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  If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at the retailer’s site where you purchased it.


  Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.


  Acknowledgments


  Thanks to everyone for reading my stories and encouraging me to write more, but especially to my husband Chris and my girls Sarah, Lauren, and Becca who put up with my quirks and anxieties. And a huge thanks and lots of love to my mother-in law/ best friend Anita. You have always believed in me.


  Also, thanks to my brother Dave Myles for letting me use his creepy and fantastic photograph for the cover. Check him out at https://www.davemylesphotography.com/.


  


  Foreword and Dedication


  I started writing quite a bit back in 1999, and even got published several times, much to my delight. That was back in the days of snail-mail submissions and long waiting times.


  I got to meet a lot of friends through message boards, attending some conventions, and had a great time as a member of the horror community. But then 9/11 happened, and it shook me to my core. We all know that life is short, but I think 9/11 drilled that into many of us. My kids were still very young at that time (my girls were 3, 6, and 12), and I decided that instead of concentrating so much on writing that I would devote my time to my kids and my husband. It was the right thing to do at the time, but unfortunately, I lost touch with a lot of friends.


  Once social networking came into play, I started keeping tabs on the horror community and getting back in touch with friends. Then I saw that Necon E-books was starting a monthly flash fiction contest, and decided it was time to stick my toe back into the water. My girls were older, diaper days were over, and it was time to do something for myself again.


  The story I submitted was “The Bridge,” and it was a winner of the first Necon E-books contest. I was thrilled. I was sitting in the parking lot of my daughter’s high school, waiting for her to put her marching band equipment away, when I checked email on my phone. Matt Bechtel’s email congratulating me almost made me cry. Practically ten years of not writing and the first little story I wrote turns out to be a winner.


  So I credit Necon E-books with helping me get my shit back together and do what I was meant do.


  I’m back in the horror community and back among some great friends—and my best friend in the biz wrote the foreword for this collection. Monica O’Rourke is not only a great friend, but a kick-ass writer, and a take-no-shit editor. Tony Tremblay is one of my biggest supporters and has encouraged me through all of my writing insecurities. And thank you, Trish Cacek, for helping me to get the ball rolling.
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  “Where in the Hell Have You Been?”


  By Monica O’Rourke


  Imagine my surprise when Sheri White reappeared after falling off the planet for ten years. No one knew what had happened to her, though she was often a favorite topic. There’s nothing more fascinating than a missing-persons case.


  Around 2002 I owned a small publishing company and became acquainted with her work when an editor kept sending me Sheri White stories. And I kept rejecting them. Not that she was a bad writer but she was raw, and her stories often had undeveloped characters or unsatisfying endings. I think I ended up publishing her because the editor insisted we accept a Sheri White story.


  This was around the time she then fell off the planet.


  When Sheri reemerged a few years ago it was great to have her back. Our friendship picked up like she’d never left. She’d taken those ten years off to raise her family—but her writing had been on hiatus.


  So when she asked me to read a story she wanted to submit to a magazine, I was nervous. Actually, I’m being polite. Although I wanted to encourage her writing, I dreaded reading whatever she was going to send. Didn’t she know time hadn’t stood still and waited for her to resume? But out of courtesy (and perhaps curiosity) I said I’d read it.


  What she sent was somewhat raw—but pretty damned good. So I made a few suggestions (probably more than a few), line edited it, and sent it back, not expecting much of anything. (I don’t make that mistake anymore, not with her work.) She tweaked the story, incorporating some suggestions, and sent back something exciting.


  That’s the best way to describe Sheri’s writing these days: exciting.


  It seems she’s taking the publishing world by storm. Every time I turn around she’s winning one writing contest or another or being accepted into some anthology or magazine that would make more seasoned writers jealous.


  Many of her plots seem to focus on family, and on loss. You feel the despair in so many of her characters who have to sacrifice in order to save someone they love. It’s a maternal, preternatural disposition she seems to share with her characters, a person whose sweetness and kindness come across in the characters and stories she writes. You would think someone like her—someone who is trulykind, trulyaltruisticwould be writing Hallmark cards or some TV movie starring Kirk Cameron, not stories about people melting, or tossing babies off bridges, or twists on anorexia, or spiders, spiders, and morespiders!—not stories that make you cringe, shriek, or grow nauseated as you read. Who is this allegedly quiet, subtle woman, and what iswrongwith her???


  I’ve come to two conclusions: for those missing ten years, Sheri didn’t take time off from writing. She discovered some Himalayan retreat and sneaked off, kidnapped muse in tow, and spent years on the top of the mountains honing her skills.


  Actually, that’s silly. The more likely reason is that Sheri is a witch, abruja,a preternatural being who isn’t quite what she seems. She has us all fooled. Here we see a quiet, unassuming woman with curly light-brown hair, almost a soccer-mom stereotype, raising wonderful daughters somewhere in the sticks. What we actually get is something insane, a mood simmering under a near-boiling pot—and god only knows what she’s about to thrown into that pot. I am eternally grateful she uses her talents for good and not evil because one can almost see something devious moving behind her eyes …


  So bring it on, Sheri! Show us what you’ve got! We’re not afraid of—


  THE FLASH


  


  


  “The Bridge” is the first story I wrote after years of a writing hiatus. It was a winner in Necon E-books first flash fiction contest. It was a very exciting moment for me. The story was inspired by Maryland’s Chesapeake Bay Bridge, a bridge that always make my legs go numb when I have to drive it. There’s a perfect view of this beautiful bridge from Sandy Point Beach.


  The Bridge


  Sandy Point Beach was the perfect spot to watch the mothers throw their newborn baby boys from the Chesapeake Bay Bridge. Sometimes a woman would bring her husband to do this unthinkable act, but it was usually the mother who threw the baby from the bridge. Closure, perhaps.


  Jack went to Sandy Point every day, trying to become immune to the wailing and cries of grief from the distraught women. His wife was about to give birth any day. He desperately prayed for a little girl as the screams of mothers and babies surrounded him.


  I entered the Necon E-books flash fiction contest again the following month after my first winning entry. Once again, my story was chosen, this time as an honorable mention. The theme was humorous horror. It was a fun one to write.


  Train Station


  Oh, look at that chick. All alone in the train station at night. She sure looks upset. Now she’s standing right on the edge of the platform. Come on, man—not another one. I already helped a girl a few weeks ago. Who am I, Superman? Fine, I’ll help her.


  She looked at me as I approached, her eyes wary, yet hopeful. Yes, she wants help. And I’m just in time; the train is just about here.


  So I pushed her.


  October 2010’s flash fiction contest theme was Halloween, of course. I received an honorable mention once again, which mean I had won three times in a row. It really boosted my confidence in my writing.


  Reclaiming Halloween


  I hate this time of year. Fall. September is OK, and so is November, but God, October is awful. Because October is when all the Halloween decorations are put out by everyone in my neighborhood. Artistic Jack-O-Lanterns, rubber bats, fabric witches hitting trees, cutesy smiling scarecrows. Nobody takes Halloween seriously anymore. Children shriek with delight and abandon on Halloween night when they should be shrieking with terror and pain.


  This year will be different. I’ll put up lame decorations for a change, and buy cheap chocolate bars. They’ll come to my house, eager and happy.


  I’ll be ready.
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