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A QUICK WORD FROM THE AUTHOR 

They say I’m crazy.

Just a little bit out of whack.

Lock your doors and bolt your windows.

They call me a maniac.

Your friendly neighborhood Maniac on the Loose is here with a dandy of a deal in the form of the complete series of Chunks of Terror! All 3 volumes of Chunks of Terrors have been bundled into one huge collection which consists of over 65 terrifying tales! All of the stories are told in a first person “true story” style that will curdle your blood and send shivers down your spine!

If you enjoy Chunks of Terror, be aware that I have several other horror anthology series that are available via kindle, paperback and audiobook! I’ll get into the specifics at the back of this book, but please know that you can find everything of mine at my website.

www.maniacontheloose.com

Now let’s get to Chunks of Terror!

Be sure to keep your arms and legs inside the vehicle at all times and enjoy the ride.


CHUNKS OF TERROR

VOL. 1


THE MOONRISE MANOR HOTEL

Near Lookout Valley Tennessee is a towering stone structure that was erected in 1889. It was originally a hospital called Moonrise Institution. The hospital eventually became infamous for its unethical medical experiments on patients that many considered to be nothing short of torture.

After countless patients died ghastly deaths, the hospital was condemned and permanently closed their doors in 1909.

Six years after the closing of the Moonrise Institution, a young entrepreneur named Jacob Manor purchased the hospital and its surrounding grounds. He had a dream of turning the impressive building into a luxury hotel.

During the extensive renovations it took to transform the drab hospital into the magnificent, vast five story hotel it is today, many of the builders reported having unusual experiences.

Many of the men described seeing shadowy figures roaming the halls. Tools were reported missing daily. Numerous incidents involving extension ladders falling resulted in multiple deaths. Some workers felt as though there was something within the building that didn’t want them there.

During the hotel’s opening night, a man named Phillip Belvidere fell down The Moonshine Manor Hotel’s grand staircase and later succumbed to his injuries. Before he passed, Mr. Belvidere told doctors that someone shoved him from behind. However, all of the witnesses to the fall noted that there were no people near Mr. Belvidere when he tumbled down the staircase.

That was just the beginning of a long string of paranormal encounters that continue to this day.

It’s not uncommon for anyone who stays at The Moonrise Manor Hotel to experience some form of paranormal activity. Most of the encounters are benign in nature. However, many people have had darker experiences.

The following are some of the more chilling tales to come from those who have visited The Moonrise Manor Hotel.


ROOM 212

The Moonrise Manor Hotel is a resort hotel. Most people go there for vacations. I, on the other hand, was traveling and needed a place to stay for the night. It was the only hotel I could find with a vacancy.

I remember when I was checking in how cozy the hotel felt. The lobby walls were a warm, dark red color. The busy carpet patterns were a mix of red and gold. I was thinking that it would be a nice place to visit when I had more time. Later that night, I changed my mind about that.

I was tired from driving and had no trouble falling asleep. I woke up in the middle of the night. The room was dark, but I was still able to notice movement in the corner of the room.

I focused my eyes on that area and noticed a strange orange light. It would occasionally get brighter and then grow dimmer, but it was always there.

As my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I could ever so slightly make out a figure. It appeared to be a woman with long, scraggly hair sitting in a chair in the corner of the room. The orange light was flickering in front of her face. That’s when I realized what the light was. It was the tip of a lit cigarette. The scent of stale smoke in the air confirmed what I was seeing. There was a woman sitting in my room smoking a cigarette!

I quickly turned on the lamp next to the bed and found myself staring at an empty chair. There was no woman in it. There was no cigarette and the smoke smell had disappeared as well.

I convinced myself it was a dream of some kind and went back to sleep. I was awakened later that night by the sound of a wheezing cough. The stench of cigarette smoke was drifting through the air once more. When I opened my eyes, I saw the silhouette and the orange tip of the cigarette glowing bright as the woman took in a hefty puff.

I turned the light on and again. The woman and the smell of cigarettes were gone.

I thought about asking to switch rooms, but I was so tired, I decided to just go back to sleep. I had no further incidents and checked out early the next morning.


THE 3RD FLOOR HALLWAY

The Moonrise Manor Hotel has the reputation of being haunted. After staying three nights in the hotel, my husband and I hadn’t experienced anything unusual at all.

On our fourth day, we had taken in some of the sights around town and had a late dinner in the hotel. My husband was tired and went to the room to turn in while I spent some time in the hotel’s gift shop.

After purchasing a few gifts for friends, I headed back to our room on the 3rd floor. As I turned the corner, I spotted a young boy sitting in the middle of the cornflower blue hallway. He was bouncing a ball against a wall.

The boy couldn’t have been more than 6 years old. And his attire was out of date. He was wearing clothes that looked like they were from the 1920’s era. He was cute as a button. He had chubby cheeks and the brightest blue eyes.

When the young boy spotted me he stood up at attention as if he were caught doing something he wasn’t supposed to be doing.

I smiled at the boy.

“Hello there, what’s your name?”

He watched me for a moment before he spoke up.

“William. But I’m not supposed to talk to strangers.”

With that, he turned and walked down the hall and around the corner.

I guess it was the motherly instinct within me that compelled me to follow the boy to make sure he made it back to his room without incident.

When I reached the end of the 3rd floor hallway and rounded the corner, I spotted the boy. He was standing at the top of the staircase staring at me. Once he saw me he hurried down the stairs.

I followed him. Every once in a while the boy would stop and look at me. It was as though he were waiting for me to catch up with him.

I followed him to the 1st floor lobby and felt concerned when he dashed through the back door and outside.

“Where are you going?”

I was worried about the little boy being outside that late at night by himself. I picked up my pace, exited the hotel and made my way down a thin cobblestone path until I saw the boy again. He was standing in the hotel cemetery.

I had taken one of the hotel’s ghost tours a couple nights back and they explained that back in the old days, if hotel guests died and there was no family to claim the body, they’d simply bury them in the hotel cemetery.

“You shouldn’t be playing outside at night all alone. You could get lost. You could get hurt.”

The boy was standing in front of an old, faded headstone. His face held no expression. He stood statuesque until I realized that he was dissipating into the air and suddenly, he was just gone.

I don’t know how long I stood standing in confusion before I walked forward to the headstone the little boy had been standing in front of.

The headstone read:

William Tucker

Born 1923

Died 1929


ROOM 425

When I was 18 years old, I was visiting a college in the Lookout Valley. It was the first time I ever traveled alone. My father wasn’t thrilled about it, but I explained to him that if I was going away to college, I was going to have to get used to traveling alone and it would be a good experience for me. He reluctantly agreed.

I was blown away by The Moonrise Manor Hotel! It was huge and old. I had never seen a stone building that big before. It gave me castle vibes. If I had known that it was supposed to be haunted, I probably wouldn’t have stayed there because ghost stuff creeps me out. But I didn’t know. I just picked it because it was near where I was going and it had good reviews.

My college visit went great. I had all but decided that was the college for me. The excitement of visiting the campus and getting closer to the next chapter of my life had me worn down by the end of the day and I went to bed early.

I’m the kind of person who sleeps like the dead. Once my head hits a pillow, I’m out until morning unless someone makes a point to wake me up. And that’s exactly what happened.

I was in a deep sleep. I was dreaming of swimming in a river, but during the swim, a gigantic snake wrapped itself around my thigh and was slithering up and down it.

I woke up with a gasp and was relieved once I realized it was just a dream. However, I could still feel the snake sliding up and down my leg!

When I looked down, I saw a man sitting on the foot of my bed. The room was dark, so I couldn’t see him well. What I could see was that he was an older man in his 50’s or 60’s. He was balding and wearing a hospital gown of some sort. And he was breathing heavy. In an excited, sexual kind of way.

That’s when I realized that he was running his hand up and down my thigh.

I screamed as loud as I could, jumped from the bed and turned on the light, but the man was no longer there.

I assumed he had bolted out of the room once I woke up, so I chased after him. I wasn’t going to let that pervert get away with what he did. I was going to point him out to the hotel staff and have them call the cops on the creep.

When I rushed out into the hallway, there was nobody there. I looked both ways and saw no one.

My room was in the middle of the floor. If he had run out into the hallway, I would have seen him. So, where did he go?

That’s when I felt hot breath on the back of my neck and then felt a hand firmly grasp my behind.

I spun around with a shriek and couldn’t believe that there was nobody there! Then my hotel room door slammed shut.

I screamed and screamed until other hotel attendees and staff rushed to my aid. I told them all what happened. The hotel manager unlocked my room and the staff did a thorough search, but there was nobody in the room.

I left the hotel that night and decided to go to college in a state far away from there.


ROOM 436

When I was in my early 20’s my sister and I took a short vacation to The Moonrise Manor Hotel, specifically because it was haunted!

We were hoping for some paranormal action and asked the front desk clerk to put us in the most haunted room they had available. He said that the 4th floor tended to be the area where most people got terrified. He even warned us that young women were particularly prone to disturbing encounters on the 4th floor. He explained that back when the building was a hospital, a crazy doctor did his most sinister experiments on that floor. He said the patients who died may have been the lucky ones because some of them turned into bloodthirsty maniacs.

After hearing all of that, I was a little bit reluctant, but my sister was all for it, so he put us in room 436.

It was our first night there. My sister had already gotten dressed and wanted to explore the hotel a little before our dinner reservations. While my sister was able to get ready in a flash, I took some time. I still had to shower and put my make up on, so as not to disappoint her, I told her to explore without me and I’d just meet her at the hotel restaurant and she agreed.

As soon as my sister left, the entire room got cold. I couldn’t figure out why, but it wasn’t cold enough to keep me from my shower, so I got to it.

The hot water against my skin was refreshing and I was in the process of wetting my hair when the shower curtain was jerked open. I let out a startled squeal, expecting to see someone standing there, but there wasn’t.

The bathroom was small and the door was shut. Nobody could have opened the shower curtain and gotten out of the bathroom without me seeing them, but I was alone.

There was no logical explanation for what happened. The curtain was pulled open in a way that could not have happened on its own.

I stood there dumbfounded thinking it all through when I felt someone grab the back of my hair and yank my head back. I was then viciously shoved against the white, tiled shower wall.

I fought back against my attacker, but there was nobody there. It was just me in the shower. Still, I could feel a large man’s muscular body pinning me against the wall while his catcher’s mitt-like hand began exploring my body. I was hollering at the top of my lungs as I felt the ghostly hand slide down my stomach to my vagina.

I was crying out when I heard someone break down my hotel door and then burst into the bathroom. The invisible force was continuing to assault me until two men reached me and pulled me out of the shower.

The two men who rescued me had heard my screams as they walked down the hall. They said once they got into the bathroom, all they saw was me plastered against the wall. They didn’t see anybody else.

Mentally, I never fully recovered from that incident. Some people don’t believe me. They think I made the whole thing up, but I didn’t. And I’m not crazy.

That really happened.


THE FRONT DESK

I’m a paranormal fiction writer and I like to stay at locations that have a haunted history for ideas and inspiration.

I booked a weeklong stay at The Moonrise Manor Hotel. The hotel was immense and beautiful. It was clearly an ancient hotel. This was evident by its stone exterior and the vintage aura of the décor.

I was getting a few ideas, but with as much buzz as there was about the hotel being haunted, I guess I was expecting more. For the most part, it was just an old hotel.

I usually don’t go to bed before 3:00am. I decided to stroll through the hotel at 2:00am. I figured there wouldn’t be anyone else around at that time and the atmosphere would be different and I was correct. Walking through the hotel’s long corridors alone, without being distracted by the stirring of others, definitely amped up the creepy factor.

When I found myself in the lobby I was slightly startled by the voice of the front desk clerk.

“You’re up late.”

I turned to see a young man in a bellhop uniform standing behind the front desk. He was in his early 20’s and had sandy blonde hair that was parted sharply on the side. He was very professional in appearance.

“I’m a night owl.”

The clerk nodded.

“We have that in common.”

I walked up to the front desk and got comfortable as I casually leaned on the counter.

“So, as an employee here, have you experienced anything paranormal?”

He was quick to answer.

“I was outside sweeping the porch area when I saw a woman standing at the other end of the porch. She was dressed in clothing from a different period and was cradling firewood. She never acknowledged me. Her mind was elsewhere. Then she turned and walked into the storage closet. Now, the storage closet doesn’t lead anywhere. It’s just a closet. I thought it odd that she was taking firewood into it, so I entered the closet and there was nobody there.”

“A ghost?”

He shrugged.

“I don’t have the answers. I can only tell you what I experienced.”

The front desk clerk studied my face for a moment before he discreetly peered about the lobby.

“That’s nothing though. You want to see something really scary?”

I was game.

“Absolutely.”

The young front desk clerk led me to the end of the building and opened a wooden door that led to a narrow areaway.

“When they were remodeling the building they added an extra section to house the staff back in the old days. This thin areaway is the passage between the original building and newer section.”

He then pointed up.

“Do you see those wood beams?”

There were two thick wooden beams near the top of the areaway.

“Perfect for someone to hang themselves from.”

The front desk clerk’s voice had taken on a sinister tone when he spoke that sentence. I turned and looked at him. His eyes were glistening and he held a false smile that sent chills down my spine. He said not another word. He simply stared at me.

“Are you okay? You’re acting strange.”

The young man didn’t respond by speaking. He held his maniacal gaze on me as he pointed to the beams.

As I looked up, a flash of lighting lit the areaway and I saw the swaying body of a young man with a noose around his neck hanging from the wooden beam. Upon closer look, it was the front desk clerk.

I spun around to see if he was still standing in the areaway with me, but he was not. I looked back up at the beam and the body was no longer there either.

I hurried out of the areaway and rushed to the front desk to confront the young man. I wasn’t sure what kind of game he was playing, but his trick scared the hell out of me and I was fuming.

When I got to the front desk, I was greeted by a white haired man in his 70’s.

“Have you seen the other front desk clerk?”

The older man seemed confused.

“Other front desk clerk?”

“The young man in the bellhop outfit. Blonde hair parted on the side. Early twenties.”

“I’m sorry sir, but there’s nobody that works for the hotel who fits that description.”

That couldn’t be. Obviously the old man was mistaken.

“I was just talking to him!”

“I’m the only desk clerk on duty until eight in the morning.”

I shook my head and became animated as I spoke.

“He took me into the areaway and tried to scare me by showing me a dead body dangling from the beams.”

The front desk clerk became white as a ghost as he looked back and forth between me and the area I spoke of. Obviously something was wrong.

“What? What is it?”

I could see his mind trying to put something together and finally he explained.

“I’m confused. You see, the areaway you spoke of doesn’t exist anymore. It was taken down in the 1950’s after a bellhop hung himself in there.”


THE LONG WAY HOME

I was driving home from college during fall break. It was normally a two hour drive, but being that I’m the kind of girl who loves the changing of seasons, I decided to extend my ride home by driving deep into the woods with the hopes of seeing some brilliant fall colors.

It was a direction that added nearly forty minutes of travel time to my ride home. I had taken the route in question a couple times before when I was feeling adventurous and was in an extended driving mood, but had never experienced it during autumn.

My hunch of what beauty it may behold during peak foliage time was correct. The woods had erupted into an explosion of gold, amber, crimson and rust! It was nothing short of magnificent.

My eyes were so locked onto the beauty of the trees that I barely saw the gigantic buck jump out in front of my car. I stomped on the brakes and came to a screeching halt just inches from the impressive creature’s muscled body.

The buck stood relaxed, never having flinched by the near collision. It stared directly at me for a brief moment as if offended by my presence before finally prancing away.

I let out a deep breath and stepped on the accelerator to get moving again, only to realize that my car had died. A chill ran through my body. This was not the ideal place to have a breakdown.

A wave of relief splashed over me when I turned the key and the engine roared to life. Unfortunately, my comfort was premature as the car died out again as soon as I shifted it into drive. I repeated the process over a dozen times before I came to the realization that I wasn’t going to be able to drive my car.

I immediately pulled out my cellphone and wouldn’t you know it, there was no cell service. I was stranded all alone in the middle of nowhere.

I sat in my car for twenty minutes in hopes that someone would stop and help me, but not a single car drove by, so I decided to get out and start walking.

The nearest town was a thirty minute drive away, so I realized there was no way I was making it there any time soon on foot. My hope was that somewhere down the road, I’d get cell service and could call for help.

An hour later I still hadn’t found a cell signal and not one car had passed by. To top it off, a mist of rain was starting up.

I was in real trouble.

I grew optimistic when I heard the distant hum of an engine and it was getting closer! Someone was coming down the road!

As the vehicle came into view, I recognized it as an extremely old, flat bed pickup truck. It was rusted to hell. The truck slowed and came to a halt next to me. The driver leaned over and unrolled the passenger’s side window.

“Hey baby. What’s a little fox like you doin’ all alone out this way?”

The man was slender and had long greasy hair. He was wearing a filthy white tank top covered with a thin camouflage jacket.

“Um, my car broke down.”

He nodded and flashed a tobacco stained smile.

“Yeah, I saw it.”

I felt extremely uncomfortable as the dirty man looked me up and down for an inappropriate amount of time before continuing.

“Hop on in, I’ll give you a lift to town.”

I looked the truck over as I considered his offer. That’s when I saw that he had a bloody deer carcass lying on the flatbed of his truck. He noticed that I was eyeing the animal.

“Oh don’t worry about her. She won’t bite. Get on in here.”

He pushed the driver’s side door open.

I stood still as I contemplated my options which were basically accepting his ride or continuing to walk on my own. I could see the impatience in his face as he waited for me. I didn’t want to keep him waiting any longer.

“Thank you, but I think I’ll just walk.”

He chuckled.

“Walk? Walk to where? The nearest town is a thirty minute drive from here. It’ll take you eight hours to walk there. Now stop being a damn fool and get in this truck.”

It was then that the mist of rain transitioning into a heavy drizzle made me change my mind and I reluctantly got into the strange man’s truck which reeked of body odor and stale tobacco water.

“Glad to see you came to your senses.”

With that he started driving. For the next several minutes he didn’t say anything else. He just kept glancing at me and staring down in the region of my breasts. When he realized I was aware of what he was doing, he spoke up. 

“I like your jacket, there.”

My jacket that he was pretending to admire so much was a simple, tan windbreaker. I figured since I caught him, he’d at least be more discreet with his gawking, but that wasn’t the case.

“Yeah, I like that jacket a lot. I like them pants too.”

I played dumb and tried to remain polite until he got me to town. At any given time he could opt to pull over and kick me out. Or worse.

“Thank you.”

My general uneasiness grew into full blown fear when he turned off of the main road and onto a dirt path.

“Hey! Where are you going? Why are you turning here?”

“Relax sugar britches. I’m stopping at my homestead. I gotta dump off the deer. Then I’ll take you to town.”

“You can just drop me off here.”

He laughed as he spit a wad of tobacco juice onto the truck floor and wiped his mouth off with the back of his hand.

“Settle down girly, we’re almost there.”

It was just a few seconds later when we arrived at the grimy man’s home. It was a literal shack that appeared to be slapped together with various shapes of scrap wood planks. The large rusty metal pipe that was sticking out of the middle of the hut was spewing out smoke. But it wasn’t the house that caught my eye immediately. It was the surrounding trees that had dozens of deer carcasses hanging from thick branches. He spoke up when he heard me gasp at the gruesome sight.

“I only eat deer meat.”

That’s when I noticed the stockpile of junked cars littering his land. From ancient and rusty to brand new, he had hundreds of vehicles scattered about as far as the eye could see.

When he pulled to a stop, he gave me a smile and wink.

“Whaddya say little girl? Want to come in and have a hot cup of coffee and some deviled eggs? I made ‘em myself.”

I immediately shook my head.

“No. No, thank you. I’m just going to wait here for you.”

“Suit yourself.” 

The man shut the engine of the old truck off, withdrew his keys and got out of the vehicle. As he began pulling the deer carcass off the back of his flatbed, I realized this rather terrifying situation may have been a blessing in disguise! I quickly rolled down my window and hollered out to him.

“Hey, do you have a phone in your house I can use?”

“No phone.”

I deflated and sulked as I watched the man pull the deer body around the back of his house and out of sight.

I wasn’t sure what to do. I had an urge to get out of the truck and run away. On the other hand, with the exception of ogling me and being a bit creepy, he hadn’t hurt me in any way. If he meant me harm that likely would have already happened. So I waited for him.

As I waited, I pulled out my phone on the off chance that somehow there would be a cell signal even deeper in the woods and not surprisingly, there wasn’t. What was surprising however was the fact that my cellphone was informing me that there was a Wi-Fi signal available in the area. I immediately tried to connect my phone to it, but it was protected by a password.

How was there a Wi-Fi signal out there? That’s what I was thinking when I noticed the satellite dish on the edge of the man’s shack.

Did he have internet service? If he did, surely he had a phone. And if he had a phone, why did he tell me he didn’t?

This wasn’t good. I again, contemplated whether or not to run away, but instead, I felt compelled to get closer to his house to see if he had a phone. If he did and I could reach it, I could call 911. That would at least alert someone of my predicament. As it was, I was at the mercy of the strange man who had me feeling uneasy to say the least.

I got out of the car. The stench of rotting deer was haunting the air around me as I slowly approached the man’s house. As I got closer I could hear the man inside the shack talking to someone.

When I reached a window, I pushed my face close to the pane of grimy glass and peered into his ransacked house. I was looking into the small kitchen area which was cluttered with old, empty, food cans and dirty dishes. I saw the man’s truck keys lying on the kitchen table amongst a collection of disorder.

I instinctively ducked down when I saw the man come into view. When I popped my head back up I could see him pacing back and forth as he talked on a phone. He was close enough that I could hear him clearly.

“…tow her car out here and we’ll put it with the rest of them. I’d say she’s in her early 20’s. Blonde hair. Hot little body. We’ll definitely have some fun with her tonight…”

I jumped and screamed when I heard the savage barking of a dog directly behind me. I turned to see a black German shepherd. His snarl was ferocious and his barking was relentless. Slobber began dripping from his mouth as if he were eyeing me as his dinner.

“Get over here, dog!”

The dog obeyed his master and ran behind the man who was standing and staring at me with evil intent glistening in his eyes.

“What are you doing over there?”

I spit out the first thing that popped into my mind that I thought the man might believe.

“Do you have a bathroom I could use?”

He flashed his tobacco stained smile as he pointed around in all directions.

“The world is one big toilet. Pick a spot, darlin’.”

I smiled, nodded and took that opportunity to duck behind the house.

Based on what I heard the man say on the phone, it was clear that he and his friend had sick plans that included me. I feared I wouldn’t survive the night. If I was going to get away, I had to come up with a plan now before he got suspicious. I could just run off into the woods, but that likely wouldn’t bode well for me. Besides, his beast of a dog would easily run me down.

That’s when I remembered the keys on his kitchen table. If I could sneak into the house and get his keys, maybe I could get to the truck and escape!

I found a rickety back door to his house that wasn’t even latched. It creaked slightly as I opened it, but not enough for the man to hear. I immediately saw the kitchen table in the far room and was relieved to see the keys still sitting on it. But my attention was quickly drawn to the room I was standing in.

The walls of the room were wallpapered with pinups of nude women in the raunchiest of poses. There was a huge wooden table in the center of the room that had leather restraints on the top and bottom as if for wrists and ankles. At the far end of the table was a video camera sitting atop a tripod.

The plans they had for me were no longer a mystery. This was officially a life or death situation!

I hurried into the kitchen and just as I grabbed the keys from the table, I heard the man’s voice.

“Caught ya’ red handed.”

I looked up and saw the man standing in the doorway holding the most devious of grins.

I had to make a choice and fast. I opted for aggression and charged the man. His eyes widened in shock as I rushed toward him. He clearly wasn’t expecting that tactic. I reached him before he could properly react and I shoved him with all of my strength which sent him crashing to the floor.

As I bolted from the house and raced toward the truck, I heard the man yell out “Get her, dog! Get her!”

The savage dog dashed toward me in a blur. I was close to the truck when the dog clasped onto the bottom of my pant leg and began pulling me. As I fell to the ground and felt myself being dragged back toward the shack, I saw the man stroll out of the house confidently.

“You ain’t goin’ nowhere ya’ little bitch! We’re gonna have us a sex party tonight and you’re the guest of honor!”

As soon as that disgusting statement exited his mouth, the bottom of my pants leg ripped off into the dog’s mouth freeing me momentarily. I jumped up, threw myself into the truck and slammed the door shut just as the vicious dog leapt up onto the hood, barking ferociously.

I looked up as I fumbled with the keys and saw the man running toward the truck. I quickly locked the doors, but that didn’t stop him from pounding on the windows. The passenger’s side window shattered from his blows as I turned the key and started the engine.

I looked down at the stick shift. I hadn’t driven a stick in years, so I was going to be rusty. Just as the man attempted to climb in through the window to grab me, I grinded the gear into reverse and spun the truck around. The force of the turn threw the man to the ground. I shoved the stick shift into first gear and peeled down the driveway. By the time I slammed it into second gear, there was no catching me.

As I drove away and left the demented man and his dungeon of doom in the dust, I found myself giving thanks to my father for insisting that I learn how to drive a stick shift when I was younger.


THE NERVOUS BARTENDER

I’m a bartender for a little hole in the wall bar called the Golden Bullet. It’s located in the historic district of a small town. We’re open Monday through Saturday from 11am to 3am.

On Friday and Saturday nights the bar is packed all the way until closing time, but Monday through Thursday, most customers vacate the premises by 11:00pm.

I asked the owner why he insisted on staying open until 3:00am during the week. He simply stated that it had always been that way and it always will.

I was a single guy who lived alone, so I didn’t have anyone waiting for me. And the bar had a nice TV. After tidying things up and doing inventory, I’d just sit on my ass and watch movies until 3:00am. If the boss wanted to pay me to do that, who was I to complain?

It was a Wednesday night, one of the slowest nights of the week and it was getting close to 2:00am. The last paying customer left at approximately 11:00pm. A local wino came in to take a leak in the bathroom at around midnight. We weren’t supposed to let him do that, but as long as the owner wasn’t around to chew me out, I didn’t see the harm in it. Otherwise, it was quiet. Hell, I hadn’t even seen a car drive past in over an hour.

I was watching an old episode of The Love Boat on TV when the door to the bar was flung open and a woman rushed inside. She appeared to be in her late 30’s. She had long blonde hair that was messed up and she had a deep bruise around one of her eyes. The frantic woman rushed up to the bar and latched onto the front of my shirt.

“Help me! You have to help me!”

“What is it lady? What’s wrong?”

“There’s a crazy woman after me! She’s going to kill me!”

I reached for my phone under the bar.

“I’ll call the police!”

The panicked woman pushed the phone from my hand.

“No! You can’t call the police!”

She pulled me closer to her.

“They’re in on it!”

“In on it? In on what?”

“There’s no time! You have to hide me! She’s coming! She’ll kill me!”

“There’s no place to hide you. This is just a little bar…”

“The bathroom. Where’s the bathroom?”

I pointed toward the darkened far end of the bar.

“Back there.”

“I’m going to hide in the bathroom. A crazy woman is going to come in here looking for me. Tell her you haven’t seen me!”

As the hysterical woman turned to bolt toward the bathroom, I grabbed her by the shirt and halted her.

“I can’t do this. You don’t understand. When I get nervous, I stutter and ramble and…I’m…I’m...afraid I’ll give you away!”

Her face wrinkled with concern.

“My life depends on you!”

“Oh boy, you don’t want to put your life in my hands. I’m…I’m not good at lying. I can never play poker. Everyone knows the instant I have a good hand. I’m…I’m…I’m afraid I’ll get you killed!

She pulled free from my grip.

“Please! Don’t tell her I’m here!”

I watched on as the hyper woman scrambled to the back of the bar and disappeared into the bathroom.

Within seconds of the bathroom door closing shut, I heard the clinking of the bar’s front door opening. My eyes opened wide at the intimidating figure darkening the Golden Bullet’s doorway. She was a tall, muscular woman in her early 40’s. She had a long, ghastly permanent scar running along the right side of her jawline. She was leather clad and had straight, fiery red hair. One of her boots had a spur that jingled with every step she took.  I gulped as she walked toward the bar.

“Uh…hi. Can I uh…can I help you?”

The menacing woman stepped to the bar and glared at me with her dark, mean eyes. She didn’t say a word. She held that sharp gaze on me as she withdrew a cigarette from a soft pack.

“Uh…there’s…there’s…not supposed to be any smoking in here…”

The woman wasn’t fazed by my feeble words as she struck a match and lit her cigarette with the flame.

“But…yeah, it’s okay if you want to smoke. I mean…there’s nobody else here…it’s just you and me. Nobody else at all. I mean…nobody has been here all night, practically. No woman came here recently or anything like that. Nope. It’s just you and me. So yeah, go ahead and smoke. I don’t mind. Since there’s nobody else here. Yeah, I don’t mind…I don’t mind at all…so yeah…that’s fine.”

The scary woman continued to stare through me. I didn’t have the guts to hold eye contact with her. My gaze sheepishly sloped to her neck and focused on the skull and crossbones tattoo which had the words “Dead Men Tell No Tales” stenciled underneath it.

As the woman exhaled a cloud of smoke, I glanced up and could see her eyebrows furrow as she examined me. Her voice was as rough as expected.

“What the hell are you so nervous about?”

Sweat began pouring down my face.

“Nervous? I’m not nervous? I’m calm as a cucumber. I’m not nervous at all…I mean…why…why…why would you think I’m nervous?”

The terrifying woman smiled revealing a chipped front tooth.

“She’s here, isn’t she?”

I shook my head vigorously as I stammered.

“Nope. She’s not here. Nobody’s here. Just me. And you, of course. I mean…yeah, of course you’re here. As if you didn’t know you were here. Of course you knew. I mean…yeah…so if by, she you meant you…well then yeah, in that case she’s here…but otherwise, no. She’s not here. There’s nobody else here.

The scary woman moved her face in closer to me and whispered sharply.

“Where is she?”

At that point sweat was dripping from my face and onto the bar and my heart was fluttering with fear. My nervous energy was out of control as was my stammering madness.

“I don’t know where she is. I mean…if she were here, I wouldn’t know where she is. But she’s not here. So…yeah…does that answer your question?”

My eyes began to inadvertently dart back and forth from the intimidating woman to the bathroom where the victim was hiding. The chilling woman’s eyes followed mine and froze on the bathroom door. She slowly turned her face back to mine and her smile grew larger as she pulled a gigantic revolver out from under her leather jacket.

As the woman stepped away from the bar and began cautiously moving toward the bathroom, I said everything I could to dissuade her.

“Whoever you’re looking for is not in the bathroom. I can tell you that much. If someone came in here and was looking to hide, the last place they’d be is the bathroom. So…so…so yeah, you don’t even have to look there. There’s definitely nobody in the bathroom!”

The beastly woman had completely tuned me out as she inched toward the bathroom door. I had to assume she was going to open the bathroom door and blast the poor victim to oblivion.

It was my fault that the poor woman was about to be killed. If I were a cool customer and not such a nervous, blabbering fool, I could have probably saved her. Instead, I was going to be the reason she was murdered and I wasn’t sure I could live with that. I had to do something to help that poor woman.

As the intimidating, red haired killer reached out to grab the bathroom doorknob I raced up behind her and smashed a whiskey bottle over her head. That sent the big woman crashing to the floor with a thud.

I looked down at the scary woman. She was dazed, but not completely out cold. This woman was tough! I had to hurry!

I opened the bathroom door to find the poor pitiful, bruised woman curled up in a defensive ball against the wall. I quickly motioned to her.

“The coast is clear! Run!”

The woman appeared confused for a few seconds until she saw the hulking brute lying on the floor. A smile covered her face as she jumped up, grabbed me, gave me a hard hug and then looked deeply into my eyes as she spoke sincerely.

“Thank you. You saved my life. Thank you so much.”

We stared at each other for another second before she rushed out of the bar.

I looked down at the disoriented red head. I didn’t know how long it would be before her cobwebs would clear so I hurried back to the bar, picked up my phone and called the police.

As soon as I hung up with the police and looked up from my phone, I startled. The intimidating red head was standing in front of the bar glaring at me menacingly.

I thought I was a goner. I started mumbling as I searched for words that may persuade the evil woman from killing me.

“Please...I, uh…don’t…uh…please…”

The frightening woman took in a deep breath and then expelled it. As she exhaled her expression slowly transitioned from rage to disappointment.  She then plopped down onto one of the bar stools.

“Give me a beer.”

I didn’t hesitate to do as she ordered.

“Uh…just so you know, I called the police so…uh…yeah, if you’re thinking of killing me…uh…you’ll probably get caught if you do…so maybe you don’t want to kill me, then? I mean…it might not be a good idea with the cops coming and all.”

The big red head took a long swig of the beer and then placed the cold bottle on the large knot atop her head.

“That woman you just saved is Margaret Moss. Ever hear of her?”

I shook my head.

“You may know her better as Margaret the Monster. The serial killer who kidnaps kids, kills them, chops off their hands and mails them to their parents.”

My heart sank.

“And you are…?”

“A bounty hunter.”

The redheaded bounty hunter finished the rest of the beer in one gulp and gave me one last cold glare before exiting the Golden Bullet.

I wish I could say that the bounty hunter or the police caught up with Margaret the Monster later that night, but they didn’t. I know that because a week later the news reported that Margaret the Monster had claimed yet another child victim.


THE FOUR IMAGES

A trail camera is a battery operated weatherproof camera that can be placed in remote areas and will automatically snap photos when motion is sensed in front of the camera.

I live in the deep woods. It’s such an isolated, quiet location that no humans come anywhere near this neck of the woods except during hunting season.

I own over one hundred acres. Most of it woodland. There’s a long walking trail that snakes through the majority of the forest on my land. It ends at an open section of field. That’s where I place my trail camera. I tie it to a tree at the forest’s edge and point it in the direction of the clearing.

I’m not a hunter. I use the trail camera because I like being aware of the animals in the region. There’s entertainment value as well. I enjoy looking at candid photos of the wild animals in their natural environment. I retrieve my trail camera every three days and go through all the pictures taken in that time span.

Some of my favorite images that have been captured by the trail camera over the years include two young bucks locking horns, the entire clearing filled with crows, a rare bobcat, a huge doe in mid-leap, a great owl clutching a mouse, a family of foxes napping and an albino turkey.

The most alarming images were taken three months ago. There were four images in total. They were all taken between 1:00am and 1:30am.

IMAGE 1

1:02am

At first, I didn’t notice anything unusual. It was simply an image of the empty field. I assumed a wind gust moved some tall grass around enough to trigger the motion sensor.

Then I saw it.

At the far end of the clearing appeared to be a solid object. It was difficult to make out in detail as it was shrouded in darkness, but I could clearly see the outline of it. It appeared to be saucer shaped and it was large. I’m confident that it was at least twenty feet across.

IMAGE 2

1:14am

The object was still in the same position, but was lit better in this image and it was clear to me that the object had a metallic surface. But the most mysterious aspect of this image was the figure standing next to the object.

At first glance, one may think it to be a thin child in the range of four feet tall. But upon closer inspection, that possibility would be eliminated.

Even though the figure was standing at the far end of the field, the image clearly displays its abnormally large head and black, oval shaped eyes as it stared in the direction of the trail camera.

IMAGE 3

1:27am

The large, metallic object and the humanoid figure are now gone. An average sized deer stands in the center of the field.

IMAGE 4

1:29am

The deer’s eyes are opened wide in shock. It is surrounded by a blinding white light coming from somewhere above it out of the camera’s range.

The most shocking element of the image is the fact that the deer is suspended in midair.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

I hopped on my all-terrain vehicle, motored out to the clearing and inspected it closer.

Everything looked normal. There was nothing out of the ordinary. That is, until I reached the edge of the clearing where the metallic object had been sitting. I found a twenty foot circle burned into the ground.

For the following month after that day, the trail camera did not pick up any images. It was as though the wildlife wanted nothing to do with that area.

Gradually, the animals returned and now things seem to be back to normal in that clearing. But to this day, whenever I ride out to that area, I always find myself gazing up into the sky in fear.


WATCH ME

Rebecca

It had been a rough few weeks for me and I desperately needed a day all to myself. I was overdue for some fun. For me fun equals shopping and eating, so that’s what I had planned.

There’s an old mall by my house with several clothing stores that I like. I don’t frequent them often because most are a little expensive for my taste, but I was treating myself, so I splurged.

My first stop was a store called Abducted by the 80’s. I always loved 80’s fashion and never understood why it went out of style. To me the store was something of a museum. There were endless racks of bright colored garments, tapered and pleated pants, miniskirts and one piece jumpsuits. There were bracelets, lace gloves, oodles of hair bows and studded belts.

I wound up buying an “off the shoulder” sweatshirt, a bulky sweater and a head band.

While I was waiting with my items at the checkout counter, I noticed a ripped piece of paper with a crudely drawn smiley face on it. When the cashier arrived she asked if the paper was mine. I shook my head and she tossed it away.

From there I headed to the food court. I had a hankering for some French fries so I stopped at a place called Nothing but Fries! They had just about every variety of French fries you could imagine! Waffle fries, curly fries, Belgian fries, steak fries, garlic fries, standard cut, crinkle cut, potato wedges, shoestrings and a lot more! I decided on a big batch of chili cheese fries!

As I sat in the food court munching on my fries and sucking down a cold, soda pop, I could have sworn I heard somebody whisper my name.

“Rebecca.”

I looked around but didn’t see anybody looking my way, so I didn’t think much of it and headed to the next store on my list called The Walk A Mile Shoe Store.

I spent some time browsing and as I found something I liked, I set it on a bench near the front of the store. I picked out some sneakers, boat shoes, flats and knee high boots.

When I sat down and started trying on the various shoes, I noticed a slip of paper stuffed inside one of the boat shoes. I pulled it out and felt my body break out in a chill. The note said: I SEE YOU.

It was topped off with a crude drawing of a smiley face, just like the one I saw at the 80’s store.

Was this just some sick joke or was somebody following me?

I looked around the store, but didn’t notice anybody suspicious. I walked to the entrance of the store and peered out at the mall for a moment, but nobody was displaying any unusual behavior.

I convinced myself it was nothing to worry about. I certainly wasn’t going to let it ruin my day and after purchasing the shoes I wanted, I headed to my favorite store in the mall. I Scream for Ice Cream!

With over fifty unusual flavors to choose from, the novelty ice cream shop sure didn’t make my decision easy. Ultimately, I decided on one scoop of rum raisin and one scoop of cinnamon-basil served in a bowl.

I sat down at my favorite booth in the corner of the shop. My ex-boyfriend, Danny, had introduced me to this ice cream shop. This was our favorite booth.

I had promised myself I wouldn’t think about him during my alone day, but I knew that was a promise likely to be broken. After all, it was our recent breakup that had made the past few weeks so tough.

Danny and I had been dating for a year. Everything had been going great. He was kind, considerate and rather charming. At least, I thought he was. When we decided to move in together, everything changed. Or maybe nothing changed at all. Perhaps, by living with Danny and seeing him every single day, I was finally seeing him for who he truly was.

I discovered Danny had a short temper. And he never just got angry like normal people did, he exploded. He was like volcano constantly on the verge of erupting.  And everything was always somebody else’s fault, never his. He could spill a glass of water and find a way to blame it on me.

I learned that Danny wasn’t a very sympathetic figure either. If I had a bad day at work and vented to Danny about it, he’d simply nod and then ask what was for dinner or something like that. Everything was always about him. And in all of our time together, Danny never apologized to me. I never heard him say the words, I’m sorry. 

Toward the end, I noticed that Danny was usually emotionless and cold. He didn’t seem to care about anything. Including me. I knew breaking up with him would be ugly. He’d throw a fit, but it was to the point where I felt like I had to walk on eggshells around him and that’s no way to live a life, so I built up the courage and ended it.

It took me a moment, but I finally pushed the thoughts of Danny from my mind and focused on my flavorful ice cream. When I got up and left, I noticed a torn piece of paper lying on the floor just outside the ice cream shop. I didn’t have to pick it up to read it. The writing was bold and clear.

Hi Rebecca.

It had to be Danny. He was trying to screw with my head. He was really good at that. But I wasn’t going to let him get the best of me. I ignored the note and did a little more mall shopping before I headed home.

When I arrived home, I checked my mail. The only thing in my mailbox was a DVD with a sticky note stuck on the front of it that read, “WATCH ME.”

This had to be another one of Danny’s stupid stunts. I had the urge to simply throw the DVD away, but my curiosity wouldn’t allow it. I reluctantly placed the disc into the player and stood defiantly with my arms crossed as I watched it.

The DVD took a moment to start. It was just a black screen with muffled sound for several seconds before suddenly a shaky image appeared accompanied by the turbulent sound of wind attacking the recording device’s microphone.

This was a homemade video. That’s why the image was so shaky. I instantly recognized that the video was taken outside the mall and when the camera zoomed in, I recognized myself entering the mall.

The video was from today.

The next shot was taken from inside the mall. It was a shot of me walking into the Abducted by the 80’s store. The video then cut to the interior of the store. The camera angle was from behind a row of clothing. Occasionally, a black gloved hand would move some garments over and it would focus on me browsing.

The next shot was a close-up of the checkout counter as the gloved hand placed down the first smiley face picture I encountered.

The next video cut to a zoomed in shot of me wolfing down my chili fries. The loud, distorted audio of the videographer whispering my name reverberated through the room. The shaky camera zoomed in on my French fry filled face as I gazed around bewilderedly.

In the shoe store the video showed the gloved hand place the note that said, I see you, inside the boat shoe. Then it showed the hand place the note with my name on it outside, I Scream For Ice Cream.

The final shot of the video on the DVD was a still photo of a note which read: I’M IN YOUR BEDROOM CLOSET!

At that moment, I heard a loud bang coming from my bedroom. That was meant to frighten me. But it wasn’t working. Danny was behind all of this and I was fuming!

I marched into my bedroom. I wasn’t going to play his childish games. If anyone was going to be scared it would be him when he found out how furious I was!

As I stomped up to the closet door and reached for the doorknob, the loud ding coming from my cellphone stopped me in my tracks. It was my video doorbell alerting me that someone was outside. This was followed by a knock at the front door. I removed my phone from my pocket and pulled up the live video.

I was shocked when I saw Danny standing outside the front door. But if Danny was outside, who was in my closet?

As that thought entered my mind, the closet door was thrown open and a man donning a black ski mask burst from the closet and attacked me. He shoved me down on my bed and began reaching under my shirt.

I started screaming out for Danny. I knew he heard me as I could hear him yelling out my name as he pounded on the front door. Just as the maniacal man slid his hand under my bra, I heard the loud crack of the front door breaking open, followed by the thudding steps of Danny rushing to my rescue.

Danny grabbed the man and threw him off of me. The two men scuffled, but Danny had the advantage and landed several solid body blows to the masked maniac. Knowing he was in trouble, the attacker pushed Danny away long enough to turn and flee.

I got up from the bed, crying hysterically. I collapsed into Danny’s arms. He held me tight and assured me that everything would be all right.

God only knows what would have happened if Danny hadn’t showed up.


WATCH ME

Danny
I was shocked when Rebecca broke up with me. I’m good looking, I have a solid job and I’m a pretty nice guy most of the time. I mean, what else does she want?
Rebecca called me crazy during our final argument. She sounded like that bitch psychiatrist I was forced to see when I was 13 years old after I accidentally cut a girl with a knife.
The psychiatrist claimed that I had sociopathic tendencies. But what did she know? Some fancy schmancy degree gives her the right to call me crazy? She was full of shit! If you ask me, she was the one with the problem. She probably called all of her patients crazy to make her feel better about herself because she was the one who was really insane! Stupid bitch!
I never forgot what that psychiatrist said. I waited patiently for a few years until I was no longer associated with her and nobody would tie her death to me. And then I took care of her.
I thought about taking care of Rebecca too. She was mine and if I couldn’t have her, nobody could! She was either going to take me back or I’d end her. Of course, I knew getting her back wouldn’t be easy, so I had to devise something cunning. I had to do something for her to view me as a knight in shining armor as opposed to some whacko.
I followed her and recorded her throughout her “alone” day. I also dropped little notes to make her suspect that someone was stalking her. I knew there was a better than average chance that Rebecca would think it was me that was doing the stalking, so I needed an accomplice. I got my good friend James to do me the favor of playing the attacker.
James is a great guy. He wanted to help me, but was reluctant to get so physical with Rebecca. It took a lot of persuading, but eventually I was able to convince James that what he was doing would be great for me and Rebecca in the long run.
My plan worked like a charm. Rebecca took me back.
My focus then shifted to James. He was the only one who knew that I was behind it all. He could blackmail me if he wanted. Of course, he never would. James was a great guy. He’d keep his mouth shut, I had no doubt about that. But I couldn’t take any chances, so I took care of James. I had to. I had to do it for the sake of my future with Rebecca.
My relationship with Rebecca would be different this time. I knew what I had to do to keep her. I’d keep my temper hidden and I’d never let her see me angry. I fancied myself a decent actor so I‘d have no problem pretending to care when she complained about the petty issues from her work days. If she was upset with me I’d tell her I was sorry, even if I wasn’t. I’d act like I was happy, cheerful and thoughtful even if my feelings were dead inside.
I was confident that Rebecca and I would live happily ever after.



I FOUND AN ELEVATOR

IN THE MIDDLE OF A FOREST

I’m a hiking enthusiast. It’s what I do for relaxation. I live close to a trail town and every evening after dinner, I spend at least an hour hiking one of the nearby trails.

At least once a year, I take a nice long vacation to a remote location all by my lonesome. And what do I do on those vacations? You guessed it. I go hiking.

Everyone’s definition of “remote” is different. For some city folks, remote simply means the wilderness, regardless of how many people are trampling about. For others it means, seeing the occasional fellow vacationer, just not too many of them. And then there are people like me whose idea of remote equals no sign of humanity for as far as the eye can see.

I’m not a survivalist or a camper. I like to stay in a lodge or a cabin with plenty of food and drinks and hike the surrounding area.

Truly remote locations can be costly, but I think they’re worth every penny. Over the years, I’ve done several of these types of hikes. I’ve been in areas one can only get to via helicopter. One trip I took required a one hour mule ride to get to the cabin.

The cabin I rented for my latest excursion was only accessible by boat. It was small, but cozy. It was powered by a propane generator. It didn’t have much in the way of amenities, but it had all I needed. A stocked refrigerator, running water, a stovetop and a fireplace for chilly nights.

The cabin was amidst the most beautiful snowcapped mountains I had ever seen. The air was cool, crisp and clean. There was no humidity. It was the kind of weather that would allow me to hike deep into the surrounding wilderness without getting winded.

I had rented the cabin for a full week. The first two days, I hiked near the cabin. The third day I ventured farther. The fourth day, I went deep into the darkest depths of the surrounding forest. The thickness of the treetops cast a gloomy shadow over everything. Even though it was mid-afternoon, the section of forest I found myself in held the image and mood of dusk.

As I stopped to rest and gaze about at the unusually dim-lit surroundings, I leaned up against a western red cedar tree, one of the thickest trees in the country. As I leaned against it, the tree trunk seemed to give slightly.

That was strange. It felt as though the tree were artificial in the spot I put my weight against. I studied the front of the tree closely and could barely make out the thin perimeter of what appeared to be a door. It was camouflaged to near perfection. Had I not leaned against it, I would have walked right past it without giving it a second glance.

Why was there a door hidden within a tree?

I started feeling my way around the tree. Most of it felt like a real tree should, solid, sturdy and heavy. It was only the door section that felt synthetic. But I did notice a branch next to the door that seemed out of place. The bark was slightly smoother and darker than the rest of the tree. When I reached up and grasped the branch, it gave way and lowered slightly before springing back into place. This was immediately followed by the bark camouflaged doors sliding open to reveal a solid, metallic door.

An elevator door.

I instinctively looked around the forest to see if I noticed anyone watching me, but there was nobody. I was alone in the forest staring at an elevator that was hidden within a tree.

What the hell was this?

I noticed a plastic green button next to the door. I had to press it, right? I couldn’t just walk away and pretend I never saw this. It was too strange. I had to investigate.

I could feel goosebumps tingle my arms as I reached out and pressed the green button. Within a few seconds I heard a mechanical rumble and watched the elevator doors slide open. The interior of the elevator was metallic chrome just as the elevator door was.

I stared at the open elevator for a moment and studied it. It was shiny and spotless clean. I poked my head inside and looked around. I could see a small panel on one side of the elevator doors. It had only one, non-labeled button on it.

I was more than slightly apprehensive about getting inside. I spoke my initial hesitation aloud.

“What if the elevator gets stuck?”

But I was the adventurous type. I wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity to find out where the elevator led to, so I slowly, cautiously stepped into the elevator.

Nothing happened. I stood in the elevator facing the doors which remained open. I took in a deep breath as I reached out and pressed the button.

Still nothing.

That’s when I noticed a small key dangling from a keyhole underneath elevator’s lone button. I carefully turned the key and it stopped with a click. I then pressed the button again and suddenly the elevator rumbled to life and silence was shattered by the whoosh of elevator cables sliding the elevator deep down into the ground. Several seconds later, the elevator stopped and the doors slid open.

The first thing I noticed was a small lamp with a red shade sitting atop a whiskey barrel. It was sitting against a dark green wall approximately five feet in front of me. To the left I could see a solid brick wall. I poked my head out of the elevator and looked to my right. There was a long hallway.

I had come this far, there was no turning back now, so I exited the elevator.

I slowly began walking down the hallway. It was approximately fifty feet long. It was smooth and painted dark green. Every ten feet or so was a modern wall lamp that highlighted the various rusty advertising signs that were decorating the hallway walls.

This was somebody’s home. But who and why?

The hallway emptied into a spacious living room. There was a nice beige, u-shaped sectional couch adorning the center of the room. There were various throw pillows placed on it. A square coffee table was positioned in front of the couch. It was all centered around a large screen TV.

I noticed an antique stand up radio at one corner of the room. A framed picture sat on top of the radio. It showed a man, who I assumed to be the owner of the home, in hunter’s gear, holding a rifle while standing over the dead body of a hulking moose.

The picture made perfect sense when I scanned the décor of the living room. The walls were lined with the mounted trophy heads of the various animals this man had evidently killed over the years. Deer, elk, bear, wild hog, buffalo, cougar, bobcat…I gasped and momentarily choked on my own saliva when I saw it.

It was a human head mounted up there with the rest of the animal kingdom.

“Holy shit.”

I peered back over at the picture of the man standing over the moose. He was a big bulky man. I wouldn’t fare well against him in hand to hand combat. It was probably just dumb luck that I happened across his hidden home when he wasn’t around. I needed to get out of there and fast!

I bolted down the hallway, rushed into the elevator and prayed that it would take me back up. I pressed the button and fortunately the elevator started its ascent.

The ride up seemed a lot longer than the ride down, but finally the elevator came to a stop and the doors rattled opened. I feared the human killing hunter would be standing there and I expelled an audible breath of relief when all I saw was forest in front of me.

I hurried out of the elevator and pulled the fake limb down. The elevator door closed tight followed by the false tree door.

I made it to safety. Or so I thought.

I swear every organ in my body momentarily shut down when I heard heavy footsteps plodding through the crispy dead leaves lining the forest floor.

I had to be careful. If I ran, he’d hear me. He likely had a high powered rifle on him and could shoot me down with no problem!

I took slow, soft steps away from the elevator tree and inched my way toward the shield of another huge tree nearby. The footsteps were getting louder. Closer. He was almost on me.

Every fiber of my body urged me to pick up the pace, but I remained true to my strategy and moved ever so carefully so as not to make a sound. I ducked behind a tree just as the brawny man came into view.

I took in slow shallow breaths, but my heart was beating so fast and hard, I wouldn’t have been shocked if he heard it!

I wanted to peek to confirm that the man was not aware of my presence, but I didn’t dare. I just plastered myself behind the shield of the tree and listened.

I could hear the squeak of the branch device as he pulled it followed by the mechanical whoosh of the elevator doors opening. It was only when the elevator doors closed and I could hear gears grinding as it sent the elevator down to the man’s secret home, that I felt brave enough to look.

If the man knew I was there, he’d likely send the elevator down to make me feel at ease enough to show my face and he’d be standing there waiting for me. But luckily, that was not the case. He wasn’t there. The coast was clear.

I dashed through the forest back to my cabin and immediately called the folks who ran the getaway retreat. I told them that I was extremely ill, so I had to cut my vacation short and for them to send a boat to come get me.

I didn’t dare tell them what I found. For all I knew the people who ran the getaway retreat knew the killer and the head on his wall was that of the last guy who stumbled across his lair and blabbed about it.

No sir.

I kept my trap shut and I never said a word to anyone.


THE THING AT THE BOTTOM OF THE LAKE

I used to dive for fun. Now I do it for a living.

I dive to the bottom of rivers, lakes and oceans and look for valuable items that I can turn around and sell. Over the years I’ve found expensive jewelry, gold, arrowheads, cannon balls, cash, megalodon teeth, shipwrecks, diamonds and other rare gems, dinosaur fossils and much more.

I’ve also discovered some rather unusual items such as a prosthetic leg, countless guns, a car, a very creepy porcelain doll, a tombstone that was over one hundred years old, multiple human skulls and one full human skeleton.

My latest diving adventure took me to a massive lake in Tennessee known as Shadow Lake which was known for the excessive amount of people who had gone missing while visiting the lake. The amount of missing person cases of people visiting the Shadow Lake area had increased substantially over the past thirty years. Nobody knows for sure as to why.

It is theorized that the incredible depths of Shadow Lake, which houses countless underwater caverns, was the likely culprit for the majority of the disappearances. It was easy to get lost if exploring the caverns and drown. That theory seemed extremely plausible.

As callous as it may sound, lots of missing people equaled lots of potential valuable items to find. And who knows, I may happen upon a body or two and that could help to solve some of those missing person cases.

The first thing that I noticed when I sank deep into the depths of Shadow Lake was how incredibly dark it was. Even with my extreme bright underwater light, visibility was near zero. But I trekked on and did find some worthwhile items.

I found a gold wedding ring with a nice sized diamond. If the diamond was real, this would fetch a decent amount of money. I also found a thick, gold necklace. It wasn’t worth near as much as the ring, but it was still valuable.

Financially, those finds were nice, but I found something else that was much more interesting.

A piece of wood.

Water is not wood’s friend, but somehow this broken piece of wood found a way to remain near perfectly preserved.

The wood itself was nothing exciting. It was about three feet by three feet. The edges were jagged indicating this was just a piece of a larger object. Likely a box of some kind.

The fascinating thing about the wood was the stenciling on the front of it that read: ARCTIC EXPEDITION

There was a date under the words. I couldn’t read the month or day, they were too smudged. But the year clearly read as 1834.

Now, obviously that thing hadn’t been in the lake since 1834. No way. But still, it was incredibly intriguing.

I began scanning the lake floor around that area for any other remnants of the box in hopes to garner further information about it, but I couldn’t find anything. I did however, find an enormous underwater cave. I have seen some impressive caverns under the water before, but this cave opening was gigantic. It had to be twenty feet tall.

I swam into the cave and found that it kept its impressive size as I traveled down it. I was probably two hundred feet into it when I noticed that there were multiple, thinner passages that snaked off from the main cave. I swam into the closest one.

Even though the cavern passage was much smaller than the cave it was housed within, it was still well over six feet tall and eight feet across, I had no problem swimming through it and I was shocked at how deep it went. It seemed as though it were never ending!

Just ahead, I noticed another passageway and quickly realized how easy it would be for someone to get lost within the labyrinth of tunnels. My plan was to take a quick gaze into the adjoining passage and then head back before I got too far, but what I saw inside the opening of the passage made me panic.

It was a gigantic pile of human bones. Most of them were shattered and crushed in places. It was clear that something had ravaged them.

But what?

I wasn’t going to wait around to find out and I swam as fast as I could out of the passage, through the main cave and back into the depths of Shadow Lake.

I tried to keep calm, but wasn’t successful. I was having a full blown anxiety attack as I tried to swim toward the surface of the lake. Bubbles of oxygen were clouding my face and I could hear my own screams of terror when I felt something latch around my ankle.

I shined my light down and saw a massive hand with long, thick claws wrapped around my lower leg. When I moved the light over to see the beast that was attached to the claw, I instantly regretted it.

The creature was covered in dirty, white fur. When I first caught a glimpse of its face I thought it had the appearance of a gorilla until it opened its huge mouth and revealed rows of sabre-like teeth.

Somehow I managed to kick out of its grip and I shot like a missile through the water until I broke the surface. I was screaming the entire time I swam toward shore knowing that any second I was likely to be dragged down into the depths of Shadow Lake by that hideous monster.

What was that thing? Could that ancient piece of wood I found be a clue as to where it came from? I’d likely never know the answers to those questions. Especially if I didn’t survive the day!

I was nothing short of shocked when I made it to the shore, but it didn’t slow me down. I ran as far away from Shadow Lake as I could before collapsing from exhaustion.

I called the police and told them of my discovery of the bones and the creature that attacked me. They sent down a team of divers but couldn’t find the cave I spoke of. I somehow summoned the courage to dive down with them, and I led them to the cave, but refused to follow them inside.

They found the pile of bones. After extensive testing they concluded that most of the bones belonged to the people who had gone missing from the area.

The divers never found any sign of the creature I encountered. But it’s down there somewhere, hiding within the endless caverns of Shadow Lake that it calls home.


A DREAM COME TRUE

I dream about her every night.

We’re walking through a grassy green meadow which is sprinkled with hints of yellow. There is a gentle breeze that flows through her golden hair. Her cherry red lips part revealing a cheerful smile. It takes me a moment to work up the courage to reach out and take her hand into mine, but I do it and she’s receptive. Our future together is bright.

And then I wake up.

For the first few seconds of being awake, I’m still filled with the thrill of love I feel within the dream, but I quickly descend into a dark place when I realize none of it was real.

She’s not real.

I find myself in a depressed mood for the majority of days and they drag on forever. Nights are better because I know I’ll be drifting off into the dream world soon and I’ll see her again. And perhaps the dream will move farther along and I’ll see what comes next.

But it never does.

The dream is always us in a meadow and I wake up shortly after we are hand in hand.

For the longest time I was content with the perfect moment of us joining hands and walking through the meadow, but as time went on, I found myself wanting more.

The dreams that were the only thing in my mundane life that I looked forward to were not enough. I needed more. I needed to know what happened next.

My depression grew more intense. I felt like I was sinking into a bottomless pit. I began contemplating the way I would end it all.

And then I saw her.

I was walking past a park on my way to work when I saw her sitting alone at a picnic table. Her golden hair draped her shoulders. Her head was drooped down and I detected her sadness.

But it was her. It was without question the girl of my dreams.

I don’t know how long I stood there gawking at her, but eventually she sensed it and looked up at me and I saw the recognition in her eyes. This was followed by her cherry lips parting and that sunbeam of a smile shining through.

She ran to me and came to an abrupt halt when she was within arm’s reach.

“Is it you?”

She knew me.

“It’s me. Is it you? Is it really you? Are you the girl of my dreams?”

Her eyes welled up with tears and she hugged me tightly. Time stopped as we embraced. It was like two long lost lovers reuniting after years apart.

After our embrace reached its conclusion, I stared into her crystal blue eyes.

“I can’t believe it’s you. It’s really you! You’re real.”

She stared back at me. She held her mesmerizing smile as she studied every contour of my face, even reaching out and touching it ever so gently on occasion. Finally she spoke.

“Let’s live the dream.”

I knew what she meant. It was time to walk hand and hand in the meadow and see where the dream led to.

We found ourselves walking down a dirt path as if being guided by the dream itself. I can’t say I was surprised when we stepped through a line of trees and found ourselves in the meadow. The very meadow I dreamed of night after night.

I felt like we were moving in slow motion as we walked through the grassy green meadow, sprinkled with hints of yellow. The gentle breeze flowing softly through her golden hair. Her cherry red lips parted and revealed that cheerful smile. My heart began to flutter as I worked up the courage to reach out and take her hand into mine, but I did it. Just like I always did in the dream. And she accepted it.

I came to an abrupt halt and it confused her.

“What’s wrong?”

“This is where my dream always ends. I don’t know what happens next.”

She let out a playful laugh.

“I do.”

Her smile and confidence reassured me and I allowed her to lead me though the meadow and into a forest. The forest was dark and dreary and she stopped when we came upon an old cemetery that was littered with unmarked graves.

“This is where the dream ends.”

I was staring into her stunning eyes when she put her hand into her purse, withdrew a hammer and slammed it into the top of my head. I fell to the ground in a daze, but I was able to hear her lovely voice as she bent down and gazed at me.

“Your dream was a nightmare and you didn’t even realize it.”

Her gorgeous face never became enraged or psychotic in any way. She continued to hold that striking smile as she carved me to pieces. She stared as me lovingly as she spoke.

“But for me, you’re a dream come true.”


CANCER

The Patient

“I need a miracle.”

I had been diagnosed with stage 4, inoperable stomach cancer. I got second opinions, third opinions, fourth opinions, but they all agreed. I had no more than three months to live.

I didn’t feel like it was my time. I was only 33 years old. I had so many things I still wanted to do.

If there was a bright side, it was that I didn’t have a wife or kids and my loving parents died when I was in my early 20’s so there was nobody close to me that my passing would devastate.

I begged the doctors to give me some hope. I insisted that there must be some kind of treatment that might cure me. Some of the doctors said we could try aggressive chemo and radiation therapy. Others said that would be akin to torturing myself and encouraged me to simply enjoy the remainder of my life while I could.

I didn’t want to waste time with treatments that would bring me nothing but misery, but I also wasn’t willing to go down without a fight. I was desperate and began looking into every conceivable option possible.

I found myself in the office of a holistic doctor. He told me the best he could do was give me something for the pain. I told him I was only interested in being cured.

The doctor paused for a long while as if contemplating something. At this stage of my life every second counted.

“What? What is it?”

The holistic doctor continued to hesitate but finally came forth with his thoughts.

“I know someone. He’s not a doctor. He’s a scientist. His grandmother died from cancer. His mother died from cancer. His wife died from cancer. Now, cancer is his obsession. He dedicates every waking second of his life to finding a cure. His problem is that he needs people to experiment on.”

For the first time since I had been diagnosed with cancer, I felt a surge of hope rush through my veins.

“You’re saying he needs a human guinea pig.”

The holistic doctor shrugged.

“Yes. I suppose that’s what I’m saying.”

“I’m in!”

The location I was given was an old, abandoned clinic. The sidewalk was overrun by weeds. The mundane exterior of the three story building was weathered and cracked.

After rapping my knuckles on the mildew stained glass door, it was the scientist himself who answered. He was a short, balding man wearing an unbuttoned dress shirt, a sloppy neck tie and a stained lab coat. His gray eyebrows were bushy and the creases in his forehead were prominent. His resting face held that of a subtle scowl.

When I told him I needed a miracle, the man affixed his cold, icy blue eyes on me. He showed no signs of emotion as he spoke.

“Every second you’re alive is a miracle. My goal is to provide you with more of those precious seconds. But let me be perfectly clear, I want to experiment on you. I can guarantee you nothing in the way of results.”

“Can you guarantee me that you’ll try your best to cure me?”

I thought I sensed a subtle smirk from the scientist.

“Yes, I can guarantee you that.”

“Then we have a deal.”

I spent a couple hours signing all kinds of forms that made it clear that I was agreeing to these experiments willingly. It would likely keep the scientist out of jail if these secret experiments ever got out to the public.

The scientist wasted no time. He set me up in a small hospital room which was much cleaner than the rest of the building’s innards. I was set up to an IV immediately and he rattled off the list of ingredients that were mixed in the bag that was dripping into my veins. Some of it sounded like medicine and some sounded like fruit. The only thing that sounded familiar to me was avocado extract.

The scientist explained that the mixture would likely cause side effects. Due to the lack of human subjects he wasn’t positive what I would experience but said the common side effects would be varying degrees of anxiety, nervousness, fear and panic.

Twelve hours later, those side effects were in full swing. I wasn’t sure what I was so nervous and anxious about but the fact that the scientist was coming into the room nearly every hour was certainly contributing to it.

He kept fidgeting with the IV bag and would periodically add a syringe full of liquid to it. He didn’t speak much. Would it kill him to ask me how I felt once in a while?

Every few hours he would take blood from my veins. Why did he need so much? What was he doing? I was sure that I’d feel better about the procedure if he would keep me updated, but the man was practically mute. There was also something scary about him. I couldn’t quite place my finger on it yet, but there was something worth fearing with him. That much I knew.

The following day, I was surprised when the scientist opened his mouth and graced me with his voice. 

“How much pain were you in when you arrived yesterday?”

“Constant pain. Nothing I can’t handle. It feels like a mild cramp in my stomach.”

“And what about now? How much pain are you in now?”

I was shocked. I hadn’t even realized that the pain in my stomach had vanished.

“It’s…it’s gone. It’s gone! What does this mean?”

“Nothing yet. But it’s a step in the right direction. With your permission, I’d like to up the dosage of this medicine to a much higher level. A level I have never administered to anyone before.”

“Do whatever you need to.”

It was less than an hour when the scientist upped the dose to a much more potent level.

The effects were strange. I felt numb and tingly before I passed out. I dreamt of the scientist hovering over me with surgical instruments in his hands. I could feel the pressure of him slicing through my flesh and removing my internal organs.

I woke up in a cold sweat. My stomach was aching. I reached down and could feel a long line of stitches running along my stomach and my lower back.

It wasn’t a dream I was having. It was a memory.

He was taking my organs!

This son of a bitch wasn’t a scientist! It was all a ruse to sedate me and steal my organs so he could sell them on the black market!

I ripped the IV out of my arm, leapt from my bed and exited my room. I raced up and down the hallway searching for the mad scientist who did this to me. He would pay for this! He would pay dearly!

I saw a room at the end of the hall with light emitting from underneath the door. I hurried to the door and kicked it open.

There he was. The mad scientist. He was sitting at a messy desk amongst towers of cluttered papers. There was a computer monitor in front of him illuminating his evil face.

He scowled at me and I swear his expression didn’t change one single bit when I shouted at him.

“You took out my internal organs!”

As I rushed toward him, he turned and reached out for something near his keyboard. A gun no doubt. He had my organs and there was no reason for him to keep me alive any longer! He was going to shoot me dead, so I had no choice but to defend myself.

I strangled him to death with his own neck tie and then I burned his entire clinic to the ground!


CANCER

The Scientist
Cancer is a monster. I am the slayer.
Since my wife’s demise, I have dedicated my entire life to finding a way to rid the monstrosity from the face of the earth.
I felt like I was as close as I could get without working with human subjects.
Experimenting on them.
I put word out with every doctor that I trusted to let any terminally ill cancer patients know about me. With each patient I could experiment on, the closer I could get to conquering the beast.
The experimental patients were few and far between but I made great strides with each one.
When the 33 year old man with stomach cancer arrived at my clinic, I was confident he could be the breakthrough patient.
And I was correct.
The first administration of the medicine I concocted had staggering results. According to the blood results his cancer had diminished significantly. The patient agreed to allow me to increase the dosage to levels I had never used before.
From there it was a matter of waiting and observing.
My magic potion, as I like to call it, consists of a perfect balance of various medicines, both pharmaceutical and herbal holistic, along with extracts from numerous fruits and vegetables. Some of the extract is used in psychedelics and can have extreme side effects.
The patient passed out quickly once the heavy dose was administered. This was good because I wasn’t sure how extreme the side effects would be. The psychedelic effects coupled with common anxiety and fear side effects could result in dangerous behavior.
After I finished checking his latest blood results, I decided I would put restraints on the patient, just to be on the safe side.
That plan along with everything else in my mind was pushed aside when I saw the results.
The blood test showed no indication of cancer in the patient. None.
I had done it. I had found the cure for cancer!
I’m what the kids may refer to as “old school.” I write all my notes down by hand. I was trembling with excitement as I transferred the hand written notes to a computer document that I could save.
I had just typed the last line of the document and was about to press the save button on the keyboard that would automatically send the formula of the magic potion to several colleagues along with it automatically uploading to a secure cloud server to ensure its existence, when the door to my office burst open and the patient lashed out at me.
“You took out my internal organs!”
The patient was hallucinating badly and had become violent. This side effect likely wouldn’t last longer than four hours, but that did me no good in the current situation!
As the mad patient rushed me, I turned and reached out to press the send button on the keyboard, but the patient reached me before I could do so.
We struggled for a moment before he wrapped my own tie around my neck and began squeezing the life from me.
It was clear to me that I was going to expire before I could save the cancer curing formula. But I died feeling content knowing that one of my colleagues would find the formula on my computer and the cure for cancer would be obtained.
That is as long as the patient didn’t do anything crazy like burn the entire clinic to the ground.



I CAN READ YOUR MIND

My name is Scottie. I’m a senior in high school and I’m a bit of an outcast. Nobody would mistake me for a male model. I have a lot of pimples and crooked front teeth. My hair is short and dyed blue and I’m somewhat overweight although I do plan on losing it soon.

Most people who know me would describe me as the little boy who would never grow up. For example, lots of boys love to climb trees. At some point most of them grow out of that phase of their life. But I never did.

I lived a block away from my high school and walked to and fro every day. Clyde was an acquaintance of mine who lived down the street from me. We weren’t friends. We just sometimes walked home together and would occasionally chit chat.

It was Clyde who dared me to climb the massive Siberian Elm tree we passed by every day. He honestly didn’t think I could do it. I proved him wrong. I climbed up that thing like a monkey. On my way down, my grip slipped and I fell to the ground with the loudest of thuds and everything went dark.

My ears were ringing with thousands of voices. Gradually the voices departed until I could just hear one. It was Clyde.

Oh no! If he’s dead I’ll be in so much trouble! I was the one who dared him!

I opened my eyes and stared at Clyde with disdain.

“You thought I might be dead and all you care about is that you might be in trouble?”

Clyde seemed confused.

“What? What are you talking about?”

“I just heard you. I heard what you said.”

He shook his head.

“I didn’t say anything.”

As I got up and started brushing myself off, I noticed that Clyde was looking at me weirdly.

“What? What is it?”

How did he know what I was thinking?

I was staring at Clyde as I heard those words, but his mouth never moved. When it finally did, he was backing away from me.

“I’m going to walk home a different way today.”

I watched on as Clyde hurried away from me.

That was strange.

As I continued walking down the sidewalk toward home, a woman in her 30’s was coming from the other direction. As she got closer to me she glanced my way.

Boy, he sure is ugly.

I stopped in my tracks. I heard her voice, but her lips didn’t move. When she noticed me staring at her she gave me a polite smile.

“Hi. How are you?”

I just nodded back and she walked past me. She was so polite when she spoke to me. But she had just called me ugly…without moving her lips.

What the hell?

Nice blue hair. Weirdo.

That statement was directed at me from a middle-aged man sitting in a chair outside a store. He was staring at me and his expression concurred with the statement, only he never moved his lips.

I stopped and looked at him.

What’s this weirdo gawking at me for?

Again, it was him. It was the man in the chair. I heard him loud and clear…but he wasn’t talking! I couldn’t help but continue to stare at him in disbelief. He gave me a dirty look as he got up and entered the store.

Damn, I don’t have enough change for the parking meter.

This statement came from the woman by the side of the road who was fishing through her purse.

Now I’ll have to find another parking spot and I’ll be late for my meeting!

I clearly heard her saying these things, but she wasn’t talking.

I walked up to the woman and held a baffled expression as I looked at her. She looked up at me and seemed confused.

Who is this?

Again, I could hear her, but she wasn’t speaking.

I reached into my pants pocket, pulled out some change and put it into the meter for her. A huge smile took over her face.

“Thank you so much!”

I nodded.

“Sure.”

What a nice boy.

That’s what I heard as she smiled at me. She didn’t say it. I suppose she just…thought it.

That’s when it dawned on me. I was reading people’s minds! I could hear their thoughts!

I didn’t go straight home that day. I meandered around town to test my theory and it was proven correct, quickly. I could hear everything everybody was thinking!

It must have had something to do with my head hitting the ground when I fell out of that tree.

Over the next week I just sat around and blankly listened to people’s thoughts. It was my way of accepting that it was all real. This was a legitimate ability that I now possessed.

I took some time to ponder what to do with my newfound ability. Ultimately, I opted for patience. I’d take things slow and figure it out as I’d go.

It was when I was sitting in my least favorite class, history, that I heard something cryptic.

I’m going to kill him.

I looked around the class until I spotted him.

Dexter.

He was a quiet, loner who sat at the back of the class. He didn’t have any friends. He sat alone at lunch. Nobody ever talked to him.

I’m going to steal my father’s gun and kill Mr. Barlow. I’m really going to do it.

Mr. Barlow was our history teacher. He was a first-class asshole. He was on a constant power trip. He took pleasure in belittling his students. Dexter was one of his favorite targets. He referred to him as a loser and a friendless freak.

Mr. Barlow was the reason I hated history class. He was such a jerk. He picked on me too. He’d occasionally call me chubby and pizza face. But since I was a straight A student, he usually directed his vile remarks at kids who were struggling with their grades.

The next few days I made a point to stay in close vicinity to Dexter and listen to his thoughts. It was depressing to say the least. Dexter spent most of his days trying to work up the courage to engage in conversation with other kids in school, but he’d always chicken out. What he wanted more than anything was a friend. I got the impression that if he just had a good friend, he wouldn’t become the killer that he was otherwise destined to be. So one day I talked to him.

I was always different and didn’t have a lot of friends myself, so it was easy for me to relate to him. I think he appreciated that. It took a little while to get him to come out of his shell, but once he did he was a nice, friendly kid.

My passion in life is collecting toy action figures. The older the better. One day I wanted to open my own collectibles store and auction house. I had the college that would teach me how to achieve my dream all picked out. It was a tough school to get into, but my grades were impeccable so it wouldn’t be a problem.

Dexter really took to my toy collection. I could see a similar passion brewing within the young man that I had. I have to admit, I was a bit proud of him.

As Dexter and I became closer friends, Dexter’s homicidal thoughts toward Mr. Barlow began to decrease. He no longer thought about actually killing Mr. Barlow. He shifted his thoughts to hoping Mr. Barlow would fall down a flight of stairs or get into a car accident. But he was no longer contemplating murder.

One day after leaving history class, I realized I forgot one of my other school books at my desk. When I stepped into the classroom to retrieve it, I saw Mr. Barlow sitting at his desk grading our final exams.

“What do you want? I’m busy!”

“Sorry Mr. Barlow, I just forgot one of my books on my desk…”

“Get it and get the hell out of here!”

As I walked to my desk, Mr. Barlow went on a tirade in his mind. About me!

Oh, how I would love to flunk that chubby, ugly, pimple faced brainiac. But he aced his history exam. That means he’ll get an A in this class and have straight A’s all throughout high school. He’ll have his pick of colleges. But this little punk doesn’t realize that I have all the power. I hold his future in my hands! All I have to do is change a few of his answers on the exam and he’ll wind up with a B instead of an A. Let’s see how that blue haired geek feels about that!

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing! This power crazed teacher was going to manipulate my test scores and ruin my perfect high school record!

The college of my choice would accept me without question if I had straight A’s. If there was a B on my record that would drop me a level and it would no longer be a given!

I might be able to live with that if the grade was legitimate, but this was all going to be at the hands of a lunatic teacher!

I had to do something! I couldn’t let this psycho ruin my future! Dammit, if I had never befriended Dexter, maybe he would have killed Mr. Barlow and this wouldn’t be happening.

That’s when I got a bright idea. I walked with determination to Dexter’s locker. When he turned around he smiled. That’s when I let him have it.

“I hate you Dexter. You’re good for nothing. Mr. Barlow was right about you. You’re a loser and friendless freak.”

I could see sadness welling within his eyes as he spoke.

“But…but you’re my friend, Scottie.”

“Let me make this loud and clear so there is no misunderstanding. I am not your friend! And I never will be!”

This devastated Dexter and later that day he killed Mr. Barlow.

Being that Mr. Barlow didn’t live long enough to finish grading the final exams, the principal took up that task.

I got the A that I deserved and was accepted into the college of my choice.


MY SCARIEST CLIENT

I’m a retired criminal defense attorney. In my day I defended some of the meanest, most intimidating people in society. Thieves, kidnappers, carjackers, sexual deviants, arsonists, rapists, and of course, murderers.

The scariest client I ever defended was a murderer, but he wasn’t some hulking, heavily tattooed cretin. He was a good looking young man in his late 20’s. He was of average size, but was in very good shape. He had wavy blonde hair and pale blue eyes. He was also very intelligent. His name was Ellis Cole.

The scariest thing about Mr. Cole was how detached he was. I never saw him display anger, fear, sadness, joy or any other emotion. He was completely charmless. Not once did I see him crack the slightest of smiles. When I looked into his eerie eyes I saw nothing. No spark. No conscience. No Soul.

Ellis Cole was a cash register repairman. He worked at several different stores in various locations. He was accused of butchering and killing four women. All four women worked at stores that Ellis Cole worked at. There are witnesses that say he asked two of them out and they declined due to his unsettling aura.

Ellis had decent alibies for all four murders. Not rock solid, but decent. It was enough that the detectives on the case would have to come up with some serious evidence to put him away.

And serious evidence they found.

Blood that matched the blood type of one of his victims was found on his clothing. This was the late 1980’s. DNA testing had not yet been established. Blood found on Ellis Cole’s clothing that happened to match the same blood type of one of the victims would likely be enough to put him away for life or possibly send him to the electric chair.

I hated being alone with Ellis Cole. He’d stare at me no matter what we were doing. And he wouldn’t move. It was like sitting in the room with a damned mannequin. It was unnerving.

When I told him of the evidence that was found he replied immediately.

“They’re lying.”

His voice was dry, monotone and colorless. It matched his demeanor. With each word he uttered a chill moved further down my spine.

“I want to make sure you understand that I’m not confessing to killing those women. All I’m saying is if I had killed them, I wouldn’t have worn clothing while committing the act. I would have been completely naked so as to make sure there was no chance of their blood staining my clothes.”

By the time he was finished I was covered in goosebumps.

He killed those girls. I had no doubt in my mind that he was guilty. And yet, it was my job to defend him to the best of my ability. And I did.

Regretfully, I did.

Obviously the detectives on the case were convinced Ellis Cole was guilty but knew they didn’t have the evidence to put him away, so they manufactured it.

The detectives wouldn’t be dumb enough to obtain the blood to plant on Ellis Cole’s clothes from the crime lab. They’d have to sign in. They couldn’t leave such obvious tracks, so I got my private investigator on the job.

My P.I. found out that one of the detectives was dating a lab technician in a local hospital. He obtained video surveillance footage of the detective sneaking into the blood lab one day while visiting her. More than that, the video showed him leaving the room holding a small vial of blood.

This was enough to create a shadow of a doubt and Ellis Cole was set free onto the world.

I was relieved when I found out that Ellis Cole immediately moved out of the state. But I was frightened for whatever town that monster settled in.

Who knows how many more victims he claimed over the years?

That’s something I have to live with.


BOOK OF HORRORS

Sam’s Secure Storage is a massive indoor storage facility. It’s by far the biggest in Western Kentucky and probably the entire state and surrounding region. Hell, I’ve never seen a bigger one.

Every few months, the owner, who everyone affectionately refers to as Old Sam, holds a storage locker auction. In case you didn’t know, if someone rents a storage locker and stops paying, the storage facility will attempt to contact them. If after a suitable amount of time the party in question does not respond or pay, the storage facility will auction off the unit. Whoever wins the auction gains ownership of everything within that unit. Most storage facilities give the auction winners 24 to 72 hours to clear out the storage unit. Sam’s Secure Storage allows 24 hours.

A lot of the folks who show up to these auctions buy and sell items for a living. That’s not me. I’m a collector. I only buy storage units if I’m confident there may be some serious collectibles dwelling within.

Don’t get me wrong, if the collectible is valuable and doesn’t speak to me, I’m not against selling it for a hefty profit, but that’s not my initiative. My goal is to add to my growing collection of interesting conversation pieces.

The way these auctions work is they will open the door to the storage unit being sold and let you look for a few minutes, but nobody is allowed to go inside. So if a storage unit is filled with cardboard boxes, nobody would know if those boxes were full of gold or were completely empty.

I’m not a gambler. I’m the kind of guy who won’t bid on anything unless I see something I know I want or am at least curious about.

There were only three units up for auction on this day and the first two didn’t have anything that interested me. When the auctioneer pulled open the garage-like door to the final unit of the day, the seasoned bidders let out a harmonic groan of disappointment.

The contents inside the storage unit resembled that of a dumpster. There were a lot of ripped up cardboard boxes that were tossed inside the unit without any care. I saw a myriad of empty, plastic storage containers strewn about, some cheap furniture, a couple of disgusting mattresses and clothes. Mounds upon mounds of dirty clothes.

Nobody wanted this unit. And I concurred. It was nothing but junk.

Or so I thought.

As I peered deep within the back corner of the unit, I noticed a pile of books. I’m sure I wasn’t the only one who saw them, but most used books are completely worthless, so that simply added to the undesirable nature of the unit to my bidding competitors.

However, one of the books caught my eye. It was oddly large in size and appeared to have an old, thick leather cover. I had no doubt it was a vintage book. It was likely not worth much and probably not very interesting, but my curiosity was piqued and if the price was right, I might consider throwing my bidding hat into the ring.

The auctioneer opened up asking for a twenty dollar bid.

Crickets.

He dropped it down to fifteen.

Still nothing.

When he offered it up for ten dollars, I raised my hand. Nobody else bid, so the unit was mine!

Once the auction had concluded and everyone else had cleared out, I stepped into the unit I had won and scanned over the contents. Upon closer inspection, mine and everyone else’s assumption that the unit was full of rubbish was confirmed. I had to move piles of the soiled clothing out of the unit to clear a path to the mysterious book that I coveted.

It took some work, but I was finally able to reach the book and it was everything I had hoped it would be and then some.

First of all it was big. I figured it to be approximately 16 inches by 16 inches. Very odd dimensions for a book indeed.

The mahogany leather cover was thick and battered. The edges were worn. There were various small tears covering the front, back and spine. This book hadn’t been sitting on a shelf its entire life. It had seen some action, for sure. 

There was no intricate carving as is seen in many vintage leather books. This cover was crude and unrefined. There was no author name on the book. Just the title which was written in a language that I suspected was Latin.

MORS EST HIC

I didn’t know what that translated to and flipped to the first page of the book, which was a flyleaf. In the book world that refers to an empty page at the beginning of a book. Only this page wasn’t empty. Someone had scribbled something across the front of it in red ink. I have to admit that I was a little bit rattled by what it said.

THIS BOOK IS CURSED! IF YOU READ IT YOU WILL DIE!

I’m not the superstitious type, but I didn’t feel comfortable turning the page, so I shut the book. I was going to bring it to a book dealer I knew in town to see what she thought.

It took me a few hours to clean the remaining trash out of the storage unit. By the time I was finished it was dark and I was certain I was the only one there. After taking the last of the garbage out to the dumpster, I returned for the book.

Sam’s Secure Storage building was creepy when no one else was around. The halls were lined with emotionless, gray metal storage doors. The walls themselves were constructed of cinderblock that was covered in tattered, flaking green paint. To top it all off, half of the fluorescent bulbs lighting the hall were burned out. The one in front of my locker was flickering.

I just wanted to grab the book and get out of there. I was getting a serious case of the heebie-jeebies!

As I approached the unit, I paused to make sure I heard what I thought I had.

Breathing.

It was heavy, rhythmic breathing coming from inside my storage unit. From my vantage point, I wouldn’t be able to see within the locker unless I was standing directly in front of it. I was hesitant to do so in fear that someone might be in there waiting to bushwhack me, so I called out.

“Hello?”

There was no response. I listened for a several seconds and didn’t hear anything else. Not even the breathing. The only thing I could hear was the chaotic buzz of the flickering light overhead.

“Listen, I have a gun. If you try anything, I’m going to start shooting.”

I was lying. I wished I had been carrying a gun, but I wasn’t.

I waited a good couple of minutes before I dashed out in front of the storage unit.

There was nobody in my locker. The only thing that was there was the book.

I couldn’t figure it out. I know what I heard, but I wasn’t going to stay there alone trying to solve the mystery of the heavy breather for a second longer than I had to! I grabbed the book and hurried out of the storage facility.

I took the book to a dealer named Melinda Miller. She was a wiry woman with cotton ball hair who had to have been in her late 80’s. I had consulted her for book appraisals many times in the past. She smoked like a chimney. Her habit cast a constant haze throughout her small vintage store which was wall to wall bookshelves. When I handed her the book she seemed impressed.

“This is ancient.”

“Oh yeah? How ancient?”

Melinda studied the exterior of the book and ran her finger down the spine.

“At least fifteenth century.”

My eyes widened.

“Fifteenth century?”

She nodded and glided her wrinkled hand over the title, which I was curious about.

“Do you have any idea what that says?”

“Mors est hic. It’s Latin. Roughly translated it means…death is here.”

That certainly coincided with the warning scribbled on the flyleaf. I was getting a bad feeling about all of this and it was obvious to Melinda that something was troubling me.

“What’s wrong?”

“Take a look at the writing on the first page.”

Melinda opened the immense book and smiled as she read the writing.

“I see someone was superstitious.”

Fearless, she flipped past the warning to the next page and immediately I felt a cold chill fill the room. I felt the need to verify the temperature change.

“Is it just me or did it get chilly in here?”

Melinda held a smirk as she gazed in my direction.

“I see you’re superstitious too. This store is drafty. Don’t worry.”

After dismissing the odd occurrence, Melinda squinted to read the text on the page. After a moment, she picked up a huge magnifying glass and held it close to the book. As she read silently, I swore I detected the same breathing sounds I’d heard back at Sam’s Secure Storage.

“Do you hear that?”

Melinda reluctantly looked up from the book.

“Hear what?”

“Breathing! I heard someone else in this room, breathing.”

“I told you, the store has a draft.”

I shook my head.

“That was no draft.”

She found my frightened state amusing and let out a chuckle as she spoke.

“Are you scared?”

I let out a deep breath, stuck out my chest and put on a brave face.

“Of course not. I’m not scared. I’m fine.”

“You will be. Listen to the first line of the book.”

Melinda held the magnifying glass to the page and read aloud.

“Death is in your future.”

As the words passed by her lips, I felt a lanky hand come to rest on my right shoulder. I let out a yelp as I spun around only to see nobody.

Melinda looked up from the book.

“Are you alright?”

I was jittery as I spoke.

“Melinda, I have to go. I’ll check back with you in the morning.”

I rushed out of her store and didn’t feel safe until I got home. I watched a few episodes of Three’s Company to lighten the air and help me to relax and clear my mind of the darkness that seemed to surround that book.

The next morning I tried to call Melinda, but there was no answer, so I drove to her store. I was shocked to see an ambulance parked outside.

I bolted into the store. There sat Melinda in the same seat she was when I left, but she was drooped forward, face down within the open pages of the book.

The EMTs told me it was a heart attack. Due to Melinda’s age and smoking habit, I probably would have believed them if I hadn’t seen the pen in her dead hand. The point was still touching the note pad she had scrawled the following words on.

The book. Evil. Hide it.

Melinda had read the book and died just as it had warned.

I took the book to Sam’s Secure Storage, rented the smallest, cheapest storage unit he had and locked the book inside.

Nobody will see that wicked thing again in my lifetime.


PINS AND NEEDLES

Am I the best husband in the world? Definitely not. But I’m a hell of a lot closer to the best than I am to the worst, I can tell you that.

I’ve never abused my wife in any way. I listen to her. I communicate fairly well. I’m rarely argumentative. I have never and would never cheat on her. Our sex life is reasonable. And I am financially successful.

Yet, Amy, my wife, has issues with me. Primarily that I work a lot. And she’s correct. That is my biggest fault as far as our marriage goes.

It’s not uncommon for me to get up in the morning, leave for work and not return home until close to bedtime. Weekends can get busy for me too if I allow it, but I always make sure that I take one full weekend day off to spend with my wife.

Her argument is that it’s not enough.

I explained to her early in our relationship that I was a workaholic and my spare time was limited and she was okay with that. We dated for over a year before we got married. And I reminded her before we took our wedding vows that my schedule would remain the same, but she insisted she was fine with that.

Five years later, things have changed. My lack of time with her has taken its toll. Amy has become increasingly vocal about it. She says that she is lonely. I suppose that is why she has taken a lover.

That’s right. She has been unfaithful.

The signs had been there the past few months. I noticed she was going out more often and making an effort to look especially attractive. She had been purchasing expensive undergarments, but wasn’t wearing them in my presence. I noticed her texting on her phone much more than normal. Occasionally when I had extra time during the day, I’d try to reach out to her to see if she wanted to have lunch, but she would be unreachable.

I hired a private detective and he confirmed my suspicion. Amy was having an affair with her co-worker, Joel. They would get a hotel on their lunch breaks, typically on Mondays and Fridays. They’d have dinner together every Wednesday evening and then go back to his place.

It was around this time that I started having grueling lower abdominal cramps accompanied by paralyzing chest pains. It felt as though I were being stabbed with thousands of pins and needles! This was all brought on by stress, no doubt.

I stewed as I contemplated what my next action would be. I knew I wanted a divorce and I kept my private investigator on the job to gather as much incriminating evidence as he could to make sure I could break clean without having to pay alimony. If anything, I’d take her to the cleaners!

Over the next two weeks, the abdominal pains and the chest pains began to increase in intensity and frequency. I considered an emergency room stop on multiple occasions, but I was confident the prognosis would be stress related complications, so I opted to make an appointment with my regular doctor. Unfortunately, he didn’t have an appointment available for two weeks, so I’d have to wait until then to hear him lecture me about reducing the stress in my life.

Then something interesting happened.

I decided to rummage through Amy’s dresser drawers to see if I could find any evidence myself and came across something I wasn’t expecting.

A doll.

It was a straw doll that had been dressed in snipped up fragments of my clothing. And the doll had enormous, intimidating pins sticking within the heart and stomach region of its anatomy. 

Was this a damned voodoo doll?

It was then that I got a call from my private investigator. He informed me that he had collected enough intimate photographs of my wife and her lover to destroy her in divorce court.

The P.I. also shared another tidbit of information that I found intriguing. Amy had been frequenting a small store named, Bewitched. I paid a quick visit to the store and found that they provided everything that someone practicing voodoo could ever wish for.

Amy wasn’t satisfied with cheating on me.

She wanted me dead.

I had to hand it to her, she had a solid plan. She’d gradually kill me allowing me ample time to complain of stomach and chest pains. When she finally ended my life people would be surprised, but say the warning signs were there. Then Amy would inherit everything.

She and Joel would live happily ever after.

I came home early from work one day and sat in the darkened corner of our bedroom. Amy entered the bedroom but she didn’t notice me. This wasn’t surprising as I was never home at that time. I always worked late. That was my lone fault. The one that Amy thought I deserved to die for.

I watched for several minutes as she removed one of her favorite dresses from her closet and inspected it as if she noticed something wrong with the garment.

“I know about the affair.”

Amy startled, but regained her composure quickly. She stood stoically and stared at me with an icy gaze. It was the look of a murderess.

“I have all the proof I need. You won’t be getting one dime from me.”

Amy smirked before she sprinted to the drawer to withdraw her secret weapon. She panicked and began rifling through the drawer when she couldn’t find it.

“Looking for this?”

I held up the voodoo doll. The pins were gone and my clothing had been removed from it. When she recognized that the doll was now dressed in the fabric from her favorite dress, she gasped.

I didn’t give her a chance to make any sudden moves or plea for mercy. I simply twisted the doll's head around and snapped it off.


MY DAUGHTER’S CREEPY DRAWINGS

I’m a single mother. When my 7 year old daughter, Lori’s teacher called me in for an impromptu meeting, I was slightly concerned. I thought perhaps she was misbehaving or falling behind in class.

As it turns out, the teacher simply wanted to bring to my attention a picture that my daughter had drawn.

The picture was the kind of rudimentary, crayon drawing one may expect from a 7 year old. In the drawing was a smiling child with blonde hair. That was supposed to represent Lori. Lori was holding the hand of a tall woman with light blonde hair.

I’m short and have the blackest of black hair so the woman depicted in the drawing was certainly not me. Lori’s teacher explained that when she asked Lori who the woman in the picture was, she said it was “The lady from my closet.”

Lori’s teacher and I both agreed this was likely nothing more than the overactive imagination of a 7 year old child. But she wanted to be sure just in case someone was interacting with Lori that I was unaware of.

We lived in a neighborhood that was exactly one block from Lori’s school. The school was for students in kindergarten through 6th grade. All of the neighborhood kids walked to school together, including Lori. Several of the parents from the neighborhood made the trip too. I assumed the person Lori drew in the picture was one of the parents that walked them to school or perhaps one of the other teachers.

At dinner that night, I questioned little Lori about the drawing. When I asked her if it was someone that walked to school with the kids, she shook her head.

“Well, is it one of your teachers?”

Again, she shook her head, no.

“Who is the picture of, Lori?”

“It’s me and the lady from my closet.”

Actually hearing those words flow from my daughter’s mouth sent a mild chill down my spine.

I told Lori to take me into her room and show me exactly where the woman came from. Not surprisingly, she led me to the small closet in her bedroom.

I opened the closet and peered about. There was nothing in there other than Lori’s clothes and a few miscellaneous items stacked on the floor and on the shelf.

“I don’t see her, sweetie. Where is she?”

“She only comes out at night, when I’m in bed.”

I left it at that. I didn’t want to push Lori any further on the subject. I was confident in my theory that it was just a matter of her imagination running wild, which was healthy.

The next day when I was cleaning Lori’s room, I found another drawing. In this one, Lori was lying in bed and the tall woman with the light blond hair was sitting in a chair at the foot of the bed, watching Lori.

When Lori arrived home from school that day, I questioned her about the drawing.

“That’s the lady from my closet. She watches over me when I sleep. She makes me promise that I will never leave her.”

At this point, an imaginary friend seemed to make the most sense. My sister is a psychologist and I asked her about this behavior. She said that kids Lori’s age having an imaginary friend is normal and can be beneficial.

Hearing that prognosis from my sister was a relief and made me feel much better. That is until the next day when I found another drawing.

The latest drawing was the most disturbing of all. It was another picture of Lori lying in bed. The tall woman was standing at the side of the bed and was holding a hatchet.

This troubled me to say the least.

As soon as Lori arrived from school I showed her the drawing and asked her about it.

“It’s the lady from my closet.”

“Why is she holding a hatchet?”

“She’s protecting me. The woman from my closet says that if anyone tries to hurt me, she’ll chop their heads off.”

The next day I scheduled a meeting to talk to Lori’s teachers and the principal. I wanted to find out if they noticed any evidence of abnormal behavior from Lori, so I got the teenage girl from next door to babysit Lori until I returned home.

All of those who interacted with Lori daily stated that Lori was behaving the same as always and was excelling in all areas, academically and socially.

When I showed them the picture, they were as concerned as I was.

“Lori’s name for this woman is unnerving. She calls her, the lady from my closet.”

Lori’s principal thought a moment.

“Where do you live?”

“Right over on Lotus Drive.”

“What’s your exact address?”

“130 Lotus Drive.”

The room fell silent for a long moment. I started looking around, confused.

“What?”

The principal directed his next question at Lori’s teacher.

“How long ago was it when you saw Lori’s first drawing that depicted the tall woman in it?”

“About a week ago.”

The principal stared into space for a moment as he thought and a worried expression washed over his face.

“Dear God.”

I stood up.

“What? Tell me what is going on!”

“Five years ago, one of the most tragic events in our small town took place. A woman named Jill Harlow, who was recently divorced, lost custody of her twin daughters. She had a complete mental breakdown and chopped her daughters up with a hatchet. Written in their blood on the wall were the words, I couldn’t let them leave me. They found the dead bodies, but couldn’t find Jill. Weeks went by and they finally picked her up at a local grocery store.”

The gruesome story had me sick to my stomach, but I couldn’t understand why the principal was telling me all of this.

“What does this have to do with Lori?”

“Jill Harlow lived at 130 Lotus Drive.”

“Well, where is she now?”

“For the past five years she has resided at the Paducah Valley Insane Asylum. That was until a week ago when she escaped. They have yet to find her.”

My eyes widened in fear.

“Call the police!”

The words hadn’t fully left my mouth before I was racing out of the school and into my car. I floored it home and came to a skidding halt in my driveway. I bolted into my house and was weakened in the knees by the stench of death and the ghastly sight before me.

The babysitter had been hacked to bits. Parts of her body and blood were splattered all over the room.

“Mommy!”

Lori’s tormented cry was coming from her bedroom.

I raced into her room, but didn’t see Lori anywhere!

“Lori! Lori, where are you?”

“Mommy!”

Her voice was coming from the closet.

I flung the closet door open, but she wasn’t there! I shoved her clothes aside as I rummaged through the closet searching for my daughter!

“Mommy, help me!”

Lori’s cries of help were coming from under the closet!

That’s when I noticed the edge of the carpet toward the back of the closet was propped up. I instantly ripped it back to reveal a wooden trapdoor in the floor. I pulled the trapdoor open and found a small ladder that dropped down approximately six feet into the earth.

I flew down the ladder and found myself in a small dirt room. Empty water bottles and food containers littered the room. I noticed a bundle of blankets and a pillow in one of the corners.

“She’s mine! You can’t have her!”

I spun around at the sound of the crazed woman’s demented voice. Jill Harlow’s long, messy blond hair was covering the majority of her face, but I could see her psychopathic eyes darting back and forth from me to Lori!

Lori was lying on the dirty ground. Jill Harlow was standing over her holding a hatchet in the air.

“If I can’t have her, nobody can!”

Jill Harlow made a motion as if she were going to bring the hatchet down and bury it into my helpless daughter! I let out a war cry as I rushed her and she attempted to turn the weapon on me, but I was able to slam her against the wall before she could swing it.

The hatchet went sprawling across the primitive room. I tried to crawl to it, but the tall woman pulled me by my leg and started pounding on me relentlessly. I was on the verge of losing consciousness when the room echoed with gunfire.

Jill Harlow fell to the ground in a lifeless heap, full of a policeman’s bullets. I cradled Lori in my arms until the EMTs arrived on the scene.

The secret room under the closet was where Jill Harlow hid from police after she murdered her daughters. When she escaped from the insane asylum, she sought refuge there once again.

Lori and I were both fine physically, just a few scratches here and there. But psychologically, I’m not sure if either of us will ever fully recover.


DON’T GO INTO THE HOUSE

Herbert

I hated Lonnie.

I was 10. He was 11. I was in 5th grade. He was in 6th grade. And he was mean. He picked on me any time he saw me. He’d knock the books out of my hands, trip me in the cafeteria and make me spill my food tray, push me to the ground, call me names and sometimes he’d make me give him my lunch money.

Lonnie lived in my neighborhood and we had the same bus stop. So even if I didn’t see him during school, I’d always see him before and after school. There was no escape from him.

The only thing that scared me more than Lonnie was the Marlowe house. It was the biggest house on the street and nobody had ever lived there as far as I knew.

The house was three stories tall and was falling apart. There was a bunch of shingles missing from the roof. The siding on the house was old gray wood and some of the wood pieces were gone or dangling by a nail. The top two windows on the 3rd floor looked like evil eyes staring over the neighborhood. The long covered porch looked like a big, nasty mouth. The porch rails looked like teeth. I always thought it looked like the house was snarling at me.

One day I was walking past the Marlowe house. Lonnie was walking behind me as was a big girl from his grade named Bailey. Lonnie could tell I was scared of the house and started teasing me about it.

As we were passing by the house Lonnie came to a halt and told me that if I didn’t stop too that meant I was a chicken. I guess I wanted to impress him. Maybe if he thought I was brave he’d stop picking on me so much. So I stopped. Bailey did also.

All three of us gawked at it. It was the spookiest house I had ever seen. I was certain I saw one of the curtains of the 2nd floor windows move! I wanted to run so bad, but I knew that Lonnie would make fun of me and never let me hear the end of it, so I stood there staring at the Marlowe house waiting for Lonnie to get tired of this charade and allow us to start walking again. Instead, he upped the ante.

“Walk up to the front door, Herbert.”

I looked at him. My eyes were swimming with fright and he recognized it. My fear was like blood in the water for Lonnie. He grinned and pointed at the Marlowe house.

“Go on, you chicken shit!”

I jumped at his sharp tone. I didn’t want to do it, but the fear of Lonnie’s torment had me taking steps toward the dreaded house. I fixed my eyes on the front door. It was solid wood and appeared to be rotten in spots. When I reached the porch stairs, I stopped and looked back at Lonnie, hoping that would be good enough.

“Hurry up! I don’t have all damn day!”

I took a deep breath and began walking up the steps. Each step let out a hideous creak when I put weight on it. And just like that I was on the porch standing near the front door.

Oddly enough, I felt a surge of pride rush through my body. I did it. I actually found the courage to walk right up to the front door of the house I feared more than anything. I think I was grinning when I looked back at Lonnie for approval. Unfortunately, he wasn’t impressed.

“Now go inside!”

I instantly began shaking my head. This angered Lonnie.

“Go inside right now or I’m going to kick your ass! Do you hear me?”

My entire body began to tremble for I knew I had to do it. Lonnie wasn’t bluffing. He would add daily beatings to the schedule if I didn’t.

I turned and faced the door. I took in a deep breath and reached for the rusty doorknob. Just as my skin brushed against the knob I felt a gust of wind at my back and the front door creaked open on its own.

It was just the wind that opened the door. It was just the wind. It wasn’t a ghost. I kept repeating those thoughts in my mind as I took my first few steps into the Marlowe house.

The house was dirty and covered in cobwebs. The floor had big rotten holes in some sections. I was afraid if I walked too fast, I may fall through the floor, so I took slow, careful steps toward the staircase that dominated the front room.

I was deep enough in the house that I was no longer in Lonnie’s sight. My plan was to just stand there for a few minutes and then go back out. If I could do that, Lonnie would have a newfound respect for me even if he would never admit it.

My plan was to count to ninety and then bravely step out onto the porch. If I could remember to, I’d shrug as if the whole thing was no big deal, even though my heart was beating out of my chest and I was shaking with fear.

When I reached seventy, I heard soft footsteps walking around upstairs. And they were getting louder and closer. I could tell they had reached the top of the staircase.

I wasn’t alone! I about peed my pants when I heard the voice.

“Get your ass out of here or die!”

I darted out of the house, down the porch stairs and right past Lonnie. He yelled out something insulting as I ran down the street, but I didn’t care. I didn’t stop running until I got home.


DON’T GO INTO THE HOUSE

Bailey
My name is Bailey. I’m on the large side. Some might call me obese. Others may call me fat. But they’d only call me fat one time. After I beat the hell out of them, they’d never call me fat again. As a matter of fact, nobody had called me fat in years. My reputation preceded me.
I was 11 and in the same grade as Lonnie. Lonnie was the biggest jerk at our school. He picked on any kids smaller than him. He was also a tyrant within the neighborhood too. He egged houses and broke windows among other forms of childish vandalism.
Fortunately, he wasn’t in any of my classes so I didn’t have to put up with him in school. But I did share a bus stop with the jerk, so I had to experience him before and after school.
Let me make it clear, Lonnie never picked on me. I’d beat him up if he did and he knew it. Getting his ass kicked by a girl would make him a laughingstock so he steered clear of me. But he picked on poor little Herbert, relentlessly.
The latest tactic was daring Herbert to go up to the front porch of the Marlowe house, something I had never seen any kid do before.
The Marlowe house was haunted. I walked past that house twice a day for the past five years. I’ve seen shadows move across the curtains. I’ve heard doors shutting. I’ve seen the front door open all by itself and I’ve heard voices coming from inside.
Everybody was scared of that place. I was proud of little Herbert for having the guts to walk right up to that door. I was about to applaud him when stupid Lonnie yelled out “Now go inside!”
Lonnie demanded that Herbert go into the house or he’d beat him up. It wasn’t fair. Of course Herbert wasn’t going to go inside. Lonnie knew that. This was just an excuse for him to bully Herbert even more.
When Herbert opened the door and stepped inside, I let out a gasp. I looked over at Lonnie. His jaw dropped open so much it was practically touching the ground!
At that point, Herbert was a legend. There was nothing Lonnie could do about it. The deed had been done. Herbert was inside the haunted Marlowe house and we anxiously awaited his return.
We were both getting nervous for Herbert with each passing second. I was starting to fidget and I could hear the nervousness in Lonnie’s voice when he said, “Boy, he’s been in there a long time.”
It was then that Herbert came barreling out of the house as if he had just seen a ghost. He rushed right past me and Lonnie and down the road. Lonnie laughed and yelled out at him.
“Herbert, you pussy!”
Lonnie stood cackling for a few seconds. In his simple mind, everything Herbert had just accomplished was null and void because he ran out of the house scared. That was nonsense and I called Lonnie out on his bullshit.
“You go inside.”
His laughter immediately stopped and he took on a serious expression.
“What?”
“Little Herbert had the balls to go inside the haunted Marlowe house. Now let’s see you do it.”
Lonnie started to stammer as he tried to come up with an excuse against going inside the intimidating house, but he had no words.
“Go ahead Lonnie. Go in. Or are you the pussy?”
He shook his head.
“I’m not a pussy. I’m not scared to go in there.”
“Then do it!”
Lonnie was growing more nervous by the second as he started looking back and forth from the Marlowe house to me, so I decided to give him some extra incentive.
“If you don’t go inside the house, I’m going to tell everyone at school tomorrow that little Herbert was brave enough to go in but you were nothing but a chicken shit! Bawk, bawk, bawk, bawk, bawk!”
My chicken noises pushed Lonnie over the edge and he lashed out at me defiantly.
“All right! Fine! I’ll do it!”
Lonnie took in a deep breath before he marched right up to the front door. Then his fear visibly kicked in. I could see his hand shaking as he reached out for the doorknob and then pulled his hand away. I thought that was a good moment to give him a dose of his own medicine. 
“Go in! Hurry up! I don’t have all damn day!”
Lonnie stared daggers at me, but he knew he had to go through with it. He’d never live it down otherwise, so he actually impressed me by turning the doorknob, pushing the door open and stepping into the house.
It was five minutes later when I heard him scream.



DON’T GO INTO THE HOUSE

Old Man Travis
Everyone in the neighborhood calls me Old Man Travis. I’ve been here longer than anyone.
I live next door to the Marlowe house.
Not many people know this, but I was the last person to live in the Marlowe house. It’s been vacant ever since.
Some claim that the Marlowe house is haunted and those people are correct. Nobody is more aware of that fact than I am.
It was back in the early 1980’s when I bought the house. Back then, my wife was still alive and the Marlowe house was in good condition. It wasn’t the eyesore that it is today.
From day one, the house didn’t want us there and it wasn’t shy about letting us know. At first it tried to scare us away by slamming doors before we could enter a room. When that didn’t work it spoke to us in a demonic sounding voice.
“Get out!”
My wife and I were both stubborn. I suppose that’s what drew us together. In this case however, our stubbornness did not do us any favors. Late one night when my wife was heading to our bedroom, the door slammed shut and she felt a legion of hands grab her by the arms, drag her to the staircase and shove her down.
She broke both of her legs.
It was then that we conceded and left the house. But we didn’t want to leave the area.
So, I spoke to the Marlowe house.
We owned the property all around the house. I told it that if it allowed us to build a small cottage next door and let us live there in peace, we’d make sure the Marlowe house stayed vacant. I even told it that I would keep the yard in check so that it didn’t overtake the house and that I’d keep trespassers at bay.
When I felt the reassuring pat of multiple unseen hands on my back, I knew we had a deal and I’ve kept my end of the bargain ever since. If any neighborhood brat was stupid enough to try to enter the house, I’d scare them away. Luckily, I didn’t have to do that very often. Most people were so scared of the house they didn’t want anything to do with it.
When I saw that little asshole Lonnie, daring poor little Herbert to go into the house, I knew I had to do something to frighten them away. I hurried around the back of the Marlowe house and snuck in through the fruit cellar. I then made my way upstairs and waited.
Poor little Herbert. I could see that he was trembling like a leaf. It wouldn’t take much to scare him away, so I cupped my hands around my mouth and growled out, “Get your ass out of here or die!”
That kid might have pissed his pants! I never saw someone run so fast!
I was laughing when I peered through the window and saw the other two kids still standing there.
Why hadn’t they left too?
I could see the plump girl motioning to the house daring Lonnie to go inside. It took some coaxing, but the little jerk finally did it.
Lonnie was a menace to the neighborhood. He had egged my house and broke one of my windows. On Halloween he lit a sack of dog crap on fire and set it in front of my front door. As if anyone falls for that old trick anymore.
Yeah, it was going to be a real pleasure to scare the hell out of that jerk of a kid.
I watched Lonnie when he got inside the house. He was scared, but had a determination about him. And unlike little Herbert, he didn’t just step inside the house and stand still. Lonnie was venturing through the house and found his way upstairs.
I had a classic Tor Johnson latex mask that I pulled out for occasions such as this. I put it on and hid inside of one of the upstairs bedrooms. I could hear Lonnie’s footsteps getting closer and closer and finally, at the perfect moment, I leapt out in front of the little tyke and let forth with a monstrous bellow!
Lonnie let out a loud scream! He was white as a ghost as he turned, ran and then stumbled. He fell hard down the staircase.
I walked to the top of the staircase and looked down at Lonnie. He was lying still. I didn’t even have to inspect him to be sure if he was okay or not. I could clearly see that his head was twisted all the way around.
He was dead.
I peeked out the window and crossed my fingers that the plump girl wouldn’t come in looking for him. I was relieved when she waved Lonnie and the house off and walked away.
She didn’t care about Lonnie. Nobody did. He was a menace and the neighborhood would be better off without him.
I left Lonnie’s dead body lying at the foot of the staircase and went home.
I knew I wouldn’t have to tend to the body. The Marlowe house would take care of that. It always did. I don’t know what it did with the dead bodies when this kind of thing happened. All I know is there’s never any trace of them the next day.



EAVESDROPPING ON MY NEIGHBOR

I live a quiet life. I work at a print shop from 9am to 6pm, Monday thru Friday. I come home, make dinner and read until it’s time to go to bed.

On weekends I spice my routine up a bit. I get up, read and then treat myself to a restaurant dinner. After that, I come back home and read until bedtime.

If you haven’t guessed yet, I’m an avid reader. I don’t even own a television set. I don’t need one. Reading is all the entertainment that I need.

One night as I returned home from work, I was considering which new book to start when I saw her. She was tall, lean and had the most beautiful, wavy golden hair. She appeared to be in her early 30’s which made her age compatible with me. She was balancing two large cardboard boxes on her knee as she tried to unlock the door to the apartment next door to mine.

That apartment was the last one at the end of the hall. It had sat empty since I had moved in last year.

I hurried to her aid and grabbed the boxes.

“Let me help you out.”

The woman’s smile was breathtaking.

“You’re a lifesaver!”

She unlocked her door and pushed it open.

“I guess we’re neighbors. My name is Trish.”

I would have shaken her hand, but I was holding the boxes, so I just nodded politely.

“I’m Henry. Welcome to the building.”

Trish took the boxes from me and gave me a departing smile before disappearing into her apartment. But not before I was able to sneak a peek at her hands and recognize that she was without a wedding ring.

Thoughts of Trish and everything else blew away once I opened up the first page of the new book. That’s what reading did for me. It allowed me to forget all about the few cares I had and to disappear into another world.

The book was good and my mind was deeply entrenched when I heard a feminine voice coming from the corner of the room. I lowered my book and my ears perked up when I heard it again. It was coming from the wall I shared with the new tenant I had just met, Trish.

The walls within the apartment complex were unexpectedly thick, so I was surprised I could hear her. As I listened on for several minutes, I quickly determined that I could only hear her if she were talking near the far corner of the wall. If she were anywhere else, I couldn’t hear a peep from her.

The rest of the night and following week, I didn’t hear anything else coming from her side of the wall and I forgot all about it until the next time I saw Trish. We were both entering our apartments at the same time. She shot me a friendly smile and I found myself getting lost in her hypnotic blue eyes. I grinned goofily and gave her a quick wave.

“Howdy neighbor.”

I made a point to look at her hands again. Yep, definitely no ring!

That night, I was nearing the end of another book when I heard Trish’s unmistakable, high pitched, harmonious voice. At first it started out as an inaudible mumble, but then she stepped near the sweet spot in the wall and I could hear her words.

I jumped up, hurried to the wall and pressed my ear against it. I could make out what she said as if I were standing in the room with her.

“He lives in the apartment right next to mine. He’s very good looking. I think he’s single too. I didn’t see a ring.”

After that she stepped away from the wall and her enchanting voice transitioned into a mumble and then silence.

Very good looking? Me? Wow. I wasn’t expecting that! Don’t get me wrong. I’m not a bad looking guy. I’m of average height and build and I wear glasses, but I get compliments on my curly, black hair and dimples.

I wasn’t much in the way of a ladies man. As a matter of fact, I hadn’t had a girlfriend in many years, so I wasn’t sure how to proceed. Should I ask her out on a date or would that be too forward? Maybe just play it cool and see where simple chit chat leads us?

That seemed easy and safe, so I went with that strategy. The problem was, we didn’t run into each other often. But nonetheless, I opted for patience.

It was a week later when I checked my mail and found a letter in there addressed to Trish Stratton. I had received a piece of her mail by mistake! This was the perfect opportunity to knock on her door and see her. Who knows, maybe she’d invite me in and things would skyrocket from there!

I waited until I knew she was home, ate a dinner mint and headed to her apartment with her mail in hand. I cleared my throat, took in a deep breath and knocked. She answered quickly and grinned. I could see in her heavenly eyes that she was confused as to why I was there, so I quickly held up the letter.

“I think I received a piece of your mail by mistake.”

Her smile widened enough to show off those dazzling white teeth.

“Oh, thanks!”

She took the letter from me and took a step back.

“Have a nice night.”

With that, she closed the door.

Not the response I was hoping for, but it was still a polite, friendly interaction. Maybe enough such exchanges would lead to more conversation which may lead to something significant.

Slow and steady wins the race.

As usual, I escaped into a book that night. I was so lost in the book I initially tuned out Trish’s voice when I heard her near the wall, but I quickly withdrew myself from the world of the book and rushed to the wall to hear her better. Her dainty voice was intoxicating. I was hopeful that she would mention me again.

To my chagrin, she did.

“Turns out the guy who lives next door, is a total creep…”

Her words trailed off as she walked away from the wall and my heart dropped to the floor.

Creep? Me?

All I did was hand her some mail that had found its way into my mailbox. Did she think I stole it or something along those lines? I didn’t understand. I wasn’t guilty of anything that should have elevated me to creep status.

I was perplexed.

For the next few days, I couldn’t concentrate on work, I couldn’t focus on reading, I was obsessed with finding out the reason Trish was seemingly so down on me. I was driving myself mad just sitting around pondering what I had done wrong, so I decided to take the initiative. One way or the other, I was going to find out what the issue was. I was going to march over to Trish’s apartment and ask her out for drinks. When she declined, I could flat out ask her if I did something wrong and hopefully get to the bottom of all this.

I was nervous when I stepped in front of the door, but I didn’t let that deter me. I knocked confidently and only had to wait a few seconds before the door swung open. Trish’s eyes had a sparkle in them and her smile was welcoming. She didn’t look at me like she thought I was a creep.

“Hi Trish, listen I was wondering if you’d like to go out for a drink sometime.”

I was surprised when she smiled giddily and was shocked by her answer.

“I’d love to! But I’m tied up for the next several nights. Maybe in a week or two?”

I nodded.

“Sounds good.”

I walked back to my apartment in a confused state.

Had she just accepted my date proposal or was that the nicest I had ever been blown off? I wasn’t quite sure.

I went back to my apartment and sat down while my mind swam around in a river of possibilities. Maybe she really wanted to go out for drinks. Maybe it was that simple. Or maybe putting it off for a week or two was her way of saying no, in hopes that I’d get the hint and leave it be.

When I heard her voice by the wall, I walked over, listened and got my answer.

“The guy next door is starting to scare me. I don’t know what I should do.”

Scaring her? I was scaring her? Seriously? By asking her out on a date? This woman must have a screw loose.

It took me a couple hours of juggling the absurdity of her being frightened by me to finally lay it all to rest. If she thought I was creepy and was scared of me, fine. I wouldn’t talk to her and that would be that.

And that’s the way it was. I went back to my regular, mundane life of working and reading and forgot all about Trish Stratton.

That is until one night when I heard her angelic voice as I was stepping into my apartment.

“Hey, Henry!”

I stopped and gawked her way. She was walking down the hall toward me. She seemed very sociable and cheerful.

“We should do those drinks soon. How about Friday?”

Wait. What? Did she just make a date with me? But I’m a creep. She’s scared of me. Why would she want to make a date with me?

I found myself nodding.

“Yes.”

Her eyes twinkled with delight.

“Great! Then it’s a date.”

I watched her until she went into her apartment and closed the door behind her.

What was going on with this girl? One second she’s scared of me, the next she’s happy to see me and wanting to go out for drinks?

I stepped into my apartment. My mind was whirling in confusion. When I heard her talking near the sweet spot in the wall, I rushed over in hopes of hearing some clarification. And clarification I got.

“I’m going to kill him. I’m going to poison his drink…”

Her voice transitioned into a mumble as she walked away from the wall.

Now it all made sense. No wonder she was acting so charming and wanted to make a date for drinks. She was planning on murdering me!

I wasn’t sure what to do. A normal person may take this information and go to the police, but I couldn’t do that.

You see, there’s something about me that I didn’t mention. When I was a senior in high school, my girlfriend broke up with me. It was unexpected and I guess I went a little crazy.

I snuck into her house late one night, went into her bedroom and smothered her to death with a pillow.

I instantly regretted it, but the act had already been committed. It wasn’t going to take Sherlock Holmes to figure out who the murderer was. The way I figured it, I had an eight to twelve hour window before anyone found out, so I drove and drove until I found myself more than halfway across the country in some little town I had no ties to.

I spent a week hiding in a hotel and drastically changed my appearance from a straight haired red head who wore contacts to a curly, black haired guy with eye glasses. I spent a pretty penny getting a fake social security number and driver’s license. And just like that, I had a new identity.

I live a very quiet, simple life. I keep to myself. I don’t ruffle anyone’s feathers. And I never, under any circumstances, go to the police for anything, including when I know the woman next door is going to kill me.

No. This was something I was going to have to handle myself.

I murdered before. I could murder again.

I waited until after midnight and quietly knocked on her door. It took a few minutes but she finally answered. Her lovely hair was slightly ruffled and she was wearing a night shirt.

I gave her no time to make a sound. I slapped my hand over her mouth and pushed her into her apartment. She stumbled backwards, tripped over her own feet and fell onto her back which made things even easier for me.

I kept one hand over her mouth to muffle her screams and wrapped my other hand around her throat and squeezed the life out of her. She died quickly without any complications.

Now it was just a matter of getting rid of the body. But that would be easy. I’d put her in her bathtub, cut her up into enough pieces to fit into one or two of her suitcases and toss them in a nearby river.

I leaned my back against the wall and took in several calming breaths as I stared at the gorgeous woman and shook my head.

“It didn’t have to be this way.”

My gaze shifted from Trish’s dead body to a book that was sitting on her coffee table that had a book mark in it. Apparently Trish was a reader too. Such a shame. We shared my only real interest. Too bad she was a murderous psycho.

I was curious as to what she was reading, so I picked up the book and looked at the cover. It wasn’t a novel. It was a stage play. The title was I Killed My Neighbor.

I opened to the first page and noticed that there was a cast list. Trish Stratton’s name was at the top of the list. She was cast in the role of “Nelda, the murderess.”

I flipped through the pages of the script and saw that Trish had highlighted all of the lines for the character she was playing. I read one of the lines.

He lives in the apartment right next to mine. He’s very good looking. I think he’s single too. I didn’t see a ring.

That line. That was the first thing I ever heard Trish say through the wall!

I leafed through more pages and my heart sank as I spotted several familiar lines.

Turns out the guy who lives next door is a total creep.

The guy next door is starting to scare me. I don’t know what I should do.

I’m going to kill him. I’m going to poison his drink.

Trish was an actress who was doing nothing more than rehearsing for a stage play. Our interactions were genuine. She was truly interested in having drinks and getting to know me. Who knows where our relationship could have led.

I disposed of the body with no issues. There were a few inquiries as to Trish Stratton’s whereabouts, but no one even questioned me, since I didn’t really know her. Hell, I’m not sure they even suspected foul play.

I try not to think about it much. Losing myself in a book every night helps, but I can’t lie. This one hurts.


THE GLOP

I found myself fidgeting and jiggling my car keys within my pocket as I waited in line at the bank. I didn’t have time for this, but I needed some cash. My car was on empty, the only gas station in town’s credit card machine was broken and the bank’s ATM was down.

When I heard the car alarm going off, I didn’t think much of it. We all hear those pesky alarms every day and tend to zone them out since they typically are turned off within a few alarm honks.

After a solid two minutes, everyone in the bank was growing frustrated and looking around, hoping the guilty party would shut off the annoying alarm. I was doing the same thing.

When I peered out into the bank parking lot, I could see the flashing lights of the car in question as the alarm continued to blare and quickly realized it was my car! I must have hit the panic button on my keys when I was jiggling them around in my pocket!

I removed my keys from my pocket and hit the panic button. That did nothing to halt the irritating alarm so I hit the unlock button multiple times and finally the alarm stopped. A few people in the bank applauded. I didn’t blame them.

Once I finished my transaction, I hurried out to my car and immediately became concerned when I noticed that the back door was ajar.

“Oh no.”

I rushed to my vehicle and my worst fear was realized. The cage sitting in my back seat was empty.

“Oh no!”

It must have gotten out of the cage and when I unlocked the doors to turn off that damned alarm, it allowed it to open the car door and escape.

“No, please no.”

I gazed about at the surrounding area and saw no signs of it. This was bad. This was really, really bad.

My name is Larry Jenson. I’m a curator for a rather unique museum called The Crypto Zoo. It focuses on cryptozoological exhibits.

We have entire displays dedicated to the most famous cryptids such as Sasquatch, The Loch Ness Monster, Mothman, El Chupacabra, The Jersey Devil, Mermaids, The Beast of Exmoor, The Michigan Dog Man and the Florida Skunk Ape among others.

The one thing The Crypto Zoo was missing was a live exhibit, but that was all about to change.

I got a call from a colleague of mine located in the southwest who claimed to have captured an obscure cryptid in his area simply referred to as, The Glop.

The Glop was a giant form of gastropod, more commonly known as snails or slugs. But it differed from gastropods by having a mouth equipped with razor-like teeth and an aggressive nature. Also, it could supposedly slither around at speeds upwards of 20 miles per hour.

When I was told he caught one, I have to admit I wasn’t expecting anything other than an abnormally large slug, but that wasn’t the case at all.

First of all, it was the size of a large beagle. Secondly, it had a distinct snout, similar to a wolf and its sharp teeth were visible. Its head was similar to a snail, but its antennae-like tentacles atop its head had suction cups on it not unlike an octopus and its pronounced eyes at the end of each tentacle gave me the impression that this creature could see quite well. Its slimy body did have a shell, but not like a snail, it was more like the exoskeleton of a beetle.

The Glop was both fascinating and terrifying.

My colleague had The Glop trapped in a modest size dog cage. He assured me that it was slow like a normal slug and had not shown any aggressive tendencies as the legend claimed. Evidently he found it in the depths of a cold, cave hidden on the edge of the sleepy little town I found myself in.

The Glop was going to be the first live exhibit at The Crypto Zoo and would put us on the map!

I put the cage in the back of my car and began my journey back home. I immediately noticed that once in my car, The Glop became much more active. It began wriggling back and forth in the cage and continued to wrap its tentacles around the cage bars.

My colleague insisted that The Glop was lethargic, but it appeared it was becoming more energetic as it got warmer.

I didn’t think it had the intelligence to open the cage door, but evidently it did. And when I inadvertently unlocked my car to turn the annoying alarm off, it allowed The Glop to open the car door and escape.

The creature was much cleverer than I had anticipated. And now it was gone! My prized possession that would turn The Crypto Zoo into a worldwide attraction was on the loose.

When I heard a loud scream emanating from the back of a fast food restaurant located one parking lot over from the bank, I had high hopes that someone spotted The Glop and that I could retrieve it!

I quickly pulled my .38 revolver from my glove compartment and raced to the back of the restaurant where I found a female employee in her early 20’s, wearing an apron and grasping at her arm. I could see blood oozing from between her fingers.

“What happened?”

“Some kind of slimy monster bit me!”

It was The Glop. The characteristic of it being aggressive was clearly true. I could only surmise that the warmer it got the more aggressive and savage it became.

I followed the screech of tires and loud crash of cars colliding. I had to assume The Glop was responsible somehow. When I arrived at the crash site, I saw The Glop plastered on the windshield of a car. Its tentacle was balled up like a fist and in one motion it shattered the windshield and then slid its tentacle inside the car and wrapped it around the driver.

The beast had no problem extracting the person through the broken windshield and then it proceeded to wrap its monstrosity of a mouth around the individual’s head and bite it off with ease.

“No!”

Somehow this monster had lived in the cold caves of the region far away from people. The cool environment obviously kept its temperament in check. And now I had released it upon the population in its most diabolic, invasive form.

I had to stop it!

I took a wild shot at it but missed. The Glop was aware that I was trying to kill it and fled. I chased it through the streets, but it was much faster than me. However, even though I couldn’t catch it, I spotted it slinking into a darkened alley in the heart of town.

This was my chance.

I slowed when I reached the alley entrance and took a quick glance down it. The alley was lined with dumpsters. The rotting stench of garbage was strong in the air. I practically had to hold my breath as I began my journey down the alleyway.

I didn’t spot The Glop, but began following the unusual, wet, slimy suction sounds that were stemming from a darkened, filthy corner of the alley.

“Holy shit.”

I was both shocked and aghast at the sight before me! The Glop was ripping itself into two pieces. Once that act was complete, one half of The Glop slid on top of its other half.

It took me a moment to realize that this was a form of fission similar to a reproduction measure used by starfish. The Glop had split itself into two organisms and was currently in the act of breeding!

I lifted my revolver, aimed and pulled the trigger. I hit the creature that was on top of the other one. It splattered into black, bloody chunks against the brick wall behind it.

The second half of the creature let out a squeal and slithered up the side of the wall at a blinding speed. I squeezed two shots off at it, but I missed and The Glop scurried away onto the roof of a building.

I spent the rest of the night searching for The Glop but never found it. I did however find dozens of clear, gelatinous egg clusters stuck on the side of buildings, cars, trees, road signs…they were everywhere and they were hatching.

The reproduction capabilities of The Glop were out of this world. I could only theorize that the number of offspring would depend on the creature’s food availability as is the case with fast breeding snail species. To The Glop, the world likely looks like an endless food buffet so I expect an uncontrollable population explosion which will likely end the world as we know it.

I knew the creature’s weakness was cold temperatures, but it appeared that the mindboggling rate at which The Glop could multiply would render that knowledge meaningless.

I like to think that The Glop would have found its way out of the cold cave it lived in and that this result was inevitable. But the fact is that this monster finding its way into our world is my fault.

I guess the silver lining is that I won’t have to live with the guilt for too long.


BLOOD SPORT

My name is Marty. I was the 3rd string wide receiver on the high school football team. I didn’t play much. Our offense ran more than it passed and on passing downs our quarterback usually targeted the #1 wide receiver on the team, Devin Brown. When he wasn’t open, he’d look for the #2 receiver, Les Tolbert.

I hardly ever got on the field. That is until our #1 receiver, Devin Brown went missing.

One day he didn’t show up for practice after school. He never went home either. He was just gone.

Devin was a nice kid. He got along with everyone. He wasn’t just a good football player, he was also a straight A student. And according to his parents he was a model son. He never got into trouble or did anything wrong.

Devin Brown simply vanished without a trace. The police had no leads. There were no clues. It was a mystery.

But life went on. And so did football. Les Tolbert took over the #1 wide receiver duties and I stepped up to #2. Suddenly I was on the field a lot more and the QB would occasionally throw me the ball.

After a couple of weeks, I was really settling into my #2 wide receiver role when something strange happened.

Les Tolbert went missing.

This was the same situation as Devin Brown. He was absent from school one day. He didn’t show up to practice. He didn’t make it home. He just disappeared.

Unlike Devin, Les wasn’t a great student. He did just well enough to stay on the football team. He was also a bit of a ruffian. He had a short temper and got into a lot of fights at school. I also heard he liked to drink on weekends after the games, but I never saw it myself.

Again, the police had no answers. There were no clues. Nobody was coming forward with any suggestions or evidence.

As the mystery of the missing players continued to grow, I found myself benefiting from it. I was now the #1 wide receiver on the team.

With our top two receivers gone, the offense shifted to a purely running attack. I was used less at the new #1 wide receiver than I was when I was the #2 wide receiver. Now the offense was centered on our star running back, Bud Bryant.

It was the right decision. Bud was a brute. He was built low to the ground and was stocky and thick. He was a monster to tackle.

I was on the field a lot, I just helped block for Bud. I didn’t have many balls thrown my way. That is, until Bud Bryant went missing. And when Bud went missing there was evidence.

Blood.

They found a smear of blood on the ground near the spot that Bud always parked his car.

The police questioned everybody who knew Bud, including all the members of the team, but a week later they had not made any progress.

And I continued to profit.

With the top two wide receivers and the star running back all gone, I became a focal point of the offense. Balls were being thrown my way consistently. I was catching the passes and racking up yards. I was faster and better than ever! I was thriving.

And I was feeling guilty.

It didn’t feel right that I was benefiting from my teammates being gone due to potential nefarious circumstances. I wasn’t sleeping well. I couldn’t concentrate. I had to do something about it. So I decided to start looking into the disappearances of my teammates, myself.

The first thing I did was hone in on the one person, other than me, who was benefitting from the other players going missing.

Tanner Cornwall. He was the backup running back. With the #1 and #2 receivers gone, we became even more of a running team. With our star running back gone, Tanner became the bell cow. Even though I was benefiting, it wasn’t as much as Tanner was.

Tanner was my #1 suspect, so I began following him.

He spent a lot of his time sitting on a bench overlooking a large lake that was near my home. More interesting was the fact that he was spending a considerable amount of time with Devin Brown’s grieving girlfriend.

He was courting her.

Tanner was benefitting from the players going missing in more ways than one!

I went back and forth as to whether or not I should question Tanner. Eventually I came to the conclusion that I would have a difficult time living with myself if I didn’t go the distance and do everything I could to find out the truth.

I waited one night after practice when Tanner and I were the only ones left on the field. We were the star players now and were putting in the extra work to be all that we could be.

I started the conversation by stating the obvious.

“We’re both really taking advantage of the others not being here, aren’t we?”

Tanner gave me a hefty stare before he spoke.

“Yeah. Sure.”

I moved closer to Tanner and got to the point.

“Do you remember the last time you saw Bud?”

Tanner quickly became agitated.

“Shut up, Marty!”

It was time to call him out.

“It was you, Tanner. Wasn’t it? You did it.”

Tanner gave me a shove.

“I didn’t do anything other than keep my mouth shut!”

He knew something and I was confident that the more I prodded him, the more he would talk.

“Tell me, Tanner. Tell me everything you know!”

“What? Like how you used to be a slow lethargic receiver until recently?”

“We’re not talking about me, Tanner. We’re talking about you.”

“How’d you get so fast, Marty? Why are you suddenly such a better player than you used to be?”

“Stop changing the subject and confess! You killed them, didn’t you? You killed them all!”

Tanner spent a few seconds staring at me while holding a bewildered expression.

“What are you talking about, Marty? You killed them.”

My eyes crinkled in confusion. What was Tanner’s game? What was he trying to accomplish? I listened intently as he continued.

“I was in the locker room the day the coach chewed you out for being slow and lazy. You didn’t know anyone else was there when you threw a prescription bottle of pills in the trash. After you left, I looked at the bottle. The side effects caused fatigue and lethargic behavior. The medicine was for multiple personality disorder.”

I let out a chuckle. Tanner had a good imagination. I’d give him that. I was curious as to where he was going with all this so I let him continue his rant.

“When Devin disappeared, I didn’t think much of it. But when Les went missing, I started to put two and two together. You were suddenly the #1 receiver on the team. And you were no longer lethargic and lazy. You were fast. You were motivated. And you were mean. You were like a different person!”

I had enough of Tanner’s nonsense.

“Shut up, Tanner!”

“I saw you hit Bud Bryant over the head with a baseball bat by his car and then you stuffed him in the trunk. You drove his car to the lake by your house and pushed it in.”

Suddenly my head began to spin and I found myself on my hands and knees. I was bowled over by memories of choking Devin Brown to death and poisoning Les Tolbert’s booze. I put their bodies in their cars, drove them to the lake by my house and pushed them in.

Tears were streaming down Tanner’s face as he continued.

“I’m guilty. Guilty of not telling anybody. Hell, I was happy when Devin went missing. I always had a thing for his girl. With him out of the way, I was able to make a move on her. With Bud Bryant dead, I was the star running back.”

Tanner’s head drooped forward and I could see his shoulders shaking as he sobbed.

“I sit by that lake every day and contemplate whether or not I should tell somebody about what really happened, but I never do. Because I’m happy. Things are working out for me and I don’t want anything to change. So, I may not have killed anyone, but I’m guilty too.

Tanner and I never said another word to each other ever again. And we never told anyone about our secret. We kept playing football and we both received football scholarships that we would never have gotten had we stayed buried on the bench. 

Yes, I have a dark side, but I make a point to take a little bit of my medicine here and there. Enough to keep me from getting too mean. Enough to keep me from killing.

But I know deep down that if someone is standing in my way and keeping me from achieving a goal, it’s very likely that I’ll allow my dark side to take over again.


SERIAL KILLER ON THE LOOSE

The Witness

There’s a serial killer on the loose. So far they have killed eight people all throughout Hopkins County, Kentucky. The killer uses the victim’s blood to write a number next to the body indicating the kill count.

Upon examining multiple bodies, the coroner theorizes that the weapon being used is a six inch hunting knife with a jagged edge. Based on the entry wounds, detectives surmise that the killer is left handed.

The killer is clever and has never murdered in the same town more than once. They rarely leave any hint of a clue behind. Leads are scarce and thus far the detectives can only assume that the killer lives in or near Hopkins County, Kentucky. But anyone could have figured that much out.

Any potential trail leading to the killer had been virtually nonexistent. That is until recently, when the murderer seems to have gotten sloppy.

Victim number seven was found in the town of Dawson Springs. And then something unexpected happened. Victim number eight was also found in Dawson Springs.

My name is Claude Baron. I am the only witness to any of the murders. I saw the killer in the final stages of murdering victim number eight.

It was a Sunday night, well after midnight. Normally, I would have been asleep, but I got caught up in watching reruns of The Brady Bunch and lost track of time.

I thought I heard a muffled scream in the distance. Dawson Springs is a quiet town. No bars. No late night restaurants. Not many people out and about late, so I made a point to step out on my front porch to make sure everything seemed okay.

That’s when I saw him.

Just a block down, toward the end of my street in a vacant lot, I saw a man stooping down. He was in the process of stabbing the victim. I yelled out, “Hey!” which made the killer stand up and look around. I couldn’t see them very well, but they were on the short side and stocky. Definitely a man. After the killer ran away, I called the police.

The fact that the last two victims were killed in Dawson Springs had detectives deducing that the killer likely lived in Dawson Springs or very close by. It was the best lead they had since the murders began.

I held a neighborhood meeting at my house and dozens of people showed up. I suggested we start a neighborhood watch and it wasn’t difficult to find volunteers.

A man named Will opted to be the neighborhood watch leader and helped to create a patrolling schedule. Now we always have someone walking the streets at every hour of the night. The moment they see anything suspicious they’ll alert all of the neighborhood watch participants and we’ll converge.

If the killer attempts to strike in our town again, we’ll be ready.


SERIAL KILLER ON THE LOOSE

The Copycat
My name is Reed. I live in Dawson Springs, Kentucky. And I am the serial killer on the loose.
Kinda.
The real killer started by making kills in the towns of Madisonville, Earlington, White Plains, Nebo, Nortonville and Hanson.
Then they stopped. Which was a bummer. I was a big fan of the killer. I wanted them to keep going. I enjoyed their work.
The killer had murdered one person every month. But for the last three months, crickets. Nothing.
What happened? Did they move? Did they die? Are they in jail somewhere? Maybe a mental institution?
Whatever the case, I assumed since they hadn’t struck in three months that they had retired and I took it upon myself to grab the baton and continue the kill streak.
The killer hadn’t christened my hometown of Dawson Springs yet, so I figured it was time to put it on the map. I started by killing an ex-girlfriend of mine. She was a real bitch. I told her when she broke up with me that I’d get even one day. I used a hunting knife, kind of like the one that they say the killer uses and I’m naturally left handed, so that worked out great.
I wanted my hometown to stand out, so I decided to make it the first town to receive two murders. My second victim was my boss. He was a jerk. He threatened to fire me if I showed up for work late one more time.
Someone spotted me as I was doing the killing. Luckily, I still had time to smear the bloody kill count number by my boss’s head before I ran away.
When it dawned on me that the two people who I killed could be traced back to me, I thought it was important to try to do a few things to throw any pesky investigators off my trail.
The first thing I did was join the neighborhood watch. Nobody would suspect one of the neighborhood watch volunteers as being the killer, would they?
Next, I’d kill a third person. A random person. Someone I didn’t know. I honed in a woman who worked at one of the stores in town. She was new to the area. I had no ties to her whatsoever, so she would be my next victim.
I spent a little time stalking her. Waiting for the perfect moment. When she went for a stroll down a quiet street after dark, I made my move. I started inching closer to her and withdrew my knife. That’s when I heard a man’s voice behind me.
“Stop right there.”
I turned around. It was Will, the neighborhood watch leader. He motioned to the weapon in my hand.
“Nice knife.”
“Oh yeah. Well, I’m patrolling the streets. I figured a weapon would be handy.”
“It’s not your night to patrol.”
“It’s not? Huh. I must have gotten my dates confused.”
Will had cold, dark brown eyes. They were almost black. His stare was intimidating as was his frame. He was a tall, athletic man. Much bigger than me. I sure wouldn’t want to tangle with him.
“You were going to kill her weren’t you?”
I instinctively looked back in the direction of the girl I was stalking, who was now long gone. I used that as an opportunity to play dumb.
“What girl? I don’t see anybody.”
Will stepped closer to me. He held a snarl as he spoke.
“I know you’re the killer.”
Will sure seemed convinced. I let out a deep breath and shrugged. I was caught. At least I’d get credit for doing all eight of the murders and not just the last two. Hell, I’d be famous.
“Okay fine. You caught me. I’m the killer. I killed them all. Take me in.”
I watched as Will removed something from under his coat. I assumed it was handcuffs or some other kind of restraint. I was a little surprised to see that it was a knife. A big knife with a jagged edge and he was holding it in his left hand. I was even more surprised when he raised the knife high into the air.



SERIAL KILLER ON THE LOOSE

Neighborhood Watch Leader
My name is Will. I live in Dawson Springs, Kentucky. And I am the serial killer on the loose.
I take meticulous measures to make sure that am never caught. I never kill anyone that authorities can trace back to me. I wear latex gloves as to never leave fingerprints. I only kill when there are no signs of witnesses anywhere in the vicinity. Even though I’m naturally right handed, I stab with my left hand, to throw detectives off. And most importantly, I absolutely never ever kill in my hometown of Dawson Springs.
I had been on quite a roll with my murders. I had killed six people in six months in six different towns. Nobody had any clue that it was me and I had no plans of stopping anytime soon. But I also didn’t want to follow any discernable patterns for any length of time. That’s the reason I decided to take some time off from killing. The plan was four or five months of quiet before I started up again.
To say I was angry when some half-wit copycat started taking credit for my kills was an understatement. And worse yet, he was killing in my hometown.
Unacceptable!
When a witness to one of his murders formed a neighborhood watch, I was quick to take the reins. That way I’d have access to every member and their watch schedule.
The copycat killer would almost definitely join the neighborhood watch as a diversion. From there it was just a matter of matching up the copycat’s two victims to the neighborhood watch participants. It took me no time at all to figure out it was Reed.
After I killed Reed, I wrote the number seven next to him in his own blood.
At first, investigators would be baffled as to why the number had been repeated. Once I killed my next victim, in a different town and put the number eight next to them, they’d start to figure it out. Eventually, they’d link Reed’s murders back to him and expunge his clumsy murders from my record.
In the future, I’ll add another telltale sign to my victims to prove that they’re mine. Maybe I’ll cut off a finger or an ear or carve something into their flesh.
I’ll think of something.
Hopefully the detectives will wise up and not share that information with the press in order to prevent further pathetic copy cats such as Reed.



THE STRANGE TALE OF FLIGHT 636

I’ve lived in Chicago all my life. If you don’t know much about Chicago, the winters can be brutal. After thirty six years, I was ready for a change so when I had the opportunity to interview for a job in Orlando, Florida, I jumped at the chance. I was eager to trade in the cold Chicago winters for the hot Orlando summers!

It was a Tuesday afternoon. I had booked a flight that would get me into Orlando the day before the interview. This would allow me to settle in at my hotel, have a nice, relaxing dinner and get a good night’s sleep. I would most assuredly be well rested for my interview the following morning.

I got to the airport early enough to have a drink and a snack at the airport bar before I boarded my flight. As I sat in the corner of the bar sipping a glass of bourbon and munching on some fried cheese sticks, I spent some time taking in one of my favorite time killing activities. People watching.

I immediately took note of a man sitting at the end of the bar. He had puffy black hair and a prominent handlebar mustache. He was wearing a loud Hawaiian shirt and red plaid pants. As much as his appearance stood out, what really caught my eye was the way he was drinking.

The eccentric man had the bartender line up five shots on the bar. Each shot glass contained a different form of alcohol. If I heard correctly the shots consisted of rum, whiskey, tequila, vodka and gin. The mustached man then proceeded to wolf down each shot one immediately after the other. He followed the alcoholic intake with a theatrical full body shiver. From there he threw some cash at the bartender and waltzed out of the bar.

I was the very first person to board the plane. I took my seat which was located in the middle of the plane on the aisle. I usually have to use the restroom at least one time per flight and hate having to climb over people, so I always make a point to book an aisle seat. 

When I heard muffled laughter coming from the back of the plane, I was a little bit surprised. I was the first one on. I didn’t notice anyone at the back of the plane when I boarded. When I turned to find the source of the laughter, I assumed I’d see a flight attendant in the back of the plane performing some kind of preflight duty. To my surprise I didn’t see anyone. No flight attendant. No other passengers. Nobody.

It was then that other passengers began entering the plane and I shifted my attention from the odd occurrence to checking out my fellow airline passengers.

I immediately took note of the woman carrying an infant. Oh, how I hoped she wasn’t sitting anywhere near me! Luckily she took a seat toward the front of the plane.

Next I noticed an extremely attractive woman with exciting, bright blue eyes. She was within my age range. Whether she was single or not wasn’t relevant because I wasn’t brash enough to attempt to pick up a stranger on a plane. Still, I wouldn’t have minded her sitting next to me. She didn’t however, instead choosing a seat a few rows behind me.

I let out a chuckle when I saw the next passenger boarding. It was the gaudy dressed man with the distinct handlebar mustache. Not surprisingly, he was subtly staggering as he meandered down the aisle. I noticed that he took a seat all the way at the back of the plane.

After all of the people had boarded and taken their seats, my people watching options became scarce so I decided to begin settling in for the flight.

I like to pass time in a plane by reading. I like horror books, preferably horror anthologies that have a collection of several short scary stories. The book I picked for this flight was called Blood Tingling Tales. I decided to start reading while the flight crew prepared for takeoff. I was only a few pages in when I heard a ruckus coming from the back of the plane.

At first I just heard a man ranting about something. Much of what he was saying was a garbled mess and I couldn’t make it out, but I distinctly heard him say “I want to get off this plane! Let me off this plane, now!”

Every passenger on the plane turned around to see what the commotion was about, including me. I wasn’t sure if I should have been surprised or not when I recognized that the person at the center of the hubbub was none other than the handlebar mustached man. He was speaking seriously to one of the flight attendants.

“Stop this plane. I want off! I want to get off this plane right now!”

The flight attendant kept cool and calm as she explained to the hysterical man that the flight was returning to the gate to let him off. She was valiantly attempting to keep the man calm and was asking him if he had any carry-on luggage to take with him.

“I don’t care about my luggage. Just let me off this plane!”

When the plane finally got back to the gate, the intoxicated man hurried down the aisle toward the cabin door and he shouted out a drunken slurred warning to the rest of the passengers on the flight.

“I’m getting off of this plane right now. You should all get off of it too. If you don’t you’re going to die!”

Just before exiting the plane the man stopped and addressed all of us one more time.

“You all need to get off this plane! I don’t care if you believe me or not! You can get off this plane with me and live or you can stay here and die.”

The man then pointed toward the back of the plane.

“That son of a bitch back there is a ghost!”

With that, he departed.

My fellow passengers started looking around at each other in disbelief. Some began laughing and within seconds the plane was abuzz at the outrageous scene we had all just witnessed.

This was undoubtedly going to delay takeoff so I decided to take that opportunity to empty my bladder. While I was in the restroom, I could hear the rumbled chatter within the plane dying down as people transitioned back to their pre-flight rituals.

Upon exiting the restroom, I made a motion to head back to my seat when I did a double-take as I noticed a man standing in the far back corner of the plane with his eyes closed. He was unusually thin and his skin was taut and appeared grayish in color. I jumped when he opened his eyes. They were solid white. No color. No pupil, just solid white eyes. And then he smiled the creepiest of smiles. It was an abnormally wide smile that seemed to take up the majority of his face. That’s when he let forth with a hideous malevolent laugh.

Suddenly the room began to spin. I closed my eyes tight to combat the dizziness. The evil laughter echoed through my mind as I saw a vision of an airplane exploding in the sky.

“I’m going to kill all of you!”

I snapped my eyes open when I heard the demonic voice in front of my face, but everything was back to normal. The spinning sensation had vanished. The ghostly man in the corner was gone. The evil laughter was overtaken by the murmurs of passengers chattering away.

It was then that I realized that the handlebar mustached man must have experienced something similar to me. He wasn’t just a raving, drunken lunatic. He saw the vision. He knew as I now did that this flight was doomed!

“Everybody get off this plane! It’s going to explode!”

I hurried down the aisle shaking people and warning them.

“There’s a ghost on this plane! This plane is going to blow up! It’s going to crash the plane!”

Nobody was taking me seriously. They all thought I was nuts. Multiple people had taken out their phones and were recording my frantic warnings.

“I’m not crazy! I’m not drunk! I just saw a ghost at the back of the plane! It’s going to kill us all!”

I wasn’t going to voluntarily leave. I had to do something or every person on that plane was going to die!

Eventually a troop of security and police officers arrived and physically carried me off the plane as I continued to shout and warn everyone about the premonition I had.

I was arrested and booked for disorderly conduct.

My understanding is that the flight was delayed by three hours during which time they did a thorough search of the entire plane before finally deeming it safe to fly.

The airplane exploded and crashed twenty minutes after takeoff.

There were no survivors.


THE VIAL

I work for a small, independently owned clothing retailer in Nashville TN. Most days it’s a three person operation. My boss, Judy, is there every day we’re open and is normally accompanied by two saleswomen.

On the day in question the saleswomen were me and a younger gal named Tracy. Tracy was fresh out of college, but had learned the ropes quickly.

I always had lunch at a small diner down the street. I ordered the same thing every day, a grilled cheese and fries. I ate there often enough that I could simply say “the usual” when I was asked what I wanted.

I was sitting at the counter chitchatting with the waitress when the commotion began. The first thing we noticed was the sirens. At first we didn’t think anything of it. It was a big city. Occasional sirens were the norm. But on this day there were a lot of them. There must have been a dozen police cars nearing the restaurant and everyone in the establishment took notice.

The harsh sound of screeching tires was followed by a loud crash on the street in front of the diner. Everyone rushed outside to see what happened. The entrance to the restaurant was so jam packed with patrons rubbernecking to witness the cause of the crash, that I wasn’t going to be able to see anything that way.

In the back of the diner near the kitchen was an exit that the employees used. It led to an alley. I hurried out the exit and had a great view of the disorder.

There was a small car that was wrapped around a traffic light. They must have lost control of their vehicle. The driver’s side door of the vehicle was ajar and I didn’t see anyone inside.

A fleet of police cars grinded to a halt and cries of “stop” and “freeze” filled the air. I couldn’t see who they were shouting at, but what I did notice was that it wasn’t just the police in pursuit. I saw military jeeps and cargo trucks.

My focus was so dialed in on the vehicles, that I hadn’t even noticed the man before he barreled into me. He had gray hair and was wearing a white lab coat. His head had a nasty gash that was bleeding profusely. He was huffing and puffing and when I noticed how frenzied he was, I finally realized he was the driver of the crashed vehicle. This was the apparent fugitive they were after!

Before I could even contemplate how to properly react, the distraught man pushed a small vial into my hand. It was the size of a nail polish bottle and held some kind of dark brown liquid.

“This will destroy the world! Get rid of it!”

In his hysterical state, the man pushed the vial against me so hard that the corked top popped off and the contents spilled out all over my hands. When the man noticed this, his eyes opened wide and filled with fear.

“Oh no! Oh my God, no!”

The frantic man held his fear filled gaze on me for a moment before he turned and dashed into the street. He was instantly met with an array of bullets that thudded into his chest and dropped him to the ground.

My scream of terror blended in with the rest of the cries from horrified onlookers, but I didn’t run away. I couldn’t. I was frozen with fright and witnessed two men in army fatigues desperately searching through the dead man’s lab coat. The longer they searched, the more panicked they became.

“I can’t find it! It’s not here!”

They began scanning the area urgently.

“He must have given it to somebody!”

It was the vial! They were looking for the vial.

I could see them looking in my direction, which made sense, that was the direction from which the dead man had come.

What should I do?

My first instinct was to tell the military people what happened. But they were so quick to kill the man in the lab coat, would they kill me too if they knew I had come in contact with the vial?

I hurried back into the restaurant. I snuck a quick peek over my shoulder just before the door closed behind me and could see multiple men in army fatigues rushing my way.

Did they see me? I wasn’t sure. But if they came into the diner and spotted me running, they’d probably shoot first and ask questions later!

I noticed that the kitchen to the diner was empty. The employees were still out front watching the drama, so I stepped into the kitchen and quickly tied on an apron to give the appearance that I belonged there. Just as I picked up a spatula, the exit door flew open and two military men entered.

The men were flustered and appeared worried. They quickly gazed around the diner before affixing their stare on me.

“Did you see anyone come through here?”

I shook my head.

“No. Nobody.”

The men took my statement at face value and dashed back outside.

“They must have gone down the alley! Hurry!”

I could hear dozens of footsteps clomping by the door. I waited until I couldn’t hear them anymore before I took the apron off and left through the entrance of the diner.

I felt like a football player as I darted through the hordes of onlookers who were trying to ascertain what was going on. I didn’t feel safe until I got back to the store.

Judy and Tracy were both standing outside, when I arrived. The store was too far away for them to have seen anything, but they heard enough to know it was something serious.

Judy immediately noticed that I was distressed.

“Are you okay, dear?”

I took in a few deep breaths as I attempted to collect myself.

“Yes, yes…I’m fine. I’ll be okay.”

Tracy seemed less concerned with my condition and more interested in what had happened.

“What’s all the commotion about? Did you see anything?”

There was no way I was going to confide in them. I figured the less people who knew about my contact with the vial, the better.

“No, I didn’t see much. I think there was a car crash.”

Tracy wasn’t satisfied.

“We heard gunshots!”

I shrugged.

“I don’t know.”

That’s when I realized that my hands were burning. They felt like they were on fire!

I let out a shriek of pain as I rushed into the store and into the bathroom. I immediately stuck my hands under the faucet and let cold water flow over them.

I didn’t have time to be concerned with the fact that the cold water wasn’t helping in the slightest because I broke out in an uncontrollable coughing fit.

I leaned over the sink when I felt the vomit rising up in my throat and a burst of bright red blood exploded from my mouth along with thick chunks of tissue.

Then I noticed my hands. They were rotting away in front of my eyes. My flesh was disintegrating and turning into thick, warm, sticky pus. The stench of decay filled the air as I watched my flesh, which now looked like liquefied ground beef, drip off of my hands and splat onto the sink in front of me.

I was horror-struck when I caught my reflection in the mirror. The pale skin of my face looked like rawhide. It had grown taut, accentuating the outline of my skull. My eyes had frosted over white. My pupils were gone. My hair was thinning. I ran my bony fingers through it and it came out in clumps along with bacon-like strips from my scalp.

My entire body felt as though it was engulfed in flames and I would have expected to be hyperventilating at that point, but I wasn’t. As a matter of fact, I wasn’t breathing at all. My chest wasn’t moving. I wasn’t drawing breath. I held my skeletal hand to my heart and felt nothing.

What was happening to me?

I heard a knock at the door, followed by its opening.  Judy popped her head in.

“Are you okay dear?”

When she saw the grotesque thing I had become she opened her mouth to scream, but only a wheeze of disgust emerged.

I’m not sure exactly why, but I wanted to kill Judy. More than that, I wanted to eat her. I charged her, knocked her to the ground and ripped a jagged hunk of meat from her forearm.

Tracy made the mistake of rushing to Judy’s aid. The second she came into my view, I tackled her and sank my teeth into her. Crimson gushed from the wound as I tore stringy strands of flesh from Tracy’s throat.

I never tasted anything so succulent in my life and more importantly, it momentarily stopped the scorching pain that had overtaken my body.

I looked up when I saw Judy step toward me. Her skin seemed to be melting off her body like hot, gooey ice cream. I watched as she lethargically meandered outside and took a bite out of the first person who was unfortunate enough to pass by.

The second mouthful I ripped from Tracy’s body wasn’t as tasty, nor did it ease the burning pain as well as the first bite did. I needed to find someone new to feed on and luckily, there were plenty outside.

Before I could even reach the door, a disgustingly decomposing Tracy had risen up and pushed me out of the way. She needed to feed too.

The competition was fierce, but luckily there were throngs of people to chomp down on. The problem was that each person that we took a bite of rapidly transitioned into the rotten, putrid, oozing beings that we had become.

I sank my teeth into as many people as I could, but within hours everyone I saw was just like me. The source to suppress our blistering pain was quickly becoming scarce, but we’d never stop searching for more.

Never.


I THINK I KILLED SOMEBODY LAST NIGHT

I woke up in my bed with my skull throbbing. I felt like I had been hit in the head with a brick. It took me a few minutes to open my eyes and then a few more minutes before I finally rose up.

When I gazed down at my hands, I was shocked.

“What the hell?”

My knuckles were bloody and my hands were covered in dirt. And I don’t just mean dirty, I mean they were caked in what appeared to be topsoil. I turned my hands over to see that both of my palms were blistered.

I got out of bed, stumbled into the bathroom and was in for another surprise when I looked in the mirror and saw the state of my face. I had a fat lip, a bruise under my left eye and scratches on my neck.

“What the hell happened?”

That was a good question and one I could not answer.

I rested my head in my hands as I tried to remember something, anything, from the previous night.

I live a simple life. I work a 9 to 5 construction job Monday through Friday. I have salad for dinner almost every night and on Friday nights I go to a local pub and drink the night away.

That’s the way the previous night started. I got off work, went to the pub had their Santa Fe salad and started drinking. Shortly after that, I remember absolutely nothing.

I took a shower, got dressed and stepped out on my porch. My neighbor, Adam, was doing some yard work. He spotted me and gave me a courtesy wave and shout.

“Hi, Mark!”

I smiled and waved back. As I bent down to pick up the day’s paper, I noticed a yellow cab dropping off someone down the road. After they dropped them off, they slowly pulled up to my house and stopped.

“You look a hell of a lot better than you did last night!”

I furrowed my brow in confusion as I walked up to the cab.

“You saw me last night?”

The cab driver was an older man with soal patch and wearing a fedora.

“Yeah. I brought you home.”

“Where did I come from?”

“A little house over on Barbary Street.”

“Barbary Street?”

I didn’t know anyone on Barbary Street. And I never went to that neighborhood. It was way on the other side of town.

Why was I there last night?

I had to find out so I hopped into the cab.

“Take me to where you picked me up.”

As the cabbie drove, I leaned over the seat so he could hear my question well.

“Was I bloody and covered in dirt last night?”

He nodded.

“Do you know how I got that way?”

He shook his head.

“You mean I was all covered in dirt and blood when you picked me up and you didn’t ask me what happened?”

He shrugged.

“I get paid to drive folks to and from. Not to ask questions.”

The cab driver pulled up to a small, powder blue, ranch style house. I had no recollection of the house, whatsoever. I verified with the cabbie that this was the correct address and he insisted that it was.

After I paid the cabbie and he departed, I stood in front of the house for a few minutes trying to remember something. Nothing was ringing a bell, so I walked up to the front door and knocked.

There was no answer.

I knocked several more times and got no response. I looked around the quiet neighborhood and didn’t’ see anyone, so I opted to try turning the doorknob. To my surprise the door was unlocked.

I was curious enough about what happened to me the previous night to slowly open the front door to the house and pop my head in.

“Hello? Anyone home?”

There was no answer, so I stepped inside.

The interior of the house was nothing special, but very tidy. I walked through the small house in hopes that something would jog my memory, but I couldn’t remember a damn thing.

I figured I should vacate the premises before someone spotted me prowling around and called the police. As I opened the door, I was met by a short, pudgy woman with light brown hair.

“Are you a friend of Vanessa?”

I put up a confident front to make it seem like I belonged there.

“Yep. I’m a good friend of hers.”

“Were you the one digging in her back yard last night?”

“Digging?”

The neighbor nodded.

“I heard a noise last night at about 3:00am. I looked out the back window and could see a man in her backyard digging a hole or something. I thought that was strange so I wanted to come by today and make sure everything was okay.”

“Oh yeah. Everything’s fine. Thanks for checking.”

The woman held a suspicious gaze on me for a moment before finally walking away. Once she was gone, I quickly went back inside and rushed to the backyard. 

I saw the shovel stuck in the ground next to a mound of churned soil. It took me a few seconds to realize that it had the appearance of a freshly covered grave.

I looked down at my blistered hands.

Did I dig that grave? And if so why?

Did I…kill someone?

I had to get out of the house. If I did murder someone and bury them in the backyard, it probably wasn’t wise to be hanging around. As I started to exit the house, I noticed a red book of matches sitting on a table by the front door. The matchbook read “The Rabbit in Red Lounge.”

I knew the place. It was just a few doors down from the pub that I frequented. It was a highfalutin establishment that served drinks that were way too expensive.

At this point I should have been planning a getaway, but I was too baffled and curious to skip town without finding out some answers, so I decided to stop at The Rabbit in Red Lounge.

The establishment was on the small side and draped in red velvet. I sat at the bar and ordered a club soda and chopped salad. The salad was decent, but not worth the steep price they charged.

When I finished the salad I made a little small talk with the bartender before I slid out a casual question.

“Hey, do you know a girl who comes here named, Vanessa?”

“Yeah, she works here. Was supposed to show up for work an hour ago. I tried calling but got no answer. Probably hung over.”

“Why do you say that?” 
 

“She was here last night for a drink. She was already drunk off her ass. She was bar hopping.”

“Was she with anyone?”

“No. But she did say some creepy guy was following her.”

“Creepy guy? Do you know who?”

He shook his head.

“When did she leave?”

“I don’t know. 9:30pm. 10:00pm, maybe. If you see her, tell her to call me and let me know why she’s late.”

I gave the bartender a nice tip and then got up and left.

Was the creepy guy that was following her, me?

I decided to stop by the pub that I frequented. As I stepped into the pub, I noticed my buddy, Slim, sitting at the bar. When he spotted me his eyes widened. He rushed to my side and spoke in a discreet whisper.

“What the hell man? What did you do last night?”

“What? What do you mean?”

“I saw you chasing a woman down the street.”

“Me? Are you sure?”

“Of course I’m sure! It was two in the morning. I was leaving the pub here and I saw her come running out of the alley and down the street screaming. She only had one shoe on. And her hair was all messed up. And you were chasing her!”

Slim recognized the confused expression on my face.

“You don’t remember.”

“Slim, I don’t remember anything last night!”

“I’m not surprised. You showed up right after work and drank me under the table. How many times have I told you that you need to eat more than just a salad before you start drinking?”

“Do you remember when I left here?”

“It was around 9:30pm or 10:00pm.”

“That early?”

“Yeah, you saw a real pretty blond walk by outside and said you were going to go talk to her. Come to think of it, that was the girl you were chasing!”

I dropped my head into my hands.

“Mark, I hope you didn’t do anything stupid.”

“Yeah. Me too.”

I wasn’t sure where to go from there, so I headed home. As I walked toward my front door, I was approached by my next door neighbor, Adam.

“Hey Mark, the police were just here looking for you.”

My heart sank.

“For me? What did they want?”

“They didn’t say. You’re not in any trouble are you?”

“I hope not.”

I sat in my living room thinking everything through. Based on all the evidence it sure sounded like I killed that woman and buried the body in her backyard. I was contemplating whether or not to turn myself in or make a run for it. But ultimately, I decided I was going to have to be one hundred percent certain before I made a decision. I had to go back to the woman’s house, dig up the grave and see for myself.

I wasted no time once I got to the house. I rushed into the backyard, pulled the shovel out of the ground and began uncovering the grave. The dirt was so soft it would only take a few minutes before I uncovered her dead face…

“Mark?”

I jumped and even let out a yelp when I heard the feminine voice. I looked up to see an extremely attractive blonde with the most heavenly blue eyes I had ever seen. 

“Vanessa?”

“I woke up and you were gone. Kind of a crazy night, huh?”

I took in a few breaths. Did this mean I didn’t kill anyone?

“To be honest, I don’t remember much about last night. I was hoping you could clue me in on some of the details.”

“Sure. Which details?”

“All of them?”

She laughed.

“I was bar hopping around town like I do every Friday night. Everywhere I went, I noticed a big, creepy guy staring at me.”

“Big, creepy guy? You mean, it wasn’t me?”

“You? No! You saw me walking down the road and started chitchatting with me. That’s when I noticed the creepy guy standing in the alleyway, staring at me. I pointed him out and you confronted him.”

“I did?”

“Yes. It was very brave of you, but the guy went crazy and attacked you. He was a lot bigger than you. He was working you over pretty good and had you down on the ground, so I ran over, took off one of my shoes and hit him over the head with it. He let you go, grabbed me by the hair and started shaking me around. That’s when you got back up, spun him around and knocked him out cold with one punch!”

I looked down at my bloody knuckles.

“Really?”

“I freaked out and went running down the street. You caught up to me and together we found a police officer and told him what happened. Turns out, the man was an escaped mental patient they had been looking for.”

“You’re kidding?”

“Nope. The policeman said he was going to come to your house and present you with some kind of citizen award for helping to catch the crazy guy.”

“That explains why they were looking for me. What happened after that?”

“We came back to my place.”

“Oh, really?”

She gave me a playful slap on the shoulder.

“No, not for that! Somehow the subject of salad came up.”

“I’m not surprised. I love salad.”

“And I make the best Greek salad in the world. But you seemed skeptical so I brought you back home to make you a salad. When we got here, I saw that I didn’t have any vegetables and I guess I started ranting about how I needed to plant my own garden. And sweetheart that you are, you went out back and started digging up the ground! It was shortly after that, when I passed out. I woke up this morning and you were gone. But the ground is ready for me to plant a garden! So thank you for that!”

I shook my head in disbelief.

“That was the most fantastic story I have ever heard. It’s a shame I can’t remember any of it. I guess I should stop drinking so much.”

“You and me both.”

We shared a light chuckle and then sat quietly for a long moment before Vanessa finally broke the silence.

“Mark?”

“Yes.”

“Let’s keep the crazy story going. How about a nice, peaceful dinner tonight?”

I smiled.

“It’s a date.”


STRANDED AFTER THE CRASH

The Passenger

My name is Wyatt. I’m a survivor of a commercial plane crash.

The plane crashed into the ocean. Those who died upon impact were the lucky ones. The rest drowned in the depths of the cold, black water.

I would have drowned too if I didn’t see a seat cushion floating by me just as I was about to sink from exhaustion. I grabbed the floatation device and passed out. I found myself washed up on the shore of a deserted island the following day.

The island is small and while there are an abundance of trees, none of them bear fruit or coconuts.

Food is scarce. If I can’t catch fish from the ocean, I go hungry.

There is a tiny stream near the forest’s edge. It’s drinkable if I boil it, but if there’s no rain for a few days, it dries up.

I can’t remember exactly how long I’ve been here. Forty days. Fifty days, maybe.

There was only one other survivor. The pilot of the plane. His name is Blake. He’s not the best companion to be stranded with. As a matter of fact it’s very much like being alone, except I have to split my food and water.

Blake spends most of his time down the beach away from me. I think he plummeted into a deep depression knowing that he was piloting the plane that crashed and killed over two hundred people.

When he does interact with me, he’s short and to the point. I used to check on him during the first few weeks. But one can only hear the words “leave me alone” so often before they begin to take heed of the request.

I sleep in a small cave near the ocean’s edge. On stormy nights, Blake joins me. Otherwise, he sleeps on the beach.

If I catch any fish, I place half of them near the area Blake spends most of his time. He has never done the same for me. Either he’s not trying to catch fish or he’s not sharing.

Sometimes I consider moving to the back end of the island to be away from Blake and we can just live solitary lives and fend for ourselves. But if it’s me that’s keeping Blake alive, that would kill him. I couldn’t do that. So, I do my part to help us both survive.

Once I suggested that we work together to build an SOS fire, but Blake insisted it was a waste of time and energy. Still, I gathered together a large pile of kindling to light if I ever hear a plane nearby. I also used rocks and twigs to create the letters SOS that could be seen from the air.

I’m trying. Without any help from Blake.

We’ve reached the most desperate of times on the island. I hadn’t been able to catch any fish for days and the recent lack of rain had dried up our water source. With the conditions as they were, I knew our time was running out.

It was a warm, still night when I heard the sound. It was distant.

At first I thought it could be the hum of a plane or the blare of a boat’s horn. When I heard the sound again and again and again in rhythmic beats, I realized what it was.

The deep bellow of a bongo drum.

I rushed out of my cave and looked around. I thought maybe it was something Blake was doing, but it was clear that the bongo drums were coming from a great distance away.

From the other side of the island.

I instantly rushed into the dense island jungle toward the sound of the drums. I quickly succumbed to exhaustion as my body was significantly malnourished at that point. I fell to my knees and sucked in as much breath as I could.

After a few deep inhales, my adrenaline kicked in and began flowing through my body. It gave me enough strength to charge forward through the jungle.

The drums were getting louder. I was getting closer. Salvation was upon me!

When the drums abruptly stopped all hope was lost for a fleeting moment. That’s when I saw a scrolled up piece of parchment lying next to a small, primitive shovel that was sticking in the ground.

I rushed to the scroll and unrolled it. The message was scribbled hastily in ink.

Use the shovel to dig three feet into the earth.

There you will find a hatch.

Open it.

Inside the hatch is enough food and water for one person to live on, for ninety days.

On the ninetieth day a boat will arrive on the island and you will be rescued.

The message was no more unbelievable than finding the scroll and shovel in the first place, so I started digging. Within minutes I found a thick, metal hatch with a large wheel latch. It took a fair amount of elbow grease, but I was able to turn the wheel. It squeaked in rusted defiance until the latch unfastened and I pulled the hatch open.

The message on the scroll was correct. There was a virtual stockpile of canned goods and bottled water. I raced down the ladder into the crude, underground shelter, ripped the top off of a can of tomatoes and swallowed them down. I followed that up by chugging two bottles of water. I cried tears of joy as my body absorbed the much needed nutrients.

After a moment of rest, I hurried back up the ladder. I had to tell Blake about the discovery. We had enough food and water to last us forty five days. Then all we had to do was find a way to last another forty five days and we’d be saved!


STRANDED AFTER THE CRASH

The Pilot
My name is Blake. I am the pilot of the plane that crashed.
And I crashed it intentionally.
I have a gambling problem and gambled away my life savings away. And not just mine, but my wife’s too. And my son’s college fund.
When my wife found out about my discrepancy she divorced me and took my son with her.
I had nothing and wanted to end it all. What easier way than to crash the commercial airliner into the ocean? Sure it would kill everyone else on board too, but I didn’t care. I needed to die and this is how I knew to do it.
It took surviving the crash for me to realize I didn’t want to die after all. If I did, I would have rolled off the piece of the wing I woke up floating on and dropped down to the bottom of the ocean.
But I wanted to live!
To my chagrin, I wasn’t the only survivor. A passenger named Wyatt survived as well. This was bad news as he would take up much needed resources on the island.
I stayed away from Wyatt as much as possible. I fished in secret and ate everything I caught. I also hoarded as much water from our miniscule stream as I could.
I found out quickly that I wasn’t a very good fisherman, but it turned out Wyatt was sharing half of his catches with me and that helped to keep me alive.
Sucker.
It was a warm, still night. I found myself lying on the beach staring up at the stars when I heard the drums. They were coming from the other side of the island.
We had been on the island for some time and this was the first sign of human life I had heard. Whoever it was surely would have food and water and a way to take me off of this God forsaken island!
I followed the sound until I found myself staring at three different items in the middle of the jungle. A scrolled up piece of paper, a shovel and a revolver.
I had just finished reading the scroll when I heard Wyatt tearing through the jungle toward me. I picked up the gun and hid in the shadows.
Wyatt read the scroll and helped me out by digging up the ground and opening the hatch. The smile held on his face when he emerged from the ground confirmed the validity of the scroll.
I’d have enough food and water to survive ninety days. Then I’d be rescued. Once I got back home, I’d likely get some settlement money from the airline and after double or tripling that money with some bets, I could be set for life!
Of course, there was the problem of Wyatt who was actually excited when he saw me.
“Blake, you’re not going to believe what I just found!”
The damned fool didn’t even notice I was pointing a gun at him.
The first shot seemed to surprise him. The second shot dropped him to the ground. I put the final bullet in the back of his head and that was the end of Wyatt.



STRANDED AFTER THE CRASH

The Island
I am the island.
Many people are sent to me after they die. I help to decide whether they are candidates for moving forward or going elsewhere.
In this case, Wyatt passed the test with flying colors while Blake failed miserably.
Two hundred and seventeen people died in the plane crash that day.
Wyatt and Blake were just two of them.
Two down. Two hundred and fifteen to go.



THE END
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A QUICK WORD FROM THE AUTHOR

So you finished Chunks of Terror Vol. 1 and you’re thirsty for more! Worry not, for you still have two more volumes to go!

DID YOU KNOW?

If you sign up for my newsletter, not only will I keep you up to date on all my latest work, but I’ll also give you some free stuff!

You can sign up at my website:

https://www.maniacontheloose.com

Or go directly to the sign up page, right here:

https://subscribepage.io/maniac

Now, prepare to be plunged head first into Chunks of Terror Vol. 2!

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

Enjoy the ride.


THE POPE LICK MONSTER

The Pope Lick Monster, also known as The Goat Man, is said to be a half-man, half-goat beast that lives under a railroad trestle bridge in Central Kentucky.

The bridge itself is a sight to behold. Built in the late 1800’s, the towering railroad trestle bridge is 90 feet tall and 772 feet in length.

The rusted appearance of the bridge gives the misconception that it is abandoned and no longer in use, but that’s not true. The reality is that freight trains cross the Pope Lick Trestle Bridge multiple times each day.

The bridge is nestled within a scenic 4,000 acre parkland surrounded by a plush canvas of trees. There are several walking paths zigzagging throughout the parkland that offer breathtaking views of the trestle bridge, Pope Lick Creek and the neighboring woodlands.

The legend of the Pope Lick Monster goes back over 100 years when the Farnsworth Circus train derailed on the bridge. The train car housing the ensemble of the circus freak show dangled off the edge of the bridge before succumbing to gravity and crashing to the earth. All of the occupants were killed. However, they never did find the body of Grady the Goat Man.

Many believe the Goat Man to still be residing in the woods under the Pope Lick Bridge. They claim the sinister creature attempts to lure people onto the top of the bridge by using voice mimicry in hopes that the person will be hit by an oncoming train. Others suggest the Pope Lick Monster jumps from the trestle bridge onto the cars traveling down the quiet road that passes under the bridge. Some legends claim the beast attacks people with a blood stained axe.

Even if the Pope Lick Monster is nothing more than an urban legend, the fact is that more than a dozen people have died over the years when venturing onto the trestle bridge in search of the creature.

But there are many who insist that the Pope Lick Monster is indeed real, for they have encountered the beast.

The following are the tales of those who have had terrifying experiences with The Pope Lick Monster.


THE POPE LICK MONSTER
The Walking Trail

Pope Lick Road passes under the Pope Lick Bridge. On one side of the road, Pope Lick Creek passes under the bridge. And on the other side of the road, a walking trail passes under it.

I use the walking trail a few days a week for cardio. Being a single woman, I don’t think it wise for me to walk down the trail by myself after dark, even though it’s a nice area.

After a long day at work, I was looking forward to unwinding with a nice long walk, but I had worked late and dusk had fallen. Even so, I opted against my better judgment and took a walk on the trail after dark.

I never walk using headphones or ear buds like many people do. I like to be able to hear my surroundings. Since the walking trail winds by the edge of the woodlands, I hear the magical songs of various birds during the day. But on this night, the crickets had taken over and I was finding their constant chirp, peaceful.

Just as I was walking under the trestle bridge, I took note that the crickets had abruptly halted their chirping. It was replaced with a deafening silence. The hair stood up on the back of my neck. I could sense something was wrong.

I let out a startled squeal when I heard the heavy rustling of something near the forest’s edge, just a few feet away from me. The sound was accompanied by deep, raspy breath and a cavernous guttural growl. While bears are uncommon in these parts, it wasn’t impossible that’s what it was.

I transitioned into a jog to get away from whatever was stirring around in the woods. Then I heard a crunching snap as it burst through the tree line. I spun around when I heard the clickety-clack of hooves on the trail behind me.

The moon was bright that night but it was behind whatever was on the trail just twenty feet away from me, thus I could only see the creature’s silhouette. Whatever it was, it was huge. Seven feet tall and broad. It was evident along the silhouette’s edges that the creature was covered in hair. And it seemed to be clutching something. When the creature took a step toward me, the moonlight cast a glint of light revealing that it was holding a large axe.

It was then that a car happened to be driving down Pope Lick Road toward the bridge. I immediately jumped out in front of the car, screaming for help and waving my arms around like a lunatic. As the man driving started asking me what was wrong, I turned and pointed at the monster…but it was gone and the silence of the night had been shattered by the chirps of crickets once again.

The man drove me away from there and I never walked down that trail ever again. Day or night.


THE POPE LICK MONSTER
The Bridge

It was a crisp, cool, beautiful autumn day. I had been hiking through the parkland woods. I exited the woods near the trestle bridge and was walking through a field near it, when I heard the loud scream of a young child.

It was coming from atop the bridge.

The year had been difficult on me. I was a single mother who lost my daughter to leukemia eight months previous. The scream of the child sounded just like my daughter. I didn’t hesitate to spring into action.

Near the road, under the bridge is a steep slope that one can ascend to get to the top of the bridge. It has a large fence around it to make it difficult for anyone to get to the top and potentially kill themselves.

The fence didn’t slow me down. I climbed over it like a squirrel and raced to the top. By the time I was able to get to the bridge, the screaming had stopped.

“Hello? Where are you?”

The voice that responded sounded exactly like my daughter’s voice. The similarity was eerie.

“I’m here! Help me!”

I couldn’t see anyone, but the voice was coming from the middle of the trestle bridge which was over seven hundred feet long.

“Where are you?”

“I’m stuck under the bridge! Hurry!”

I swear that voice was my daughter’s. I tore down the train tracks that covered the top of the bridge as I followed the agonizing cry of the little girl who sounded like she was in pain.

When I reached the dead center of the Pope Lick Trestle Bridge, the voice went silent. I bent down onto my hands and knees and yelled out.

“Where are you?”

I got a response in the form of a cackle of laughter. But it wasn’t the laughter of a little girl. It was a deep, demonic laugh.

Before I could grasp what was happening I was shocked by the reverberating, ear piercing roar of a train horn. When I looked up, I could see the train’s headlight motoring toward me. 

I let out a loud scream as I got up and began the race of my life against the train. I could feel the bridge shaking underneath me as the train reached the bridge. The horn continued to blare, drowning out my own screams.

I never looked back. I didn’t have to. I could hear the chug of the locomotive and the metallic rattle of it gliding over the tracks.  It was gaining on me. It was going to run me over and flatten me. That’s what I knew in my heart, but I kept my mind positive. I kept telling myself I could do it, I could do it.

I swear I could feel the heat of the train racing up behind me as I reached the end of the bridge and jumped forward off of the tracks. The train whooshed past before I even hit the safety of the ground.

I barely survived that day. But something tried to kill me. Something mimicked the voice of my dearly departed daughter to lure me to the middle of the bridge to be ravaged by the train.


THE POPE LICK MONSTER
The Dare

Legend has it that if you walk to the middle of the Pope Lick Bridge, you could summon The Pope Lick Monster.

There were three of us. Me and my buddies, Kevin and Buzz. We were in 8th grade. During school we had been daring each other all day to go out on the bridge and call out to the Goat Man.

Honestly, I didn’t think we would do it. When we started walking out to the bridge, I figured at some point we’d stop and turn around, but we didn’t and suddenly there we were standing at the edge of the Pope Lick Bridge. It was so high up off the ground, it took my breath away. And the bridge was so long, we couldn’t even see the other end of it. I’m not kidding.

Buzz and I were relentless in our daring of each other. It reached a point that neither of us could back down. We had to go through with it. We had to walk out on that bridge and summon the Goat Man.

At the time, we teased Kevin for not going with us, but in reality he was the smart one. He wasn’t dumb enough to risk his life over some stupid dare like Buzz and I were.

As we walked down the narrow railroad bridge, it got so windy. I remember worrying that one of those wind gusts might blow us off the bridge.

Buzz was braver than I was. He kept looking down over the edge of the bridge and commenting on how far up we were and how dead we’d be if we fell. No doubt he was saying those things to scare me and make me run off the bridge to safety so he could tease me for the rest of our lives. But the fact was that he wasn’t exaggerating on either point.

“Goat Man. Where are you? We summon you.”

We kept calling out to the Pope Lick Monster as we walked over the bridge. And the farther we got, the more brazen Buzz became with his beckoning.

“C’mon Goat Man. Where are you? Show yourself? Where’s the big bad monster at?”

It was then that we both heard the train coming. We looked at each other with fear ridden expressions. The dare was off. This was life or death and we were not reluctant to run away and get off that death trap of a bridge.

I felt the vibration of the train hitting the bridge, just before I reached Kevin and the safety of solid ground. I figured Buzz was right behind me, but that’s when I heard him screaming.

“Help me! Help me!”

I turned to see Buzz standing on the bridge. He was still twenty feet away from safety as the train rushed toward him.

And he wasn’t moving.

“C’mon Buzz! Run! The train is almost on you!”

“I can’t! It has me! The Goat Man has me!”

Buzz kept looking down at his pant leg and his expression became even more horrified. He saw something. There was something on the side of the bridge. Something terrifying. Was it the Goat Man? Was it grabbing his pants and keeping him from escaping the train?

By the petrified look on Buzz’s face, I say yes.

It was seconds later when the train crushed him. The last thing I remember seeing was Buzz’s head splatter all over that bridge.

That happened over thirty years ago. To this day, I still wake up screaming from the nightmares.


THE POPE LICK MONSTER
The Road

Pope Lick Road is a quiet little two lane road. I live in the town of Fisherville. I drive under the trestle bridge every day on my way to and from work. For years I had never experienced anything unusual around the bridge, but one cold December night that all changed.

I had worked late that night and then went out to dinner and a movie with my girlfriend. By the time I dropped her off and headed home, it was well after midnight.

As I drove under the bridge, I startled when I felt a thud on the roof of my car. At first I thought someone had dropped a cinderblock down on my roof from the top of the bridge. But had that been the case, there wouldn’t have still been pounding. Someone had jumped onto my roof and was hammering away at it, so I hit the brakes and came to a skidding stop. The force of my abrupt halt sent the culprit hurling off of my car and through the air. They landed in a heap about twenty feet in front of my vehicle.

I gasped as the culprit rose to their hooved feet. It was The Pope Lick Monster that I had heard about for so many years. I thought it was nothing more than a fairytale, but there it was, standing before me.

The monster was huge. Seven feet tall, maybe more. It was thick and muscular. Its legs were covered in bushy, black fur. The hair both gradually thinned out and lightened in color as it climbed up the monster’s body. By the time it reached the monster’s chest, the hair was snow white.

The creature had an elongated snout, piercing red eyes and long, curved horns protruding from its head. When it let forth with a deep, angry, hideous bellow, it revealed its razor teeth. And as if the monster wasn’t intimidating enough, it was holding a hefty battle axe with a blood stained blade.

I wasn’t going to wait around for it to make another move, so I stomped on the accelerator and took aim at the mighty beast with my car. When I was inches away from impacting the creature, it sidestepped out of the way while simultaneously bringing its axe down on the hood of the car. This caused me to spin out.

My vehicle came to a rest just off of the side of the road. The engine had died. I immediately started trying to start it back up, but the engine was just turning over and wouldn’t start! I continued trying to get the engine going as I peered out my window at the enraged beast. It let out another ghastly howl of fury before charging toward me.

The creature was only a few feet from ramming my car with its horns when the engine roared to life. I floored it and spun forward back onto the road. I didn’t let off the gas until I could no longer see The Pope Lick Monster in my rearview mirror.


THE BAIT

When I was 10 years old, I used to go fishing a lot with my friend Ernie. Our favorite fishing hole was Shudder Lake. It was a small lake near a forest preserve. The great thing about it was it was set deeper in the woods than most people went, so not everyone knew about it.

When we fished at Shudder Lake, we were usually the only ones there, but there was one jogger we would see occasionally. He was athletically built, had wavy brown hair and always smiled when he saw us. Sometimes he’d stop and ask us if the fish were biting. He even said he’d like to join us one day if he had time. He was always very friendly and seemed nice.

It was a Friday and Ernie and I had plans to go fishing at Shudder Lake right after school, but Ernie got sick during the day and went home early. I stopped by his house on the way home, hoping that he’d be feeling better and could still go fishing with me, but his mom said he was in bed and couldn’t go out.

I thought about just going home. I usually didn’t fish alone. But still, I had my pole and a carton of worms I had spent time catching during recess, so I thought I’d do a little bit of fishing by myself for an hour or two.

I hadn’t been at the lake long when I started wishing I had just gone home. The fish weren’t biting at all and I was getting a little bit frustrated. I was contemplating whether or not I should leave when I heard a voice.

“Hey, where’s your little friend at?”

I turned to see the jogger. He was dressed in his normal jogging attire which consisted of sneakers, black spandex shorts and a colorful t-shirt. He was walking toward me.

“He’s sick.”

“Oh that’s too bad. Are you here alone?”

I nodded, but he seemed to want further clarification.

“Your dad didn’t drive you here?”

“No. I walked.”

“You don’t have any other friends nearby?”

I shook my head and he stepped up to me and bent down so that he was at my eye level.

“Are the fish biting today?”

“Nope. Not at all. I was just about to leave.”

“What kind of bait are you using?”

I pointed to the carton of worms next to me. The jogger picked up it, removed a small, wriggling worm from the dirt within and inspected it.

“Well, no wonder you’re not having any luck. The fish don’t want these puny little worms. You need to get you some big, fat, juicy night crawlers!”

I nodded. He was correct. Night crawlers would have been my preference, but I couldn’t find any during recess. I was about to tell him as much, but he started talking again.

“Hey, you know what kind of bait works even better than night crawlers?”

I shook my head.

“What?”

His smile widened.

“You won’t believe it, but I swear it’s the truth. This stuff gets the fish in a frenzy. They literally fight over it!”

I was intrigued and wanted to know more.

“Really? What is it?”

He looked around as if it were some big secret that he didn’t want anyone else to know before opening his mouth like he was going to tell me, but then he paused.

“You know what? It’ll be easier if I show you. I have some in my van. I’ll let you have it. If it works well for you, I’ll bring you more.” 

The jogger stood up, started walking and motioned to me.

“C’mon.”

I left my fishing pole by the lake, got up and started following the man. We walked down a trail through the woods toward one of the parking lots. He chatted with me as we walked.

“So, do you have a girlfriend?”

I wrinkled up my nose in disgust.

“Girlfriend? Yuck!”

He chuckled.

“I’m with you. Girls are no fun. I like boys.”

Something about that comment seemed odd. But it didn’t deter me from continuing to follow him to his van. It was a beat up old white van with no windows in the back. It was the only vehicle in the parking lot. There was nobody else around. The jogger walked to the back door of the van and slid it open.

“You see that box?”

The jogger pointed to a small cardboard box that was on the other side of the van.

“The bait is inside there. Climb up in there and get it.”

It was really stupid for me to do it, but I was so anxious to find out what the secret bait was that I climbed into the van and crawled toward the box. As I was doing so, the jogger said something to me that made me come to an abrupt halt.

“Do you know what sex is?”

I knew what sex was. I also knew it wasn’t appropriate for him to be talking to me about it. I turned and looked at him with a confused expression. Then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw something in the jogger’s van that sent a chill through my body.

Handcuffs.

At the back of the van, I noticed handcuffs that were connected to thick chains which were fastened to the wall of his darkened van.

That’s when I knew I was in serious trouble. I needed to get out of that van and fast!

The jogger was blocking the exit of the door I had entered through, so I turned my attention to the door on the other side of the van. I immediately noticed that the interior handle of that door had been removed. There was no way to open it from inside.

I had no doubt that the door he was holding open had the same kind of setup. If he slid the door shut, I’d be trapped in the van, so I shot forward like a bullet and tried to squeeze past the jogger, but he began to wrestle with me.

“Oh, no you don’t!”

He was trying to push me back into the van as I kicked and screamed. It was simple luck that one of my kicks hit him square in the nose and caused him to stagger backwards a few steps. That was my opportunity and I took it! I bolted from the van and began to run.

“Get back here!”

I could hear his footsteps racing up behind me as he gave chase. This guy was an athletic jogger. There was no way I could outrun him. I was doomed!

It was then that another car pulled into the parking lot. I ran screaming toward it waving my hands wildly as I cried out. The car raced up to me and stopped. I could see two people in the car, a man and woman in their early 20’s. The man stopped the car and got out. I ran to him while screaming “He’s chasing me!”

The young man yelled out at the jogger.

“Hey, what are you doing?”

He then called out to the girl in his car.

“Call the police!”

I was bawling at that point. As the young man held me in his arms, I turned around to see the jogger hustling to his van. He got in and burned rubber out of the parking lot.

The police arrived at the park a short bit later and I told them everything that happened.

They never caught the guy.

I try not to think about what would have happened if I hadn’t escaped the van and those people hadn’t arrived when they did.

I spent the rest of my childhood anxiously waiting for the day when I would be old enough that I didn’t have to worry about anyone kidnapping me anymore.


DARKNESS IN THE DUNGEON

My name is Lily and I’m an avid fan of Halloween haunted attractions.

When I was a pre-teen my parents would take me to various haunted mazes and hayrides around Halloween time. These were very tame with light scares.

When I was a young teenager, I graduated to the more basic type haunted houses which entail groups of people navigating darkened halls. These attractions include creepy decorations, live actors and lots of jump scares.

Some of the more upscale haunted attractions have high production values, a lot of live actors dressed up as horrifying creatures and some very impressive animatronics.

As I got older I found the basic haunted house attractions to be lacking in intensity and I began to discover what is referred to as extreme haunts.

In case you’re not familiar with what that means, think of your basic haunted house Halloween attraction taken to the extreme! The extreme haunts are meant for adults only. They tend to be visually gory. Some of the actors are dressed in risqué costumes. And the biggest difference from the basic haunted house experience is that the actors are allowed to touch you.

There are varying degrees of extreme haunts. The more mild ones mostly involve the actors grabbing your ankles or arms as you walk through. Sometimes they grab customers and shake them or push them around in a rough manner. That’s about the extent of it.

The next level of extreme haunts involves the actors grabbing customers and pulling them away from their groups and sometimes tying them to a table and administering mild electrical shocks.

And then there are the hardcore extreme haunts. These are the haunts that truly push one’s physical and mental boundaries. It becomes more of an immersive experience where you become a character in your own horror movie!

I had never done a hardcore extreme haunt before, but I was very curious about the experience and felt as though I were ready to give one a try. I decided to choose one of the most intense extreme haunts in the country known as Darkness in the Dungeon

When I arrived at the Darkness in the Dungeon haunt, I immediately took heed of their immense warning sign. It stated that everyone will go through the haunt all alone. It cautioned that inside Darkness in the Dungeon one may experience touching, foul odors, fog, strobe lights, loud noises, various liquids, physical restraints, claustrophobia, abusive language, insects, suffocation, saliva and simulated rape.

I was the final customer to enter Darkness in the Dungeon that night. I stood before a large wooden door which creaked open. I was instructed to step inside. When the heavy door slammed shut behind me, I was immersed in darkness for a few seconds before a bright light zapped to life. I found myself in a white room. A woman in a nurse’s outfit entered the room and presented me with a waiver to sign. It basically said they were not liable if I was injured in any way.

After signing the wavier, I was directed into a small, grimy, dimly lit room and was greeted by a man dressed in black and wearing a mask.

“What’s your name?”

“Lily.”

“We can touch you. You cannot touch us. Your safe word is yellow. If at any time Darkness in the Dungeon becomes too intense for you, say the safe word and your experience will immediately end. Do you understand?”

I nodded. This angered the ski masked man.

“Give me a verbal response! Do you understand?”

His tone was sharp and made me jump. I answered quickly.

“Yes. Yes, I understand.”

Upon agreeing to the terms, he opened a thin door behind him which led to a long, black hallway. He shoved me into the hallway and closed the door behind me. Within seconds the lights in the hallway blacked out and I was in complete and total darkness. I literally could not see my hand in front of my face. Believe me, I tried.

I felt my way down the seemingly endless hallway. The walls were covered in cold, sticky slime of some sort. I held my hand to my nose and smelt it. The substance had a strong metallic scent. Within a few minutes I realized the hallway was growing thinner. It wasn’t long before I had to turn sideways to fit down the hall. The frigid slime had coated my clothing and acted as a lubricant to help me slide through the frighteningly skinny corridor. It was a good thing that I was rather flat chested or I don’t know how I would have been able to wriggle through.

Finally, the hallway began to widen, but as it got wider, the ceiling became shorter. In no time I was down on my hands and knees crawling. The farther I went, the lower the ceiling got. Eventually, I had to get flat on my chest to continue forward.

I was surprised as how well I was handling the claustrophobic experience, but realized I started patting myself on the back too soon. When I hit a dead end, a shiver of panic jolted through my body. The hallway had halted at a wall.

I was lying on my stomach with the ceiling pressing down against me. I tried to back up, but wasn’t able to. I was stuck. I couldn’t move. I tried to keep it together, but let forth with a scream when I suddenly heard the loud buzz of something mechanical. Being that I was in total darkness, I had no idea where the source of the grinding gears was coming from. That is until I felt the ceiling start to drop at a slow, steady pace against my back.

I was being crushed!

The ceiling was heavy. It wasn’t some hollow wooden board that would give way. It felt like a giant cement block and it wasn’t stopping! The weight of the ceiling was restricting my breath and I actually felt my spine pop like I was getting an adjustment from a chiropractor.

Something was wrong! The mechanism controlling the ceiling had malfunctioned and was going to crush me to death!

Knowing that I was going to die, I was just about to holler out the safe word, when I heard a deafening motorized hiss. In a flash the ceiling rose up to a normal height and a door in front of me swung open. I jumped to my feet and hurried through the door, which pounded shut behind me.

I was now in a room with rapid flashing strobe lights. It was very disorienting, but there was no mistaking the person standing in front of me who was covered in blood. It took me a few seconds to realize that the walls of the room were mirrors and that I was staring at my own reflection. The slimy substance coating the hallway was fake blood. At least I hoped it was fake.

I had only been able to focus on my reflection for mere seconds before a side door flung open and a naked man wearing a clown mask rushed into the room. He ran to me and immediately placed a clear plastic bag over my head. I stared in horror at myself in the mirror as I frantically tried to draw breath, but there was none to be had. I was being suffocated! I actually started to see black spots in my vision and I became light headed before the crazed clown pulled the bag off my head. I bent over with my hands on my thighs as I replenished my lungs with oxygen. Just as I caught my breath, the naked clown man pressed me against the mirrored wall and hissed at me.

“Do you want to use the safe word?”

I shook my head defiantly.

“No!”

“Do you want to continue?”

“Yes!”

There was something about the fact that he was asking me if I wanted to use the safe word that helped me realize this was all part of the show and no matter how bad it got, they weren’t going to kill or maim me.

The naked clown man shoved me into another room which reeked of overwhelming body odor. The room was made up to be a dingy locker room. A beefy man wearing a white wife beater tank top and black pants was slicking his hair back in the mirror and turned around as though surprised by my presence. His gravelly voice echoed through the room.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?”

He began looking me up and down in the sleaziest of ways.

“Just when I thought I couldn’t get any hornier.”

It was then that I remembered one of the warnings on the sign out front saying “simulated rape.” This was not an experience I wanted to have! I immediately started scanning around the room for an exit. There was a door behind the man and he realized I intended to escape before he could do whatever it was he had planned.

“Oh no girly. You ain’t goin’ nowhere.”

I tried to rush past him, but he reached out, grabbed me by my skinny arm and threw me around like a rag doll. Within seconds he had me plastered to the floor and had no problems ripping my shirt and pants off leaving me in just my bra and panties. He laid all of his weight on me as he roughly ran his hand up my thigh and stopped just inches from my crotch.

“Say the safe word.”

I shook my head with defiance. This made him furious.

“Say the safe word or I’m going to bury myself inside of you!”

He couldn’t rape me. I knew he couldn’t. This was just an act. It was all theatrics. He might rough me up, but he wouldn’t actually rape me.

“No! No, I won’t say it!”

He smirked.

“Sounds to me like you want me to stick it to you. Is that what you want, bitch?”

I shook my head.

“No!”

He gripped his brawny hand around my throat, moved his face centimeters from mine and then proceeded to run his grotesque tongue up and down my cheek.

I was trying my best to be brave, but I couldn’t stop the tears from rolling down my cheeks. Finally, the big man got off of me, stood up and stared down at me in disgust before spitting in my direction.

“Filthy slut. I’m afraid I might catch disease.”

He pointed to the door I had tried to escape to.

“Get the hell out of here!”

He didn’t have to tell me twice! I dashed out the door and into the next room.

The centerpiece of this room was a pillory. The large wooden framework was fastened to a thick post in the middle of the room. The pillory had restraining holes for head and hands. As I focused on the medieval device, someone yanked me by the back of my hair and shoved me to the pillory. In the blink of an eye they had lifted up the top half and stuck my head and hands within before dropping it shut.

I tried to lift the top board up with my wrists but it wouldn’t budge. I was now a prisoner. As I awaited this next grisly experience, I realized this was more of a torture chamber than a haunt and I wasn’t sure how much more I could take.

I listened to the echo of slow, steady footsteps inching toward me. Finally, the man came into view. He was tall. His tight gray t-shirt revealed his rippling muscles. He was bald headed and held a constant mischievous grin that revealed his gold front tooth.

“I like your fingers.”

He ran his rough, calloused hand over my slender fingers.

“I want one of them.”

The gold toothed man withdrew an unusually large pair of garden pruners and snapped them open and closed a few times before placing my pinky into the jaws. He slowly began squeezing the pruners. He was applying much more pressure than I expected and I could feel the blade beginning to pierce my skin.

“Hey!”

I was able to shift my eyes enough to see blood running down my pinky and he wasn’t stopping there. How far was this psycho going to go with this? It wouldn’t take much more for him to lop my finger clear off. When I shifted my eyes to his face, I could tell by his expression that he had every intention of severing my finger from my hand!

“Yellow! Yellow! Yellow!”

The man let out a deep chuckle as he continued to apply pressure to the pruners.

“Hey! I said the safe word! Now stop!”

The gold toothed man let out a laugh and I heard someone from across the room speak up.

“She said the safe word. That’s enough! Stop!”

A man rushed into my view. He was wearing a navy blue jacket that appeared to have a security guard emblem on the upper arm.

The security guard stared at the gold toothed man for a long moment with a confused expression.

“Hey. You don’t work here. Who the hell are you?”

The gold toothed man let out another malevolent cackle. That’s when the security guard turned to me and lifted the top of the pillory up.

“Run!”

Just as I got free, the gold toothed man grabbed the security guard, slammed him against the wall and began stabbing him with the pruners.

I bolted through the door and ran through multiple rooms. As I rushed through, I noticed several of the actors in those rooms startling at my arrival as though they weren’t expecting me yet. I didn’t slow down to say anything to any of them. I kept running until I pushed open a door and was hit with a blast of crisp autumn air.

The ski masked man was standing outside and caught me as I rushed into his arms. The man pulled off his ski mask revealing shaggy, blonde hair.

“Congratulations, you survived Darkness in the Dungeon.”

“What? I…I did it?”

“You sure did. Most people don’t make it through without using the safe word.”

“But…I did use the safe word. I used it when that man tried to cut off my finger.”

The blonde man held the most confused expression on his face, so I held up my finger to show him the blood. He was perplexed.

“Someone tried to cut off your finger?”

I nodded.

“Yes. And then he attacked the security guard who tried to stop him!”

The blonde man’s expression got serious as he looked back and forth between me and the door I exited from. He grabbed by the upper arms and shook me slightly as he spoke.

“Listen to me. Get to your car and get out of here! Hurry!”

The blonde man let me go and dashed into the building. I opted to follow the man’s instructions and hurried toward my car. As I reached out for the door handle, I heard a familiar, sinister voice coming from in front of my vehicle.

“Leaving so soon?”

I gazed toward the voice and my fears were confirmed. The gold toothed man was standing in front of my car brandishing the huge pruners. His shirt was speckled with the blood of the security guard he murdered.

“I’m not done with you yet!”

I began to tremble in terror. My only chance at that point was to turn and run back to the Darkness in the Dungeon building and hope he hadn’t slaughtered everyone.

As I whirled around to begin my mad dash, I froze when I saw that I had been encircled by people. I recognized some of them. The blonde man holding the ski mask, the brawny man who acted like he was going to rape me, the naked man in the clown mask and over a dozen other people. I was confused when they all began applauding. A few of them let loose with enthusiastic hooting.

Did they not see the gold toothed maniac standing behind me?

I turned to see if he was still there and he was. He too was applauding and smiling in a sincere, friendly fashion.

I spun back around when I heard the voice of the blonde haired man.

“Nobody has ever finished Darkness in the Dungeon without using the safe word. But you made it further than anyone ever has! Congratulations, Lily!”


THE CREEPY HOUSE NEXT DOOR

I’m a single father. My daughter, Ella, is 9 years old. Her mother passed away while giving birth to her. It’s been just us ever since. And if I’m being honest, it has been difficult.

I’m a carpenter. I work for a home construction company. I work six days a week. My hours are long, but it’s necessary to support us. The spare time I have is minimal, but I spend it all with my daughter. I’m trying. I’m trying hard. And while we’re doing okay, I don’t get to devote as much time to her as I would prefer.

I hire a babysitter to watch Ella from the time she gets home from school until I get home from work. I usually get home between 6pm and 9pm most days. I’m not exaggerating when I say Ella spends more time with the babysitter than with me.

We recently bought a new home. It’s a two story Victorian that is much bigger than what we need, but the price was right. It needed some work, but I could do that in my spare time and it was an opportunity for me to show Ella what I do for a living. Who knows, maybe she would find it interesting.

More importantly, the house is located much closer to the majority of the jobs that I do which allows me to get home a little earlier than usual. Every extra minute I could spend with Ella is something to be treasured.

The house is situated all the way at the end of a dead end street in a very quiet suburban neighborhood. The fact that our road doesn’t lead anywhere limits the street traffic to our few neighbors when they come and go.

The house next door is vacant and quite frankly, rather creepy. It too is of the Victorian style, but much larger than our house. The gloomy gray exterior is worn and neglected. Shutters hang lopsided from multiple windows, many of which are cracked. Parts of the porch are visibly rotted and sunken. It’s clear that nobody has lived there in a very long time.

After a couple of months we had settled in nicely and while the extra time I had to spend with Ella was minimal, it was significant. We were both happier than we had been in some time.

It was a Thursday night when I got home very late. It was near 10:00pm and Ella was ready for bed. After I read her a bedtime story and tucked her into bed Ella said something that I wasn’t expecting.

“I saw someone next door.”

She motioned to the big, vacant house that loomed outside her bedroom window.

“Who did you see?”

“A man. He was standing in the window, looking at me.”

I stepped to Ella’s window. A window on the 2nd floor of the creepy house next door was positioned directly across from Ella’s bedroom window. If a man had been standing there he would have been able to see Ella well.

I studied the darkened window and all the other windows I could see in the house. They were all dark.

“Ella, be sure to shut your curtains if you change clothes in here, do you understand?”

She smiled.

“I know, daddy.”

I kissed her goodnight, went downstairs and cracked open a beer. I sat on my front porch staring at the creepy house next door for any signs of life. My fear was that vagrants may be using the house. Or drug addicts. Or high schoolers using it as a sex hangout. These were the types of people I did not want around my young daughter.

The house was even spookier at night. The moonlight cast a ghastly glow over the structure. Long shadows stretched over the house’s winding porch. A layer of mist had settled along the foundation. It was the stuff of nightmares. I listened intently for any evidence of something stirring about within, but the night was deathly still and silent. And the creepy house next door appeared as vacant as ever.

My trusty babysitter was a college student named Ashley. She was in her early 20’s. She loved Ella as much as Ella loved her. I called her from work the next day to tell her of Ella’s experience and asked her if she would look out Ella’s window from time to time to see if she noticed anyone next door.

When I arrived home, Ashley answered the door and seemed mildly flushed. I could tell something had happened.

“What’s wrong? Where’s Ella?”

She was quick to calm me.

“Ella is fine. Everything is all right. But just after dark, Ella was in her room and said she saw something in the window of the creepy house next door.”

“What was it? What did she see?”

“She said she saw glowing eyes. I immediately went up there and looked out the window and didn’t see anything unusual.”

I checked on Ella. She was a little shaken, but she was a tough little girl and was handling the scare well. I asked her what she saw through the window of the creepy house next door. She echoed what Ashley had stated. Glowing eyes.

Ella isn’t one to tell fables. If she said she saw something, she saw it. But it was possible that her eyes were playing tricks on her. Perhaps she saw the reflection of headlights on the glass and thought they were mischievous glowing eyes. It was also possible that one or more people were in the house next door shining flashlights around and that’s what she saw.

I decided to take a closer look and walked over to the creepy house next door. It was a foreboding structure. I felt goosebumps break out on my arms as I approached it. I followed the cobblestone walkway that was overtaken by weeds. It led to the rickety porch. It creaked with anger as I put my weight on it and stepped up to the front door. The door was thick, dark stained wood with a rusted Egyptian faced doorknocker.

I stood at the door for a few minutes and listened. The air was still. The surrounding nightlife was silent. If someone were in that house scurrying about, I figured I’d hear them and my assumption was quickly proven correct.

I heard the loud creak of a door within the house open.

Someone was in there, so I put the door knocker to use and rapped it against the door.

All was silent for a moment and then I heard a door slam shut. 

I knocked again, this time using my knuckles.

“Hello? Is anyone in there?”

Nothing. No response. No sound. Just quiet.

I carefully stepped up to one of the front porch windows, cupped my hand against the glass and looked in, but it was pitch black inside. There was no illumination whatsoever. After a few more minutes, I gave up and went back home.

The following day something rare occurred. I got off work early and made it home just after Ella arrived home from school. I let Ashley go home and Ella and I got to work on some home improvements. We spent the majority of the afternoon replacing the lattice around our front porch. Ella either enjoyed carpentry or was simply happy that I was home early because she was beaming the entire time.

After we ate dinner, I did the dishes and Ella went to her bedroom to change into her night clothes. I startled when I heard her scream. I raced up the stairs. When I barged into Ella’s room, I found her staring out her bedroom window. She was white as a ghost and was trembling with fear.

“What happened, Ella?”

She pointed at the window of the creepy house next door.

“I saw the man again.”

I quickly looked outside but didn’t see anyone.

“Was he watching you?”

Ella shook her head.

“He moved past the window, but he wasn’t walking.”

I was confused.

“What do you mean?”

“It was like…he was floating. I think he’s a ghost, daddy! I think the creepy house next door is haunted!”

I hugged my daughter tightly and assured her everything would be okay. I tried to divert her attention by promising her that I’d make us some popcorn and that we’d watch a funny movie before bed. That seemed to temporarily get her mind off of the apparition she was positive she saw.

As Ella hurried downstairs to get the popcorn making necessities in order, I took another long hard gaze out her window at the creepy house next door in hopes of seeing something and to my surprise I did!

It was a man. Medium build. Late 30’s. He was a very well kempt, dapper gentleman in a custom fitted three piece suit with matching tie and hat. He exited the house next door and disappeared into the darkness.

This is not the type of person I was expecting to find exiting the house. I expected a vagrant drifter or the junkie type. The man I saw didn’t fit that profile.

Who was he? That was a question I intended to get an answer to.

The next night, I arrived home just before dusk. I went straight to the creepy house next door to pay my apparent neighbor a visit. I wanted to find out who he was and verify that he belonged there.

When I gave the door a hefty bang with the door knocker, the large, heavy door swung open. Obviously the door had a bad latch to go along with the rest of its deterioration.

I stuck my head into the house and was met with the scent of mildew and the distant stale stench of rotting meat.

“Hello? Anyone home?”

The place was in shambles. There was no furniture. There were multiple holes in several sections of the floor. Everything I could see was draped in dust and cobwebs. There was no way anybody could live there.

“Hello?”

Nobody was answering me and since the door had opened on its own, I decided to accept that as an invitation to wander through the house. One of the first things that stood out was a winding staircase that led to the 2nd floor. The bannister was thick and appeared hand carved. The steps were incredibly heavy under my feet. So much so that I bent down and wiped the dust away to see what they were made of.

Marble.

This was quite the fancy house at one time. I was curious as to how it had fallen into such disrepair.

I ventured upstairs and found my way into the empty bedroom that was across from Ella’s room. It was a large room. The vintage flowered wallpaper had yellowed with time. The dusty floor showed no evidence of footsteps or any other sign of someone having been there recently. But I knew Ella saw something and I was determined to find out what.

I moved back down to the main floor. I began following the decaying aroma and as I moved closer to the source, I realized that it was the stink of death. Likely an animal had come to the house to die. Feeling adventurous, I followed the disgusting scent to a door in the main hallway.

As I opened the door, I was bowled over by the reek of decomposition. I covered my mouth and let out a few hefty coughs before I noticed a flight of unsteady wooden stairs that descended down into darkness.

Whatever had died was in the pitch black basement. And I had come this far so I was going to follow my nose.

I pulled out a small penlight from my pocket which illuminated the unsteady stairs enough to navigate them. I was thankful that the handrail was sturdy and able to hold the majority of my weight. One thing was certain, there was no way I was going to get out of that basement fast!

When I reached the concrete floor of the basement, I felt the stirring of water under my feet. It appeared to be an inch deep. It wasn’t a surprise that the basement was holding water. Why should it be any different than the rest of the decrepit house?

I sloshed my way through the shallow, stagnant water deeper into the cavernous basement. The disgusting rotten smell was beginning to overwhelm me. I could actually taste it in my mouth which caused me to gag. When I felt bile rising up my esophagus I officially decided to throw in the towel and head back upstairs.

As I wheeled around, the beam of my pen light flashed against the source of the stink. I was face to face with the skeletal remains of a person. Hunks of dried, rancid flesh hung from the bones. The sight was sickening and I instinctively rushed backwards and bumped into something that felt…bony.

I quickly whirled around and focused my beam on the second decaying body. As I moved my beam around the moldy basement, I discovered the remains of another body. And another. And another. Some were fresher than others, but they were all in various stages of decay.

I was panicked and frantic as I spun around the basement trying to maneuver myself around the maze of corpses back to the basement stairs, but I found myself frozen in terror and confusion when the beam of my penlight halted on a coffin.

The coffin was exquisite. It was constructed of African Blackwood. It was visually breathtaking. Intricate hand carvings covered the base. Its beauty was out of touch with the rest of the filthy, crumbling house.

When the coffin lid opened by itself, I jumped backwards, stumbled and fell to the dank floor. Even upon falling, I kept the beam of light trained on the mysterious coffin and watched as the dapper gentleman sprang upright from the casket like a stiff mechanical board.

When he turned his head, affixed his black eyes on me and smirked, I wanted to run, but I couldn’t move. I wasn’t sure if that was due to fear or some kind of hypnotic hold the man had on me, but I was motionless as the man glided toward me, never touching the floor beneath him.

If this…thing, was going to kill me, I’d man up and accept my fate, but Ella needed me. Her mother was gone. All she had was me. And thus I found myself begging for my life.

“Please, don’t kill me. I have a daughter.”

The man’s voice was smooth as silk.

“Yes, I’ve seen her. And she has seen me. That is most unfortunate.”

Was that some kind of veiled threat on my daughter’s life? She had seen him and now she had to die? My fear turned to anger.

“If you lay one hand on her I’ll rip you to pieces!”

The man found my threat amusing and let out a short chuckle before speaking up.

“What do you do for a living, fine sir?”

“What?”

“How I despise repeating myself, so don’t ask me to do so again. Now, if you want your daughter to live, please answer my question.”

I quickly answered.

“I’m a carpenter.”

He nodded.

“Ah yes. I heard your hammering yesterday. Tell me, if you had unlimited funds, do you believe you could restore this home to its former glory?”

I crinkled my brow in thought. Did he say unlimited funds? I almost asked for clarification but he had made it clear that he didn’t like repeating himself so I assumed that was accurate.

“Yes. With unlimited funds, I could do anything you wanted with this house.”

The man gave a nod, clasped his hands behind his back and began floating around the basement effortlessly as he spoke.

“As you may have ascertained by now, I am what one may refer to as a vampire. Please forgive the dreadful appearance of my dwelling for I have been without a caretaker for decades and I’m not very handy, myself.”

Vampire. That’s what he said. I hadn’t misunderstood him. The word echoed through my mind as the creature of the night continued.

“You’ll be my caretaker. You’ll restore my humble abode. You’ll clean up after me.”

The vampire motioned to the array of dead bodies in the basement. 

“You’ll stay here during the day to make sure nobody disturbs my slumber. And you’ll do anything else I require. In exchange, I’ll give you a stipend five times what you currently earn. And the assurance that nothing will ever harm your daughter.”

The vampire stared at me with glowing eyes. His offer seemed more like a demand, but the benefits were not lost on me. I would never have to be apart from Ella ever again. And she’d always be safe. What more could I ask for?

I looked up at the vampire. It was clear he was growing impatient with my lack of immediate response.

“We have a deal, yes?”

I stood up and brushed myself off before giving my answer. My life…Ella’s life would change forever if I accepted. How I hoped it would be for the better.

“Yes. We do.”


THE DISEASE AND THE CURE

I’m a lead scientist for a biological warfare division of the defense department.

We’ve created many infectious agents over the decades which would be quite deadly to most of the Earth’s inhabitants if ever released. If I ever told you how many such maladies we possess, you wouldn’t sleep at night.

However, none of them compare to the deadly disease we recently generated. It hasn’t been given a formal name as of yet. Currently we refer to it as T-1000.

T-1000 comes in the form of a clear liquid that is contained in a tiny glass bottle. We have produced cases of the disease even though I explained that it’s so potent, we really only need one.

If the liquid were poured out of the bottle the contents would turn to vapor before it hit the ground. It instantly reproduces at an alarming rate when introduced to oxygen. Once airborne, the entire planet would be infected in less than one full day.

Once ingested via breath, the subject’s internal organs instantly liquefy and death will occur within seconds. I’ve been able to reduce the potency to the point that it is only effective on the human species.

How will this devious disease be used? That’s for some military commander or politician to decide. I just make the stuff.

Having such a deadly disease won’t be much use to anyone without the cure of which I recently succeeded in creating. It too is a clear liquid housed in a small bottle. Once the liquid is consumed the subject has lifelong immunity to the T-1000 disease.

In my hand, I hold the one and only bottle of the antidote. Mass production is scheduled to begin today, though I don’t have the energy to proceed.

I didn’t sleep last night, you see.

This was not due to anything related to my profession. This was due to an occurrence within my home life.

My wife is the definition of beauty. Physical perfection. Intelligence that surpasses mine. My heart is hers. I am nothing without her. I’d literally go mad without her by my side.

Last night my wife told me she was leaving me for the military commander who is in charge of my division. She claims to want someone who holds more control than a lowly scientist.

If only she knew the power I currently wielded. In one hand I hold the power to kill everyone on the planet. In the other, I hold the power to save them.

My wife would argue that I only create such things. I don’t have the power to use them.

My world is shattered. Much like the bottle that once held the T-1000 disease.

The disease is now airborne, but not to worry. I drank down the one and only bottle that contained the cure. I’ll be fine.

Sorry I can’t say the same about my wife, her lover and…well…the rest of you.


THE PHANTOM OF THE SEMINARY

Bobby

We were the class of 87. When we graduated high school, I stayed home and enrolled at a local community college while the majority of my good friends went away to major universities.

My closest friends stayed within reasonable driving distance from our town and we all decided to make a pact. We would stay in regular contact with each other and wouldn’t allow for the gradual drifting apart process that tended to occur with most high school friendships.

For the most part, I had done well with staying in touch with the gang. I called them all weekly, would write them letters and most weekends I would drive out to one of their colleges to spend some quality time with them.

The one friend I had neglected was named Dan. He was the one who opted for a school that was a five hour drive away. I had yet to visit him and hadn’t even spoken to him in over a month.

Dan was the sophisticated member of our circle. He read books while the rest of us were yucking it up, watching mindless action movies. He appreciated a fine scotch while we specialized in cheap beer. He took in the enchanting sounds of classical music while the rest of us numbskulls head banged to heavy metal.

It wasn’t a surprise to any of us when Dan chose a much different career path than the rest of us. He was studying to be a priest at a private catholic college.

It was good to hear Dan’s voice when he called me. We chatted for a few minutes before he mentioned in passing that none of us had made the trip out to see him yet. He wasn’t complaining, but I could tell from the tone of his voice that it bothered him. I felt bad, so when he mentioned that most of the other students living at the seminary would be gone the upcoming weekend and that he’d practically have the entire building to himself, I made a commitment to finally take the trip to see him.

It was really nice to see Dan. He didn’t look great though. He was pale and his face was drawn as though he had lost weight. Still he was anxious to show me around and I thoroughly enjoyed the tour he gave me of the historic college grounds. It was a small, charming campus that was enjoying peak fall colors.

After the tour Dan took me to his favorite restaurant, a small bistro a few blocks from campus that had wonderful, fresh food. I of course had a few beers with dinner, while Dan, not surprisingly, enjoyed an array of scotch varieties. By the time we got back to the seminary, we were both on the drunken side.

The seminary itself was the oldest building on campus. It was a long, four story brick structure with impressive columns near the entrance. Dan explained that the building opened as a hotel in the mid 1800’s and was used as a hospital during the Civil War. For a brief time after that it was used as an asylum before the college purchased the building and turned it into the seminary it still is today.

Dan’s small, private dorm room was on the 2nd floor. He told me I was free to stay in any vacant room throughout the seminary. Dan wasn’t exaggerating when he said he practically had the entire building to himself that weekend. I literally only saw two other people walking down his hall the entire time I was there. He mentioned to me that if I wanted privacy, that nobody was currently occupying any of the rooms on the 4th floor. He then went on to tell me that some claimed that floor was haunted.

“Haunted?”

That immediately piqued my curiosity. He knew it would. All of my friends were well aware that I was a big fan of ghost stories, haunted house movies and that I would occasionally partake in a paranormal investigation if the opportunity arose.

We continued to drink the night away as I peppered him with questions about the haunted history of the building. Dan said that he didn’t have any personal experiences but that some of the students residing in the seminary claimed to have seen shadowy figures moving throughout the halls. Others said they heard voices when they knew nobody else was around and one friend of his insisted that every so often someone would knock on his door in the middle of the night, but when he’d get up to answer it, nobody would be there.

“They say there’s a phantom that lives in room 44. It’s supposed to be the most haunted room in the entire building.”

The second Dan muttered those words, I knew where I was going to be sleeping that night! I was always up for a chance to have a ghostly encounter!

It must have been after 3:00am when Dan passed out in mid-sentence and I staggered my way up to the 4th floor and entered room 44. The room smelled musty and was quite chilly. Clearly it hadn’t been used by anyone in some time, but I was drunk off my ass. I didn’t care. As long as it had somewhere soft for me to lay my head, I was set.

The room was dark. There was probably a light switch around that I could turn on if I wanted, but I was seconds away from passing out, so I didn’t bother looking. I set my focus on the outline of the bed I could make out in the corner of the room. I collapsed onto the bed and pulled the covers over me.

As I quickly began to drift off, I was disturbed by a sound coming from across the room. It was a rhythmic, raspy sound.

It was the sound of someone breathing.

I opened my eyes and looked up. The only illumination in the room was coming from a streetlight outside the window and it was minimal at best. I couldn’t see much, but thought I saw a silhouette of a person standing against the far wall.

“Hello?”

The word was barely out of my mouth when the blankets were ripped off my body by an unseen force. If I weren’t in such an inebriated state, I may have tried to communicate with whatever was sharing the room with me. Instead, I panicked and rushed to the door only to find it locked. I tried turning the knob but it would not move. I attempted to pull the door open by force, but it wouldn’t budge. I could feel cold breath on the back of my neck when I heard the hissing words.

“You’re mine!”

I spun around and ran to the window which faced the main dormitory across the way. I tried to open the window, but it felt like it was nailed shut. The campus was quiet and lonely, but I did see one person meandering toward the main dorm entrance, so I began pounding relentlessly on the window as I screamed for help. He must have heard me as he turned and gazed up my way. I could clearly see an expression of horror overtake his face. It took me a few seconds to realize he wasn’t looking at me. His stare was affixed on something next to me. I turned my head to see what it was…and screamed.


THE PHANTOM OF THE SEMINARY

Drake
I partied at a bar until it closed down at 2:00am. Then I talked my way into a frat party and hung out there for another hour or so. I was listening to some tunes on my headphones as I wandered through the campus toward my dorm.
Once I reached the front of the dorm, I removed my headphones and the funky music was replaced by heavy pounding and muffled cries of panic. I turned around and instantly saw the young man pounding on one of the 4th floor seminary windows.
I knew one of the seminary students. His name was Dan. He was a nice fella who loved a good scotch. I remember him telling me once that there was a phantom that haunted one of the rooms of the 4th floor. At first I thought the young man I saw banging on the window was the phantom in question, but his horror riddled face said otherwise.
That’s when I saw it. The phantom of the seminary.
It was in the same room as the young man and was standing in front of the next window over. The phantom was tall and lean. It looked like a floating black hooded cloak. It was difficult to make out much detail until it looked out the window directly at me.
I could feel my face shrivel up in terror. The face with the cloak looked like a cloud of white smoke with evil slanted eyes. I saw no other features until a twisted, maniacal black mouth suddenly materialized. It only held its sinister gaze on me for a moment before it turned back to the panicked young man and charged.
For a brief moment, the young man was shrouded in a black mist and then instantly the mist dissipated inward and the young man dropped out of sight.
I called the cops. Of course I couldn’t tell them what I saw. I was drunk and the story was too fantastic. So I just said I saw someone throwing a fit on the 4th floor of the seminary and that it looked like they needed help.
The next morning when I looked out my dorm room window, I saw an ambulance outside the seminary. I rushed outside and found out that the young man I had seen the previous night had died. Apparently there was no sign of foul play. The medical report ruled the cause of death, cardiac shock caused by a massive surge of adrenaline.
I remember that one of the emergency medical technicians looked particularly distraught after exiting the seminary. I approached him and asked him what was wrong. He was still visibly shaken when he told me what he saw. The deceased young man’s face was frozen in a state of perpetual fear.
He was literally scared to death.



THE PHANTOM OF THE SEMINARY

Dan
I was considered the eccentric member of our friend group. I was liked, but different. When I opted to travel much farther away for school than anyone else, I expected a gradual drop off in communication that may gradually result in my close friends eventually becoming casual friends. What I didn’t expect was to be completely forgotten almost immediately.
At first I got a few letters and an occasional call. After a month those things became rarities. At first I was disappointed. Then I became irritated. Eventually, I was angered by the situation. I felt as though I had been deserted by the group.
I tried my best to focus on my new school life and to settle into my new seminary surroundings. When I arrived at the seminary I was told by the seminary rector that I could have my pick of rooms on the 4th floor. He recommended room 44 as being the best room in the entire seminary, so I snagged it.
My first night in the room was troubling. I woke up in the middle of the night to the sound of heavy breathing coming from across the room. I jumped out of bed and turned on the light. There was nobody there.
The following night, I was awakened by hot breath against the back of my neck. I reached over and could feel a boney body lying in the bed next to me. I jumped out of bed in a panic and turned on the light, but there was nobody there.
It was my third night in room 44 when I had a nightmare. I was tied down on my bed and couldn’t move. I could hear deep, ghastly laughter as someone…or something ran their long, sharp finger nails down my back. When I woke up, my back was burning. I hurried to the bathroom, lifted up my shirt and found three distinct scratches on my back.
I wasn’t sure what was happening to me. Was I having some kind of mental breakdown? Was it possible that all of my experiences were in my head? Regardless, I moved out of room 44 the following day and chose a room on the more populated 2nd floor.
Everything was fine after that for the next week until I woke up one night to a hissing voice in my ear.
“You’re mine!”
Nobody was in my room. Believe me, I checked thoroughly. How I hoped it was all some kind of practical joke, but I found out the next day it wasn't.
I was combing my hair in the mirror when I realized I wasn’t looking at myself, but rather a foggy image of a cloaked face with thin, black eyes and a ghastly, mangled mouth. It let forth with the most hideous screech and the mirror shattered.
I wasn’t crazy! This was really happening!
At the risk of being considered a lunatic, I decided to speak to the seminary rector about my experiences. I’ll always remember the guilty expression he held coupled with sad, teary eyes.
“I’m so sorry, Dan. What have I done?”
The rector collapsed into his office chair and with trembling hands poured himself a drink.
“You’re cursed, aren’t you?”
He knew! He knew what I was going through!
“Yes! What’s happening to me? What is this?”
He wolfed down his drink before explaining.
“The phantom of the seminary. It lurks through the halls of the 4th floor and resides within room 44. I’ve lived with it for decades, but I couldn’t do it any longer! God forgive me!”
“What are you talking about?”
“The phantom! It’s attached itself to you. Much like it did to me over thirty years ago. I don’t know what it is or where it came from. I just know that it’s evil. I tried to shoulder the burden so that nobody else would ever have to experience it, but I couldn’t do it any longer. Its constant malevolent presence had worn me down. It was sucking the life out of me.”
“What did you do?”
The rector broke down for a moment before regaining his composure by taking in several deep breaths.
“It’s that room. Room 44. For the past three decades, I kept it locked tight. I was the only one to go inside. It attaches itself to whoever enters. For over thirty years I carried it with me so nobody else would suffer…but I couldn’t any longer…after decades of constant torment, I broke down. You showed up at my weakest moment and I encouraged you to take room 44. God forgive me, I’m sorry.”
I left the rector sobbing in his office. As enraged as I was by him inflicting the evil burden upon me, I was thankful that I knew how to rid myself of it. The only question was who would my victim be?
Being new in town, I hadn’t any enemies, so who better to choose than one of the friends who I felt had abandoned me. Bobby had a fascination with the paranormal. I would have no problem getting him to enter room 44. I laid a subtle guilt trip on him to get him to visit and the rest is history.
I didn’t mean to kill him. I just wanted to rid myself of the phantom.
If there’s a bright side to the story it’s that several people have been inside room 44 since that day with no haunting effects. I believe when the phantom attached itself to Bobby and Bobby died, the phantom died with him.



YOU’RE GOING TO DIE TONIGHT

It was Friday night. It had been a long week at work and I was looking forward to having a girl’s night at home with my roommate Crystal and my best friend, Maria.

When I got home from work I found Crystal to be sick as a dog. She was lying on the couch, covered in a blanket and dripping with sweat. I hurried to her and felt her forehead with the back of my hand. She was burning up with fever.

“Crystal, you’re really sick. Do you want me to take you to the emergency room?”

Crystal lethargically opened her eyes which had a glassy appearance to them. She seemed to be having a difficult time deciphering who I was as she struggled to spit out some words.

“Rose? Rose…is that you?”

“Yes, it’s me. I think I should take you to the hospital. You’re burning up!”

She slowly shook her head.

“No.”

Crystal happened to be a nurse. So I asked her if perhaps I could call up one of her doctor friends and have them stop by to look at her. Again, she declined.

“It’s not necessary. My fever will break in a few hours and I’ll be fine.”

After releasing those words, she closed her eyes and fell into a deep sleep.

So much for our girl’s night plans. But Maria was still coming over. When she arrived, I’d suggest we salvage the night by us two going out for a bite to eat and then maybe some drinks. It was then that the phone rang. Just before I answered it, Crystal’s eyes popped open and she stared at me with a hauntingly serious expression.

“It’s Maria. She’s…she’s going to…cancel.”

After struggling to get the words out, Crystal laid her head back down and dozed off.

I answered the phone and it was indeed Maria. And she was cancelling. She said a guy she liked at work asked her out on a date and she didn’t want to pass up the opportunity. I understood.

“It looks like it’s just me.”

As disappointed I was that our plans for the night had fallen through, a quiet night at home sounded appealing. I’d order a pizza, watch some TV, take a hot bath and relax.

After ordering a large pizza with mushrooms and onions, I sat down in my favorite recliner and fumbled for the television remote controller. As I did so, Crystal opened her eyes again. She was looking directly at me, but her eyes seemed unfocused as though she were looking past me at something else. She seemed dazed and confused, but spoke deliberately.

“You can’t watch TV. The cable is going to go out.”

After her bold statement Crystal fell back to sleep. I stared at the wall as I thought for a moment. She was correct about Maria cancelling, could she be right about this too?

I turned the TV on and it was fine. The show I wanted to watch was playing and there were no issues. At least not until ten minutes later, when the cable went out. The screen started flashing and then a still image appeared which read: Technical Issues. Please Stand by.

At first I was frustrated that the cable was out. Then it dawned on me that Crystal was right. Again.

But how?

How did she know that Maria was going to cancel? How did she know the cable would go out?

What was going on?

It was then that I heard a knock at the door. It was my pizza, no doubt. As I got up and started toward the door, I halted when I heard Crystal’s wheezing voice calling to me.

“Rose…Rose. Your pizza order. It’s…it’s…”

I looked back at her as her voice trailed off. Her eyelids were half closed and I could see her struggling not to drift off. She managed to articulate her final word before nodding off again.

“…wrong.”

I pondered what she said for a few seconds. My pizza order was wrong. If she were correct on this one, I was going to freak out.

I hurried to the door. The pizza deliveryman stood there holding my pizza and a large smile. I instantly opened the top of the pizza box as he held it. I stared at the toppings of the pizza in shock. The deliveryman recognized this and spoke up.

“Ma’am, is everything okay?”

I shook my head and spoke in a slow, stunned voice.

“This is supposed to be mushrooms and onions. But it’s mushrooms and black olives.”  

The deliveryman looked at the pizza and then referred to the ticket.

“Oh, I’m so sorry about this. Looks like they screwed up the order. I can either place a new order or I can just let you have this one at half off.”

I was in a bit of a stupor as I accepted his half price offer and paid him.

Crystal was right again. Somehow in her fever-ridden state she was having premonitions that were coming true!

I set the pizza down on the counter, rushed over to Crystal and began shaking her gently in an attempt to wake her up. I had to find out what other premonitions she might be having!

I wasn’t shaking her more than a few seconds when her eyes shot open, wide with fear. She latched on to my shirt and pulled me close. Her voice was weak and her words were mumbled.

“You’re going to…die…tonight!”

With that, she closed her eyes and collapsed onto the couch.

Her words were disjointed and muttered. I wanted to make sure I understood her correctly. I thought maybe there were a couple words in there that I didn’t hear right. At least, I hoped so! I shook her vigorously in an attempt to wake her from her slumber, but it was no use. She was out like a light.

I was going to die tonight?

That’s what she said. It was garbled, but clear enough. And she was correct about her other premonitions, why wouldn’t she be right about this one too?

What was I supposed to do now? How was I going to die? And could I prevent it?

I had to wait for Crystal to wake up again to get the answers to my questions. In the meantime, I’d have a nice slice of pizza…

No! What if that’s how I died? What if I choked to death on a piece of pizza?

I shoved the pizza box away and felt paranoia wash over me. I had planned on taking a hot bath, but I couldn’t do that now. The bathtub was upstairs. I might fall down the stairs and break my neck! Or I may pass out in the bathtub and drown!

A knock on the door made me gasp.

It was a heavy knock. And it was relentless. The person wouldn’t stop knocking. They were practically banging on the door! Could it be a mad man? A crazed serial killer? Is that how I was going to die? Was I going to be murdered by this maniac?

When I heard the doorknob begin to jiggle, I grabbed my handgun. I was not going to let this psycho kill me!

I stepped closer to the door, steadied myself by taking in a few deep breaths, aimed my gun and prepared to fire. I watched as the doorknob turned and the door swung open. I placed my finger on the trigger and began to squeeze…

“Rose! No!”

I quickly removed my nervous finger from the trigger.

“Maria? What are you doing here? I almost shot you!”

“I knocked but there wasn’t an answer, so I used the key under the mat. I didn’t think you would mind…I certainly didn’t think you’d kill me over it!

It took us both a few moments to regain our composure. Finally, Maria explained.

“That guy I had a date with. He had to cancel at the last minute, so I thought I’d come over and surprise you!”

I noticed that Maria was holding a box in her hands. Before I could ask what it was, Crystal startled us both when she jumped from bed, stared at me and screamed.

“You’re going to dye…your hair…tonight.”

With that she passed out once again. And I buckled over in relief.

It wasn’t the word “die” as in dead, I heard her mutter. It was “dye” as in color. The “your hair” part was what was so garbled that I couldn’t understand it.

I looked down at the box Maria was holding. It was blond hair dye. And Crystal was correct again. Maria helped me dye my hair that night.

A few hours later Crystal’s fever broke and she felt fine. I told her about everything she said, but she had no memory of any of it and never had another premonition again.


HUNTED

When I say I’m a king among men, I don’t say that arrogantly. I say that because it’s a fact.

I live in a little steel mill town in Northern Pennsylvania. Most of the townsfolk look up to me. Some practically worship me. I should have left when I graduated high school. I might have been able to get away without causing too much disorder back then. Instead I made the mistake of going to work in the steel mills and further entrenching myself within the town.

Now I’m stuck here, like a rusted anchor imbedded in the darkest depths of the ocean floor.

I do believe I’m going crazy.

With each passing year, my desire to break free from the town’s hold grows stronger, but such an escape would not be possible without significant collateral damage.

My four closest friends, Spike, Stan, John and Nick whom I affectionately refer to as “the boys” all depend on me. They need my approval before they make any decisions. Buying a car, a boat, a house, they won’t do it without me giving them the okay. Hell, they refuse to pull the trigger on a date unless I tell them the woman in question meets with my satisfaction.

If I were to leave now they’d be lost. I remember the day I floated the idea of me fleeing the town…and them. They were devastated. Spike had a panic attack on the spot. That’s when I knew I could never leave them alone.

Most people might assume that if I left, the others would adapt. And sure, there might be some truth to that. I expect they would continue on, but they’d be virtual zombies, lethargically plodding their way through their meaningless lives.

I could never resign them to such a state. It would be nothing short of cruelty to do so. So I stay. And with each passing year I feel my sanity abandon me that much more.

The one outlet in my simple life is deer hunting. I live for that two week getaway in the mountains every November. Of course, the boys always go with me. I don’t think they could be without me that long.

While I may go to the mountains with the boys and we all share a cabin, when it comes to the actual act of hunting, I’ve always explained to them that I hunt alone.

It’s those few hours each day during that fleeting two week period each year when I feel alive. The fresh air fills my lungs. An unbearable weight is lifted from my shoulders. I break the chains that bind me to that little town. I’m free from that anchor that keeps me there.

It was the final day of our latest trip and I didn’t even bother to take my gun into the wilderness with me. I simply found a stump and sat there, breathing in my freedom.

I heard the gun shots. Four of them in rapid succession. Being that it was hunting season I didn’t think anything of it until I went back to the cabin that night. Spike, Stan, John and Nick had all been shot directly between the eyes. Their deaths were quick, no doubt. I’m happy about that.

I never went back to the little steel town after that day. I went directly to my new life in the bluegrass region of Kentucky. I have a cabin in the rolling hills and live off of the land. The white tail deer are abundant and there’s never a shortage of food.

I’ve been quite effective at distancing myself from that fateful day when my closest friends were shot to death. I was in the mountains enjoying the peaceful nature when it happened. With each passing day, I believe that scenario a little bit more. Perhaps at some point, it will be reality in my own mind.

I don’t know if anyone will ever truly put it together that I was the one that killed the boys. But even if they do, they’ll never find me.

I’m free.


THE CREATURE FROM THE BLACK FOREST

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. For the most part.

I was hired by a woman named Simona Kerber to find her missing fiancé, Rhett Dashwood. Evidently Mr. Dashwood had retired to his private screening room to watch an obscure film he recently acquired.

According to Miss Kerber, when she checked on him hours later, there was no sign of him. After a substantial amount of time went by, she alerted the authorities and they did an investigation. The cops not only found no signs of foul play, they didn’t find any evidence at all. The case is still open, but Miss Kerber said the police have implied that they simply think Mr. Dashwood walked out on her. Hell, it wouldn’t have been the first time a prospective husband had second thoughts and made a fast getaway.

Miss Kerber insists they were an extremely happy and compatible couple. On top of that, Mr. Dashwood was over the moon with his newly acquired rare film and was looking forward to throwing some kind of fancy shmancy screening for a bunch of big wigs who were willing to pay top dollar to view the obscure film.

That made sense to me. Even if this guy was looking to back out of the marriage, he certainly wouldn’t walk out on all the loot he was about to haul in from that private screening.

As I gathered more information from Miss Kerber about the film in question, things got intriguing fast.

Miss Kerber led me into Mr. Dashwood’s private screening room. It looked like a mini-movie theater with a dozen plush, crimson theater seats positioned in front of a large screen.

At the front of the theater was an old, metal film canister.

The canister showed its age. It was a distressed shade of pale gray and was riddled with small dents and splotches of rust. A crude hunk of silver duct tape had been slapped on the side of the canister. The name of the movie was written on it in sloppy handwriting.

The Creature from the Black Forest.

Run Time: 83 minutes

Miss Kerber didn’t share her fiancé’s passion for film, thus she wasn’t able to divulge as much information as I would prefer, but what she had was good enough for a jumping off point. She said the movie was one of the rarest on the planet and was coveted by serious collectors the world over. Her fiancé had explained to her that one of the reasons the film was in such demand was because of the rumor that it was cursed.

I had a strong urge to watch the film. Perhaps I would find a clue buried within the frames of the movie. But ultimately, I decided it would be wise to find out more about what exactly I had my hands on before making a reckless decision.

My first stop was to a local sex fetish joint known as Club Fun. It was a real freak show, let me tell ya’, but I knew a guy named Harvey Lamar that hung out there. He was well attuned when it came to old films. I wanted to pick his brain and see if he knew anything about this supposed cursed film.

When I stepped into the darkened foyer of Club Fun the heavy beating bass of the club’s music reverberated through my body. I heard a deep, breathy male voice emerge from one of the gloomy corners.

“Are you a virgin?”

That was this pervert’s way of asking me if it was my first time at Club Fun.

“Piss off, freak.”

I pushed my way past the foyer’s curtain and began walking down the dimly lit corridor. It wasn’t my first time at Club Fun. Unfortunately for me, a lot of people with valuable information frequented the sex club. Believe me, I always gave my hands a dousing of extra strength sanitizer upon leaving that joint.

As I walked down the first hallway, a fully naked woman walked my way. She clearly wasn’t fond of body grooming, if you know what I mean. As I turned down an adjoining corridor I was greeted by a shapely woman dressed as Little Po Peep. She was spanking a man dressed as a sheep with a cane. I hurried past them and recognized a familiar face.

Platinum.

Platinum was a sleazy hooker in a platinum wig, fishnet stockings and a tight tank top that accentuated her ample rack. She was a walking dictionary of Club Fun clientele.

“Joe Sharp. What brings you to my neck of the woods?”

The prostitute strutted to me and ran her finger down my chest as she looked me up and down. I held a ten dollar bill up in front of her face.

“Do you know a guy named Harvey Lamar? I know he hangs out here somewhere.”

Platinum quickly snatched the cash from my hand.

“Harvey likes to play backgammon while people have sex in the same room. Turn left at the end of the corridor. Find the room that has the word nasty scribbled on it. But don’t go in there! The room you’ll find Harvey in is two doors past it on the left.”

I gave Platinum a nod.

“Thanks.”

“Anytime. And if you’re in the mood for a little extracurricular activity later, I’ll give you a discount.”

I rolled my eyes as I hurried down the corridor, turned left and found the “nasty” room. Beyond the door I could hear someone screaming out in pain whilst being applauded by a large group of people. I didn’t even want to know what was going on in there. I followed Platinum’s instructions, walked two doors down, gave the unassuming plain metal door a knock and entered.

There was Harvey Lamar. He was out of place in his business casual attire and neatly trimmed beard. He was sitting at a table in the front of the room with a backgammon board in front of him. Sitting across from him was an attractive woman dressed as though she just got off work from an office job. They were nursing fine wine and pleasant piano music was playing over the room’s speakers.

In the back of the room a naked guy in a hockey mask was positioned behind a red headed woman wearing a clown nose. He was pounding away at her like a jack hammer while she hollered out in ecstasy. Her shameless moans of pleasure were so damned loud I had to raise my voice to be heard over her.

“Hey Harvey, you ever hear of a rare film called The Creature from the Black Forest?”

Harvey did not make eye contact with me and continued to play backgammon while he spoke.

“Ah yes. Rare film indeed. So rare in fact that some presume it’s nothing more than an urban legend.”

“I need to find out as much about that film as possible. Who do I talk to?”

“Go to the Columbia Theater on Broadway.”

“The Columbia Theater? That old eyesore? I thought that place was abandoned.”

“Looks can be deceiving. Every night they screen rare films to an exclusive audience. Knock on the front door. When they ask you for the password say, McGuffin. Once inside, ask to see the projectionist.”

The Columbia Theater looked worse than I remembered. At one time it must have been a magnificent sight with its towering sign and elaborate marquee, but nowadays it was raggedy, rundown and on the verge of collapse. I was half surprised when someone actually answered the door when I knocked.

“What’s the password?”

“McGuffin.”

With that the door opened, I stepped into the theater and my jaw dropped. The interior of the theater was the exact opposite of the exterior. It was immaculate. Bright red, crushed velvet carpet draped every conceivable walkway. The walls were covered in vintage movie posters. The domed ceilings allowed plenty of space for the massive glass chandeliers. I could hear the rat-a-tat of popcorn coming to life followed by the buttery aroma.

“The theater is this way sir.”

The usher was dressed in a fancy red jacket and bowtie. He was walking me toward the main theater doors, but I stopped him.

“I just need to see the projectionist.”

The usher pointed me to a winding staircase just off of the lobby. I followed the stairs up to a metal swinging door and entered the projectionist’s booth. The clicking chatter of the film running and the loud hum of the projector made my ears buzz. The room reeked of stale smoke.

“Who the hell are you?”

The whiney voice belonged to a spindly man in his late 30’s.  His greasy hair was parted down the middle. He wore thick, black eye glasses that were held together by tape at the center. He was sweating profusely as he puffed enthusiastically on a cigarette.

“I want to know everything there is to know about The Creature from the Black Forest.”

The projectionist eyed me suspiciously for a moment before speaking.

“What’s in it for me?”

“What if I told you, I know who has it?”

I saw the projectionist’s eyes light up with fervor for a brief moment. He tried not to be too obvious about his interest in the supposed cursed film, but he was failing.

“Pull up a chair.”

I did so and the projectionist gave me the lowdown.

“I eat, sleep and breathe movies. Movies are my life. They are what I live for. I’ve seen every movie ever made no matter how rare…except for The Creature from the Black Forest.”

“Do you know what it’s about?”

“It’s a cheesy 1970’s horror flick. Nobody would have taken any interest in it if it weren’t for what happened.”

“And what was it that happened?”

“The movie only played in two movie theaters. It opened to a handful of people in Waukegan, Illinois. When the usher entered the theater after the movie ended, the theater was empty. The screen was white and the audience had vanished. The projectionist was missing too. No signs of any funny business, but none of those people were ever seen again.”

The skinny projectionist moved in closer to me as he continued.

“Two days later the movie was shown at a little theater in downtown Greenville, Kentucky. And the same thing happened. The movie ended and the audience was gone. They too were never seen or heard from again. Nobody knows what happened to them. But there was a survivor.”

“A survivor?”

“A man named Dalton bought a ticket to the movie. He said there were about a dozen people in the theater. He took a seat in the back row and the movie started. He said it was strange. All he saw was a close shot of a dark forest. There were no pre-movie credits. There was no title. Just a slightly jittery, grainy colored shot of that creepy, dark forest. It was stuck on that one shot for so long, he assumed the film had malfunctioned, so he thought that would be a good time to visit the rest room. As he was reentering the theater, he heard a loud scream. Assuming something interesting was happening on the screen, he hurried inside.”

The projectionist took a long pause which I assumed was just for dramatic effect.

“Nobody was in there. The audience was gone. But the movie was still playing. It was that same shot of the forest. He claims he heard someone scream and that it sounded as if it was coming from within the movie screen! And then he saw something inside the theater. Something big. Hulking. It was coming for him, so he ran out of the theater.”

The projectionist took a few more substantial puffs from his cigarette.

“Dalton died shortly after in his sleep. Legend has it he died from the constant nightmares he had from that day in the theater.”

“That’s quite the story.”

“That’s it. Now you know as much about the elusive film as I do. The one and only print of the movie has been floating around out there, changing hands from rare dealer to rare dealer. I have no clue where the film is now, but apparently you do. So please, enlighten me.”

I grinned.

“I have it. Would you like to watch it?”

I took the only existing print of the film to the Columbia Theater on Broadway and the projectionist loaded it up in the projector. One press of a button and the movie would begin.

The dangers of watching the cursed movie were not lost on the projectionist, but he insisted he was willing to risk his life to see it.

Our plan was simple. As the projectionist watched the movie in the theater he would relay everything he was experiencing through a walkie-talkie. I’d be standing just outside the theater doors ready to rush in at a moment’s notice at any sign of duress.

As I stood outside the theater door my heart began to accelerate when I heard the clicking of the film beginning and could see light from the theater screen flickering under the door. The projectionist’s tinny voice rang through over the walkie.

“The movie has started. It’s just as Dalton described. No opening credits. No title card. Just a gloomy shot of a dark forest…wait a minute…holy shit!”

I burst through the theater door with my .38 revolver in hand just after hearing the projectionist let out a cry of despair. The flickering of the lights from the screen had me disoriented and it took a few seconds for my eyes to adjust. When they finally did, I saw it. It was a mammoth, shadowy beast holding the projectionist under its arm like a ragdoll. I aimed my gun at the creature and was about to pull the trigger when it jumped into the movie screen and disappeared.

What the hell?

I dashed down the theater aisle and rushed to the screen. As I got closer, I realized that the screen was no longer solid. It was shimmering like ripples on a lake. 

I reached out and touched the screen and my hunch was confirmed. It was liquid. I slowly sank my hand into the liquid mass and watched it disappear. I pushed farther until my entire arm was submerged into the screen. I was rather surprised that my arm didn’t feel wet as if dunking it into a pool of water. It was dry and I could feel a gentle breeze blowing against it.

The movie created some kind of portal into its world!

“Help me!”

The anguished, distant cry of the projectionist expedited my actions and I jumped into the screen. And there I was, standing in front of the black forest.

I turned around and eyed the movie screen that was out of place in the middle of the forest. I noticed with each passing second, the shimmering screen seemed to be slightly dissolving inward. That’s when it dawned on me. The screen was the door back into my world, but it would only remain there during the duration of the film, which I knew was 83 minutes.

“Help!”

The projectionist’s voice was getting farther away, so I high tailed it through the endless black forest until I reached the mouth of a mammoth cave. The cave smelled like death. At the foot of the entrance was a pile of human bones. These had to be the bodies of the movie goers the creature abducted from the two theaters all those years ago.

With my.38 in hand, I began venturing deep within the dark cave using my trusty zippo lighter to light the way. I occasionally checked my wrist watch to gauge the time. My 83 minute window was closing fast. I was about to call out for the projectionist when I saw something strange.

Something large and white was propped up against the cave wall. It was approximately six feet tall. It was fluffy, like white cotton candy. I was a few feet away from it when I realized what it was.

A cocoon.

As I looked at the curious sight, I noticed that the cocoon seemed to be breathing. I could see the rhythmic swelling of the chest area and could actually hear the shallow breath. That’s when I realized, it wasn’t the cocoon that was breathing. It was what was inside the cocoon!

I quickly ripped the fluffy, sticky web-like substance away and found myself staring into a human face. A face I recognized from a photo Miss Kerber had given me. It was Rhett Dashwood and he was alive!

As I pulled the cocoon away from his body, Mr. Dashwood began to cough and slowly opened his eyes. His voice was hoarse when he attempted to speak.

“Who…who are you?”

I didn’t have a chance to answer him due to the clomping of footsteps rushing our way from deep within the bowels of the cave. I carefully aimed my revolver and was about to squeeze the trigger when the projectionist came bolting into view.

“We have to get out of here! It’s coming!”

My eyes widened with fear as the creature from the Black Forest emerged from the shadows. The beast was gigantic. At least 8 feet tall. It looked like a cross between a gorilla and a spider. Its legs were stout and brawny. Its torso was muscular. It had six long, slender, hairy arms. The creature’s face was round, bushy and housed two beady red eyes. The beast had massive jaws that snapped open and closed from the sides.

“Go! Save yourselves. I’ll delay it!”

I was shocked by the projectionist’s suggestion.

“We’re in this together buddy! I’m not leaving you behind.”

“We won’t make it! It will chase us down and kill all of us. But if I can fight it off for a few minutes, you two might be able to survive! Movies are my life. And now I’m going to die inside of one. There’s something poetic about that.”

He didn’t give me a chance to argue. He gave me a shove, picked up a large club-like stick and began attacking the gigantic creature with it.

I grabbed Rhett Dashwood, wrapped his arm around my shoulders to steady him and we rushed through the terrifying Black Forest. It was a few minutes later when I heard the projectionist let forth with a death cry. That was followed by the heavy footsteps of the creature giving chase and it was closing in rapidly. The creature had gained so much ground on us that I could actually hear it’s ghastly, wheezing breath and smell its foul musky odor.

I was expecting the beast to reach out at any second and grab us when I saw the screen! At that point it was the size of a modest television screen and it was shrinking quickly. I could see reversed credits rolling on the screen. The movie was over. In just a few seconds the screen was going to evaporate and we’d be stuck in the Black Forest for the creature to devour at its leisure.

“Jump!”

I shouted out the instructions to Mr. Dashwood. Whether he tagged along or not was up to him but I was taking my shot. I hurled myself through the tiny opening that the screen had reduced to and found myself on the floor of the Columbia Theater. A second later, Rhett Dashwood came barreling through the screen.

All at once the clicking of the film stopped and the theater went dark. The movie was over. We had managed to slink our way through the screen just as it was evaporating. We had successfully escaped the Black Forest and were safe and sound back in our own world.

Simone Kerber was ecstatic to see her fiancé alive and well. The couple paid me my full fee, plus a hefty bonus for a job well done.

I tossed the only print of The Creature from the Black Forest onto a blazing fire and took pleasure in watching it disintegrate. I slept well that night.

Just another day on the job. 


THE CHEATER

The Boyfriend

My name is Terry. I’m a senior in high school and I have the best girlfriend in the world. Her name is Tina. She’s all any guy could ever ask for. 

First of all, she’s a real looker. She possesses stunning natural beauty.  She could be a model if she wanted to. But her dream is to own her own clothing store. She loves to sew and makes most of her own garments.

I’m big into sports. This is a turn off for some of the girls at our school, but not Tina. She’s a sports fan as much as I am and we both root for the same teams. I can have sports related conversations with her for hours. It’s so great!

Whenever I’m in a bad mood, Tina is always there to cheer me up. She takes genuine interest in what is ailing me and does whatever she can to remedy the situation. But the fact is, just having her in my arms is enough to cure any of my woes.

Tina is perfect! She’s so fun to be with. When we’re apart I count the seconds until we’re together again and each time I see her she takes my breath away just as though I’m seeing her for the first time all over again.

My best friend is named Chuck. He’s the captain of the football team and is the big man on campus. Even though he’s dating the head cheerleader, he’s constantly telling me how lucky I am to have a girl like Tina. He’s always complaining about his girlfriends and their list of incompatibilities with him. I remember him once saying that he wished he had a girlfriend like Tina.

It was a Friday afternoon. I was looking forward to seeing Tina. We had a date the previous night that she had to cancel because she said she didn’t feel well. I was anxious to see her and to find out if she was feeling better.

As I was about to round the corner of the hallway, I heard Tina’s cheerful voice cry out.

“Hi Chuck!”

I stopped and slowly peeked around the corner. Tina and Chuck were standing by her locker. They were both all smiles. My heart sank when I heard Tina’s words.

“I’m so glad you could come over last night. Can you come over again tonight?”

Chuck was over at Tina’s house last night? She told me she was sick! As their conversation continued everything became quite clear.

“Don’t you think Terry might get suspicious?”

“No. I told him I wasn’t feeling well last night. I’ll use that excuse again.”

Tina was cheating on me with my best friend.  I couldn’t believe it.

I left school early that day and spent the evening sulking in my room. It didn’t seem real. I couldn’t believe the two people who I trusted more than anyone would do something like that to me.

When Tina called me to tell me she had to break our date because she still wasn’t feeling well, it was confirmed. And my heart didn’t just sink. It disappeared. I became enraged and insanity began flowing through my veins.

I didn’t want to live if I couldn’t have Tina. And if I couldn’t have her, nobody could, especially my former best friend!

I grabbed my father’s shotgun from the wall and marched down the street to Tina’s house. I stood on the front porch and peered in through the window.

There they were. Chuck’s back was to me. He was holding his arms out to the side as he prepared to embrace my girlfriend. Tina was giddy and was running her hands over Chuck’s chest.

I erupted.

I walked to the front door of Tina’s house and kicked the door open. Tina and Chuck spun around with shocked expressions. I shot Tina first, but wasted no time in shooting Chuck as well.

I stared down at their dead bodies for a few seconds and cried before I dropped to my knees, put the barrel of the shotgun in my mouth and pulled the trigger.


THE CHEATER

The Girlfriend
My name is Tina and I love my boyfriend Terry more than anything. I just know we’ll spend the rest of our lives together and live happily ever after.
I hated deceiving Terry. I truly did, but it was necessary. I was sure he would understand.
I was sewing a sweater for Terry with his favorite football team’s emblem on it. I knew he would love it, but I needed someone to use as a model to make sure I got the measurements correct. Chuck and Terry are roughly the same size and Chuck was nice enough to help me out.
I thought I would just need Chuck to come over one night, but to be on the safe side I had him come out on Friday night as well. He was such a good sport, holding his arms out to the side while I held Terry’s soon to be completed sweater against his chest and took measurements.
I was looking forward to not only seeing Terry’s face when he saw the sweater I made for him, but also in letting him know why I misled him.
In the end, I was certain that it would all work out fine.



THE OUIJA BOARD

When my girlfriend Samantha passed away unexpectedly, I was devastated. Nobody saw it coming. She was only 27 years old, was athletically fit, yet died suddenly from heart failure. I remembered asking the doctor how something like this could happen and his response was “One can never predict cardiac arrest.”

Samantha’s sister Nicole took it hard too. It would be an understatement to say the two sisters didn’t get along. They couldn’t be in the same room for more than an hour without getting into an argument. But in the end, they were still sisters.

Nicole and I spent a lot of time together after Samantha’s passing. We grieved together and grew quite close. She was a horticulturist and the array of flowers she kept in her house emitted a soothing explosion of colors which always made me feel comforted. For a long while, I used those flowers as an excuse to visit Nicole. Eventually I could no longer deny the fact that it was my newfound feelings for her that had me returning again and again.

I have to admit that I felt guilty when we started seeing each other. At first I thought it was because Nicole reminded me of Samantha. They shared the same ice blue eyes and curly blonde hair. They both displayed dimples when they smiled and their laugh was nearly identical.

Eventually I realized that my feelings for Nicole went far deeper than that. I truly loved her for who she was, not for who she reminded me of. But still, the demise of Samantha being the sole reason that I found happiness with her sister wasn’t easy for me to live with.

Nicole was sweet and understanding. I could tell her anything and if I was troubled she was great at cheering me up. She suggested that I try to keep my mind focused on things I enjoy while I allowed time to pass and heal my wounds.

One of my favorite things to do was to visit an antique store down the road from my house every Friday just after they set out their latest items. I liked old, unusual things. My apartment was decorated with an assortment of vintage pieces and I was always looking for more to add to my collection.

I hadn’t visited the store since Samantha died, so the majority of their items would be new to my eye. I’d likely spend the entire day there, but that was exactly what I needed.

I picked up a few rare glass figurines that were made in Japan, a drive-in movie speaker and some rusty Coca-Cola advertising. As I was checking out, an old, wooden Ouija board hanging on the wall behind the store owner caught my eye.

It was quite unusual. Like the mass produced Ouija boards that most people are familiar with, this had the words “yes” and “no” at the top. The center of the board was dominated by every letter in the alphabet and numerical numbers were positioned under them. At the bottom of the board was the word, “goodbye.” But that was where the similarity to the mass produced boards ended.

This wooden Ouija board was quite thick and cherry stained. The letters and numbers were elegantly carved into the wood. A matching wooden heart shaped planchette dangled by a chain from the board. Even though the Ouija board was in fantastic condition, it was obvious that this hadn’t been made recently.

“What can you tell me about that Ouija board?”

The old store owner put his spectacles on as he turned around and eyed the impressive block of wood.

“That’s the real deal there. That’s not the kind of Ouija board you pick up at the five-and-dime. That’s authentic. Late 1800’s.”

When he rattled off the cost to purchase the board I didn’t hesitate with my response.

“Sold!”

After taking my money and handing me the Ouija board, the store owner leaned in and spoke seriously.

“Be careful with this, son. This isn’t a toy to be played with. It’s a true portal that can bring forth things into this world that shouldn’t be here.”

I heeded his warning. I had no intention of being mischievous with the board. I simply wanted to display its beauty, thus I hung it up in a prominent location in my apartment.

Nicole didn’t see the attractiveness in it that I did. She couldn’t understand what I saw in it and was surprised not only that I had purchased it, but that I hung it up as a display piece.

We settled in on the couch and began watching a romantic comedy. We weren’t halfway into the movie when we began kissing and things were getting rather passionate, but Nicole kept pausing to look back at the Ouija board. Eventually she shook her head and stood up.

“I can’t do this tonight.”

“What’s wrong?”

Nicole pointed at the Ouija board.

“I don’t like that thing. It gives off a bad vibe. I feel like we’re being watched!”

She suggested we continue things at her house the following night and left abruptly. I sat there staring at the Ouija board. I didn’t feel any negative energy and certainly didn’t feel like I was being watched. However, when I went to bed that night, I was surprised to find a t-shirt belonging to Samantha splayed out on my bed.

Samantha had several clothing items at my apartment and after she died I couldn’t bring myself to part with them, so they were still hanging in the corner of my closet.

But why was this one on my bed?

The shirt in question was a teal t-shirt with a dolphin on the front. Samantha bought it when we were on vacation at the beach. It was the one and only time Nicole vacationed with us. The sisters were at each other’s throats the entire time. And they had argued over that shirt. They both wanted it, but it was the only one left. Eventually Nicole gave in by shouting “Fine. Take it. You always get what you want!”

I suppose it was plausible that Nicole had gone into my closet and saw the shirt. It likely brought back some bad memories. That may have been why she didn’t feel like staying.

The following night I went over to Nicole’s house. She made me dinner and after we ate, we sat in her heavily flowered sunroom. When I asked her if she had laid the shirt out on the bed, she was shocked.

“No of course not!”

Apparently bringing up the subject of Samantha touched a nerve.

“You still love her, don’t you?”

“Samantha?”

I shrugged.

“Yes, I guess I always will.”

Nicole crossed her arms and took a defensive posture as she stared silently out at the darkened sky.

“What’s wrong, Nicole?”

“Last week when I spent the night at your house, I found a picture of you and Samantha in your nightstand drawer.”

“Yeah, so?”

“Do you keep that picture on your nightstand and just put it in the drawer when you bring me in there to screw me? Is that how it is? Are you imagining it’s her when we have sex?”

“Whoa, calm down.”

“Answer me!”

“I had that picture on my nightstand the entire time Samantha and I were together. I put it in the drawer the day I started seeing you. Where is this coming from all of a sudden?”

“Something happened. I feel like she’s here!”

“Who?”

“Samantha! It’s like I can feel her with us right now staring at me disapprovingly.”

“Nicole, that’s crazy…”

“Just go. Go home. Leave me alone!”

Nicole got up, stormed to her bedroom and slammed the door shut. This was all very strange, but rather than make things worse by staying, I decided to go home. I was hoping the following day after she calmed down we might be able to have a civil conversation.

When I got home and began opening my apartment door, I heard a loud bang coming from my bedroom. I flicked on the lights, rushed to my bedroom and froze when I saw it.

My nightstand drawer was open. The picture of me and Samantha was shattered on the floor. That’s when I heard a loud crash from the living room. When I hurried in there to see what happened, I found the Ouija board lying on the floor. The heart shaped planchette was sitting on the center of the board and suddenly began moving around all by itself.

I stood in total shock as I watched the planchette move sharply from letter to letter.

S-I-S-T-E-R

“Sister? Samantha, is that you?”

The planchette quickly scooted to the word, YES and then slid back to the alphabet and rapidly spelled out another word.

O-L-E-A-N-D-E-R

“Oleander?”

Suddenly the planchette flew from the board and rocketed toward me. I shielded my face with my hands as it slammed against me and then dropped to the floor.

I was scared, I was freaking out and I felt like I was losing my mind. I ran out of the apartment, jumped in my car and floored it back to Nicole’s house. I had to tell her what happened. Maybe together we could communicate with Samantha and figure this out.

I hurried to Nicole’s front door and knocked. She answered and looked happy to see me. A smile came across her face and I got the impression that she was going to apologize for her behavior earlier that night, but I jumped in and spoke first.

“Do you know what oleander means?”

Upon hearing the word, Nicole’s smile vanished and the blood drained from her face. She was silent for a long moment.

“How did you find out?”

I didn’t know what she was talking about. I was about to ask her what she meant when she continued.

“Oleander is the toxic plant I used to poison Samantha with. It was the only way I could have you. I’ve been in love with you ever since we all took that trip to the beach together.”

It took a minute for the meaning of her words to make sense to me. Then I fell to my knees and broke down.

Nicole confessed everything to the police.

When I finally got back to my apartment that night I found the planchette sitting in the middle of the Ouija board. I watched on with sadness as it slowly moved down to the word “goodbye.”


SOMETHING WICKED THIS WAY COMES

In 1974, Possum Trot, Kentucky was an old-fashioned, peaceful little town. It was the kind of town that you could leave your doors unlocked and windows open without giving it a second thought.

Everyone did their shopping downtown. At the General Store, Mrs. Fletcher would greet customers with a smile and was always quick to help anyone find what they needed. Mr. Otis ran the Corner Candy Store and gave me a handful of tootsie rolls for free when I bought something. My favorite store downtown was Walker’s Pet Store. They always had puppies, kittens and rabbits. Sweet Miss Walker would let me play with them for hours on end. She even let me name my favorite animals. My favorite rabbits were Bonnie and Clyde, my favorite kittens were Chip and Dale and my two favorite dogs were Zig and Zag.

Every Sunday the townsfolk would gather at the church and enjoy the service given by Reverend Tucker. Afterward everyone would meet in the parking lot for the weekly town barbeque. Everybody knew each other and cared for one another. It was like the town was one big family. Living there was pleasant to say the least.

I was ten years old when Doc Weaver retired. That’s when things in the town started to change…and not for the better. The change I speak of coincided with the arrival of the new town doctor. His name was Dr. Wolfe.

Dr. Wolfe was tall and slender. He wore a black top hat and dark gray cloak over his black suit. He was a man in his early 60’s with sharp features and a contoured black beard. He carried himself with quiet confidence and the townsfolk were instantly enamored of him.

When I first met him at the weekly town barbeque he seemed friendly enough. He said that I looked like a fine chap and patted my head. My initial opinion of him began to change when he smiled. His teeth were stained yellow likely from years of tobacco use and his eye teeth were pointed, animal-like and intimidating.

It was when I looked into his eyes that I began to fear Dr. Wolfe. The colors of his eyes were so cold and gloomy. I could see my own reflection within them as if I was staring into a black pond. There was something sinister behind those wicked eyes that he couldn’t hide regardless of the friendly façade he presented.

Later that week my parents went shopping downtown. They spent most of their time at the General Store and allowed me to venture off on my own. My first stop was the Corner Candy Store. I wanted to get a brick of fudge. Peanut butter was my favorite and was always what I intended to buy, but Mr. Otis had such a variety of flavors, I often changed my mind.

When I entered the Corner Candy Store, I saw Dr. Wolfe at the counter speaking to Mr. Otis. The fudge display was across the store, so I was too far away to hear what Dr. Wolfe was saying clearly, but I could hear his mumbles. They were constant. He was speaking a lot and Mr. Otis was listening intently.

Eventually Dr. Wolfe stopped talking. When he turned and began walking toward the exit door, I could see that he had purchased a bag of black licorice. He was chewing on a piece when he noticed me. He didn’t slow down upon seeing me. He simply winked at me as he strolled out of the store.

When I stepped to the counter to inform Mr. Otis of my fudge selection, I noticed he wasn’t paying attention to me at all. He was staring at the door Dr. Wolfe had just exited through. He seemed as though he were in some kind of a daze.

“Mr. Otis?”

Upon hearing my voice, Mr. Otis shook his head slightly and took my order, but his head still seemed to be in the clouds. He wasn’t smiling or being the friendly person he normally was. He seemed preoccupied. And that was the first day Mr. Otis didn’t give me a handful of free tootsie rolls.

My next stop was Walker’s Pet Store. When I entered the store, I was surprised to see Dr. Wolfe again. He was standing at the register holding my two favorite rabbits, Bonnie and Clyde, by the nape of their necks in a not so delicate manner. When he spotted me staring at the rabbits, he addressed me.

“Don’t worry boy. I’ll take good care of them.”

His voice was deep and callous. I did not feel reassured as he exited the store with the bunnies.

As I approached Miss Walker, she was acting in a similar fashion as Mr. Otis was. She was staring at the door. Her eyes were glazed over. Her mind was elsewhere.

“Miss Walker?”

She blinked her eyes a few times and then looked down at me. She did not speak in a friendly tone.

“What do you want?”

“Can I play with Zig and Zag?

Miss Walker shook her head.

“Not today. Go on, go find your parents. I’m closing the store early. Scoot!”

Miss Walker quickly ushered me out of the store, shut the door behind me and flipped her store sign to “closed.”

Over the next few weeks, I saw Dr. Wolfe walking through town often. The townsfolk would stop and gawk at him as if in awe as he passed by and tipped his hat at them. It was like he was some kind of rock star in their eyes. I didn’t get it.

Over the next few months, the attendance at Sunday church service gradually decreased. Normally it was standing room only, but with each passing week, less people showed. One week the church was three quarters full. The next week only half full. A few weeks later it was down to one quarter full. Then one Sunday afternoon when we stepped through the church doors, there were only three other people there.

The weekly town barbeques had become a thing of the past as well. And I noticed that the townsfolk weren’t as happy and kind as they once were. They were all becoming emotionless and deadpanned. Mr. Otis still operated the Corner Candy Store, but he wasn’t friendly anymore. He just took my money and handed me my candy.

The worst day for me was when I walked into Walker’s Pet Store and Zig & Zag were gone. Then I noticed Chip and Dale were gone. As a matter of fact, the entire store was void of pets. I asked Miss Walker where the animals were and she said she sold them all. I asked who bought them and she told me it was none of my business and kicked me out.

When I exited the pet store, I saw Dr. Wolfe driving away from the store in a black van. I could hear distressed barking coming from within.

While the weekly town barbeques stopped happening, the townsfolk still got together every week. At Dr. Wolfe’s house. He lived in the largest house in the area. It was located on top of a hill and overlooked the entire town. On Sunday nights people gathered at his house for some kind of town meeting. And one of the kids at school told me that his parents started going to some sort of church service that Dr. Wolfe held at his home.

One night after dinner, as my parents were doing the dishes, I heard them talking about Dr. Wolfe. They were chatting about going to one of Dr. Wolfe’s sermons. They were both reluctant but apparently the rest of the townsfolk were pressuring them to attend.

I asked them if I could go with them, but they said no. They explained that Dr. Wolfe’s church service was held at midnight and that children weren’t allowed. 

Midnight? Why would anyone hold a service so late? Why didn’t they want kids to attend? These were major red flags for me, why weren’t they for everyone else?

That night, I pretended like I was asleep and then followed my parents to Dr. Wolfe’s large home. The whole town was there. I watched from afar and waited until they all entered his house before I snuck up closer.

I peeked in through the kitchen window, but didn’t spot anyone. I moved around the front of the house and peered in through the living room window, but couldn’t see a soul.

Where were they?

That’s when I noticed the exterior cellar doors near the side of the house. I could see the flickering of light emitting through the cracks. As I approached them I could hear unison group chanting coming from inside.

I slowly, carefully opened one of the cellar doors just enough for me to slide my body through. I found myself at the top of a flight of crude concrete stairs. I stealthily stepped down the stairs, making sure I kept myself hidden in the shadows.

The basement was enormous and primitive. The floor was dirt. There were wooden shelves lining the walls. Many of the shelves housed clear jars that held some type of red liquid. Oh how I hoped it was jam.

I snuck up closer to the congregation of people and hid behind a large whiskey barrel. 

All of the townsfolk were wearing black robes with the hoods up, shielding their faces. They were standing in rows facing Dr. Wolfe who was in front of them much like Reverend Tucker would be while delivering church service.

Dr. Wolfe was dressed in an identical cloak as the congregation, with the exception of his being dark red in color. He was standing in the center of a large five pointed star that was painted on the cellar floor and encircled with large, blistering candles.

Behind Dr. Wolfe were cages upon cages of the animals from the pet store. I could see the puppies, Zig and Zag, near the front. They were shivering with fear. The kittens, Chip and Dale were hissing at Dr. Wolfe as he spoke and the bunnies, Bonnie and Clyde were hopping around nervously in their cage.

The congregation chanted for several minutes until Dr. Wolfe held up his hands at which time they immediately fell silent. He spoke several words in a language I was not familiar with before he began giving a sermon.

What he was saying didn’t make any sense to me. He spoke of darkness consuming all, giving oneself to temptation, the spilling of innocent blood and live sacrifices.

Dr. Wolfe then stepped to the bunny cage and removed Bonnie. He held her by the nape of her neck, raised her high into the air and then unsheathed a gigantic knife from under his cloak and held it against Bonnie’s throat.

“Nooo!”

I rocketed through the center of the congregation, rushed up to Dr. Wolfe and slammed into him with all of my might. He fell to the ground and dropped Bonnie in the process. As she hopped away to safety, I quickly opened all of the cage doors and set the animals free.

Dr. Wolfe was frothing at the mouth as he pointed at me.

“Catch that little son of a bitch! Kill him!”

The townsfolk started looking around at each other and I could hear a slight murmur as they began speaking, questioning Dr. Wolfe’s order. They weren’t fully under his spell. Not yet. But I wasn’t going to wait around for them to change their minds. I ran to the cellar doors, flung them open and ran with the animals to safety.

When I got home my parents were in the kitchen. My mother was on the phone in tears as my father listened on closely. They were worried and searching for me, no doubt. But I wasn’t going to let them know of my whereabouts. Not yet. I had something to take care of first.

I quietly crept into my parents’ bedroom and removed my father’s double barrel shotgun from above the door. I then made my way back to Dr. Wolfe’s house.

I waited outside his house for over an hour until all of the townsfolk’s vehicles were gone and then I snuck back into the basement through the cellar doors.

Dr. Wolfe was alone. He was no longer wearing his red robe. He was donning his normal black suit and was sitting in a chair at the center of the five pointed star. His eyes were closed and he was whispering something to himself.

I was silent as I cautiously moved within ten feet of the sinister man. His eyes shot open when he heard me cock the gun.

“Leave my town now or I’ll pull this trigger and blow your head off.”

Dr. Wolfe showed no fear whatsoever as he stared down the barrel of the gun.

“I see you hold a darkness within, much as I do.”

I spoke sharply so that there was no misunderstanding.

“I’m nothing like you. I’m simply defending my peaceful town against a wicked, evil thing.”

He stared coldly at me for a long moment contemplating his options. Finally he let out a defeated breath and spoke.

“Fine you brave boy. I’ll leave your town. But you can’t stop me. Over the next fifty years you’ll witness the steady decline of civilization the world over as I sink my hooks in deeper and deeper.”

“That’s the world’s problem. I just want to save my little town.”

Dr. Wolfe smirked before he placed his top hat on his head, fastened his cloak over his black suit and left town.

It took several months, but gradually the town woke from its stupor and eventually everything went back to normal. The townsfolk were happy, cheerful and friendly. Mr. Otis started giving me free tootsie rolls with every order again. Miss Walker let me play with all of the animals at the pet store. The church was standing room only and the town barbeque was bigger and better than ever.

I couldn’t save the world, but I did manage to save my little town.


IS CHIVALRY DEAD?

It wasn’t the best place in the world for the average person to be broken down. It was a desolate location with spotty cell service at best. The freshly laid black asphalt certainly didn’t mean the road got much in the way of traffic. From my estimation a car passed by once every hour.

Definitely not the best spot to be broken down. Especially for a woman.

I’m tall and thin with bushy blonde hair. Most consider me to be an attractive lady. Normally I don’t have trouble getting people to stop for me if I look like I need assistance, but today was different. Here I sat in the driver’s seat of my car with the door open and the hood up, and three cars had zoomed past me without even slowing down to see if I needed some help. Two of the three people were men.

Maybe chivalry was dead.

That was the very thought coursing through my brain when another vehicle rounded the bend, but unlike the others, this one slowed as it passed by.

It was a rusty, old pickup truck. I could see that there was only one person in the vehicle. It was a man. He had a scruffy appearance. He slowed enough to gawk at me with a stern expression.

He continued past me, like the others. I was surprised when suddenly his brake lights lit up like a beacon and he screeched to a halt. He just sat there for a moment before his white reverse lights illuminated the road and he slowly backed up to my car. His door let forth with a rusty creak as he slowly pushed it open and stepped out.

The man was husky and was wearing a thick, dirty jacket and an oil stained ball cap. His long unkempt beard was peppered with small splotches of gray patches. His eyes were dark and highlighted by deep creases. I noticed a large, ugly scar over his left eye and he held his mouth in a snarl. As he stepped toward me, I thought I noticed him looking me up and down, but that could have been my imagination. He spoke with a gruff voice.

“Car trouble?”

I glanced at the open hood and back at him.

“How’d you guess?”

The man took a few more steps and stopped when he was just a few feet from me. I was mistaken about his eyes. From a distance they appeared dark and cold, but up close they were ocean-blue and friendly. I was surprised when a beaming smile broke over his roughened face. It was so bright and welcoming. It instantly put me at ease. His voice softened with the smile.

“I have to be honest. I don’t know much about cars. But I’d be happy to call someone for you or give you a lift somewhere.”

I smiled back at him.

“It’s okay. My car isn’t really broken down.”

He crinkled his brow in confusion and never even noticed as I reached around my back and removed my handy hatchet from its holster. He didn’t suspect a thing as I whacked him in the face with it.

The blade didn’t drive too deep into his face, but the blow knocked him silly and he staggered for a few seconds before falling to the ground. I instantly jumped on top of him and brought the hatchet down.

“It used to be so easy to get men to stop to help me.”

I chopped into his face again.

“Nowadays, you’d be surprised how many just drive right by without any consideration to stop and help a lady in distress.”

I continued hacking away.

“Maybe some of them thought this was some kind of a scam for me to get them to stop so I could rob them…or kill them.  And they’d be correct.”

I stopped my assault once his face was unrecognizable and I could see chunks of his skull protruding through the mangled flesh.

“Maybe chivalry isn’t dead after all.”


TAKEN

I was four days away from being 16 years old. I couldn’t wait. The first thing I was going to do was get my driver’s license. My parents had already bought me a car. I just needed my license and I’d be all set. And I wasn’t the only one looking forward to me getting my license. My parents were too.

I was a hard working girl. I was able to get a job as a cashier at a movie theater when I turned 15. But the theater was a thirty minute drive from my house, thus my parents had to drive me to and from. They’d be thrilled once they didn’t have to chauffeur me around anymore.

The other primary beneficiary would be my best friend, Holly. Holly had another six months to go before she turned 16 and got her own license. But in the meantime I’d be happy to let her tag along with me to school and back. Our dreary bus riding days were almost over!

Holly lived just down the block from me. The bus always dropped us off at the entrance of a long, gloomy alleyway. Our parents had warned us not to use the alley as a short cut, but it cut our walking time down by half, so of course we were going to use that alley to save that precious time!

It was a Monday afternoon. The bus had dropped us off and we were using the alley shortcut when Holly pointed out a suspicious white van parked against the back of a store. She called it a “rapist” van and said the only thing missing were the words “free candy” written on the side.  I laughed at her joke and paranoia. I didn’t think the van was suspicious. My dad was a locksmith and drove a similar van, except his was blue and had his company name plastered all over it. This one was very plain and had no windows in the back.

Holly insisted we give it a wide berth as we walked past it. That seemed reasonable and we did just that. The van was there again on Tuesday. We kept our distance from it then too. By the time Wednesday rolled around and the van was once again in the same vicinity, we assumed it to be owned by an employee of one of the businesses it was parked behind. By Thursday, it was just a natural part of the scenery and we didn’t bat an eye when we walked by it.

On Friday, Holly called me before I left for the bus stop to inform me that she was ill and would not be going to school that day. She asked if I’d pick up any homework she needed and I did so.

When I got off the bus that afternoon, I contemplated taking the longer, safer route home since I was all alone, but it was my 16th birthday and my mom was waiting at home to take me to get my driver’s license so I wasn’t going to waste a second!

The only thing on my mind as I meandered down the alley that day was my driver’s test. I was ultra-confident that I would ace it. It was the final hurdle to getting my driver’s license. I was more anxious than I was nervous.

I didn’t even realize that I was walking by the white, windowless van, so I startled when I heard the side door slide open with vigor. Just as the door opened, I felt two sets of hands grab me and pull me inside. I started screaming as I heard the door to the van close behind me. Within a second, the engine roared to life and I could hear the tires screeching as it tore out of the alley.

My assailants immediately put a burlap sack over my head while simultaneously jabbing a syringe into my arm. Within seconds, I blacked out.

I don’t know how much time had gone by when I groggily opened my eyes. My vision was blurred, but I could see daylight breaking through some of the tiny gaps in the rustic, burlap material. I was extremely weak. I could barely move a muscle, but I could hear two men talking to each other.

“How old do you think she is?”

“15 or 16.”

“You know we’ll get a lot more for her if her hymen is still intact.”

“I know. They’ll check her out before they bring her up.”

The conversation I was hearing was terrifying. I tried to scream, but in my weakened state, I only let out a frail mumble.

“She’s waking up. Give her another injection.”

Upon feeling a sting in my arm, I blacked out again.

When I woke up, I could tell that the burlap sack had been removed from my head, but I now had a thick blindfold over my eyes. I could feel strong hands under my arms holding me up into a standing position. I had minimal strength in my legs. Whenever I tried to stand on my own, my legs felt like wet spaghetti.

I could feel the strong man holding me and parading me around. He was walking back and forth and would occasionally spin me. I could detect an audience of some kind in front of me. The air was filled with the constant buzz of voices. I heard a microphone pop on and an amplified voice begin speaking to the room of spectators.

“Here we have a female in the 14 to 16 age range. She’s 5’ 3” and approximately 115 pounds. As you can see she has blonde hair and our medical team can confirm that she is virgin pure. Who’ll start the bidding at thirty thousand dollars?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing! I was being auctioned off at some kind of perverted sale. I tried to scream out, but was only able to produce incoherent grumbling which certainly couldn’t be heard over the bidding war that was taking place.

“Fifty thousand!”

“Sixty thousand!”

“Eighty thousand!”

There were a variety of voices shouting out bids. Mostly men, but I distinctly heard at least two different women as well. Within a matter of minutes, the auction had concluded.

“Sold to the distinguished gentleman for one hundred and twenty thousand dollars!”

Again, I felt a sharp stab in my arm and I passed out.

I woke up to the feeling of swaying back and forth. I could hear water splashing up against the side of whatever I was in. I slowly opened my eyes and for the first time since being taken, I could see. I had no sack over my head. I had no blindfold on. And the sight before my eyes was horrifying.

I was lying down in a small cage that was barely big enough to house me. After a few blinks the blurriness of my vision cleared up and I felt strength in my body. I stood up, but had to hunch slightly to keep my head from hitting the top of the cage.

I was in a large, dim metal room. And I wasn’t alone. There were at least a dozen more cages within the room. Each cage contained a young girl my age or younger. They were lying unconscious in their cages, but I could see them breathing. I must have been the first one to wake up.

I wasn’t sure exactly where I was, but I knew I had to get out of there fast!

I tried to push the cage door open, but not surprisingly it was locked.  I reached my hand through the cage and felt for the locking mechanism on the door. I was relieved to find that it was a very basic lock. I ran my fingers through my hair and prayed that I could find a bobby pin. My prayers were answered when I found one tucked deep into the back of my frazzled hair.

At a very young age, I took interest in my father’s profession and my proud dad taught me a thing or two about the locksmith business. I could pick most basic locks with my eyes closed. The cage I found myself enclosed in was no exception. Within a matter of minutes, I had the cage door opened and I stepped into the middle of the cold, dingy room.

As I gazed about, I spotted the door. It was a large cargo type door. There was light emanating from under the crack at the bottom and I could see movement outside. I hurried to the door and pressed my ear to it hoping to hear something that may give me a clue as to where I was. I could distinctly overhear two men having a conversation.

“Fantasy Island here we come.”

“The big wigs are going to have themselves a time at the gala tonight.”

“You got that right. They’re getting the cream of the crop.”

“You mean they’re gonna cream on that crop!”

As the men chuckled, I heard the door to the room being unlocked. I quickly pressed myself against the wall in the darkest corner of the room. I watched as the door swung open and two men stepped inside. They both wore khaki uniforms and started checking the cages.

“We just have to make sure they have enough water to last them until we reach the island.”

It would only be a matter of seconds before they noticed my cage was empty and that I was gone. I had no time to waste, so I quietly crept out of the room and recognized that I was in well lit, thin corridor. There was a flight of stairs directly in front of me. I scurried up the stairs and found myself on the deck of a gigantic yacht. There were several people in khaki uniforms milling about, but none of them saw me. I was able to get on my hands and knees and hide behind a fancy, cushioned lounge chair.

The loud blare of the ship’s horn startled me and I could see a khaki uniformed man begin to unfasten the thick ropes that were holding the yacht to a long pier.

I was running out of time!

I crouched down as I darted across the deck. As I passed by several windows, I could see that there was a party going on. There were a lot of men in tuxedos and women in evening gowns. They were drinking champagne and having a jolly fine time. Fortunately none of them saw me as I rushed to the edge of the yacht near where the khaki uniformed man was undoing the ropes. There was no getting off the yacht without him seeing me so I jumped right past him onto the pier and started running.

“We have a runaway! I repeat we have a runaway!”

I looked back over my shoulder and could see that the khaki dressed man was speaking into a walkie-talkie. It wasn’t long before several of his cohorts had jumped from the yacht to the pier and were giving chase, but I had a healthy lead on them.

The marina I was at was huge. There were all kinds of fancy ships tied to various docks. As I reached the end of the pier I hurried to the parking lot and hid next to a parked car. Just as I ducked out of sight, two security vehicles skidded to a halt at the end of the pier. When they got out they were met by a few of the khaki uniformed men. They engaged in frantic conversation for a moment and then began searching the parking lot for me. Luckily, they started their search on the wrong side of the lot and one of the security guards made the mistake of leaving his car running and the door open.

I hurried to the car, got into the driver’s seat and just barely pulled the door shut enough for the interior light to shut off. My instinct was to peel rubber out of there, but I knew such action would draw attention and I’d likely be taken all over again. I restrained that urge and slowly, quietly coasted the car out of the parking lot.

They never even noticed.  

When I reached a main road, I floored it until I was miles away from the marina. I had no clue where I was, I just got on the nearest expressway and drove. I was rather shocked when I saw a sign indicating I was leaving New York State. I didn’t live anywhere near New York. I guessed my home to be over 500 miles away from there!

I looked down at the gas gauge and found that I had a full tank of gas to work with. I wasn’t going to stop for some time. I wanted to put distance between myself and my captors.

Once the car got down to a quarter of a tank of gas, I stopped at a police station. I told the authorities everything I knew, but it wasn’t much. I didn’t even know the name of the marina I was held captive at. I got the feeling that the minimal information I provided wasn’t going to be enough for them to do much with.

Several hours later my parents arrived and took me home.

While I was thankful to have gotten out of that ordeal alive, I felt awful for the rest of the girls in those cages who weren’t so fortunate. And there was no doubt in my mind, what I experienced was just the tip of one gigantic, deviant iceberg.


SCHOOL SHOOTER

The Teacher

I’m a history teacher at Tradewater High School located in Northern Kentucky. It was the early portion of 2nd period when the onslaught began.

At first I thought someone had set off a cluster of firecrackers as a prank, but it only took me a few seconds to recognize the sound for what it really was.

Gunfire.

The shots were being squeezed off in rapid succession and were getting closer. I rushed to the classroom door and flung it open only to see students and faculty screaming for their lives as they rushed down the hallway.

I was seconds away from ushering my students out the door when I saw the shooter. He was at the end of the hallway and heading toward us quickly. If we exited the room, we’d all be easy targets. I thought our best chance was to barricade ourselves in the room and hope the crazed shooter walked past without entering.

I didn’t even have to direct my students. They all found shelter in the far corners of the room or under their desks. I stood in front of the room as a last line of defense for them.

My hopes were shattered when the door was kicked open and the shooter entered.

“Elias?”

I was shocked to see Elias Bennings standing at the entrance of the classroom. He was dressed in blue jeans, a white t-shirt and a baseball cap. He was holding a rifle in a ready position.

Elias was the last student I would expect to be shooting up the school. He was a straight A student. He had a seat on the student council and was president of the Science Fiction Club.

He was also the number one target of our worst school bully “Bad” Billy Pratt. I could only guess that Billy Pratt finally pushed Elias over the edge and he snapped.

“Move out of the way, Miss Blaire. I don’t want to hurt you.”

I wish I could say I stood strong as a shield for my students, but the second Elias pointed the gun at my head, I crumpled to the ground like a coward and watched on in horror as Elias began shooting kids at random.

At least I thought it was at random.

Elias didn’t hesitate to fire away at the three kids closest to him, killing them instantly. But then he paused and pointed at one of the other students.

“You, get out!”

The student he singled out followed Elias’s order and fled from the room free of harm. I was hoping Elias would allow the remainder of the students out, but he began firing again, taking the lives of five other students in a matter of seconds. Then, once again, Elias hesitated and began pointing at multiple students and addressing some of them by name.

“Susie, Bill, James, you all get out of here. Hurry.”

When a student he didn’t name tried to escape with the others, Elias singled him out.

“Not you.”

He pulled the trigger and splattered the boy’s head all over the room.

The pattern continued with Elias freeing some students while murdering the others until finally, he lowered his weapon, turned around and left the room.

I crawled to the door and peered out into the hallway, hopeful that Elias would exit the building, but instead he entered another room and began firing. Once again, he appeared to let several of the students leave, but killed the rest. Then he moved on to another room and another as the vicious cycle continued.

I was shocked when I saw the school’s principal, Mr. Barnes rushing down the hallway towards Elias. Mr. Barnes was a robust man in his early 60’s with thick, salt and pepper hair. His piercing green eyes were enraged and he was holding a pistol in his hand.

“This way everyone! We’re going to kill this little bastard!”

Principal Barnes was leading a ragtag group of faculty and students as they attempted to take the fight to Elias. I had never seen such an act of bravery. Principal Barnes was a true hero.

After the large vigilante group passed by my classroom, my surviving students and I dashed out the nearest exit to safety.

Later I found out that Elias had murdered over fifty people in the school that day.


SCHOOL SHOOTER

The Bully
I’m known as “Bad” Billy Pratt by students and teachers alike. As far as I’m concerned, I’m the biggest bully in school history and I’m proud of that fact.
I bully dozens of kids daily but my favorite target was Elias Bennings. That little dweeb was the true definition of a nerd. He got straight A’s. He was into science fiction crap. He greased his hair and parted it down the middle. He wore thick, black glasses and was skinny as a rail. I mean, how could I not bully a kid like that?
I had a lot of nicknames for Elias. Nerd, geek, dork, pansy, wussy and dolt. One of my favorite things to do was run up to Elias and punch him as hard as I could in the arm. I prided myself on leaving colorful bruises. I’d make him buy me lunch. I’d make him do my homework. And of course, I always insisted that he refer to me as, sir.
I was in math class when the shooting began. None of us could figure out where it was coming from. We were afraid that if we made a mad dash for the exit doors we’d run right into the shooter, so we stayed in the classroom, which turned out to be huge mistake. Within minutes, the door flew open and Elias stepped inside. He wasted no time in pumping the teacher full of lead and then he turned his fury toward the students.
Elias allowed most of the kids in the front of the class to leave. Then he mowed down most of the students in the middle of the room.
I knew I was a dead man. Elias was going to take great pleasure in watching bullets enter my brain. Hell, I was probably the one that drove him crazy in the first place.
I was sitting in the last seat of the row farthest from the classroom door. Elias had already released or slaughtered the rest of the class. He shot the first two kids in the row and let the next two go.
That just left me.
I didn’t even bother begging for my life. I had been horrible to the kid. There was no way in the world he was going to let me live no matter what I said, so I didn’t waste my breath. I clenched my teeth and braced for the blitz of bullets.
“Get out of here, Billy.”
Elias motioned to the classroom door.
I sat there in shock. Was he letting me go?
“C’mon, Billy, go! Get the hell out of here!”
My eyes were wide with surprise and my jaw was practically scraping the floor. There had to be a catch. Maybe this was his way of torturing me. Elias was making me think he was going to let me go and then he’d shoot me in the back!
That’s what I was thinking as I hurried through the classroom towards the door. When I reached the door, I expected to feel the impact of the bullets in my back, but I didn’t. I couldn’t help but look back over my shoulder before exiting. Elias was standing there, continuing to urge me on.
“Go!”
I almost wanted to thank Elias, but I was afraid he’d change his mind so I bolted down the hallway and ran into an army of teachers and students all being led by Principal Barnes. He was seething with anger and gripping a revolver in his hand. He was flanked by the elderly Woodshop teacher, Mr. Childs who was holding an axe handle. Next to him was the Home Economics teacher, Mrs. Palmer. She was brandishing a knife. They were joined by at least twenty students. There were all enraged and marching toward Elias.
I ducked behind a locker and watched on as Elias went to war with the vigilante squad.



SCHOOL SHOOTER

The Nerd
My name is Vance Norris. I’m Elias Benning’s best friend. I had seen a change in Elias’s behavior over the past two weeks, but I never saw this coming.
Elias was a genius. He was so smart and school assignments were too easy for him. That left him with a lot of spare time and he filled that void with his passion. Science Fiction.
He was the president of the Science Fiction club of which I was a member as well. We’d watch sci-fi movies and read sci-fi books and have intense, in-depth discussions. It was fun.
He was fun.
Elias was a good young man. He was caring, thoughtful and didn’t deserve the constant bullying he suffered at the hands of “Bad” Billy Pratt. Billy picked on me too since I was a bona fide nerd as well, but it was nothing compared to the harsh treatment he gave Elias.
I expect most people will blame Elias’s motivation on Billy. The bullying just got to be too much and it drove Elias crazy. But I don’t believe that. I think something else was the cause.
One of Elias’s main interests was UFOs and aliens. A year ago he joined a local UFO club. It was a group of people who shared that passion. They’d get together once a month. I’m not sure exactly what they did there. Elias never talked much about it, but I know the club meetings began to increase in frequency. They went from meeting once a month to twice a month to every week. And for the past two weeks, the group was meeting every single night.
It was during that two week period when I started to notice a distinct change in Elias’s behavior. He became distant, like his head was somewhere else. There was something dark about the way he would stare at some of the students and teachers at school and I noticed he was slightly paranoid. He’d jump if certain people looked his way or walked toward him.
It was weird.
This part might seem insignificant, but it struck me as bizarre. Elias hated gum. He once described it as childish and would complain about how messy it was. I never saw him chew gum one time the entire time I knew him.
That is, until the past two weeks.
The past two weeks every single time I saw Elias he was chomping away on a piece of gum like a cow. I asked him what was up with that and he just said that he had a change of heart. He said this new gum was something special. He was anxious for me to try it, but said it was scarce.
The constant gum chewing coincided with the daily meetings of his UFO club and with his disturbing behavioral change.
When I saw that the school shooter was Elias, I didn’t hesitate to run up to him. I knew I was risking my life, but deep down, I knew he wouldn’t kill me. And I was correct.
“Why are you doing this, Elias? Why?”
Elias gave me a gentle pat on the shoulder.
“You need to get out of here. I don’t want you to get hurt.”
No sooner did those words leave Elias’s mouth when he aimed his rifle and shot our good friend and fellow Science Fiction club nerd, Clark, in the head.
I couldn’t move. I stood there frozen in terror as I watched Elias massacre our fellow classmates. I couldn’t believe it when I saw him let “Bad” Billy Pratt go. He shot our friend Clark to death, but let Billy the bully live? It didn’t make sense!
That’s when I saw the lynch mob led by Principal Barnes. He had fire in his eyes and was red with fury. He was leading an oddball army of students, faculty, and security guards. When several police officers showed up, Principal Barnes started barking orders at them and they fell right in line. He even commanded one of them to hand him his shotgun and they did so without hesitation.
“Elias! Today is the day you die!”
Principal Barnes opened fire on Elias as did the police and security guards. Several bullets hit Elias, but he squeezed off a massive amount of shots in return that took down more than half of the aggressive mob. His final shot hit Principal Barnes right between the eyes.
After that, it seemed Elias had run out of ammo and the remaining members of the army descended upon him like locusts. Some were shooting Elias while the others beat him with their weapons and fists.
Elias was ripped to pieces when they finished with him.



SCHOOL SHOOTER

The Shooter
When I joined the local UFO group in my town, I did so with the intention of meeting other people with similar interests.
I’ve always been big into science fiction, but lately had become much more passionate about science fact and finding the truth behind UFOs and alien life forms on other planets.
The first several meetings I attended consisted of getting updated on the latest UFO sightings around the world and hours of chitchatting and theorizing.
When a scientist named Dr. John Copper joined the group, my life changed.
At first most of us thought of Dr. Copper as eccentric at best and a complete loon at worst. He was convinced that a reptilian race of aliens had infiltrated our planet and walked among us. Their mission was to gradually take over the planet right under our noses.
That was the kind of story I would expect from my high school Science Fiction club, but Dr. Copper was dead serious and insisted that he would be able to prove it.
And he did.
Dr. Copper created a gooey form of gum that was infused with chemical agents that he said would wake us from our slumber and let us see the world for what it really was.
I detested chewing gum, but I was anxious to try it, for the gum would either oust Dr. Copper as a nut or prove the most significant scientific discovery in our world’s history. 
What I witnessed made me shiver in fear. Nearly half the people in the world were not human, but some kind of reptilian humanoid. Somehow the invaders had managed to cloak the world from their presence. Dr. Copper said it was something to do with a compound they were able to introduce into the air. To everyone else, the reptilians appeared to be normal people.
The gum wasn’t convenient and it tasted like dirt. It also took several hours of constant chewing before the chemical would seep into the bloodstream enough to counter the effects of the air pollutants. Dr. Copper said he was close to finishing a liquid form of the solution that would be much easier to administer. Once he perfected that, we could wake people up in droves.
Before Dr. Copper was able to complete the liquid solution, the reptilians discovered his creation and murdered him and destroyed all of the gum. They then showed up to the next UFO meeting and killed everyone in the group, except for me. I was the only one who managed to escape the meeting alive. But the reptoids knew who I was and they would be coming after me. It was only a matter of time before they murdered me too.
But I wasn’t going down without a fight!
For the past two weeks I had been chewing the solution gum in school and observed the reptilian’s comings and goings. Principal Barnes was a high ranking reptoid. Woodshop teacher Mr. Childs and the Home Economics teacher, Mrs. Palmer, were his main underlings. More than half of the student body consisted of the reptilian intruders as did the security guards.
I still had one piece of gum left in my pocket. It would be enough to allow me to see for as long as I needed to. Attacking them at the school would be the easiest way for me to take as many with me as I could.
And that’s what I did.



THE SAFE UNDER THE STAIRS

I’m a recently divorced man who was in dire need of a change of scenery, so I bought a three story building in the historic district of the small, but active town of Bardstown, Kentucky. The 1st floor of the building was setup to be a business and the 2nd and 3rd floors were designed to be apartments.

I loved Bardstown and visited it quite often when my ex-wife would allow for it. She was a city girl who hated everything about small towns that I loved. It was liberating to be free from the restraints of her and the life I left behind. I was looking forward to starting over again.

The building didn’t need much in the way of work. The elderly woman I bought it from had run a store there for many decades and was retiring. My plan was to rent the 1st floor to a business, rent the 2nd floor to a tenant and to live on the 3rd floor.

Without having put out any word, I had already been approached by multiple merchants and tenants who were seriously interested in the available spaces. I just needed to tidy things up a little and then I’d start the leasing process.

In the back of the building was a rear entrance that led to a large, winding stairwell. Those were the stairs that led to the 2nd and 3rd floor residences and was also the employee entrance for the 1st floor business.

There was a rather large storage space under the stairs that still had several items stored there from the previous business. It was mostly junk items that wouldn’t be useful to anyone so I piled it all up and hauled it to the dumpster.

Once that area was cleared of the debris, I noticed that the storage space curved around out of sight to the back of the stairwell. I crawled back there and that’s when I saw the safe.

The safe was very old. I would venture to guess it was from the 1970’s at least. It was approximately 3 cubic feet around and heavy duty. This wasn’t some cheap knock off brand. This was a serious safe likely meant to hold some significant assets.

The most mysterious aspect of the safe was the haggard piece of paper that had been taped to the front of it. The paper had yellowed with age, but the four words handwritten in bold letters were still very legible.

DO NOT OPEN EVER!

Technically, the safe was mine. But still, I felt the right thing to do was to contact the woman I bought the building from to see if it was hers and if there was anything inside that she wanted.

The old woman was aware of the safe under the stairs but said it had been sitting under there for so long that she had completely forgotten about it. Evidently, the safe was under the stairs when her and her husband bought the building back in the late 1950’s and they heeded the warning and never attempted to open it.

A safe sitting under the stairs unopened for over 65 years? There could be gold bars in there for all I knew! My curiosity was not going to allow me to leave it be, even with the cryptic message affixed to it. If anything, that intrigued me more!

I asked around town and there was one locksmith in particular who came highly recommended. He was a short, stout man who was very open about the fact that he used to rob banks. He boasted that there wasn’t a safe in the world he couldn’t open.

When the locksmith crawled behind the stairs and spotted the safe in question, he was impressed. He said it was a top of the line 1930’s Sentry safe.

1930’s? I was shocked. This thing had been sitting under those stairs for nearly 100 years!

The man told me that if I wanted to sell the safe after I was through with it, he’d be interested in buying it as a collectible. Apparently, he didn’t see many like that anymore.

I took pleasure in watching the locksmith work. He was like a surgeon as he pressed the end of a stethoscope against the face of the safe and turned the dial around and around. In less than fifteen minutes we both heard the clank of the safe door unlocking.

“That’s it.”

That locksmith got up and started to leave. I was rather surprised that he didn’t want to see the contents of the safe.

“Don’t you want to see what’s inside?”

He shook his head.

“Nope. The note said not to open it. Ever. I’m going to assume there’s a good reason for that. Good luck.”

With that, the skilled locksmith left.

As I eyed the safe door, my heart began to accelerate and I could feel the palms of my hands begin to sweat. The moment of truth was here. There was no turning back now!

I gripped the lever of the safe and gave it a hefty tug. It budged slightly, but I was going to have to use a lot more elbow grease to get the door ajar. I pulled again, harder. It was trying to give, but seemed as though it might be stuck.

Finally, I put my foot against the wall for leverage and pulled back on the safe’s door with all of my might. That did the trick. The safe door opened with a loud whoosh as if it had been vacuum sealed shut. I actually felt a rush of air blast against my face and reeled back in surprise.

I startled when the back stairwell door flung open. I quickly got up and looked around. There was nobody outside or in the stairwell. I didn’t see a soul. And the night was still. There wasn’t any kind of wind gusts or breeze to contribute to the door’s sudden opening. I was at a loss.

I brushed that happening aside and focused on the safe. It was time to find out what was in it! I withdrew a small penlight from my shirt pocket, pulled the safe door all the way opened and shined it inside.

I was hoping for gold bullion, jewelry, cash or coins. But none of those things were inside. As a matter of fact there was only one thing within the safe. It was a lock of black human hair tied together with a rubber band. There was no indication as to who the hair belonged to or why it was there.

And just like that, the mystery surrounding what was inside the safe had been solved.

But I wasn’t satisfied.

The following day I did some serious research on the building’s history. According to what I found, the man who owned the building in the 1930’s rented the commercial portion to a young woman who used it to peddle potions and incantations. In the late 1930’s the woman was arrested for teaching classes on how to perform live sacrifices.

Unfortunately, that was all I was able to find out. The mystery of the lock of hair and the cryptic note on the safe would go unsolved.

That night I slept heavy and had the most vivid of dreams. I dreamt of an attractive young woman with long, raven hair. She was dressed in black and donned an unusual, pointed hat. The woman was stirring boiling liquid in a cast iron caldron as she chanted.

Across from the woman was a naked man. He was bound by rope and begging for his life. The woman flashed a sadistic grin his way and spoke with an airy voice.

“You have rejected my spells and potions and refuse to be mine. Now, you will suffer the consequences.”

The woman proceeded to clip a lock of black hair from the man’s head. She then bound the hair with a rubber band as she closed her eyes and chanted in an unknown language. Suddenly, her dark eyes snapped open and she snarled at the man.

“Your soul will be trapped!”

I heard a heavy, metallic pound followed by silence and blackness.

For the longest time I heard nothing but shallow breaths that eventually transitioned into subtle whimpering.

I could feel myself wincing in my sleep as a blinding light illuminated my face and suddenly I felt myself floating in the air like a dried leaf tumbling from the branch of a mighty tree.

Once the brightness began to fade, I found myself standing in the stairwell staring at the man who I had seen bound by rope. He was wearing a brown, tweed 3-piece suit with a white shirt, blue tie and tan fedora. He shook my hand and smiled as he spoke.

“Thank you.”

I woke up in a cold sweat, panting to catch my breath. I felt exhausted and my muscles ached. I had no energy and collapsed back onto the bed and blacked out before waking up the next morning fully rested.

Was that just an intense dream? Or did I truly free a man’s trapped soul? I’ll never know for sure, but every now and then when I’m in the stairwell of that building, I can feel an overwhelming sense of gratitude lingering in the air. 


THE BIZARRE RESTAURANT

I had only lived in Chicago for a few months. I moved from rural Tennessee for a job opportunity and quite frankly, I was missing the country.

I did however meet a lot of nice people and had gone out on dates with a few different girls. That was the plan for the night in question as well.

Robin was a secretary at the office complex I worked. I saw her every day on the way in and out of work. Polite smiles accompanying our hellos and goodbyes evolved into friendly chit chat which eventually transitioned to legitimate conversations. I felt we had progressed to the point where a date might be in order so I asked and she accepted.

In an attempt to make the first date memorable, I made reservations at one of the city’s most respected fine dining establishments. Robin lived in the suburbs of the city and rather than have me pick her up, she decided we should just meet at the restaurant.

The reservation was for 7:30pm. I was standing outside the restaurant staring at my watch which boldly stated the time of 7:45pm, when my phone rang. It was Robin. She was extremely apologetic as she explained that she was stricken with a sudden bout of nausea and would not be able to make our date. She suggested that we postpone until the following weekend, if I was still interested. Of course I was, so I told her that would be great.

The problem was, I was starving! I needed food and fast. I wasn’t going to eat at the fine dining establishment alone, so I decided pizza would be a nice consolation prize.

One thing I quickly learned about Chicago was that when it came to pizza, you couldn’t go wrong, so rather than spend time scrolling through my phone searching for the nearest pizzeria, I decided to take a stroll down the block and the first pizza place I saw would be the winner.

Less than a block away a flickering pizza sign was beckoning to me and I picked up my pace. I was so focused on the restaurant that I didn’t even notice the small accumulation of people stopped on the sidewalk in front of me. I nearly rammed into the back of a little old lady who was gawking down at the unfortunate sight before us.

An elegant woman in her late 60’s wearing a sparkling evening gown was lying on her back. She appeared to be passed out. A panicked man in a tuxedo and long coat was on his knees gently slapping both sides of the woman’s face in an attempt to revive her. There was a buzz of chatter and I heard someone ask him what happened.

“I don’t know, she said she felt dizzy and just collapsed!”

An ambulance zoomed onto the scene before I could offer any assistance, not that my first-aid ignorant abilities would have been any help anyway.

The EMT’s were quick to examine the woman, get her on a gurney and load her into the ambulance. As the tuxedoed man began stepping into the back of the ambulance with her, he reached into his coat pocket and pulled out his cellphone. In doing so, a large, thick piece of white paper fell from his pocket and floated to the ground.

“Hey, you dropped something!”

I rushed toward the ambulance to retrieve the paper for the man, but the ambulance doors shut and the vehicle sped away before I could reach it.

I watched the ambulance race away into the distance before I bent down and picked up the paper that fell from the man’s pocket.   

The paper was very thick and as I examined it, I recognized it as a fancy, embroidered invitation. At the top of the card in gold, embossed, cursive font was the name of a restaurant. Restaurant Bizarre.

Underneath the title, the invitation read as follows:

Congratulations. This ticket is good for one admission to the most coveted exclusive, restaurant in the city.

Entry is allowed via invitation only.

My intrigue coupled with my rumbling stomach made my decision a no-brainer. I was going to eat at Restaurant Bizarre.

I followed the directions on the back of the invitation to a nondescript building with a facade that was painted black. The large door in the center of the building was framed with long, thin white lights. A man in his later 30’s dressed in a tailor-made suit stood outside the door. He recognized my confusion as I gazed about for some kind of signage.

“May I help you sir?”

I held up the invitation.

“I have this admission ticket…”

Before I could finish my sentence, the man smiled and opened the door.

“Welcome to Restaurant Bizarre.”

I entered and found myself alone in a small lobby that was sparkling with cleanliness. The floor and ceilings were white. The walls were black. A marble counter was positioned near the rear of the room.

After waiting a brief moment a woman dressed in a tight, yet sophisticated dress stepped behind the counter. Her auburn hair was tied back in a tight bun and her cat-like, emerald eyes sparkled as she spoke to me.

“May I have your admission ticket, please?”

I handed her the invitation. She studied it briefly before holding it under a small black-light device. Once satisfied she looked up and nodded.

“Congratulations. Your ticket has been deemed authentic.”

The woman stared at me as if waiting for some type of response. After a few seconds of awkward silence, I spoke up.

“Uh. Great. Thanks.”

The woman gave me a polite nod before speaking again.

“You can place your order with me, sir.”

“Uh, okay. Can I have a menu?”

The woman stared at me indifferently as if I said something that offended her.

“Wait here for the maître d.” 

After a brief wait, a petite man with slicked black hair and a toothbrush mustache entered the room. He wore a white dress shirt with a black tie and vest.

“I understand you requested a menu. Menus are not available at Restaurant Bizarre. You have your choice of the house traditional or the house special. Both dishes are served with roasted beet salad, honey-crisp apples, pumpernickel, almonds and blue cheese.”

“What do the house traditional and the house special consist of?”

The maître d closed his eyes as he allowed a short, pompous chuckle to escape from his lips.

“At Restaurant Bizarre, choices are limited and a certain amount of risk and trust are required. It’s part of the experience which makes us who we are.”

It was a little…well, bizarre, but I was willing to play along. I just wanted some food and fast.

“What do you recommend?”

The maître d did not hesitate.

“The house special tonight is exquisite.”

I nodded.

“Very well.”

The maître d led me down a blackened corridor and opened a door to a small room that housed a solid white table and chair. A single rose placed delicately within a thin, clear vase was the lone centerpiece.

The maître d pulled my chair out for me. Once I was seated he gave me a rather odd choice.

“Would you prefer your salad to be served in a plate or a bowl?”

I shrugged.

“A plate would be fine.”

“And would you rather a fork or a spoon to eat your salad with? I recommend a fork.”

He was dead serious. I simply nodded and went with his daring recommendation of a fork.

It hadn’t been but two minutes before my roasted beet salad arrived. The portion was on the dainty side but what it lacked in quantity, it made up for with quality. Each bite was an explosion of flavor. I was truly saddened when I finished the last bite. But if the salad was any indication of what I was in store for with the main course, I was in for something special!

After my table was cleared the maître d made another appearance.

“Your dinner will be ready shortly. Would you prefer to be fed by a male or female?”

“Fed?”

“Ah yes, the house special is fed to you. There is no other way. Your only choice is a male or female feeder.”

I muttered under my breath.

“Restaurant Bizarre, indeed.”

“Excuse me sir?”

I shook my head and grinned.

“A female feeder would be preferred.”

The maître d bowed his head and exited the room.

What the hell kind of place was this? I barely finished my thought when my feeder entered the room. She was a woman in her late 40’s void of makeup and dressed in a plain black dress. Her raven hair was tied back with a white ribbon. Her voice was soft and timid.

“My name is Greta. I will be your feeder. I have been informed that your house special is ready for consumption.”

Greta held up a large black cloth that she began folding.

“It is time for you to be blindfolded.”

“Blindfolded?”

“Correct. It is part of the experience here at Restaurant Bizarre. We believe the visual vacancy exemplifies your sense of taste.” 

At that point I just wanted to eat, so I gave no objections as she blindfolded me and the room became black.

As she finished tying the blindfold, I heard the door to the room open and a sudden sharp, rich peppery aroma filled the air. I could feel hot, scented steam gliding over my face as the house special was placed before me. Before the feeder commenced with her duties, she gave me a stern warning.

“Under no circumstances are you to take off your blindfold. When the time comes, I will remove it for you. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Please open your mouth.”

I did as was instructed and something large and round was placed in my mouth. It was firm and had the texture of a large olive, but its flavor was bold and savory. The feeder instructed me to bite down. When I did, a spurt of tangy juice erupted in my mouth.

Once I was finished with…whatever the hell that was, I was treated to multiple bites of some kind of spiced meat. The exterior was light and crisp, but the center was incredibly tender and melted like hot butter in my mouth. The seasoning overwhelmed me, yet it was perfect. A rich pepper coating gave way to a nut and honey glaze. It felt like a main course followed by a scrumptious dessert with every bite.

I was filling up fast had no complaints with the feeder moving on to the next food item. This was an unusual cut of meat. There was an initial sponginess to the tough texture but as I bit down, a smoky sweet and sour lemon sauce gushed from the center. It was unfamiliar, but delicious!

Next I was treated to something extremely crispy that flaked apart in my mouth. As I crunched away, my taste buds were treated to the delightful pairing of acidic citrus and savory cured meat.

I never intended to remove the blindfold. I had an itch on the back of my head, directly under it. As I scratched away, I inadvertently loosened the blindfold and it drooped down to my mouth revealing the house special in front of me.

A roasted one-eyed human head was staring up at me. I assume the other eye was the first thing I ate. The strips of missing flesh from each cheek were likely the second course. Half a tongue hanging out of the mouth and only one ear on the head told me what the other two portions I had were.

I let out a groan of disgust and as I stood up my feeder started shouting.

“Blindfold! Blindfold!”

Within seconds multiple brawny men in black suits rushed into the room and shoved me against the wall. As they held me, the maître d entered the room with a disappointed expression.

“You were told not to remove the blindfold, yes?”

“It was an accident!”

“That makes no difference. I’m sure you can understand why we cannot let you go.”

Before I could beg and plead for my life, I was gagged. When a man dressed in a chef’s outfit entered the room and informed everyone that they were all out of the house special, the maître d looked back at me, held up a butcher knife and grinned.

“I believe we have one more.”


BARREN WORLD

The Woman

I’m a 41 year old woman, which makes me one of the youngest people in the entire world.

Forty years ago, every female on the planet became barren.

Nobody knows why.

The only time I’ve ever seen a human baby was when I was a baby myself and those memories are so distant they don’t seem real.

My happiest moments are watching videos and movies with babies. Or thumbing through old magazines and seeing ads that depict families with children. It must have been wonderful. But I can only imagine.

Without question there is a void in my life knowing I can never have kids. I’ll never have one. I’ll never hold one. I’ll never experience one in any way.

The world is a strange place. It’s as though when the female of our species went barren so did the spirit. Knowing the end of the species is mere decades away and that there is nothing anyone can do about it is deflating. Ambition, energy, enthusiasm…those are things most people in our world do not possess.

It’s a sad world. Life is sluggish, depressing and uninspired.

Over the barrenness decades, a form of devolution has taken place within the species. For women, a sense of purpose has vanished. And men seem to have been emasculated.

But still, we live our lives as drab as they are as we unwillingly march toward the extinction of our species.

The world has become a dangerous place. As more and more people stop caring about themselves they also stop caring about others. Morality within our species is evaporating. Thus I carry a gun and a knife with me everywhere I go. I’ve had to use both on more than one occasion to save my life.

I work at a hospital as a nurse. I’m part of the minority that still enjoys caring for other people. Though most of the people I help are miserable and dejected, I try to keep a smile on my face. Most days it is ineffective, but occasionally it is infectious. I live for those days. To see others happy, smiling…hopeful.

I had worked a double shift and was exhausted. The parking lot of the hospital was well lit and usually safe. That fact combined with my fatigue caused my defenses to be down.

I never saw him coming.

I felt someone grab me from behind, roughly pulling me against their body. Before I had time to reach into my purse for my gun, a rag was slapped over my face. The strong chemical smell was overwhelming and I passed out.

I only have a couple of memories after that and they are incredibly foggy, so I’m not sure how accurate they are. 

I remember waking up on a bed. I felt paralyzed. I couldn’t move a muscle. The room I was in looked like a medical lab of some sort. I remember seeing shelving units with various metal trays, test tubes and syringes. I believe there was a tray next to me that had a scalpel, forceps and a speculum. After that I remember someone lying on top of me, moving in a rhythmic pattern.

I woke up in a dirty alley. My lower abdomen was throbbing in pain and I was certain that I had been sexually violated.


BARREN WORLD

The Man
Aliens have invaded earth.
When I was a kid I always imagined such an event to consist of massive flying saucers shooting laser beams and decimating the cities. Perhaps ground troops of grotesque beasts would blast away at the survivors until the planet was conquered.
The truth is much less eventful, yet much more impactful.
They’ve rendered our species sterile. Now all they have to do is be patient. In fifty to sixty years humans will be extinct and they can simply move in with minimal effort.
But unlike most of my fellow species, I’m not going down without a fight!
I’ve spent my entire adult life researching how the sterilization took place. I became a gynecologist so that I would be an expert in the female anatomy. I made a decision to do anything it took to discover what had happened. No matter how despicable my actions may need to be.
I had studied enough living subjects. The time had come for something more crucial. I began kidnapping woman and mutilating them. I carved them up like a modern day Jack the Ripper. Not because I was some psychopathic missing link, but rather in an effort to save the species. If I was going to find out how they managed to sterilize women, I needed to study every millimeter of them.
I must have butchered over a hundred women, but after scrutinizing every portion of the female body under a powerful microscope, I found it.
A nanobot.
This microscopic alien robot guards the female egg and destroys any sperm that approaches. I’m not entirely sure how the aliens introduced the robot, but I would venture to guess the source to most likely be drinking water.
I killed another hundred women as I tried to perfect the removal of the nanobot. While it was not easy, I’m now an expert at it.
I could teach what I learned to others and we could remove the nanobots from every fertile woman in the world and also the inevitable offspring they will produce.
I have saved the human species.
However, slaughtering all of those women has done something to me. Without question it has numbed my conscience and warped my mind. Recognizing this fact makes me no less crazy and my insanity now drives me.
Why should I teach my skill to others? Why share the credit? Why should I let others fertilize the women? That honor should be all mine!
I spend my nights stalking women, waiting for the perfect moment and then I subdue them, sedate them and impregnate them. This is my daily routine.
Some may call me a murderer and a rapist. They would not be wrong. But in my sick, demented mind…I’m also a hero. More than that, I am the new Adam and every woman in the world is my Eve!



MY ROOMMATE

I went to college out of state and was excited to begin the next chapter in my life. I was hoping to get to my dorm room early in the day, but hadn’t accounted for traffic and by the time I arrived it was late afternoon.

When I entered my dorm room, I was greeted by my new roommate, Nancy. She had cute short brown hair with subtle pink highlights, but the most unique aspect of Nancy was that she had two different colored eyes. One was brown and one was dark green.

I explained to her that I live out of state and ran into traffic along the way or I would have gotten there earlier.

“Don’t worry about it. I live out of state too. I took some back roads to avoid traffic. I hope you don’t mind that I took the bed on the right side of the room.”

I didn’t care at all. The room was tiny and the beds were identical. Nancy then pointed to the closet located at the foot of her bed.

“All I ask is that you don’t go into my closet. It’s a mess. I just threw all my stuff in there. It’s going to take me a few days to organize.”

I told her she had nothing to worry about. I was the private type and would never consider rummaging through other people’s things.

Nancy seemed sweet. We talked for hours as I unpacked and got my side of the room in order. I told her where I was from and all about my family. Nancy said she was an only child and expressed that she always wanted a sibling. She was hoping that we could eventually be like sisters.

That night I turned in early. I was exhausted from the drive and the excitement of the day. I woke up at 1:00am. When I opened my eyes, I saw Nancy sitting on the edge of her bed, watching me. She felt the need to explain herself.

“I have a difficult time sleeping in new places. It’ll pass. Don’t worry about me. Go back to sleep.”

I did so, but two hours later, my full bladder woke me up. When I got up to use the bathroom, I saw Nancy lying on her bed. She was awake, resting her head in her hand and staring directly at me.

“Hi roomie.”

I smiled as best as I could for still being half asleep. After using the bathroom, I crawled back in bed. When I glanced in Nancy’s direction, I caught her looking at me again. She didn’t even pretend that she wasn’t. She just kept gawking at me. I was too tired to care much and fell back to sleep.

The next morning I woke up and Nancy wasn’t in the room. I’m the kind of person who is never fully awake until they have a shower, so I immediately went to the bathroom, shut the door behind me and got into the shower.

While in the midst of my invigorating shower, I heard a light tap on the bathroom door. This was followed by the creak of the door opening and Nancy’s voice.

“Do you mind if I come in for a minute? I have to get something. I promise I won’t look.”

Again, I’m the private type and not keen on people entering the bathroom while I'm in there, but I wasn’t going to risk coming off rude this early in a new relationship. Nancy would understand my preferences more once we got to know each other better.

“Okay. That’s fine.”

I heard her moving around in the bathroom for a couple of minutes, followed by the door closing after she left. Even so, I felt compelled to peek out through the shower curtain to make sure she wasn’t still in the bathroom before I stepped out of the shower.

Nancy was not in the dorm room when I exited the bathroom in my robe. I had just finished getting dressed when there was a knock at the dorm room door. When I opened the door, a woman in her early 40’s was standing there. She had long, fine blonde hair and bright blue eyes. She held a look of concern on her face.

“Is Nancy here?”

“She just stepped out. Can I help you?”

“I’m Nancy’s mom.”

“Oh, nice to meet you! Come on in.”

Nancy’s mom was apologetic for the intrusion but explained that she was worried about her daughter.

“Nancy promised to call me every night before she went to bed and she didn’t call last night. I tried her phone several times this morning, but she never answered so I thought I’d stop by real quick and check on her.”

“I can assure you she’s fine. She was just here a few minutes ago.”

I could see the relief in the woman’s face upon hearing that her daughter was okay, but something about her statement confused me.

“Don’t you live out of state? That must have been a long drive for you.”

She cocked her head slightly before speaking.

“Out of state? No. We live just fifteen minutes away. Anyhow, I don’t want to come across as a meddlesome mother so I’ll be on my way, but can you ask Nancy to call me? Her father, brother and I want to have dinner with her tonight.”

“Of course I will. It was nice to meet you.”

I found myself bewildered yet again. Nancy’s mother mentioned a brother. But Nancy had told me she was an only child. Was she some kind of pathological liar?

It was about an hour later when Nancy returned. She was beaming.

“Did you know they have a miniature golf course just off of campus? I love miniature golf. What do you say we play a round and then maybe have dinner and then go see a movie?”

“Nancy, your mother was just here.”

Nancy’s demeanor instantly changed. Her smile dropped into a frown. Her eyes filled with nervousness and began darting around the room.

“She was?”

“Yes. She said she lived just fifteen minutes from here. But you told me you lived out of state.”

Nancy began pacing back and forth and pulling at her short hair.

“Dammit! Why can’t she just leave me alone?”

“Are you okay, Nancy?”

She snapped at me.

“No! I’m not okay.”

Once she realized that her tone was aggressive, she produced a remorseful smile and took in a deep breath.

“I’m sorry. I should have told you the truth. I just…I wish I lived farther away from here. That’s why I said that.”

Tears began rolling down Nancy’s cheeks and she rushed over and sat next to me on the bed. She sat very close, wrapped her arms around me and buried her head in my chest as she sobbed.

I tried to be sympathetic. I stroked the back of her short hair as I spoke.

“Don’t cry, Nancy. It’s going to be okay. You’re starting a new life now and whatever happened before is the past. Try to look forward to the future.”

My compassion seemed to calm Nancy down. Her sobbing trailed off and she began sniffing.

“Thanks for being here for me. I love you so much.”

I had known Nancy for less than twenty four hours so that was a bit of an extreme statement in my opinion and Nancy seemed to recognize that as well.

“Uh…I mean…just thank you for being here for me.”

I smiled and politely broke her tight hug by standing up.

“It’s okay, Nancy. Oh, but your mom did say she wanted you to call her. She wants you to go out to dinner with her and your father tonight. And your brother. Didn’t you say you were an only child?”

This sent Nancy into a rage. She stood up and started pacing around the room like a caged tiger as she yelled. 

“That bitch! Why did she have to come here? Why can’t she leave me alone? I could just kill her!”

Nancy stormed out of the room and slammed the door shut.

That was weird. Clearly Nancy had some deep seeded emotional issues. It left me feeling like I needed to be comforted, so I picked up my phone to dial my dad.

When I opened my phone, I noticed that it was open to the photo gallery page. And the first picture I saw was of me…sleeping.

That’s when I realized that it wasn’t my phone I was holding, it was Nancy’s phone. She left it on my bed when she bolted out of the room and I picked it up thinking it was mine.

I scrolled through the recent pictures on Nancy’s phone. They were all of me. There were multiple shots of me sleeping in my bed the previous night and two blurry images of me in the shower.

I was horrified. I was considering whether I should confront her or report her when there was another knock on the door. I feared it was Nancy. I was relieved when it wasn’t.

Standing at the door were two men from the college administrator’s office and Nancy’s mother. They explained that Nancy had not shown up for any of her morning classes or to pick up her ID badge.

When they held up the ID badge, my blood ran cold. The name on the badge was Nancy Newman. The picture was of a fair skinned, light blonde girl with bright blue eyes.

My mouth was dry. I had to lick my lips a few times before I could speak.

“That’s…I’ve never seen that girl before. That’s not the Nancy who claimed to be my roommate.”

The school officials were alarmed by my words and immediately began looking through Nancy’s side of the room. When they opened the closet at the foot of Nancy’s bed, the dead body of the real Nancy fell out.

The official investigation concluded that the imposter had arrived early the previous morning to the dorm room. No one knows why she killed the real Nancy and tried to impersonate her.

The phone that had been used to take the creepy pictures of me was the real Nancy’s phone. There was nothing else on it to help them find the imposter Nancy.

They had no idea who the imposter was or where she went.

Obviously, I didn’t feel comfortable at that college anymore and I left. I went back home and worked a part-time job for a few months before enrolling the following semester at a college close to home.

The scariest thing about it all is the fact that the crazy woman posing as my roommate knew my name and where I was from.

It wouldn’t be difficult for her to find me if she wanted to.


THE WRONG BUS

I’m a big burly guy. I was an offensive tackle on my college football team so it may surprise some people to know that I have a low threshold for pain. But it’s true.

When I got a cavity in one of my back molars that was aching daily, I told the dentist I just wanted it yanked so the pain would go away. Sure I’d have to deal with the post pulling pain, but that would subside after a few days, so that was the choice I made.

I insisted that the dentist give me nitrous oxide before injecting me with Novocain to numb my mouth. The injection still stung like a bitch, but by the time he was finished pulling my tooth I felt like I was floating and didn’t feel a thing.

The dentist prescribed me some painkillers which I filled at a pharmacy just a few doors down from his office. I popped double the recommended dosage in my mouth after checking out.

I knew ahead of time that I would be in no shape to drive after the procedure, so I had made a point to take a bus to the dentist’s office. Lucky for me, the bus station was just a few blocks away.

The combination of nitrous oxide and too many painkillers had me walking in a daze to the bus station. I was surprised I even made it. Everyone around me seemed to be moving in slow motion and I think I was walking in circles for a little while, but eventually I found myself on a bus. There was no bus driver in sight, which gave me pause, but then I noticed six or seven other people scattered around the bus, so I figured it was safe to board.

I grabbed a seat at the rear of the bus and rested my head against the window. The cool glass felt good against my skin. I was groggy. Each blink of my heavy eyelids seemed to take five seconds.

As I stared out the window I saw the bus driver. He was a hefty man wearing a drab gray uniform. The name of the bus company was stenciled on his sleeve. I noticed he was chatting to a police officer or maybe it was a security guard. I squinted as I tried to make out the writing on his arm patch. I was pretty sure it said McCracken Insane Asylum. Then I fell asleep.

I woke up when the bus hit a massive pothole that shook me to my core. I rubbed my dry eyes and shook my head slightly to clear the cobwebs from my brain. While I was still feeling the effects from the pain medication, it had worn off enough that I was much more aware of my unusual surroundings.

The first thing that struck me as odd was that the bus was driving down a neglected gravel road through the middle of a thick, dark forest. This didn’t make sense. There was no forest anywhere near my bus stop. I lived in the middle of a city.

I rubbed my eyes some more and turned my focus to the other passengers on the bus. They were all male. They appeared groggy with their heads tilted down. Their limp bodies shook around with each bump the bus hit.

Had I gotten on the wrong bus?

I tried to rise from my seat and call out to the bus driver, but the combination of the bumpy road and my weakened state caused me to fall right back down into my seat. As I steadied myself, I noticed a shift in the environment outside. The forest had given way to a clearing and just up ahead in the distance I could see a small, old ghost town.

As the bus got closer to the town, I noticed that there was a ten foot tall chain link fence topped with razor wire, encircling the town. I shook my head a few more times to make sure I wasn’t hallucinating. The bus’s headlights confirmed the visual.

When the bus came to a halt outside of the fence, I watched on as the bus driver got out of the vehicle, opened the main gate and then returned. He then proceeded to drive the bus into the middle of the town before stopping again.

We were in a legitimate ghost town. It was abandoned, weathered and worn. It consisted of a dozen different buildings. It had the look of a late 1880’s old west town. I even spotted a saloon with swinging doors. The only thing missing were some tumbleweeds blowing across the street.

I startled when the bus driver stood up, faced the passengers and held up a cattle prod in a threatening manner.

“Okay you lowlifes, get the hell off my bus!”

The other passengers looked up sluggishly as if trying to ascertain what the bus driver was trying to convey. The bus driver’s next move left no doubt.

“Get out! Now!”

The bus driver began pressing the intimidating end of the cattle prod against the passenger’s bodies. The ones he touched let out screams of pain and quickly found their balance as they stood up and rushed off the bus. It was then that I realized that all of the other passengers on the bus were handcuffed and were dressed in white jumpsuits that had a McCracken Insane Asylum logo stenciled on the back.

After the final passenger was off, the bus driver turned his head in my direction and locked eyes with me. Anger took over his expression.

“I said get off the bus!”

As the enraged bus driver bolted down the aisle toward me, I stood up and held out my hands.

“No! You don’t understand…”

The bus driver was perplexed by my lack of handcuffs.

“How the hell did you get out of your cuffs? Get over here!”

The bus driver grabbed me by the back of my neck and began shoving me down the aisle toward the bus entrance. I pleaded my case as he manhandled me.

“I got on the wrong bus! I thought this was the bus that went to Jefferson and 5th street!”

As we reached the bus doors, the bus driver paused when he noticed that I was dressed in street clothes. He looked me up and down and slowly came to a realization.

“You’re not kidding. You really did get on the wrong bus, didn’t you?”

I didn’t have a chance to answer when I heard the horrendous aggressive howl of something wild. The roar was quickly accompanied by growls and snarls. Within seconds, my ears were ringing with the savage sounds of monsters. Dozens of them.

Zombies.

They were lumbering out of the buildings of the ghostly town making their way for the handcuffed passengers.

It was obvious that the passengers had been heavily drugged, but they were still aware of the impending doom and attempted to run away. They were too lethargic to outrun the zombies who swarmed the passengers and began ripping them apart.

My mouth was agape as I watched on in horror.

“This is where we take dangerous lunatics when they attack the staff.”

I turned and looked at the bus driver who seemed to be enjoying the explanation.

“You’ve got bad luck buddy. I always pick the crazies up at the asylum. Tonight the bus started breaking down. I had to pull over at the bus station and swap vehicles. You must have gotten on when I wasn’t looking.”

He shrugged.

“I wish I could take you back, but I’m afraid you’ve seen too much.”

The bus driver maintained a sadistic grin as he held up the cattle prod.

I knew if he touched me with that thing, I would fall backwards out of the bus and would be a meal for the zombies. I’m not sure if it was the fear of the electric shock or the fear of being torn apart, but I knew an intolerable amount of pain was in my future if I didn’t act fast.

It was obvious that the bus driver wasn’t expecting me to fight back for he was shocked when I grabbed the base of the cattle prod. He gripped it tighter as he tried to pull it away from me and that was his mistake. I yanked on the cattle prod which caused him to stumble down the stairs past me and out the door.

I immediately jumped in the driver’s seat and closed the bus door. The driver began shouting and pounding on the glass as he tried to get back in. The ruckus he made immediately drew the zombie’s attention and they swarmed him like starving sharks.

I quickly drove the bus out of there. I stopped and refastened the gate to make sure the zombies didn’t escape and then drove back to the city. I parked the bus on a street corner a few blocks from my apartment and then walked home.

I slept like the dead. It was nearly 24 hours later when I woke up. My mouth was throbbing in pain from my extracted tooth, but my mind was no longer clouded from all the pain medicine.

The crazy events that took place the previous day seemed like nothing more than a vivid nightmare. And I like to think that in reality that’s all it was, just a pain medication induced, realistic nightmare.

But I know it wasn’t.


THE OCTOBER 13th HOUSE


The Owners

The house was brand new. Nobody had ever lived there. We didn’t really care why someone would build such a beautiful two-story Cape Cod only to turn around and sell it. They must have had their reasons and their loss was our gain.
We loved the neighborhood. It was sparsely populated with plenty of room between houses. The distance from my husband’s workplace was no more than a fifteen minute drive and my 8 year old son’s school was considered one of the best in the county.
We moved into the house on May 12th.
It was a beautiful, lively spring day. I was planting some bushes in the front yard when a spindly, elderly man wearing a stained white shirt and a black vest rode by on his bicycle. He stopped at the front of the driveway, removed his soiled porkpie hat and wiped the sweat from his brow.
“That plot of land your house sits on is cursed, you know. It has a death curse.”
I didn’t even have a chance to respond before the old man pedaled away. Apparently I met the town crazy.
When our nearest neighbors came over with a plate of cookies that night to welcome us to the neighborhood, I mentioned the strange man on the bicycle. They explained he was a kooky old fool who lived a couple miles away. They insisted that while he was strange, he was harmless. I asked if they had any idea why he would think the land was cursed. The wife spoke up.
“I think his imagination just started to run wild after those deaths.”
“Deaths?”
“Oh yes. All of the original contractors died while building your house. They all died on the same day. October 13th. It was so unusual. What was it honey, a lightning strike?”
The husband nodded.
“I believe so. Which makes the most logical sense. None of crew members who took over died or had any mishaps as you would expect from a supposed death curse.”
While my neighbors brushed aside the tragic incident, I was left with a haunting feeling and decided to do a little research.
I contacted the gentleman we bought the house from and inquired as to why he decided to sell the house. At first he was vague and simply stated he had a change of heart, but he changed his tune when I asked him a direct question.
“Did it have anything to do with those men dying when building the house?”
He shrugged.
“It was more about the day they all died on. October 13th. Call me superstitious, but that seemed like a bad omen.”
“So that’s why you sold the house?”
“That’s what gave me initial pause. But I loved that neighborhood. I loved the house. I wasn’t going to give it all up if I wasn’t sure.”
“Sure about what?”
“That it had a death curse.”
I smiled.
“Sounds like you met the crazy old man on the bike too.”
He nodded.
“Yes. I thought he was a loon at first too. Then I hired a private detective who dug up some history that I simply couldn’t ignore.”
“What kind of history?”
“The land your house sits on was a Creek Indian burial ground. That’s another bad omen.”
I found myself nodding in agreement as he continued.
“I wasn’t the first person to build a house on that land. In 1911, a man built a log cabin in the exact spot your house sits now. On October 13th of that year, a tornado leveled the cabin killing the man and his wife.”
The man leaned forward.
“And that’s just the tip of the iceberg. In the 1930’s archeologists began excavating the burial ground. Three of them died of heart attacks while digging. The date of their deaths was October 13th. In the 1950’s kids used to use that area as a drag strip. There were some crashes. And one death. On October 13th.”
I couldn’t believe what he was saying.
“This is all verified?”
He chuckled.
“I was skeptical myself, but it all checks out. For a couple years in the 1960’s your land was used as the local lover’s lane. On October 13th, 1965 a young man and his girlfriend were shot to death. The following year on October 13th two teenagers committed suicide in the same spot. They closed it off at that point. I can go on.”
I was captivated and terrified. I didn’t want to hear anymore but I had to.
“Please do.”
“October 13th 1975, loggers clearing the land used that spot to set fire to the chopped trees. They all burned to death. October 13th 1985 when leveling the ground, a man fell from his bulldozer and was crushed to death. October 13th, 1991 a woman drowned in the pond in your back yard. October 13th, 1998 a boy was practicing archery and fell onto his arrow which went through his eye and punctured his brain, killing him instantly. October 13th, 2004 two women camping on the land were attacked and killed by a black bear. October 13th, 2008…”
That’s when I stopped him. I had heard enough. I was convinced. And I didn’t take it all at face value either. I checked into it and it was true. It was all true.
I had absolutely no doubt in my mind that if we still lived in that house on October 13th we would all die. 
We sold the house on July 10th.



THE OCTOBER 13th HOUSE

The Buyer

I was positive my house was haunted. The previous owner was an old man who died in the bedroom. His wife had died ten years earlier in the same room. Legend has it that the old man had poisoned her, but there was no evidence and he was never brought up on charges.
I’m a single 39 year old woman with no prospects. I had lived alone in the house for six months and from day one I began experiencing paranormal activity.
I regularly heard pounding noises coming from the basement. I recorded the noises and posted it on social media. A lot of people suspected it may be a loose pipe banging against the wall, but I think it was a ghost.
My back door closed all by itself a few different times. I even caught it on video and posted it to the web to see what people thought. Many concluded that it was caused by a draft. But I think it was more likely caused by the spirit of the previous owner.
Often when I would sit in the living room with the TV off, I could hear the house making all kinds of strange sounds including scratching coming from behind the walls. I was able to capture this paranormal activity on my phone and posted it to social media as proof. Skeptics assumed there was a mouse behind the wall, but I think it was the ghost of the woman the man murdered, trapped in the house, trying to get out!
I was scared day and night. I had a difficult time sleeping due to all of the strange, ghostly bumps and creaks I constantly heard. I was fearful for my safety and decided to sell the house.
Fortunately, I didn’t have any trouble selling it and I was determined to makes sure my next house would be ghost free.
I targeted brand new houses or homes that only had one previous owner. I would only consider the homes with previous owners if none of them had died while living there.
Eventually, I found a house that was perfect. It was a two-story Cape Cod that was less than a year old. A husband, wife and their only child lived there. According to them there was nothing wrong with the house, they simply had a change of heart.
I remember the lady of the house chuckling when I asked them if the house was haunted. When she realized I was dead serious, she made it perfectly clear that they had never experienced any paranormal activity in the home whatsoever.
I made a bid slightly over the asking price, assuming that would get me the house easily. However, it appeared I wasn’t the only interested party and a bidding war ensued. Eventually, I did get the house, but I had to pay eight thousand dollars more than I originally intended to. But I loved the house. It was worth it!
I moved in on July 27th.
The neighborhood was spread out and quiet. There was a large pond in the backyard. I spent most evenings sitting on the back porch, sipping on a glass of lemonade, listening to the frogs croak, insects buzz and birds chirp. I had found peace and I was genuinely happy.
And then I heard the knocking. It started approximately one month after I had moved in.
The first time was when I was in the kitchen cooking dinner. It sounded like someone knocking on a door, but it was faint and muffled. I determined that the knocking was coming from the front of the house. I walked into the living room, but the sound had stopped. I knew the house couldn’t be haunted, so I brushed it off as a probable sound outside. 
A few nights later I was awakened by the same knocking sound. It was steady and repeated every two seconds. Again, it wasn’t someone knocking on any of my doors. The sound was too muted for that. But still, I went downstairs and opened the front door anyway. There was nobody there and again, the knocking had stopped.
The knocking gradually became more frequent and within a week, it was occurring every single day. Usually late at night. It always emanated from the front of the house and always stopped before I could hone in on it.
I put a digital recorder in the living room and captured the sound. I posted it on social media, but nobody was impressed. They said it could be anything.
I invited friends over in hopes that they would hear the knocking and help me figure out what it was, but it never happened when anyone else was there which made me feel a little bit crazy.
It was the middle of the week when the knocking woke me up at 2:00am. It was a dark, stormy night. Rain was pelting the metal roof of the house and the raging wind outside was whistling.
I followed the knocking to the living room. Every other time I’d get close to the knocking sound, it would stop, but on this night it continued. It was the same, faint, hollow, slow rhythmic knocking and I followed it to the middle of the living room.
It was coming from under the floor.
The hair on the back of my neck was standing on end. I was chilled with goosebumps. I could hear my teeth chattering in fear. My instinct was to run, but I found myself bending down and placing my ear against the cold, hardwood floor.
The knocking stopped and was replaced by an evil, hissing voice.
“Get out!”
I rushed out of the house, to my car and spent the night in a hotel. The next day I put the house on the market and told my real estate agent to sell it as fast as she could. Against her advice, I took the first offer I got. I just wanted to get rid of it.
I took an approximate fifteen thousand dollar loss. 
I moved out on September 30th.



THE OCTOBER 13th HOUSE

The Other Bidder

The house was perfect. It was everything my wife and I wanted. A nice peaceful neighborhood. A back porch that overlooked a beautiful pond and a well-respected school district for when we were ready to start a family.
We put in a bid slightly over the asking price. We assumed we would get it with no problem, but apparently there was another person who wanted the house just as badly as we did and a bidding war ensued.
It took every penny we had saved to issue our initial bid so we weren’t able to hang with the other bidder for long and lost the house.
I was upset, but my wife was devastated. She so had her heart set on that house that she went into a depression.
Oh, we kept looking for another house and we found some we liked, but for my wife, none of them stacked up to the house she had fallen in love with and she refused to settle for anything less.
I hated seeing her like that. She had dealt with depression most of her life and had been doing well the past few years, but losing the house really seemed to drive her over the edge. When she attempted suicide by taking a handful of pills, I guess I lost my mind a little bit.
I started parking outside our dream home and began watching the woman who outbid us. Her name was on the mailbox and it wasn’t difficult to track her down on social media, which she was very active on.
Interestingly enough, it turned out that the reason she sold her previous house was because she thought it was haunted.
I work in the movie industry and had access to oodles of special effects. So, one day, after the woman went to work, I broke into the house, pulled up one of the flooring planks in the living room and inserted a small audio device. There were a myriad of sounds I could play through the device. Ultimately I decided upon a knocking sound.
As long as I was parked within two hundred feet of the house, I could activate the device at will. At first I played it just once in a while and I monitored her social media pages. Once it seemed like she was concerned, I gradually ramped up the frequency of the knocking.
It was late on a very stormy night when I decided to raise the stakes. I parked down the street, snuck up to the house, hid in the bushes and observed the living room through the window as I activated the knocking. It didn’t take long for her to come downstairs. She was white as a ghost. When I spoke the words “get out” into the audio device, I feared for a few seconds that the poor woman may have a heart attack. Instead, she simply fled the premises. Once she was gone, I retrieved the recording device from the floor and hoped for the best.
The next day she put the house up for sale. I put in a lowball offer and it was instantly accepted. Everything went extremely smooth and fast.
We moved into the house on October 12th.



THE END


CHUNKS OF TERROR

VOL. 3


A QUICK WORD FROM THE AUTHOR

Two volumes down. One to go.  

Before we delve into the final terrifying chunk, I want to make sure you know that almost all of my books are available on audiobook. You find all of my audiobooks at my website.

https://www.maniacontheloose.com/audiobooks

I don’t want to keep you from the final volume of Chunks of Terror any longer, but beware! There are lots and twists and turns along the way so I urge you to fasten your safety harness securely and don’t forget to keep your arms and legs inside the vehicle at all times.

Enjoy the ride.


THE BELL WITCH

In the early 1800’s John Bell, a farmer from North Carolina, moved his family to a vast 320-acre farm in Adams, Tennessee.

The family lived in peace for several years until one night, John Bell reported seeing a misshapen black dog-like creature with the head of a rabbit. After that, a series of bizarre events began occurring on a regular basis.

Multiple people reported seeing unusual animals, such as a giant disfigured bird and a large black wolf. Family members claimed that they heard disturbing sounds such as dogs growling, rats gnawing on bedposts, chains being dragged across the floor and knocking sounds on doors and walls.

For years the Bell Witch harassed the Bell family, especially John and his daughter Betsy. Betsy was scratched, beaten, stuck with pins and had her hair pulled. This physical torment happened frequently, often leaving red handprints and welts.

Many visitors to the house reported seeing furniture move and experienced sheets being pulled off of them during the night. Others claimed to have heard the witch chanting, singing, shrieking and cursing.

Future president Andrew Jackson even came to the farm to investigate the strange happenings, only to retreat to Nashville when his coach wheels mysteriously locked up as if being manipulated by an unseen force. It is said that Andrew Jackson spoke the words “I would rather fight the British at New Orleans than fight the Bell Witch.”

In 1820, John Bell died after slipping into a coma. A vial of mysterious black liquid was found next to his bed. It is reported that the Bell Witch claimed responsibility for John Bell’s death as a ghostly voice reverberated throughout the Bell House declaring that it forced John Bell to drink the deadly substance.

The legend of the Bell Witch continues to thrive even now. Visitors to the land can tour a recreation of the Bell family cabin and the authentic Bell Witch cave which many believe the Bell Witch inhabits to this very day.

Several residents of the Adams, Tennessee region claim that the area continues to be cursed by the Bell Witch.

The following are tales from those who had chilling recent experiences with, what they believe to be, the Bell Witch.


THE BELL WITCH

The Visitor

I was on my way to visit my girlfriend who lived in Robertson County, Tennessee. She lived a little over an hour away from me. I could have gotten there quicker had I taken the expressway, but opted for the scenic back roads route.

I drove through several small towns on the way, but didn’t stop in any of them until I reached Adams, Tennessee. I had never heard of the town before and was not even aware of the Bell Witch legend until later. My primary reason for stopping was hunger.

I didn’t see any restaurants on the main street other than a small barbeque stand that I would love to have stopped at, but they were closed. I made a couple of turns and found myself on the street that at one time appeared to be the main street of Adams, Tennessee.

I couldn’t put my finger on exactly why, but something about that little stretch of town gave me the creeps.

The road was lined with brick buildings that had long since been abandoned. The windows and doors were boarded up with rotting, buckled wood. The rusted roofs of the building’s overhangs were warped by time.

At one end the road was a peculiar fenced in lot that housed at least half a dozen full sized satellite dishes. At one time they were cutting edge technology, now nothing more than worn relics of the past.

The other end of the road housed an abandoned property that I found to be very intriguing. It was a decent sized church with an impressive steeple. Once it was likely vibrant and white, but now it was weathered, gray and overtaken by the wild foliage.

My father was a preacher and I knew he’d be impressed by the old structure, so I pulled over with the intention of taking some pictures. As I approached the old building’s doors, I felt a cold breeze brush past me which was odd for it was a sweltering hot summer day and the air was still.

I spun around when I felt two hands on my back give me a shove, only to see nobody. I was a bit frazzled because there was no mistaking what happened. I felt hands on my back, but there I was, completely alone in the abandoned section of town. When another cold breeze blew over me, I hurried back to my car without ever taking any pictures.

After getting back on the main road, I saw a sign ahead for a restaurant. It was within a building that appeared to be a large school, a long time ago. I was curious as to what the restaurant within would look like and hoped that they would serve some good old fashioned country food.

I parked in the parking lot and began opening my door. I didn’t have it more than halfway opened when the door slammed shut. It felt as though someone had pushed it shut from outside, but that wasn’t possible as there was nobody else around.

I tried opening the door again. This time I could only manage to open it a few inches. I shoved with all my might and managed a few more inches before it slammed shut on me again. I then jumped in my seat when I heard the two loud thuds of someone banging on my car hood, only nobody was there.

Someone…or something did not want me in that town.

I took the hint and sped away from Adams. When I reached my girlfriend’s house, I told her what happened. It was only then that she clued me in on the town’s past.

Ever since that day, when I visit my girlfriend, I take the expressway.


THE BELL WITCH

The Tour Guide

Right after graduating High School, I got a part time job on weekends at the Bell Witch cave. I was a tour guide. I’d give visitors a guided tour through the recreated Bell cabin and the Bell Witch cave.

I was good at my job. I enjoyed telling the history of the Bell Witch legend. And as long as there were other people around, everything was fine. But whenever I was alone, I felt extremely uneasy. Like I was being watched.

I made a point to stay around others as much as I could at work. That wasn’t difficult. I was a cute girl back then and the male employees were usually hanging around me when I wasn’t giving tours to visitors. However, at closing time, I would often be alone in the cabin or cave as I locked things up. That’s when I would experience strange things.

In the cabin I would hear knocking and scratching noises. Once I heard the distinct sound of chains rattling. In the cave I would hear clicking sounds as if someone were tapping two rocks together. And I would occasionally hear distinct, heavy breathing coming from deep within the cave.

The cave has a low ceiling and is very thin in spots. Whoever closes has to walk all the way down the cave to make sure that everyone is out before locking the cage-like door to the entrance. One time, when I was winding my way through the thinnest of passageways, I felt a hand reach out and grab my wrist. I jerked away instinctively and looked around but I was alone.

Then one day while I was in the cabin closing things down, I heard a feminine voice whisper behind me. What it said was crystal clear and sent shivers down my spine.

“Betsy.”

Betsy was the name of the girl who was physically assaulted by the Bell Witch. Definitely the last person anyone would want the Bell Witch to mistake them as.

One time while I was in the cave, I heard the voice again.

“Betsy.”

This was followed by fingers running through the back of my hair.

I was in the cabin the next time I heard it. I was holding a compact mirror in front of my face as I applied some touchup makeup.

“Betsy.”

As I heard the voice I saw the image of a woman emerge in the mirror behind me. She was dressed in a white nightgown and had long, stringy black hair that covered the majority of her abnormally pale face.

I ran out of the cabin and got into my car. As I adjusted my rearview mirror, I saw the same ghostly woman in my back seat.

“Betsy.”

As the name was spoken someone yanked on my hair, pulling my head back and then slapped me in the face over and over.

Finally I was able to break away and jumped out of my car. For a few seconds, I thought I was free, but then I felt a thudding blow to my upper back and I fell to the ground. As I tried to get back to my feet, something grabbed me by the ankles and started dragging me toward the cave entrance.

I kicked and screamed but was helpless against the strength of the entity. I was lucky that another worker heard me and came rushing to my aid. As soon as they arrived on scene, it let me go.

I had a black eye and a bloody lip. There were red hand prints around my ankles.

It was the Bell Witch that attacked me that day. I have no doubt in my mind about that.

I quit my job and never went back.


THE BELL WITCH

The Cave

I thought it would be fun to visit the famous Bell Witch cave during Halloween season so I got a group of my buddies together and we did just that. We had a few beers on the way there and by the time we arrived, we were rip roarin’ and ready to go!

The tour guide did a fine job of giving us the history of the Bell Witch. It was a creepy tale and the cabin was cool, but we were all anxious to visit the cave where the Bell Witch is supposed to still reside!

The cave was much smaller than I expected. I’m a big guy and had to bend down in several spots to keep from bumping my head as some of the passageways were quite tight. I scraped one of my arms on some of the jagged walls.

I wasn’t expecting as much water to be in the cave as there was. The continuous dripping of water was echoing throughout our journey. There were even puddles on the ground in some sections.

I didn’t experience anything paranormal during the tour, but still found the entire thing to be interesting and entertaining. Enough so that I wanted to take a souvenir home with me, so when nobody was looking, I bent down and picked up a small rock from the cave’s floor and stuck it in my pocket.

On the way home that night we got into a car accident. Nobody was hurt too badly. I bruised my knee and walked with a limp for a few days.

And that was the start of a string of really bad luck.

The next day I cut my finger while chopping vegetables. I needed several stitches.

A week later, I came down with a horrible case of the flu. My lungs were so congested it took over a month for them to fully clear up.

Soon after that, I fell down the stairs in my apartment building and broke my wrist.

Then I started having nightmares. I constantly dreamt of the Bell Witch cave. I’d dream that I was trapped inside and I couldn’t get out and that the ceiling was descending on me like a trash compactor and was slowly crushing me to death. I’d wake up in a cold sweat.

It was around then that I started having panic attacks. My heart would start fluttering and I’d become very short of breath. At times it felt like a hand was around my throat squeezing the breath out of me.

The final straw was when I had a heart attack. It was mild, but it was an official heart attack. I was only 38 years old and in relatively good shape. I ate a healthy diet. No heart problems ran in my family. It just didn’t make sense to me.

That’s when I spotted the Bell Witch rock on my desk. I had been using it as a paperweight. As I picked it up and started rubbing my thumb around its sharp edges, I realized that all of these issues had started after I took that rock from the Bell Witch cave.

Coincidence? It might have been. But what if it wasn’t?

I took off from work and drove out to the Bell Witch by myself and took the tour again. When I got into the approximate spot that I took the rock from, I bent down and put the rock back.

“What are you doing?”

It was the tour guide. I figured he must have thought I was stealing a rock so I tried to explain.

“Oh, I wasn’t stealing this rock…”

The tour guide cut me off.

“You were putting it back.”

I nodded and he continued.

“Let me guess. You’ve run into a lot of health problems since taking that rock, am I right?”

I was confused.

“How did you know that?”

“You think you’re the only one to take a rock from the Bell Witch cave as a souvenir? Every week we get a rock in the mail from someone begging us to put the rock back in the cave because they’ve suddenly been having horrible nightmares and all sorts of health issues since taking it. Don’t worry. You should be fine now.”

The tour guide was correct. After leaving the rock in the cave where it belonged, I stopped having nightmares and health difficulties. My run of bad luck was over.

I felt normal again.


THE BELL WITCH

The House

I’m a widow. When I lost my husband I decided to move away from our house of over forty years.

Too many memories.

I rented a nice two story home in Adams, Tennessee. The landlord explained to me that the house was located on original John Bell farmland. I wasn’t too familiar with the lore of the Bell Witch at the time, so that didn’t mean anything to me. All that mattered was that it was a nice, affordable home in the country.

I started hearing strange sounds on the first night. They were coming from the woods outside. I could hear aggressive growling and what sounded like dogs fighting.

It was the country. People in that area had dogs that roamed. There were coyotes. Occasional growls and squabbles wouldn’t be a shock, so I tried not to think much of it. But it happened often. Most nights I heard growling on my front porch. I could hear the clickety clack of something with long nails walking around out there. Whenever I’d look out the window, I didn’t see anything.

Then the knocking started. It was always at night. It sounded like it was coming from the other side of the walls. I would get up and look in the adjoining rooms, but could never find the source of the sounds.

One night, I heard the sound of something gnawing at the posts. Long, scraping sounds. Occasionally the bedposts would shimmer from the force of the bites, but I never saw any evidence of what I was hearing and feeling.

When I was woken up one night by the sound of chains being dragged across my floor, I called the landlord. He came out and looked the house over but found no evidence of mice or any other animals. His only explanation for the knocking and chain sounds was that it was an old house and old houses sometimes made weird noises.

I wanted to believe him. I really did. And I tried, but one morning when I woke up with long fingernail scratches on the side of my body, I had enough and began searching for a new home. Still, that was a process that would take at least a few weeks, so I had to stick it out at the house for a little longer.

I continued to hear a lot of knocking and scratching sounds from other rooms in the house. Sometimes I’d hear footsteps walking down the hallway toward my bedroom. They would stop right outside my door and then I wouldn’t hear them anymore.

Once I went down to the kitchen to find all of the cabinet doors open and the water faucets on. The logical explanations for these occurrences were wearing thin.

Finally, I secured a new home a few miles away in a more populated area of town. I only had to spend one more night in the Bell property house before I could move into my new place.

My final night in the house was a nightmare. I was in a deep sleep when I awoke to the feeling of hands wrapped around my arm, tugging at me. When I tried to pull away, I felt pins being stuck into my arm.

I screamed, jumped from the bed, ran downstairs and out the front door. The second I stepped out of the house I was greeted by the most demented of growls.

I turned my head to see a gigantic black wolf on my porch. At least I thought it was a wolf. Its eyes were glowing red. The hair on its back was raised. It had floppy rabbit-like ears and abnormally long fangs. Slobber was drooling from the monster’s jowls and it let out a human-like shriek before it attacked me.

The creature chewed away at my hands and arms as I held them up in a defensive posture. It was strong. I knew I didn’t stand a chance and that I would die that night. Then I heard a gunshot and I blacked out.

As it turns out, a man down the road heard the ruckus and came to my rescue. He shot his gun in the air and the beast stopped its attack on me and ran off into the night.

I moved into my new place the following day. I never even went back for my belongings in fear that whatever was haunting that house may have attached itself to them.


HANNIBAL THE HALL MONITOR

When I was just a boy in 6th grade my elementary school was having problems with kids fooling around in the hallways in between classes and using bathroom breaks to smoke cigarettes in an attempt to look grown up and cool.

The principal’s solution was to implement a hall monitor. The school’s staff was small and couldn’t be spared, so they selected a handful of students to be the hall monitors. They chose boys who were on the large side and less likely to be intimidated by the other students.

The hall monitor’s duties were rather simple. If they saw any students in the hallways in between classes, they were to ask for a hall pass. If the student could not produce a hall pass, they were sent to the principal’s office.

If the hall monitor caught any students in the hallways goofing around, they would be sent to the principal’s office whether they possessed a pass or not.

The hall monitor’s final duty was to do regular bathroom checks. If there were any kids in the bathrooms pulling any kind of shenanigans such as smoking, throwing spit balls or carving their initials into walls, they’d be sent to the principal’s office.

The problem was, since most of the hall monitors were classmates with the kids they would be monitoring, they had biases. If they were buddies with the kids goofing off, they’d turn a blind eye and any girls they were smitten with could get away with murder. So, the principal devised a new plan. He brought in a school monitor from outside our school. 

The boy they chose to be the hall monitor was named Hannibal.

Hannibal was an average sized boy with pale skin. His hair was jet black and Dutch boy styled. He wore a plain brown suit and black tie with a white hall monitor armband around his left bicep.

I never saw Hannibal smile. As a matter of fact, I never saw Hannibal display any form of emotion whatsoever. His expression was perpetually deadpanned. Quite frankly, I found Hannibal to be a bit creepy.

I was a good boy. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t a goody two-shoes by any means. I was a kid so I got scolded from time to time. But I wasn’t a troublemaker, so fortunately my interaction with Hannibal the hall monitor was limited.

Larry Pierce and his two sidekicks Chuck and Bob were considered to be the main hallway hooligans at our school. One afternoon during lunch period, I overheard them plotting something. They were going to take bathroom breaks at the same time. They were planning on roughing up the new hall monitor to show him who ran the school.

I had class with Larry and he did ask for a bathroom pass that afternoon and left the classroom. But he never came back. As a matter of fact, Larry, Chuck and Bob were never seen again after that. People assumed they got kidnapped or ran away.

Linda Moore and Cassy Hart were notorious school smokers. They often went to the girl’s bathroom to smoke in the stalls. They also went missing. They vanished without a trace, just like Larry, Chuck and Bob.

There was a big to-do about the missing kids. The school held multiple sessions with all of us emphasizing never to talk to strangers or to get into cars with people we didn’t know, but every so often, another one of my classmates would go missing.

It was a scary time at the school. I’m not sure which scenario was more frightening, getting kidnapped by some psycho or running into Hannibal the hall monitor in a darkened corridor.

I remember one day when I had a headache and my stomach hurt. I was sent to the nurse’s office. She gave me some aspirin and a hefty dose of Pepto-Bismol and I got to feeling better in no time.

Classes were still in session when I left her office and headed back to the classroom. The halls were clean and bright, but so quiet when nobody else was around. The silence made my walk back to the classroom rather spooky.

“Stop.”

I got chills when I heard Hannibal’s monotone voice call out to me. I slowly turned around. Hannibal was standing at the end of the hallway. He was positioned in between ceiling lights which caused him to be cast in an eerie shadow. His head was tilted downward but his eyes were up and staring at me.

“Do you have a hall pass?”

I nodded and my voice cracked with nervous jitters.

“Yes, I do.”

Hannibal didn’t move a muscle.

“Bring it to me.”

I slowly began walking toward Hannibal who stood motionless like some kind of Halloween mannequin. The only sound I heard was that of my footsteps echoing through the hallway. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to walk slowly to avoid being close to Hannibal as long as possible or to speed up so I could get my contact with the creepy boy over with quickly.

I opted for a slow, steady pace and could hear my choppy, anxious breath becoming shorter and quicker with each step. When I was within arm’s reach of Hannibal, I stopped and held out my hall pass.

For a long moment, Hannibal didn’t acknowledge the hall pass in my hand. He kept his eyes affixed on my face. That was the first time I ever saw Hannibal’s eyes up close. I swear they were black. Like a lifeless doll’s eyes. They didn’t appear human.

I could not take Hannibal’s penetrating gaze for long and sheepishly looked down at the ground. A few seconds later, I felt him snatch the hall pass from my hand. After reading it he handed it back to me with a word of reassurance.

“You have nothing to fear as long as you have a hall pass. Now, be on your way.”

I turned and walked quickly back to my classroom. I wanted to run, but feared that would cause Hannibal to come after me.

It was a week later when my homeroom teacher gave me a box of textbooks to take to the office. She told me I didn’t need a hall pass, but I insisted she write me one. I did not want to have to explain things if I crossed paths with Hannibal.

When I arrived at the office, the principal’s secretary instructed me to put the box of books on a table near the entrance of the principal’s office. In doing so, I crossed in front of the principal’s open door.

The principal looked distressed as he rubbed his forehead with his hand. His voice was shaky.

“I can’t do this any longer. This has to stop.”

Hannibal was standing next to the principal. I could hear a tinge of anger in Hannibal’s drone-like voice.

“We have a deal. The hallways and bathrooms are in proper order just as you requested.”

“But at what expense?”

“That is irrelevant. We have a deal and you will not be breaking that deal.”

I was surprised at the bold manner in which Hannibal was speaking to the principal. I was even more surprised by the principal’s lack of a response. He appeared to be frightened of Hannibal. Although I couldn’t blame him. Hannibal was scary. Something about him just wasn’t right.

Suddenly, Hannibal’s chilling gaze shifted from the defeated principal to me as I stood near the doorway, listening.

Hannibal marched methodically toward me, never breaking his intimidating glare from me for a second. When he reached the doorway, he halted, gave me one last long stare and then slammed the door shut.

For the rest of the year, I never dared ask for a hall pass for anything. If I had to use the bathroom, I held it until the bell rang. I did everything I could to avoid being alone in a hallway with Hannibal the hall monitor.

I made it to the last day of school. And at my school, the last day of school was filled with practical jokes. Lots of whoopee cushions, snakes being sprung from peanut cans, hand buzzers. I should have been suspicious when my friend Ralph offered me a sample of European chocolate, but I fell for it hook, line and sinker. It was Ex-lax, a chocolate laxative. And it worked mighty well.

Within a few minutes, I found myself racing for the bathroom pass and hurrying down the corridor to the bathroom. I charged into the bathroom, hustled to the nearest stall, flung the door open and then suddenly found myself frozen in fear.

Hannibal the hall monitor was cradling my classmate, Matt, in his arms and was chewing on his neck. There was blood everywhere and Matt’s eyes were open and lifeless.

I unconsciously stepped backwards away from the grisly sight until my back hit the wall. Hannibal looked up at me. He held his usual emotionless expression as he wiped the blood from his mouth with the sleeve of his jacket. He stared at me for a long moment and then moved toward me so fast that all I saw was a blur!

Hannibal pushed his forearm against my throat and moved his face an inch from mine. I could smell the blood on his breath as he spoke.

“Matt was carving his initials into the stall door. He had to be punished just like the others.”

He pushed his forearm against my throat, harder.

“What about you? Do you need to be punished?”

I shook my head with vigor and Hannibal allowed himself several seconds of deep thought before he spoke again.

“Never speak a word of this or I’ll find you.”

The following year, I went to middle school and was relieved that I no longer had to share a building with Hannibal the hall monitor.

I was never fully sure what Hannibal was. A vampire, an android, an alien or some other kind of monster, but regardless, I heeded his warning and never said a word to anyone.


THE FINAL RIDE

I was at the Mammoth Point Amusement Park in Bowling Green KY with my friend, Beth.

Whereas Beth is a thrill seeker who loves rollercoasters, the bigger the better, I’m the kind of girl who takes pleasure in the smaller, safer attractions such as kiddie rides, the carousel and bumper cars. For me, the closer to the ground the ride is the better! I would never admit this to Beth, but I even find the Ferris wheel terrifying!

It was nearing the end of the day. Beth had been a good sport. She had ridden all of the rides I wanted without hesitation, but I was giving pushback every time she suggested one of the big, scary rides. She had talked me into riding the log ride, but I had flat out refused to ride any of the large rollercoasters Beth was so fond of.

I could tell Beth was growing frustrated with me, although she didn’t say so. After she rode a couple of rollercoasters by herself, I began to feel guilty. She would enjoy the thrill rides so much more if I was with her, but I had declined.

The park would be closing soon and we only had time to experience one more attraction. I knew what Beth wanted to ride. The Crazy Eagle. It was a wooden rollercoaster with a 150 foot drop! By far the biggest in the entire park. She had been trying to talk me into riding it all day.

As we passed by the entrance gate to the Crazy Eagle, I slowed assuming Beth would want to ride, but she kept walking right by.

“Hey, don’t you want to ride the Crazy Eagle?”

Beth nodded.

“Yes, but I don’t want to ride alone and I know you won’t ride it with me, so let’s just go.”

Beth wasn’t angry. She wasn’t upset with me. But I could tell she was disappointed. It was time that I give something back for Beth putting up with my fears all day.

“C’mon. I’ll ride it with you.”

Beth was beaming!

“Seriously?”

I smiled.

“Anything for you.”

Beth gave me a huge hug and we hurried through the Crazy Eagle entrance. Just as we got in line, they put up chains behind us so nobody else could enter.

We were the very last people in line.

Fortunately, the line wasn’t very long as most of the park’s attendees had already departed for the day. The majority of the wait was outside, but as we got closer to the front of the line, the waiting area became covered by a large wooden roof.

Once we entered the final stage of the wait, we had to choose which section of the rollercoaster we wanted to sit in. Beth asked me if it would be okay if we sat in the very front seat. I reluctantly agreed.

I was a nervous wreck and the closer we got to it being our turn, the worse it got. My palms were sweating. My heart was beating out of my chest. My teeth were actually chattering. I was eyeing the ten car rollercoaster train. Each car sat two people. It looked like a tight fight. I could envision people flying out of the cars around sharp turns!

As I tried to keep my nerves in check, my attention was redirected to one of the employees assisting people into the cars. He was a naturally big man, but was also on the chubby side. He had short, curly black hair and was in a foul mood. It was obvious that he was not having a good day. He looked aggravated and angry. He had just finished measuring a young boy who did not meet the height requirements to ride the rollercoaster. The father of the boy was giving the employee some serious pushback.

“C’mon! We’ve been waiting in line for over an hour and now you’re going to tell me he can’t ride the ride?”

The employee was not polite in his response.

“We have a height checking board at the ride entrance. It’s not my problem if you didn’t bother to measure him there!”

“I didn’t see any measuring board! This is ridiculous! You suck!”

The big employee threw up his hands in disgust.

“Fine. Go ahead and let him ride the rollercoaster. If the kid flies out and dies that’s on you. I don’t care. I don’t care at all.”

The employee led the father and son to the coaster car and roughly pushed their safety bar down. After the rollercoaster train rolled away, the big man addressed the remainder of the people in the line.

“I’m not measuring anymore of you people. If you’re willing to risk your lives to ride this stupid thing, go right ahead!”

The only other employee working the rollercoaster was a petite girl with black hair tied back in a tight ponytail. She rushed up to the big employee and reprimanded him for his behavior. The big man did not take the criticism well as he pushed her away.

“Get away from me, bitch!”

Just then the next train of rollercoaster cars arrived and the big employee shouted out instructions to the next people in line.

“Get in. If you don’t want to fall out, pull your safety bar down. Or keep it up. I don’t give a shit.”

The people in the rollercoaster were confused and concerned as they pulled their safety bars down themselves. The petite female employee ran up to the cars to make sure everyone was secure before she allowed it to go down the track.

The petite woman was not happy. I couldn’t hear what she was saying, but she was barking at the big employee who snarled in reply.

“Shut up, bitch!”

With that he gave her a violent shove that caused her to fall to the ground with a thud. Several of the people in line yelled out at him which just angered the man further.

“I hate you people! I hate you all! I hope you all die on this rollercoaster!”

As the petite woman got up, she shouted at the man.

“I’m calling security!”

The big man was furious.

“No you’re not!”

The man chased the woman into a small room marked “Employees Only.” We could hear the employees hollering at each other followed by a loud slap and thud and then silence. It was only the big man who emerged from the room. He was staring off into space like he was in his own little world for a good minute or so.

There were only about twenty people left in line. Just enough to fill one last train of coaster cars. When the final coaster train arrived the big employee seemed to wake up from his daze and snapped into an eerily cheerful mood.

“This is it! The final ride of the day! Get on everybody! You’re all going to enjoy this so much. And I am too. Oh, am I ever!”

It was so strange that he went from furious to delightful in a matter of seconds. It was…crazy. Like something had snapped in his mind.

At that point I just wanted to get the ride over and to get away from the weird employee. I got into the front car and pulled my safety bar down over my lap. As Beth sat down next to me, I closed my eyes tight. She patted my thigh reassuringly.

“It’s going to be fine. This will be fun.”

The big employee began checking everyone’s safety bars. He started at the rear and worked his way toward the front.

“The entire day has led us all to this. This is a very special moment. Let me help you out. And you. And you. And you. And you.”

My eyes were closed, but I could hear people screaming and stirring about, obviously antsy that the ride was about to begin. I even heard Beth let out a squeal of terror. I then heard the jolly voice of the big employee.

“Enjoy the ride!”

The rollercoaster train zoomed forward down the track and then began its slow ascent to the top of the 150 foot hill. I continued to hold my eyes tightly shut for what seemed like forever. I listened to the clanking rumble of the chain under the coaster cars slowly pulling us to the top. I was certain we had to be close to the top of the hill, so I opened my eyes for a quick peak and was mortified when I noticed that we were only halfway up the hill!

I closed my eyes again, reached over and gripped onto Beth’s hand. I immediately noticed that she didn’t grip my hand back. And her hand was soaking wet. I opened my eyes and looked over to see what the cause of the moisture was. And I screamed.

Blood.

Beth’s hand was covered in blood. I turned my head and screamed again when I saw the source of the blood. Beth’s throat had been slit. Her head was tilted to the side in an unnatural way.

“Beth?”

I began to shake her, but she was limp as a rag doll. It was clear that she was dead. I was screaming my head off at that point calling for help. When I turned to alert the other passengers, I screamed even louder.

They were all dead.

Every single passenger of the rollercoaster had their throats cut. Their wounds were still spurting blood. All were slumped forward or to the side. Some of their eyes were closed some were wide open, but without life.

He killed them. The crazy employee slit their throats as he secured their safety bars! I’m not sure why he didn’t kill me. I don’t expect it was out of mercy. More likely he just couldn’t reach me or thought he got me when he really didn’t. Who knows? But I was the only person alive on the ride!

As we got to the top of the hill I started shouting down to the people walking near the ride below. I was screaming for help and for them to alert security. Apparently they thought I was just scared of the ride and laughed. Some of them waved. I was helpless!

I was nearly hyperventilating when we plummeted down the first hill. Any breath I had left was gone at that point. As the ride raced forward, twisting its way down the rough, wooden track, Beth’s body jerked from side to side from the force of the turns. Blood was spewing everywhere and I found myself vomiting all over the floor in front of me.

As the ride neared its end, I was close to being in shock. My skin was clammy. I had broken out in a cold sweat and I was weak. I felt nauseous and was sure I was going to faint.

Finally, the ride slowed down and began creeping its way back into the covered area and there he was. The butcher who killed Beth and everyone else on the rollercoaster. He was sitting in a chair near the tracks with a bloody knife in his hand. He would kill me if he saw that I was still alive. I had no doubt about that. I had to pretend that I was dead like the others!

I reached over, rubbed my hand on the gaping slice in Beth’s throat and slathered her blood all over my neck. I laid my head back against the seat rest and closed my eyes most of the way. I kept them open enough to see the crazed employee.

He was only a yard away from me. He was staring out at nothing while he gently rocked back and forth. He was humming incoherently.

I wasn’t sure how long I could keep up the charade. It was only a matter of time before I coughed or breathed too loud. Eventually, he would discover I was alive and hack me to pieces! I was lucky that I finally fainted. 

I woke up the following morning, being shaken roughly. I opened my heavy eyelids and could see the blurred silhouette of the crazed employee. He was waking me up so that he could witness the life drain from my eyes after he slit my throat just like all the others!

As my blurred vision cleared I let out a gasp of relief when I realized that it wasn’t the crazy employee shaking me, it was a security guard.

I spent the next day in the hospital. I wasn’t injured. I suffered mild shock and was dehydrated.

They captured the crazy employee. He was still sitting in the chair by the rollercoaster rocking back and forth mumbling when security discovered him. He surrendered without a fight.

He now resides at a state mental institution.


MY HAUNTED DORM

My freshman year at college I was assigned a dorm room at Amberson Hall. Built in the early 1930’s, Amberson Hall was the oldest dormitory on campus. I’ve always been a big fan of old buildings, so I was thrilled to be living in a dorm with so much history.

My roommate’s name was Chang. He had gotten to the dorm a day before I did. I’ll never forget the first words he spoke to me.

“Hi, I’m Chang. Our dorm room is haunted.”

Chang claimed that the previous night when he came back to the dorm room after getting a bite to eat, the blankets that had been on his bed were on the floor. He also said the books he had stacked on the right side of his desk that night were moved to the left side of the desk the following morning.

The idea of a haunted dorm room seemed kind of cool to me. I wanted to believe Chang, but I thought were probably reasonable explanations for his claims. Someone may have been pulling a trick on him with the blanket experience and he probably forgot which side of the desk he stacked his books on.

I would have gone on believing my theory had I not started experiencing things myself.

First of all, my side of the room would sometimes get really cold for a few minutes and then go back to normal. Sure, it’s easy enough to brush that off as a draft or heating malfunction, but it was always during those cold spells when other weird things would happen.

Once Chang and I were watching TV when suddenly several books fell off my desk with force. We both agreed it seemed like they had been pushed off.

Another time Chang was studying at his desk and I was reading a book while lying in my bed. Without warning our dorm room door opened on its own. And we had the door locked which ruled out someone else on our floor pushing it open.

Then there was the time that we had a few other people in our room while we watched a football game. Every single one of us heard the distinct sound of footsteps walking down the center of our tiny dorm room.

These types of things didn’t happen too often. Usually just once every couple of weeks, but when they did it was freaky and hard to explain.

One day I talked to our floor’s resident assistant about what was happening. He didn’t hesitate to inform me that our floor was haunted. He said a lot of students claimed to hear strange noises and several had reported waking up to see a strange shadowy figure standing at the foot of their bed. Legend had it that people had been experiencing paranormal activity on our floor for decades.

Chang and I had classes on the same day and times, so neither of us were alone in the dorm room very often. If we had been, we may have been more frightened by the experiences. For the first few months I was thankful that we were together so often. Then I got a girlfriend.

My girlfriend’s name was Kim. Her roommate was always in their dorm room. And with Chang and I having classes at the same time and day, getting privacy in my dorm room was hard to come by as well.

It was a cold, snowy Monday morning when I found out that my early class had been cancelled. Fortunately, that was not the case for Chang, so I was going to have the dorm to myself for a couple of hours. I immediately called Kim and told her the good news. I told her to hurry over and to climb into bed with me.

As I waited in my bed for Kim, I closed my eyes and drifted off. When I woke up, I could feel Kim’s warm body pressed against mine. I let out a sigh of comfort as she ran her fingers through my hair.

“Mmmm, this is nice. I could definitely get used to this. Next semester I’m going to make sure that Chang and I have classes on different days so that we can do this more often.”

I was annoyed when the phone rang. I answered it without bothering to see who it was.

“Hello?”

“Hi, it’s Kim! Sorry I’m running late. I should be there in about fifteen minutes.”

“Kim?”

My eyes widened in terror! I quickly rolled over to see who was lying in bed next to me.

There was nobody there.


O CHRISTMAS TREE

It was the 1970’s and artificial Christmas trees were all the rage. Everyone on our block had one and proudly displayed them in their windows.

My father was old school.

“I grew up with real Christmas trees and by God that tradition will not die with me!”

Every year my father would take me with him to an isolated forest that only he knew about which housed the most magnificent Christmas trees in the region.

Being just a young tyke, my father would sit me on the hood of the car so that I could have a front row seat as he rested his gargantuan axe, which he affectionately referred to as Paul Bunyan, on his shoulder and eyed the abundant forest around him like a stalking hunter.

Eventually, I would see a glint in his eye. That’s when I knew he had zeroed in on our Christmas tree. He would stomp through snow, take in a deep breath and proceed to chop it down before strapping it to the roof of the car and hauling it home.

My father always obtained our tree the weekend before Christmas and that time had arrived. I could feel my heart beating with excitement as my father raced through the snow covered roads to the secret forest for our latest glorious tree. But something unusual happened when he turned from the main road onto the thin road that led to the forest.

“What the hell?”

The road to the forest was always covered in virgin pure snow. However on this particular evening, as my father put it, the snow on the road was about as pure as a three dollar hooker. Dozens of tire tracks had muddied the once quiet road that led to the secret forest.

My father was cursing under his breath as he drove to the end of the road and stopped the vehicle. He slowly exited and stood staring out at what was once a forest thick with trees, but was now nothing more than a field of stumps. Our secret forest was a secret no more.

“Dammit!”

My father got back into the car, slammed the door and thought for a moment.

“I know of another place!”

It was twenty minutes later when he made a turn down a side road. Almost immediately we saw a car driving toward us with a Christmas tree tied to the roof. And then another. And another.

“No!”

My father pulled up to the alternate forest. There must have been a dozen cars parked along the road. There were barely any trees left and the ones that were still standing were in the process of being chopped down.

“Dammit!”

An elderly man with a white beard, who I thought resembled a skinny Santa Claus, approached my dad. He was sympathetic to my father’s frustration.

“It’s hard to find a good Christmas tree anymore.”

The old man looked my way and then back to my father.

“That your boy?”

“Yeah.”

“This is a tradition for you two isn’t?”

My father nodded.

“Yep. Every year we go out together and find our Christmas tree. Until now.”

The old timer gave my dad a pat on the shoulder.

“I hate to see your tradition come to an end. I know of a spot you can get your tree this year.”

My father’s eyes widened. The old man had his full attention.

“Where?”

“I’ll be happy to tell you, but with a word of caution. Some people refer to it as the dark forest. My old pappy went there once and promised he’d be back with the most magical of Christmas trees. But he only returned with stories that gave me nightmares for years.”

“I’ll take my chances. Where is it?”

The old man gave my father specific directions and within half an hour my father had turned onto a dark, narrow, snow covered road which was unmolested by tracks. Five minutes later we were there.

“My God.”

The lush forest was the thing of dreams. Towering Christmas trees, planted side by side in perfect harmony, their branches powdered with snow. The bright moonlight peeked through their massive limbs casting crystal radiance over the forest.

It was the opposite of dark. It was enchanting.

My father and I exited the vehicle. It took him only seconds to lock his eyes on the perfect Christmas tree. It was approximately eight feet tall and sat next to the mightiest tree in the forest much like a baby having yet been weaned.

“Hand me Paul Bunyan, son.”

A bolt of excitement rushed through my veins as I reached into the backseat of the car and retrieved my father’s colossal axe. I couldn’t even lift it. I had to drag it through the snow until I reached my father’s side. As he slung the beastly axe over his shoulder he looked down at me and patted my head.

“Wait here.”

I watched on as my father stepped up to the pristine tree and ran his hand over one of the limbs.

“O Christmas tree, how lovely are your branches.” 


My father stood silently for a moment admiring the young tree’s stunning beauty one last time before raising his mighty axe into the air to strike it down. And then the ground began to shake as a guttural roar of fury filled the air. 

“What the hell?”

My dad started looking around in confusion for the source of the thunderous growl, but he didn’t have to look far. The colossal parent tree began to quake with rage and high up on its trunk, two flaming red eyes appeared. They were filled with fury and focused on my father.

Before he could move, a thick, imposing limb of the tree reached down to my father and I watched on in horror as the branches wrapped around him like demented fingers.

As the tree lifted my father into the air, a deep, hideous snapping sound echoed through the night. I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw the center of the tree’s trunk snap open, like a gigantic, jagged mouth. As the tree roared and began to push my father toward its snapping jaws, I screamed out in terror.

“Dad! No!”

The red eyes of the tree shifted from my dad and locked onto me for several seconds before looking back at my helpless father. It held its menacing gaze upon him as it let forth with the most frightening moan of madness before finally dropping my father to the ground.

My dad scrambled to his feet, raced to me and held me in his arms as we both looked on at that monstrosity of a tree. It stared back at us while tenderly brushing its branches against the young tree next to it that it had saved from my father’s axe.

We drove back home in silence and never spoke of that night to anyone else.

Since then, we’ve always had an artificial Christmas tree.


THE FATAL AFFAIR

The Husband

I was at a work cocktail party. I work in a large office building, so I didn’t know the majority of the people there.

I didn’t know her. I had never seen her before, but there she was staring at me from across the room. She was in her early 30’s, very attractive with long, curly black hair and dazzling blue eyes. And then she smiled at me. That beautiful woman smiled at me.

I thought to myself, if I were younger, I’d probably get lucky. But the fact was that I wasn’t younger. I was older. One year away from hitting the big 50.

I found myself wondering how much time I had left before attractive women stopped smiling at me from across crowded rooms. How many more opportunities like this would I have?

So I made a move.

I made my way across the room. Bought the young lady a drink and less than an hour later we were in my office having mad, passionate sex. It was incredible and even though I had over 15 years on her, I held my own just fine and left her fully satisfied.

Her name was Jane. She worked a few floors above me. Thankfully, I never had to visit that floor for anything, so if both parties were willing, it could have been a simple one time thing with no awkwardness.

But both parties were not willing. Neither party was willing.

The one time turned into two times and then three times and four times. Before I knew it I was having a full blown affair.

That’s right. I’m married. Our 20 year anniversary was just a month away. My marriage had grown stale and my wife, who I never found to be overly attractive, was in the early process of showing her age. And it would all be downhill from there. I always thought she was a little crazy too. She’d really fly off the handle whenever she got really mad.

If she’s unattractive and has a screw loose, you may be wondering what I ever saw in her. The answer is dollar signs. You see, my wife comes from a rich family. I married her for her money. If only she were beautiful and totally sane, then maybe I wouldn’t feel the need to be having the affair.

Still, if she found out I was cheating on her, she’d divorce me and I’d lose out on all that money. So after a few weeks of sexual pleasure, I realized it was time to put an end to the affair.

Jane knew I was married. She knew this couldn’t last and while she was clearly disappointed, she understood. When she suggested we have one final rendezvous in a hotel, I couldn’t resist.

We decided to meet at the Hallworth Regency Hotel one of the most luxurious hotels in the city. The plan was for Jane to take care of the arrangements and meet me there at 7:00pm. My wife was out of town on a business trip, which would allow for Jane and me to have one long, lustful final night together.

That’s when the wheels in my mind began working.

Why should I have to settle for anything? Why couldn’t I have all of my wife’s money and a pretty woman on my arm too?

My wife had horrible sleeping issues. She took heavy duty tranquilizers before bed every night. After doing a little research, I got my hands on some serious poison and slipped it into the pill my wife had in her travel pill box that she would take that night before bed. She’d take the pill, never wake up and I’d inherit everything! Then I could keep seeing the young, beautiful Jane.

Jane had texted me her room number. Room 711. She said she would leave the door unlocked. I decided I’d wait and surprise her with the good news that our relationship did not have to end and we’d celebrate a new beginning.

I entered the hotel through a back entrance and took the stairwell to the 7th floor. The floor was exceptionally quiet and void of people. I quickly walked down the long, dimly lit corridor to room 711 and gently turned the doorknob. As expected, it was unlocked.

The room was a suite that had a front area with a large sofa and TV. Toward the back of the room was the door to the bedroom. It was closed. Jane was waiting for me, no doubt.

On the coffee table in front of the sofa I found an empty bottle of champagne with a piece of paper sitting underneath it. A raunchy love note, perhaps?

I had a mischievous grin on my face as I picked up the note, but it quickly disappeared when I read it.

I CANNOT LIVE WITHOUT YOU.

“Jane!”

I rushed to the bedroom door and threw it open. Jane was on the bed.  Her arms were spread out to the sides and she was covered in blood.

“No! Jane!”

She was so devastated over me ending our affair that she attempted to take her life!

I hurried to the bed to ascertain what she had done, but she was such a butchered mess I didn’t even know where to begin looking. Her arms and throat were drenched in dark blood. Her face was sliced to pieces as though she had taken a razorblade to herself.

There was no way she was still alive. The sight was simply too gruesome for that to be so.

“Oh no! What am I going to do?”

I hadn’t a second to think before Jane suddenly launched herself at me.

She was still alive!


THE FATAL AFFAIR

The Mistress
I should have never gotten involved with a married man. But I had just gone through a bad breakup and was lonely. I was in need of attention, so when John approached me at the cocktail party, I was very receptive. Too receptive. I gave in and had sex with him in his office. I thought it would help me to get over my ex-boyfriend. And it did, but in the process, I fell head over heels in love with John.
Sure, John was a lot older than me, but he had such beautiful green eyes and a smile that made me swoon and was so friendly. He seemed like he might be the one.
Of course there was that one little problem. He was married.
I was afraid our rendezvous was going to be a one time encounter. Still, I thought I’d stop by his office to say hello and see how he reacted. I was relieved to see that he was happy to see me and we wound up having sex again. And again. And again.
I knew the longer our sexual relationship continued the more likely it would be that his wife would discover his betrayal and would divorce him.
That would free him up for me.
I was absolutely devastated when John told me that it was over. But I did manage to talk him into having one final night with me.
Why didn’t he want me? Why didn’t any man want me? I couldn’t take it anymore and I decided I could not go on. But leaving this world wasn’t enough for me. I wanted John to find my body so he would never forget me.
I arrived at the Hallworth Regency Hotel at 5:00pm. John wouldn’t be arriving until 7pm. That would give me plenty of time to do what I needed to do.
I wrote a goodbye note to John. It was short and to the point. And then I downed a bottle of champagne. Being in an inebriated state would make the act of suicide much easier.
I took a handful of pills and laid myself down on the bed. I wasn’t confident the pills would do the job by themselves, so I opted to slice my wrists as well.
I was in such a foggy state that I didn’t even feel the razor blade slicing through my flesh. My eyelids were heavy, but before they closed, I could see the silhouette of someone standing in front of me.
It had to be John.
“John…I love you.”
The voice that replied to me was unfamiliar.
“You have such a pretty face.”



THE FATAL AFFAIR

The Wife
I’m not an attractive woman. I never have been. I always suspected that John married me for my money. But after twenty years, I had begun to believe that John truly did love me.
But I was wrong.
John, I love you.
That cemented the fact that this woman was indeed having an affair with my husband.
A young woman. A beautiful woman. Much younger than me. Much prettier than me.
My skin was beginning to wrinkle, age spots were forming on my face and my boobs had begun to sag. My husband and I only had sex a few times a year anymore. His cheating confirmed what I already knew. He thinks I’m ugly. Hideous, even.
“You have such a pretty face.”
I didn’t lie when I told his mistress that. She was pale from loss of blood and her eyes were glassed over from the pills she had taken and yet she was still prettier than me.
But she wouldn’t be for long!
I took the razorblade that she used to slit her wrists and sliced that pretty face right off.
John had been careful about deleting the texts from his mistress, but one day, while he was in the bathroom, he carelessly left his phone near me. I saw the text message. I saw the name of the hotel. I saw the room number. And I saw that she was going to leave the door unlocked.
How convenient.
My business meeting was only two hours away. It was easy for me to tell everyone I had a headache and was turning in early. Then I drove the two hours to the Hallworth Regency Hotel.
As I waited in the bed for John with his lover’s pretty face draped over mine, I wondered if he realized our 20th wedding anniversary was mere days away.
It didn’t matter at that point and the shocked look on his face when I rose up was amusing.
“Happy Anniversary, John.”
The terror in his eyes when he recognized my voice was priceless.
I slit his throat before he could say a word to me. Then I took a hot shower before I headed back to my work meeting.
I made a point to make an appearance at the hotel bar upon my arrival and mingled with several co-workers so as to have a solid alibi.
Not that I needed one.
Everyone would believe that John’s mistress killed him and mutilated herself before committing suicide.
I had no regrets about what I did. I knew I’d sleep just fine that night after I took a tranquilizer.



THE EERIE HITCHHIKER

It was late at night and I was traveling down a long, lonely stretch of road. To top it off, it was storming. Buckets of rain were crashing over my windshield. Even with the wipers on full blast, I could barely see through the blur of the downpour.

I was rather shocked when I saw a hitchhiker on the side of the road. He was wearing a black overcoat that was hiked up over his head in a futile attempt to shield himself from the storm. 

Most people would call it unwise or flat out stupid for a cute 19 year old girl like me to stop in such a desolate area to pick up a stranger, but I stopped and picked up the poor man anyway.

As the hitchhiker opened the car door, I held up a hand.

“Just a second. I don’t want to get the seats all wet.”

I reached in the back, grabbed a tarp and covered the passenger’s seat with it. Only then did I give the hitchhiker the go ahead to get in.

As the hitchhiker got comfortable, I handed him some napkins to dry himself off with.

“Sure is a nasty night out there.”

The hitchhiker didn’t respond. He slowly patted his face with the napkins as he creepily turned his head and stared at me.

The hitchhiker was in his early 30’s. He had a beefy build. His wet, black hair was medium length and his bangs were plastered against his forehead. His eyes were unusually dark and he held his mouth in a constant snarl.

I tried to be cheerful as I spoke to him.

“So, where are you headed?”

The stranger held his emotionless gaze on me for the longest time before he finally pointed at the road ahead and spoke in a deep, raspy voice.

“That way.”

I found his vague response to be a tad concerning, but ignored that feeling and started driving.

The passenger was quiet, but he certainly wasn’t shy as he continued to stare at me. I’d occasionally glance in his direction and display a friendly smile, but he was not reciprocating. He just continued to stare at me with intensity. I tried my best to start up some form of conversation.

“My momma hates hitchhikers. She often refers to them as vermin, scum and the dregs of society.”

This got a response from the stranger.  

“Your momma was right.”

“Well, I’m sure there are exceptions.”

“Don’t be so sure.”

I tried to keep my eyes forward even though I could feel his gaze burning in my direction. When I occasionally glanced at him, he’d either be staring directly into my eyes or he’d be looking over my body. Again, I tried to bring levity to the growingly uncomfortable situation by making small talk.

“Once my brother stopped to pick up a hitchhiker. It was in a heavily wooded area with thick trees lining the road. She was a young girl, around my age. He described her as beautiful and cheerful. When he pulled over, she opened the door and suddenly a big, scary man emerged from behind one of the trees. He was holding a gun and rushed the car. My brother sped away and the man shot at him. It was a trap. They were going to rob him. Or worse!”

The hitchhiker replied in a sleazy tone.

“I doubt that girl was more beautiful than you.”

I didn’t respond. That didn’t stop him from continuing.

“You sure do have pretty lips. So kissable. And your red hair drives me crazy. Reminds me of my ex-girlfriend. She was a real wild cat.”

I didn’t like where he was going with his comments so I quickly tried to change the subject.

“You know what would be great on a cold, stormy night like this? A nice hot bowl of stew. My momma makes the best stew in the world.”

“You know what else would be great on a cold, stormy night like this? Sex.”

I was hoping I misunderstood him, but I knew I didn’t. His following comment confirmed as such.

“I bet you’re real good in the sack aren’t you?”

I slammed on the brakes.

“That’s it. I tried to be nice, but enough is enough. Get out!”

The dark stranger smiled mischievously, revealing dirty, crooked teeth.

“Oh baby, I’m not going anywhere.”

At first I wasn’t sure what he was up to as he reached down in the area of his front pants pockets. Then unfortunately, I saw far too well what he was doing.

The hitchhiker had taken his thing out through the zipper of his pants.

“You can touch it if you want.”

The way he was staring at me while he held that devious smirk made my skin crawl. I stared back at the pervert in disgust.

“When I put the tarp down and said I didn’t want to get the seats wet, you probably assumed I was talking about the rain, didn’t you?”

The man’s expression shifted to a bewildered state.

“Now!”

My brother leapt from his hiding place in the backseat. He brandished the trusty chef’s knife. It was his weapon of choice to use on those who were foolish enough to fall for our trap.

He promptly slit the hitchhiker’s throat.

“This one’s got some meat on him! Momma’s gonna cook him up real good.”

Yep, momma always hated hitchhikers, but she said they made for the best stew.


NIGHTMARE

It was such a pleasant drive. We were on our way to our favorite restaurant. My wife, Daphne, was in the passenger’s seat reading a mystery novel and my 7 year old daughter, Jenny, was in the backseat singing her favorite song. Her voice was angelic. She said she wanted to be a professional singer when she grew up and she was certainly blessed with the talent to achieve that dream.

When I rounded the bend in the road, I saw the oncoming vehicle swerving into our lane. My first mistake was assuming the driver would realize their error and correct it. Precious seconds passed and not only was the gaffe not rectified, but they continued to swerve over into our lane to the point that they were coming at us head on.

My second mistake was misjudging the speed in which the oncoming car was traveling. It was racing toward us much faster than I initially thought, thus limiting my reaction time. It wasn’t until I could actually see the driver of the other vehicle clearly that I finally reacted. Their head was down. Staring at their phone, no doubt, rather than focusing on the road like they should have been.

I jerked the wheel as I hard as I could to the right, swerving over the shoulder of the road and onto a thin strip of bumpy grassland that bordered the nearby forest. Somehow I managed to avoid the oncoming car completely, saving us all from a head on head collision, but the rough terrain we found ourselves on bounced me around in such a way that I inadvertently pounded on the accelerator.

We slammed head first into a colossal tree at full speed.

Everything seemed like it was happening in slow motion. As the hood of my car wrapped itself around the tree, I heard the gunshot-like pop of the passenger’s airbag cushioning my wife from the brunt of the impact.

My airbag didn’t deploy. I could feel my ribs snapping like twigs against the force of the steering wheel crushing back against me while simultaneously watching my sweet daughter fly forward from the backseat. When her head slammed against the windshield, it sounded like a watermelon being smashed with a hammer.

That was my final mistake. When traveling we always made sure Jenny’s seatbelt was fastened before we left. As my wife was getting into the car, she asked me to do it. It was then that I received a phone call and I forgot. I completely forgot to make sure Jenny fastened her seatbelt. I was the cause of her head splitting apart as it crashed against the windshield.

I killed my daughter.

I woke up, relieved that it was only a nightmare. Until I heard my wife crying.

Daphne was sitting on the edge of the bed, sobbing. I got out of the bed and walked around to console her. Her right arm was in a cast. She had various nicks and scratches on her face. She took in a deep breath as she wiped the tears from her eyes.

It wasn’t a nightmare at all. It all happened. It really happened.

As I reached out to place my hand on Daphne’s shoulder, I heard my daughter’s voice call out behind me.

“Daddy.”

I turned and there she was. My precious little angel. Her fair hair was flowing over her shoulders and her bright blue eyes sparkled with pure beauty.

“It’s time for us to go daddy.”

I was confused.

“Go? Go where?”

It was then I saw the tunnel of light behind Jenny. It seemed to be pulsating as it exuded an overwhelming sense of serenity.

“Wait a minute…”

I looked down at my ravaged body that had been mangled in the crash. But I wasn’t injured at all. There wasn’t a scratch on me. Just as there wasn’t a scratch on Jenny.

“They’re waiting for us daddy. We can’t stay here any longer. It’s time to go.”

I looked back at my distraught wife and then to Jenny.

“But, what about Daphne?”

Jenny smiled.

“Mommy will be okay.”

Jenny held out her hand.

I hated leaving Daphne behind, but as I took Jenny’s hand, I knew she was correct. Daphne would be fine. And so would we.

We stepped forward together hand in hand, and were enveloped by the peaceful light.


ALLENSVILLE

I was driving from St. Louis, Missouri to Russellville, Kentucky to pick up a puppy. My husband and I were going to surprise our 10 year old son with the pup at his birthday party later that night. While my husband stayed home to watch our son and prep for the party, I made the trip to pick up the pooch.

I was very close to Russellville when the rain began. There was no lightning or thunder, just hammering rain. I got turned around and my GPS redirected me down a quiet road that led through a tiny town called, Allensville.

The town’s welcome sign was something to behold. It was ancient and peppered with rust. Embossed letters spelled out “Welcome to Allensville” above a picture of a faceless family sitting around a dinner table.

The sign gave me the creeps, but that was nothing compared to the house on the left side of the street, just beyond the sign.

The towering structure seemed out of place sitting in front of a vast cornfield. It was a three story American Empire style home with a mansard roof. Some may refer to the style of house as Gingerbread Gothic. But nowadays I think most people would simply refer to it as the Psycho House because it looked strikingly similar to the intimidating house from the classic movie.

I slowed to a near stop as I gawked at the house. Who would build such a thing amongst a tiny farmland town in the middle of nowhere?

As I took my final gaze at the house, I turned my head and let out a squeal of surprise as I slammed on my brakes and came to a skidding halt.

There was a little girl, who couldn’t have been more than 6 years old, standing in the middle of the road. She had dark hair and was wearing a yellow Easter dress. She was holding a doll that was dressed exactly as she was. She stood motionless and stared at me with the blankest of expressions as the rain poured down on her.

Who was this little girl? Why was she standing in the middle of the road in the rain and staring at me in such an unsettling way?

Could the young girl be traumatized by something? Could she be injured? I had to check on her just in case something was wrong, so I got out of my car and quickly walked toward her. The young girl kept her eyes locked on me and her expression never changed as I approached her.

“Little girl? Are you okay?”

She didn’t answer me. She simply stared at me in that increasingly macabre manner as the rain cascaded over her face.

“Little girl?”

I reached out to touch the girl’s arm. When my fingers were mere inches away, the girl let out a sharp giggle and ran away.

I instinctively chased after her. I suppose it was the mother in me that wouldn’t be content until I knew that the girl had made it to safety.

I followed the girl to the back of a small brick building and watched as she quickly entered the building through a metal back door.

The building didn’t look like a house. It appeared to be a business of some sort. I ran to the metal door the girl had gone through and tried to open it, only to find it locked.

I made my way around to the front of the building and was surprised when I realized it was a post office. Perhaps the little girl’s parents worked there. I decided to go inside to let someone know what had happened in case anyone was in there worrying about the poor girl.

Imagine my surprise when I walked to entrance of the building only to find the glass front doors chained shut. The windows of the building were caked with muck. I wiped enough away to gaze inside.

The post office was abandoned. Dust and cobwebs were covering everything. And the registers on the counter were extremely old. Probably 1940’s or 50’s.

It was then that the constant hum of my car’s engine came to an unexpected halt. I knew I had plenty of gas in the tank. I sure hoped I didn’t have any engine trouble.

I hurried through the rain to my car and jumped inside. That’s when I noticed that my car keys were not in the ignition.

Someone had been in my car and taken my keys!

I immediately grabbed my purse which was on the passenger’s seat. I had an envelope in there full of cash to pay for the puppy. I quickly found the envelope. I removed the cash and counted it. It was all there.

What was happening?

Someone got into my car, didn’t steal my purse or the car itself. They simply removed my keys and left?

As I contemplated why someone would do such a thing, I pulled out my cellphone to call the police, but I had no signal.

“Figures.”

My only choice then was to knock on the nearest door to see if anyone knew what had happened. That is until I realized the nearest door was the Psycho house!

I looked around for the next closest house. The house across the street from the Psycho house was a large cornflower blue farmhouse. It looked far more inviting, so I hurried to the front porch and gently knocked on the front door. Evidently the door wasn’t latched shut as it opened a few inches when I knocked.

I decided to push the door open partly and stick my head inside. I was immediately met with the stench of mildew and burning wax. I was about to call out, when I noticed that the interior of the house was oddly dark. I could see a long corridor that ended at blackness. The oddest thing was that the corridor was lit by candles. And the candles had clearly been burning for quite some time. I didn’t get the impression that it was a power outage situation.

I had a bad feeling about the place. That same feeling had me suspecting that it was someone from this house that had taken my keys. My hope was that perhaps there was a nearby table that someone had set the keys on. Maybe I’d get lucky and find them and then I could flee the unsettling town.

I entered the house and found myself in a small foyer that had no furniture, so I stepped to the first room on the right. It was a large room. It too was lit by candles. The rooms decorations were…interesting. The walls were covered in weapons. Every knife one could imagine, machetes, swords, saw blades, sickles, hatchets and axes. And there were multiple sharpening stones positioned throughout the room. I didn’t know what this place was, I just knew I needed to get the hell out of there and fast!

I was about to make a dash out of the room and through the front door of the house when I heard footsteps coming down the corridor. I plastered myself against a wall and held my breath. Whoever lived in that strange place was not someone I wanted to meet.

When I heard distant mumbling of people talking, I worked up the courage to poke my head ever so slightly around the corner. My heart stopped when I saw them. There were two men at the end of the corridor. One was dressed in black and was wearing a clear plastic mask over his face. In one hand he held a machete. In the other hand he was dangling a set of car keys in the air.

My car keys!

I couldn’t mistake my Brady Bunch key chain which displayed all nine cast members in their classic square pattern.

The masked man was in discussion with a man wearing dark trousers, a pale blue shirt and a straw pork pie hat. After a moment, the masked man dropped the keys into the other man’s hand. I hid in the room as I watched the man in the pork pie hat leave the house. A minute later, I could hear my car start up and drive away.

I stood quietly in the room listening for any movement by the masked man but all was silent. So silent that I felt comfortable inching my head around the corner to see if he was still there.

I had to stifle a scream when I saw him. The masked man was standing at the back of the corridor. He was standing still, holding his machete by his side and staring at the front door of the house.

I didn’t dare move. I feared that he would spot my movement and that would likely be the end of me. So I stood there as frozen as the masked man and waited. And waited. And waited. It seemed like an eternity and my heart was beating out of my chest. I tried my best to suppress my terror laden breath, but I wouldn’t have been shocked if he could hear me. I was near panicked with terror.

Finally, the masked man slowly stepped out of my sight, into another room. I swiftly, yet silently dashed to the front door, opened it as quietly as possible and then bolted out of the house and down the center of the road through Allensville.

The cold rain stinging my skin seemed to give me energy as I flew down the street and passed by a few abandoned buildings. One looked like an old diner. The others were possibly department stores a time long ago. Just as I moved past the buildings, I saw a structure that seemed out of place, just down the road. It was a multi-story log home with smoke billowing from the chimney. I took shield behind an old rusted car when I saw the people.

On the covered porch of the log home were at least a dozen people, mostly men. They were all dressed the same, in dark blue trousers and light blue shirts. Most donned straw pork pie hats as well. The few women I saw wore pale blue dresses and braided hair. All of the people were staring forward seemingly at nothing. After a moment they all turned in unison and in a single file line, entered the log home.

It was then that I noticed the large metal building behind the log home. I could see a car that had been pulled partway into the building. There was no mistaking the license plate. Brady1. It was my car! I just had to hope the keys were still in it!

I sprinted across the street to the side of the house and crept toward the large building in the back. As I passed under one of the windows of the log home, I could hear a large group of people chanting in a language that I didn’t recognize.

What was this place? Actually, I didn’t want to know! I took in a deep breath, rushed to my car and opened the door. I was relieved to hear the loud dinging sound alerting me that the door was ajar, a function that would not be available without the keys being in the ignition!

I jumped in the car, turned the key and the engine roared to life! I immediately put the car in reverse and stomped on the gas! As I peeled backwards away from the metal building, the people of the log home started filing out of the home and began chasing me on foot!

I spun my car around and floored it onto the main road that went through Allensville. I drove back in the direction from which I came. I knew that road led somewhere! I wasn’t going to take any chances at that point.

As I zoomed down the road and approached the cornflower blue farmhouse, I saw the masked man standing in the middle of the road swinging his machete slowly back and forth.

I did not slow down. I gripped the steering wheel, gritted my teeth and gunned it toward him. The creepy man didn’t budge until I was mere feet away from him. Only then did he dive safely out of the way and I sped away from Allensville.

A few miles down the road I saw a gas station with a police car parked outside. I came to a skidding stop outside the station and ran inside. There was a gas station attendant standing behind the counter. He was chatting with a police officer who was sipping on a cup of coffee. I was hysterical as I told them everything that had happened. I noticed that when I mentioned the town’s name of Allensville, the gas station attendant and the police officer shared a curious look. It was then that the officer walked me outside and ushered me into my car. He looked around as if concerned that someone might hear him before he spoke to me in a hushed tone.

“Drive far away from here and never come back.”

It was the fear that I could see filling his eyes that kept me from questioning him. I simply did exactly what he suggested.


IT WAS INSIDE THE WALL

2023

When I was in high school and college I worked summers for a building contractor. I wasn’t considered anything more than an extra set of hands to those guys, but man, I loved that work. I loved building things and carpentry. I learned a lot and was seriously considering getting into that line of work for a living.

Then I got married.

Don’t get me wrong. I loved my wife. When I was with her I was at my happiest and shortly after we married, she got pregnant. That’s when money became important, so I put my carpentry dreams on hold and became a sales manager.

The job was incredibly stressful. I was constantly under pressure to improve sales and increase profits. On top of that I was responsible for training teams of salespeople. I also had to travel a lot and work extra hours every week. It wasn’t unusual for me to be working on weekends and over holidays.

I was never happy with that job, but ten years into my marriage, I had three kids. I had a family to support. I didn’t have a choice. I had to keep running on that endless rat wheel to keep food on the table.

Ironically, it was the demands of the job that ended my marriage. After my kids were grown and on their own, my wife divorced me and moved away, citing the fact that I was always working and was never home. But at that point I was too close to my pension to quit, so I kept going.

So there I was divorced, my kids living their own lives and still working a job I hated. The stress eventually wore me down and I had a minor heart attack.

I had a long talk with my doctor. He explained that the constant stress of my job had taken a toll on my heart. I needed to make some drastic changes if I was going to live long enough to be a grandfather, so I took early retirement and left my job.

I had never been happier. A weight had been lifted from my shoulders and I was loving life again.

The most positive thing about my new life was that I had started taking up carpentry again. Eventually, I might look to do it as a job, but at first I focused on doing it as a hobby.

I had bought the house I lived in back in the mid 1980’s. There were so many things I wanted to do with it in my spare time, but spare time didn’t exist in my world, until now.

The first thing I wanted to do was tear down a wall between the kitchen and one of the kid’s old bedrooms and expand the kitchen area significantly.

The first part of the process was the easiest. I took a sledge hammer to the wall. My doctor probably wouldn’t have been thrilled with me doing that, but I figured as long as I took things slow and didn’t overexert myself, I’d be fine, so I went at a slow and steady pace.

I was only a few swings in when I noticed something unusual dangling between the walls. An old, thick, dusty chain. There was no reason for such a thing to be hidden within the wall. What was the purpose?

As I inspected the unusual sight closer I recognized the edge of a wall mounted chain ring that the chain had been fed through. How elaborate was this set up? I had to know so I started pounding away at the wall.

I was using a lot more energy than I should have been. I became short of breath and had some minor chest pains but my curiosity was driving me to continue.

Once I weakened the majority of the wall supports, I stuck a crowbar in the highest crack in the wall, pulled with all my might and the wall came tumbling down.

I let out a gasp of horror when I saw it and my heart started palpitating. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting to find, but it sure wasn’t that!

It was a human skeleton.

The wrists of the deceased person were shackled to the wall as were the ankles. The mouth of the skull was frozen open in terror as if they had died screaming.

That’s when I noticed something unusual about the interior of the skull’s mouth. At first I thought I might be looking at a bone fragment or something else natural, but as I got closer and squinted for better focus, I realized that there was a piece of paper tucked deep into the back of the skull’s mouth.

At that point I found that my heart was beating heavily and I had broken out into a sweat. I wiped the sweat from my brow, reached out for the paper and began extracting it from the skull’s mouth.

The paper was folded and had the word “OPEN” written on top of it.

As I pulled the note fully from the mouth of the skull, I realized that the end of the note was attached to a thick string. Suddenly I heard a loud click within the wall followed by hideous laughter.

My lungs began to tighten and I could no longer draw breath. This was followed by a sharp pain in the center of my chest. I felt as though someone had my heart in their hand and was squeezing it with all their might.

I looked down at my hand at the note I had taken from the skull’s mouth. If I were going to die, I at least wanted to know what the note said, so I unfolded it and read it.

“What the hell?”

I clutched at my chest. Obviously I was having a massive heart attack. I fumbled for my phone to call for help, but I didn’t have a chance to dial any number before I slumped to the floor, dead.


IT WAS INSIDE THE WALL

1984
We had lived in the house for over a decade and my wife wanted a change of scenery, so we put the house up for sale. But not before I made several home improvements so we could sell the house for a better price. I build houses for a living so any modification would be relatively easy for me.
Upon inspecting the home thoroughly, I found that there was some faulty wiring within the wall between the kitchen and one of the bedrooms, so I removed the drywall to replace the wiring. It didn’t take me long to make the improvements I wanted and I was ready to put the wall back together.
It didn’t take much imagination to envision someone eventually wanting to tear that entire wall down to increase the size of the kitchen. So with that in mind, I decided to leave something of interest within the wall for whoever wound up tearing it down.
One thing I should mention, I have a bit of a morbid sense of humor and I’ve left all kinds of oddities in the walls of homes I’ve worked on in the past. One of my favorite things to leave within walls was old dolls. I’d usually twist their heads around for extra disturbing effect. Sometimes I’d have them hanging by rope.
My wife often reminds me of what a sick sense of humor I have, but it’s all in good fun.
One night at an auction, I picked up a plastic Halloween skeleton for next to nothing. I touched up its paint to make it look more authentic and thought it would be the perfect decoration for within the wall of my own house. I actually chained it within the wall and put a funny little note in the mouth that explained that the whole thing was just a harmless gag.
To top it all off, I attached a string to the note and tied one end to a wind up voice box I removed from a vintage doll. When pulled, the string would activate the voice box and it would emit laughter.
Boy, I wish I could be there when the unsuspecting person finds that thing. I sure hope they get a good laugh out of it!



MAIDEN ALLEY

To say I’m a major movie buff would be an understatement. I’m obsessed with movies. I spend every second of my free time watching movies. So naturally, I work at a movie theater. The money isn’t much, but it’s enough for my simple life.

Normally I go to work early in the afternoon and am usually home by 10:00pm at which time I watch movies until bedtime. The theater is walking distance from the tiny apartment that I call home.

I usually cut through a little alley to and from my way to the theater. The alley in question is Maiden Alley. It’s called that because back in the olden days, that was the alley all the prostitutes would frequent. I always thought it a shame that such a pleasant walkway was once littered with impurity, theft and violence.

Maiden Alley is a far cry from the nasty, indecent terrain it once was. Now it’s a well maintained, bright, clean alley that is used by many people during the day.

Being a single woman with a particularly thin frame which exudes frailty, I wouldn’t dare venture down the alley unless I felt it was completely safe and suitable for the likes of me.

In my early afternoon walks down Maiden Alley I usually see a supply truck parked near the large back entrance of a prominent store. It was normal for there to be a lot of employees moving items in and out. They were always cheerful and would greet me with a smile and a wave. I felt completely safe in the alley during the day.

At night, on my way home, Maiden Alley was very well lit like a cozy path and during the time that I normally walk through, employees of a fine dining restaurant are often hanging out behind the restaurant in the alley taking a break. Some are smoking, some are reading, others are having friendly chit-chat. They too are exceptionally polite. They are a talkative bunch and are not shy about asking me how my night is. Their presence adds to the security of the taintless alley.

It was the middle of the week and the movie theater was showing a very original zombie movie called Hell is Full. The final showing of the night had just started when the assistant manager approached me while coughing into a handkerchief. She told me she had taken ill and asked if I would close up for her so she could get home early. Of course, I was happy to do so.

Normally, I’d leave for home shortly after the last movie of the night started. I’d easily be home by 10:00pm most nights. But since I was closing up for the assistant manager, I wouldn’t be able to leave until close to midnight.

The closing duties were easy. I had to take some light inventory and make sure everything was tidy for the next day. Otherwise, all I had to do was wait for the movie to end and make sure all the customers had exited the building.

I had seen Hell is Full before, but I loved it so I killed time by watching it again. Once it was over, I waited for the final patrons of the night to leave and then I made sure all of the doors were locked and the lights were off before I departed.

When I stepped out of the theater, a blast of cool air sent a shiver down my spine. The night was unusually quiet. There wasn’t a car on the road or any people on the sidewalks.

When I approached the entrance of Maiden Alley I paused and gazed down it. It too was void of life and activity. And multiple lights that kept the alley well lit appeared to have malfunctioned leaving it gloomy and dare I say, slightly creepy.

I could have taken another route down the main sidewalks and avoided the alley. It would have added a little time to my trip, but would likely be safer. Still, I had walked down Maiden Alley countless times and never encountered any problems. I was letting the darkness mess with my head. Surely the alley would be just as safe as always, so I started my journey.

I immediately sensed something was off about Maiden Alley that night. The whistling wind waiting for me on the other side of the alley lent itself to the impure nature that I could feel littering the air. I had the sense that’s how the alley must have felt in those olden days when it was not living its best life.

My boots echoed throughout the empty alley. The restaurant had long since closed and the alley was void of those jovial people who would have comforted me on such a cool, lonely night.

I was halfway down the alley when I heard the stomping of footsteps rushing up behind me. I hadn’t time to even spin around before I felt thick, arms wrap themselves around my delicate body and roughly usher me to the darkest corner of Maiden Alley.

I let out a fleeting scream that quickly disappeared into the night before a meaty, calloused hand was clamped over my mouth.

My attacker was dressed in black attire, making it difficult for me to see him well, but unfortunately it did nothing to diminish his foul, musty odor. He pressed an intimidating knife against my cheek as he spoke in an unnaturally deep, sadistic voice.

“You scream again and I’ll slit your throat. Do you understand?”

I took in a deep breath and nodded. This resulted in him removing his dirty hand from my face. I watched on in disgust as he sleazily looked my body over. I could smell his rancid breath as he let out several eager huffs. Finally, when he was finished giving my body a thorough visual exam, he brandished his knife near my throat.

“If you try to run, I’ll chase you down and stab you to death. It will be brutal, messy and extremely painful. Do you understand?”

I nodded quickly.

“This is what’s gonna happen. I’m gonna rape you. And I’m gonna rape you real good and hard. And you’re gonna like it. If you don’t like it, I’ll stab you. So, while I’m raping you, you’d better moan real good and tell me how much you like it. And you’d better talk real good and nasty to me. Do you understand?”

His vile words disgusted me. This sorry excuse of a human being wasn’t worthy of a response. So I stared at him long enough for him to see the disdain I had for him in my eyes and then I touched my index finger to my temple.

The vulgar man’s face scrunched up in confusion. He was bewildered and offended by my lack of a response. I could feel the rage welling within him and the tightening of his grip against the knife’s handle certainly wasn’t lost on me.

“Your knife is scorching hot.”

My words didn’t register into his brain before the discomfort did. He quickly dropped the knife to the ground and held a puzzled expression as he grasped his hand in pain. After a moment he looked up at me and I could see fear filling his eyes. His next move would be to run away or to attack me. I was opposed to either response and pressed two of my fingers against my temple.

“You’re stuck in cement. You cannot move.”

The unrefined man tested my words by attempting to flee in every direction but it was useless. He wasn’t going anywhere and his breath became choppy with fright. He opened his mouth to speak. Likely to question what was happening to him, but I didn’t want to hear another word from the man’s despicable mouth.

“You cannot speak.”

I was insulted by his futile attempts at speech. Did he not trust my words at this point?

I lifted my other hand, placed two more fingers against my other temple and stared at the helpless man. Sure he was scared and would swear to reform his wicked ways and becoming a good citizen, but I could feel the evil coursing through his veins. Such words would only hold temporary meaning. If I set him free he’d force his dastardly behavior upon someone less fortunate than me. I paid tribute to the fantastic zombie movie I watched earlier in the night with my final command. 

“Rip your wrists apart with your teeth.”

The revolting man didn’t hesitate. He chomped away at his own wrists like a rabid dog. He tore massive chunks of flesh away from his arms and spit them to the ground with a splat so he could continue the mutilation. Blood was spurting in every direction and the man did not stop the savage attack on himself until there was not enough blood left in his body to sustain him.

After he dropped to the ground dead, I walked home and watched an underrated comedy written and directed by Gene Wilder called, The Adventure of Sherlock Holmes Smarter Brother. I slept well that night knowing that as long as I was alive, Maiden Alley would be safe and free from those of ill repute. 


THE THING IN MY BEDROOM

I’m a writer who was looking for a quiet, secluded area to rent while I finished my next novel. There was one place in particular that had genuinely struck my interest. The most appealing aspect of it was that it was miles away from the closest residence. It was the perfect, peaceful location I was looking for.

As for the house itself it is a stunning, Georgian style stone mansion. Behind large, stone pillars that at one time possessed a private gate is a lengthy, tree-lined driveway that leads to the home. The mansion is perched upon a hill that overlooks fields, wooded areas and a massive pond. The exterior of the home is dominated in powdered stone with elegant dormer windows, towering chimneys, crown moldings and French doors.

Upon entering the home, one is greeted by a grand living room adorned with soaring ceilings and floor-to-ceiling windows that offer an impressive view of the entrance. A snake-like winding staircase leads to the second floor where there are numerous bedrooms.

A friend of mine introduced me to a lovely woman named Erica who worked for the local historical society and she insisted that I look at the home. She explained that it had been owned by the historical society for past 25 years and had been vacant for the past 10 years. They would occasionally give tours of the home but were looking for more of a steady source of revenue from it.

The mansion was much more than I needed, but the woman suggested I only use as much of the home as I required. Another selling point was that the mansion had a caretaker and a housekeeper that kept the mansion well maintained. All of that, combined with the fact that I instantly fell in love with the mansion, made my choice easy.

I chose the largest corner bedroom that had a breathtaking view of the forested side of the house and the pond. Attached to the bedroom was a small den which was perfect for my writing.

I quickly got into a routine of waking up, going straight to my den, writing the day away and then retiring to the 1st floor for the evening to watch television in the living area or sit quietly and read in the vast library.

The serene location did wonders for my writer’s mind. Free from distractions, ideas were flowing and my productivity was off the charts. I had initially leased the mansion on a trial basis, but had decided early on that this would be my home for some time. I truly loved every aspect of it.

I had been living in the mansion for less than a month when I was awoken in the middle of the night by a loud creak. It took me a moment to get my bearings, but as I looked around for the source of the sound, I recognized that the bedroom door was open. This was odd because I always latched it shut before I went to bed. I got up and peered about the house. I listened intently for any indication of an intruder but there were no signs of such.

The following night the same thing occurred. I was in a deep sleep and a monstrosity of a groaning creak woke me up. Again, the door was open, but there was no evidence of anyone else being in the house.

This happening continued for nearly a week before I opted to sleep with the door open. The first night I did as such, I literally jumped out of bed when I heard the door slam shut. The next night, the same thing occurred. Door open, deep sleep, door slams shut.

I told the caretaker about it and he found the happening to be quite curious. He suspected that the door was not hinged properly and was giving way to gravity, but after a thorough inspection, he deemed the door to be properly hung. He spent hours trying to recreate my experiences, but could not.

I wish I could say that the door incident was the only bizarre event that I was experiencing while in the bedroom, but it was not. I began having troubling nightmares.

The nightmares were always the same. They’d begin with me becoming shivering cold and freezing to the point of numbness. I felt like I was plummeting in darkness and I could not breathe. I’d often wake up in the middle of the night gasping for breath.

One night, I was lying in bed with the lamp on as I read a book when I heard the distinct sound of somebody breathing. It was wheezing breath coming from the darkened corner of the room.

“Hello?”

There was no answer.

I got out of bed and flipped on the main light which illuminated the dark corner. There was a rocking chair in the corner, positioned in front of the window. It was rocking ever so slightly as though someone had just gotten out of it.

Of course, that couldn’t be. If anyone were in the room with me sitting in that chair I would have seen them when I turned the light on. They couldn’t have snuck past me without me seeing them.

But something caused that chair to rock.

One day in the afternoon while I was hammering away at my keyboard, I was distracted by the loud squeak of the floor coming from within the bedroom. I instantly stopped what I was doing.

“Who’s in there?”

There was no response, so I rose from my chair and hurried into the bedroom. Initially I saw no sign of anyone, until I looked in the corner of the room where the rocking chair sat. The window was fogged up, as if someone had been standing close to it, looking out while breathing heavily. And the spookiest part of all was the clear streak in the middle of the fog as if someone had wiped it clear so they could see through it.

“Mrs. Tidwell?”

Mrs. Tidwell was the housekeeper. She came to the house every afternoon to keep things in a tidy manner. I simply wanted to confirm that she was the one in the bedroom. When I heard her echoed response coming from the 1st floor, I knew that couldn’t have been possible.

I went downstairs and asked Mrs. Tidwell how long she had been the housekeeper for the mansion.

“For the past ten years.”

“Have you ever experienced anything…unusual?”

She seemed confused.

“Unusual?”

“Like doors opening or closing on their own. Or hearing footsteps or perhaps, heavy breathing.”

Mrs. Tidwell was short and to the point with her response.

“No.”

“What about in my bedroom. Have you ever experienced anything strange while you were in there?”

Mrs. Tidwell paused for a moment and I could sense the wheels turning in her mind. Finally she responded.

“No, sir. Nothing like that, however, sometimes if I’m in there longer than normal I feel like…someone’s watching me.”

The bizarre occurrences in my bedroom continued on for some time and the nightmares were growing in intensity. One night I woke up gasping for breath and found myself covered in freezing water. I worked hard to convince myself it was nothing other than cold sweat, but I knew better.

I contacted Erica, who worked for the historical society, to find out who the last tenant of the house was. The man’s name was John Ellington. A well-to-do musician who lived in the mansion for over 5 years. I gave him a call and asked him about his experience in the mansion. He spoke glowingly of his time there and explained that he never experienced paranormal activity of any kind.

“What about in the main bedroom upstairs?”

“I wouldn’t know about that. I lived alone, thus I kept my residence on the 1st floor only. I hadn’t a need to go upstairs, so I never did.”

One night when I woke up from my sleep gasping for air, I heard sounds coming from the darkened corner by the window once again. They were soft and muffled, but it was the distinct sound of somebody weeping. I instinctively called out.

“Who is that?”

I got a response in the sound of a thudding bang. When I leapt from bed and turned on the light, I found the rocking chair lying on its back. This was followed by the bedroom door being flung open and a loud raspy whisper in my ear that sent a cold chill down my spine.

“Get out!”

Any normal person would have packed their bags, left the haunted mansion and never returned, but my inquisitive mind wouldn’t allow as such.

Upon explaining my situation to a friend, he recommended that I visit the local university which had a department dedicated to psychic phenomena. The head of the department was sympathetic and understanding of my situation and suggested that I speak with a renowned medium that they had deemed to be astoundingly legitimate.

The medium was named Margaret. She was a kind woman in her late 60’s and short in stature. Upon entering the house, I could immediately detect that she felt something and she conveyed as much.

“There is something here. I feel an overwhelming sense of sadness.” 

Margaret used séances to communicate with any presence that may be felt. I asked her if she would mind if I videotaped the procedure and she had no objections. The three of us sat around a small table and I watched on as Margaret closed her eyes and sat silently for many minutes as if soaking in the presence within the house. Her face slowly transitioned to a blank expression and her eyes took on a lifeless state before she finally began.

“I sense you. The presence. I know you are here. Will you speak to us?”

Silence.

“What do you want?”

No response.

“Can you communicate with us?”

We all startled when we heard the slamming of a door on the 2nd floor.

Margaret’s eyes filled back with life and I noticed her face flush with color as she took in a deep breath and looked at me.

“Where have your experiences taken place?”

I pointed upstairs.

“In my bedroom.”

Margaret nodded.

“Let us go there.”

I carried my recording device with me as I led Margaret and her assistant up the winding staircase and down the corridor to the corner bedroom which I had made my own. When we stepped inside, Margaret’s jaw dropped and she sucked in a loud gasp of air.

“This is where it resides.”

Her eyes instantly locked on the corner window.

“It’s here.”

Before the final word had left her mouth, my bed stand was knocked over by an unseen force and the floor rattled beneath our feet. This was followed by the comforter being jerked off of my bed and flung to the floor. Margaret latched onto my arm and looked up at me with concern in her eyes.

“It doesn’t want us here!”

Margaret insisted on heeding the demand of the presence and departed my home. I spent that night in the living room. I hooked up my recorder to the TV and watched the recording of the séance multiple times. There was nothing unusual about the recording when we were on the 1st floor, but I found something unsettling from the short time we were in my bedroom. Moments after the end table fell over and the comforter was thrown from the bed, I could hear a hidden voice crackle over the audio of the recording. There was no mistaking what it said.

“Get out!”

Whatever the presence was, it was obvious that it did not want me there and I was on the verge of leaving, but I wasn’t going to let any stone be left unturned before I abandoned the place that I had grown fond of even amidst the chaos.

I paid another visit to Erica of the historical society and asked her who owned the mansion before they took over. Having only been working there for a few years, she was at a loss as was her boss who directed me to the former director of the historical society, Mr. Stephens.

Mr. Stephens was a spindly, elderly gentleman who was dressed in a fine suit. I joined him for a cup of tea in the sunroom of his home and began peppering him with questions of the last person who lived in the mansion before the historical society took it over. He was happy to provide all the information he had.

“His name was James Marley. He had lived in the house for decades with his wife. Eventually they had two daughters. For all intents and purposes they were living the perfect life until one cold, January afternoon.”

“What happened?”

“The family went ice skating on the pond near the house. After a few moments, Mr. Marley realized he forgot a thermos of hot chocolate that he thought would warm their cold bones later in the day and went back to the house to retrieve it. He returned to a nightmare. The ice had broken and his family had fallen through. He could see their lifeless bodies floating under the ice. They had all drowned.”

A jolt went through my body as my nightmares began to make sense to me. Plummeting into darkness, gasping for breath, freezing…I was experiencing what they were.

“Mr. Marley was nothing other than a shell of himself after that tragic event. He blamed himself and was riddled with the guilt of having not been there to save his family. Evidently he barricaded himself in the upstairs corner bedroom and spent his remaining days in a rocking chair staring out the window at the pond that stole his family from him. He didn’t want to be bothered. Anyone who came to check on him was met by harsh words demanding that they get out of the room. They found him dead in the chair, a victim of dehydration.”

It all made sense and I sped back to the mansion with an urgent sense of purpose. I rushed up the winding staircase to the corner bedroom upstairs and pushed the door open.

The rocking chair was swaying back and forth in a steady motion and as I stepped into the room, the door slammed shut behind me. But I didn’t let that deter me. I walked with determination to the chair and rested my hand on the back of it as it continued to rock back and forth.

“What happened to you was devastating. I’m sorry. I do love this home and I’d like to stay here. But this room is yours. I’ll leave immediately and will not intrude again. I hope this is acceptable to you.”

Upon uttering my final word, the rocking chair stopped moving and the air around me felt lighter as if a burden of negativity had been lifted.

I kept my word and moved all of my belongings from the corner bedroom and the adjoining den. I picked a new bedroom at the other end of the corridor that overlooked the driveway. I turned a bedroom across the hall into my new den.

From that day forward I always kept the door to the corner bedroom closed and I’ve never had a negative experience since.


THE BLACK VAN

I’m a trucker and I’ve been at it for a while. I prefer to haul rigs during daylight hours, but sometimes I don’t have a choice in the matter.

One such situation was when I was hired to haul a truck load of meat overnight to a warehouse. It was a black night. Monstrous storm clouds had rolled in shielding the moon and casting a dark, ominous shadow over everything.

I was surprised when I saw the hitchhiker because it was the middle of the night. Most sane people were tucked away in a bed somewhere. The other thing that struck me about this hitcher was that it was a woman. She was young and petite. She was holding a suitcase along with a concerned expression. She was wearing white pants and a light blue jacket and had a long, bright yellow scarf wrapped around her neck. 

The woman sure had the appearance of someone who could use some assistance. I was close to hitting the brakes, but the company I drive for has a policy that we cannot pick up hitchhikers. It’s a policy I usually have no trouble following since the majority of hitchhikers I encounter are scruffy, sketchy looking men.

It was when I heard the loud clap of thunder followed by thick drops of rain pelting my windshield that I regretted not stopping. Fortunately, there was an exit up head. I got off and turned around.

Being that it was a two lane highway with a concrete median in the middle of the road, I had to drive about five miles back the other way before I could get off at another exit and turn around to be on the same side of the road as the hitchhiker. The entire process of getting back to the hitcher’s location only took about ten minutes and I was looking forward to seeing the young woman’s relieved face when I stopped to pick her up. Only, she wasn’t there. The shoulder of the road she had been standing on was now vacant.

I shrugged. Evidently someone else had driven by, taken pity on the young woman and picked her up before I could get back to her. That eliminated any remaining guilt I had from initially passing her by. As the rain began the fall harder, I let out a sigh of relief and motored along on the dark, lonely highway.

It was approximately half an hour later when I finally happened upon another sign of life. It was a black, windowless van just ahead of me. I was about to turn on my blinker and pass it, when I noticed a long piece of bright yellow fabric hanging out of the rear door of the van.

The scarf! It was the hitchhiker’s scarf!

I pulled up closer to the black van for a better look and there was no doubt that’s what it was. And I also noticed something disturbing about the scarf. It appeared be spattered with something red.

Was that blood? Did the maniac behind the wheel of the ominous black van pick up that young hitchhiker and butcher her? I hoped not, but that’s what was going through my mind.

Some of the big, rough, tough truckers that I know may have run the van off the road and handled the situation themselves, but I’m no spring chicken and I’m a skinny little runt. I’m certainly no hero, but I can call the cops with the best of them and that’s what I did.

As I talked to the 911 dispatcher, I gave a thorough description of the van and explained that the license plate was conveniently smeared with mud and wasn’t legible. I stayed on the phone with her and continued to follow the van until a police car showed up with its blue and red lights flashing all over the place.

I slowed down enough for the police car to get in front of me and promptly pull the van over. I hoped for the best, but kept driving. Whatever the situation was, I didn’t want to get involved any further. I did my part.

The police officer had gotten out of his car and was in the process of walking up to the van as I passed by. I caught a quick glimpse of the man driving the van. He was wearing a black jacket with the hood up. I couldn’t see his face well, but I caught a hint of his maniacal eyes staring at me with hatred.

Phew. I was glad that whole thing was over.

Over the next couple of hours my eyelids started to get heavy. I didn’t have much time to spare, but had enough to stop and close my eyes for half an hour. Normally rest stops feature some form of life regardless of the time of day or night. At the very least there’s some other truckers stopping for a few hours of sleep, but this place was deserted. There were no other vehicles in sight. Nonetheless, I stopped my truck, closed my eyes and drifted off.

I woke up thirty minutes later to a loud, metallic bang coming from the back of the truck. I thought it sounded like the back door being slammed shut. I jumped out of the truck and hurried around to the back but upon close inspection, I found the back doors of my truck to be closed and secured and nothing seemed out of the ordinary.

That’s when my stomach let forth with an obnoxious rumble. It seemed that the giant thermos of coffee and multiple granola bars I had ingested weren’t agreeing with me, so I quickly made my way toward the bathrooms. The dim flickering light within the lonely rest stop building sure didn’t look inviting, but I didn’t have a choice.

As I entered the building, I glanced over my shoulder at the parking lot and noticed one other vehicle now taking up space in the lot.

A black, windowless van.

That couldn’t have been the same van I had encountered earlier. Could it?

I hurried to the rest stop bathroom. It was rather grimy and stank of spoiled garbage. I took a seat in the farthest stall. I had only been in there a few minutes when I heard the bathroom door slowly squeak open followed by slow, thudding footsteps heading my way.

My hope was to hear the footsteps stop and to hear another stall door open and close followed by the jingle of the lock being latched, but that didn’t happen. The footsteps continued toward me and didn’t come to a halt until thick, black dirty boots came into view under the front of my stall door. Everything was deathly silent for a few seconds and then I heard the shaking of my stall door as the mysterious figure attempted to open it.

“Hey, I’m in here.”

My words did not deter the person from shaking my stall door.

“Hey!”

The shaking went on for several more seconds before abruptly stopping. I could still see the man’s large boots as he stood in front of the stall door. I waited for what seemed like forever for the man to walk away, but he simply stood there. Waiting. But why?

“Find your own stall. Go away!”

My suggestion was answered with a booming thud as if the person punched my stall door, but finally they walked off. I felt relief rush through my body as the footsteps got farther away and finally I heard the squeaking of the bathroom door open and close and all went still.

There was a strong possibility of the man trying to make me think he had left while in reality he was waiting for me to come out, so I stayed in the stall for a long while and listened on for any hint of the man still being in the bathroom with me. But I heard nothing.

I climbed up on top of the toilet seat and slowly peeped my head up over the top of the stall.

I saw no signs of anyone.

After waiting a little while longer, I slowly, silently opened my stall door and stepped out. I stealthily walked through the bathroom to the door. I listened intently through the door for any signs of the man waiting out there to ambush me. I heard no footsteps. No breathing. No movement. Nothing.

I took in a deep breath, grasped the bathroom door handle, flung the door open and rushed out of the bathroom. My reasoning was that if the man was out there waiting for me, perhaps I’d surprise him by sprinting out of the bathroom and then could outrun him to my truck.

But to my relief, nobody was there. The rest stop building was empty. As I stepped to the front doors, I could see that the black van was gone.

I exited the building, dashed to my truck, got in, locked the doors and sped away down the highway. It wasn’t until I hadn’t seen another vehicle on the road for a solid ten minutes that I finally felt like I was able to relax.

I made it to my destination the following morning just as the warehouse was opening up. When the manager asked me how my drive was, I shared my suspenseful adventure with him. I was just finishing up the story when he opened up the back of the rig to inspect the cargo.

We both let out a scream of terror when we saw the dead bodies of the petite hitchhiking woman and the police officer who had pulled the black van over, hanging from meat hooks in the back of my truck.


HOT SPRINGS HORROR

The Couple

My husband and I are in our late 30’s. We have a 10 year old son. We also have a daughter who just turned 16. She’s finally at the age where she’s mature and responsible enough that we feel comfortable for her to housesit and watch our young son while we are away. So, for the first time in nearly two decades, my husband and I decided to take a multiple night vacation away from home, with no kids.

For our first getaway of this kind, we decided to go somewhere that wasn’t a great distance away. There happened to be a luxury resort approximately one hour from the homestead. We thought that to be perfect. We’d be away, but still close enough to home that we could return in a relatively short amount of time if need be. This helped to set our minds at ease.

The hotel we booked was called the Hot Springs Hotel. We had never been there before and didn’t know much about it other than the fact that it had been there for quite some time. We assumed if it had been in business that long it must have been a nice place, so our expectations were on the high side.

To say we were disappointed when we arrived at the hotel was an understatement. When we stepped into the lobby, we felt as though we had been transported back in time to the 1970’s. The carpet was orange and highlighted in brown squares. The majority of the walls were covered in cheap wood paneling. The furniture was very plain and yellowish in color. Oversized lampshades adorned the golden human shaped lamp bases and the hotel staff’s brown and orange uniforms was something I might expect to see at an ancient Burger King.

A tall, lean and unnaturally pale bellman led us down the vintage corridors to our room. I shouldn’t have been surprised by the hotel room, yet I was. The bellman had to give the door a hefty shove to push it over the thick, brown shag carpet. The bedspreads were mustard yellow and the walls were decorated with tacky patterned tiles.

I guess the bellman could tell by my expression that I was less than enthused.

“Is the room not to your liking?”

I shrugged and rolled my eyes. I was about to go on a rant about the fact that the timeworn hotel we were staying in wasn’t exactly cheap, but my husband intervened and put it a bit more delicately than I would have.

“I think my wife was expecting something a little more…romantic.”

The pale bellman moved his dark eyes back and forth from me to my husband multiple times before revealing a sly smile. His teeth were abnormally white and clashed with the sickly dark circles that lived under his eyes.

“I have just the thing for you two. There’s a thin trail behind the hotel that leads deep into the woods. Follow it to the bluffs and you’ll find an extremely secluded hot spring. If you go late at night, you should have it all to yourselves.”

My husband and I shot each other intrigued glances. Having an isolated hot spring all to ourselves might make the entire trip worth it.

We took our bellman’s word for it and waited until after midnight. It was a crisp, cool night. If the hot springs were indeed hot, the night had the makings of perfection.

The bellman wasn’t kidding when he described the trail through the woods as thin. It was so skinny that my husband and I had to walk single file in many spots to avoid scraping up against the dense forest line.

The journey down the trail was not a short one. My husband suggested that we may have taken the wrong trail and I was wondering if the odd bellman had played some kind of elaborate trick on us.

I was beginning to grow frustrated and was moments away from suggesting we give up and turn back when I heard the gentle babbling sound of nearby water. As we followed the serene sound to a bluff area, an instant swell of humidity filled the air. Along the base of a cliff wall was a beautiful, cavernous, natural hot spring pool.

The steaming water was glistening under the light of the full moon as if calling to us and we wasted no time in getting in. We hadn’t brought bathing suits. We’d be alone, so why bother? We stripped down and slowly immersed ourselves into the hot spring. I let out a moan of comfort. I felt like I was melting and becoming one with the soothing water.

It must have been the combination of the hot water boosting my blood circulation and the romantic ambiance of the beaming moonlight that was getting me aroused by the second. I waded over to my husband and we began kissing passionately.

As my husband’s strong hands explored every contour of my body, I laid back and I braced for utter intimacy, when I heard a loud splash from the other end of the rustic, natural hot spring pool. I instinctively covered my bosom with my arms as I spun around to find the source of the splash.

A stranger was relaxing at the other end of the pool. It was a husky woman in her late 50’s with olive skin and frizzy black hair. She clearly had no modesty, lying back in a way that exposed her abundant bust. 

I was so surprised by her presence that I was at a loss for words. My husband attempted to head off any uncomfortable silence.

“I apologize. We didn’t realize anyone else was out here.”

She spoke with a raspy voice.

“There’s nothing like lying in the hot springs, naked as the day you were born, sprawled under a full moon.”

I could tell by my husband’s expression that he was as uncomfortable with the situation as I was so I gave him a nudge and we began inching toward the edge of the natural pool. It was obvious to the woman that we were in the process of departing so she spoke up.

“Don’t leave on my account.”

I flashed a friendly smile.

“It’s late. We really need to get going.”

The woman leaned forward and ferocity filled her eyes as she curled her face up into a snarl. Her next words were delivered with a sharp, deliberate tone.

“You aren’t going anywhere.”


HOT SPRINGS HORROR

The Bellman
I’ve been a Bellman at the Hot Springs Hotel for as long as I can remember. I’m not great at my job, but they have a difficult time finding people to work nights and I’ll only work nights, so from that standpoint, it’s a perfect match.
My family disowned me a while back. They view me as a lazy sloth doing nothing more than necessary to get by in life with no aspirations of being anything greater.
I suppose they’re correct.
I’m considered something of a lackadaisical outcast among the entire vampiric community. It’s a lonely life. I have no friends. I basically live meal to meal.
Speaking of meals, the couple who came in earlier will supply me with enough blood to fuel me for the next two weeks. I lure a lot of my victims to the secluded hot spring located deep in the woods. It’s perfect. There’s nowhere for them to run. They can scream all they want and nobody will hear them. Sometimes I feel a little guilty as to how easy it is.
When I told the couple about the hot spring, I could see the twinkle of excitement in their eyes. I knew they’d go. I kept an eye on the security camera and it was just slightly after midnight when they began their journey.
Perfect.
I gave them a fifteen minute head start. That way they could enjoy the hot spring for a short time before I drained them both of all their blood. I mean, I may be a vampire, but I’m not a monster.
As I approached the hot spring pool, I could hear the rippling of the spring water and could feel the humidity overtaking the cool night air. As I stepped closer, I could hear the splashing of their bodies in the hot spring pool. I truly hoped that the last night of their lives was an enjoyable one for them.
They’d startle upon seeing me. I’d strike before they had a chance to be confused by my presence and I’d end their lives quickly. Once drained of all their fluids, they’d be nothing but gigantic raisins. I’d drop there carcasses in the forest for the vultures to scavenge.
As I rounded the bluff and stepped up the hot spring, I was surprised to see not two, but three bodies within the pool. At first I thought it was my lucky night, until I focused on the stranger. Her burning red eyes were locked onto me and she let forth with a guttural howl.



HOT SPRINGS HORROR

The Stranger
My home is a little shack deep in the woods. I live off the land. Nature provides everything that I need to survive.
My residence is not far off from the natural hot spring pool. Occasional visitors from The Hot Springs Hotel sometimes find their way to said pool. I care not about this occurrence with the exception of those nights that the moon is full.
The hot spring pool is quite isolated, but draws people in like bears to honey, when they find out about it.  I spend most nights of a full moon sitting near the hot spring waiting patiently, hoping for someone to arrive.
Once the moon’s beams hit me, I plunge myself into the hot spring. The scorching mineral water helps to block pain receptors and minimizes the agony of transforming into the werewolf that I am. It makes life much easier on me when my meal for the night is sitting right there in front of me once I transition.
Alas, the hot springs are empty on most nights that offer full moons, but every once in a while, I get lucky. This was one of those nights.
The couple was enjoying the hot springs and getting a bit frisky. I would have let them have their fun, but my transformation was imminent so I plopped myself into the spring with them. Naturally, they were rather confused, but that mattered not as I would soon change and they would be torn to pieces and stuffed down my gullet.
It was then that the humid air was filled with the most heavenly of all aromas.
A vampire was near.
The pale goon had lured the couple to the hot springs for himself having no clue that I was there. It was my lucky night indeed for there is nothing tastier on God’s green earth than vampire blood!
I dove under the water. Transforming into a werewolf is nearly instantaneous, thus I emerged from the hot springs as the hulking, hairy, jaw-snapping beast that the moon had made me.
I launched myself onto the ghostly, lean vampire and had him ripped into two pieces within a few seconds. The two humans escaped during the fracas, but I didn’t care. I was going to savor every second of my favorite meal in the world.



THE CHAT ROOM

When I was a freshman in college, I used to enjoy killing time in between classes by talking to strangers in various online chat rooms.

Being a single guy, I preferred talking with women. Preferably women in other countries because it made me feel as if I were expanding my horizons.

I used a variety of different chat websites. Some were well established and had good reputations and others were obscure chat rooms that seemed low-tech and even sketchy. But I wasn’t concerned about any of that. I was at college and on a laptop. I never used any credit card or bank information on the laptop so if I got hacked, there wasn’t anything of interest that could be obtained from the computer. Because of this, I was rather fearless in regards to chat rooms I used.

On Thursday nights, I had two late night classes. One started at 6pm and let out at 8pm. Then I had a super late class that went from 9pm to 10pm. Both classes were close to each other but on the other side of campus from my dorm room, so when the first class let out, I would usually find a quiet spot and fool around on chat rooms for 30 or 40 minutes before heading to my later class.

I found a bench on a long, quiet corridor in one of the buildings and started surfing through search engines looking for a new chat room to try out. I kept seeing listings for something called The Dark Room. It was an adults only chat room that was catering toward users with macabre type interests. That sounded different, so I decided to give it a try.

Like a lot of the obscure chat rooms, the website was cheap and amateurish, but it seemed to function fine. When I logged in it asked me if I were male or female. I selected male. It then asked me if I preferred to chat with males or females. I selected females.

My screen went black for several seconds followed by a series of quick, flashing glitches before two square boxes emerged on the screen. The box on the left side of the screen was filled with my image. My laptop had a built in camera. It wasn’t the best quality camera, and my image was a bit fuzzy, but it was good enough.

The box on the right side of the screen was filled with text that read: WAITING FOR A MATCH.

On the far left of the screen was a small section that gave the option of typing messages. I always preferred chat rooms that offered that feature because the built-in microphone in my laptop wasn’t great and sometimes people had a hard time hearing me.

I waited patiently for a few minutes before the right chat box was suddenly filled with the image of a woman. She appeared to be in her late 20’s which was approximately 10 years older than I was, but I didn’t care about age, I cared about looks and she was quite attractive. She had long, straight brown hair that flowed over her shoulders. Her blue eyes were so bright that I suspected she was wearing colored contacts. Her lips were full and naturally red and her button nose was too small for her face.

The woman was sitting in a drab room. The walls appeared to be concrete and there were no decorations of any kind. It gave me the impression of a prison cell. She spoke in a soft, soothing voice.

“Hi, I’m Anna. What’s your name?”

“I’m Jim. Can you see me okay?”

“I can see you just fine, Jim. Where are you from?”

“Southern Illinois University in Carbondale, Illinois.”

“College boy? I like that.”

I decided to question her about her dreary surroundings.

“Where are you at? It looks like a dungeon.”

The woman’s expression went cold and she stared blankly at the camera for a long moment before speaking in a monotone voice.

“I’m in his basement.”

“Who’s basement?”

“Him.”

“Who is him?”

“He who knows where we are.”

Immediately after that strange comment, her chat screen went black followed by what sounded like a quick, muffled scream.

“Hello? Lady? Are you still there?”

There was no response and her screen remained black.

“Did you get disconnected? Are you here?”

After that question, a response was typed into the message box.

I’M HERE. SHE’S NOT.

That was a little creepy.

I KNOW WHERE YOU ARE.

And that was even creepier, but I tried to play it cool by scoffing at the message.

“No duh. I already said I was at SIU in Carbondale.”

A few seconds later another message came through.

I KNOW WHICH DORM YOU’RE IN. I KNOW YOUR ROOM NUMBER.

I shook my head. This game had gotten old.

“Sure you do.”

Another message popped up.

YOU DON’T BELIEVE ME?

At that point I had enough.

“No!”

I logged off, shut down my laptop and headed to my next class.

I had a difficult time concentrating in class. I kept thinking about the bizarre interaction I had in the chat room. I knew it was just someone having some fun with me, but it still left me with goosebumps.

It was early in the school year. I was supposed to have a roommate, but hadn’t been assigned one yet, so I had the dorm all to myself. I wasn’t looking forward to being alone that night.

The trek back to my dorm was long and lonely. I didn’t see any other people out and about and found myself looking over my shoulder a lot. I was relieved when I finally reached my dorm building, but it too was void of people which did nothing but enhance the chills I was already feeling.

I took the elevator up to my floor. It seemed to be taking an unusually long time to reach my destination, but that was almost assuredly due to my ever increasing nervousness. My mind was playing tricks on me. I was aggravated with myself for letting that stupid chat room gag get to me, but it had.

Finally, the elevator door opened on my floor and I stepped out. Normally, I would hear a lot of chatter and laughter coming from various rooms, but on this night it was very quiet. I suppose everyone turned in early, which was unusual for my floor.

When I opened the door to my dorm room, I was met by darkness. This was strange. I always left the light on. When I flipped on the light switch I startled when I saw what was on the mirror above my desk. In bold black letters were the words: DO YOU BELIEVE ME NOW? 


MYSTERY AT LOCH NESS

The Loch Ness Monster is a large, unknown creature that many believe may inhabit the murky waters of Loch Ness in Scotland, even though there is no credible evidence to justify its existence.

My name is Dr. Orville Healy. I’m a marine biologist and paleozoologist. While most of my colleagues scoff at the idea of a Loch Ness monster, I’m open to the possibility.

Many 16th century oceanic maps are littered with drawings of sea creatures. Rather than brush the images off as the over active imagination of undereducated sailors, like many of my colleagues do, I hold an open mind on the prospect that within the unexplored, endless oceans of the Earth, countless undiscovered creatures exist. It’s possible that the Loch Ness monster is one such creature.

Skeptics of the Loch Ness monster like to point to the fact that if such a large animal resided in the fresh water loch, there would surely be more evidence of its presence, especially since the Loch is a relatively small body of water compared to vast neighboring seas and oceans. But one fact that such skeptics ignore or are simply ignorant of is that Loch Ness connects to Loch Dochfour. Loch Dochfour connects to River Ness. River Ness connects to Moray Firth and Moray Firth connects to the North Sea, the northeastern arm of the Atlantic Ocean.  So you see, there is conceivable passage from the ocean to Loch Ness.

Some may point to the fact that Loch Ness is a fresh water body thus no salt water dwelling creature could conceivably swim to and fro from fresh water to salt water. My rebuttal would be to point out the fact that we know of several aquatic life forms that can inhabit both salt and fresh water bodies such as salmon, eels, sawfish and bull sharks just to name a few. Many such animals swim to the safety of fresh water to give birth. Who is to say the Loch Ness Monster is not capable of such as well?

When a Scottish colleague of mine contacted me with a report of a local sheep farmer’s stock being mutilated, I was intrigued. Evidently something was attacking the sheep, slashing them apart and feeding on them. The attacks were so frequent and severe that the owner sold his farm and moved farther south.

The most obvious culprit would be dogs. However, the bite radius of the creature guilty of the attacks is much larger than any dog breeds in the area.

While I did find the report interesting I was confused as to why my colleague decided to contact me about it. But then he explained that attacks took place near the town of Avoch, a tiny harbor town on the coast of Moray Firth, a large inlet housed between the North Sea and River Ness, which leads to Loch Ness.

A small tributary called Avoch Burn runs from Moray Firth through the town of Avoch to the surrounding woodlands and countryside. Interestingly enough, the Avoch Burn runs through the farmland in which the sheep had been slaughtered and upon further investigation, many of the mutilated sheep were found near Avoch Burn.

Could the Loch Ness Monster be swimming from Loch Ness to Moray Firth and down the Avoch Burn to feed on sheep? It was an interesting theory indeed and I found myself on the next flight to Scotland to investigate further.

The town of Avoch is a small, quiet fishing town. I spent some time walking through the town which was particularly scarce at night. If the Loch Ness monster were swimming down the thin Avoch Burn, the likelihood of it being spotted was nil. 

I stopped into a local fish and chips restaurant for a bite to eat. The food was so good that for a moment, I forgot why I was in town, but apparently word had gotten around and one of the locals joined me. He was a thick, weathered man in his late 60’s. His leathery face displayed a great scar down the side. He was missing a front tooth and donned a sailor’s cap.

“Lookin’ for the Loch Ness Monster are ya’? In Avoch?”

I nodded.

“Just a theory I’m researching.”

“Think it had something to do with the slaughterin’ of old man McKenzie’s sheep, do ya?”

I stopped eating and gave the grizzled man my full attention.

“What do you know about the unusual sheep mutilations?”

The hardened man sneered.

“Unusual in these parts, sure, but us locals know that throughout this region of Scotland, the waterways are scattered with bones of prey.”

“Are you saying this happens on a regular basis?”

“Never in one area long enough to raise much suspicion. But it’s regular, sure.”

“As if whatever is mutilating these animals...is moving through the waterways?”

“Most definitely.”

As I paused for a long moment to digest the information, the tough looking man intrigued me further.

“I saw it once, ya’ know.”

My eyes widened.

“The Loch Ness Monster?”

“I’m not sayin’ it was that monster, but it was most certainly, a monster.”

I leaned forward with interest as he told of his encounter.

“It was a late night. I had downed many a pint, but wasn’t ready to head home so I found myself wandering along Avoch Burn. Minutes turned to hours and I found myself amongst the thick woodlands. I knew I wouldn’t be able to find my way back at night, so I got comfortable against the trunk of a grand tree and closed my eyes. Before I could dose off, I heard something stirring in the burn. It sounded like the delicate splashing of something wading through the water. That’s when I saw it. I held my breath and prayed that it wouldn’t see me. It was dark mind you, so I couldn’t make it out in detail, but it was enormous. Half of it was in the water, half of it was out. It was dark grey in color. The way it moved gave me the impression it was walking, not swimming. To this day, I feel like if it had detected me sitting there, it would have been my mutilated carcass they would have found.”

The man took a long pause. I could read in his bloodshot eyes that recounting the story brought back with it the fear he felt on that night.

“Around these parts there’s a legend of a creature called the Big Grey Man. It is sighted on occasion, but nobody claims to have ever seen it clearly. Whether it was the Big Grey Man or the Loch Ness Monster…I saw something that night.”

The old seaman’s tale fascinated me and the thing that stood out was the fact that he saw the creature late at night. This indicated that the monster was likely a night feeder.

The last sheep mutilation occurred nearly two months prior. With as plentiful as that food source had been for the attacker, perhaps it was still visiting that area in hopes of the sheep returning.

The following day I waited until after dark and set out for the section of Avoch Burn that ran through the farm. I was armed only with a camera, a floodlight and a small revolver. I opted to do as the grizzled seaman had. I found refuge against a large tree, sat down, and waited.

I sat there for hours with my eyes closed listening for the slightest disturbance within the gentle flowing stream. Initially it wasn’t an audible sound that alerted me to something being near me. It was the strong pungent scent of something animalistic. It smelled like a cross between wet dog and horse manure.

Then I heard the rippling of the stream change. At first it sounded like loud dripping, but then I realized what I was hearing was the sound of something slowly, slyly wading through the water.

I knew it was dreadfully close when I heard it begin to sniff. The sniffing was slow at first but then increased in frequency and aggressiveness. I feared that it smelled me and would hone in on my location so I did the worst thing I could have. I panicked.

My fight or flight instinct kicked in and my choice was easy. Flight. I stood up and began stomping through the tall grass of the countryside, making all kinds of ruckus in the process.

I heard the beast let out several sharp snorts followed by the loud splash of it emerging from the stream. I could feel the ground behind me tremor as it began to give chase.

It was a lost cause. Unless the thing behind me was a sloth, I wasn’t going to out run it and besides, I wanted to see whatever it was so I spun around and pulled the trigger on my spotlight.

The mighty beast released a roar of rage and it used its tree trunk-like arms to shield its ape-like face from the light. I let out an audible groan of disbelief at what I was staring at before me.

It was a Sasquatch creature. A Bigfoot. Half human, half ape. It was at least eight feet tall and barrel chested. Its arms and legs were thick as was its entire frame. The fur it was covered in was thick, shaggy and dark grey. It blended into its foggy surroundings perfectly. It was no wonder why nobody ever got a good look at the thing.

As the monster’s beady eyes adjusted to the brightness of the spotlight, it dropped its arms and bared its intimidating fangs. It let out a spine chilling howl as it charged me.

I guess it was the scientist in me that put getting video evidence of the creature above my own safety and I pointed the video camera and pressed the record button. The footage I was getting was flawless, definitive proof of the creature’s existence. If the monster killed me, hopefully someone would find the recording!

As the creature reached me and roared, I held up my camera in defense. The monster pulled the camera from my grip, crushed it in its colossal hand as if it were made from Styrofoam and tossed it into the stream.

Fearing my skull would be the next thing to get crushed, I withdrew my revolver and aimed at the mighty beast. I squeezed off two wild shots that missed the creature, but frightened it enough for it to flee, allowing me to survive the terrifying encounter. I could hear it plunge into the stream and splash away into the darkness.

Ironically in search of the Loch Ness Monster I discovered proof of a Sasquatch type creature called the Big Grey Man that brilliantly uses the fog for camouflage and streams to hide its tracks.

Although my proof was destroyed, the story I tell is the truth. I now reside in Avoch, Scotland in hopes of once again recapturing definitive proof of the elusive creature referred to as, The Big Grey Man.


MURDER AT THE MOVIE THEATER

Ever since I was a kid, I was a huge fan of slasher movies. My love for the genre never died down when I became an adult and to this day I make a point to see every slasher flick worthwhile.

My wife on the other hand hates slasher movies. She never understood my fascination with them. She boldly states that every slasher movie is the same old thing. But we have a deal. I can see as many as I want as long as I don’t make her go with me. That arrangement seems to have worked out well since we’re going on 35 years of marriage.

There was a lot of buzz around the latest slasher movie to hit the big screen. It was called Murder at the Movie Theater. My local theater was showing it at 7pm, 9pm and 11pm. When I got home from work, I had a quick bite to eat, changed clothes, kissed my wife goodbye and headed on my way!

The theater I frequent is an old theater that has been around for over 80 years. It is located in the heart of the historic downtown district and has been called the Main Street Theater since the day it opened.

I was running a little bit late and found myself jogging down the sidewalk toward the small old-time ticket booth that was positioned outside the movie theater entrance. I always thought that must have been a lonely job for the ticket cashier. She was stuck in that little hut all by herself.

My eyes were fixed on the huge, lit up, flashing vintage marquee that hung over the theater. Murder at the Movie Theater was pulsating in vibrant letters before my eyes and I didn’t notice the gigantic crack in the sidewalk and I promptly tripped and fell hard to the cold ground. I let out a groan of pain as my 55 year old bones hadn’t taken that kind of a thud in some time.

As I slowly got to my feet and brushed myself off, I noticed that everyone in line had stopped what they were doing to stare at me. A few people chuckled under their breath. The rest gazed at me for a moment before going back to their business.

I got in line and was relieved that it was moving fast. Obviously the ticket seller knew what she was doing. The girl in line in front of me was about 17 and quite beautiful. She had long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. She was like a human version of a Barbie doll. Evidently, the ticket seller knew her.

“Hi, Josie. All alone tonight? Where’s your boyfriend, Brad?”

“I broke up with that jerk. I’m on the lookout for a new boyfriend now.”

It wasn’t until it was my turn to purchase my ticket that I realized the ticket girl, who appeared to be in her late teens, had bright blue hair.

“Wow, I like that hair.”

The ticket girl didn’t respond to my compliment, she just stared at me deadpanned.

“How many?”

“Just one, for the 7pm showing.”

I exchanged cash for my ticket and made my way toward the building’s entrance. I immediately noticed a person dressed in a dark hooded jacket with the hood up covering their face. They were milling about by the entrance door with their hands inside their jacket. They kept looking around suspiciously. After they entered the theater, I walked to the theater door and pulled it open to enter. That’s when I saw the pretty girl, Josie, heading my way. She had stopped to chat with some of her friends after getting her ticket. Being the nice guy that I am, I held the door open for her. The pretty girl stopped, looked at me and scrunched her face up as though she had just licked a lemon.

“Ewww! Are you flirting with me? That’s disgusting! You’re older than my dad!”

I was flabbergasted by the accusation.

“Since when did holding the door open for someone equate to flirting?”

Josie held up her hand.

“Stop talking to me you old pervert!”

I shrugged off the encounter and entered the lobby of the theater where I was met with a blast of the distinct, buttery aroma of popcorn. It really soothed my soul and I wanted a tub of it, but I was running late and didn’t want to miss the beginning of the movie. The only thing I had time to do was use the restroom.

I hurried to the ancient and very small theater bathroom. It housed one sink, one urinal and one stall. It was old, but well kept. There was a fresh coat of white paint on the walls and the scent of lilac air freshener overpowered the tiny room.

A I did what people do at a urinal, I could hear stirring coming from within the stall. I thought I heard subtle footsteps as though someone were pacing around in there. This was accompanied by soft mumbling.

I shrugged that off too, zipped up my pants, washed my hands, hurried into the theater and managed to grab a prime seat in the center row.

I was relieved that the previews had just ended. I hadn’t missed a second of the movie. When the large, bloody font of the movie title adorned the screen several people in the audience applauded, myself included. 

The opening scene of the movie was seen through the point of view of someone walking up to the front of an old movie theater. It took me a second to realize it was the Main Street Theater, the very theater I was currently sitting in!

I was shocked! I had no idea they had filmed part of the movie in my town. But that was just the beginning of the surprises. When the point of view walked up to the ticket booth, it was the girl with the blue hair selling the ticket. The ticket girl was in the movie!

My shock turned to confusion when I heard the off screen voice.

“Wow, I like that hair.”

Wait…was that my voice? No. It couldn’t have been.

My eyes were locked on the screen as I awaited the deadpanned girl’s response.

“How many?”

“Just one, for the 7pm showing.”

What the hell was going on?

I looked around the theater at the other moviegoers to see if they were just as shocked as I was, but they were all just watching the movie in normal fashion.

When I turned my head back toward the screen, the camera was focused on the pretty girl, Josie. She was in the theater lobby and the camera followed her into the woman’s restroom. As she approached the restroom stall door, she quickly spun around, faced the camera and let out a shriek of terror.

Suddenly, a hand holding a knife entered the frame. Josie held up her hands in a defensive posture but her soft flesh was no defense against the sharp blade of the knife as it was brought down again and again.  Josie’s screams transitioned to gurgles as she spewed a crimson river from her mouth before falling to the bathroom floor, a bloody, lifeless mess. 

Before I could even wrap my mind around the unbelievable events that were occurring, the movie stopped playing and the theater’s house lights came on. The blue haired ticket girl came barreling into the theater with a team of policemen behind her. She ran up to my row and pointed directly at me!

“That’s him! That’s the old creep who was flirting with Josie! He’s the one that killed her!”

I stood up and began defending myself.

“I didn’t kill anyone! I was in this seat the entire time!”

One of the police officers motioned for me to come to him.

“Step this way please sir, we’d like to have a word with you.”

I got extremely defensive.

“No! I’m not talking to you. I didn’t do anything.”

“Sir, please don’t cause a scene. Just come with us and we’ll talk about this.”

“I’m not going anywhere. I’m not saying a word. I didn’t do anything wrong.”

That’s when the police rushed my row and manhandled me out of the theater. I fought with all my might as they dragged me to the police car. They said something about me being the prime suspect, threw me in the back of the police car and slammed the door.

The second the door slammed shut, everything went black. I opened my eyes and realized I was lying on the cold sidewalk outside of the Main Street Theater. I looked down and saw the gigantic crack in the sidewalk that I had fallen over. I looked up and saw a few people standing in line outside the ticket booth. They stared at me a moment and then went back about their business.

What just happened?

I stood up, dusted myself off and slowly walked up to the front of the movie theater. Everything appeared to be normal. I was gawking around in confusion when the voice of the blue haired ticket girl got my attention.

“Hey buddy, do you want to buy a ticket or what?”

I slowly walked up to the ticket booth and eyed the girl intently.

“Uh…wasn’t I just here?”

The girl had no clue what I was talking about and was void of patience.

“Either buy a ticket or shove off.”

Perhaps I had hit my head on the ground when I fell, and went loopy. I couldn’t think of any other explanation for the odd occurrence. As I tried to think of other possibilities, I pulled out my wallet and removed some cash.

“Okay. One ticket to the 7pm show.”

The blue haired girl snickered.

“You’re a couple hours late for that one. The 9pm is about to start. Do you want a ticket?”

The 9pm show?

“Uh…yeah. Yeah. Give me a ticket.”

As I took my ticket, I noticed the person in the black hooded jacket. They looked around suspiciously before ducking into the theater. A few seconds later, the pretty girl I knew as Josie entered the theater.

Josie? But she was dead. Wasn’t she? What was happening?

I hurried into the lobby of the theater. I saw no sign of the hooded person and no sign of Josie. But I did see an usher shutting the movie theater doors. The movie was about to start. That’s when it dawned on me that the events that happened during the 7pm showing might happen again during the 9pm showing if I didn’t do something to prevent it!

I stormed into the theater and began jogging up and down the aisles eyeing the crowded theater for Josie. If I could find her, perhaps I could prevent her murder!

I looked and looked but couldn’t find the pretty girl.

“Josie? Josie, where are you? Josie?”

“Hey sit down and shut up!”

The moviegoers were annoyed by my actions.

“The movie is starting! Be quiet!”

I was frantic as I ran up and down the aisles searching for Josie.

“You don’t understand! A girl is about to be murdered!”

It was at that time that I caught a glimpse of the movie screen and saw Josie entering the bathroom.

“No! Stop!”

I ran as fast as I could out of the theater, through the lobby and to the ladies restroom. As I flung the door open, I was greeted by the massacred body of Josie.

“No!”

I bent down and cradled the dead girl in my arms. I startled as the door was kicked open and several police officers rushed in. They were flanked by the blue haired ticket girl who was pointing at me energetically.

“He killed her!”

I started shaking my head.

“No! No, I didn’t kill her!”

The officers grabbed me, pulled me out of the restroom and dragged me through the lobby.

“I didn’t kill her. I just found her!”

The cops were having none of it.

“Oh yeah, you just happened to be in the ladies bathroom and found her. I’ll bet.”

“I didn’t kill her! You have to believe me!”

“Keep your mouth shut you filthy murderer!”

The police threw me in the back of their car and slammed the door shut.

Everything went black.

I woke up face down on the sidewalk next to the gigantic crack that I tripped over. I quickly stood up and dusted myself off. There were several people in line at the ticket booth. They were still gawking my way when I heard the buzz of people behind me. I quickly turned around to see a mass of bodies coming out of one of the exit doors. I rushed up to one of them.

“Excuse me, what movie did you just see?”

“Murder at the Movie Theater.”

“What showing was this?”


“Huh? Oh, it started at 9.”  

I hurried up to the ticket booth.

“Are there any other showings of Murder at the Movie Theater?”

The blue haired girl nodded.

“Just the 11pm show. It’s the last showing of the night.”

The last showing of the night.

I still wasn’t sure what was happening, but if this was the last showing of the night, it was my last chance to prevent the murder that I kept getting blamed for!

I saw the hooded person enter the theater. That was my prime suspect. As I hurried toward the theater to follow them, I got tangled up at the entrance door with the pretty girl, Josie.

“Hey you stupid old man! Watch where you’re going! Or were you trying to cop a feel?”

“Don’t flatter yourself, you little bitch. I should probably just let you die!”

I left Josie in shock as I dashed into the lobby, but there was no sign of the hooded person. That’s when I remembered using the bathroom during the 7pm showing. There was someone in the stall pacing and mumbling oddly, crazy like.

Crazy like a killer!

I rushed into the bathroom and kicked open the stall to find the hooded person with their hand in their jacket, likely reaching for the murder weapon! I shoved the person against the wall a few times and ripped their jacket open only to reveal…

Flowers?

I pulled their hood down unveiling a thin, flustered red headed teenaged boy. I grabbed the flowers from him and started shaking them in front of his face.

“What the hell are these? Where’s your murder weapon?”

The young man was perplexed.

“I don’t know what you mean!”

“That pretty girl, Josie. You’re going to kill her!”

“Kill her? I would never kill her! I’m in here trying to work up the nerve to approach her and declare my love for her!”

Before I could question the red headed teenager further, I heard a feminine scream.

“Josie!”

The boy shoved passed me and rushed out of the bathroom. I followed him into the ladies room where we found the blue haired ticket girl wielding a knife toward Josie who was screaming out in terror.

Before I could do anything, the teenaged boy had grabbed the blue haired girl’s wrist and managed to disarm her. I quickly joined in and restrained the murderess as Josie found comfort in the red headed boy’s arms.

“Why were you trying to kill her?”

The blue haired girl didn’t hold anything back and nodded toward the red headed young man.

“Because I’m in love with him.”

I questioned the boy.

“You know her?”

He nodded.

“She sits next to me in homeroom. I didn’t know she felt that way about me though.”

The blue haired girl was crying as she spoke.

“I’ve loved you since day one. But you’re always drawing hearts on your folder with Josie’s name inside of them. I knew as long as she was alive, I’d never have you.”

It didn’t take the police long to show up. As I watched them haul the blue haired ticket girl away, the theater doors opened and the moviegoers piled out. I walked up to an usher as I observed the patrons exiting the building.

“The movie’s over?”

“Yep. It’s showing again tomorrow if you missed any of it.”

I chuckled. 

“No thanks.”

My wife was happy to see me when I arrived home, but not near as happy as I was to see her. She seemed mildly surprised by the bear hug I gave her.

“How was the slasher movie?”

I shrugged.

“Oh, you know. The same old thing.”


I THINK MY WIFE IS A MONSTER

I think my wife may be a monster.

Her name is Ivy. She’s from the Philippines and is the definition of beauty. Strikingly beautiful. Too beautiful. Every time she looks at me with those bright, brown hypnotic eyes, I feel as though I’m in a trance.

I used to think that was due to her stunning beauty, but now I think it may just be one of her monstrous powers.

My first mistake was marrying her just six months after meeting her. My uncle said I was crazy to get married so fast. His policy was to never even consider marriage unless the relationship was still strong after three years. He claims that a lot of women will change somewhere between the six month and three year mark.

I doubt that he meant they would change into a monster.

The first three months of my marriage were wonderful. We spent most of our time laughing, talking and making love. It was perfect.

Everything changed one bright, sunny afternoon. We were walking through the park hand in hand as happy as could be. When an attractive woman in tight spandex pants happened to jog by us, I turned my head and took a long look. I’m a man. Men do things like that.

Ivy wasn’t having any of it. She was furious. I had never seen a woman so angry.

I tried to explain to her that men have natural instincts to notice attractive women. I told her it didn’t mean anything. It didn’t mean I wanted to do anything with that woman other than to look.

Ivy disagreed. Her theory was that if a man wants to look, he also wants to touch and he shouldn’t want to touch anything other than his wife.

Perhaps an apology would have simmered the situation, but I refused to tell her I was sorry. I found her theory to be preposterous and told her as much. We argued for days, weeks, months. And when we finally stopped bickering she simply went cold. You’ve heard of the cold shoulder? I was getting the frostbitten frigid shoulder. I returned the behavior and we simply stopped talking.

I suppose we were on the path to early divorce, but I refused to budge on my stance that I was right and she was wrong. Besides, communication is a two-way street. She wasn’t doing anything to help the situation either.

I was sitting at my office cubicle hammering away at the keyboard as I typed up some mindless report for my boss when I heard my co-worker, Juan’s, voice. He sat in the cubicle next to me.

“What’s that on your neck?”

I looked up from my monitor to my co-worker who was pointing at me.

“There on your neck. What is that?”

I held a mirror to see several large red welts on the left side of my neck. I ran my finger on them and they were slightly sore to the touch.

“Hmmm. I don’t know.”

“Looks like bites from the Mandurugo.”

“Mandur…what?”

Juan pointed to the picture of my wife back in happy times that sat on my desk.

“Your wife, she’s Filipino, right?”

I nodded.

“Yes, she is.”

Juan let out a deep breath.

“Oh boy.”

I threw up my hands in confusion.

“What?”

“I used to live next door to a Filipino couple. I would drink beers with the husband. He spent a lot of time telling me about Filipino traditions and folklore. He told me about the legend of the Mandurugo. It scared the hell out of me.”

I was still puzzled.

“What the hell is a Mandurugo?”

“It’s a monster. During the day it holds the appearance of a beautiful woman, but at night it becomes a blood sucking creature!”

I laughed.

“That’s ridiculous.”

“Is it? The Mandurugo is a gorgeous, loving partner until someone breaks its heart. And then they show their true colors. Tell me, have you done anything to break your wife’s heart recently?”

I had been laughing at his outlandish story until he asked me that question. Then I became serious and Juan began nodding.

“Just as I suspected. Once betrayed, the Mandurugo will begin feeding on their husband. They use their sharp tongues to pierce their husband’s flesh as they sleep and then they feed on their blood.”

I wanted to laugh again, but no laughter was emerging from my body. Instead, I held a serious expression as I looked in the mirror at the strange welts on the left side of my neck.

“What side of the bed do you sleep on?”

“The right side.”

“So your wife sleeps on the left side of the bed. And has easy access to the left side of your neck.”

I shouldn’t have been taking a word of Juan’s nonsense seriously, but I kept pondering the possibility. I mean, I didn’t know Ivy long. How much did I really know about her?

That night when I got home, I kept a close eye on Ivy. She continued to give me the cold shoulder. Her words were seldom and emotionless and I’d often catch her looking my way with a sinister spark in her eyes.

The next morning I woke up with a few more red welts on the side of my neck.

The idea that there could be any truth to Juan’s ludicrous story about the blood sucking Mandurugo beast was outrageous, yet I found myself requesting more information.

“Just for fun, let’s say I thought there might be some truth to the Mandurugo story. What other signs might I be looking for that my wife may be a Mandurugo?”

“The Mandurugo doesn’t just want to feed on you. It means to kill you. But the process will be very slow and gradual. You should notice that you’re losing weight and eventually, you’ll start to feel weak and ill.”

Juan paused before continuing.

“If your wife is truly a Mandurugo, you are most likely not her first victim. Tell me, has your wife ever been married before.”

My heart sank as I began to slowly nod.

“What happened to him?”

“He…died.”

Juan seemed as concerned as I was.

“Write down your wife’s maiden name. I’m going to do a little digging for you about your wife’s deceased husband.”

I scribbled her name down on a piece of paper and handed it to Juan.

The next day I started a daily routine of weighing myself. If the scale was correct, I had lost five pounds in five days. And I noticed that I was starting to feel a little bit weak and slightly ill. And every time I caught Ivy looking at me, I swear there was something devious about her expression. 

The next day at work, Juan presented me with some compelling evidence.

“I found pictures of your wife and her previous husband at their wedding.”

Juan handed me a photo. It was Ivy all right. And her previous husband was a chubby man.

“Here’s a photo of her previous husband a month before he died.”

The man in the photo was skin and bones.

“Yeah, but I think she told me he had cancer.”

“Did he? Or is that just a convenient cover story?”

Over the next few days I lost more weight and began feeling worse.

Was my wife really a Mandurugo? Had she killed her previous husband? Was she killing me?

“Juan, if my wife was a Mandurugo, what could I do.”

“According to the legend, if a man suspects his wife of being a Mandurugo they should sleep with a knife under their pillow. They must wait until they catch the Mandurugo sucking their blood and then plunge the knife into the beast’s heart. Only then will you be rid of the monster.”

It seemed crazy, but I started sleeping with a knife under my pillow. Although, I wasn’t sleeping much. I was waiting. Waiting for the Mandurugo to make its move so that I could stop it!

One night, it finally happened.

I had kept my eyes open for as long as I could, but began to drift off. I wasn’t asleep more than a few seconds when I felt the Mandurugo’s prickly tongue sliding over the left side of my neck. As soon as I felt the sharp tongue penetrate my flesh, I let out a battle cry, pulled the knife out from under my pillow and sank the blade deep into my wife’s heart.

I stared into Ivy’s beautiful dead eyes as a trickle of blood flowed from her mouth.

She sure didn’t look like a monster. She was as beautiful in death as she was alive.

I got up and started pacing about the room. Now what was I supposed to do?

As I contemplated my options, I noticed an envelope sticking out of my wife’s purse which was sitting next to her bed stand. I removed it from her purse and pulled out a letter.

It was written to me.

The letter was short and to the point. Ivy was no longer happy in our marriage and wanted a divorce.

My forehead creased with confusion.

If Ivy was a Mandurugo who wanted to drink my blood and suck the life out of me, why would she want a divorce?

That’s when I felt the same feeling of the Mandurugo’s sharp tongue rubbing against my neck. I instinctively slapped at it and then looked at my hand and saw the dead carcass of a small bug.

I put the bug in a bottle and took it to my doctor.

“It’s a bed bug.”

My doctor had no doubt.

“That accounts for the red welts on your neck. You’re having an allergic reaction to bed bugs. You need to get rid of those filthy little monsters.”

“But wait a minute, my wife sleeps next to me every night. She doesn’t have any red marks on her like this.”

“Because she’s not allergic to them. If you’re not allergic, bed bugs leave no trace as far as bite marks go.”

My mind began to whirl.

“Well, I’m not feeling good and I’m losing weight.”

My doctor nodded and continued to speak with certainty.

“You have a mild case of the flu and aren’t drinking enough fluids. Drink a lot of water. In a few days you’ll feel a lot better and you’ll gain all your weight back.”

Uh, I think I made a big mistake.


CREEPY CALLER

It was the late 1970’s. I was in my early 20’s and lived all alone in a small apartment building that was located at the far end of a dark, gloomy dead end street.

It was approximately 8:00pm when I received the first call.

“Hello.”

There was a long pause before he spoke.

“It’s been a while.”

The man’s voice was deep and rough. I certainly did not recognize it.

“Who is this?”

He let out a short giggle.

“You know who this is.”

After that, he hung up and I listened to the dial tone for several seconds as I searched through my memory bank for who that may have been.

I wasn’t the most attractive young woman and wasn’t getting much in the way of suitors. The few men I had contact with worked in my  office building, but those were nothing more than casual acquaintances.

I was genuinely confused as to who the caller may have been.

The next day at work, I kept an eye out on the men I encountered to see if any of them were glancing in my direction more than usual, but none of them were. I was at a loss and stopped thinking about it until a couple days later when the mysterious man called again.

“Hello?”

“You want to know what I miss most about you? Those luscious tits.”

I hung up immediately and covered my mouth with my hand. I was shocked and startled by his lewd statement.

After I calmed down, I started going through my mind of any men who had ever seen me topless. It didn’t take long. I narrowed the list down to the anonymous men who happened to be at the public swimming pool the day I unknowingly lost my top.

I did have pretty big boobs though. So the caller could have simply been talking about the form of my breasts without actually having seen them, which set me back at square one. The caller could have been anyone.

The following night he called again.

“Do you miss me?”

“Who is this?”

“You know who this is.”

“No, I really don’t.”

This infuriated the caller.

“Don’t lie to me you little slut!”

I hung up. The phone rang again seconds later. I let it ring a few times before I answered. I barely got “Hello” out of my mouth before he interrupted in an aggressive tone.

“If you hang up on me again, I’ll find you and hack your head off!”

I hung up and kept the phone off the hook for the rest of the night.

The next day I called the police. They weren’t very helpful. They told me it was probably just kids fooling around. I didn’t believe that though and was getting scared.

In those days there were no caller ID options, so I never knew who was calling and I had to answer the phone in case it was something important. There was also no convenient way to block phone numbers, like today.

A couple nights later he called again. I simply answered without saying anything. He waited a few seconds and spoke.

“I’m coming for you. Soon.”

He called the next night.

“I won’t rest until I have your decapitated head lying on a pillow next to mine!”

The next call from him was the one that frightened me the most.

“I watched you today. I’m watching you right now. I’m in your closet.”

I screamed and ran out of my apartment. I called my landlord and told him what happened. He came over and checked out my apartment thoroughly and said that nobody was in there.

I considered having my phone number changed, even though it would be extremely inconvenient and the phone company would charge me for it. Even so, I would have done it in a second if I thought it would set my mind at ease, but the fact that the man said he was watching me would always have me looking over my shoulder. So I called a private detective.

The private detective I hired was an ex-cop and he knew how to trace a call. He told me the next time the guy called to try to keep him on the line as long as I could and that he’d find out where the calls were coming from.

I only had to wait a few days for the mysterious man to call again.

It was a very dark night. I had been sitting in my eerily quiet apartment waiting for the man to call. I jumped when the phone finally rang. I let it ring a few times before I answered.

“Hello.”

The man didn’t say anything, but I could hear him breathing heavily.

“This is you isn’t it?”

The man waited several more seconds before answering.

“Yeah. It’s me.”

I had to keep the caller on the phone as long as possible so I tried to make conversation with him.

“So, what is it you miss most about me?”

The man paused for a long time before he spoke.

“That time I was so deep inside you.”

He let out the creepiest of giggles.

“I bet you remember that, don’t you? I’m gonna do it again ya know. Right before I kill you.”

The psycho caller was speaking with such conviction. There was no doubt in my mind that he meant every word of what he was saying. I broke out in goosebumps and started to breath erratically from the fear that was coursing through my body. I couldn’t take it anymore and hung up the phone abruptly.

Within seconds the phone rang again. I let it ring and ring but it wouldn’t stop. So I finally answered in a shout.

“Hello!”

“It’s me.”

The voice was different. It took a few seconds for me to realize that it was the private detective.

“I was able to trace the call. It’s coming from the Dawson Springs Asylum for the Criminally Insane. Do you know anybody who resides there?”

I had heard of the asylum before. It was located a few hours west of where I lived. I didn’t know anybody associated with that place and explained that to the private detective.

“I’ll look into this further and I’ll be in touch.”

It was around the same time the following night when my phone rang again. I assumed it was the private detective with more information.

I was wrong.

“I’m going to kill you today you filthy bitch!”

I was about to hang up when I heard a struggle ensue on the other end of the phone. I could hear things being knocked over and several grunts and groans. A few seconds later the voice of my private detective came over the line.

“We caught him. I’ll give you all the details later, but rest assured, you’re safe.”

The next day the private detective paid me a visit at home and explained everything.

Turns out the creepy caller was a man named Tim Shepard. He was committed to the asylum after he stalked, brutally raped and attempted to murder a young woman.

Mr. Shepard had been a model patient and had earned special privileges including walking around his floor unattended. Soon he learned the tendencies of the security officers manning the security desk on his floor. When they left the desk, he’d use their phone to dial the phone number of the woman he had nearly killed several years earlier. Once that phone number had been put back in the system, it had been assigned to me. The whole thing turned out to be nothing more than a case of bad luck.

I changed the number and never heard from the creepy caller again.


BULLY BUSTERS

The Victim

I was always a kid that was on the smaller side, but I was well liked by most of the other students and was never picked on, until I met Buddy Whitlock.

My grade school was kindergarten thru 8th grade. Buddy was the new kid in school. He was an 8th grader who had been held back twice, so he was supposed to be a sophomore in high school.

Buddy was huge. He was thickly built and well over six feet tall. I swear he had no neck. His shoulders ended where his bulbous head began. His hands were so big they were legendary. There was a rumor going around that Buddy could crush a basketball with one hand.

I’m not sure why he singled me out to bully. He was twice as big as everybody. He could have picked anyone. But he picked me.

I quickly learned that I could never walk by Buddy. If I attempted to, he’d trip me. He’d make a point to find me in the hallway and knock the books out of my hand. At lunch, he’d eat whatever food off my tray that he wanted. He’d give me a swirly in one of the toilets almost every day. When we had class together, I was his primary target for spitball attacks. One time he brandished a switchblade by my face and promised me that one day he’d cut my tongue out.

Buddy swore that if I ever told any of the teachers about his bullying ways, he’d make me sorry that I did. And I believed him. I think most of the teachers were too intimidated by him to do much about it anyhow.

My mother was a single mom who worked all the time. I didn’t want to worry her about it. Besides, she’d only call the principal and that would likely make things worse.

My life had become miserable. My grades were suffering. I was having trouble sleeping and most of my friends deserted me. They didn’t want to be friends with the kid being bullied. They either lost respect for me or were afraid they’d get picked on too if they were associated with me.

At recess I’d run to the bushes and hide. And I’d cry. I’d bawl my eyes out. Sometimes I just wanted to die. And I thought about it. I seriously considered suicide. Things had gotten that bad.

One day, while I was in the bushes crying, I heard a voice.

“Psst, hey kid.”

I looked over to see a grown man in a business suit standing in front of me. He was tall and lean. He had black curly hair and wore glasses.

“I hear you’re being bullied at school.”

I was a little confused.

“How did you hear that?”

“It’s part of my job. I keep an ear to the ground and am always on the lookout for kids being bullied.”

“Who are you?”

“I’m glad you asked.”

The man reached into his jacket pocket, pulled out a business card and handed it to me. I read it.

“Bully Busters? What’s this?”

“We provide a service for kids being bullied. You pay us a certain amount of money and in return we guarantee you’ll never be bullied again.”

“I mean, that sounds great, but I don’t have any money.”

The man nodded.

“Of course you don’t, but your mother does.”

The man handed me an envelope with a letter inside addressed to my mom. The letter implied that it was from my school and that I needed funds for future field trips. The money then would be given to Bully Busters and they’d take care of Buddy Whitlock for me!

“You have a deal!”

The letter worked like a charm and my mom fell for it. The price was a little high, but reasonable enough for my mom to give me the cash with no questions asked.

Once I gave the man the cash, he then presented me with three different options on how I’d like for them to handle Buddy Whitlock.

“Option one, we will give your bully a firm talking to and threaten him with physical violence if he bothers you again. Option two, we will beat your bully severely and make him well aware that the punishment he received is nothing compared to what he’ll get if he bullies ever again. And option three, we simply kill your bully, thus he won’t be around to bully you ever again. So, what will it be?”

I’d kind of like to say I mulled over each option carefully before I chose, but I didn’t. My choice was instant and without regret.

“Kill him.”


BULLY BUSTERS

The Bully
My name is Buddy Whitlock. I was the new kid at Crawford Elementary School.
My parents moved a lot so I bounced around from school to school without ever getting a chance to really settle in. I hated starting all over at a new school.
Between you and me, I’m a really shy boy. I have a hard time breaking the ice with new people. Getting settled into a new school had been very difficult for me, but over the years I came up with a system that worked. I’d pick a kid. Any kid and I’d bully them. I’d bully them unlike anything anyone had ever seen before.
This accomplished a couple things. First, most kids would either fear me, respect me or both. This fear and respect led to a lot of the boys wanting to be my friend. They figured if I were their friend, they wouldn’t have to worry about me picking on them. In no time I’d be settled in and things would go smoothly from there on.
I always felt bad for whatever kid I picked to bully. I honestly did. What made me feel worse was that I had to keep picking on the kid for the entire school year in order to keep everything on the up and up. My fear was that if I eased up, the other kids may lose respect for me. 
The target I picked to bully at Crawford Elementary was a kid named Jerry. There was no reason I picked him. But it had to be somebody, so unfortunately for Jerry, it was him.
Evidently, most of the other kids liked Jerry before I showed up. But that all ended once I chose him to be my victim. No kids wanted to associate with the kid being bullied. They were afraid they’d be my next target if they hung around with him.
My bullying had a really bad effect on Jerry. I spotted him crying often. I heard his grades were dropping too. And he looked bad. He had gotten pale and always had dark circles under his eyes.
I had bullied a lot of kids in my time, but none of them suffered from it as bad as Jerry had. And to tell the truth, it really got to me. It got to the point where I didn’t think I could bully him anymore. I didn’t want to. I wouldn’t.
I wouldn’t!
It was like an awakening. I wasn’t going to bully Jerry anymore. I wasn’t going to bully anyone ever again. I was going to come out of my shy shell and just be me. People would either like me or they wouldn’t, but if they did, it would be because they genuinely liked the real me not because they feared me.
There was something I had to do before I turned over my new leaf. I had to make amends with Jerry. I was going to walk to his house, knock on the door, give the most sincere of apologies, beg his forgiveness, extend my hand and hope we could be friends. Good friends. Who knows, maybe Jerry and I would wind up being best friends. 
As I walked down the street toward Jerry’s house, I noticed a white van driving slowly behind me. It was quite suspicious so I stopped and watched as it pulled up next to me and came to a halt. The back window of the van was lowered ever so slowly and someone stuck something metallic out of it.
Was that a gun?
The question in my head was answered when I heard the gunshot. Whoever fired the gun had obviously done this sort of thing before because he got me right between the eyes.
I was dead before I even hit the ground.



THE THING STANDING BEHIND ME

I work in Covington, Kentucky, a moderate sized town that sits directly across the Ohio River from Cincinnati, Ohio. I’ve been employed by my company for three years but lived in a small town approximately forty five minutes driving distance from Covington. I hated driving that long every day.

A huge, old warehouse, that had been abandoned for as long as I could remember, was recently renovated into an apartment complex. It was right down the street from my workplace, so when they put out the call for new tenants, I applied immediately.

Evidently, I wasn’t the only one excited to get a room in the new apartment building as everything got booked up quickly. I was lucky enough to get an apartment on the top floor of the six story building.

The apartment itself was nothing fancy, but had a quiet charm to it. For a young, single woman such as me, it was more than suitable. The rent was very reasonable, I had a good view of the Cincinnati skyline and the best part was that I could walk to work in less than five minutes. I could actually walk home for lunch. After having spent so much time and money traveling to and from work, I was more than thrilled to be living in such a convenient location.

Once I got settled in, I decided to show off my new apartment on social media. I took a selfie of myself with my living room in the background. Not long after posting the image, I had several people inquire as to who the person in the background was.

That was odd. I lived alone and didn’t have any company over when I snapped the photo. But upon closer inspection, I could see the dark, foggy silhouette of something behind me in the picture.

I was concerned and immediately searched my apartment to make sure I was alone. It didn’t take long. There weren’t many places for an intruder to hide. I only had a small living room, bedroom, bathroom, kitchen and a couple of closets. Upon concluding my search, there was no question about it. I was alone, so I chalked up the unusual silhouette to a likely camera glitch.

My first weekend at the apartment, I had my best friend Darcy over. We had dinner, watched a movie and had drinks while we enjoyed the view out my window. Darcy had snapped a picture of us that night. The next morning she called and seemed distressed. When I asked her what was wrong, she explained that there was something standing behind us in the picture she took.

Darcy sent me the picture and she was correct. The background image was much clearer than the one in the photo I had taken. It was a black silhouette of something behind us. The shadowy figure had the form of a human body and I could barely make out the shape of two eyes that seemed to be staring at us.

Darcy was really shaken by the photo and was reluctant to come over again. She was convinced that my apartment was haunted.

I could understand where she was coming from. The image was a little unsettling, but I was more curious than I was scared. And I wasn’t convinced that this couldn’t have been some trick of the light, so I decided to do some experimenting.

First, I took several pictures of myself in different areas of my apartment. I was disturbed by the results. Something was standing behind me in every single picture I took. In most of the photos, the image behind me was a blurry, black mass. Sometimes it was just a blob of darkness, but in most cases it was human in shape. And there was one picture in particular that was extremely unnerving.

The picture was taken in my living room. It was a standard selfie with me in the foreground and the majority of my living room visible in the background. There was no mistaking what was standing behind me in the image. It was a gaunt woman, very pale with long black hair that was covering the majority of her face. She appeared to be wearing a light blue night gown.

I showed the image to several friends without pointing out the thing standing behind me, but almost all of them noticed it. Most were very creeped out. Some seemed concerned for my safety.

The thing was, I didn’t have any eerie feelings while I was in my apartment. I never got the sense that there was some unruly presence around me. Quite frankly, had I never taken any pictures in the apartment, I would have no apprehensions at all, so for a little while I simply stopped taking pictures and just lived there.

I did a little research and talked to a paranormal investigator to learn all about the different signs one might experience if they were living in a haunted location. The most obvious signs were mysterious noises and unexplainable bumps in the night. But my apartment was quiet as a church. It was also void of cold spots or sudden drops in temperature. There were never any foul odors, unless I forgot to take my garbage out! I never for one moment felt like there was someone else in the room with me or had the sense that someone was watching me.

I concluded that my apartment was not haunted, but I had no explanation for the mysterious figure showing up in my pictures.

After a month of complete and total normalcy, I decided to take another selfie in my living room. I had my fingers crossed that the photo would be normal and there would be nothing behind me. Unfortunately, the photo produced something that chilled me to the bone.

The woman in the light blue night gown was behind me. Her long, stringy hair was no longer hanging in her face and I could make out her features clearly. Her eyes were beady and evil. Her face was curled up into a snarl and her mouth was open wide. Abnormally wide. There were no teeth in her mouth. It was simply a black pit. The scariest thing about the photo was that the woman’s bony, ghostly arms were reaching out for me.

The next day I paid my landlord a visit. He was a very friendly man who always greeted me with a smile and a “How do you do?” I asked him about the history of the building.

“Oh, this building was a warehouse from the 1950’s to the late 1990’s. It was sitting abandoned until they turned it into the apartment building we have today.”

“What about prior to the 1950’s. What was the building used as then?”

I could feel a sense an uneasiness coming over my landlord as he began to fidget.

“Oh, well…we’re not really supposed to talk about that.”

I was intrigued.

“What aren’t you supposed to talk about?”

“What this building used to be in the old days. The owners would prefer to keep that on the down low.”

I gave my landlord a sly grin.

“There’s no way I’m leaving here until you give me the scoop on the buildings history.”

My landlord let out a deep breath.

“Okay, I’ll tell you on the condition that you didn’t hear it from me. Deal?”

I gave him a thumbs up.

“It’s a deal. Now spill the beans.”

“Back in the 1920’s, 30’s and 40’s this building was a mental institution. But not just any mental institution. This is where they housed the most dangerous, psychotic patients in the entire country.”

After gaining that information, I did some research on the mental hospital. It was called the Kenton County Lunatic Asylum. My landlord was correct. It was a home to some of the most vicious, violent patients in the country at the time.

Apparently, not many photos from the building’s time as an asylum still exist, but the few I did manage to find, told a lot. Every female patient I saw in the photos was wearing light colored gowns that hung below their knees. Much like the mysterious woman who showed up in my pictures.

I don’t know who the woman is. I can only assume that she was a violent patient who lived in the building a long time ago. And for some reason that I can’t explain, her images show up in my photos.

I spent a long time contemplating what I should do. I enjoyed the apartment and loved the convenient location and how close it was to my place of employment. I didn’t want to leave. But those terrifying images were troubling.

Ultimately, I decided to stay in the apartment. I just never took pictures inside it anymore and I never let any guests take pictures either.

I’ve been living there now without incident for the past three years.


TO CATCH A KIDNAPPER

When I was 10 years old my mother used to take me and my 5 year old brother Joey to a local forest preserve during the afternoons for recreation time.

My kid brother spent most of his time throwing rocks into a lake that was located on the west side of the park area. My mother would sit close by and watch him to make sure he didn’t get too close to the water.

As for myself, I enjoyed flying kites. My mom taught me how to do it when I was Joey’s age. She used to spend all of her time with me until my brother was born. Then she split her time between us. By the time I was 10 she felt I was old enough that I didn’t need as much supervision and she spent the majority of her time with Joey.

It hurt and I missed my mother’s attention.

It was a sunny day. School had let out early and mother took us to the forest preserve as usual. She met up with a friend and they sat on a bench sharing motherly stories while she watched Joey. As usual, I was off by myself flying my kite.

My mother called me over to inform me that she and her friend were going to walk down one of the nature trails. She promised they wouldn’t be gone for more than fifteen minutes and told me to watch my brother while they were gone and not to let him get too close to the water.

I stepped closer to the region Joey was in and kept one eye on him and the other on my kite which was so high it was nothing more than a speck in the sky. I was a distance kite flyer. I enjoyed getting my kite as high in the air as possible and then reeling it back in like a big fish. If the wind was cooperating getting the kite to its maximum height was a breeze. The work came with reeling the kite back in. It was a slow, demanding process, but once the kite was back in my hands I felt a true sense of accomplishment. I often imagined what the kite might tell me about its aerial adventures if it could talk.

As I began the process of reeling my kite back in, I forgot all about Joey. My focus was fully on my kite and I lost track of time. It wasn’t until I heard the loud skid of tires spinning out on the gravel parking lot that my focus was broken and I peered over to the lake to see what Joey was up to.

But he was gone.

“Joey?”

I hurried to the lake side and looked all around. Joey was nowhere to be seen. My head turned in the direction of tires kicking up gravel once again. And that’s when I saw Joey. He was in a red pickup truck looking out the back window staring directly at me as the truck drove away.

“Joey!”

I dropped my kite and ran after the truck, but it was no use.

My mother showed up a few minutes later. She was hysterical when I told her what happened.

“You were supposed to be watching him! Why weren’t you watching him?”

They never found Joey. The news of his kidnapping was spread far and wide and there was a manhunt for the kidnapper, but they never caught him. After a year, Joey was presumed to be dead.

Even now as an adult, I wake up most nights in sweat. The nightmares are always the same. I stand watching Joey being driven away by the unknown kidnapper while my mother’s voice echoes through my mind, “You were supposed to be watching him!”

After that my mother and I become very close. I was her only remaining child and she never let me out of her sight. She took me everywhere with her. I had all the attention, something I didn’t get much of while Joey was alive. And I enjoyed it. I enjoyed every second of that attention. I suppose that’s why I feel so guilty about everything all these years later.

The guilt is much like a millstone strapped around my neck pulling me down deeper every day. My nightmares hamper my ability to sleep. My marriage is on the brink of disaster due to my fear of having children. I can’t let what happened to my brother happen to one of my own kids and the best way to prevent that is not to have any kids at all. And although I still have a wonderful relationship with my mother, deep down I know that I’m not worthy of her love.

“When are you going to forgive yourself?”

That was the question my psychiatrist asked me during every session. And my answer was always the same.

“I don’t know.”

But she did plant that seed in my mind and I watered it with much thought and finally came up with a proper answer.

“When I find my brother’s kidnapper. That’s the day I’ll forgive myself.”

It had been 30 years. I had suppressed the memories of that day down as deep as I possibly could. It was nothing short of a miracle that I could remember anything. But the main parts were there. I just needed a few others to piece it all together and find out who kidnapped Joey.

Initially my psychiatrist was reluctant to help me go down this path. She brought up a good point that the kidnapping took place thirty years ago. The kidnapper may not even be alive. But I explained that it didn’t matter. I just needed to find out who they were and what they did to Joey. It was the only way I could find proper closure, forgive myself and move on with my life.

When I started going on a rant about wishing I could remember more about the mysterious red truck that Joey was taken away in, my psychiatrist suggested hypnotism. She thought if I could be hypnotized it could possibly make my memories clearer and may allow me to find the pieces of the puzzle necessary to find out who kidnapped my brother.

I agreed and the session began.

I was surprised at how susceptible I was to hypnotism. My psychiatrist had me stare at a specific spot on the wall while she spoke to me in a gentle tone. I quickly became drowsy and when she told me to close my eyes I was out like a light.

For a few seconds I was swimming in silent darkness, but then heard my psychiatrist’s soft voice.

“Open your eyes.”

I did so and was shocked to find myself standing at the forest preserve flying my kite. I could hear my psychiatrist’s voice booming from the sky.

“Is this where you were when Joey was kidnapped?”

“Yes. This is it.”

“Look around. Tell me what you see.”

I turned my head when I heard the sound of tires spinning against the gravel parking lot. I got excited when I saw it.

“That’s it! That’s the red truck!”

“Relax. Focus on the truck. Do you notice anything about the red truck that makes it stand out?”

“Yes. I see a bumper sticker. It’s funny.”

“What does it say?”

“I owe, I owe so off to work I go.”

“What else do you see?”

“I can see the license plate! And I see the back window of the truck…and…”

My voice trailed off and my psychiatrist could tell that something was wrong.

“What is it? What happened?”

“He’s not there.”

I was staring at the red truck as it sped away from the forest preserve. Joey was not looking back at me through the window. He was not in the truck!

I spun around and there he was. Joey was standing at the lake’s edge throwing rocks into the water. I rushed up to him, wrapped my kite string around his neck and began strangling him. He fought me, but I was too strong and it wasn’t long before his face was blue and his eyes were lifeless. I filled his pockets with rocks and pushed him out into the lake. He sank quickly.

Joey had taken my mother away from me. I knew the only way I’d ever get her back was to get rid of Joey. So I killed him.

There was no kidnapper. I made up that story and everybody believed me. Nobody suspected foul play. They thought Joey had been kidnapped so that’s where their focus was and I got away with murder.

It was difficult for me to live with what I did so I pushed those memories into the deepest, blackest depths of my mind. So far down that I forgot all about them and wound up believing my own lies.

“Dear God.”

It was the fear filled voice of my psychiatrist that broke me from my hypnotic state. When I opened my eyes I was back in her office. She was staring at me with fear filled eyes and a shocked expression. She was reaching for the phone, to call the police no doubt, so I rushed across the room, wrapped the phone cord around her throat and strangled her to death just like I did Joey thirty years prior.

I found it only fitting to dump my psychiatrist’s body in the same lake I dumped Joey’s body. I waited until the cover of night and was able to get her to sink to the bottom of the lake with no issues.

I immediately began the process of hiding my memories from myself much like I did all those years ago. Eventually, I would convince myself that it was my psychiatrist who confessed to kidnapping Joey and strangling him to death. In my rage, I lost my temper and killed her. If anyone found out, I would likely go to jail, so I disposed of the body and nobody would ever know.

Most importantly, I avenged my brother’s death and a weight was lifted from my shoulders. I finally found proper closure, forgave myself and moved on with my life.


DREAM WEAVER

The Movie Star

When I think of a movie star, I think of someone who can’t go out in public or they’ll be mobbed by adoring fans. Or someone who has to have a security detail around them at all times to keep stalkers at bay. Of course, there are only a handful of movie stars in the world who garner that kind of attention.

I’m not one of them.

I’m very successful, don’t get me wrong. Anytime I go out in public, I’m recognized and get multiple requests for autographs and pictures, but I don’t get mobbed. I don’t need security guards to fend off bad apples. For the most part I live a very normal life. I shop at the grocery store, I eat at restaurants and I get my hair done.

I was on location where I had a medium-sized role in a movie. After talking to the director about what he’d like me to do with my hair, I stopped in at a local salon.

I was chatting away with the lovely woman who was doing my hair. At one point I glanced in the mirror and locked eyes with a plumber who was checking some pipes under the shampoo sink. He was wearing gray coveralls that fit him loosely. He had slicked back, black hair and a stubble beard. I’d describe him as very average, but there was something about the look in his golden brown eyes that sent a chill down my spine.

He wanted me.

I wasn’t sure if his intent was sexual or murderous, but there was no mistaking that brief encounter. He longed for me in some capacity.

As my haircut continued, I made a point to glance at the plumber occasionally to see if I caught him staring my way again, but I never did. Every time I looked at him, he was focused on his work. It made me doubt my initial assumption and I forgot all about him, until that night.

I dreamt of him. 

I was in the salon chair and he approached me. He ran his manly hands down my cheek and kissed me. I couldn’t restrain myself and aggressively threw myself at him. We had hot, burning sex right there in the salon chair.

I woke up aroused. The dream was so real. The mysterious stranger haunted my mind for the remainder of the day.


DREAM WEAVER

The Rock Star
When I was 19 years old I used to sell out stadiums all over the world. People chanted my name when I walked out on stage and sang every word to all of my songs at the top of their lungs. My star was about as high as one could get. I was a bona fide rock star.
That was 30 years ago.
My star hadn’t plummeted. It just steadily declined and continues to do so. I used to sell out stadiums, now I’m lucky if I sell out thousand seat venues.  I used to be recognized everywhere I went, now I get recognized once in a great while.
I’m not complaining. I managed my money well so that will never be a worry. And I still get to do what I always loved to do. Sing.
I was performing at an intimate five hundred seat venue in a small town in Eastern Tennessee. The performance was sold out and I was looking forward to entertaining my fans.
The dressing room was quite compact. So much so that if I kept the door shut, I felt a sense of claustrophobia so I made a point to keep the dressing room door open. All I was doing was brushing my hair. Not the type of thing that required privacy.
As I was running a brush through my hair, various members of the theater staff would walk past the doorway. Most of them didn’t give me a second glance. That was expected. It was show night. Everyone had a job to do. I understood.
As I ran the brush through my hair the final time, a man with dark hair and an extremely short beard paused for the briefest of moments as he stepped by my doorway. He was wearing a pair of gray worker’s coveralls.
The pause in question was so that he could look at me. He must have been a fan. He had the most unique dark, cinnamon eyes. There was something intoxicating about his stare. It was as though he were drinking me in.
In a flash the intriguing man was gone and quickly faded from my mind as I prepared for the performance. The audience seemed to enjoy it and I slept heavy that night.
And dreamed.
I dreamed that I was singing to an empty arena. At least I thought it was empty. Then I noticed a man standing at the center of the arena. It was the dark stranger in the gray coveralls. He was hovering above the seats and floated toward me with such grace.
“I’ve always been such a big fan of yours.”
His eyes were swirling and I felt hypnotized. I did not resist as he took me into his arms, kissed me passionately and then entered me right there on the stage.
I woke up in a hot sweat. I could still feel the warm imprint of his hands on my body, but he wasn’t there.
I had never had such a realistic dream in my life.
That night I gave a performance with energy I hadn’t felt since I was in my prime.



DREAM WEAVER

The Tennis Star
I’m a 23 year old tennis player. Currently I’m ranked #29 in the world although I have the talent to be #1. I should be #1! I think my coaches are holding me back. Maybe I should fire them. Or maybe it’s my mother hovering over me all the time trying to make me happy. You want to make me happy mother? Then go away! It could be the stupid ass fans and their annoying reactions that throw me off. Why can’t we play in an empty stadium away from the low life fanatics!
I was in a tournament in some hick town. I was too good for the tournament. If I played my best I would win easily and my ranking would get higher. That was the only reason I was there.
Security at the tournament was a joke. Fans were constantly coming up to me asking for autographs and pictures. As if I had time for any of that nonsense!
I had just gotten out of the large walk-in shower and dressed for my match. As I stepped out of the dressing room and began walking down the grimy corridor toward the courts, I noticed some dirty worker in gray coveralls leaning against the wall, eyeing me. Yeah, as if he had a chance. His caramel colored eyes gave me the creeps. I cut off eye contact with him as quickly as possible.
As I neared the courts I realized I forgot extra hair scrunchies. That’s all I needed was to lose a match because my hair got in my eyes! So I hurried back into my dressing room.
While grabbing my hair scrunchies, I heard movement coming from the shower. I was curious as to what it was and peeked in. I was shocked at what I saw! It was the man in the gray coveralls. He was kneeling down by the shower drain and pulling a long glob of disgusting, shower hair out of the drain and placing it in a cellophane bag.
“Ewww! Gross!”
The man was surprised. Obviously he wasn’t expecting me to come back. I ran out of the bathroom hollering for security. By the time the security guards got there, the creepy man was gone.
I don’t know how, but somehow I managed to forget all about that disturbing guy and was able to concentrate on my match. I won in straight sets.
That night, I had a horrible dream. I was in the dressing room grabbing some hair scrunchies when I heard a voice coming from the shower.
“Come in here.”
I walked into the shower and it was the creepy man in the gray coveralls. He unzipped them revealing that he was naked underneath.
“I’m the mysterious man of your dreams.”
He was mysterious all right, but this wasn’t a dream, it was a nightmare!
I turned to run out of the dressing room, but he magically appeared in front of me. 
“You’re only afraid because you know you want me.”
“I don’t want you in the slightest! You’re disgusting! Now get away from me!
I tried to run past him, but he blocked my only exit.
“But I’m your biggest fan.”
“I hate my fans! And you’re repulsive! Get away from me!”
“I won’t let you leave until you kiss me.”
I tried to scream but nothing came out of my mouth. I tried to run, but couldn’t move. I felt like I was stuck in cement. I was at the mercy of the scary man as he ripped off my tennis skirt.
“No! Stop!”
He began running his filthy hands all over my bare body. For some reason he seemed surprised that I wasn’t giving in to him.
“Stop resisting! Just enjoy it!”
“Get your hands off of me! Stop touching me! Don’t rape me!”
“I’m not going to rape you. I’m going to make love to you.”
“I’m not a willing participant! That makes it rape”
The creepy man held a smile as he completely removed his coveralls. He was obviously expecting me to have a change of heart and that was not going to happen.
“Get away from me!”
The man’s smile turned to a grimace. It were as though he was offended my objection.
“Stop resisting me!”
“Leave me alone!”
The man held up a gigantic knife and demanded my consent.
“Give in willingly!”
“Go to hell you creepy bastard!”
The man plunged the enormous knife into my chest and I woke up screaming.
My heart was pounding and my chest was tight. I couldn’t draw breath. I called 911 and was rushed to the hospital.
Turns out I had a panic attack. The trauma of seeing that filthy man fishing my hair out of the shower drain, coupled with the overly realistic nightmare I had of him assaulting me, was too much for my body to handle.
I’d be okay, but had to drop out of the tournament and my ranking fell further. It took several weeks before I got the nightmare man out of my mind completely and found my form again.



DREAM WEAVER

The Weaver
I’m a plumber. I work all day and watch TV at night.
I’m like a lot of other people who watch TV and wonder what it would be like to meet some of the celebrities I watch. Or to know them. Or to be intimate with them.
But I’m not like everybody else. I have the power to enter people’s dreams.
All I have to do to activate this power is fall asleep while holding someone’s hair and I can enter their dream world. And not just enter it. I rule their world.
When I find myself infatuated with an actress or a singer or a tennis player for example, I make note and if any of them find their way to my region, I take action.
Take the actress Margaret Van Buren. A brilliant actress. Strikingly beautiful. Yet not a huge star, thus easy to have access to. When I discovered she was acting in a movie being filmed less than an hour from my place, I took the necessary steps.
I followed her. Some may call it stalking. Fine. Call it what you may.
All I needed to do was obtain some of her hair. Easier said than done, but where there’s a will, there’s a way. When I saw her enter the salon, I knew it would be simple.
I flashed my plumber’s license and made up a story about there being a water issue in the area and that I was contracted by the city to do a quick check of the pipes. They never doubted me and I made like I was doing some work while Miss Van Buren got her hair cut.
The key to being inside the salon while she had her hair done was so she could see me. I find that if the women I target have a brief visual encounter with me the day before I enter their dreams, I’ll have more of a hold over them in the dream world.
I have very unique eyes. Some would describe them as golden brown or cinnamon or caramel or coffee colored. Regardless, they do make an impression. Normally all I have to do is lock eyes with the subject and they’ll melt in my arms in their dream.
After Miss Van Buren left the salon, it was easy to procure the necessary hair requirements from the floor.
Our dream encounter was one I’d never forget.
Tiffany Rush was a world famous singer who I used to fantasize about when I was a kid. Thirty years later, my lust for her hadn’t subsided so when I found out she was going to perform at a nearby theater, I made my move.
This was an easy one. The theater didn’t have security, just a lot of backstage employees. At a glance, in my gray coveralls I fit right in. Tiffany kept her dressing room door open so it was easy to make the necessary eye contact with her. When she left to perform, I secured her hair brush full of hair. Later that night, the world shook as I lived out my sexual fantasy with her, in her dream.
Jade Strovan was a fast rising tennis star. She was just hitting her stride. Within a couple years she would be too famous for me to get close to. She was younger than I preferred, but she had the perfect body. And I wanted to experience it. When she opted to enter a tennis tournament just a couple hours away from me, I couldn’t pass it up.
Getting into the venue was easy. In my coveralls, I looked like I belonged. When I made eye contact with Jade, she seemed put off. As if she was too good for me. For that, I’d make a point to have rough sex with her in the dream. But first I had to obtain her hair.
I searched her dressing room for a comb or hairbrush. But apparently she kept those in her tennis bag which she had with her, so I resorted to pulling her hair from the shower drain. Only, I got busted in the process. If the venue had better security, I could have been in real trouble.
Still, I got the hair and entered her dream. I was a bit surprised by her reluctance to give in to my advances. Usually, once I’m in a dream, I have a way of making the subject succumb to my persistence whether they want to or not. But Jade Strovan was having none of it! I could not get her to stop resisting.
For reasons I have not been able to figure out, I cannot have sex within another person’s dream world unless they give in. Jade refused, so I had to give her something else to remember me by.
Jade pulled out of the tournament with a panic attack. She found her form shortly thereafter and has since rocketed up the world rankings.
Meanwhile, I’m back on the lookout for my next dream subject. It could be anyone. Even you.
See you in your dreams.



FINAL WORD

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

VICTOR MILLER – Writer of Friday the 13th

I hope you found the complete series of Chunks of Terror to be terrifyingly entertaining.

My latest horror anthology series is here! It’s called The Creepy Factor and you can order The Creepy Factor Vol. 1 right now!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CW1QJVMS

Click the link below to see all of The Creepy Factor Volumes that are currently available!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CW16YHGV


If enjoyed Chunks of Terror and have yet to read my other horror anthology series, you’re in for a terrifying treat!

You can get them all at the links below!

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 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 stories are interconnected in some way.

You get 8 books for the price of 1! The value is off the charts!

You can get From the Mind of a Maniac here:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BZLXJ9R8
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And a gigantic thanks to my typo warriors, Doreen, Bonnie and Sherie for helping me in the battle to conquer those troublesome typos!

Cheers to Naomi for her awesome book cover work!

And of course the biggest of thank yous to every one of my maniacal fans around the world!

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. If you want to check any of those out you can just follow this link to find out what streaming outlets they are available on, but keep in mind these were all made with no budget and it shows:

https://www.maniacontheloose.com/bigbitingpigproductions

If you want to follow me on any social media places this is where you can find me!

Goodreads:

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/18624636.Steve_Hudgins

Bookbub:

https://www.bookbub.com/profile/steve-hudgins

Facebook:

https://www.facebook.com/SteveHudginsWriter

Twitter/X:

https://twitter.com/BigBitingPig

Thanks again for reading Chunks of Terror the complete series!

I’ll see you soon.

Very soon.

www.maniacontheloose.com
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