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HALLOWEEN IN ANGEL HILL is something of an event.  You’d think in a town known for what Angel Hill is known for, people would shy away from the holiday.  You’d be surprised.

Instead, Halloween has the opposite effect.  It’s a day when the people stop pretending all is normal, that the shadows they see out of the corner of their eyes the rest of the year are figments of their imagination.  For Angel Hill, Halloween is the day they can let their guards down.

And it’s a day when the local Haunt attractions make back all the money they spent prepping for this one day.  There are several such attractions in a town so small, and for a few of them, this is their only job.  They don’t just make money at it, they make a killing, which is fitting on Halloween, no?

One year there was a new attraction, one that hadn’t been announced, one that hadn’t even been built.  On a patch of land north of Grey Street, the northernmost street in Angel Hill, a building stood as if erected overnight.  It was long and narrow and appeared to have been constructed of scraps of aluminum siding and despair.

The Nightmare Corridor, it was called, which the residents thought was equal parts whimsical and stupid, wholly unoriginal and could in no way live up to the claim.  After all, haunts were all the same, weren’t they?  Dark corridors lit by colored strobes, locals dressed in tattered clothes and latex masks hiding in the shadows.

Or there was the new breed of haunt where you’re just tortured for two hours with a camera in your face.

No one knew anything about The Nightmare Corridor, though, so when John, Malcolm, Marcia, Virginia and Sam arrived, they had no idea what they were getting into.

The parking lot was empty, and they were glad to be the first in line.  If this place turned out to be a bust, they’d have time to hit one of the others.  Lower Hill Park had been closed off and turned into a haunted graveyard, while the cemetery off Rion Street was giving a haunted mausoleum tour.  Hell, they could just go across the street to the college.  John was pretty sure their student IDs would get them a discount on admission.

But first they’d give The Nightmare Corridor a shot.

“So who put this together again?” Malcolm asked, climbing out of the back of John’s Liberty.  He let Marcia out his side while Sam climbed out the other side, then swung the door shut.  John and Virginia were already out and walking toward the door.  The Jeep BEEPED as John locked it up, then stuffed the key into his pocket.

“I swear to Christ, John,” Virginia said, “if they jump out with some cheap Freddy or Jason shit, I’m not wasting my money.”

“Don’t worry, babe,” John said, pulling his wallet from his back pocket.  “I’m paying.”

“Leatherface is scarier, anyway,” Sam said.

Malcolm had his arm around Marcia’s waist, still trying to solidify the hook up from last weekend.  She wasn’t giving him any signals, though, so he still didn’t know if she considered them an item or what.  They’d been friends since freshman year in high school, but only because Malcolm hadn’t been able to make it more.  But last weekend, whether it was the right combination of liquor and exhaustion, or what the hell, she’d finally shown an interest.

Since then ... he wasn’t sure.  But if the occasional hook up was his best option until he could get to that next step, he’d take it.

And when she didn’t shrug his arm away, he took that as a good sign.

The entrance was guarded by a ticket booth, lit from inside with a cliché sitting in the window.  Short and fat with slicked back black hair, dressed in a black suit jacket with a dark red button-down shirt underneath, the guy’s skin was pale as vanilla pudding and his jowls threatened to drip right off the sides of his face.

The sign in the window read “Tickets $5 each”.  John fished out a ten from his wallet, while Malcolm had two fives.  Sam slid a ten into Malcom’s hand and took one of the fives, and together they all walked inside.

Before they got to the meat of the attraction, they were stopped by a tall reader board, a wooden plank painted black with white letters in a font they were sure was supposed to be creepy.

Warning:

The Nightmare Corridor is designed to make you confront your deepest fears.  If you wish to make it out alive, clear your minds.  Welcome to your Hell.

A black door behind the sign opened, seemingly on its own, and the group slowly took first one step, then another, and within seconds they were inside The Nightmare Corridor.

The door closed, leaving the group in total darkness and silence.

“Fuck is this all about?” Sam asked.

“I don’t like it,” Virginia said.

“Yeah,” John agreed, “me neither.”

“So, do we just stand here?” Sam said.  “Wait for something to happen?”

And like that, like a snap, or rather like a sudden sharp blow, the lights flashed on.  They stood in a long empty corridor lined with half a dozen doors along each side.

“Alrighty, then,” Malcolm said.  “Not creepy at all.”

“Speak for yourself,” Marcia said.

“I was being sarcastic,” Malcolm said.

“Not much of a nightmare,” Sam said.

Then, as suddenly as they came on, the lights went out.  They were enveloped once again in total darkness.  Marcia screamed, John jumped, and Malcolm felt something cold brush across the back of his neck.

He swiped at it, but there was nothing there.

From deep in the darkness, at the far end of the hallway, they noticed a small, faint glow.

“What is that?” John asked.

“Looks like an exit sign?” Malcolm asked more than stated.

“Yeah,” Virginia said.  “Come on, then.  I’m not just standing here all night.”

And they all moved forward, into the darkness, into uncertainty, into The Nightmare Corridor.

The first to be taken was Marcia.
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