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This book is uploaded via Draft2Digital. You are allowed to share this book with friends or others after purchasing, but I do humbly request that if you enjoy this work you support me as an author by purchasing my other works and encouraging others to do the same. Thank you for your support!
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Step into the terrifying world of the Nightmares of J.T. Night. From the moment ever since he was a young child, whenever J.T. Night would fall asleep, he would fall through one terrifying bizarre and twisted dream after another. It didn’t stop even when he became an adult. He would try to do whatever he could to prevent the bizarre dreams from coming, take whatever medicine or treatment he possibly could, but he can’t stop them from coming completely. They somehow always find a way. Nowadays, in a waking state, as a catharsis, he writes down his dreams in the forms of short horror stories. The dreams are unedited, almost exactly as he remembers and experiences them. Therefore, they don’t entirely conform to the logic of the real world or ‘suspension of disbelief’, as we would say. They remain in their unadulterated forms as literal dreams. One other curious facet about his dreams: he never dreams truly as himself. Indeed, in every dream, he is a completely different person, and the people he knows in the dreams are always different than the people in real life. Does he have some sort of unique psychological disorder? Are these characters unique fabrications of how his unusual mind works? Do these people actually exist somewhere in the world? Or is he even possibly tapping somehow into shadows of parallel worlds that actually exist out there somewhere? It is a question he will likely never have the answer to. But if you, dear reader, are brave enough, step inside the unusual and twisted fantasies borne from the fitful attempted slumbers of J.T. Night. Perhaps you will make it out unscathed. Or, perhaps, maybe the monsters of the nightmares of J.T. Night just might visit you in your dreams, too.
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Dark woods surround my car on either side of the road as I drive the single road that cuts straight through. It’s about 2 in the morning. I could’ve stopped at a motel aways back for the night, but I’m still feeling pretty good, and I want to make good time on my trip.

Just a few more towns over and I’ll be at my destination. I have to make a pretty high-level proposal for my company. If this one passes – and I’m fairly optimistic that it will – then it will mean quite a bit for our profits in the upcoming next few fiscal years.

I suppose that when I get to the next town I’ll probably get a motel and nap for a few hours – though I don’t feel particularly all that tired right now. For now I just want to make good time.

A misty fog is appearing on the road as I drive, hindering visibility somewhat, but it’s not too bad. I just need to get past these woods to civilization and all will be good.

All of a sudden a strange sensation comes over me – it’s like mentally crashing through glass or water – that’s the only way to describe it. And then I am seeing a memory – visibly, audibly – almost as if I am actually there for a brief moment.

The memory is from my childhood. When I was a kid my parents were circus performers. They were pretty good at their job. They did a number of things. I was raised around circus performers. It was what I knew from my young life.

Then the massive storm came. Our circus was next to a lake. The storm was a typhoon. It ripped through the entire circus and tore it to shreds all within minutes. My parents – and many others – perished in this incident. I was 14.

I’m 23 now, and the memory still haunts me as it ever did back then. My entire life was shattered at that point.

We didn’t always live in a circus – we grew up in a fairly normal neighborhood when I was a young kid. But the performing bug had bitten my parents, and they got into being full time seasonal performers for a circus park that was built close to our town smack dab next to the ocean.

We only lived there for the summer, so it didn’t interfere with my school or anything (I went to a Catholic boarding school called Our Sister of Perpetual Mercifulness), but it was a very unique and interesting way to live.

But everything changed that day. That day the world turned upside down and it never turned quite upright again. I have tried to move past that day – but it still haunts my dreams.

In the vivid memory – I’m not sure where it’s coming from all of a sudden or why it’s so vivid like I’m actually there – I am seeing myself the day of the storm shortly before it happened.

But something is different – this part of the memory definitely didn’t happen. I am sitting with four other kids around my age. We are sitting in a circle. In the center of us is a circle drawn on the ground with strange symbols in it. There are several other objects – strange symbols in and of themselves – placed in spots around the strange drawn circle. In the memory, I hold one such object in my hand, straight above the circle.

“Oh, dark Lord Sabadon, take unto thee this offering, and bring forth thy celestial fury...”

I lower the object directly in the middle of the circle.

Now all of a sudden the storm is occurring. I and everyone else are running for cover as the storm rips through the circus grounds. I trip, and I am on the ground. All of a sudden I notice a figure standing over me. Rudy, the head clown performer. He was always a bit of an odd one, always a bit grumpy and not that social. He is standing over me, pointing down, as the storm is tearing the tent overhead to shreds, screaming at me:

“PAY!!!! FOR!!!!! YOUR!!!!! SINS!!!!!”

I don’t know what to say. I can only cower in terror. I hear the screams of everyone around me.

And all of a sudden the memory is over.

Now I am back in my car, wondering what on Earth I’ve just experienced. That was definitely not the way the things actually happened. I never performed any sort of strange, dark, ritual with my friends. That’s what was going on in the memory, right? That definitely never happened.

The stuff about running through the main tent while the storm tore through it was real. But the part with Rudy standing over me, demanding I pay for my sins – that was definitely not something I remember.

The strong vivid memory begins to fade away from me as if it were a dream. I realize that during the moment I actually must have stopped my car suddenly. I realize it’s sitting in the middle of the road a little sideways, as if I had slammed on the breaks suddenly, which is what I’m assuming I did.

I sit trying to collect my bearings. Just what on Earth was that?

I don’t know, but I begin to wonder if my not staying somewhere for the night really was not such a good idea after all.

I put my vehicle in drive and continue driving down the road. I resolve that as soon as I get to the next town I’m going to stop and rest somewhere, probably a bit longer than I had planned.

So much for good time. At least I should arrive in time for the important meeting in order to make the presentation for...

All of a sudden I put on the breaks and
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