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The Fright

 



Chapter One

 


The old weather-beaten VW bug creaked
and swayed as if possessed, but its two occupants seemed oblivious
to its unnatural gyrations. Unfortunately for the single-minded
lovers, their amorous coupling didn’t go entirely unnoticed. So
absorbed was the hot-blooded pair that they failed to notice a
sinister figure emerge from the surrounding forest. Shrouded in
shadows cast by a waning moon, the unwelcome visitor approached
unseen within a few feet of the rocking car.

Creeping ever closer, the stranger
could easily tell with a practiced eye that the man was getting
more out of the encounter than the lady. That the woman had to
stretch one of her legs out through an open window could not have
enhanced her overall experience.

As the stranger watched in amusement,
it became apparent that the woman had become bored with the whole
affair. That’s when the mischievous nature of the onlooker began to
exert itself.

“Why not have some
fun,” the stranger said to himself. After
all, the gloomy night had been unusually boring and there was no
compelling reason to be anywhere else, so why not liven up the
proceedings?

With that thought in mind, the
stranger reached over to the woman’s outstretched foot and gave one
of its toes a yank. The resulting bloodcurdling screech was exactly
what the nocturnal visitor was hoping for.

Running back into the surrounding
woods, the dark figure chuckled as it watched the woman begin to
kick and flay about in such a wild manner as to make it impossible
for the man to gracefully untangle himself. It was only after he
pinned her down that the man was able to roll off.

“What the hell is wrong
with you?” Eric yelled as he struggled to pull up his
pants.

“Someone just grabbed one
of my toes!” Peaches screamed in disbelief.

Disoriented and fighting with his
zipper, Eric kicked open the car door and jumped out to confront
the brazen voyeur. But to his surprise, he found no one there.
Either the prankster had run away from the beating he so richly
deserved, or his date had grown tired of his inept lovemaking and
made the whole thing up.

Whatever the case, Eric wasn’t
altogether surprised that Peaches had picked such an isolated spot
for their tryst. In his mind, the sinister atmosphere around Ghoul
Lake made the likelihood of encountering any other human being on
such a spooky night highly remote.

But now as he gazed up at the
angry-looking clouds passing over a crescent moon, he shivered.
Obviously, they were not alone after all. And to make matters
worse, it seemed they were being stalked. Add the sound of rushing
wind and his blood couldn’t help but run cold.

“Are you sure someone
grabbed your foot?” Eric asked suspiciously. “Only fools like us
and the walking dead would be out here on a night like this. All we
need now to make the scene complete is a wolf howling somewhere in
the distance.”

Then as if prophesied, a high-pitched
cry reverberated through the swaying trees.

Eric looked around nervously, “What
the hell was that? I never heard a sound like that before, and it
seemed really close.”

Peaches laughed disdainfully. “You are
a disappointment, aren’t you? You certainly have the appearance of
a man. Big and muscular with a ruggedly handsome face, but that
four-inch twig you have for a working tool is not exactly what I
was expecting. And worse still, you’re a nervous-nellie who is
apparently afraid of his own shadow.”

“I’m afraid of my own
shadow!” Eric said in amazement. “That scream of yours a few
minutes ago woke the dead in every graveyard from here to
Atlanta.”

“I was just caught off
guard,” Peaches said in her defense. “In any case, I’m afraid you
just failed your job interview rather badly.”

“Job
interview?”

“Yes, my poor fellow,”
Peaches said with a sour look. “You had no way of knowing it, but I
happen to be in desperate need of a new manservant. And the person
I am looking for must have unique skills. In addition to satisfying
me in more ways than you can imagine, he can’t be afraid to try new
things and must be able to absorb a certain amount of physical
abuse.”

“Physical
abuse?”

Peaches smiled sheepishly and nodded.
“I have become quite proficient in the use of a whip and the hot
iron. I’m also getting good at the use of electric shock. My
modified cattle prod is quickly becoming my toy of
choice.”

Eric unconsciously took a few steps
back.

Peaches gave him a husky laugh. “Don’t
worry. As I said, you failed your interview. I think whoever
grabbed my toe a few minutes ago is more to my liking.”

Then ignoring her confounded ex-lover
who stood uncertain as to what he should do next, Peaches turned to
peer into the dark woods and yelled. “Come out! Come out whoever
you are!”

It was not so much a surprise as a
disappointment when the only answering response from the
all-encompassing gloom was the same high-pitched cry they heard
earlier. But now somehow, the beastly howl sounded more of a threat
and appeared to be a lot closer.

Eric had become thoroughly frightened.
“There is something distinctly unnatural about that sound. We need
to get out of here,” he said grabbing Peaches by the
arm.

Peaches angrily yanked her arm away.
“We’re not going anywhere. This evening has finally got
interesting. Maybe the ghoul grabbed my toe,” she said
hopefully.

“Ghoul?”

“The mythical creature
that supposedly haunts this lake. That’s how Ghoul Lake got its
name,” Peaches explained.

“And this is where you
brought me for our little playdate?”

“Like I already said, I
brought you here to test your mettle. Now be a good boy and be
quiet. Tonight may be the night my luck changes and I get a glimpse
of the unholy fiend.”

“I have no idea what
you’re talking about and don’t care,” Eric said as he forced his
way past Peaches and yanked open the driver’s side door of the old
VW. “I’m leaving. You can stay here and consort with your ghoul
friend with its foot fetish and banshee shriek if you want. But
Ghoul Lake has seen the last of my pearly white ass.”

“Not so fast, little
dick,” Peaches said as she jingled the car keys in front of his
face. “I’ve learned a lot from my private eye cousin and her
husband in the last couple of years. And it just so happens that
one of the first things they taught me was to never trust a man you
chance to meet at a church social.”

Eric inwardly flinched. The church
social was the very reason he now found himself on the shoreline of
an eerie lake trying his best to bang a crazy old lady.

Silently, he cursed his partner
Chrissy and her scheme to get him inside the old biddy’s house. It
was only after she heard of Peaches’ reputation as a man-eater that
she saw in Eric the perfect means of gaining access to Peaches’
mansion capriciously called Peaches Orchard.

If the stories were true and Peaches
did succumb to Eric’s considerable charms, then admission to her
home was virtually a sure thing. And with that entry came his
ability to search for the priceless bird specimen that Chrissy
suspected of being there and the best part was he could do it
without attracting any undue attention.

Unfortunately for Eric, Peaches
decided to have their first romantic encounter in his cramped VW at
Ghoul Lake and not in her spacious and comfortable bedroom back at
Peaches Orchard. Now all he wanted was to get away from the creepy
lake and the equally creepy woman who held in her hand his only
means of escape.

“I don’t give a damn about
your kin folk,” Eric yelled as Peaches continued to clutch his
keys. “Hand them over before I get rough.”

In response to his threat, Peaches
calmly walked over to the passenger side of the car, reached into
her purse, and pulled out a Beretta. “Just in case you’re
wondering, I would just love to shoot you in the balls. Any excuse
will do, any at all.”

“You’re one crazy bitch,”
Eric cried in alarm.

“I’m afraid that comes
with the territory when you’re a horny, middle-aged female with
dwindling prospects.”

“Well, dammit. What do you
expect to happen out here? That this ghoul creature of yours will
come along, sweep you up, and ravage you until you both blissfully
collapse in each other’s arms?” Eric shouted in
frustration.

Peaches sighed, “If that were only
possible. But unfortunately, if the legend is true, its under-sized
dick wouldn’t be much bigger than yours.”

“Then what are you waiting
for? Do you think it’s just going to jump out of the woods and pose
for pictures?”

“Not really. But shooting
you in the leg just might get its attention. From what I
understand, the ghoul can’t resist the smell of blood and has a
taste for red meat.”

Eric turned to scan the murky woods
nervously.

Peaches snickered at his unease.
“Don’t worry dear boy. I’m just your average run-of-the-mill
sociopath. I haven’t graduated to outright murder yet. Besides, the
sound of a gunshot might just have the opposite effect and scare
the poor thing away.”

Barely keeping his composure, Eric
curiously asked. “What kind of ghoul is afraid of
gunfire?”

Peaches lifted her pistol and pointed
toward an old, dilapidated building barely visible on the far side
of the lake. “Maybe when it’s made of flesh and blood like the rest
of us. That’s when.”

“What is that building?”
Eric asked as he peered into the gloom.

“Supposedly, it’s where
the ghoul hangs out. In years past, it was the home and workshop of
a taxidermist.”

“Are you trying to say
that one of his stuffed animals came back to life?” Eric nervously
laughed.

“Not at all. But now that
I have time to think about it, I think you’re probably right and we
should leave. If you were more of a man, I might take the chance of
us meeting up with the legendary creature. However, an encounter
tonight might end badly for everyone concerned.
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Chapter Two

 


While Eric was happy to be
away from Ghoul Lake, something in Peaches’ change of manner made
him increasingly uneasy. First, she seemed to be squirming about in
her car seat more than usual and with increasing
frequency.

Then there was the way she
kept staring at him. It was the same hungry look he had first seen
on their drive out to Ghoul Lake earlier that night.

He could not imagine what
the looks meant since she had made it abundantly clear in the most
unflattering terms possible that his tool was not up to her
standards.

“Stick
out your tongue,” Peaches suddenly demanded.

“What?”

“I said
stick out your tongue!”

“What
sick game are you playing now?” Eric demanded.

Peaches once again slipped
the evil-looking Beretta from her purse.

Eric wasn’t impressed.
“You won’t shoot me while I’m driving. You may be crazy but you’re
not a lunatic.”

Peaches had to acknowledge
the soundness of his argument. Shrugging, she reluctantly put away
the pistol and instead shoved her hand down between his legs,
grabbed his balls, and slowly began to squeeze.

“Now,
stick out your tongue, dammit!”

Eric hesitantly complied
with her demand while wondering what wild new scheme she had up her
sleeve. But if he had to be honest, the situation in which he
presently found himself was a mess of his own making.

When he first contrived to
meet Peaches at the church social; she had seemed so nice and
demure. A real southern belle. A peach ripe for the picking, as you
might say. But that was then. Now, he found himself at the mercy of
a devil woman who was holding his balls hostage and making peculiar
requests. So, he stuck out his tongue and wondered what would
happen next.

“No! Not
like that. Stick it out as far as you can. Try to reach the tip of
your nose,” Peaches insisted as her nails dug
deeper.

Eric complied as best he
could.

“Hm,”
Sherry mumbled under her breath. “How very
disappointing.”

Peaches reluctantly
released his balls, “You’re living proof that charm can only get
you so far. I bet you don’t get a lot of second dates.”

Eric was incensed. “I’m
sorry I’m not up to your standards, but I happen to be very popular
with the ladies.”

Peaches snorted
derisively. “Maybe the ones you have to pay for.”

“Oh,
yeah! Well, you’re no great catch either. You’re just a frumpy
over-the-hill nymphomaniac who pretends she’s a great Southern
lady.”

The blow to the side of
his face was quick and hard. It was only with the greatest
difficulty that he managed to keep the car on the road.

“What
the hell is wrong with you? You could have got us both
killed.”

Peaches smiled
contemptuously. “You don’t read many mysteries, do you? Only losers
and perpetual victims like yourself die under suspicious
circumstances. Since you’re making me out as the villain in the
piece, I would most likely survive the crash.”

Eric looked sharply over
at Peaches. Holy Crap! What had he got himself into? But now,
unfortunately, that was the least of his worries.

For just moments earlier,
he had turned the VW down the long winding lane to the old bitch’s
mansion. Since then, he had a terrible feeling his nightmare was
just beginning. The serene smile on Peaches’ face when she caught
sight of her great house unnerved Eric more than he cared to
admit.

“Park
the car and get out,” she sharply ordered.

“No
offense but you’ve insulted me enough. I think we should call it a
night,” Eric said as he pulled up to the mansion’s
portico.

“I said
to park the car!”

When he hesitated, she
once more pulled out her pistol and smiled. “You’re not getting
away that easy. And this time, the car’s not moving.”

“But you
told me I failed the interview. And badly at
that.”

“That
doesn’t mean we can’t still have some fun. But to be quite honest,
I think I’ll be having the lion's share of it. Now, for the last
time, park the car and get out.”

When Eric remembered
Peaches’ earlier comments as to her love of the whip and electric
shock, he began to sweat. “But what about the servants?”

Peaches smiled. “The
servants are most likely retired to their rooms. Besides, they
already know about my little eccentricities. Now get out of the car
and follow me to the garage.”

“Garage?”

“Yes.
I’ve always wanted to be defiled in a hearse. There is something
very earthy about it don’t you think? Have you ever had sex in a
graveyard? It’s like teasing the dead with one of life’s guilty
pleasures.”

Eric stared at Peaches in
wonder as she opened the back door of the funeral coach and climbed
inside. Discarding her dress and undergarments, she motioned for
Eric to follow.

Eric was appalled. “Not on
your life. According to you, I’ve already flopped once and you’re
not going to humiliate me again. Especially in there where all
those dead people have been.”

“But
there is so much more room in here. We can actually lie down and
hump comfortably.”

“I said
no!”

“On top
of everything else, you’re a quitter,” Peaches
said.

“Call me
anything you like, but we’re parting company, gun or no gun. You’re
demented and you scare the hell out of me.”

Peaches reluctantly pulled
on her clothes, climbed out of the hearse, and laughed heartily.
“Well, you can’t blame a girl for trying. And just to show you
there are no hard feelings, come on into the house for a drink. I
might even make us some grilled cheese sandwiches.”

After everything that
Peaches had done and said, Eric was more than a little leery of her
invitation. But he was hired to do a job and if sex and the whip
were now off the table, this might be his only chance to get inside
her house. To be able to search Peaches Orchard without arousing
any undue suspicion from the old hag would be a coup
indeed.

“I
believe I’ll take you up on that. You’ve put me through hell
tonight and I think I at least deserve a drink for all my trouble,”
Eric said.

“Great!
Then later we’ll go up to my game room for a few laughs,” Peaches
said with a twinkle in her eye.

“I hope
I can count on more than one drink,” Eric added with a
wink.

“Oh, you
can count on it,” Peaches cooed as she led him through the house
and into the drawing room with its well-stocked
bar.

Now relaxed on a settee
with a brandy in hand, Eric became more talkative, “I’m curious.
What exactly is the ghoul of Ghoul Lake supposed to be? What’s the
story? And is there any truth to it?”

Peaches shrugged. “I can
only tell you what little I know. But to be honest, I don’t have
any idea if there is any truth in it or not. Unfortunately, I
haven’t been lucky enough to see the creature myself. The closest I
have ever come was tonight when someone or something grabbed my
foot.”

Eric lazily lay back on
the sofa. “Go ahead with the yarn if you don’t mind. I’m
listening.”

Peaches eyed Eric’s
half-empty glass. “Wouldn’t you like to have that
refreshed?”

Eric smiled. His eyes
drooped slightly. “Maybe, after your story.”

Peaches took her peach
brandy, sat down next to him, and began to softly stroke his thigh.
“You know the brandy you’re drinking is fermented right here from
peaches picked from my peach orchard.”

“Ah!
Thus, the name of your estate. Peaches Orchard.”

“And
they say men aren’t perceptive.”

“That
was a bit unfair,” Eric complained as he downed the last of his
drink. “Now tell me about Ghoul Lake.”

Peaches gave Eric an
appraising look. Satisfied the sedative-laced drink was having the
desired effect; she snuggled closer and spoke softly into his
ear.

“You
know that building you saw tonight? The one that I said belonged to
a taxidermist.”

Eric nodded. “Well, as the
story goes. Some years back, the taxidermist for some strange
reason or other decided he wanted a monkey for a pet. Most likely
because he was unmarried and lived alone.

“Unfortunately, he didn’t know a thing about monkeys and was
snookered into buying a six-month-old chimpanzee instead. A
chimpanzee who was just weaned from its mother. 

“In any
case, the idiot had no idea he had bought an ape instead of a
monkey. And worse still, he had no idea how big and powerful they
could get.”

“I think
I can see where this is going,” Eric said.
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