
Summer Sizzler Café Reads

Drawing from Summer Days and Eerie Nights

Copyright

Copyright © 2026 E.R.B. Wren All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Preface

Introduction

Prologue

The Vendor Sweet

When The Dead Remember Us

Who Reads Anymore?

A Matter of Luck

Connection Lost

A Diminutive Mystery

Epilogue

Afterword

About the Author

Sign up for E.R.B. Wren's Mailing List

Further Reading: Haunted Harvest Horrors

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication
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For the readers— who know that stories are more than ink and paper, that they are doorways, fault lines, quiet disturbances in the fabric of the everyday.

For those who search the mysteries for meaning, who carry the ache of absence like a shadow that walks beside them, who understand that memory is its own strange dimension.

This book is for you.

May these pages offer solace, a flicker of wonder in the dark, a reminder that the past is never as distant as it seems and the future is always listening.

May you find here not only enigmas, but grace— the kind that lingers after the last page turns and the lights go out.

Thank you for reading with your whole heart on this intriguing thing we call life.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Epigraph
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“Every story begins as a small disturbance in reality — a reminder that the familiar is only a thin layer over the infinite.”—From the Book of Whispers, E. R. B. Wren
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Preface
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Summer has always carried two temperatures. There is the heat we expect — sun-warmed sidewalks, melting ice cream, the shimmer of long afternoons that refuse to end. And then there is the other heat, the one that rises from the strange corners of the world: the warmth of memory, the burning of unanswered questions, the slow simmer of mysteries that surface only when the days grow longest.

This collection lives at the crossroads of those two summers.

In these pages, ordinary people step into moments where reality becomes thin like a mirage on hot pavement. A rookie reporter follows the scent of nostalgia only to find a sweetness no supplier could ever deliver. A grieving man discovers that the dead, when they speak, do not always offer comfort. A group of teens learns that amusement parks — like dreams — can turn on you without warning, and that salvation sometimes comes from the one friend who stayed home.

Elsewhere, a man worn down by decades of bad luck searches for meaning in every corner of belief, only to receive an answer from a place he never imagined. A global digital collapse leaves humanity in the dark, waiting for a storyteller whose tales do more than entertain. And on a quiet trail, beneath a perfect summer sky, a simple walk becomes a revelation that reality may be far smaller — and far stranger — than we ever believed.

These are stories sitting for sitting on beach chairs and back porches, for late nights when the air is thick and the world feels just a little off kilter. They are meant to be read with the hum of a fan in the background, or the chirp of crickets outside an open window — reminders that even in the brightest season, shadows have their own tales to tell.

So, settle in. Let the sun warm your shoulders. Let the night breeze brush your neck.

And step into a summer where every sweet treat, every dream, every ride, every quiet path might lead somewhere unexpectedly; somewhere just beyond the edge of the familiar.

Welcome to Summer Sizzler: Café Reads for Summer Days and Eerie Nights. May these stories keep you turning pages long after the fireflies have gone to sleep.

E. R. B. Wren
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Clayworth stood up. "What's wrong with you people? That is a freakin' portal to the past. You can travel back to the past and witness so many things."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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Summer has always been the season when the world loosens its grip on the ordinary.

Maybe it’s the heat — the kind that makes the air ripple like a curtain hiding something just out of sight. Maybe it’s the long days that stretch time thin enough for the strange to slip through. Or maybe it’s simply that in summer, we’re more willing to believe that the impossible might be waiting for us, disguised as something familiar.

This collection is a map of those moments — the ones that begin in sunlight and end somewhere else entirely.

The Vendor Sweet

It starts with a rookie reporter chasing a feel-happy story about an ice cream parlor frozen in time. But when Claude Clayworth steps inside, he finds sweetness with no source, flavors with no origin, and a mystery that tastes like nostalgia... and something far older.

When the Dead Remember Us

Reno Winsome dreams of friends who’ve passed on — vivid, impossible dreams that feel more like visits. When he dares to ask them what lies beyond life, the answers come softly... until the final one, which arrives like a door closing.

Who Reads Anymore?

On the first day of summer vacation, a group of teens heads to Bridgewater Lake Amusement Park for thrills and freedom. But the rides have other plans. As reality twists into something perilous, the only person who can save them is the friend who stayed home — the one who never set foot in the park at all.

––––––––
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A MATTER OF LUCK

Dexter Darrow has spent a lifetime searching for meaning in the patterns of fate — through faith, psychology, mysticism, and chance. When every path fails him, he places a desperate personal ad. The response he receives is not from the world he knows.

Connection Lost

At 2:17 in the afternoon, the Internet dies. Then the power grids. Then the broadcasts. Civilization flickers like a candle in a storm. And into the silence steps a storyteller — a man whose tales don’t just frighten. They reshape.

The Diminutive Mystery

On a perfect summer day, Rob Geralds takes a simple walk along the Pine Ridge Trail. But the smallest of encounters reveals the largest of truths — that reality may be far more fragile, and far more peculiar, than anyone suspects.

These stories do not share a single setting or a single cast, but they share a season: the season when the veil thins, when the sun casts long shadows, when the familiar becomes strange and the strange becomes familiar.

This is the summer where sweetness hides secrets, dreams hold conversations, rides become gateways, luck answers back, the world goes dark, and a quiet walk can change everything.

So, step in. The stories are waiting. And the summer is just beginning.
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The Vendor Sweet
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Imagine a small ice cream parlor on the edge of the New Mexico desert — a place where the prices are suspiciously low, the flavors impossibly rich, and the past lingers like the scent of vanilla in a summer breeze. To the casual passerby, the Painted Pony Parlor is nothing more than a nostalgic throwback, a chrome-trimmed refuge from a world that spins too fast.

But step inside, and you’ll find more than waffle cones and old-fashioned charm. You will find a mystery — one that has no delivery trucks, no suppliers, and no earthly explanation. A mystery that has caught the attention of one Claude Clayworth, investigative reporter, professional skeptic, and part-time hunter of the improbable.

Mr. Clayworth has come in search of a story. What he will find is a window — not the kind framed in wood and glass, but one carved into the fabric of time itself. A window that opens onto a year long gone... and a girl who never left it.

Mr. Clayworth will learn that some bargains are too sweet, some secrets too cold, and some discoveries belong not in a tabloid, but in the shadowed space between fact and fiction.

After all, he works for the tabloid, Finding Facts in Fiction.

CHAPTER 1

Claude Clayworth followed the sun along Route 66 because Jack Coulter hated ice cream. It was a sunny, dusty drive in the dry heat of New Mexico. 

Coulter was the senior journalist for Finding facts in Fiction, a tabloid that was always available supermarket checkout aisles or at the magazine racks in gas stations and convenience stores that people sometimes thumbed through out of seer boredom while waiting for their turn at the checkout. When asked to cover the developing story at the Painted Pony Parlor in Pentos, New Mexico, he laughed.

"Give it to the rookie reporter," he says," Clayworth said aloud. "The damn place isn't in my GPS." 

He pulled into a convenience store off the interstate and asked the skinny, pale-skinned counter clerk where Pentos was.

"Up the road, about five miles. Watch for the sign if someone didn't rip it off again."

Clayworth bought a bottle of water and returned to his car. He never found the sign, but he soon spotted the Painted Pony Parlor: a striking pink stucco building with glowing neon shields and a turquoise-roofed drive-up canopy. The small parking lot was packed with SUVs and large pickup trucks, but he managed to find a space.

Inside, the parlor was a perfect blend of retro roadside Americana and Southwestern charm. Gleaming black-and-white checkered floors lead to cherry-red vinyl booths and spun-chrome barstools. The walls were covered with framed vintage Kodak photos of the Pentos Blue Hole, tin Route 66 signs, and old license plates. The clean, filtered air conditioning felt refreshing.

The place was crowded. Clayworth found a stool at the end of the counter. 

"Be right with you, bud," the man behind the counter in the crisp white shirt said. 

He wore a paper soda-fountain hat, a red bow tie, and a spotless apron. Another man dressed the same as the first counterman came out through shiny chrome swinging doors carrying buckets of ice cream. This man wore a black bowtie.

The men mixed milkshakes by hand with tall metal cups and scooped ice cream into towering sundaes. The red bowtie man slid a soda down the counter with practiced flair, into the waiting hand of a big, beefy man.

"What'll ya have, bud?" The red bowtie man asked. Clayworth spotted a name tag on his shirt: GARY.

Clayworth shrugged as he stared at the laminated counter menu.

"What do you suggest?"

An old man on the stool beside him glanced over. “Anything,” he said. “Everything’s great here.”

Clayworth scanned the menu again. "Okay—I'll have the hot fudge sundae."

"With roasted almonds and whipped cream, and a cherry on top, right?"

Clayworth nodded. "Whatever you say, Gary."

He grabs a tall, chilled glass from the freezer, holding it up like a trophy.

“Now this,” he says with a grin, “is where the magic happens. Don’t blink — I work faster than a jitterbug on Saturday night.”

He dips his long-handled scoop into the ice cream bin, muscles flexing just enough to show he’s done this a thousand times. Scrape... scoop... thump. A perfect globe of vanilla lands in the glass.

“One scoop for good behavior,” he says. Another scoop drops in. “And one because you look like you’ve had a long day.”
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