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“Yeah, Mike shared his concerns about our labor contracts, but here’s the issue, Ms. Watts. I don’t write the labor contracts.”

“I’m not asking who wrote them. What I want to know is how the hell people sign them.”

“See?” Frank’s face lit up. “That’s the part I don’t think Mike understood. Christmas Town is a community. Everyone lives here on site, and it is completely free. The schools here are real. Proper teachers. Last year’s graduating class averaged 28 on their ACT.”

“Weird.” Sam’s face twisted in confusion.

“Tell her about the doctors,” Mike said.

“We’re a community. Real doctors. Real nurses. All on-site, all free. Our employees don’t need insurance. I’d love for you to see what we’ve done here.” Frank slurped more cocoa from his facial hair.

Chills crawled up Samantha’s spine at the sound. “We plan to do just that. I hate to spring this on you, but we’re coming tomorrow. Make sure you’re ready to give us a tour of everything.”

“We run twenty-four hours. There’s snow rest for the wicked.” Frank giggled at his pun, which turned into a big bellowing laugh, the Meowy Christmas kitty jiggling across his gut. His hand trembled so much from laughing that hot chocolate spilled from the Santa-head mug.

Mike ended the meeting and disconnected his laptop

Sam thought about their travel plans. “I have eight spots on my jet. I want six of our security escorting us there.”

Mike nodded, eyes wide, his hand shaking to bring a water bottle to his lips.

Samantha set the empty glass down and massaged her temples, trying to ward away the impending migraine. “You don’t think Empire Entertainment started a cult to save on benefits, do you?”
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​About the Friday the 13th Stories
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13 different authors....13 different stand-alone, horror short stories, each releasing on Friday the 13th. Find all the stories here:

https://linktr.ee/fridaythe13thstories 

We hope you enjoy them all and that they bring a chill to your spine. We would love to hear from you. Please join our Facebook group where we share content about us and our stories.

https://www.facebook.com/groups/fridaythe13thstories/

And find us on Instagram as well:

https://www.instagram.com/fridaythe13thhorror 

Get your Fright on...

Sincerely,

Friday the 13th Authors
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Welcome to Christmas Town. Galaxies of Fun’s newest amusement park is more than just Christmas-time cheer. The enclosed dome snows year-round and boasts the world’s largest man-made mountain, the world’s tallest double-black-diamond ski slope, year-round sledding, ice skating, and so much more.

To Samantha Watts, CEO of Galaxies of Fun, Christmas Town is more than just another park; it’s one of twenty-three parks acquired from her hostile takeover of a larger competitor. The park’s opening will take her company to new levels of success, but it won’t be easy. She has a board of directors that wants to play it safe, union votes threatening to skyrocket labor costs, and a host of problems she must face before her vision of an amusement park empire becomes a reality.

When Sam visits the park to ensure its readiness to launch, she uncovers dark secrets. What grisly measures did the last owners take to keep the park running efficiently? And now that she knows the sinister truth, will she be able to escape Christmas Town alive?
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Kat stared at the bodies. The bullets had torn through even the body armor. Blood soaked into the snow, red and white patterns that might have been pretty in another context. An animatronic snowman tipped his cap at her lost friends.

“Welcome to Snowman Mountain,” it spoke in a loud, friendly voice, echoing through the empty streets. “Check out Santa’s Flight, the world’s largest and most difficult double black diamond slope, sitting atop the largest man-made mountain in the world.”

Craig’s breath crystallized as he stared gravely at the team he had roused with his impassioned words earlier that day. “We’ve got to head east.”

“Then to where?” Kat watched flies descend upon the corpses. “They must have Santa Claus Way blocked or Alpha team wouldn’t have come here. We told everyone to stay away from the mountain.”

Tears ran down his frostbitten cheeks.

Kat worried she might lose him. “We’ve got to head west, then south to the front gate. We’ll meet up with Bravo as planned.”

Craig knelt next to the corpse of a baby-faced soldier who had worked Games Row before all the shit started. “Bravo didn’t make it.”

“You don’t know that.” Kat stomped through the snow and grabbed the back of his coat to yank him to his feet. She couldn’t lift his two-hundred-and-fifty-pound frame, but that wouldn’t stop her.

Craig stood up and shook Kat’s hold of his coat. “If they took prisoners, then we have to warn the others. We might have to find another site.”

They jumped at the sound of gunshots.

“That came from the south.” She turned and scanned the horizon, looking for anyone. “Someone from Bravo is still holding off those bastards.”

“We were so close,” he said, voice thick with defeat.

“We’ll have another chance,” Kat promised.

They turned and marched east, the loser’s way. Two klicks later, they arrived at a manhole cover that led to the basement levels. This part of the park was open—a sea of snow, nothing else visible except Snowman Mountain, obscured in the fog. Underneath all the snow were four basement levels, and the survivors of Christmas Town had burrowed into these concrete mazes like rats in the sewers. After living here so long, the sight of the manhole cover gave Kat the warm feeling of home.

The chilly breeze carried echoes of the distant carolers, singing along with the park's incessant Muzak. Her stomach sank. They’ll discover our main entrance.

“Silver bells.” The carolers crested the western horizon, the sun setting behind them. “It’s Christmas time in the city.”

A woman in a fur parka pointed an accusatory finger at Kat and Craig. A man in a trapper hat and red knit sweater fired a rifle at them; the automatic gunfire sounding crisp in the cold air.

“Ring a ling,” the men sang in a deep bass.

“Hear them ring.” The women hit beautiful






























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SCHRISTMAS
TOWN

A Friday the 13th Story

J on Mmton g

)_





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





