sick sons of bitches scared me out of my wits and had me thinking I was about to die along with an innocent little girl! And they had the nerve to think I’d have any interest in going through that hell again?

Two weeks later I called the number and they were correct. The second time was even better.              


STUCKEY’S BRIDGE

Nestled in a dense pine forest, at the end of a long, winding gravel and red dirt road, is Stuckey’s Bridge. It’s an ancient, decaying, abandoned truss bridge located outside of Meridian, Mississippi. The bridge, which spans 112 feet across the Chunky River, was built in 1850.

Stuckey’s Bridge has a morbid history. It’s named after Old Man Stuckey, a man so vile that he was kicked out of the infamous Dalton Gang as they passed through the area near the bridge.

After committing a series of hideous, unthinkable acts, Old Man Stuckey was hung from the bridge until he was dead. But the story doesn’t end there.

A graffiti laden barricade keeps vehicles from crossing the now rickety bridge, but folks are able to park and walk out onto it, if they dare. To this day, many people who have visited the site come away shaken and tell of experiences with a malevolent ghost who they claim haunts the bridge.

The following are tales from those who have had terrifying paranormal experiences on Stuckey’s Bridge.


THE NOOSE

The Chunky River isn’t far from where I live. I kayak down it a few times a week, but usually don’t go far. I’ll paddle for about fifteen minutes and then turn around and come back. It’s good exercise for a man in his late 70’s, such as myself.

I’m not sure why I was feeling extra energetic that day, but I was and decided to turn my exercise routine into a little daytrip. It was nearing dark when I approached Stuckey’s Bridge. The primitive structure appeared like a specter in the night.

I had heard of the old bridge before, but oddly enough it was my first time ever seeing it in person and I instantly broke out in goosebumps. I was overwhelmed by a feeling of dread and fear. I wasn’t sure why, but my defenses were on guard. I just had a sense that something was wrong, so I quickly turned my kayak around and started heading back toward home.

As I left the creepy bridge behind me, I turned and peered over my shoulder to get a final glimpse of it and saw the limp body of a man dangling off the side of the bridge by a noose around his neck.

For a few seconds, I didn’t breathe. I just sat in my kayak surrounded by the deafening sound of chirping insects as I stared at the dead man hanging over the river. Suddenly an eerie hush came over the scene as if the active insects were scared silent by a presence.

That was enough of a signal for me to paddle out of there as quickly as I could. It was several minutes later when I finally did look back over my shoulder again. I could see the shadow of the ominous bridge in the distance behind me. I could no longer see the man hanging, but I did notice the bright yellow glow of a lantern emitting from the center of the bridge. It was as though someone was standing there, watching me paddle away.


THE SPLASH

When I was in high school me and my pals liked to hang out at Stuckey’s Bridge to drink. It was in the middle of nowhere so we didn’t have to worry about any cops hassling us.

We all heard the stories of the bridge being haunted and quite honestly, it was kind of spooky, but being that there was always a group of us we felt safe.

One Saturday, it was just me and my two friends, Rex and Adam. We had just finished off a twelve pack and were sitting on the bridge, chatting. It was a pleasant night. The temperature was perfect. There was no breeze whatsoever. The river under us was gently flowing. I was quite relaxed when I heard the voices. It sounded like two men talking farther down the bridge from us. I couldn’t make out what they were saying, but there was no doubt about what I heard.

“Did you guys hear that?”
 

Rex and Adam had already turned their heads in the direction of the voices, but nodded their confirmation anyhow.

The three of us were still and silent as we listened. The bridge isn’t that long. Just one hundred feet or so. We were on one end and the voices came from the other end. But there was nobody there. There was a full moon out that night casting a bluish glow over everything, so if someone else were on the bridge we would have seen them. In my mind I kept thinking that maybe someone was on the road on the other side of the bridge, but none of us saw or heard a car pull up and the bridge is out in the middle of nowhere. It’s not walking distance from anywhere!

As we continued to listen, we heard the loud groaning creak of something swaying under the bridge. This was followed by a voice that was deep, rugged and clear.

“Cut the bastard down.”

The voice was coming from the center of the bridge just fifty feet away from us!

The three of us jumped when we heard the loud splash. It sounded like someone had tossed a gigantic boulder in the river below! We all hurried to the side of the bridge and looked down. The river was smooth as glass. No waves. No ripples. Nothing to indicate something large had just hit the water. We were scared enough at that point to bail out of there.

Later, someone told me that one of the most common paranormal experiences on Stuckey’s Bridge is hearing the loud splash of Old Man Stuckey’s dead body hitting the water after they cut him down.


THE LANTERN

My boyfriend and I used to go to Stuckey’s Bridge to make-out. It was extremely private out there.

He worked at a fast food restaurant and got off work at 9pm. We were going to meet at the bridge at 9:30pm. I got there a little early at about 9:15pm or so.

I had been to the bridge countless times before, but always with my boyfriend, never alone. Stuckey’s Bridge was an eerie place to be at all by yourself.

The foundation of the bridge is steel, but the majority of the bridge is wood. Very old wood. One has to be careful when they walk across the bridge. There are multiple spots that are weak with rotting wood. Some of the wooden planks are missing allowing the river below to be seen through.

It was a chilly night in early November. I stood in the middle of the bridge and breathed in a lungful of the night’s cool, crisp air as I stared out at the fast flowing river below. I could feel my face wrinkling up with confusion when I saw the light down below on the shore of the river about thirty feet away.

It was a lantern. I could see the glowing, flickering flame encased in glass. It was stationary for about a minute and then started moving toward the bridge. As it got closer I became more bewildered by the sight because I couldn’t make out the person holding the lantern. Now, granted it was dark out, but from the illumination coming from the lantern, I should have seen a portion of the person’s body, hand and wrist, but I saw nothing. Nothing except the floating lantern coming, closer and closer.

For a brief moment the glow of the lantern disappeared behind some trees and I thought it might be gone but then it suddenly reappeared at the other end of the bridge.

The lantern stopped in mid-air as if the invisible spirit holding it was only then noticing that I was there and then it suddenly began to float briskly toward me. I started stepping backwards away from the glowing light and stepped right into a huge gap in the bridge. My entire leg was swallowed by the hole and I was having difficulty getting it back out and the light was still rushing toward me and…abruptly disappeared before my eyes.

I quickly tried to calm my nerves and managed to pull my leg from the hole. As soon as I turned around to sprint toward my car, I felt two hands slam into my upper back. Someone…or something shoved me and I went flying over the side of the bridge and crashed into the water below.

The Chunky River was frigid and I let out a holler as I looked up at the empty bridge above me.

I crawled from the river, hurried back to my car and drove as fast as I could down the twisted gravel road away from whatever entity it was that pushed me.

I never went back to Stuckey’s Bridge again after that night.


STUCKEY’S INN

My husband and I used to love taking overnight canoe trips. We’d canoe a river for as long as we wanted and then find a nice stop to set up camp. We’d eat over a campfire, watch the stars and get a good night’s rest in our tent before hitting the river again early the next morning.

When my husband died in a car accident, I felt obligated to continue taking the overnight canoe trips. I felt I was honoring his memory by doing so, somehow.

A friend of mine from a canoeing group I belong to told me about the Chunky River located in central Mississippi. She spoke positively about it so I decided I would make it my next overnight canoe trip location.

I happened upon Central Mississippi shortly after a heavy rain period and the Chunky River was high and flowing fast. I didn’t have to do much paddling at all. I mainly just had to focus on keeping the canoe straight as the river carried me along.

Traveling the Chunky River was peaceful and relaxing. The forest lining each side of the river was dense and completely canopied the river in spots. And other than one fisherman I passed early in the day, it seemed like I had the entire gorgeous river to myself!

The wildlife viewing was plentiful on my trip. I saw a family of white-tailed deer sipping from the river, a box turtle sunning himself on a rock, a wild turkey feasting on some worms, an armadillo scurrying about and a bobcat peering at me from atop a hollow log.

It was getting dark as I approached Stuckey’s Bridge and was looking for an area to camp for the night. That’s when I saw the inn. It was a long two story shack hammered together with weathered wood. A crudely painted sign atop the shack read “Stuckey’s Inn.” The inn had a covered front porch and I could see an older man rocking back and forth in a rocking chair and drinking from a mason jar. When the man noticed me floating by, he quickly stood from his chair, picked up a flame lit lantern and hurried toward the bank of the river.

“I have lodging available!”

The man was tall and slender. He was wearing overalls. His thinning gray hair was slicked back and he sported an impressive handlebar mustache. He swayed his lantern back and forth as he continued speaking in a raspy voice.

“Looking for a place to stay for the night? Look no further.”

I thought it unusual that there was a little inn out there in the middle of nowhere, but the fact was that I was looking for a place to spend the night and if his rates were reasonable, why not?

The price the man quoted me was ridiculously low and he showed me to a room at the far end of the inn. The room was quite simple with just a bed and a nightstand, but I didn’t need anything more than that and the bedding looked fresh, so I decided to stay.

I was tired and fell asleep quickly. In the middle of the night, an owl on top of the inn let out a thunderous hoot that woke me up. As I lifted my heavy eyelids a terrifying image came into focus.  It was the old man. He was in my room! He was slouched down as he slowly crept forward toward my bed. It was when I saw the long knife in his hand that I fully awakened and started to scream. The old man had crazy wide eyes and let out an evil cackle as he lurched forward, stabbing at me.

I jumped up on the bed and managed to dodge his blade as I rushed past him. I bolted from the inn and screamed as I gazed about for my canoe, but I didn’t see it. As the crazed lunatic rushed after me, I jumped into the Chunky River in an effort to evade him. I could hear him splashing behind me as he gave chase. I halted when someone shined a beam of light in my face from the old creepy bridge above.

“What are you doing down there?”

I turned to point at the crazy man chasing me!

“He’s trying to kill me!”

My jaw dropped when I realized that the maniacal man wasn’t there. Nor was the inn I was staying at. They had both vanished. I was dumbfounded. What was happening? Was I going mad?

The man with the flashlight met me at the bank of the river under Stuckey’s Bridge with a towel. He told me that he lived nearby and had heard my screaming. But that wasn’t all he told me. As I dried myself off and explained what happened to me, he clued me in on the legend of Old Man Stuckey.

“After the Daltons kicked him out of their gang, Old Stuckey stayed around these parts. He opened an inn on the river and at night would stand on the bridge and wave his lantern while encouraging exhausted river travelers to stay at his inn for the night. Once the people were tucked in their beds and in a deep sleep, Old Man Stuckey would viciously murder them, steal all of their possessions and bury their corpses along the river’s edge. Eventually the local sheriff learned of Old Stuckey’s dastardly deeds and a posse of locals arrested the menace. The old man was found guilty of killing over twenty people and was hung from the trestle of the bridge. They let his carcass hang there for five days of decay before they finally cut the rope and dropped Old Man Stuckey into the Chunky River joining the multiple victims that he’d buried along its edge.”


THE END


FINAL WORD

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

VICTOR MILLER – Writer of Friday the 13th

I hope you enjoyed the final installment of The Creepy Factor!

If you have completed the series and want more, you won’t have to wait long. I’m hard at work on my latest series which will be out before you know it!

If you haven’t read all of The Creepy Factor volumes yet, you can find them here:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CW16YHGV

If you enjoyed The Creepy Factor and haven’t read all of my previous horror anthology series, you’re in for some frightening fun!

You can grab them all at the links below!

CHUNKS OF TERROR

Ready for something terrifying!

You can get the entire international bestselling 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

This international bestselling series is chock full of scares!

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 one of my most popular series.

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

I can’t leave without letting everyone know about this bargain!

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

All 8 of the stories are interconnected in some way.

You get these 8 books for the price of 1: Maniac on the Loose, The 9 Lives of Ski Mask, It Lives in the Attic, The Craving, The Caretakers, Spirit Stalkers, GoatSucker & Hell is Full. 

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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WHERE TO FIND ME

To keep up on my latest books you can visit my Amazon Author Page where all of my books are listed by popularity:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Steve-Hudgins/author/B07KH2GMBF

Or you can visit the book section of my website which will show a list of my books from newest to oldest:

https://www.maniacontheloose.com/books

You can find all the audiobooks I have available here:

https://www.maniacontheloose.com/audiobooks

While you’re at my website, be sure to sign up for my newsletter. You’ll get access to some free stuff and be kept up to date on all the latest crazy things I have going on!

Or sign up now:

https://subscribepage.io/maniac

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. While I don’t do that anymore, movies are forever. If you want to check any of them 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!

Goodreads:

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/18624636.Steve_Hudgins

Bookbub:

https://www.bookbub.com/profile/steve-hudgins

Facebook:

https://www.facebook.com/SteveHudginsWriter

X:

https://x.com/BigBitingPig

Thanks so much for reading!

I’ll see you soon.

Very soon.

www.maniacontheloose.com
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