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Moonlight reflected off an abandoned library that stood isolated in the center of a garden plaza. The library’s architecture seemed out of place against the surrounding city. It looked as if it had been built thousands of years ago, with marble pillars, stained-glass windows, and an aura that would make even the boldest man stop in his tracks. Something you wouldn’t expect to find within the green mountains of Kentucky. Rusted gates stood guard around the perimeter, and only one person would be dumb enough to climb over them.

Jay would be that person’s name. A writer who’s down on his luck, trying anything to draw inspiration. “I’m going in,” he states to someone on his cell phone as he plops over the gate and walks closer to the giant wooden double doors of the library. 

He stood still in suspense, slowly looking up at how the entrance towered over him. He took a deep breath and tried to turn the rustic doorknob. It wouldn’t budge. Overburdened with sudden fear, he turned his back and started to walk away. The door opened for him as he was walking down the stairway that led back to the garden. This piqued his curiosity, so he turned back and slowly entered the darkness that this library embraced.

He could only see what the rays of moonlight allowed through the windows. Books lay scattered on the floor and tucked into massive bookshelves. As he walked further into the main room, he decided it was a good idea to yell, “Hello?!”

“Shh!” A loud, echoey shush came from the unknown. 

“Who’s there?” He yelled back in fear. 

The crashing sound of a window breaking rumbled through the building as a dusty white wind mysteriously carried a small book toward him. The book slapped him in the face as it floated erratically, then fell to his feet. He locked his gaze on this book, picked it up, and began to read.







  Pen Pal



“The sky is so red!” a voice exclaimed as a white four-door sedan turned into the driveway of a cozy two-story brick house at the end of a cul-de-sac. Something seemed off about this neighborhood, and it wasn’t the blood moon glowing in the night sky. As a man in sweatpants and a plain white shirt got out of the driver’s seat, he popped the trunk to grab a big cardboard box to move inside while holding his cell phone to his face with his shoulder. 

The voice on the phone attempted to hang up abruptly. “Okay, Jesse, it sounds like you’re there, so I’ll let you unpack and start heading on over.”

“Yep, sounds good,” Jesse responded as he was scrambling to get his phone from his shoulder. 

He dropped the box he was carrying and heard a loud cracking sound. “Well, that didn’t sound great,” he said to himself as he picked the box back up and continued to move it indoors. 


After getting inside and putting the box down, he felt something strange. A very empty, chilling sensation rose against his spine. He shook it off as if it was too cold in the newly purchased, unfurnished home.

Jesse tried to turn on the heat using the thermostat, but there was no response. “Hmm, it says it’s seventy-two degrees, but I’m shivering.” He sat down on his couch, perplexed. Looking around such an empty living room with no decorations didn’t sit well with him, but there was nothing he could do at the moment. 

Remembering that he dropped the box, he stood up to check it out. As he got near the box, a loud bang startled him. “Holy!” He turned to the door to realize it was his friend knocking and tried to open it. “Scared the hell out of me, Aiden”

Aiden mocked his short scare in a ghoulish manner from outside, “Oooo, is your new home haunted?”

“Shut up and let me ask you something when you get inside.” Jesse quickly tried to open the door but noticed it was locked. 
Struggling to open the lock, it makes a loud cranking noise as the big red door swung ajar. “I swear I didn’t lock this door,” Jesse stated confidently.

“Well, at least the ghosts are courteous,” Aiden replied slyly as he walked in.

“Weird, I know I didn’t lock it,” Jesse said, pondering as Aiden took a look around. 

He immediately walked to the thermostat to see how cold it was. Jesse noticed and pointed at him. 

“You too, huh? It feels so strange in here, doesn’t it?” he asked.

“Yeah, it’s a bit nippy,” Aiden responded. 

He walked to the box near the couch and opened it to help unpack. He pulled out a small broken television. 

“Seems like we ain’t watching our show,” Aiden said.

Jesse saw the cracked television and lowered his head with a sigh. “Now what the hell am I going to do until the internet gets turned on?”

“Board games?” Aiden responded.

“Mom wouldn’t let me bring any of them… we didn’t exactly leave on the best terms,” Jesse explained.

“How about a nice book?” Aiden stated.

Jesse laughed snarkily, “Nobody reads anymore.”

It was at this moment they both heard the loud creaking of a door coming from upstairs. 

They looked at each other with worry as they slowly walked up to the source of the noise. The hardwood stairs didn’t seem old, but squeaked like they were aged two hundred years. Both Aiden and Jesse then saw that the door closest to the stairs had been opened.

“Must have been a draft,” Aiden said. 

Jesse looked down the darkened hallway. Noticing the two other doors were shut tightly, he grabbed Aiden’s shoulder. 

“Let’s see if the window is open,” Jesse stated as he pushed Aiden into the room first. “That would explain why it’s kinda chilly,” he stated.


Aiden began to hum a festive tune while they looked inside the near-empty bedroom. The window was closed and locked. Jesse flicked the light switch to reveal nothing in the room but an old mattress that lay upon a worn-out wooden bed frame. 

Along the wall adjacent to the bed sat a small white desk. The walls were painted with an eerily maroon red tint. They both felt strange while standing and looking around.

Aiden looked toward the old, white, Victorian desk and noticed a small brown jewelry box. This box looked like it was hundreds of years old and had engravings of a quill pen and parchment. It seemed to resonate with a very chilling, haunting aura around it. 

“What’s this?” Aiden asked while picking the box up. 

Jesse snatched it quickly from him and responded, “Whatever it is, it’s mine now.”

“Could be some old jewelry or photos inside!” Aiden exclaimed.

Jesse slowly opened the box, which whined loudly with age. Inside the box was only a single, everyday ink pen and a small piece of paper. Confused about the situation, Jesse picked up the pen and immediately got warm with presumably a fever. His head started to hurt, and he dropped the pen onto the desk. 

“What the hell is wrong with you, Jesse?” Aiden asked quickly.

“I-I don’t know. I got really hot, and my head started spinning,” Jesse responded wearily as he sat down on the bed located against the opposite wall. 

“Yeah, take a seat,” Aiden motioned to the bed while turning back toward the box with the paper still inside. He picked it up and read it calmly.

“Welcome to hell.”


Jesse looked up at him. “What does it actually say?” He got up and grabbed the paper, realizing that it clearly read: WELCOME TO HELL, and looked at Aiden worryingly. “That pen made me feel like I was in Hell,” he warned Aiden.

“Yeah, okay!” Aiden laughed it off as he picked up the pen and immediately dropped it on the hardwood floor in pain. “What is this, some sort of prank pen?” He pondered as he backed closer to the door. 

“Pranks are supposed to be funny; that thing freaking hurts!” Jesse said as he looked down at the pen.

The pen began to stand upright and draw completely on its own. It moved slowly but seemed to be drawing a large circle. 

“Do you see that!” Jesse yelled at Aiden.

Aiden ran toward it and kicked it over, and doing so hurt his foot. Aiden fell to his knees in pain. He immediately pulled off his shoes and socks.

“It’s like I just kicked a boulder,” Aiden said with pain in his voice.

“Oh my God, your foot doesn’t look good at all,” Jesse said as he inspected Aiden’s instantly bruised and battered foot. “What is it trying to do? What even is it?” He questioned the situation.

“Apparently, it’s a pen sent from Hell,” Aiden claimed while trying to stand up.

Welcome to Hell, Jesse said to himself while thinking about any paranormal information he may have. “Well, I can only assume that it’s the ghost of a writer… Or possibly some kind of demon possessed the thing,” he tried to explain. 

While they were tending to Aiden’s foot and thinking about what this pen could have been, the pen had just completed its drawing. A circle the size of a golf ball was clearly drawn into the hardwood between the desk and the bed. Aiden had noticed it.

“You see that?” Aiden pointed to the circle on the floor.

“The pen just did that?” Jesse asked, but he knew the answer already.


Jesse walked slowly toward the circle on the floor. Something was wrong that completely broke all physics and reality. This circle became a hole in the floor. A hole that had no depth or end. Jesse looked back at Aiden with worry. Aiden raised an eyebrow as Jesse lowered himself onto his hands and knees to inspect the bizarre chasm.

“It’s just a deep-ass hole, man,” Jesse said with frustration. 

Aiden swallowed deeply. “You better go downstairs to see if it went all the way through,” He commanded.

Jesse got up and ran downstairs quickly. During this, Aiden got obsessed with the hole. He got down off of his damaged foot and crawled to it. He peered down into what seemed like a dark abyss. The darkness gazed back like an ominous owl hiding in an oak tree. Aiden felt enticed for reasons unknown, but also fearful for what could happen.

He looked at his hand and slowly reached toward the hole. It was a tight squeeze, but he managed to fit his hand inside. Nothing happened for a moment, then he felt an excruciating amount of pain and pulled his hand out. His hand was completely missing, and blood was gushing everywhere. He cried
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