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The One That Got Away
 
Every day, I pedal my bicycle through the familiar streets from home to school and back. The old road is my preferred route, despite it taking 11 minutes longer than the newer, more efficient main roads. Perhaps it's because of the stories that have circulated about this road at night - tales of ghosts, spirits, and mysterious happenings. But after being hit by a car, it now feels like a safer option compared to the busy main roads.
One particular story stands out in my mind - the legend of a pregnant lady who supposedly haunts this road. I've heard this tale countless times and even encountered someone dressed as her one Halloween night while riding back home. I didn't think much of it at the time, just another attempt to scare people with a popular costume. Little did I know, that encounter would lead to an unexpected win of 40 bucks from my friends who couldn't believe I had gone down that road on such a spooky night.
But that all changed one winter evening when darkness descended quickly as I stood playing with my friends after school. My mom was working late again, giving me plenty of time to make it home before she did. As we chatted and laughed, I didn't realize how long we had been standing there until I noticed the sky had turned a deep shade of purple. With a sense of unease creeping over me, I glanced towards the old road leading back home and shuddered - something just didn't feel right.
I consider myself a skeptic when it comes to scary stories. I always try to find logical explanations for things and don't easily believe in supernatural or paranormal phenomena. But that night...that cold, dark winter night on the old road...I learned that sometimes, reality can be far more terrifying than any ghost story or urban legend.
 I had a sudden urge to get home and prepare something for my mom and I to eat when she arrived. The thought of a hot sandwich was enough to make my stomach growl in anticipation. As I pedaled down the old road towards home, the chill in the air didn't bother me. In fact, it almost felt warm as I unzipped my jacket while riding my bike. But as I struggled with the stuck zipper, I started to worry about getting sick from the cold. Finally managing to free myself from the jacket, I tied it around my waist and continued on my way. That's when I saw her - an old lady standing by the side of the road, barely dressed despite the cool evening air. It was then that I realized it was already dark outside.
Shaking off any creepy thoughts, I rode on, assuming someone was trying to play a prank on me. But as I looked back, I saw the old lady walking towards me at an alarming speed. My heart started to race and I picked up my pace, trying not to think about what I had just seen. But curiosity got the better of me and I couldn't resist looking back once more.
As fear gripped my chest and my lungs gasped for air, I saw that the old lady had transformed into a young woman who appeared to be pregnant. She was now running after me, her steps echoing in my ears. Panic set in and without hesitation, I prayed to God for protection and guidance, promising to devote my life to him if he helped me reach home safely.
Feeling both relieved and ashamed for using such desperate words, I heard a strange hissing sound behind me but refused to look back again. All that mattered in that moment was reaching the safety of my home and enjoying that much-anticipated hot sandwich with my mom. 
The end of the old road was in sight, just beyond the police station. I pushed myself to keep going, despite my weary legs and pounding heart. The image of a gun in my face seemed almost preferable to what I was about to encounter.
Suddenly, a figure appeared on four legs, sprinting towards me like a wild animal. It was not human, nor did it appear pregnant. A wave of fear washed over me as I pedaled with all my might, refusing to look back even as I heard its relentless pursuit.
Tears streamed down my face as I neared the light post at the end of the road. The police station loomed ahead, and I felt relief flood through me. But before I could reach safety, my bike gave out and I stumbled to the ground, gasping for breath. My body trembled with exhaustion and terror, feeling like an asthma attack even though I had no history of asthma.
As I struggled to stand up, a smiley old lady emerged from the shadows by the light post. She waved at me cheerfully, as if she had just been enjoying a pleasant stroll. But her presence only added to my confusion and fear. Pointing frantically towards the woman, I managed to choke out some words to the officer who had come to investigate.
The old lady disappeared back into the darkness of the old road, leaving me shaken and speechless. The kind officer drove me home and waited until my mother arrived. From that day on, I avoided that road at all costs, never wanting to experience such terror and confusion again.
And in case you're wondering, yes, I did fulfill my promise. I devoted my life to God and found solace in the church I attend. It was there that I met my wife, a kind and loving woman who has been by my side through thick and thin. We have built a wonderful family together.
But this all happened in another country. I didn't want to take any chances, so we moved far away. The distance between us now is what allows me to share this story with you.
So, you might be wondering, what did it look like? People ask me all the time. At first, it appeared as an old, frail lady with tattered clothes. But then, a younger pregnant woman emerged, also sparsely clothed. And after that...I don't know for sure. You'll probably think I'm crazy, but it resembled a mix of a Skinwalker and Succubus, she had four legs and sharp teeth. Her nails were long and menacing, and she hissed at me with black, empty eyes.
I wish I could convince myself that it was all just a figment of my imagination. That the smiling old lady who waved at me wasn't real. But she was the same one I saw when it first appeared. No human could have run as fast as she did that night, without breaking a sweat. She wanted me to know that I had escaped her grasp.
People always thought I was lying about what happened. But the truth is, I nearly died that night from hypothermia. My mother rushed me to the hospital immediately. The officer who found me almost lost his job for not getting me there sooner. They told me I was lucky to still be alive, that no human could withstand those freezing temperatures without proper winter clothing.
If someone else had told me this story, I wouldn't believe it. And that's okay, because deep down, I wish I didn't believe it either. But the fact remains, I am the one who got away, I am the one who experienced it all.



The One That Got Ignore
 
The darkness of the night enveloped my neighborhood, casting a dimness over the normally well-lit streets. The light posts seemed to struggle to stay alight, as if there wasn't enough energy left in the world to brighten them. In this darkness, I found a sense of freedom. I could sneak out of my neighborhood entrance and light up a cigarette without anyone knowing it was me. Just in case my mother happened to come outside, she wouldn't be able to recognize me in the shadows. My friends and I had found our own secret spot just a few feet away from the entrance, where we could smoke without getting caught by nosy neighbors or parents. We were all teenagers, after all, trying to hide our guilty pleasure from the watchful eyes of adults.
As I lit up my cigarette, my friends chatted and laughed beside me. I couldn't even remember what they were talking about - we were just enjoying each other's company in the peaceful darkness of the night. But for some reason, I kept finding myself glancing back at the neighborhood entrance. It was a busy night, with people coming and going, but I wasn't worried about being seen. They couldn't see us hidden in our little corner.
But still, something nagged at me to keep looking back at that entrance. Was it the fear of getting caught? Did I feel guilty about sneaking out? Suddenly, as I took a drag from my cigarette, flashes of light began to dance behind my closed eyelids. My heart started racing and I had to close my eyes again to try and calm down. That's when I saw it - an image of what looked like an angel, but not one of the good ones. It only lasted for a few seconds before I opened my eyes again and saw a pregnant woman walking out of the neighborhood entrance.
For some reason, her presence filled me with fear and unease. I couldn't explain it, but I felt the need to keep my eyes on her as she walked away into the night. Was it just my imagination playing tricks on me in the darkness? Or was there something truly ominous about that encounter?
My eyes couldn't help but linger on her figure, standing alone on the sidewalk. She looked disheveled and unkempt, with matted hair and tattered clothing. I couldn't believe what I was seeing - was she homeless? But as I tried to make sense of it all, she suddenly turned and made eye contact with me. In that split second, her features shifted and transformed into those of my mother's. Shocked, I took a deep breath and blinked, expecting the illusion to disappear. And just like that, the woman was once again the pregnant homeless lady.
I turned to my friends, eager to share the strange encounter, but they were engrossed in their own conversation and seemed oblivious to the woman's brief transformation. As she walked away into the darkness, I felt a strong urge to follow her. Without thinking, I suggested we take a detour through some nearby neighborhoods on our way home. It would be a longer route, but I needed time to process what had just happened.
As we walked and my friends chattered on, I found myself lost in thought about the mysterious woman. In an attempt to calm my nerves, I lit a cigarette and tried to hide it from passersby who were jogging or walking past us. But then something caught my eye in the distance - it was the same woman, slowly making her way towards us.
A mix of fear and curiosity coursed through me as she approached. Was it possible that if she continued on this path, she would intersect with us? My thoughts were interrupted by my friends, who still seemed unaware of the woman's presence. Unable to stop them from talking, I resigned myself to walking in silence as the woman drew closer.
 As we continued our journey home, I vowed to never take any chances and tossed my cigarette aside, not wanting to risk encountering the strange woman as my mom again.
 Squished between my friends as we tried to make way for others to pass by us in the opposite direction. And then she appeared. The pregnant lady, her steps slow and unsteady. I was the last one in line, and as she drew closer to me, I mustered up the courage to look at her
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