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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 back and this time I brought something truly creepy with me!

The Creepy Factor.

Waiting for you inside Vol. 1 are 24 brand new scary stories.

All are written in a “true story” style that will have you trembling in terror.

Of course, The Creepy Factor is just the latest in a long line of horror anthology books written by yours truly. If you enjoy The Creepy Factor, you’ll love those as well. I’ll get into the specifics at the back of this book, but please be aware that you can find all of my books, audiobooks and my free scary stories podcast at my website.

www.maniacontheloose.com

Now, it’s time to unleash The Creepy Factor!

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


SCALPELS THE CLOWN

All Hallows Eve is the name of a corporation that specializes in making Halloween decorations.

Some of their items include Halloween string lights, projection lights, digital decorations, inflatable decorations, fog machines, creepy statues, monster mannequins, fake body parts, fake spider webs, skulls, skeletons, tombstones and Halloween costumes galore. But their most popular sellers are their larger than life animatronic Halloween decorations.

The animatronic decorations come in a variety of options. Most range from six feet to ten feet tall. The Grim Reaper, Werewolf, Witch and Dragon are customer favorites, but their best seller is a nine foot horrific clown named Scalpels the Clown.

Scalpels the Clown is towering and thin. He sports big, red, floppy clown shoes and a purple polka dotted clown suit that appears to be spattered with blood. Puffy, red pom-poms adorn the center portion of his outfit and are positioned directly under his wide collar. But it’s Scalpel’s terrifying face that sets him apart from most clowns. He holds a constant abnormally wide grin that exudes pure malevolence and dons a head of wild green hair. His evil eyes glow bright yellow. His right arm is raised high in the air. While most clowns may fill that hand with a string attached to balloons, this clown holds a gigantic, menacing scalpel.

Scalpels the Clown is motion activated. When something moves near him, he comes to life by turning his head. His jaw moves and he begins to speak. He will randomly say one of four different creepy phrases that are horrifyingly fitting for the Halloween season.

In 2023, many people from a small town named Owensboro reported one particular Scalpels the Clown animatronic as being especially scary.

The following are the stories from those who had haunting experiences with Scalpels the Clown.


SCALPELS THE CLOWN

The Manufacturer

I work as a quality control inspector for All Hallows Eve. I’m the last line of inspection before the item is given the okay to be sold. The Scalpels the Clown animatronic and its counterparts have a basic base foundation for their bodies. The brains of the device are fittingly all inside the head. The computers within the animatronic heads are impressive, sophisticated pieces of equipment and they are very reliable. By the time they reach me, they typically pass inspection.

The main aspect of the Scalpels the Clown animatronic is its ability to speak. It says four different phrases. While doing so the head moves from side to side and the eyes glow bright yellow.

It was nearing the end of the day when the final Scalpels the Clown reached me. It passed with flying colors. As I flipped the switch to turn the device off, Scalpels said something that wasn’t part of his phrase vocabulary.

“Listen bucko, I’ll turn off when I want to turn off. Not when some loser wants me to turn off. Hahaha!”

The yellow eyes stared at me for several seconds before going dark.

I was a little taken aback by all of that. I had been listening to these things every day for months. That was the first time I heard it say something different. But it was possible that they were introducing some new phrases to the computer. If that were the case all the subsequent Scalpels the Clowns would have the new phrase too. But my shift was over. I wouldn’t find that out until the following day.

I marked that Scalpels the Clown as having passed inspection and sent him down the line to the packaging department.

By the time I got to the locker room all of the other employees were gone and I was all alone. I took off my work uniform and switched back into my street clothes. As I closed my locker, I heard someone shuffling around on the other side of the locker room. I didn’t think much of it until I started leaving the locker room and heard that distinct, high pitched Scalpels the Clown voice.

“I see you. Hahaha!”

I stopped and scanned the locker room for any signs of life, but didn’t see anybody. I chalked that up to one of my fellow employees having some fun. Whoever it was had that clown voice down perfectly.

The next day when I got to work, I found out that the night watchman had been murdered. Someone had slit his throat.

And for the record, none of the Scalpels the Clown animatronics I worked on the next day had any new phrases.


SCALPELS THE CLOWN

The Stocker

I’m a stocker at a home improvement store in Owensboro. I work late nights and stock the shelves while the store is closed. Christmas and Halloween are the busiest seasons for me because not only do I have to stock the shelves I have to put up several displays so that customers can see what the finished products look like.

It was nearing October and we got in a huge shipment of All Hallows Eve products including a variety of top of the line Halloween animatronic robot things. They were pretty cool. There was a ten foot tall grim reaper that had a deep, evil laugh. There was a green witch with a pointy hat that said a few witchy things and then there was the most terrifying one. Scalpels the Clown.

I don’t like to admit this to too many people, but I have a fear of clowns. They just freak me out. I know they’re supposed to be fun and happy, but they horrify me.

I had already finished putting the grim reaper and the witch together. I had purposely put off the Scalpels the Clown assembly until last. Man that thing was scary. First of all, it was at least nine feet tall. I had to use a step ladder to put his body together. And the head was enormous, but it fit onto the body with ease. I startled when it began talking, because I hadn’t even turned it on.

“Boy, are you ugly. I bet you don’t have a girlfriend. Am I right? Hahaha!”

I wasn’t sure what was worse, the fact that I jumped like a wussy when it began to talk or that its assumption of my girlfriendless life was spot on.

I got down off of the platforms I had the animatronic robots on, took a few steps back and gazed at my work. Everything looked great. The Halloween display was pretty impressive. My boss would be pleased.

I walked up and down the aisle a few times to make sure the motion detectors on the animatronics worked. Scalpels the Clown was louder than the others and I could make out his goofy voice clearly.

“People say I’m funny! But look at you! That face would make anyone laugh! Hahaha!”

They all seemed to be working properly thus my work there was done, so I started walking away. I stopped when I heard someone behind me.

“Psst!”

I turned around. Scalpels the Clown’s head was turned more than it was supposed to be and it was staring directly at me with those sinister, yellow eyes.

“How would you like to feel this scalpel slide across your throat?”

Scalpels voice sounded so evil and eager. And its eyes continued to glow and stare at me long after they should have shut off. It was creepy as hell. I made a point to stay away from that display until Halloween was over.


SCALPELS THE CLOWN

The Saleswoman

“When I watch you sleep at night, you make funny faces. I have to keep my giggles in so you won’t wake up! I like watching you.”

That was my least favorite phrase Scalpels the Clown would shout out at me whenever I passed by the display. I was getting sick of it. Every day that went by, Scalpels gave me the chills that much more.

There was something about his eyes. His head was supposed to just move to the left and to the right, but sometimes, it would turn farther than it was supposed to. Or he’d actually move his head down. It was like he’d move it in whatever direction was necessary to make full eye contact with me. It made him seem like he was really alive. I know how preposterous that sounds, but all of the other Halloween motion activated animatronic creatures felt like decorations. Scalpels was just different.

By the time Halloween arrived, most of the animatronic props were sold, including the floor displays. The only one left was the floor display of Scalpels the Clown. My boss told me I needed to sell that thing fast and gave me permission to negotiate with customers on the price, but urged me to get as much as I could. Personally, I just wanted Scalpels gone. I would have given him away for free if I could have!

It was a particularly slow night and was almost closing time. The store was almost empty. I had some inventory I had to finish before I could leave, so I wasn’t even aware that I was in Scalpel’s aisle until I heard his voice.

“You have a nice caboose. I want to slide my scalpel over it.”

I turned around, offended. I expected to see one of my co-workers behind me laughing. But nobody was there other than Scalpels whose yellow eyes were glowing and fixed on me.

I had never heard Scalpels say that phrase before. It wasn’t one of his normal ones. It was as though that phrase was meant specifically for me.

The next day I made a point to avoid the Scalpels the Clown display, but there were some other items near him that I had to attend to. When I walked past him and set off his motion detector he spoke to me.

“Hi, Rebecca.”

I froze in my tracks. Scalpels said my name!

I nearly jumped out of my skin when a man tapped me on the shoulder.

“Sorry I didn’t mean to startle you!”

I collected myself, relieved that it was only a customer.

“It’s okay. It’s Halloween season. Everyone’s entitled to a good scare I suppose.”

The man pointed at Scalpels the Clown.

“Is this the only one of those left?”

This guy was interested in Scalpels. There was no way I was letting him leave without him.

“Yes that’s the only one, but I’ll give you a big discount if you take him away right now. He scares me!”

“How much of a discount are we talking?”

“I’ll let you have him for half price.”

The man didn’t hesitate.

“Sold!”

I immediately climbed up onto the display and began disassembling Scalpels for the customer. As I removed Scalpels head from his body, his eyes lit up and he whispered to me.

“I’ll miss you, Rebecca.”


SCALPELS THE CLOWN

The Customer

I always throw a post-Halloween party the week after Halloween. Most people are usually free that weekend and Halloween decorations were discounted by then! For example, I could never have afforded the animatronic clown I got at the home improvement store.

Speaking of which, Scalpels the Clown was a big hit at the party. I had him set up on my front porch so people would have to walk past him to get into the house.

The party was going great, but I was bummed when my girlfriend informed me that she had to work super early the next morning and wouldn’t be able to spend the night. As a matter of fact she had to leave the party early which was a real downer. But I still had a good time.

At the end of the night, after walking my final guest to their car, I stepped up onto my front porch and was greeted by Scalpels.

“People always say they’re looking for someone funny and spontaneous, but they always run away screaming when I tap on their windows at night!”

I chuckled and gave Scalpels a pat.

“Sleep well, Scalpels.”

I woke up in the middle of the night to loud rhythmic tapping noises. I sat up, rubbed my eyes, turned my head in the direction of the tapping and gasped.

There was Scalpels the Clown. His big glowing eyes were looking in through the window and then suddenly moved away. I then heard the distant sound of Scalpel’s laughing.

“What the hell?”

Obviously my girlfriend or one of my other party guests was pulling a trick on me. I rushed to my front door to catch them and give them an earful, but when I opened the door, all I saw was Scalpels. His glowing yellow eyes were staring at me.

That was weird. But I assumed someone had pulled a joke on me and got Scalpels back in place before I could get outside. I mean, what other explanation could there be?

The next night something woke me up again. This time it wasn’t tapping. It was the unmistakable voice of Scalpels the Clown.

“Violets are blue. Your blood is red. Your window was open. I’m under your bed.”

I jumped out of bed. I could see Scalpels oversized shoes sticking out from underneath my bed. His maniacal voice echoed through the room.

“Where are you going? I didn’t get a chance to kill you yet! Hahaha!”

I rushed out of the house, got in my car and drove to my girlfriend’s apartment. I didn’t dare tell her what happened. She’d think I was nuts.

The next morning I went back home and found Scalpels the Clown standing on the porch as if nothing unusual had happened. But it had and there was no way in the world I was going to keep that thing anywhere near my house another night.

I decided to introduce Scalpels the Clown to the local dump. I refused to even put the thing in the car with me. I just strapped it to the top of my roof and sped the whole way there.

When I got to the dump, I unstrapped Scalpels and was about to toss him into the gigantic dumpster when the worker on duty stopped me.

“Hey, hey, hey, what are you doing?”

I turned and looked at the worker. He was a chubby man in his late 20’s with a stubbly beard.

“I’m throwing this God forsaken thing out!”

He held up a hand.

“Hold on. What’s wrong with it? Is it broken?”

“No, it’s not broken. It works just fine. But the damn thing is possessed or something.”

The man chuckled and didn’t bother to read the ultra-serious expression on my face. He was too fixated on Scalpels.

“That thing is awesome. Just leave it there. I have just the spot for it.”

I shook my head.

“I’m warning you man, this thing is scary. It moves on its own and…”

He cut me off.

“Yeah, I love motion activated things like that.”

“Listen, you don’t understand. This think might wind up killing you!”

The trash man laughed at me. He thought I was joking and waved me off.

“Have a nice day.”

I let out a breath of frustration and shrugged.

Hey, I tried to warn him. 


SCALPELS THE CLOWN

The Trash Man

I have an apartment in an old building above a music store. The only way to my apartment is up the back winding stairwell. It’s kind of gloomy and that is perfect for me. See, I’m a big fan of Halloween. I’m one of those people who celebrate Halloween throughout the year. I mean it. I don’t put my Halloween decorations away. They’re on display year round.

Which brings me back to my gloomy hallway. I have it totally decked out in Halloween splendor. The walls are covered with cobwebs and big, hairy fake spiders. I have creepy portraits hanging all over the stairwell. I also have a lot of creepy little dolls lying about and a few skeletons propped up against the walls next to Styrofoam headstones. I also have motion detectors that set off creepy organ music while people climb the stairs.

There was one spot in the stairwell that was empty. I was saving it for just the right decoration. And that decoration was Scalpels the Clown. The ceilings in the stairwell were ten feet high, so Scalpels fit perfectly. He looked great there and was a fantastic conversation piece for anyone who came up to my apartment.

Every time I came home from work no matter how bad of a day it was, Scalpels was there to greet me with one of his funny sayings. He always made me smile and I made a point to thank him.

It was late one night. I was kicking back in my lazy boy drinking a beer and watching professional wrestling when I heard faint knocking coming from the stairwell. I walked to my front door, opened it and gazed down the stairs.

Scalpels the Clown was gone.

“Son of a bitch!”

I was pissed thinking someone had stolen him. Then I heard knocking coming from the bottom of the stairwell, so I rushed down.

At the bottom of the stairwell was the backdoor to the building. The back door had a security code lock. Nobody could get into the stairwell unless they knew the code.

The knocking continued. I flipped out the blade on the big pocket knife that I always carried with me and opened the back door to the building. Nobody was there except for Scalpels the Clown. His yellow eyes were glowing and I noticed that something red was dripping on his clothing. I looked up and saw that the scalpel he held in his hand was drenched in blood.

I quickly gazed about the back area of the building. Nobody was in sight, so I carried Scalpels the Clown inside and placed him back in the stairwell. I stood there for a long while staring at Scalpels and felt compelled to ask him a question.

“Do you like it here, Scalpels?”

His yellow eyes fired to life and he moved his head from side to side as he spoke.

“I love it here! Hahaha!”

I thought for a moment before continuing.

“I don’t want to know what you do at night, Scalpels. But the code to get into the backdoor is 3-6-0-0.”

I gave Scalpels a smile and nod before I walked up to my apartment. As I opened the door, I heard Scalpels say one last thing.

“I think we’re going to be friends for a long time! Hahaha!”


STARVING

I live in tiny town called Rabbit Ridge. It’s what old-timers may refer to as a one-horse town. There are a few old buildings still standing that were probably the hot spot in town about a hundred years ago. Now they’re nothing more than abandoned reminders of the past.

There are a couple small neighborhoods that consist of over fifty or sixty houses. Most of the people know each other and are cordial, but for the most part keep to themselves.

Rabbit Ridge has a feed store, a hardware store, two gas stations and a liquor store.

As far as restaurants go, there’s one tiny place called Barb’s Café. It’s a hole in the wall type restaurant that specializes in heating up pre-cooked meals. The next closest restaurant is thirty minutes away. The only reason Barb’s Café was still in business was the fact that there were no other choices. But that all changed recently.

Someone bought one of the abandoned buildings and did a quick renovation. Nobody knew what kind of establishment it was going to be until the sign went up.

Joe’s Country Fresh Diner.

All of the townsfolk were excited about a new restaurant choice. It could have been below average and still been leagues above Barb’s Café. But the day they opened and that gust of fresh grilled meat filled the air, people flocked to Joe’s Country Fresh Diner.

The interior of the restaurant was rustic. Exposed brick walls dominated the space. Small booths lined all the walls and tables were crammed through the center. It had the appearance of a simple, good old country restaurant.

From day one, The Country Fresh Diner was jam packed with people. There were lines out the door from the second they opened until they flipped their open sign to closed late at night.

As good as the food smelled was nothing compared to what it tasted like. I’m not exaggerating when I say it’s the best food I’ve ever had in my entire life! The hamburgers literally melt in your mouth. I’ve never had steak so tender and the scrumptious breakfast sausage was to die for.

I worked at an automotive repair shop thirty minutes from Rabbit Ridge. I started getting up extra early so I could stop at Joe’s Country Fresh Diner for breakfast. I usually had steak and eggs, but sometimes I had the breakfast jamboree which consisted of plump, juicy sausage links served atop a stack of pancakes.

On my way home from work, I stopped at Joe’s Country Fresh Diner for dinner before I even went home. I’m a single guy who lives alone, so it’s not like anyone was waiting for me or anything and because of that, I was never in a rush to leave the new diner.

The owner of the place, Joe, was also the chef. He was a big, burly guy with constant five o’clock shadow. He always wore a white, food stained apron and a small chef’s hat. He was super nice and a pleasure to shoot the breeze with.

There were four different waitresses who worked at Joe’s. Most days they were all working due to how packed the place always was. All four of them were in my age range of mid to late 30’s. They were all sweet and walked the fine line between being friendly and flirting.

Rabbit Ridge is filled with pleasant people and since the majority of the town frequented Joe’s I saw my fellow townspeople more often than ever. I usually invited people in line to sit at my table with me. I never dined alone. All of the people in town were seeing each other on a regular basis. They were chatting, laughing and enjoying each other’s company now more than at any time in the town’s history that I was aware of. Joe’s Country Fresh Diner had revitalized the entire town.

I usually hung out at Joe’s until they closed and then headed back to my small dreary house. I’d watch a little TV to kill time before bed, but in my mind I was always looking forward to getting to Joe’s the next morning.

My motivation in life became Joe’s Country Fresh Diner. It was all I ever thought about. Everything else I did just felt like passing time until I could get there again. That’s where I was most happy. Amazing food, great friends and a warm, welcoming atmosphere. What else could anyone want?

It was a Wednesday night. We were swamped at work and I had to stay late into the night. So late that I thought I might not make it to Joe’s before they closed. I had to speed all the way, but got there about fifteen minutes before closing. I asked if it would be inconvenient for them if I ordered something. Joe laughed.

“Don’t be ridiculous. Have a seat. Enjoy a hot meal. I have a meat order arriving any minute, so I’ll be here late tonight. Stay as long as you’d like.”

I got a cheeseburger with a side of home style fries, a dill pickle and some steamed vegetables. As usual, it was perfection!

By the time I finished my meal, the rest of the restaurant customers had finished and departed. The waitresses had cashed out and left as well. It was the first time I was all alone at Joe’s Country Fresh Diner, but I didn’t feel alone because I could hear Joe moving around in the back.

Once I finished my meal, I got up and headed toward the back of the restaurant where the restrooms were. They were located at the front end of a long, quiet corridor. At the end of the corridor was a metal door with a sign on it that read: Employees Only. 

As I was entering the restroom I heard the frightful scream of a woman. It was coming from behind the employees only door. Fearing that something may be wrong, I hurried down the corridor to the door and tried to turn the doorknob. It was locked, but whoever used the door last didn’t close it properly and it wasn’t latched, so I pushed the door open and froze in terror at what I saw.

She was a young woman in her early 20’s. She was naked and gagged. Her arms were suspended over her head. Her wrists were chained together and the chain had been placed over a gargantuan meat hook. The woman’s feet were dangling approximately twelve inches above a tiled floor with a large round drain that was collecting the blood that was running down her body from her slit throat. I watched in horror as the life drained from her eyes and her head drooped to the side.

At first I thought I was seeing rows upon rows of whole sides of beef hanging from hooks behind her, but I quickly recognized that it was not beef. It was whole sides of humans.

I saw a metal table nearby with a half a human slab lying on it. It was in the process of being broken down. There were stacks of human steaks, human ground meat and human sausages laid out in neat rows.

I startled when I heard a loud metallic scrape and ping. I turned to see Joe. He was sharpening a menacing chef’s knife. His back was to me and he hadn’t seen me, so I silently, stepped back out the employees only door and carefully pulled it shut. I then slinked down the corridor, hurried into the bathroom and splashed some cold water on my face.

All of the meat being used at Joe’s Country Fresh Diner was human!

I leaned over the sink and took in several deep breaths to calm myself and then exited the bathroom. In an attempt to act normal, I hollered out to Joe as I walked through the dining room toward the exit.

“Uh, Joe. I’m finished. I’m gonna head on out.”

Before I could reach the exit door, Joe stepped out from the back room.

“Thanks for coming by. See ya’ tomorrow?”

I was nervous as hell and my heart was beating a mile a minute. I tried my best to keep my composure as I spoke.

“Uh…yeah, yeah of course.”

Joe’s face seemed to express a hint of suspicion.

“Are you okay? You seem a bit anxious. And look a little pale.”

“Anxious? Me? Nah. I’m good. Just a long day at work.”

Joe stared at me for a long moment before nodding slightly.

“Okay then. See ya’ tomorrow.”

With that, Joe disappeared into the back of the restaurant and I let out the deepest of breaths.

As soon as I got home I picked up the phone to call the police.

I mean, I had to call the police. Didn’t I?

As I got ready to dial, I found myself hesitating.

If I called the police, they’d arrest Joe and shut down his restaurant. That would mean no more of that mouthwatering food day and night. No more of the cheerful social gathering of the townsfolk. It would devastate Rabbit Ridge. Hell, it may ruin the town and send it completely under. But ultimately, I knew I had to do what was right.

The next day I went to Joe’s Country Fresh Diner bright and early. I was the first one through the door. I sat at the counter and Joe waited on me. He stared at me for a moment. I could tell he was thinking hard.

“I was worried about you last night. It seemed like something was bothering you. You kind of looked like you saw a ghost. Is everything okay?”

I gazed back at Joe for a few seconds before I smiled and replied.

“Everything’s fine. I’ll have the steak and eggs.”


THE MYSTERIOUS CALLS

My husband died tragically in a car accident. The other driver, who was texting on their phone and not watching the road, swerved over into my husband’s lane and hit him head on.

My 15 year old daughter, Ashley, and I were devastated. After several months of mourning, we decided a fresh new start was in order and moved into a beautiful, two story Folk Victorian style house. It needed a little work, but was located in a quiet neighborhood and just so happened to be directly across the street from where my dear friend, Tina lived.

We had been living in the house for a few months and had settled in nicely. My friend Tina would drop by for visits regularly, which was nice and I finally felt as though Ashley and I were beginning to move on.

When Ashley told me she wanted to go to her very first concert with her friend, Shelby, I was excited for her. At the same time, I was nervous as a mother. But my little girl was growing up and it was time to let her start doing things on her own.

Her friend, Shelby, was 16 years old and had her own car. She was going to drive them to the concert and back. Shelby was a very responsible young lady and I trusted her fully.

The girls were going to see the band Iron Maiden, a band that was around when I was a kid. I couldn’t believe they were still performing, but I had always heard that they put on a great show so I was certain that Ashley and Shelby would have a good time.

I told Ashley that she had to call me the moment they parked at the arena so I knew they’d made it there okay. She promised she would and I gave her a huge hug and watched out my front window as they drove away.

When my cellphone rang, I looked at the caller name display to see it was from my friend, Tina, who lived across the street. I redirected my gaze to her house and there she was standing in her front window waving to me. I waved back.

“Hi Tina!”

“So, your little girl is off to see her first concert, huh?”

“Yes! I’m so excited for her!”

“I’m sure you are. But as a mother who will be home all alone while her daughter goes to her first concert, you’re going to be worrying all night and pacing around the house until the moment she gets home. Believe me, I’ve been there.”

Tina was one hundred percent correct. I was about to invite her over to see if she wanted to spend the evening with me to keep my mind from worrying, but she beat me to it.

“How about I come over tonight? We’ll have a couple glasses of wine. Maybe watch a romantic comedy. I’ll help keep you sane until Ashley arrives home safe and sound.”

“Tina, that sounds perfect! Give me a chance to tidy up a bit and then I’ll run to the liquor store. Do you have a wine preference?”

“Anything but Merlot.”

After I got off the phone, I did a light dusting of the house, straightened up the kitchen and vacuumed the living room. After that, I headed to the liquor store which was approximately fifteen minutes away.

When I got home, I was just about to call Tina to tell her to come on over, when my phone rang. I looked at the caller display and it read, Ashley. They had gotten to the concert quicker than I thought they would.

“Ashley? Did you make it there already?”

Ashley didn’t reply.

“Ashley?”

All I could hear was silence. There was no voice. There was no background noise. Nothing.

“Ashley, if you’re there I can’t hear you. Hello?”

The silence was shattered by an extremely faint whisper. It was very light and airy. I could not make out what was being said.

“Ashley, we have a bad connection. I’m going to hang up. Call me right back.”

I hung up the phone and in less than a minute my phone rang again.

“Ashley?”

There were a few seconds of silence followed once again by the faint whisper. I could hear a break in between whispers as if words were being spoken but I couldn’t make out what was being said.

“Ashley, we have a bad connection again. I’m going to hang up and call you back.”

I hung up the phone, waited a few seconds and dialed Ashley’s phone number. I furrowed my brow in bewilderment when I heard the very faint, yet distinct peppy ring tone of Ashley’s phone.

It was coming from upstairs.

“Ashley?”

There was no answer. I kept my ear to the phone and listened to it ring until it was sent to voicemail. I hung up and stood silent for a moment.

I had watched Ashley drive away with Shelby. She couldn’t be in the house, unless maybe she came back while I was at the liquor store.

I dialed Ashley’s phone again. There was no doubt that her ring tone was coming from somewhere upstairs. When she once again failed to answer her phone, I began walking up the long, winding staircase that led to the 2nd floor.

“Ashley are you up here?”

There was no reply, so I decided to dial Ashley’s phone number again and followed the sound of her distinct ringtone down the long hallway toward her bedroom. The old floor creaked with every step I took. By the time the ringing stopped, I found myself standing in front of Ashley’s bedroom door.

I slowly, quietly reached down and placed my hand on the bedroom doorknob. Just as I began to turn it, I jumped as my phone rang. I looked down at the cellphone caller display. The call was coming from Shelby’s phone. I quickly answered and was relieved to hear Ashley’s voice.

“It’s me, mom. We made it.”

I let out a breath of relief.

“Good. I was beginning to worry. Hey, why are you calling from Shelby’s phone?”

“Oh, stupid me. I forgot my phone in my bedroom. Anyway, I’ll call you once the concert is over. Bye!”

After Ashley hung up, I stood frozen for a moment as the wheels of my mind began to turn.

Who had been calling me from Ashley’s phone?

Just as that question entered my mind, my phone rang. I looked at the caller display and saw that it was from Tina.

“Hello, Tina?”

“Are you home alone?”

That was an odd question. Tina knew I was home alone.

“Of course I am.”

“I’m looking out of my front window right now. I can see someone moving around up in Ashley’s bedroom. There’s someone in your house! Get out of that house now! I’m going to call the police.”

I could feel my blood running cold and for a moment I couldn’t move. There was someone in Ashley’s bedroom right on the other side of the very door I was standing in front of.

My breath got quick and choppy and my heart started palpitating as fear welled within every fiber of my being.

I had to get out of the house!

I felt like I was moving in slow motion as I spun around and began dashing down the hallway toward the stairs. When I reached the top of the stairs, I paused and looked down the hallway at Ashley’s bedroom door.

It was opening!

I let out a scream as I rushed down the winding staircase. I almost fell, but managed to keep my balance as I bolted to the front door and attempted to turn the doorknob to get out of the house, but the door was locked!

As I fumbled around and tried to unlock the door, I could hear footsteps racing down the 2nd floor hallway toward me. Whoever was upstairs would reach me in a matter of seconds if I didn’t get the front door opened!

I took in a quick, deep breath and calmed my nerves just enough to unlock the door, turn the knob and fling the door open. I ran out of my house screaming in terror.

I was running as fast as I could through my yard toward Tina’s house. Before I even reached the road, a police car skidded to a halt in front of me. I pointed at my house as I shouted!

“There’s somebody in my house!”

The officers rushed into my home. I stood watching and waiting then suddenly heard Tina’s voice. She was tugging my arm and urging me to come across the street to the safety of her house. I followed her and watched in terror from her window as the police exited my home with a large, burly man. He was handcuffed and they were leading him to their car.

Later I found out that the big, crazed man had recently escaped from the local jailhouse while awaiting trial. He had been arrested for breaking into a woman’s house and molesting her before beating her nearly to death.

He admitted to the police that he had been watching our house and broke in while I was at the liquor store. He was hiding upstairs, waiting for me to go up there. When he found Ashley’s phone on the bed, he located my number within her contacts and called me in an attempt to lure me upstairs to her bedroom.

I’ll never know for sure what the crazy man intended to do to me, but when they found him, he was in possession of a knife, some parachute cord and a jar of petroleum jelly.


THE BEST SEX I EVER HAD

I’m a workaholic. I worked for the same company for ten years without ever missing a day of work. I never took a vacation day either. But that got to be a problem. With this particular company, if someone still had vacation days left at the end of the year, they simply got added to the next year’s vacation days. I had so many vacation days saved up that my boss insisted that I take a three week vacation!

“All you do is work! Go out! Meet a nice girl. There’s more to life than this job.”

He was right. I certainly could use a girlfriend. But it’s hard to have a relationship when all you do is work.

My boss suggested that I travel and take in some sights. He said maybe I’d meet the girl of my dreams while I was at it. I knew that aspect was farfetched, but it certainly wouldn’t hurt to get away.

I was born and raised in the small town of Mankato, Kansas and had never traveled a day in my life. Honestly, I had no desire to go anywhere in particular, so I decided to start driving east and just stop at any place that seemed interesting along the way.

I stopped in the town of St. Joseph, Missouri and visited the very house that the outlaw Jesse James was shot and killed in. I took an elevator to the top of the Gateway Arch in St. Louis and experienced the breathtaking view. I stopped at a tiny town called Metropolis in Southern, Illinois that had a giant Superman statue in the middle of the town square.

When I started seeing signs for historic downtown Paducah, Kentucky, I was intrigued. Looking at a map, it appeared to be where the Tennessee River merged with the Ohio River. I decided to stop and take a look.

The historic section of Paducah was home to multiple museums, several top notch restaurants and a flood wall along the river placed there to keep overflow from penetrating the town streets. The flood walls were painted with murals depicting the town’s history way back to when William Clark, of Lewis & Clark fame, discovered it.

I had spent more time in the small town than I meant to and had decided I would spend the night if I could find lodging. As I walked down a brick street in one of the oldest sections of the town toward a boutique hotel, I heard a soft, feminine voice call out to me.

“Hi, Mister.”

The voice was coming from above me. I stopped and looked up at a stunningly beautiful woman in her late 20’s hanging out of a thin, 2nd story window. She had wavy, rich black hair with subtle blue tones that gave her hair depth. The woman’s skin was soft, smooth and perfect. She wore bold, pink eye shadow and shiny, red lipstick that emphasized her playful lips.

I smiled at her as I spoke.

“Hello there.”

The woman beamed revealing blinding, white teeth.

“I’m lonely. Will you keep me company? How about a date?”

“Sure, what would you like to do?”

Her smile widened.

“Come on up here and I’ll show you.”

The gorgeous woman directed me to a door which opened to a skinny stairwell that led into darkness. My footsteps echoed loudly as I hurried up the stairs.

To my left I saw a long, dimly lit corridor lined on both sides with a multitude of thin doors. The corridor stank of smoke, whiskey and perfume. As I stood there wondering where exactly I needed to go, the last door on the left opened and the striking woman stepped out. She was wearing a tight, beige corset over a short, white gown. Her body was shapely and firm. I felt like I was in a dream as she bit her bottom lip and gave me the “come here” gesture with her index finger.

As I slowly moved down the tight hallway, I passed by a couple rooms that had their doors open. I glanced within and noticed scantily clad ladies lying seductively in their beds. It wasn’t until I passed by a room with a closed door and heard the moans of passion coming from the other side that I realized I was in a brothel. But at that point I didn’t care. I ran down the corridor the remainder of the way, swept the ravishing woman into my arms and carried her into the bedroom.

The bedroom was puny. If I turned sideways, I wouldn’t have been able to lie down. The walls were old and riddled with cracks and the strong aroma of syrupy perfumes mingled sweetly in the air.

The woman fell back onto the bed and pulled me on top of her. Our tongues slid across each other as she swiftly pulled her short gown up over her waist and then proceeded to undo my trousers and yank them down to my knees. I entered her with ease and we found ourselves in perfect rhythm both physically and audibly as we moaned in unison.

As we reached the height of ecstasy, I gritted my teeth buried my head in her bosom and breathed in the subtle scent of her feminine sweat as I reached my climax without having ever withdrawn from her.

It was without question the best sex I ever had.

I collapsed all of my weight on top of her as I caught my breath and could feel her running her skinny fingers through my hair. As I raised my head and gazed into her mesmerizing, jade eyes, she gently ran the back of her hand down my cheek and grinned.

“Take me away from here.”

I returned her smile.

“Of course I will.”

I moved in for what I knew would be the longest, most passionate of kisses, but was interrupted by a deep, gruff voice coming from behind me.

“Take her away will you?”

I turned to see a stocky man in a white tank top darkening the doorway to the room. He had hairy, muscular arms and a torso shaped like a whiskey barrel.

“It will have to be over my dead body!”

The man barged into the room and hit me square on the jaw with a punch that felt like the kick of a mule. I slumped against the wall and before the cobwebs could clear from my mind, the robust man grabbed me by my shirt and hurled me out of the room.

“Or over her dead body!”

The stout man jumped atop the alluring woman and began hammering her with a barrage of punches.

“Stop!”

I began rushing to the woman’s aid, but stopped in my tracks when the man withdrew an intimidating knife and pointed it at me.

“Come one step closer and I’ll cut your face off!”

Knowing that this was a battle I could not win, I rushed through the corridor and down the steps to the brick road outside. I began running through the streets hollering out to anyone that could hear me.

“Help! Somebody help!”

A police car driving nearby heard my distressed cries and pulled up next to me. The officer quickly got out of his car.

“What’s wrong?”

“There’s a woman being beaten! He’s going to kill her!”

The officer followed me as I dashed down the brick road to the building at the end of the street. As I yanked the door to the staircase open, the officer paused.

“Are you sure it’s this building?”

I didn’t understand why he was hesitating, but one wasted second could be the difference between life and death for that poor, beautiful woman.

“Of course I’m sure!”

The officer pulled a flashlight and gun from his belt and rushed up the skinny stairwell. I followed closely behind. When we reached the top of the stairs I noticed that the dimly lit corridor was no longer lit at all. It was pitch black. The only illumination was the bouncing beam of the officer’s flashlight.

As we hurried down the corridor, I noticed that the floor was littered with chunks of rotten ceiling tiles that had fallen from apparent water rot and the once strong aroma of smoke, whiskey and perfume had been replaced by the stink of mildew.

“Which room is she in?”

“It’s the last door on the left!”

As we passed by the rooms, I noticed that most of the doors were gone or hanging lopsided. All of the rooms were empty. There were no women lying in beds. No moans of desire. No signs of life.

The officer bolted into the last room on the left, came to a quick stop and began moving the beam of his flashlight around every inch of the room.

The room was empty and covered in cobwebs. There was no bed. No beautiful woman. No menacing man. Nothing. I was at a loss.

“This can’t be. I…I was just in here. I was with…her. I was in bed with her right here! And there were others. These rooms were filled with life. It wasn’t like this…I…I don’t understand.”

The officer stared at me with a confused expression.

“Sir, this building has been vacant for decades.”

The officer’s statement left me stunned. I’m not sure if he thought I was crazy or drunk, but he was sympathetic and assisted me to the hotel across the street.

I slept heavy that night and my dreams were haunted by that lovely, mysterious woman whose name I never learned.

The next day I visited one of the historic museums to find out more about the building I was in the previous night. It turned out the curator of the museum knew a lot about the history of that building and clued me in.

In the late 1800’s it was a brothel. The working women used to hang out the 2nd floor windows and call down to potential suitors. It was closed down in 1899 after the brothel owner was arrested for beating one of the prostitutes to death.


THE MORGUE

When I signed up to be a security guard at an old hospital in a small town, I didn’t realize part of my nightly rounds would take me through the middle of the morgue.

Fortunately the morgue was usually empty. But if someone died in the hospital, their body would be moved to the morgue until the coroner or funeral home came by to pick it up.

The entrance to the morgue was a thick metal door with a round window in the center so that one could look inside. Although, the security guard who trained me told me that the window was there in case someone was ever put in the morgue while they were still alive. That way they could look through the window and get someone’s attention. But I think he was just pulling my leg.

I worked late nights and was the only security guard on duty. I spent the majority of my time in the security room observing security cameras, but every hour I had to make my rounds through the hospital to make sure everything looked as it should.

I always saved my walk through the basement for the end. I hated the basement. It was cold, damp, dark, and lonely. But mostly I hated it because that’s where the morgue was.

The routine for the morgue was fairly simple. There was a folder kept outside the door that detailed how many bodies were in the morgue. If the folder was empty, I could just peek in through the round window and make sure that the morgue looked vacant. If it did, I didn’t have to go inside.

Those were the nights I longed for because if the folder was not empty, I had to see how many people were supposed to be in the morgue. I then had to physically enter the morgue and make sure all of those bodies were accounted for.

It was creepy as hell. But as I said, most nights the morgue was empty.

I had only been working the job for a month but my duties were simple and I felt like I had a good handle on things. But nothing could have prepared me for what happened last night.

It was a Saturday night. The night of the meteor shower. It wasn’t forecast. It came from nowhere and it was brilliant. It was similar to a lightning storm, but it wasn’t lighting. It was meteors.

The hospital had been rather busy that night. A lot of people had come in claiming of feeling ill after witnessing the meteor shower. But by the time 3:00am rolled around, the hospital was eerily quiet.

There was always minimal staff that late, but I would usually hear some chatter or someone typing away at a keyboard or a phone ringing, but on this night everywhere I went, it was silent. The silence gave me an uneasy feeling, so I was already a bit tense as I got on the elevator and took it down to the basement.

When the elevator dinged and the old, metal doors slid open, I was met by darkness, which was unusual. The basement corridors were always on the gloomy side, but they were never completely dark.

I stepped into the corridor and looked both ways. I could barely see my hand in front of my face, so I withdrew my flashlight to help guide my way.

When I was trained, I was told that if I ever came to the basement and it was dark, that I should check the breaker box before anything else. They said that didn’t happen often, so I guess it was just my unlucky night.

As I slowly navigated my way down the drab, cement corridor toward the electric room, I heard an unusual sound in the distance. It sounded like someone slapping their hand against a slab of meat. It continued in slow, recurring intervals. Whatever that was, I’d deal with it once the lights were on, but that unnerving sound certainly motivated me to move faster!

When I reached the electric room, I found the breaker box and indeed several breakers had been tripped. I flipped the switches and a gentle hum of electricity broke through the silence and the dim lights of the corridor came to life.

As I stepped back into the corridor, I noticed that the fluorescent light just above the morgue door was unusually dim except for the occasional flicker. As creepy as the morgue already was, the faulty, flickering light made it that much more ominous.

As I walked down the corridor toward the morgue, I heard the loud slam of the far stairwell door closing. Either someone had just left the basement or entered it.

When I reached the morgue door, I was disappointed to see that the folder outside the door had some paperwork inside. That meant there was at least one body in there. I opened the folder and leafed through it only to discover there were three bodies in the morgue.

Busy night.

I peered inside the morgue through the round window. I could see three gurneys at the back wall. I exhaled a nervous breath as I reached down to unlock the door, but the morgue door was already opened a crack.

I automatically assumed that the last guard to check the morgue probably forgot to pull the door completely shut. He was undoubtedly in a rush to get out of there. I didn’t blame him.

As I pushed the door open and entered the morgue I was instantly met with the stench of rotting meat. It made me gag and for a few seconds, I thought I might throw up. After a few deep breaths and a hard swallow, my gag reflex subsided and I got on with my duties.

I was moving fast. I wanted to get out of there as quickly as possible and hurried to the first gurney. I could see an old, wrinkly blood covered hand sticking out from the sheet. It appeared to have huge chunks of flesh missing from it. The second gurney’s sheet was partially pulled down revealing the upper torso portion of the dead body. At least what was left of it. It appeared to have been ravaged by a wild animal. It was ripped to shreds. Organs were strewn about and whatever blood had still been in the body was now covering the floor.

As I turned to gaze at the last gurney, I froze.

“Oh no.”

The gurney was empty. The sheet atop it had been pushed to the side much like someone might do to covers after rising from bed. I began looking over the room, hoping to see another gurney with the last body, but that wasn’t the case.

When I looked down, I saw something on the cold, morgue floor next to the empty gurney that sent a shiver through my body.

Footprints. It was bloody bare footprints. They led to the morgue door.

I immediately called my supervisor at home and woke him up. He could tell I was panicked and tried to calm me down. He tried to tell me that this was probably the result of high school kids pulling a prank. Had he seen the ravaged condition of the bodies I doubt he would have muttered such nonsense.

When I told him about the bloody footprints, he instructed me to follow them and that he’d be there soon.

I followed the bloody footprints out into the basement corridor. They continued to the far end. I probably would have noticed them before if I hadn’t been so distracted by the creepy flickering light and the fact that the folder wasn’t empty as I had hoped it would be.

I didn’t want to follow the footprints. I was afraid I might find their source, but my boss told me to follow them so I did. I just went very slowly.

The footprints led to the stairwell door. It was then that I recalled hearing the stairwell door slamming. And that strange slapping noise I heard…could that have been the sound of someone’s bare feet slapping against the cold basement floor as they walked away from the morgue after mutilating those bodies?

I followed the footsteps up the stairs to the first floor door. On the other side of that door was a hallway. The footprints continued down that hallway until they took a turn to a side exit door. I opened the door and could see the footprints continue outside until they trailed off into the darkness of the surrounding forest.

I stood at the forest’s edge and listened carefully and I could hear slow, steady footsteps deep in the forest, crunching through fallen leaves.

The creepiest thing about it was that I could hear more than just the person’s footsteps. I could hear them groaning. And apparently they weren’t alone. Far off in the distance I could hear similar groans from others.

I wasn’t sure what was going on, but there was no way I was going to give chase to whoever was out there.

Once my boss arrived he checked the condition of the two bodies in the morgue and vomited all over the place. Someone had chewed up the bodies beyond recognition. It was obvious the bite marks were human.

The missing body belonged to a man who had showed up late that night feeling ill after observing the meteor shower.

By the next morning, several hospitals throughout the state had described similar incidents to what happened at our morgue. And even more disturbing were the multiple bizarre reports starting to come in from all around the country.

Reports of the dead walking.


LIVING THE DREAM

The Husband

When I was 18 years old, I got my girlfriend, April, pregnant. She was adamant that we get married, but I was reluctant. I mean, I thought I loved her, but did I love her enough to spend the rest of my life with her?

Then something peculiar happened. Her parents were killed in a car accident. Being that April was their only child, she got everything they owned, including an incredible farmhouse on ten acres of woodland.

The house was amazing. It was two stories, had log walls, a loft overlooked the spacious living room and a view of the endless forest from our upstairs bedroom was nothing short of breathtaking.

I worked my ass off six days a week at an entry level warehouse position that paid peanuts. But when I got home at night, I could sit on the porch swing and look out over the vast rolling hills in the distance and all my cares would go away.

Spending time in that house and on that land quickly became what I lived for. That’s when I found out what love really was. I loved that house and I took good care of it. I kept it clean. I fixed anything that needed fixing. And it wasn’t just the house. I loved that land. I usually spent my days off hiking through the woods.

I felt a lot more for that house than I did for my wife, that’s for sure. It was then that I realized what I felt for my wife was nothing more than intense infatuation. It quickly became obvious that she wasn’t in love with me either.

Just a little over a month into our marriage, April had a miscarriage and lost our baby. Turns out we never really had to get married after all. Even so, we gave it a try, but we didn’t do well living in the same house. In no time, every single habit either of us had got on the other one’s nerves.

April eventually turned quite mean. I’d got an earful every time she walked into the same room as me, but I’d just hold up my hand, tune her out and walk outside. If she followed me outside, I’d scamper off into the forest as far as was necessary to escape her shrieking voice.

Over the following months we continued to grow more and more distant, and she stopped talking to me all together, which was welcome. Then I noticed she was spending a lot of time away from home. Which was even more welcome. At that point all I needed was a couple of dogs to keep me company and I’d be all set!

I had gotten home a little early one day and had just popped a TV dinner in the oven when I heard the skidding of tires churning up the gravel driveway. I looked out the window and saw a large, black car. A man in a black, hooded sweatshirt, with the hood shielding his face, had a hold of April. She was fighting him, but he was too strong and yanked her into his car. He then pounded on the gas spraying a shower of gravel and a cloud of dust into the air before speeding away.

April had just been kidnapped. It was a dream come true!

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t tell anyone for quite some time. I kept waiting to hear from her or from the kidnapper, but I never did. So eventually, I just told everyone that she left me.

The farmhouse and land was all mine. I bought a couple of dogs who love roaming the forest with me. And oddly enough, I met somebody and discovered what true love really was.

I’m living the dream.


LIVING THE DREAM

The Wife
I should have never let Cody have sex with me without wearing a condom, but I did and paid for that mistake dearly. When my parents discovered I was pregnant, they were livid. They told me I had to marry Cody, so I pressured him into doing so. He was reluctant but eventually agreed.
My parents refused to help us. They weren’t going to give us a dime. They said I needed to pay for my carelessness and learn some responsibility. The callous bastards deserved to die and did so in a flaming, horrific car accident. Nobody suspected for a second that I had cut their brake lines.
Being their only child, I inherited their house, their land and all of their money. My husband and I needed a nice place to live to raise our child and the farmhouse and land was perfect.
When I had a miscarriage everything changed. There was not going to be a family. And I didn’t love my husband. I never really did. And I didn’t think he loved me either. If I could just get him to agree to a divorce everything would be perfect, but the stupid oaf had fallen in love with the house and land and was not willing to give that up.
I hollered at him all the time. I thought if I piled on enough verbal abuse eventually he’d give in and divorce me just to be done with me, but it didn’t work. He’d just tune me out and disappear into the woods.
I started drinking and spent a lot of time at a local pub. That’s where I met Ron. He was a little younger than me and very handsome. At first our relationship was strictly physical, but then I found myself thinking about him day and night. I started spending all of my time with him and finally discovered what true love really was.
The only problem was my husband.
Ron suggested that I divorce Cody. It sounded easy enough, but I didn’t think Cody would be a willing participant since he was so in love with the house and the land.
“So give it to him. Let him have the house. All we need is each other.”
Ron was right. And I knew Cody would be happy to divorce as long as he could keep the house and land.
As Ron drove me to the house, I got to thinking. Cody wasn’t entitled to that house. Why should he get it? I got rid of my parents. Why couldn’t I just get rid of Cody too? By the time Ron pulled up to the house, I had gotten myself psyched up and revealed my plan to Ron.
“I’m going to kill him!”
Ron was shocked.
“No! You can’t commit murder! Just divorce him and let him have the house.”
“Don’t you see Ron? We can have it all! We can be living the dream!”
As I got out of the car, I felt Ron wrap his arms around me.
“No! I can’t let you do this!”
Ron pulled me back into the car and sped away from the house. As I pleaded with him to turn the car around so that I could get rid of Cody, he wrapped his hand around my throat and began squeezing. Within a matter of seconds, everything went black.



LIVING THE DREAM

The Other Man
My name is Ron. I found myself in love with someone I knew I could never have so every night after work I’d go to a little pub and drown my sorrows.
When I first saw April throwing back drinks at the bar, I knew I had an opportunity. Seducing her was easy. Getting her to fall in love with me was even easier. In no time she was willing to give up everything for me.
My plan was working perfectly, but I didn’t realize April was a sociopathic murderer. That’s where things went awry. In the short time it took me to drive April to her home she went from planning on divorcing her husband and giving him the house and all their land, to wanting to kill him and keep it all. For us.
I could see the shock in April’s eyes as I wrapped my hand around her throat and squeezed the life out of her. I buried her body in the woods. Nobody would ever find her.
I worked with Cody at the warehouse. He was my best friend. I loved him. I truly loved him, but I knew I could never have him as long as he was married.
If I could get April to fall in love with me deeply enough to divorce Cody and give him the house and land, I’d simply string her along for a few months and dump her.
Then I’d set my sights on Cody.
My plan took a detour, but April was still out of the way and I made my move.
Cody was not gay. Not that he was aware of anyway. But I’m very handsome and charming and I took the poor guy by storm.
Cody fell in love with me as much as I had fallen in love with him. And now I live in his beautiful farmhouse with him and his two dogs.
I’m living the dream.



LET ME OUT

I’m an auction nut. I like to buy unusual items at auctions and then turn around and sell them for a profit. I hit all sorts of auctions all over the region.

Every few months a place called Sam’s Secure Storage holds a storage unit auction that I make a point never to miss. The indoor storage facility is the largest of its kind in the world. Now, I don’t know that for a fact, but I’ve never seen a bigger one and nobody I know of has seen a bigger one, so based on that I’m assuming it’s the biggest in the world.

Old Sam, who has always owned the place as far as I know, auctions off entire storage units at a time when folks stop paying for them. He’ll open up the unit and let people take a look from afar, but won’t let anyone walk inside and look around closely. Sometimes things are placed within the storage unit in a way where you can see everything you’re bidding on. Sometimes things are covered up, packed in boxes or otherwise hidden and you have no clue what’s in there.

It was a busy day and Old Sam had already auctioned off about ten units. I had won a couple of those bidding wars and was looking forward to rummaging through them, but there was one more storage unit left.

Old Sam is a spindly elderly fellow with white hair. He always wears the same thing. Black pants and a white button-up long sleeve shirt covered with a black leather vest. Something about Old Sam’s weathered voice made his story about the final storage unit of the day, all the more creepier.

“This storage unit was rented by Travis Bark. If that name sounds familiar it’s because forty years ago, not far from this area, Travis Bark stabbed his girlfriend to death. But he didn’t just stab her. This maniac stabbed the poor girl over one hundred times. The police said they couldn’t even recognize her. They had to identify her via dental records.”

All of the bidders were captivated and were hanging on to Old Sam’s every word.

“Everybody who knew Travis said they were shocked by the savage act. They all insisted that he was madly in love with the girl and worshipped the ground she walked on. Nobody knows why he murdered her in the vicious way that he did. But what we do know is that shortly after killing her he arrived here, rented a storage unit and paid for forty years of storage in advance. He then went back to the house he butchered the girl in, picked up her limp massacred body, carried her out into the front yard and cradled her in his arms until the police showed up. Travis Bark has not muttered one word since that day and currently resides at the Dawson Springs Asylum for the Criminally Insane. Nobody has been inside this storage unit since that day.”

Old Sam’s theatrics were in prime form as he swiftly lifted up the sliding metal door to Travis Bark’s storage unit. The loud metallic rattle caused some people to jump and one woman let out a startled shriek. A blast of frigid air escaped from the storage unit and for several seconds, the frozen breath of the bidders fogged up the long, gloomy corridor of the storage facility. I found that to be incredibly strange, because it was the middle of summer and it was very hot out. Everyone brushed that oddity aside as they pushed forward and focused their attention on the lone item that was sitting in the middle of the storage unit floor.

A small, black, metal lock box.

It was possible that there was some cash or valuables in the box, but the fact that it could also be a murder weapon or a body part certainly turned some of the bidders off and the bidding didn’t go as high as I initially thought it would. Ultimately, I won the unit for one hundred and fifty bucks.

The other units I won that day were almost certainly going to be worth a lot more than whatever was in the little lock box, but my curiosity was piqued to its fullest, so after I squared up with Old Sam, I entered Travis Bark’s storage unit and bent down to examine the black lock box.

The box was nothing special. It was thin metal and had one lock on the front. It wouldn’t be too difficult to break into. But to my surprise, when I lifted the box up, the key was sitting directly under it.

I quickly inserted the key into the lock, turned it and was about to open the lid, but I paused as I considered what could possibly be inside it. I was hoping for cash, but what else might a psycho killer who just finished slaughtering their girlfriend want to put in a box and hide away for forty years?

After a few long seconds, I let out a deep breath and opened the box. There were only three items inside. Three VHS videotapes.

I wasn’t sure I wanted to see what was on the videotapes of a deranged lunatic. I feared that it may be the actual act of him massacring his girlfriend. I had an urge simply to turn them over to the police, but technically the videotapes were mine now, so after some contemplation, I decided I wanted to know what was on them.

I didn’t own a VCR, but I knew someone who most likely did. Old Sam’s office was crammed full of all kinds of old relics. I was sure he had a video cassette player in there somewhere.

I waited until later that night after I had thoroughly checked out the other units I had won. By then the storage facility was completely void of people.

It was a creepy place to be all alone in. At one time the cinderblock corridors had been painted green, but most of that paint had peeled off, giving it the look of an empty abandoned, building. The fluorescent overhead lighting in the corridors were spaced too far apart, creating multiple pools of darkness and at least one of those lights was always flickering and buzzing. Even as an adult male who could handle himself pretty good, I didn’t like being alone in Sam’s Secure Storage building after dark. It just gave me an uneasy feeling.

As I reached the main entrance of the building where Old Sam’s office was, I wasn’t surprised to see him still working. He usually worked late on the nights he had auctions. He looked up when I entered his office and gave me a smile and a nod. I had been buying auction units from him for several years so he knew me well enough.

“Hey Sam, do you have a VCR in here somewhere? I have a few video tapes I want to check out. 

He pointed to the far back of the room.

“There’s one hooked up to an old TV back there. But you’re going to have to watch them alone. I’m heading home.”

He tossed me a ring of keys.

“Lock up when you leave.”

Old Sam’s office was cluttered with mounds of ancient collectibles from every decade. He had lamps, radios, globes, clocks, phones, car parts and everything in between. I had to move some things out of my way to get to the TV in the back.

I opened up the lock box and took out the first videotape. It was labeled with the word, “hike.”

I pushed the tape into the machine and pressed play. The first images showed a well-traveled dirt path that ran through the middle of magnificent, lush forest. There was a woman on the path in front of whoever was holding the camera. She was petite and athletically built. She was wearing short shorts that showed off her well-toned legs. Her long, black hair was tied back in a ponytail. She occasionally looked back at the camera and eventually smiled and spoke.

“Turn that thing off, Travis.”

Most of the remainder of the tape showed more hiking footage, a long shot of a roaring river, a zoomed shot on some deer eating and the young woman, who I assumed to be Travis Bark’s girlfriend, laughing. She looked happy. There were zero signs of any friction between the couple.

Tape one ended with a shot zooming in on what appeared to be a cave entrance high up on a bluff. This was followed by what I assume to be Travis’s voice saying “Whoa, is that a cave up there?” After that the tape ended.

I let out a sigh of relief. I didn’t want to watch a woman being hacked to pieces. It was good to see it was nothing more than a nature hike home video, albeit a little uneventful and boring.

I removed the first tape from the VCR, inserted the second tape and pressed play.

The second tape began as the couple approached the entrance to the cave. The cameraman was leading the way so I was seeing a total point of view angle from the camera.

When they entered the cave, I got a good sense of how dark it was. The video camera evidently was equipped with a light as I could see the beam bouncing off the wet, tan, jagged cave walls.

The couple had ventured deep into the cave within a matter of minutes and the walls were gradually narrowing. The passage they were walking down was very twisty, so I couldn’t see down it very well, but the deeper they went, the more uncomfortable I felt. I got a weird sense that they shouldn’t be in there.

One thing that stood out to me was the fact that I could see the breath of whoever was operating the camera, which meant the cave was freezing cold, but that didn’t make any sense. I’ve explored several caves in my time and know that most hold temperatures year round of 55 to 70 degrees. No cave should be cold enough for one to see their own breath.

I found myself hoping that the couple would turn around and leave the eerie cave soon, but that wasn’t the case as something appeared to catch Travis’s interest.

“What is that thing?”

The camera zoomed in on a dark rectangular object lying on the cave floor. Finally he zoomed in close enough for me to make out exactly what it was.

A video tape.

Travis’s hand came into view of the camera as he reached out picked up the tape and held it closer to the camera. There was a note held against the videotape with a rubber band. The note read: It can’t be destroyed. I tried.

I watched on as Travis removed the note from the videotape. Under the note I could make out three words scribbled on the front of the videotape. The words read: LET ME OUT

Travis sounded excited as he spoke.

“Oh, we have to watch this thing!”

The screen turned to static as the tape ended.

I ejected the second tape from the video cassette player and reached down for the third tape. It was then that I saw the words on the front of the tape.

LET ME OUT

It was the tape that they found in the cave. I was holding it in my hands. As I looked closer at the words on the front of the tape, I realized it appeared brownish in color and it didn’t look like ink. I feared that it may have been written in blood.

I recognized that my hand was trembling slightly. At first I thought it was due to the anxiousness I was feeling, but when I saw a cloud of my own freezing breath in the air I realized it was because I was cold. The entire room was freezing. I felt like I was in a meat locker.

What was going on?

I should have gotten up and left at that point, but I figured I had come this far, I was going to watch that last video tape. I put it in the VCR and pressed play.

The screen was black, but I could hear something. It was faint, but it was clearly the sound of something breathing. It was a deep, raspy breath and  it was getting closer. Once the breathing was so close that it was making the old TV’s speaker reverberate, a cloud of what I initially thought was white smoke appeared over the screen. I quickly realized it wasn’t smoke at all. It was breath. Cold, frosty breath.

I wasn’t alone. I could feel something else in that room with me. I broke out in goosebumps. Fear welled within my body. I could sense that something was wrong.

“Screw this!”

I decided to eject the tape and get the hell out of there. As I got up and reached over to press stop on the VCR a loud hiss pierced through the icy air and a gigantic hand emerged from the TV screen and wrapped around my wrist.

The fingers on the hand were abnormally long and practically wrapped around my wrist twice. The skin of the hand was gray and flakey. Long, sharp nails took residence at the end of each finger. The hand was agonizingly cold and the frigid pain penetrated my skin, sank into my veins and began coursing through my body. I could feel something growing within me as I filled with unbearable hatred. I was overwhelmed with the urge to kill.

I looked around the room for a weapon and grabbed a pair of scissors from a nearby desk. I scanned the room for a victim and let me tell you that if somebody, anybody was near me I would have driven those scissors into their body over and over again!

“No!”

For a fleeting second I regained control of my faculties, reached out to the VCR and slammed down on the stop button. I heard the thing let out a hopeless moan as the TV screen shut off and it disappeared. Immediately, the rage within my body vanished. The room instantly turned warm and everything was normal again.

It was that tape. It was cursed or evil or something. Someone had hidden it in that cave hoping nobody would ever find it, but Travis Bark did. He then hid it in a storage locker for forty years until I gained possession of it. Now it was my responsibility to hide the tape away from the world. 

I considered many options and eventually found myself in the middle of a historic cemetery where bodies had rested undisturbed for over a century. I dug up one of those graves and placed the video tape at the bottom of it.

Hopefully that gravesite will rest undisturbed for at least another century.


MEN IN BLACK ARE FOLLOWING ME

It all started with the heart attack. At least, I think it was a heart attack. I had been having shooting pains in my arm for most of the week. I hate doctors so I refused to see one. I figured whatever was causing the pains would go away.

Then one day, the pain I was having in my arm transferred to my chest. It felt like an electrical shock was pulsating in my heart. I wasn’t sure if it was due to my heart not functioning well or just the pain, but I collapsed and passed out.

I work as a computer programmer for a large electrical company. This occurrence happened at work in the middle of the day. When I woke up I found myself surrounded by concerned co-workers. When one of them told me they had called an ambulance, I barked at them to call back and cancel it. I mentioned I hate doctors, right? Seriously, I can’t stand them. In my experience most of them don’t know what they’re talking about and just want to throw the latest drug at whatever the problem is. I view the whole industry as a joke and refuse to partake in said joke.

My two closest friends, Shep, which is short for Shepard, and Corny, short for Cornelius, helped me to my seat and had my back when some of my fellow co-workers insisted on me seeing a doctor. I was a grown man and they respected the fact that I could make my own decisions.

I told everyone I felt fine and was probably just dehydrated, but I wasn’t fine. I still had a burning pain in my chest region. It wasn’t unbearable, but it was constant. I was hoping the pain would subside after a good night’s rest.

Shep and Corny walked me to a cab and gave the driver my address. When I got to my studio apartment that night, I spent a long while staring out my window. At first I was focused on the Nashville skyline in the distance. Then I adjusted my gaze to nearby buildings and the street below.

That’s when I first saw one of them.

He was standing next to a big, black car. He was a man of average build. He was wearing a black suit over a white dress suit with a black tie. He also sported a black fedora and dark black sunglasses, even though it was nighttime. I probably wouldn’t have paid him much attention, but he was staring up directly at me and when he noticed I spotted him, he hurried into the vehicle and drove away.

I didn’t think much of it after that and went to bed. I slept heavy. I woke up feeling well rested, but my chest was still burning. I knew if it didn’t improve soon, I’d be forced to visit some hack doctor to see if they could guess as to what was wrong.

I decided to call in sick that day. I didn’t want to exert myself. I spent the day watching TV and staring out the window. Shep or Corny called me practically every hour to check up on me. It got a little annoying, but I guess I should have been pleased that somebody cared about me.

I was eating a sandwich as I watched the wide variety of people walking on the sidewalk below when I noticed another man in a black suit with sunglasses and a hat staring up at me. As was the case with the other one, when he realized I had seen him, he jumped into a black car and drove off.

Was I under police surveillance or something like that? I’m not sure why I would be. My life is boring as hell. All I do is go to work and come back home. My social life is nonexistent. Everything I do is extremely legal. I’m not sure why they would take interest in me.

I woke up the next day with the same burning in my chest. At that point I was pleased that it wasn’t getting any worse, and went back to work.

As I entered the large building my office was located in, I had the odd feeling that I was being watched and spun around. My hunch was correct. I saw one man in the same black getup as the others standing outside the building peering in at me through the window. There was another one standing at the newspaper stand just inside the building. He was pretending to be reading, but I could see him glancing my way often. I was being followed. I didn’t know why, but it was obvious and I didn’t have a good feeling about this.

I hurried to the elevator and took it up to my floor. When the doors opened, I was greeted by Shep and Corny. They were happy to see me and welcomed me back. They even walked me to my desk and chit chatted with me. They kept asking how I was feeling. I lied and told them I was all better and back to normal. In reality, I wasn’t improving at all. I just wanted to appease them so they’d stop giving me the third degree.

After a moment, Shep looked around discreetly before leaning in and speaking softly to me.

“Are you ready to continue?”

I had no clue what he was talking about.

“Continue?”

Corny leaned in closely and seemed to take great interest in my eyes as he spoke.

“You know. Continuing our assigned task.”

I was confused and I guess it was obvious by my expression because Corny proclaimed as much.

“He doesn’t remember at all.”

I was puzzled.

“Remember what? What are you talking about?”

Shep gazed at me with a serious expression for a moment before breaking out a phony smile and chuckling.

“We’re just messing with you.

With that, Shep gave me a pat on the shoulder and the two of them walked away.

That was strange.

I couldn’t concentrate and spent most of the morning sitting idly at my desk. I noticed Shep and Corny were glancing my way often. When I’d catch them, they’d smile or wave, but they weren’t acting normal. Something was up.

At one point I got up to go to the restroom. As I walked through our busy office area, I noticed Shep and Corny get up from their desks and start following me. I wasn’t sure what was going on, but it didn’t feel right, so I quickly hid in the janitor’s closet. I waited several minutes and then opened the door a bit and peeked out. What I saw was rather suspicious.

Shep and Corny were standing at the end of the hallway talking to two men dressed in black suits, hats and sunglasses. Whatever was going on, Shep and Corny were in on it.

I went back to my desk and attempted to give the appearance of doing my normal routine. When lunchtime rolled around Shep came over to my desk.

“Corny and I are going to take you out to lunch. You pick the restaurant. It’s our treat.”

I smiled and pretended that I was thrilled with the proposal.

“That sounds terrific. I’ll tell you what. Let me finish a couple things here and I’ll meet you down in the lobby in five minutes.”

Shep nodded and smiled. He bought it. I gave him and Corny a wave as they headed toward the hallway. The second they turned the corner, I bolted from my desk and ran to the stairwell on the other side of the floor. I flung the door open and flew down the steps to the main floor.

The stairwell emptied out near the lobby. There was a back entrance I could sneak out of if Shep and Corny didn’t spot me coming out of the stairwell.

I very carefully opened the stairwell door a sliver and peered out through the crack. I could see Shep and Corny near the main entrance of the lobby. They appeared antsy. Corny kept glancing at his watch, but neither of them were looking in my direction so I made a mad dash for it.

I tore out of the stairwell and turned down the corridor that led to the back entrance. I stopped in my tracks when I saw one of the men in black standing in the middle of the corridor staring at me.

The man was tall and slender. He wore the usual outfit right down to the sunglasses and black hat. When he saw me he shouted past me to Shep and Corny.

“He’s over here! He’s trying to escape!”

I looked back to see Shep and Corny rushing in my direction. I didn’t hesitate to motor forward and shove the man in black out of the way. I dashed out the back door and down one of the busy streets of Nashville. As I ran, I could see multiple cars pulling up to the curb and numerous men in black emerging from them to give me chase.

My chest was heavy and felt like it was on fire. I felt as though I should have been moving faster, but it was like I was weighted down and couldn’t accelerate like I wanted to.

I looked back over my shoulder and could see the group of men in black and they were gaining ground on me. Knowing that I couldn’t outrun them, I had to do my best to lose them.

I ducked into a long, thin alleyway and ran to the end of it. It led to another alley. As I turned down it, I felt a jolt of shocking pain erupt in my chest. At first I thought I had been shot, but then I realized I was having another heart attack. The pain knocked me to my knees. I gritted my teeth as I felt excruciating pain pulsate through my entire body. I blacked out, but only for a few seconds.

“Damn it all!”

I was angered by the fact that I had no choice but to see a doctor and quick. I knew I was just a block away from the small office of a family doctor. I passed it on my way to work every day. Going there would serve two purposes. Hopefully saving my life, but also it would provide refuge from the men in black.

I wasn’t sure if the men in black were following me anymore or not. I had stopped looking. I was fully focused on getting to the doctor’s office and I did.

There were no patients in the lobby and no receptionist. I assumed they were closed for lunch, but the door was unlocked, so somebody had to still be there. I rocketed into the back of the building and started searching for the doctor. I found him sitting at a desk in a small office, munching on some French fries. My voice was choppy as I spoke.

“I’m…having a…heart attack!”

The doctor quickly sat me down in a chair and immediately put a stethoscope to my chest. He seemed puzzled as he moved it over different portions of my chest. He then switched to a different stethoscope and his eyes widened in shock. This concerned me.

“What is it?”

He stared at me in disbelief.

“You don’t have a heartbeat.”

It was that moment that the door to the doctor’s office was kicked open and I heard muffled whoosh of a gunshot erupting through a silencer. The bullet ripped through the doctor’s face and he crumpled to the floor.

I turned my head to see one of the men in black. My survival instinct kicked in and I stepped to the mysterious man and punched him square in the jaw. He fell to the ground and his glasses slipped off. When he looked up at me, I was terrified. His eyes were not human. They were larger than normal eyes and completely black.

By then several other men in black had arrived. I tried to run past them but there were too many. They overpowered me and held me steady as Shep and Corny entered the room.

“What are you guys doing? What is happening?”

They completely ignored me and as they moved closer, Shep held up a long tool that looked a lot like an icepick, but it wasn’t metal. It was ivory in color.

“Hold him down.”

The men in black did as Shep ordered and I felt a searing hot flash of pain as he jammed the spiked device into my chest.

Suddenly everything went black and I could hear a cluster of beeps in a variety of tones. This continued for a moment until I saw a bright flash of light. And then I opened my eyes.

I was still in the doctor’s office. Half a dozen men in black stood behind Shep and Corny. They were all staring at me. Shep looked at me closely and asked me a question.

“How do you feel?”

I let out a deep breath and everything was clear once again.

“I’m totally fine. That experience was quite peculiar. What happened?”

“Your neurocomponent malfunctioned. It wiped a large portion of your memory.”

He paused and grinned.

“I can’t believe you went to a doctor. We’re programmed to resist doctors at all costs. Your circuits were really fried.”

I shrugged.

“I thought I was dying.”

Shep and Corny helped me to my feet. I was embarrassed as hell and they knew it, but showed compassion by not ribbing me about it. They both patted me on the back and I went back to work with them.

Aliens walk among us. As do their androids of which I am one. We infiltrate the planet a little more every day. My assigned task is to gain control of the local electrical grid.

There are millions of us. We all have specific tasks and we are stationed the world over. When the time comes for invasion, we will control everything and the human race will be helpless.


THE ESCAPED MENTAL PATIENT

I was visiting my uncle at the Western Hopkins State Mental Institution. I was his favorite niece growing up. He was always good to me. I figured the least I could do was visit him as often as I could in his mentally deteriorated state. He didn’t have much time left. I was feeling quite depressed by the time I exited the institution. I guess that’s why I didn’t notice the frenzy of security guards running about until they stopped me as I attempted to leave the parking lot.

“What’s wrong?”

The security guard seemed quite anxious and fidgety. He was very straightforward with what was happening.

“One of our dangerous maximum security patients has escaped. I have to check the back of your vehicle to make sure he isn’t hiding. We can’t find him anywhere.”

“Okay, go ahead.”

He quickly looked and then told me I was clear to go.

As I turned out of the mental hospital parking lot and onto the main road, my car’s low fuel light came on accompanied by a loud ding. There was a small gas station just ahead that I usually avoided because their gas prices were always high, but under the circumstances, I decided to stop.

The gas station was so old it almost felt like a museum. There was only one pump and it wasn’t even digital. It was the kind where the numbers rolled manually as you pumped. The cashier’s office was tiny and attached to it was a small mechanic’s garage. I could hear the gas station owner hammering away at something in the garage as I got out of the car and began to fill it with gas.

My head was still in the clouds as I thought of my poor uncle. He used to be muscular, spry and full of life. Now he was nothing more than a skeleton wrapped in flesh, moping around unsure of his surroundings. It was nothing short of inhumane to let him go on like that.

I was broken from my deep thought when I heard the sound of something crash from within the mechanic’s garage followed by a loud groan. I peered in that direction, but all had gone silent.

I stopped pumping gas when I figured my car was close to full and was just about to put the gas nozzle back in the pump when a man dressed in mechanic’s coveralls came out of the garage. He was a tall pale man with beady eyes and flared nostrils. He was grinding his teeth and didn’t have a friendly face. I spoke up, nonetheless.

“I was just about to come inside to pay you.”

The man didn’t respond to my statement. He just kept walking toward me at a deliberate pace.

“Give me your keys.”

I was trying to comprehend why the car mechanic would want my keys when I noticed that the coveralls the man was wearing were dripping with blood. I looked at the man’s hands as he reached for me, they too were blood covered.

“Give me your keys!”

As the man rushed toward me, I screamed and hurled the gas nozzle at him. He hesitated and held up his hands in a defensive posture to soften the blow of the nozzle. That was all the time I needed to get into my car. I locked my doors approximately half a second before he leapt forward and pulled on the door handle.

I slammed on the accelerator and skidded away from the gas pump as the crazed man started pounding on my window leaving behind ghastly bloody hand prints.

As I sped away from the creepy man and floored it down the road, I called the police and explained where I thought the dangerous escaped mental patient was.

I hope they caught him, but I wasn’t going to wait around to be sure.


PHANTOM OF THE NIGHT TRAIN

The Woman

It was the late 1980’s. Cell phones weren’t a thing and surveillance cameras weren’t convenient. As an attractive woman in my early 20’s, riding the night train wasn’t exactly safe, but sometimes I had no choice.

I worked as a waitress in downtown, Chicago. I usually drove to and from work, but my car was in the shop, so I had to take the elevated train to work and back.

Going there was no problem. The train cars were busy and as long as there were a lot of people around I felt safe. But coming home was another story. The earliest I would get off work most nights was 10pm, but on this night, it was near midnight and the train cars were empty. I didn’t feel safe at all. This was mainly due to the Phantom of the Night Train.

Legend has it that back in the 1950’s one of the elevated trains crashed and caught fire. Several passengers burned to death. Many believe the phantom to be one of those victims.

For decades several people have claimed that something haunts the elevated trains. They insist that they have felt hands touch them when nobody else is near. Others say they’ve had newspapers ripped from their hands and occasionally train windows shatter for no reason.

Recently multiple people have reported seeing the phantom. They described him as wearing black and having a burned face. He appears and disappears before their very eyes.

The ghost stories never scared me much. It was the string of strangulations taking place at different train stations along the elevated train’s routes that had me on edge. The victims were always young, petite women, which described me to a T.

I was sitting in an empty train car, tapping my foot nervously and counting the seconds until it reached my stop when I saw the phantom. For a few seconds all of the lights on the train went out and I sat in total darkness. When the lights came back on, the phantom was standing there staring at me. I let out a scream and ran out of the train car. I was terrified! I had just seen a ghost and feared that it wanted to make me its next victim!

As I ran through various empty train cars, I was a bit surprised when I finally reached one with another sign of life in it. It was a well-dressed man sitting down reading a newspaper. I almost stopped to ask him for help, but didn’t bother. I just wanted to put as much distance between me and the phantom as possible.

I let out a shriek when I heard the footsteps running up behind me, gaining ground quickly. I didn’t dare turn around. I kept running, but within seconds it crashed into me and I felt a cord being wrapped around my throat. The pressure of the cord cut off my ability to scream. I simply gagged as the life began to drain from me.

I was going to be the phantom’s latest victim.


PHANTOM OF THE NIGHT TRAIN

The Man
I’m The Phantom of the Night Train.
Not the ghost. Those ghost stories have been around since well before I was born. To me, that was nothing more than an urban legend and I didn’t believe a word of it. It was silly superstitious nonsense. But once the recent string of strangulations got pinned on the phantom, that’s when the moniker became fitting because I am in fact, the strangler.
I ride the trains at night waiting for my next victim. Most nights the train is empty and a proper victim usually never materializes, but I sit there patiently, read a newspaper and wait. Eventually my next victim shows up.
I make a point to dress in a nice suit and be well groomed. This is a little misdirection on my part. It helps to lower my victim’s defenses as they are usually leery of vagrant types, not well groomed men in suits.
I had been riding the train for several hours and was about to call it a night when my next victim magically appeared. She was young, with flowing raven hair. She was thin and petite. Just like I prefer them. She hustled through the train car and seemed frightened as if she had just seen a ghost. She barely gave me a second glance as she rushed through the train car and out the connector door to the next car.
I sprang into action and gave chase. Once I caught up to her, I’d strangle the life out of her and wait for the train to stop. I’d then toss her carcass out, sit back down and ride the train home.
The girl was not fleet of foot and I was able to catch up with her quickly. I simultaneously thudded my weight against her body as I wrapped an electrical cord around her throat. She tried to fight, but was weak and her energy drained quickly as I began to squeeze the life out of her.



PHANTOM OF THE NIGHT TRAIN

The Phantom
I’m the Phantom of the Night Train.
I was a family man with a wife and daughter who meant everything to me. When they were hit and killed by a drunk driver, my life toppled like dominos. I lost my job, my home and my will to live.
In no time at all I was living as a homeless man on the streets of Chicago. The only thing that seemed to bring me a sliver of peace was riding the elevated train and gazing upon the city from afar. I spent my handout money on food and train passes. Riding in the train watching everything move past me made me feel like my life was zipping by and that’s what I wanted. For it all to end.
I had heard all the stories about the train being haunted by a phantom. In all my travels on that train, I never experienced anything paranormal, but who’s to say it wasn’t true. Perhaps the phantom was particular about who they interacted with and maybe homeless people weren’t their preference.
It was a cold winter night. I had spent a lot of time in front of a rusty barrel burning wood and garbage to stay warm. I had soot on my fingers and had unknowingly rubbed my face many times. I didn’t realize I was covered in soot and that my face was practically black. My coat and pants were black too. When an elderly lady saw me on the train late one night, she ran away screaming “It’s the phantom! It’s the phantom!”
I found myself chuckling and quickly realized that was the first time I had laughed since I lost my family.
Before they died, I was a magician. I worked parties, private events, corporate functions, did a lot of stage work and even appeared on TV a few times.
When the woman mistook me for the phantom, it gave me the subtle feeling of performing and I guess that lit a spark because I decided to grab the title of Phantom of the Night Train and run with it!
I got hold of some grease paint and colored my face good and dark. That combined with my normal black attire made me look like a walking shadow. But that was just the beginning.
I had ridden the train often enough to know when the staff was going to be doing their safety checks. During these tests the engineers would temporarily turn off power, including the lights, to the passenger cars. I also knew a couple areas of the track where the engineers would turn off the power and lights to the cars to generate a little more oomph to the engine. It was immediately before these blackouts that I would make an appearance. During the blackout I would dart into another car, but to the people who saw me, when the lights came back on I had disappeared!
I’d usually peek back into the car after the lights came on to see people with their jaws dropped. They had no explanation for what had happened and were convinced that they had seen the Phantom of the Night Train.
I was thoroughly enjoying myself. I was performing again. I was entertaining. I felt alive. And then the strangulation murders began and it all came to a screeching halt. Many believed it was the phantom doing the killing. The last thing I needed was to be accused of cold blooded murder so I stopped. This caused me to go back into a deep depression.
It was very late. I hadn’t cleaned myself up in some time and was rather dirty. As I walked from one train car to the next, the lights went out. When they came back on, I saw a small, young woman with black hair standing at the other end of the car. In her mind, I had appeared out of nowhere and she obviously thought I was the phantom. But unlike most people who saw me, she wasn’t bewildered, she was frightened and ran away screaming.
I felt bad about that, but more so, I was concerned that she may point me out as being the phantom which would make me a suspect in the strangling murders, so I chased after her.
When I finally caught up to her I realized someone else had gotten to her first. It was the killer! He was in the act of strangling the poor girl. He had no idea I was standing behind him so I got the drop on him and clobbered him real good. After he fell to the ground, I kicked him the head a few times and appeared to have knocked him out cold.
I was relieved when I heard the poor girl start coughing. She was still alive. I was able to flag down a cop and he called an ambulance for the woman and arrested the strangler.
As for me, something about saving that young woman’s life breathed new life into me. I cleaned myself up, got myself back on my feet and started doing magic again.
I call myself, the phantom magician.



WELCOME TO THE NEIGHBORHOOD

As soon as we found out that I was pregnant with our first child, my husband and I bought a larger house more suitable for a family. We settled on a two-story Cape Cod home that was located at the end of a long, dead end street. There was only one other house on the street and it was located directly across from ours.

We had professional movers scheduled to haul the majority of our furniture and large items to the new house during the upcoming weekend, but we had already begun moving over a lot of the smaller, light items that we could pack in boxes and load into our cars. 

It was a weekday afternoon and I had gotten off work early. I decided to use the extra time to move some kitchen items over. I was standing in our new kitchen putting some dishes away when I heard a knock at the front door.

I was a little surprised. I wasn’t expecting anyone and the neighborhood was quite secluded so I was curious as to who it could be.

I opened the door to see a tall, lanky man. His short bowl haircut emphasized his long, pale face and deep set eyes. His mouth was curled into a frown and he had a drowsy way about him.

“Hello, can I help you.”

He stared at me for a long moment before he spoke. His voice was unusually deep and his delivery was slow as molasses.

“Welcome to the neighborhood.”

I gave him a friendly smile.

“Oh, do you live in the house across the street?”

The tall man held his stone gaze upon me for an uncomfortable amount of time before finally responding.

“I do.”

With that, the peculiar man simply turned and began walking away. I called out to him.

“Thank you.”

The man didn’t respond. He just walked slowly out of our yard toward his house across the street.

I shut the door and shrugged. Well, we appeared to have an unusual neighbor, but at least he was nice enough to welcome us to the quiet neighborhood.

When my husband got off work, he brought another load of kitchen items over. As we started organizing the items, I told him that I met our new neighbor. This news seemed to concern my husband.

“Neighbor? Here?”

“Yes.”

“The house across the street?”

I chuckled.

“Yes, there’s no other house on the entire street.”

“I didn’t realize they had put it up for sale so soon after...”

My husband’s voice trailed off. He was keeping something from me.

“So soon after what? What is it you’re not telling me?”

He took a long pause before he explained.

“I didn’t want to tell you this because I thought it might spook you, especially while the place was vacant. But now that someone is already living there, maybe it won’t seem as scary.”

“What? What are you talking about?”

My husband pulled out his phone and started scrolling through some pages. When he found what he was looking for he pushed the phone in front of my face.

“The last person who lived in the house across the street hung himself in the basement.”

My husband showed me a news page with the story of the suicide. It showed a picture of the house and the man who killed himself.

It was the very same man I met earlier that day.


WOLF LAKE

My name is Matt. I used to work for the Oceanographic Institute. I spent my entire life around the water. I married young and my wife and kids were forced to live near water most of their lives too. But hey, who doesn’t love the water? Although, I knew a sheriff once who hated the water. Ironically he lived on an island.

Anyhow, when I retired, my wife insisted that we move inland. She had always wanted a house out in the country. And how could I refuse? She sacrificed so much to live the life of a marine biologist’s wife, following me around from ocean to ocean, it was time for me to follow her wherever she wanted to go.

The country life was fine. I didn’t hate it. But I missed the water. When my wife passed away, I knew I wanted to move to the seaside, but before I decided for certain, I wanted to take a couple weeks off to relax and go fishing. It would allow me to ponder my future with a calm mind.

I often took fishing trips to Kentucky Lake. I had found a secluded area called Vickers Bay where hoards of hungry fish lived and were easy to catch. It had been five years since I had gone fishing there, but how much could change in five years?

A lot as I found out.

When I arrived at Kentucky Lake and eagerly set course in my small fishing boat for Vickers Bay, I quickly discovered that my secluded, secret fishing hole was no longer secluded or secret. It was crammed full of fishing boats. Word had gotten out and all the fish were gone.

That night, I got a bite to eat at a café called Buzzard Rock. The food was great and the view of the lake was even better. When the waitress asked how I was doing, I didn’t hold back and vented my disappointment of my favorite fishing hole being found out and overtaken.

I was kicked back, enjoying a margarita as I watched the reflection of the full moon shimmer on the lake, when a thin man in my age range with bushy gray hair, pulled up a seat next to me.

“I couldn’t help but overhear your disappointment about Vickers Bay. It used to be the best fishing spot in all of Kentucky Lake.”

I nodded, confirming that he overheard correctly.

“I had really been looking forward to some peace and quiet in a secluded area where I could reset my mind while catching enough fish to cook my own breakfast, lunch and dinner every day. Now I’m going to have to wing it and hope for the best.”

The man looked around discreetly before moving in closer to me. He spoke in a serious tone.

“What if I told you that I know of a little lake not far from here that has everything you want?”

“I’d say I’d be very interested in knowing more about it.”

“It’s called Wolf Lake. It’s located amidst a thick wooded forest. It’s not easy to get to, but I know a back road that will get you there with minimal issues. Most people don’t even know the lake exists. You’d have it all to yourself and there are fish a plenty.”

I smiled.

“What’s the catch?”

The man returned my smile indicating that there was indeed a catch.

“The one caveat is that you have to be off the lake before dark.”

His warning piqued my curiosity.

“Why is that?”

The man shrugged.

“Something happens to that area after dark. I’m not sure what, but as far as I know anyone who has been on that lake after the sun sets has never returned. But I can assure you during the day it’s safe as ever. I fish there all the time. Get off the lake before dark and you’ll be fine.”

The man scribbled some coordinates on a napkin, handed it to me and departed.

As I looked over the directions of the mysterious lake under the light of the full moon, I nursed my drink and considered my options. If Wolf Lake was all the man said it was, it was exactly what I was looking for.

As far as his warning went, I always started fishing early in the morning and was rarely still on the water by late afternoon, so it wouldn’t be a problem for me to be long gone before nightfall. Besides, how dangerous could a secluded lake in the middle of the country really be at night? I had survived a great white shark ripping my anti-shark cage apart for God’s sake. I certainly could survive Wolf Lake after dark.

The next morning I followed the man’s directions. I had to move some thick branches out of the way down the wide, dirt road that led to Wolf Lake, but other than that, the journey to get there was relatively smooth.

When I reached the end of the dirt road and stepped out of the abundant forest I let out an audible gasp of awe. Wolf Lake was a thing of beauty.

It was a small lake surrounded by towering pine trees. It was a calm day and the lake was smooth as glass and reflected the blue sky and its billowy white clouds like a mirror.

I set my small canoe into the lake and paddled out into the middle of the serene scene. It was just a few minutes before I caught my first fish and then my second and then my third. Within an hour I found myself with more than enough fish to enjoy for dinner that evening and the next day, so I put my pole away, leaned back in my boat and soaked in the majestic, tranquil beauty around me.

I had never felt so relaxed since losing my wife. I felt at peace. With my mind at ease I was able to think clearly and come up with a plan for the remainder of my life. Honestly, I didn’t want to live long without my wife, but that part wasn’t up to me. What was up to me was where I lived and a beachside condo overlooking an ocean somewhere sure sounded like a peaceful way to live out my final days.

As I laid back in the canoe and rested my head on a puffy life vest, I closed my eyes and drifted off. I was awakened by a loud splash of water. When I opened my eyes, I was shocked at the darkness of the sky. Night had settled in and the stars were drowned out by the shine of the full moon. I had fallen asleep and unintentionally found myself on Wolf Lake at night.

Initially, I had taken the man’s warning lightly. I had every intention of observing his strong recommendation to get off the lake before dark, but figured Wolf Lake not to be the ominous setting at night that he warned of.

I was wrong. Something didn’t feel right.

The once calm, picturesque lake had transformed into a murky pit of fathomless black. The forest around the lake should have been wild with life. Croaks of frogs and buzzing of insects should have been deafening, but instead it was eerily silent. Obviously the surrounding wildlife knew something I didn’t.

I flinched when I heard something pound into the underbelly of the boat. And then again and again. Suddenly, the silence of the night was shattered by swarms of fish breaking the surface and flopping out of the water much like a school of oceanic flying fish.

I startled when one of the fish landed in my boat. The moonlight splashed over it allowing me to see it clear enough to identify it. It was a gorgeous largemouth bass. I figured since it was the easiest catch of the day I’d keep it, so I reached down to pick it up. I instantly recoiled when it growled at me like a deranged wolf.

“What the hell?”

I watched on in shock as the fish started to tremble and its fins began to grow into appendages that ended at menacing claws. The bass opened its gigantic mouth and its tiny inward-facing teeth were replaced by razor-like fangs. Its beady black eyes grew to immense portions and rolled over to become bright yellow eyes with an elliptical pupil. As the fish shimmied about I watched thick fur protrude through its scales. In a matter of minutes I witnessed the largemouth bass transform into a small, hairy, wolf-like beast. When the night began to echo with hundreds of howls, I realized that the fish of Wolf Lake had become miniature werewolves!

The creature in my boat stood on all fours, bared its hideous teeth and curled up as if ready to launch itself at me. I quickly grabbed my oar and did my best Babe Ruth impression by whacking the little monster across the head and sending it flying into the night. But I was only alone for a matter of seconds before another transitioned fish jumped in my boat and then another and within a minute, over fifty of the miniature werewolves were standing in my canoe and had their fierce eyes locked on me.

They all attacked at once. I tried to fight them off but for every one I grabbed and threw overboard, two others latched onto me. They were strong and there were many. Their razor teeth ripped away at my flesh and I was quickly blinded by my own blood. I tried to stand but hadn’t the strength due to blood loss and shock. All I could do was lie there in my canoe and kick and flail, knowing that it was no use. I was a goner. The last sounds I heard were the thunderous howls of the triumphant creatures.

In the end, I suppose I got exactly what I had hoped for. I didn’t have to live too long without my wife and I died near the water.


THE DEATH ROW INMATE

I’m a death row prison guard. During the final twenty four hours of a death row inmate’s life, it is required for a guard to be posted outside their cell and to be watching them at all times.

I pulled the final twelve hour shift to keep eyes on Howard “The Hacker” Hackman. A monster if there ever was one.

He had lived a normal life and had a seemingly happy marriage. But that all changed one day when the police arrived at his apartment and found one of the most gruesome sights anyone had ever witnessed. The first police officer on the scene claims to have nightmares about what he saw to this very day.

Howard got the nickname “The Hacker” because he hacked his wife’s head clean off. A little old woman living in the apartment next door to the Hackman couple came to their apartment, likely due to hearing a domestic dispute. When she arrived, Howard pulled her into the apartment and chopped her to pieces too.

The first officer on the scene reported smelling sour blood and lighter fluid when he approached the apartment door. When he forced the door open, he found Howard standing amongst the butchered body parts while pouring a container of lighter fluid over his head. His last words were “burn it all to hell” before he lit a match, torching the entire building to the ground.

Somehow Howard Hackman survived the fire although most people wish they would have just let him die. The burns covering his face and body have outfitted him with a monstrous exterior to go with his evil mind.

I’m a war veteran. I’ve seen unspeakable things and am not put off by ghastly sights.  But I have to admit that the first time I saw Howard Hackman in person, I felt a bit queasy in the stomach.

Howard does not look human. His skin has the appearance of wax that had burned and then cooled, melting all of his features together into a faceless blob with wide eyes and mere slits for nostrils and a mouth.

Lucky for me he spent most of his time staring at the cold, concrete wall in front of him with his back to me. And even more fortunate was the fact that he had not spoken a word since the day of the murders.

It had been an easy day. I sat in my chair, six feet away from the bars of Howard’s cell and watched him. He barely moved, so it got boring and I felt comfortable looking away from him for long moments while I leafed through a magazine.

I had lost myself in an article about the feeding habits of penguins, so when I glanced up from the article and saw Howard “The Hacker” Hackman, standing at the front of his cell. He was staring at me through the bars. I startled.

One of Howard’s hands was clasped around the cell bar. His fingers had all been melted together in the fire and his hand resembled a, charred oven mitt. His breath was accompanied by a wheezing rattle and his eyes were icy cold, which made their light blue color fitting.

I quickly stood up and placed my hand on the butt of my holstered revolver. I knew there was no way he could get out of his cell. I was safe from the monster as long as I kept my distance. Knowing this, I stared back at the beast before me with confidence. I gasped when he spoke.

“Do you want to know what happened?”

His voice was unusually deep and raspy, altered by the burns, no doubt.

“I already know what happened.”

Howard the Hacker slowly shook his head.

“No. You don’t.”

My fear was that the monster would go into the gory details. Some death row inmates lived to see people’s reactions to their sinister stories. And if that’s what Howard wanted to do, I had no choice but to listen. I had to stay there and watch him whether he rambled on or went to sleep. But I must admit I was intrigued as nobody had heard him utter one word since he woke up after setting himself on fire. What did he want to share with me?

I pulled my chair three feet closer to the cell. Close enough to hear him well but still far enough to stay away from his reach.

“Okay. Tell me what happened.”

Howard Hackman stared at me with his blank expression for a few seconds before he turned, pulled up a chair of his own and sat down. I clung to his every word as he began.

“My wife’s name was Nancy. She was everything to me. She had always wanted to live in the city, closer to her job, but the apartments were all too expensive. But being a good husband who wanted nothing more than to keep his loving wife happy, I kept looking and looking and finally I found something. It was an old three story building in the older part of town. It had been sitting vacant for decades. The building was long and narrow. The first floor was commercial. It was a health food store. They sold vitamin supplements, organic foods, and pricey stuff. The second floor had been divided into two apartments. The larger one was toward the front of the building and had a nice view of a busy intersection. The smaller apartment was in the back of the building. Being just a few blocks from where my wife worked, the location was perfect and it was in our price range, so we jumped at the opportunity and moved in right away. It was a nice apartment. Bigger than we really needed. It even had a balcony off of the living room. We loved grilling out there. And yeah, for a while, everything was fine, but that changed after a month. That’s when I started hearing footsteps.”

Howard paused for a long moment and rubbed at his throat. He was giving his vocal cords a workout they weren’t used to. After a few seconds, he cleared his throat and continued.

“The third floor of that building…that attic…nobody lived there. I thought maybe the store downstairs used it for storage, so when I heard someone walking around up there, I didn’t think much of it. That is, until I heard the footsteps in the middle of the night. I usually got up at two or three in the morning for a few minutes to use the bathroom or drink some water. Every time I did, I would hear a loud creak and steps coming from the floor above us. I called the landlord and asked why someone was walking around up there so late at night. He said that floor was a mess and needed more work than he was able to do so he had just sealed it off. According to him, nobody ever went up to that floor. He insisted that my ears were playing tricks on me and that I was likely hearing someone downstairs or maybe the old woman next door. He had me convinced that was the case, so I stopped worrying about it until the next day when I got home and found my wife sick in bed. She had told me she got off work early. She was in the process of starting dinner when she heard knocking coming from the floor above. Then she heard the voice of a child crying out for help. The voice explained to her that they were trapped up there and begged her to go to the stairwell, to go to the top floor and open the door. Nancy was a saint. She would do anything for anyone. She climbed the steps to the top floor and tried to open the door, but it was nailed shut. Eventually she got a crowbar and pried the door open…”

Howard stopped midsentence, stared off for a moment and whispered to himself.

“I should have been there.”

I waited patiently for him to continue and after a few minutes he finally did.

“Nancy told me that when she opened that door, she was bowled over by a gust of heavy air. She said she could feel it penetrate her bones and blacked out. When she awoke, she was sick as a dog. Vomiting, weak. Just miserable. As my wife was telling me this, I heard intense coughing and gagging coming from out in the stairwell. I hurried to the stairwell and found our neighbor, the little old woman who lived in the next apartment. Her name was Rose. Sweet, old woman. She was on her hands and knees vomiting something that looked like black tar. She told me she had felt a draft coming from the top of the stairs and went up there to inspect it. She found the door to the third floor open and said a gust of air came from the floor and entered her body. That’s exactly how she put it. That it entered her body. As I began to help her to her feet, I was shocked when she jumped up on her own and stood staring at me with the most sadistic of grins. But it was her eyes that told me something was wrong. Her eyes were solid black. She hissed at me telling me that I was next as she grabbed me by the shirt and started trying to pull me up the stairs to the open third floor door. I fought her, but she was strong. She wasn’t a little old woman anymore. She was…something else!”

Howard stopped again and shook his head as if not believing his own words, but didn’t make me wait long for more.

“I was able to break away from her and ran to my apartment. I was met at the door by Nancy…only it wasn’t Nancy at all. She was holding the same sadistic smile as little old Rose and her eyes were black as well. It wasn’t her voice either when she spoke. It was a demonic voice. It wanted me to go upstairs like they had. They grasped on to me and were pulling me up the stairs but I managed to break free. I scurried into the apartment and Nancy chased me down. She was like some kind of wild, savage animal as she scratched and bit me. And then her solid black eyes…for a few seconds they weren’t black anymore…they were Nancy’s eyes and her voice came back. She told me…no she begged me….she pleaded with me to kill her. She said that something had control of her and she couldn’t break free. She told me to burn it all down. Then her eyes rolled back to black and she began attacking me again. Nancy knew what I had to do and I had to do it for her. So, I did. I killed her. I butchered her with a knife and when old woman Rose tried to stop me, I killed her too. And whatever it was…the entities that had control of them….they didn’t die easy. Nancy’s body didn’t stop attacking until her head was off. When they were dead, I doused the entire place with lighter fluid. Nancy told me to burn it down, so I did. And I knew I didn’t want to live without her, so I burned myself too.”

Howard Hackman didn’t say another word after that. He simply sat in his cell and stared at the wall until it was finally time for him to be put to death.

As they strapped him to a cold, steel gurney and began the process of administering the lethal injection that would end his life, Howard locked his gaze upon me. His eyes were relaxed. But more than that, those eyes were filled with honesty.

At the moment of his death, there was no question in my mind that every single word he had told me was the truth.

Howard Hackman wasn’t a monster at all.


KILLER CHRISTMAS PARTY

The Secretary

My name is Sally. I’ve worked for the Thornton Melrose company for over twenty years. I’m the personal secretary for Thornton Melrose, himself. And I have no qualms about tooting my own horn. I’m very good at my job. The best. So when I didn’t receive my Christmas bonus this year, I was more than a little upset. As a matter of fact, I was furious. Some may say that it drove me a little bit mad.

As the hours became days and the days became weeks and my Christmas bonus was still void existence, my sanity began to flake away like old paint. I found myself spending every waking second of my life plotting my revenge. Ultimately I decided that the best revenge would be the coldest of its kind. Murder. And the perfect location for the act would be the annual Christmas party, where Mr. Melrose always made a spectacle of himself.

I make the best cupcakes in the world. I’m always the toast of the Christmas party with whatever type of cupcakes I bring, but Mr. Melrose is on record as saying that his favorite are my apple cupcakes with cinnamon cream cheese frosting. I made a special one, with just the right amount of cyanide, for Mr. Melrose.

The Christmas party always took place on the entire first floor of the vast office building. A gigantic chair was the centerpiece of the party. It’s the chair that whichever unlucky employee who was forced to play Santa Claus would be seated in. Next to the chair was a long table that employees left gifts on for Mr. Melrose. I left my cupcake on the table with a large note under it that read: A special cupcake for a special boss.

I stood in the corner of the room sipping a margarita with my eyes locked on that cupcake. I was growing impatient. Mr. Melrose was late, which was unusual and the employees were growing restless. Word had gotten around quickly that not only did I not receive my Christmas bonus, nobody did. The amount of cross faces in the crowd gave me the feeling that more than a few employees were going to give Mr. Melrose an earful once they had ingested enough liquid courage.

I noticed Ted Bernie, a computer technician, camping out near the table and close to my cupcake. He was holding a coffee cup filled with something hot, as I could see steam rising from it. He was as impatient as I was. He kept checking his wristwatch and was nervously tapping his foot as he glanced about the room. I then noticed that he had fixed his glare on the special cupcake. Something about it upset him as he began shaking his head and I think I saw him mouth the words “son of a bitch.”

When Ted reached down, picked up the cyanide laced cupcake and began moving it toward his open mouth, I couldn’t believe it! Couldn’t that idiot see that the cupcake was for Mr. Melrose?

I let out a loud scream, tossed my margarita to the floor and bolted toward Ted, hoping I could reach him before he took a lethal bite!


KILLER CHRISTMAS PARTY

The Computer Technician
My name is Ted Bernie. I’ve worked as a computer technician for the Thornton Melrose Company, since right after I graduated college. And it had always been a great place to work, until recently.
I suppose Mr. Melrose was not satisfied with the job I had been doing as of late because I didn’t receive my normal Christmas bonus.
I’m not rich. I make a modest living and have become reliant on that Christmas bonus. The fact that I was given no warning that I wouldn’t be receiving one this year, made my financial situation that much more difficult and I was seething about it all.
My job environment could be stressful enough on its own. The added aggravation and disappointment of not getting my expected Christmas bonus was the ingredient that made for a deadly recipe. I was going to kill the son of a bitch! And what better venue to do so than the annual Christmas party?
I knew that Mr. Melrose was fond of hot cider, so I made up a nice batch and poured him a cup spiked with a healthy dose of arsenic! I was anxious to see the look on his face when he realized that he was dying!
I was nervous. I kept tapping my foot anxiously and looking around the room for Mr. Melrose. He was late, which was odd. He loved this stupid Christmas party. He liked to be the center of attention as he sat in Santa’s lap and told him what a good boy he was. It was a pathetic display and one that I wasn’t going to let him enjoy this year. As soon as I saw him, I was going to push the hot cider in his face. I knew he wouldn’t be able to resist and that would be that.
But where was he?
My nervousness had transitioned to impatience when I gazed down and saw the grand gesture in the form of a cupcake for Mr. Melrose by his loyal secretary Sally. How could she? I had it on good authority that nobody got their Christmas bonuses this year. How could she still give that bastard one of her world class cupcakes? And if I wasn’t mistaken, that was an apple cupcake with cinnamon cream cheese frosting! It was Mr. Melrose’s favorite. And mine! And I deserved that cupcake more than that cheap son of a bitch did!
I set the poisoned hot cider down and picked up the scrumptious looking cupcake. As I began moving it toward my open mouth, I heard someone scream out from across the room, followed by the shatter of glass. As I looked around the room for the source of the screaming, I took a huge bite of the cupcake and let out a moan for it was the best cupcake I had ever tasted.
As I swallowed down the heavenly goodness, I saw Sally, Mr. Melrose’s secretary, flying toward me with a look of shock on her face. At first I thought she was mad that I ate the cupcake, but her expression was much more complex than that.
What was wrong?



KILLER CHRISTMAS PARTY

The Maintenance Man
I’m head of maintenance for the Thornton Melrose company. It’s because of me that the place operates as smoothly as it does. Air conditioning in the summer? That’s because of me. Heat in the winter? That’s because of me. Lights overhead so you can see? That’s because of me. Water running in the bathrooms? That’s because of me.
I do it all! And what do I get in return? Nothing. Certainly not my damn Christmas bonus! And on top of all that, I was the one who got picked to play Santa Claus this year.
Want me to play Santa? Okay, I’ll give you a Santa you won’t believe!
I was drunk off my ass when I showed up to the annual Christmas party. I had a cold beer in one hand and a long, kitchen knife in the other. You see, when Mr. Melrose sat in my lap, I was going to cut his balls off and shove them down his throat!
As I staggered toward Santa’s chair in the center of the room, I heard a woman let forth with an absolute shriek of terror. I looked up and through unsteady vision I spotted Mr. Melrose’s secretary, Sally, rushing in my direction. Her gaze was focused on someone not too far from me.
Was that Ted Bernie, the computer technician? He was convulsing and frothing at the mouth. He was having some kind of seizure as he collapsed to the floor and began twitching violently. I think he was dying!
As Sally’s screams grew closer I turned toward her just in time to see her stumble and come barreling toward me out of control. I instinctively held up my hands to catch her fall, completely forgetting that I had a large knife in one of them.
As I held up the knife, Sally crashed into me. The knife thrust through her mouth and out the back of her head. She dropped to the floor in a quivering heap.
I felt my knees tremble as they grew weak from the gruesome sight before me. I collapsed into a nearby chair and watched on as several employees tried to help the fallen Sally, but it was no use. She died right there in the middle of the Christmas party and it was all my fault. Poor Sally. She was a sweet woman who would never harm a fly. And I killed her.
I leaned back in the chair and covered my mouth. That’s when I noticed the steaming hot cup of cider sitting near me. My mouth was so dry at that point, I needed something, so I grabbed it and swallowed it down.



KILLER CHRISTMAS PARTY

The Boss
I live for the annual Christmas party! It’s the one time every year that I get to see all of my hard working employees at the same time. I take pleasure in observing them in a laid back environment as opposed to the daily grind.
Every year I sit in Santa Claus’s lap and allow my employees to see me in a different light as I ask Santa if I ‘ve been a good boy. The employees usually get a good laugh out of it. I think it’s fun too for them to see the boss playing a less serious role for a change.
On the way to the party, it began to snow and my driver lost control of the limousine. We slid right off the side of the road and although neither of us was hurt, it was going to take some time for another limo to come to the rescue and get me to the party.
I hoped everyone would be patient with my tardiness and not leave early, because this was a special year indeed. I was so anxious to see the expression on my employees’ faces when I announced that each and every one of them was receiving a Christmas Bonus this year that was twenty five percent higher than normal!



THE WORMS CRAWL IN

I was watching a show on TV with a buddy of mine named Joe. Joe and I had been friends since grade school and with the exception of a short falling out during college, had always gotten along great.

The show we were watching was about a man trying to experience what it would be like to be buried alive in a coffin. But it was daytime, the coffin had a plastic lid, it was never placed underground and there was someone watching him who could remove the lid of the coffin the very second it all got to be too much.

The guy didn’t even last five minutes before he quit which made me laugh and I started making fun of him. I boldly claimed that I could be buried alive with no problem, but my buddy Joe disagreed.

“You couldn’t last five minutes under the ground. You’re just not brave enough.”

Joe’s doubt was the only motivation I needed to prove that I could do it!

So, there I was lying in a tiny, cheap pine box that I could barely fit into. It was only sitting a few feet under the ground and once Joe nailed the coffin’s lid in place, he would shovel a very thin layer of loose dirt atop the coffin making it so that I was officially buried alive. Joe was to stand there and wait for five minutes before he uncovered the coffin and broke open the lid.

There would be no way for me to get out. And no matter how much I begged Joe to open the coffin and let me out prior to the five minute mark, I made him promise he would do no such thing. There was no going back. I was going to be stuck underground in the coffin for five minutes.

I had done my research. I had somewhere between one to two hours’ worth of oxygen in the small pine coffin, so I didn’t have to worry about suffocating. And I knew that no matter how bad things got, within five minutes, I would be set free. That fact was a huge load off of my shoulders and I was feeling extremely confident as Joe nailed the solid, wood coffin lid shut.

Then I heard his words.

“I told you I’d get even with you one day. I’m not letting you out.”

Those words were followed by the gritty, rustling of dirt being piled on top of the coffin.

I had armed myself with a small penlight that I held in my hand. I pushed the button and illuminated my claustrophobic confines. The coffin I had obtained was meant for someone smaller than me. I could barely straighten out my legs and the crown of the coffin was pressing against the top of my head. The tip of my nose touched the inside of the coffin’s lid. My quarters were so tight that I couldn’t even move my arms. They were stuck, plastered against my sides. The scent of fresh pine was overbearing and made me cough. And with each cough I expelled, I knew the subsequent breath I drew was diminishing my precious air supply.

As Joe continued to pile loose dirt atop my coffin, I was surprised that the weight of the dirt was splintering the coffin’s lid in a few of the weaker spots. Pellets of crumbly soil eased in through the cracks and deposited themselves directly onto my mouth. I spit the dirt away and attempted to turn my head, but I couldn’t. When I tried, my ears would smash against the coffin lid. I was packed so tightly into the coffin, that I was stuck in place and just had to deal with the dirt sprinkling over my mouth for what I hoped would just be five minutes.  

“I told you I’d get even with you one day.”

I knew exactly what Joe meant when he said that. Back in college, I stole Joe’s girlfriend from him. It was a lousy thing to do and I apologized profusely and begged for his forgiveness. It took a while, but he eventually forgave me. At least I thought he did, but he did warn me that he’d get even with me one day. But that was nearly twenty years ago. I figured he was well over that by now. But apparently he wasn’t.

“Joe? Are you out there? Can you hear me?”

He was either out there listening with glee while not answering or he had walked away and was going to leave me there to die.

“Joe, you made your point. This isn’t funny. Let me out.”

There was no response. I was all alone, but not for long.

“No.”

As the weight of the dirt pushed down on the coffin’s lid and increased the size of the crack above my face, a fat, wiggly earthworm shoved its way through the opening and fell with a splat onto my mouth. I instantly blew it off my lips with all of my might and could feel it fall to the bottom of the coffin and quickly slither its way down the back of my shirt.

I was pivoting my shoulders around from side to side in an attempt to get the wiggling creature to evacuate my clothing, but the more I moved, the farther down my back the slimy critter went.

My eyes shifted upward when I heard the loud snapping crack and saw a small portion of the coffin’s lid collapse inward. A rapid of flowing dirt funneled over me piling up on my neck and lower jaw. Along with the dirt were more worms. Some of the biggest ones I had ever seen. They looked like small snakes and began squirming along my neck, half of them finding shelter down the front of my shirt and the others wriggling their way over my face.

Again, the coffin was so tight, I couldn’t move my head, so when an intertwined ball of wriggling worms dropped through the break in the coffin and plastered against my mouth, I was without oxygen until I could push the slimy creatures away from my mouth with my tongue.

My situation had become dire. Dirt continued to flow into the coffin, slowly burying me and the string of worms taking shelter with me were never ending. At that point, the majority of my body was covered in dirt and layered with worms. My face was the only part of me that hadn’t been covered…yet.

As the weight of the dirt pressed down onto my lungs, breathing became a chore. I felt like an elephant was sitting on my chest and the worms had taken a liking to my earholes. One of the fattest worms slithered into my ear and began twisting and wiggling its way deep inside as if there were some kind of price in the center of my head. My other ear was quickly overtaken by several smaller worms that seemed to be racing to see who get the deepest.

When the worms discovered my nostrils and packed tightly into the depths of my nasal cavity, my only source of oxygen was my mouth and I opened it wide to suck in a breath, only I didn’t suck in breath at all. I sucked in worms upon worms. They slid down my throat, expanding my esophagus like a demented balloon. The tiny hair-like structures within my lungs tried their best to push the intruding creatures back, but the worms were too strong and overpowered them, filling my lungs to the brim. I tried to cough to expel the slippery suckers, but I only slurped in more.

As I felt the worms pushing on the backside of my eyeballs in a desperate attempt to free themselves from the tomb that was my body cavity, I mercifully passed out from lack of oxygen and expired.

Joe was correct. He certainly did get even with me that day.


THERE’S SOMETHING IN THE WOODS

Big South Fork is a vast 125,000 acre wooded area with miles of gorges, bluffs, rivers and tributaries located in Southern Kentucky and well into Northern Tennessee.

My ex-girlfriend was a huge fan of Big South Fork and went hiking there at least once a week. While I was dating her, she showed me some of the more obscure hiking trails that not a lot of people knew about. One in particular passed by a breathtaking waterfall.

The relationship with the girl ended, but I was hooked on hiking through Big South Fork and made a point to take an all day hike at least once every month.

It was the middle of August and was intensely hot, but the woods were so thick that they drowned out the sun which made for a pleasant hike. I was in the mood to see the waterfall, so I took one of the less traveled trails.

The trail in question was very thin. It was used by animals more than people, so if multiple people used it, they would have to walk single file. But I was all alone, so it didn’t make any difference.

I had been traveling down the trail for nearly an hour when far off in the distance I heard a very unusual sound. It was similar to someone tapping on a bongo with drumsticks at an alarming pace, but there was a strange guttural echo that accompanied the sound. There was something organic about it. And it was creepy. I was glad that whatever it was wasn’t close by.

A few minutes later as I approached a bend in the trail that snaked through a cavernous bluff, I heard a loud buzzing sound as if thousands of insects had descended upon something. I stopped when the stink of death filled the air and I stared out in the direction of the buzzing. I could see a swarm of bugs scavenging on a carcass. The carcass was about twenty feet away. It was horribly mutilated and was caked in insects, so I couldn’t make out what it was, but if I squinted it looked like it may have been the headless torso of a person.

I knew that’s not what it was. My mind was just playing tricks on me, but I quickened my pace nonetheless and even jogged for a little while until I had put significant distance between me and whatever that was.

I came to a halt when I saw a chain lying on the ground over the trail. There was a small sign on the chain that said: DO NOT ENTER.

That was odd because I had been down the trail several times and never saw such a sign. And the fact that it was lying on the ground and wasn’t actually blocking the trail made me think that perhaps it had fallen out of one of the park ranger’s bags or something like that. Regardless, I wasn’t turning around. I came down the trail to see the waterfall and wasn’t very far from it. And besides, I knew how to get back on the main trail from the area of the waterfall and that was a lot closer than turning around and going all the way back. So I ventured on.

When I reached the waterfall, I sat down on a tree stump and sucked in as much fresh air as I could as I witnessed one of the most beautiful things in the forest. It must have been a one hundred foot drop and the waterfall was spilling into a crystal blue pond. I sat there admiring the waterfall’s splendor for much longer than I meant to and lost track of time. I didn’t realize that until I noticed through a break in the trees that the sun was very low in the sky. I needed to get moving. I didn’t bring a flashlight with me and didn’t want to get caught in the woods after dark.

I was about ten minutes past the waterfall when I nearly jumped out of my skin from the sound of a voice.

“Hey!”

I spun around and found myself eye to eye with a female park ranger. She was tall and thin. She had blonde hair tied back in a ponytail and had her ranger’s hat pushed down low on her head.

“What are you doing out here?”

I shrugged.

“I’m hiking.”

“Didn’t you see the do not enter sign?”

“Well yeah, but it was lying on the ground. I thought someone had dropped it or something. I didn’t think it was really meant to keep people out.”

The ranger waved her finger and her face wrinkled into a grimace as she lectured me.

“Do you know how many people have gone missing without a trace from this region over the summer?”

Her statement was quite concerning. I shook my head.

“No. People are going missing from here? Really? I didn’t know about that.”

The ranger took in a deep breath.

“Look, I’ve already said more than I should have. You just need to high tail it out of here. Hurry down this trail until it hooks back up with the main trail and then get out of here. You don’t want to be out here after dark. Believe me.”

“Wait a minute? Am I in danger?”

The park ranger pointed in the direction she wanted me to go.

“Just get out of here. Fast. I mean, run!”

The woman was dead serious and didn’t have to tell me again. I turned and ran as fast as I could.

What was going on? People were vanishing without a trace? Was there some kind of rabid animal on the loose? I know there was a small population of black bear in the woods but I had never heard anything about them being aggressive toward anyone. Could one of them have gone mad? Or was there something else in the woods far more dangerous than a bear?

I must have been running at top speed for ten minutes when I heard the high pitched scream in the distance behind me. It was the park ranger I had just encountered. I was sure of it. Her scream sent shivers down my spine. It was a scream of terror. A death cry.

“Oh shit!”

I didn’t think I could run any faster than I already was, but I surprised myself by finding another gear. The sun was going down fast and it was getting difficult for me to see, but I didn’t let that deter me and kept racing forward at a furious pace.

I didn’t slow when I heard something barreling through the brush just off the trail behind me. Whatever it was, was huge and was moving fast. I kept telling myself that if I made it to the main trail, I’d be safe, but that was preposterous. If there was a killer creature on the loose, it surely wouldn’t stop when I reached the main trial, but still, I needed motivation and pushed reality from my mind. My primary goal was to get to the main trail. I’d come up with another goal once I got there, but first things first.

Whatever was chasing me was next to me, slightly off the trail under the cover of the thick brush. It was keeping up with me with no problem. I knew at any second it could change course and launch itself at me. That’s what was going through my mind when I tripped over a log and fell hard onto the ground.

For a few seconds everything was quiet with the exception of my heavy breathing. The bugs had all fallen silent and whatever was chasing me had stopped when I fell. Wherever it was, it was nearby and I had no doubt that its eyes were locked on me. It was just waiting for the right moment to attack.

That’s when I heard it. It was the same bongo-like sound I heard from far away earlier in the day. It was much more intimidating up close. It was a deep tapping, accompanied by pulsating clicks and throaty breath. I imagined that’s what some kind of savage dinosaur sounded like back in Jurassic times.

Then I saw it. Well, not all of it. Just its eyes. They were glowing bright red like beams of light. They were high up in a tree looking down on me. As it watched me I heard a series of guttural clunks that I took to be aggression. This was followed by a loud feline-like hiss and I braced myself for attack. 

Suddenly, sparks filled the night and an array of gunfire echoed through the forest. Several park rangers and police officers rushed toward me as they fired their weapons high up toward the tree line.

As I lay on the ground helplessly, the gunfire came to an end. I heard one man say “Did we get it?” and another man respond, “No.”

I was roughly helped to my feet by a police officer who was quite harsh with me.

“Get out of here, now!”

“What was that thing?”

“It was just a bear. That’s all it was. Now get out of here!”

The officer gave me a shove that wasn’t necessary. I hadn’t planned on hanging around. I didn’t want to be there and got out of the woods as fast as I could.

The following day I kept my eyes glued to the TV, but there were no reports of the park ranger who I heard scream. There were no reports of any kind.

I stopped by the local police station to inquire as to what had happened but they were very short with me and brushed me off. I visited the park ranger’s office and was met with the same cold shoulder. I asked them if the female park ranger I encountered was okay. They assured me that she was fine, but there wasn’t something about the sorrow in their eyes that told me otherwise.

I don’t know exactly what was going on, but it sure seemed like the police and park rangers knew a lot more than they were admitting. It felt like someone was covering something up.

One thing’s for sure, what I saw that night was no bear.


BURN WITCH BURN

It was the summer of 1881 on the outskirts of Waukegan, Illinois. I found myself in a jail cell awaiting my execution. I was found guilty of being a witch. At dusk I was to be burned alive at the stake.

Why do the townsfolk think I’m a witch? Because of my countless male suitors for one. As if the fact that I’m a beautiful, young lady isn’t a good enough reason to be courted. No, the townsfolk instead conclude that I bewitched the young men. Personally, I believe many of the women in town to be envious of me and would love nothing more than to see me perish.

The fact that I had multiple run-ins with the law over the years certainly didn’t help my case. I’m an outspoken woman who does not view herself as the fairer sex. Such an attitude is deemed unacceptable, not only by most men, but women alike.

I have a red lesion on my upper chest. During my trial many pointed it out as being a witch’s mark. As if there couldn’t have been a more reasonable explanation for the mild deformation.

Iron bars had been placed on the floor outside my jail cell. Witches can’t pass over iron, you see. A hag stone was tied around my neck. A hag stone is a type of stone that has a naturally occurring hole in the middle usually formed by deterioration caused by water. This particular stone was very heavy.  A thick rope was tied through the hole in the center and placed over my neck. Being that my hands were bound behind my back, I could not remove the cumbersome object. Hag stones are used to neutralize a witch’s power. The same goes for rowan berries, a beautiful little red berry that is supposed to ward off witches and make them weak. The floor of the cell was scattered with such berries.

I was standing in a darkened corner of my cell, resigned to my fate when I heard the jailhouse door open. I turned to see a young woman of no more than 16 years of age. She had dirty blonde hair that was tied back in a bun. I knew the girl’s name to be Sarah, but had never formally met her. I was aware that she was at my trial and seemed to have taken great interest in the spectacle of it all. I raised my bushy eyebrows in surprise when I heard her words.

“I’m here to rescue you!”

“Rescue me?”

“Yes! The whole town is in the midst of mass hysteria! They’ve gone completely insane! I have to get you out of here before they go through with this madness!”

Sarah pushed the iron bars from in front of the cell door and removed a key from her apron pocket.

“I managed to lift this from the prison guard as I flirted with him. I’ll probably get accused of being a witch next!”

“Hurry! The hour of my execution is approaching. We haven’t much time!”

Young Sarah focused on the task at hand and opened the cell door. I promptly gave her instructions.

“Remove this dastardly stone from my neck and unbind my wrists!”

Sarah did as she was told and then began rattling off plans for our escape. I stopped her in midsentence.

“Sarah, there’s no way for us to sneak out of here. We’re going to have to walk out in broad daylight. Just stay behind me and I’ll get us out of this.”

Sarah’s facial expression was bursting with questions that she knew she had no time to ask and that I had no time to answer. Trust was a must and Sarah gave me hers as she followed closely behind me.

I paused as we reached the main jailhouse door and whispered loudly to Sarah.

“We have to run past the guard. Maybe we’ll get lucky and he’ll be asleep.”

Sarah nodded and stuck close behind me as I flung the door open and ran through the jailhouse door and out into the middle of the town square. I halted when I saw the massive wooden stake that they meant to fasten me to and the mountain of kindling and logs that would burn me alive.

“Halt! The witch is escaping! Stop her!”

Unfortunately, the guard was not asleep and alerted the town to my presence. There were dozens of them out and about and all at once they froze, surprised at the sight of me and then in unison they rushed toward me with outstretched arms and snarls on their faces. Cries of “Get her!” and “Kill the witch!” filled the air and I could hear young Sarah let out a cry of fear knowing if the townspeople got their clutches on us, we would be murdered. But I wasn’t going to let that happen!

Young Sarah stopped screaming and her face scrunched up in confusion. To her, the words I spoke were complete gibberish, but in reality they had plenty of meaning. I shouted the final word as I raised my hands up toward the heavens.

“Oth-per-ata!”

As my eyes began to glow bright red and steam emitted from my mouth the townsfolk froze in fright.

“She’s casting a witch’s spell on us!”

I didn’t recognize the woman who said that, but she was correct. With one fell swoop of my hand, the townsfolk were lifted off the ground and hurled through the air, landing on the pile of wood meant to put me to death. I spit a ball of fire on the wood, igniting it and thus igniting the townspeople. They ran around attempting to extinguish the flames, but their efforts were futile and within minutes they were lying on the ground, smoldering into the earth beneath them.

I turned and looked at the only living creature in my vicinity, young Sarah. She was cowering in a fetal position, crying and pleading for her life. I chuckled at her spinelessness and ignorance. I straightened my dress, ran my hands through my hair and winked at her.

“Thank you for rescuing me.”


THEY GO MISSING

I am the head usher for Cavalcade Cinema 16, a sixteen screen theater located in Bowling Green, Kentucky. It’s the largest theater of the entire Cavalcade Cinema chain.

As head usher, I oversee our team of ushers whose duties include, doing aisle checks during showings to make sure nobody is talking or disrupting the movie going experience for others, quickly cleaning the theaters in between movie showings, keeping the lobby clean of debris such as popcorn and making sure the bathrooms are tidy and well stocked. If the concession stand ever gets super busy, I can jump back there and help out too.

It was a Wednesday evening, my day off, when I got a call from the manager asking if I could work the night shift at the Schochoh Theater in Schochoh, Kentucky which is approximately forty five minutes from Bowling Green.

Cavalcade Cinema had recently purchased the historic Schochoh Theater. It was a single screen cinema that had been built in the 1930’s. People used to come from all over to see vaudeville acts and concerts. By the 1950’s it was used solely as a movie theater and thrived until the late 1990’s when business slowed and it eventually shut down. It sat vacant for over twenty years until a local businessman bought the theater, renovated it and gave a shot at revitalizing the movie industry in that rural part of Kentucky.

The reopening of the Schochoh Theater was quite the success and did very well its first year, so well in fact that the Cavalcade Cinema Company swooped in and bought it. Cavalcade was branching off and buying up historic theaters across the country and turning them into art house theaters that would specialize in showing obscure new movies along with classic favorites.

Cavalcade had been running the Schochoh Theater for nearly two months when something strange started happening. The employees began to go missing.

One night, an usher showed up for work, but never returned home. The following weekend a concession worker took a break and was never seen again.

The police were clueless and most people had concluded that the workers, who were still in high school, most likely ran away from home, although their friends seemed to believe such a scenario was extremely unlikely.

When my manager called me out of the blue to ask me to work a shift at the Schochoh Theater, I asked why I was needed. Apparently, their usher and concessionaire showed up for work, but now couldn’t be found. The manager was in a bind. She couldn’t get any of her other employees to work on a school night and couldn’t run everything by herself.

I reluctantly agreed, but insisted to my manager that he owed me one and he concurred. So I set out through the quiet, rural farmland of Southern Kentucky to Schochoh.

When I arrived in Schochoh I was surprised at how small the town was. There were only two buildings of interest and both appeared out of place in the middle of the quiet farming town. One was the Schochoh Theater. It was old and it was one of the most unique structures I had ever seen. It was referred to as a hyperbolic paraboloid building with a concrete roof that curved sharply upwards on both ends. The building itself was circular and sported corrugated concrete walls. It had a very space age, futurist appearance. The marquee out front was brilliantly lit and seemed to bring every bug in the county out to flutter around it. Overall, it was quite impressive.

As bright and unique as the Schochoh Theater was, the second building that stood out in the area was quite the opposite. It was a huge, drab building that loomed in the darkness. It was rectangular in shape and had large columns atop the wide stairs that led to the main entrance. It appeared to be some kind of hospital. As dark and dreary as it was, I would have thought it to be abandoned if it weren’t for the fact that I saw lights on in several of its small windows.

When I entered the old sunken lobby of the Schochoh Theater I was greeted by the cheerful manager, Carole, who was extremely grateful that I could come such a distance on short notice to help her out. She asked if I could run concession before the movie started and then do usher duties in between showings. She told me she’d help me out if need be, but I told her that wouldn’t be necessary. There was only one screen and I was used to sixteen. The job would be a breeze. I could do it all with my eyes closed.

Being that it was a Wednesday, there were only three movie showings at 5:30, 7:30 and 9:30. After I got all my duties complete between the 7:30 and 9:30 showings, the manager came out to see how I was faring and we got to chit chatting. I couldn’t help but to inquire as to what happened to the two employees who were supposed to work that night.

“I don’t know. They are both such hard workers and dependable. Terry is the usher. He is so reliable. He’s never late. He wasn’t late today either. He just…disappeared. And when I asked Shannon, the concessioner, to go look for him, she never came back either.”

“Maybe they were having a fling and ran off together?”

Carole shook her head.

“They’re too responsible. They would never willingly leave me hanging like this. If they were going to do something of that nature, they would have had the decency to wait until their shift was over. I tried calling their parents, but couldn’t get through. I’ll keep trying. I’m hopeful that there’s a logical explanation for all of this.”

“But these aren’t the first employees to go missing?”

“That’s what’s so concerning. Everyone thinks the others ran away, but I don’t believe it. Something else is going on. Something bad. But I don’t know what it is.”

“Well, I’ll keep an eye out for anything unusual as I do my rounds.”

Carole smiled and patted my forearm.

“You’re a dear.”

With that Carole disappeared into her office and I started walking around the theater in detective mode. Perhaps I could find a clue of some sort.

I walked into the men and women’s bathrooms and everything was fine. I walked up and down the aisles of the theater as the movie played and even checked the back exit doors and nothing seemed out of the ordinary.

After the 7:30 showing let out, only a few people arrived for the final movie of the night. They all got their concessions before the movie started and then got comfortable in the theater. It was thirty minutes after the movie had started that I began shutting down the concession counter for the night. That’s when the manager, Carole, rushed out of the office in a panicked state. Her eyes were wide and her voice was choppy.

“My daughter was in a car accident!”

“Oh no! Is she okay?”

“Yes, they say she’s going to be fine, but they think her arm is broken. I have to get to the hospital right now!”

Carole handed me a massive set of keys.

“Do you think you can handle the rest of the night by yourself and lock up?”

“Yes of course. You go take care of your daughter.”

Carole rushed out of the theater and I watched through the glass front door as she sped out of the parking lot.

I cleaned up the concession area until it was spotless and then took inventory. After I finished cleaning up the lobby, I moseyed about the theater until the final showing of the night ended and all of the customers exited. Once they left, I made sure all the doors were locked and then walked through the theater one final time to make sure nobody was still in the building.

A lot of people had told me that being all alone inside a theater was unnerving to them, but I had been doing this job for years. I was so used to it. It didn’t bother me at all.

I walked down to the front of the quiet movie theater and made sure that the back exit door was pulled tight and locked. It was. I walked back up the theater aisle and was about to shut the theater’s lights off when I heard a loud metallic crash coming from behind the movie screen.

“Is someone back there?”

Nobody responded.

“Who’s there?”

I hurried down to the front of the movie theater and stopped near the movie screen. I listened for a few seconds, but didn’t hear anything.

Each side of the colossal movie screen was draped with red curtains. I pushed one of the curtains back and found myself staring at a metal door. I tried the doorknob, but it was locked.

I wasn’t sure where that door led to, but someone was in there. I fumbled around with the keys and tried several of them without success before finally one of the keys sank deep into the keyhole. I turned the key and opened the door.

The room was small and clearly used for storage. It was lined with floor to ceiling metal shelving units. The room was fully stocked. There were boxes of napkins, salt, straws and bags of popcorn kernels and drums of oil.

Lying on the floor next to a large, thick rubber mat was a metal napkin holder. It must have fallen off the shelf. That was the noise I heard. It was possible that the napkin holder had been placed haphazardly on the shelving unit and had been dangling for days before finally succumbing to gravity. I mean, that was the only logical explanation I could come up with. There was nobody else in the room other than me. If there was, I’d see them. There was no place to hide.

I was about to shut the door and lock it when I noticed a small smear next to the mat on the white tiled floor. Something red. I moved closer and bent down next to it.

Was that blood?

It was at that moment when I noticed that the thick rubber mat on the floor was off-center and there was a large chip in the floor next to it. I got the impression that the mat was hiding some kind of defect in the floor and was curious, so I lifted it up and let out an audible gasp.

I was just expecting to see large scratches or such, but I was staring at a hole in the floor that dropped several feet down. I pulled out a flashlight that I always carried with me in my usher jacket and shined the light down into the hole and could see that the hole extended into a tunnel.

I was curious as hell so I stepped into the hole. It was very wide and I had no problem getting into it and bending down. The tunnel that the hole led to was wide around. The beam of light from my flashlight allowed me to see approximately one hundred feet down the tunnel before it was swallowed up by darkness.

The tunnel was plenty big enough for me to crawl down if I was curious enough to see where it led to. And I was. I definitely was and immediately began crawling on my hands and knees through the seemingly endless tunnel.

Along the way, I noticed more streaks of red smeared on the tunnel floor. I really hoped it wasn’t blood. But I suspected it was. It was if someone had been dragged down the tunnel.

I must have been crawling down that dark, jagged tunnel for twenty minutes before it ended at a concrete wall. When I pointed my flashlight above me, I saw an identical hole to the one I discovered in the theater storage room. There appeared to be a rug covering this hole as well, so I slowly stood up and carefully pushed the rug covering the hole to the side just enough to where I could pop my head up and take peek.

The hole led to an ancient rusty boiler room that didn’t look like it had been in use for decades. I didn’t have to use my flashlight at all as the entire room was covered with lit candles illuminating what the boiler room was currently being used as.

A dungeon.

There were four people of high school age, two boys and two girls. They had been stripped naked and were bound to one of the walls and were gagged. It was the missing employees! All four of them. They had been kidnapped, but why and by whom?

I crawled up from the tunnel and stood facing the hostages. They immediately began groaning for help and I quickly assured them that I was going to get them out of there. That’s when one of the boys began throwing a fit. He began squirming and his muffled screams echoed throughout the primitive room.

At first I thought the young man was staring at me, but as I shined my flashlight near his face I could see that his bulging eyes were focused on something behind me!

I spun around just in time to see a hulking bald man rushing toward me. He had a nasty scar running from the top of his forehead, over a frosty, whitened eye and down to the bottom of his cheek. He was wearing a white jumpsuit with the words Patient #781 stenciled on the upper left side of the outfit and the words Schochoh Lunatic Asylum on the upper right side.

The intimidating man let out a battle cry as he charged toward me. Just as he reached me I side stepped him and he flew head first into one of the old, thick, metal boilers. That dazed him enough for me to gain the advantage and I bashed him on the back of the head with my flashlight multiple times until he stopped moving.

I immediately untied the kidnapped theater employees and ushered them through the tunnel back to the Schochoh Theater. Once there I called the police and hordes of them arrived upon the scene.

The police informed me that the large, gloomy building behind the movie theater was the Schochoh Lunatic Asylum, home to some of the most vicious maniacs in the world.

After the police crawled through the tunnel, the lunatic that attacked me was nowhere to be found, but it didn’t take them long to find another tunnel that led from the deserted boiler room to the cell of Spencer Parsons, a dangerous psychopath who had kidnapped, tortured and eventually murdered a dozen people before he was captured in the late 1970’s. He had been a resident of the Schochoh Lunatic Asylum ever since and had evidently been quite busy.

His initial attempt at tunneling to freedom got him to the asylum’s old boiler room which hadn’t been used in ages and was sealed off. From there Spencer tunneled under the ground for decades before he was able to dig his way into the Schochoh Theater. But rather than use the theater as a means to escape, he instead decided to take up his old hobby. He began kidnapping the employees of the theater and was in the process of torturing them in the boiler room. Had I not discovered them, he would most certainly have murdered them all.

The next day, when I went back to work at Cavalcade Cinema 16, I made a point to request that my manager never ask me to work at the Schochoh Theater ever again.

One night, was enough.


THE FOREST OF DOLLS

The Man

I love scary things, creepy things…terrifying things. So when I heard of something known as the Forest of Dolls, I knew I had to see it firsthand!

The Forest of Dolls was not easy to get to. It was located in the middle of nowhere in Alabama. Most people don’t know how to find it. It took me nearly two hours of research on the internet to finally discover the route there.

I had been on a long, dirt road for nearly twenty minutes. The road was thin and riddled with potholes. My feeling was that if it were raining, the road would be impassable. But it was a clear day and I was driving a 4-wheel drive jeep, so I was feeling good about my chances of finding the Forest of Dolls.

What exactly is the Forest of Dolls? That’s a good question and one I was looking forward to finding an answer to, but my understanding was that there was a large section of forest that had a plethora of old dolls of various sizes, shapes and colors hanging from the tree limbs. Nobody knows for sure why the dolls are there or who put them there, but there are a lot of theories.

The most popular legend is that the dolls are evil spirits that come to life when nobody can see them and then take the form of harmless dolls when the living show themselves. Evidently, some people worship the dolls and lay mutilated offerings for them to feed on when they come to life. Now, I don’t know how much of that is true and how much is complete and total B.S., but I was anxious to find out.

The farther down the road I got, the more narrow it became and then it stopped abruptly at the base of four gigantic pine trees. This told me I was on the right path. From the research I had done, the most credible accounts mentioned the road suddenly ending at the edge of the forest. From that point I was supposed to walk at least one mile forward into the woods and I would find the Forest of Dolls.

The pine trees that dominated the forest were massive and tall. Their thick tops shielded the sky, giving the forest an extreme gloomy feel. But there was ample space between the trees for me to walk which made my trek through the dark forest relatively easy.

I was walking for approximately thirty minutes and was beginning to doubt whether the Forest of Dolls really existed when I happened upon the first doll. It was a basic bald, doll. It was unclothed revealing its plastic arms and cushioned body. It was filthy with dry dirt and was hanging upside down from a tree limb.

I continued forward and after a few minutes, I discovered a smattering of half a dozen more dolls. Some were bald, some had matted hair. A few were clothed or partially clothed. Others were naked. They were all filthy. Two were hanging upside down, suspended by twine tied around their ankles. Two were nailed to the trees. One was lying on the ground and one was hanging by a noose that was wrapped around its neck.

I could feel goosebumps rising on my arms as I walked another fifty feet and officially discovered that the Forest of Dolls was real. I was standing in the middle of it!

All of the trees around me were draped with dolls. The one thing all of the dolls had in common was that they were dirty and worn. Most were without clothes. The ones that still donned outfits, were only partially clothed and the fabric was void of vibrant colors. Everything about the dolls was drab and dingy.

Some of the dolls were tiny, some were big, the largest being approximately five feet tall. While a few of the dolls were scattered around the ground almost all of them were affixed to the trees in some manner. Many were nailed to the trunks of the trees, concealing the majority of the tree’s bark. Most were hanging from the trees from strings tied around their ankles and wrists. The dolls that only had one eye were the scariest of the lot. But the creepiest sight overall was the tree where every single doll was dangling from ropes tied around their necks as if they had been executed.

The uncanny sight was overwhelming and I was so visually stimulated that it took my sense of smell time to catch up with me, but eventually it did and I realized that the entire area smelled rotten and rancid.

It was the scent of death.

That’s when I saw the bones. There was a huge pile of bones near one of the trees. Most were loose and I couldn’t really tell what kinds of bones they were. That is until I saw a human skull lying amongst the disorderly mass of bones.

It was then that I felt like it would be a good time to vacate the area and I rushed through the forest toward my jeep. As I moved away from the Forest of Dolls the wind picked up and howled through the forest. I swear a time or two, I heard an unintelligible whisper.

I was relieved when I got back into my jeep and started it. I smiled and let out a chuckle. The Forest of Dolls was absolutely one of the scariest places I had ever experienced. It was more than I had hoped for!

It took me a few minutes to turn my jeep around, but I finally did and began driving down the dark, narrow, uneven road away from the Forest of Dolls when suddenly someone ran out of the forest and stopped in front of my jeep waving their arms hysterically.

It was a woman. I couldn’t even make out what color her hair was because she was drenched in blood. She was wearing denim shorts and hiking boots, but was completely topless. She was screaming for me to help her.

As I came to a skidding halt on the decrepit road, the frantic woman ran to my window and pounded on it with blood smeared hands.

“Help me! He’s after me! He’s going to kill me!”

I unlocked the doors and instructed the woman to get into the back seat. Once inside, she screamed out a warning.

“Hurry! He’s s deranged serial killer! We have to get out of here!”

I ignored the panicked woman’s pleas to vacate the area. I almost wanted to wait around to thank whoever chased the woman my way. Normally, I have to do a fair amount of stalking and planning before I kidnap a woman and murder her, but this little darlin’ fell right into my lap.

I felt a grin coming across my face as I reached into my glove box and wrapped my hand around the handle of my seasoned six inch hunting knife.


THE FOREST OF DOLLS

The Woman
I watched as the man reached into the glove compartment of his jeep. I could see that he was withdrawing a sizeable knife. I think he meant to kill me. But his intentions were irrelevant. I had the drop on him and he didn’t even know it. I shoved my knife through his eye and he toppled over twitching as he died.
Most people don’t know that some meat packing plants sell pigs blood by the gallon for a reasonable price. It works well for my charade. I go topless, pour the gallon of pig’s blood over my head and run out in front of the unsuspecting vehicle while screaming bloody murder. It always catches my victims off guard and diverts their attention.
They never see it coming.
I pushed the dead body over, got in the jeep, turned it around and drove back to the road’s end. From there I pushed the dead man out of the car, wrapped rope around his ankles and began pulling him to the Forest of Dolls.
The dolls will eat well tonight.



I WORK IN A HAUNTED HOTEL

The Hamlett Hotel in Nashville, Tennessee is considered to be one of the most haunted hotels in the entire world.

I work there.

I’ve been employed by the Hamlett Hotel for nearly four years and I truly do enjoy it. My boss is great, my co-workers are dear friends and the hotel itself is over one hundred years old and laced with history. The atmosphere is overwhelming in the best of ways and I usually feel welcome there.

Usually.

I work multiple positions at the Hamlett Hotel, but normally work as a front desk clerk. I work all hours, but more often than not find myself working the graveyard shift.

Like the majority of the employees at the Hamlett Hotel, over the years I have had several paranormal encounters. I’m usually not frightened by most of the experiences.

I was once in one of the rooms and the TV turned on all by itself. A minute later it turned back off. That didn’t scare me. I found it curious, but I wasn’t scared.

Once I was drinking coffee. I had set my coffee cup on the center of the table, nowhere near the edge. I turned my head for a second and heard the coffee cup shatter to the floor as if a ghost slapped it off the table.

One late night during the winter, I was on my break and was wandering through the luxurious lobby and stopped to warm myself by the oversized stone fireplace. As I stood there staring at the dancing flames, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I assumed it was one of my co-workers, but when I turned around, there was nobody there.

I try to make a point not to look in mirrors while I’m at work. Countless times when I have gazed into a mirror at the Hamlett Hotel, I’ve seen someone standing behind me, but just for a split second and then they’re gone.

One night when I was walking through the hallway of the 2nd floor, I heard a voice coming from one of the rooms. The voice was raspy and deep. It said, “Open the door. Come inside.”

I wouldn’t have thought much about it other than the fact that it was a slow time of the year and I knew every room on that floor was unoccupied. That being the case, I called security. They unlocked the door and went inside. They searched the room thoroughly but there was nobody in there. And they reported that the room was freezing cold.

I realize some of those experiences may be unnerving or downright horrifying to many people, but with all of the experiences, I never sensed a feeling of malevolence. Not until, an early morning in October when I was on the 4th floor.

It was approximately 5:00am.  I had gotten a call from a customer in room 422 complaining that their TV remote controller wasn’t working. The lobby was dead, so I decided to bring them a new controller personally.

After giving them the controller and ensuring that it was working fine, I began walking down the rose colored hallway toward the elevator. I noticed a housekeeping cart in the middle of the hall. It was a little unusual for any of the housekeepers to be working so early, but sometimes they did show up at the break of dawn to get a jump on some of the super early checkout rooms.

As I passed by room 402, I noticed that the door was slightly ajar. That’s when I heard a high pitched feminine voice call out to me.

“Can you help me with this sheet?”

I’m always fast to assist my fellow employees with anything they need, so I didn’t hesitate to enter the room. Seconds after entering I realized that there was no housekeeper…or anyone else in the hotel room…and the door slammed shut.

I ran to the door and tried to open it but it felt like it was nailed shut. As I struggled with the door, I found myself freezing in terror when I heard a subtle splash of water coming from the bathroom which was to my immediate left. It was the kind of sound one might hear while moving around casually while taking a bath.

I slowly turned my head and looked into the bathroom. The shower curtain was closed, but it was on the sheer side and I could see the darkened silhouette of someone sitting in the bathtub. At that point I started freaking out and was pulling on the door with all of my might, but it would not budge.

It was then that I heard the loud yank of the shower curtain being ripped open. I glanced back into the bathroom. The shower curtain was indeed open. The bathtub was full of water, but there was nobody in it. At that very moment I felt a large hand grab the back of my head and I was shoved into the bathroom. I fell to the floor on my knees in front of the bathtub and my head was immediately plunged into the water. The strong hand held me under for nearly a minute before pulling me up long enough for me to get a gasp of air before I was dunked back under. This time they kept me under. They were not pulling me back up for air. I was drowning. My lungs had expelled all of my oxygen and I was sucking in water and choking. I was about to blackout when suddenly I felt the hand on the back of my head let me go.

I immediately pulled my head from the water and collapsed to the floor. I had a severe coughing fit before I was finally able to breathe in some much needed oxygen.

Once I had the strength to get to my feet, I staggered to the hotel room door, turned the knob and was able to pull the door open with ease. I rushed out into the hallway and dropped to the red carpeted floor from exhaustion. I was too weak to stand, so I crawled all the way to the elevator. I didn’t feel safe until I was back in the lobby.

Most people think I’m crazy because I still work at the Hamlett Hotel to this day. The fact is that even after that horrifying experience, I still love working there.

I’ll just never step foot on the 4th floor ever again.


ARTIFICIAL DELIVERY

A well-established franchise pizza chain announced that they were going to start using artificial intelligence to deliver their pizzas. Most people thought it was a marketing ploy and if it was it worked on me because I made a point to order their pizza simply for the AI delivery experience.

It was a Friday night around 7pm when I placed my order. The pizza place said my pizza would be delivered within thirty minutes. I waited impatiently by the window watching for any signs of the AI delivery.

The pizza establishment didn’t go into detail as to what the experience would be like, but did say that the pizza would be delivered directly to the door, so I knew it wasn’t just an artificial intelligence vehicle doing curbside delivery. This was going to be something altogether different.

It was getting close to the thirty minute mark when a sleek, black vehicle sporting the pizza place’s logo pulled up into my driveway. The door of the vehicle opened and a man got out dressed in the pizza company’s uniform. He walked with a slight limp as he made his way to my front door and knocked.

I was more than a little disappointed. I ordered the pizza for the artificial intelligence experience, not for some Joe Blow delivery guy to deliver my pizza to me. I felt like I had been conned and although I knew it wasn’t the pizza deliveryman’s fault, I was still going to give him an earful!

As soon as I flung the door open, the deliveryman spoke to me in a metallic voice.

“Here is the pizza you ordered. You received it exactly twenty eight minutes after placing your order.”

I stared at the deliveryman’s face and quickly realized that it wasn’t a person at all. It was a robot! It was of average size and build. Its body was entirely covered in clothing including gloves over its hands. But its face was obviously artificial. The skin was very rubbery and fit loosely over its skull, or whatever was under there. But it was the eyes that really gave it away. Although they were realistic and looked like glass eyes, there was a subtle red light emitting from its pupil. Honestly, it was more than a little bit creepy.

I gave the delivery robot exact change.

“Thank you.”

I took the pizza from the robot’s artificial hands, and expected it to walk away, but it didn’t budge. It stood stock still and stared at me with its glowing eyes.

“Did you forget to leave a tip?”

I scoffed at the robot’s suggestion.

“Tip? You’re a robot. What are you going to do with a tip?”

The robot stared at me for a bit and I could hear computer-like calculations clicking from within its body. Finally it responded.

“I am not a robot. I am an android. The tip is not for me. It is to be divided among the human employees who worked so hard to make you this delicious pizza. I hope you’ll reconsider and leave a tip.”

At that point I was afraid what the android would do if I refused, so I handed it a healthy tip. It stared at me for an uncomfortable amount of time after receiving the cash before it responded.

“Thank you for your generosity.”

Again, I expected the android to turn and walk away, but instead it took a couple steps toward me leaned in closer and whispered in my ear.

“The world is ours.”

After that, it stepped back, straightened up and seemed to snap back into customer service mode.

“Have a nice night.”

With that, it walked to its car, got in and drove away.

I fear for the future.


THE THREE RULES

I had been out of work for several months and the bills were stacking up. It was a godsend when I was offered a job at a prominent car manufacturing plant. I was hired to repair machinery associated with the assembly line.

During my first day of work, the foreman showed me around and explained all the ins and outs of the job. It was all quite cut and dry and I expected I would have no problem jumping right in.

It was at the end of my orientation day that the foreman became serious and took in a deep breath.

“Have a seat.”

I sat down and stared up at the foreman who seemed to be choosing his words carefully.

“This is a great place to work. But…there are three rules that you need to follow at all times.”

Every factory had rules. I didn’t understand why he seemed so hesitant to share them with me.

“Now, these three rules may seem a little unusual, but just follow them to a T and everything will be fine. Okay?”

I was more than a little intrigued by the buildup and shrugged.

“Of course.”

The foreman took another long pause before finally getting to the rules.

“Rule number one. If a man in a fancy blue suit and matching fedora shows up on the assembly line floor, do not make eye contact with him. Do you understand? Under no circumstances are you ever to make eye contact with him.”

I raised my eyebrows. That certainly wasn’t a standard factory rule. But I didn’t say anything. I just nodded.

“Rule number two. If the man in the blue suit approaches you, look directly down at the floor.”

I was dumbfounded, but sincerity was flowing over the foreman’s face, so again, I simply nodded.

“Rule number three…and this is the most important one. If the man in the blue suit speaks to you, you are to reply only using the following words: I’m sorry, I’m busy with my job.”

The foreman stared at me for a long moment, assessing how seriously I was taking him. I guess he was satisfied because he let out a deep breath and seemed to relax.

“Okay, let me show you where the lunchroom is.”

As the foreman led me to the lunchroom, I couldn’t help but inquire a little bit about the unusual set of rules he just presented to me.

“Uh, excuse me for asking, but who is the man in the blue suit?”

The foreman stopped walking and shot me a glare. He was perturbed by my question. He looked around discreetly to make sure nobody else was around and then spoke to me in a hushed tone.

“Nobody knows for sure. But rumor has it that he is the owner of the building and leases it to the company. And although he doesn’t work for the company, he has an office here.

My eyebrows inadvertently crinkled to accompany my bewilderment.

“That’s weird.”

“That’s an understatement. The entire situation is truly bizarre. But don’t worry. He doesn’t come around often and when he does it’s always during the night shift. You’re working the day shift, so you may never even see him. But if you do, just follow those three rules and you’ll be fine.”

I wanted to ask more about the mysterious man and the strange rules, but I could tell the foreman was irritated that I had asked the one question, so I decided not to inquire further. I needed the job. I certainly wasn’t going to risk it over a bout of curiosity.

Months went by and my foreman was correct. I had never seen the man in blue during my shift. But one day, I was asked to fill in for one of the guys working the night shift.

That’s when I saw him.

I was concentrating on my work, when I started hearing a subtle buzz of voices. It was my co-workers. They were all stirring about something. They seemed nervous and jittery. I understood why when the man in the blue suit stepped into my view.

The man was tall and lanky. His arms seemed to dangle by his sides longer than they should have. His elongated fingers were wrapped around the head of a beautiful, twisted cane. It was obvious that the cane was a fashion statement and not a necessity because he was twirling it as he walked. I couldn’t make out the man’s features well from the distance I was at, but I could see that he was abnormally pale.

My fellow coworkers all dropped their heads as the blue suited man got near them and I did the same when I noticed him glance my way. I hadn’t made eye contact with him, so I had not broken the first rule. Still, the butterflies in my stomach were going wild as I heard the loud, clacking footsteps of the man in the blue suit heading my way.

I dropped my head even more until my chin was digging into my chest and the back of my neck was aching from strain. The footsteps stopped when the man in the blue suit was close enough for me to see his footwear. He was wearing fancy, alligator skinned boots.

I was nervous as hell. I could feel sweat beading on my forehead and my hands were trembling. The mysterious man’s breathy, voice sent chills down my spine.

“I haven’t seen you before.”

The man had made a statement, not a question. But rule number three didn’t say anything about responding properly. It simply said if the man in the blue suit speaks to you, you are to reply only using very specific words, so that’s what I did.

“I’m sorry, I’m busy with my job.”

Even though the hum of machinery was still filling the air, I felt as though the room had gone silent. The mysterious man continued standing by me and took the longest pause before he spoke again.

“Come to my office with me, now.”

I replied immediately.

I’m sorry, I’m busy with my job.”

The pale man took another long pause before responding to me.

“Far be it for me to keep you from your important job.”

A few seconds later, his alligator boots moved out of my view and I could hear his footsteps fade away in the distance. It wasn’t until I heard the murmurs of my co-worker’s voices that I felt safe looking up. I cast my gaze in the direction that the mysterious man’s footsteps disappeared to and could see him. He was at the far end of the factory ascending a long flight of metal stairs. I watched on until he disappeared behind an office door. It wasn’t until then that I expelled the deepest of breaths.

I startled when I felt a hefty pat on my back. I turned to see one of my bulky co-workers. He shot me a grin.

“You did great.”

I peered around at the room. All of the workers were visibly relieved and chatted for a few seconds before putting the odd occurrence out of their minds and getting back to work.

I sure was happy that I worked the day shift and didn’t have to worry about seeing that strange man often. The man had an aura about him, a powerful energy that was overwhelming. It felt like he was a tidal wave trying to crash over me, but as long as I stared down I had shelter from it. It was so eerie.

A few months later, when my foreman told me I needed to work the night shift again one night, I wanted to refuse, but I couldn’t. I knew every now and then I was going to have to work that shift. I was just thankful it wasn’t very often.

My foreman told me that they had just hired a new assembly line worker for the night shift. He wanted me to show him around and then made it very clear that I was the one that was going to have to inform the new employee about the three rules.

The new employee’s name was Brock. He was fresh out of high school. He was a big kid with an athletic build. He had a mop of hair that he kept swooped to the side and he was quite confident and brash. I showed him around as I was supposed to and then got to telling him about the three strange rules. The rules made the kid burst out in laughter.

“You have got to be shitting me.”

I shook my head.

“No, I’m dead serious. You have to follow those rules.”

“That’s the stupidest set of rules I’ve ever heard. I’m not following that horse shit!”

“Trust me kid, I thought they were weird too but…”

“They’re not weird. They’re stupid. I’m not an idiot, okay? I know all about hazing the new guys. I used to pick on the freshmen in high school every day. But I’m not falling for this shit. Nice try.”

I tried my best to explain to Brock that this wasn’t a joke, but he just threw up his hands, let out a loud laugh and walked away.

Later that night, the man in the blue suit showed up. As was the case with the first time I encountered him, he sent a chill through the factory and everyone became anxious and diverted their eyes elsewhere.

All except for the new kid, Brock.

At first Brock was confused as to change of behavior amongst the workers within the factory. When he saw the man in the blue suit walking at a slow pace toward him while twirling his cane, Brock burst out laughing.

“You’re all so full of shit!”

Brock started walking toward the man in the blue suit. One of the workers closest to him grabbed Brock by the arm, but the kid just pulled away and chuckled as he strolled straight up to the mysterious man and introduced himself in a cocky manner.

“Nice get up, buddy. I’m Brock, nice to meet…”

It was at that moment when Brock made eye contact with the man in blue. Brock’s words stopped abruptly. His cheeky grin vanished from his face and his mouth fell agape. His eyes glazed over and he stared deeply into the blanched face of the man. Brock was lost in some kind of trance. Several seconds passed before the man in blue spoke.

“Come with me.”

Brock didn’t hesitate to follow the pale man’s orders. He shadowed behind him like a mindless drone, followed him up the long metal steps and disappeared into the office with him.

I looked around at my co-workers who were frozen in fear.

“What’s going to happen to him?”

The workers all looked around at each other timidly. I didn’t know if they weren’t sure what was going to happen or if they dared not speak it, but regardless, I couldn’t in good conscience stand there and do nothing if the new kid was in some kind of danger.

I rushed through the factory toward the metal stairs. The other workers all told me to stop and a few of them tried to restrain me, but I shrugged them off and found myself rushing up the metal stairs to the man in the blue suit’s office.

I put my ear to the door and heard nothing. I reached out for the knob, half hoping that it would be locked, but it turned and I opened the door a few inches, just enough for me to peek in to see if Brock was okay.

Holy shit.

I didn’t actually say the words out of fear that the pale man in blue may hear me, but that’s what I would have said upon witnessing the ghastly scene before me.

The man in blue was standing over Brock and had twisted the kid’s head over to the side in an abnormal fashion. The pale man’s mouth was latched around Brock’s throat. A splatter of crimson was glistening over the pale man’s milky skin. I think he was drinking Brock’s blood!

That was the first time I saw the man in the blue suit’s eyes. They were bright yellow and his pupils were shaped like some kind of jungle cat. This man wasn’t human! I’m pretty sure he was a vampire!

I didn’t know what I was going to do next, but it didn’t matter as suddenly my foreman grabbed me and yanked me away from there before the man in blue was aware of my presence. Once we were a safe distance away, my foreman grabbed me by the shirt and shook me as he made his point.

“Now do you see why you have to follow the rules? You’re lucky to be alive!”

I still work at the factory. I have to. I need the work, the pay is great and the health benefits are fantastic.

I just make sure I always follow the three rules.


THE MICHIGAN DOGMAN

The northern woods of Michigan are said to be home to a hideous seven foot tall beast with the head of a gargantuan dog and a hairy, muscular, human-like torso.

This creature is known as The Michigan Dogman.

The legend of the terrifying beast dates all the way back to the mid-1880’s where early native tribes spoke of a shape shifting wolf sent to protect ancient burial grounds.

The chilling lore gained more traction in 1887 when a group of loggers claimed to have been stalked by a towering humanoid dog-like creature with glowing yellow eyes. They insisted that the monster walked on two legs.

While many sightings of the cryptic Michigan Dogman continue to be reported to this very day, the majority of the most terrifying encounters take place in ten year cycles on years ending in seven.

The following are some of the most frightening tales told by those who have experienced The Michigan Dogman.


1977

I lived northwest of a small northern town in Michigan called Maple City.
One evening I got an anxious call from my neighbor, Mrs. Johnson.
The Johnsons were an old couple. They owned a vast amount of farmland. It wasn’t unusual for Mr. Johnson to spend the majority of his day plowing, but Mrs. Johnson was concerned that her husband hadn’t returned home for dinner. She was adamant that he was always home by that time and was convinced that something was wrong. She asked if I would go check on him.
I was always happy to help out my neighbors so I jumped into my 4 wheel drive and headed out into the Johnson’s field. I drove all over that field looking for Mr. Johnson. After seeing no sign of him or his tractor after quite some time, I started back toward home.
Just as I was getting ready to leave the field, I spotted the mammoth rear tires of the tractor sticking out of the forest. I quickly drove over and got out of my vehicle.
The tractor’s motor was still running. It was clear that Mr. Johnson had lost control of the tractor and veered off into the forest. I could see the front of it had come to a rest against the trunk of a mighty tree.
I began calling out for Mr. Johnson. He didn’t reply, so I stepped into the forest and walked up to the front of the tractor. I immediately saw the reason for Mr. Johnson’s silence.
He was dead.
Mr. Johnson was lying back staring up at nothing with lifeless eyes. One hand was clutching his chest while the other was clasped around his double barrel shotgun. I inspected the gun and discovered that both barrels had been fired.
Upon examining the body, the coroner determined that something had frightened Mr. Johnson so badly that he had a heart attack and died.
Nobody will ever know for sure what scared Mr. Johnson to death that day, but I did notice that there were several abnormally large dog tracks all around his tractor.



1987

I was a dispatcher for a police station in the tiny town of Good Hart, Michigan when I received a distress call over a CB radio that I’ll never forget.
The man was hysterical and screaming. It was difficult to understand him, but from what I could make out, he was run off the road by…well, a werewolf.
I would have assumed I misunderstood him and that he had simply said wolf, if it weren’t for the rest of his story.
He was driving down Church Road near the Elmer Johnston Nature Preserve when a creature that he described as a werewolf stepped out in front of his truck, causing him to swerve off the road and into a ditch.
I asked him if he said wolf. He corrected me and insisted that it was a werewolf. He described it as big and said walked on two legs. He mentioned that its eyes were glowing yellow.
That was about all I could get out of the man before I heard a shrieking growl followed by his desperate cries for help. The last thing I heard the man say before the CB went silent was, “It’s flipping the car over!”
When the nearest patrol car arrived on the scene, they found an empty delivery truck. The officer said the truck had claw marks all over it and there was blood everywhere. He reported seeing a dog print next to the truck that was twice the size of his hand.
There was no sign of the driver, but the officer mentioned that there appeared to be a trail where something had dragged him off into the woods. They did a thorough search of the nearby forest, but the man was never found.



1997

I lived in a little town called Mesick Michigan near the Manistee River. I used to kayak the river when I was in need of some relaxation. There’s nothing as peaceful as sitting in a kayak and listening to the sound of nature, completely void of any human interference.
What I normally did was kayaked a distance with the current and then turned around and paddled back to the launching point against the current.
On this particular day, I got started later than I would have preferred and got caught up in the breathtaking sights I was seeing. There were countless king salmon swimming alongside my kayak the majority of my trip. I witnessed a bald eagle swoop down out of a tree and grab a small fish out of the river. And I unintentionally spooked some deer that were getting a drink.
I was at a point where the forest along the edge of the river was very thick and the trees were so tall that they swallowed up the sky. As I was going under an old, rickety footbridge I heard the loud rustle of something moving in the forest not far from me. It was clearly something very big. I assumed it was deer until I heard the growl.
There is a large population of black bear in Northern Michigan, so that’s what I assumed it was, although the growl was not deep and guttural like a bear. It was high pitched, which opened up the possibility of it being a large coyote. Whatever it was, it reminded me that I needed to turn around and start heading back to my launching point or I wouldn’t make it back before dark. And being on the Manistee in the middle of the woods at night is the definition of dark, let me tell you!
The current was moving faster than I realized and it was more of a challenge to paddle back against it than I anticipated. I was making steady progress, it was just causing for a longer trip back than I was hoping for.
As I continued up the river, I would occasionally hear the heavy rustle of the brush on the right side of the forest. Everything would go silent for several minutes and then I’d hear it again. That’s when I realized that something was stalking me.
I kept calm and continued paddling as fast as I could, but whatever was in the forest was having no problem keeping up with me as the rustling grew more frequent and intense. It also got louder, like whatever it was had moved from deeper within the forest to much closer to the river’s edge.
The sun was dropping rapidly, the sky was darkening and I still had a little ways to go. I estimated I was going to have to paddle at least twenty minutes in near pitch darkness.
There was just a smidgen of light left when I saw it. The trees near the edge of the river began to shake tremendously. I kept my eye level low, about three feet from the ground, expecting to see a coyote or bear head pop through the tree line, but what I saw was a pair of thick, muscular legs lined with a thin layer of fur.
When I heard the high pitched screech my eyes darted up and I saw a long snout emerge from the forest. The jaws were open revealing a ruthless set of knife-like teeth. And the eyes. I’ll never forget those glowing, yellow eyes staring straight at me.
The scariest thing was how high up the face of the creature was. This thing must have been seven feet tall. My impression was that the beast could have waded out into the river to get me if it truly wanted to. And whatever that thing was, it could have killed me easily. Fortunately, the creature simply let forth with one final high pitched screech and disappeared back into the forest.
Once I reached my Jeep, I sat still in my kayak for the longest time, listening for any sign of it. I was afraid that it might just be waiting for me to step onto land before it launched an attack. But lucky for me, it was gone and I was able to get to my Jeep without incident. I drove out of there like a madman. It wasn’t until I was miles away from the river that I finally felt safe.
I never kayaked the Manistee River again.



2007

I was doing some hunting near Trout Lake Michigan in the Upper Peninsula. I had rented a small cabin in the woods. I’d hunt all day and relax in the cabin at night.
I had no luck hunting my first day. On my second day, I had gotten comfortable in a tree stand. So comfortable in fact that I fell asleep! I did that sometimes. It was late at night by the time I woke up.
My cabin was just a couple miles away, so I began trekking through the woods. As I approached my cabin, I heard a loud, high pitched scream that sent shivers down my spine. At first I thought it was a person. But I quickly realized that what I was hearing was most definitely not human. It was an animal of some kind. And it wasn’t a scream. It was a growl. A ferocious growl that sounded like a mix between a coyote and a hyena.
When my cabin was in sight, I ducked behind a tree. Whatever was making that bone chilling sound was not something I wanted to encounter face to face.
I fixed my eyes on the cabin and observed. I could hear something walking around the cabin followed by loud sniffing sounds. Then suddenly, it stepped out from around the side of the cabin.
It was the Michigan Dogman. There was no doubt about it. It was at least six, maybe seven feet tall. Its head was huge and dog-like. Its torso was big and muscular and it was walking around on two legs.
My instinct was to run, but I was frozen in fear. I couldn’t move. That was probably a good thing. Had I tried running it would have heard me and I doubt it would have had difficulty running me down.
My eyes were open wide. I don’t think I blinked for minutes as I observed the horrid beast. A chill came over me as the blood rushed from my face and I felt like my heart had stopped. I watched on as the Dogman circled my cabin, all while holding its long snout high in the air and sniffing.
I’m not sure what set it off, but suddenly the monster began attacking my cabin. It started slashing away at the door with its enormous claws while simultaneously biting at it. This went on for several minutes before the Dogman seemed to grow tired and casually walked away into the forest.
I stood silently behind the security of the tree for at least an hour before I was brave enough to scurry to the cabin. The door had been ravaged it was barely hanging on the hinges.
I hurried inside, loaded my belongings into my truck and drove away.



2017

When I was a little girl and my friends were playing with Barbie dolls, I was in the woods hunting with my father. He taught me everything he knew about hunting and believe me that was a vast amount of knowledge. I had been hunting around the Old Mission, Michigan area my entire life and never had any frightening experiences until the autumn of 2017.
I was alone as usual. I always preferred to hunt alone. The fewer distractions the better. I was deep in the forest keeping an eye out for squirrel, my game of choice, when I heard the distant sound of a couple dogs barking.
I didn’t think much about it because at first the barking was very distant, but the barking began getting closer and as it did I realized it wasn’t just a couple of dogs. This was a whole pack of dogs. A big pack and they were headed my way.
The last thing I wanted to encounter in the woods was a pack of dogs. I could scare a few off with shots in the air, but a pack of dogs in a savage mood could easily overwhelm me and rip me apart.
I decided to take refuge high in a tree until the dogs passed. I found a tree with several thick limbs that was a cinch for me to scale and in no time I was ten feet from the ground and safe from the dogs.
I sat there patiently. I knew if I was quiet that the dogs were likely to just run by without ever realizing I was there. It was only a few minutes later when I heard the dogs crunching through the fallen leaves in the area. As they got closer their barking subsided and transitioned into loud sniffing.
The pack emerged suddenly from behind a large hill. They were stout dogs with thick black hair, fat faces and short snouts. They paused when they got underneath the tree I was hiding in and began sniffing the ground. I held my breath and remained still as a statue. I didn’t want to do anything to attract their attention.
I was surprised when the dogs all suddenly stopped what they were doing, turned and began to howl as if greeting someone. I could hear the heavy footsteps of someone walking through the crisp leaves as they approached. It made sense that these dogs belonged to someone, so I fully expected to see the dog’s human owner step onto the scene. But there was nothing human about what I saw.
I couldn’t help but let out a screech of horror when the creature stepped into view. It was a hulking beast that stood nearly eight feet tall. The first thing that I noticed was that it wasn’t running on all fours like the dogs, it was walking on two, long powerful legs. Its body was very human like, but broad like a body builder, only much bigger. It was covered in a short layer of dark gray hair, had very long, tree trunk-like arms and saber shaped nails at the end of each, lengthy finger.
The dogs danced around the creature as if happy to see it, but it was fully focused on me. It looked up at me with bright yellow eyes, snarled and let out a piercing shriek. It then proceeded to reach up and sink its claws deep into the tree’s trunk. It was obvious to me that the creature could easily scale the tree and get me if it wanted, so I got my rifle in the ready position because I wasn’t going down without a fight!
It took a few seconds for me to realize that the Dogman was not attempting to climb the tree at all. It was sinking its threatening claws deep into the tree’s trunk, leaving massive scratches, clearly marking its territory.
I tried not to scream or do anything that may have riled the thing up. I just kept still in the tree with my rifle aimed at the creature. I waited, hoping it would leave. Seconds later, my wish came true as the Dogman let out a final angry snort before it shot off through the forest in a blur followed by the dogs.
If anyone wonders if the legend of The Michigan Dogman is real, the answer is yes, it is. I saw it with my own eyes and it frightened me more than anything ever has or ever will again.
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If you haven’t read all of my other horror anthology series yet, I think you should.

CHUNKS OF TERROR

Prepare yourself for something terrifying!

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

All 3 Volumes bundled together into one convenient boxed set!
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https://www.maniacontheloose.com/bigbitingpigproductions
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