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Welcome back readers to another great volume of the legendary archives of Other Dimensions. Did you enjoy our last volume? Well, we sure hope that you did.

For those of you who are new to the series let me explain a few things. I am Charlie, the creator and host of Other Dimensions. As always I have my Imaginary best friend, co-host to this said collection of short stories, Julie, everyone's favorite demonic humunculous. Yes we know that "Humunculous" is spelled wrong and we don't care. Thats how Julie wants it and thats what we get.

What you are about to encounter is a journey of short stories told by us. These stories are often quite horrendous and all around just screwed up. They are not to make sense they are nothing else but a work of fiction. You will often experience spelling errors and bad grammar. Why is this you ask? Because, we are living creatures and are prone to making mistakes. We tell the stories as if we were sitting in your home or at the local bar on a stormy night. Isn't that right Julie?" I ask the lady of hell as she eyes me throw cigarette smoke.

Thats right Charlie. But, also readers these stories are full of drugs, sexual situations, murder, extortion, monsters, demonic forces that I left in your basement and closet. Everything that a picky person would find as inappropriate will be contained in these stories. Fair warning for the prudish readers out there. But, for the rest of us, lets get our drugs and jump right into this." she says as she starts downing the whiskey.

I'M GOING TO BE LATE

1

"Mr.Vance Edwards was a workaholic. He had every excuse in the world to not do anything else but his work. That's how he made his living. By age twenty-one he had sold his inventions of advance space engineering technology that helped the space age get developed in the country that he was living in. What country it was, no one really knows. It all depends on who you ask.
His primary home of residence was just about a shade away from the dark side of the moon, down a deserted country road that hadn't been fixed since it was built from an old coyote path about a thousand years ago or something. His home was a mansion. The neighbors were miles down the road and he liked it that way. He would often work from home but still had no time to actually socialize with his fellow man.

Vance had a fiance named Vivian Hamill who came from a well to do family, and they could not wait for the two to finally get married. She was the same age as Mr. Edwards and wanted him to desperately retire so they could have time to actually spend with each other and not have to schedule their social time around Vance's work. She believed that forty-one was getting too old, and wanted to finally be done with it all when it came to work.

They were rich beyond their wildest dreams. They had been together for over ten years. And had already tried to marry once before. That was about four years ago. Vance had a serious heart attack that damn near took him out of commission. He was in shape and his health was excellent, but his stress levels were too high.

Vivian was pissed. She thought that he had run off with his twenty-two year old sexy secretary. The hospital failed to inform the next of kin of him being one of their patients. You would think that a rich famous guy like Vance would have made the news upon arrival of the I.C.U. But no, no body cared. Had she not found him in the hospital after like the seventy-second call she made to try to locate him, he would have never seen her again.
Besides working all of the time and making excuses for doing it, Vance Edwards was a pretty decent guy. He was likable and would help a fucker out once in awhile. Which was weird because he hated lazy incompetent people. Wouldn't stand or put up with them. He liked results and he wanted them fast and done right. He wanted them to be better than anyone else, or he would fire you. He had no tolerance for bullshit.
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TODAY WAS A SPECIAL day, it was his wedding take two. This time he was determined to be there. He didn't care if he had another heart attack or not. He was going to marry his fiance and that was that. He loved her too much to let her down again. Like everything else in his life, he put a lot of thought into it all when it came to the planning. He wanted to everything to be perfect for his bride. Even though Vivian's family was well off, like I mentioned before, Vance wanted to help out with the financial aspects of this ceremony.

He was just finishing up with getting dress by making sure that his bow tie was straight and wouldn't make a fool out of him, when he glanced at the clock in the mirror.

"Damn." he said knowing he was about to start running late. He hated being late. And took one final look in the mirror and decided that this would have to due. He grabbed his car keys to his 57 Chevy Bel-Air and his suitcase that was worth more than a brand new car, and headed out. He made sure that all appliances were turned off especially the coffee maker. The doors and windows were secured and the alarm was set. He locked the door and got into the convertible and lit up a cig. He didn't always smoke but when he did it was always one of the best ones that money could buy. These ones had the symbol of Zeus on them and they burned smooth.

The engine roared to life and the exhaust was something that was unfamiliar in todays society with their regulations involving pollution. It had a unique smell and he liked it, even if the environment didn't. Soon, he was on the freeway and cruising like nobodies business. Vance wasn't one of the best drivers on the planet but he never wreck a vehicle. A gas truck flew by him almost side swiping him before running others off of the road.

"Shit! Come on man! Seriously? The hell is the matter with you?" he shouted in rage. His heart skipped a beat and started palpitating. This scared him. He didn't want to have another heart attack ever, especial again on his wedding day. He took a few drags from the cig that was represented by the guardian of Mount Olympus which seemed to help get things on track. He let out a laugh and seen that this cig was done. He lit another. Traffic started to slow down and then came to a halt. This was not good. He was now definitely going to be late.
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He looked around and was wondering what the hell was going on. The other motorist that had ceased movement next to him displayed a look of curiosity and frustration. Who wouldn't? The top was down on the car and he enjoyed the warm sunshine on his face along with the fresh breeze that crossed his path to say hello. It was a beautiful day and the blue sky complimented it all with its clarity. A perfect day for a wedding. He had been worried about that considering it had been raining all week. He and his bride had discussed the possibility to move everything in door.

He looked at his watch and swore. He was late. If traffic didn't start moving now, then he wouldn't be there on time. Now he was pissed. He half stood up in his car to see over the window shield and saw thick black smoke rolling from the ground. He could smell the burning. He took a picture of it and sent it as a text to his bride. The phone replied back with a message claiming that it didn't go through because of a lack of signal at that time.

"Thats impossible!" he shouted. One of the systems that he had developed had done away with any and all lost signals. You could be in a submarine fifteen miles below the oceans surface and still get outstanding reception. Bottom line this shouldn't be happening. And worst of all, it was occurring when he needed it most. Mr. Edwards could not believe this shit was happening again. He was going to miss his own wedding and there wasn't anything he could do. He was chain smoking now out of panic and shear frustration.

He looked around for anyway off of this freeway and saw that there was none. He didn't know weather to cry or kick someones ass. He also wanted to break something. Not to say that he was a violent man or anything, just sick of this type of shit always coming up. He started calling out to the other drivers asking if they could see or knew anything about what was going on. The lady next to him just shook her head not looking at him and rested it on the palm of her hand as she stared straight forward. Another displayed the same type of behavior and wouldn't acknowledge him.

"The fuck is going on? Hey! Hey buddy! Do you got reception? Hey can you hear me?" he asked but not a single person paid any attention to him. He got out of the car and began walking as law enforcement and first responders passed him by. There was already one cop on the scene and Vance couldn't remember how he had got there so fast. There closer he got the more intense the heat was. He could see the gas truck that had passed him had collided with another car. Actually a few of them. The smell was of burning bodies and vehicles. It was atrocious.

"Hey, officer the hell is going on here? Can we get through or not? Seriously, I got a fucking wedding to go to and I can't afford to be late again for this shit. Lets get a move on already. Think you can make that happen, or is that just too much for you fuckers these days?" Vance shouted. He cared, but didn't about the wreck and the lives that were lost. He just wanted to get the hell out of there as quickly as possible.
"Get back to your fucking vehicles right now! Come on clear the area! For Christ sakes people move it! What are you deaf dumbass? I said fucking move it or I am going to start shooting every last one of you!" shouted the cop. Vance turned around and saw that there was others that were standing behind him. The fuck ever was there behavior towards this cops abusive psychotic bullshit. But none the less they all returned as ordered and this brought a smirk onto the pigs face. He knew civilians wouldn't do shit. They were too afraid to do anything. They certainly didn't want to go to prison. And they weren't smart enough to fight for their rights. Hell in this day and age they had none. They only made the claim that they did.

Eventually Vance made his way back to his classic of a car. Another cig got lit up and the radio was on. No one noticed him. He figured that it was just because they were just as frustrated as him. He tried to call and text again. Nothing. He restarted his phone and turned it off, and again, nothing. He looked around and others had a signal and were chatting away. But not him. He was getting worried that no one was calling him to see where he was at. It didn't make any sense at all. He looked at his watch and seen that the battery had died. He swore again. He checked the time on his phone but it was not displaying anything. Then he noticed something good.

The traffic started moving and it was going fast because they opened up two of the four lanes. People were in a hurry to get where they needed to be going. You would think that after a fatal tragic multiple car pile up that they would be more cautious. They weren't. Vance didn't care. He just wanted to get where he was going. Soon he was weaving down the city streets like a humming bird that got his ass lit on fire. He was starting to regain hope. Maybe he would make it to the church on time. He sure hope so. Vivian deserved everything to go perfectly on her special day and he meant to make that happen no matter what.
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He locked the brakes up and slid to his spot behind a row of cars in front of the holy building. He got out and briefly looked at the other church across the street and wonder why they put two so close to each other as he speed walked. He burst through the doors and began to apologize for being late while describing his situation. Then stopped dead. The church was empty. He didn't know what to do. Had he gone to the wrong one? He didn't know. Panic started to set in. Perhaps he was suppose to go to the one across the street. He let out an embarrassed laugh and ran out of the church to go across the street. He stopped short of the curb as he heard someone speaking out back. He did an about face and ran behind the church.

"I'm sorry that I am late! There was a horrible accident on the freeway and my phone stopped working. I got here as soon as I could. It wasn't my fault really. Oh shit! Sorry about that. I didn't know that this was a funeral. Bret?!?! Oh my god, is that you?" he asked in horror. Brett was his best man but wasn't the forty year old that he knew and loved. No, readers, instead he was in his seventies now and a look of sorrow and lost was on his face as he looked at the earth. Vance followed his gaze and there was a coffin being lowered slowly to the ground. The name on the headstone was Vivian Rogers. There was two pictures on the headstone. One of him and Vivian at age forty and the other of Brett and Vivian at the age of seventy-seven. The gravestone right next to hers said;
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VANCE EDWARDS

Born. 21 February 1980

Died. 19 July 2021

One of the worlds greatest minds, rest in peace.
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THAT WAS THERE WEDDING day for his death. Vivian's headstone declared that she died in the year of 2057. How could thirty-six years have gone by in a few hours? Vance knew the truth. He was really late for his wedding by a good thirty-six years. He had died in that traffic accident and thats why no one responded to him. They simply did not see him. He began to cry. She still loved him and wanted to be buried next to him and had married his best friend Brett Rogers after he died. He looked at his best friend who was mourning the death and burial of his wife and felt nothing but compassion and appreciation for him. He knew that Brett took care of and treated Vivian good. He placed his ghost hand on his friends shoulder, and noticed that Brett flinched a bit and looked in his direction.

Brett could see him and at first had a look of astonishment, then a look of happiness. A mutual respect and agreement was understood between them. And that was gratitude and understanding. Then Brett looked beyond Vance which caused him to turn around and there standing next to him was Vivian as she would have been on their wedding day dress and all. Brett just smiled at both of them and nodded. The coffin began to lower and they watched it go down into the earth. With a final look they nodded their farewells to each other and Brett Rogers made his way to the curb to drive home.

Vance just looked at Vivian, both had tears in their eyes. He began to proclaim how sorry he was for missing out on their wedding again and she cut him off by shaking her head hugging him and kissing him on the lips. She knew it wasn't his fault and never blamed him.

"Shall we go Vance? We have been waiting for this day for a long time. Come on my love, lets go." she said grabbing his arm and pulling him to the curb where the convertible was. They got in and drove away disappearing down the street like a summer mirage on the highway. Four years later they met Brett, for he too passed away and the trio live happily ever after on the other side.

"So if you happen to be crossing a church and see three figures laughing and having a good time in a convertible like Mr. Edwards, you probably be certain that it is the subjects of this story and not just three random living people. Until next time readers, goodnight." I Charlie say as Julie flicks off the light.

THE HOUSE

Michael was fairly level headed man. Meaning he was a completely rational thinking individual that never dived into the world of superstition. That was all about to change. The change would be caused by a certain house that he moved into. A house that was fairly modern. Built in the last twenty years. But yet some how was beyond what a normal house should be. Thanks once again for joining us for tonight's tale of horror and hauntings. Julie do you have anything else to add?" I ask the co-host. She is struggling with rolling a doobie. After a few hundred years of existence you would think that she would be good at this by now. And let me tell you readers, she is. So, it is rather curious to watch her totally fuck this up.
"Don't give me that look. This paper sucks. There, got it! Not bad if I say so myself. So, yeah anyways, tonight's story is one that we are sure that you will be telling over and over again. Even if the telling is just to talk shit about it. Most modern houses are not haunted, but the one in this story might just be. Well lets just get right to it. You know the rules readers, smoke your weed, get your alcohol or other party favors, sick back, relax and enjoy." she says and now enters our story.
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A FEW HOURS AGO MICHAEL was released from federal confinement. He had done fourteen years in prison as a military prisoner, and had finally proved his innocence and was going home. He had no one to pick him and because of his time away from society, he had lost everything and everyone. He wasn't too excited about getting out of the joint. He had nothing to come home to. Just a home left to him from his parents passing two years back. What he did have was close to a million dollars of back pay that the government paid him for false imprisonment. He didn't care about the money that much either, because what he cared about was the time that he lost, and that was something that you can't get back.

But, nonetheless, he was positive about his current situation. He had a plan to make something of himself and that was to find a job and make a descent living and publish his short stories and other novels. His stories were good. But only appealed to a small audience. And that was the kind that loved horror, science fiction, fantasy and the like. The world had changed and not for the better. There was no more smoking in the bars or in the general public. There was certainly no more corrective action with individuals that were class "A" fuck ups. Accomplishment was looked down upon, and screwing things up was the socially accepted norm. Michael was not going to have that.

It was late at night when he arrived at he deserted house and he was pleased to see that his lawyer did in fact get the water and power on like he asked. He went to the basement and started to rummaging through the old boxes looking at his old stuff that he hadn't seen since he had been how which was a lot longer than what he spent in prison. You're talking about almost twenty years now. All of this stuff brought back memories before all of the bullshit started and the war on terrorism. It reminded him of a more simple kind of life and when the only things you had to worry about were getting sick and being kidnapped or ass beat for fucking up.

At first he felt comfortable about being home, but then as he looked at his watch he noticed it was after 2am. And he had the feeling that something was watching as he dug through those boxes in the basement. He turned around and saw nothing but darkness. He only had one light one which didn't do much for his vision. It seemed that the shadows shimmered slightly and he had no explanation for that either. But yet, he could not shake off this feeling that something threatening was right there in the room with him and wanted to do him harm. He didn't like this feeling and just shook it off as nothing more than being alone for the first time in fourteen years. He decided that it was time to shower and go to bed. He did.
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HE WOKE UP IN THE MIDDLE of the night because he felt like someone was watching him again. It was a different environment, obviously, but still no matter where you are at, there are rules of normalcy. And what he was experiencing was someone was watching him and there shouldn't be anyone but himself in that house. It was creeping him out like there was no tomorrow. He look around at the darkness that surrounded him and he didn't like it. He held his breath to see if he could hear anything or anyone. He turned on the light and somehow this seemed to make things worst. Now, it seemed that the world was right there exposed to him and he could see and preferred not to see or know. This was fucking with his sense like no other. When he was in Iraq fighting for his country he relied on those senses to tell the truth and warn him of pending danger, this time he couldn't find any reason as to why his nerves were flaring up and alive. After a moment he turned it off and pull the covers over his head and went to sleep.

He was awaken again from hearing hysterical laughter and whispering. There seemed to be a black shadowy man standing at the foot of his bed. Michael freaked and jumped out and turning on the lights as he did. There was nothing there. It took him a moment to catch his breath and to calm down. There was goose bumps all over his flesh and the hair stood up all over. He knew someone was there and it scared him because he couldn't see the cause for his alarm. This was something that he had never had to dealt with before, so he didn't know what to do or how to relax.
Even though the room was lit up, it seemed dull and full of darkness. The hallway creaked and he was certain that some horrible thing was going to bust down his door at any moment and come after him. He heard the basement door close shut. And knew that no living thing was responsible for it. He served in combat and wasn't easily scared. But this was different. With this he was experiencing invisible things and not those that he could see and handle. He was in a complete panic. He didn't know how to deal with this. He was never trained for such activities. He stayed a wake, straining his ears and trying hard to hear something that would explain away everything that he could not. Soon, he was back under the covers and fast asleep.

The next morning he was still creeped out. He didn't feel right in the house that was left to him by his parents. There was something wrong with it and he didn't know what it was. He checked the three bedrooms and the bathroom. Everything was fine. He checked the basement and found the other lights, which didn't seem to help make the darkness go away. He couldn't understand it, even with the natural light coming in from the windows, it was still dark down there. But, nonetheless, he just figured that it was because it was a new environment and considering that no one was around to keep him company, he just figured it was that for all of the reasons as to why he was uncomfortable. In prison, there was always someone around. You never had to get use to being alone. Even in solitary confinement. There was a cell right next to you and there was someone there. Always.
He began to work out in the basement. There was something pleasing about the concrete floor. Probably because it was familiar. He began to relax from his two hours of working out. Just as he was beginning to make his way upstairs the floor above him creaked. He stopped and held his breath. Perhaps it was the house settling? He thought. But that was nonsense. The house was twenty years old and had already settled. The cold weather maybe? Was his next thought, and that made more sense. It was like fifteen to twenty degrees outside. Maybe the house was contracting for the low temperatures.

He went to go take a shower and clean up. While he was in there he thought he heard the front door shut. Goose bumps immediately covered his body. He was dressed and out of the house in less than five minutes. He walk a little over three miles, it might have been four for all he knew in the freezing cold and snow to the local DMV and renewed his drivers license. As luck would have it, all he needed to do was take the written part for a small processing fee and the instructor for the driving part was already there due to a cancellation. He didn't have to take drivers education again. All he had to do was pay the fees and pass. He did.

His next stop was to the local dealership across the street and thats where he bought a brand new car outright. He was loving his new found freedom. He went to the store and bought hygiene, clothing, food, and everything else he needed. He found a store that specialized in electronics and got himself a laptop and a whole entertainment center. Needless to say his little car was packed and he was ready to go home. It had been a long and an eventful day and he was beyond tired.

When he got home he slowly moved all of his stuff into the house, showered again and went to bed. The night, as far as he knew, was uneventful. He slept like a rock. The next day he did his normal workout routine and then he setted up his entertainment center. He loved it as he watched all of the old movies that he had missed and not got to see. He pig out on the junk food that he had bought the previous day. And this was his routine for the next few days. Everything was fine and he was beginning to like being home. Yes life was certainly good for Michael.
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He tried to find jobs, but no one cared to hire him after they found out that he served time in prison. It didn't matter to them that he was fucking innocent or anything. The only thing that they cared about was that he was an ex-con and they didn't want that type of shit around. He was a veteran who fought in combat and was wrongfully accused of a crime and now set free and his record done away with. The bottom line was no one wanted to hire him because they still believed that he was guilty.

It frustrated him as to just how stupid people could be in life. They rather label someone as shit before acknowledging the truth that they might be alright. I guess it just gives some people something to bitch about. People like that have no life or a mind of their own. He tried the local bar and had trouble getting his head around the fact that you couldn't smoke in them any more. When he got locked up you could. The owner gave him an interview and, once again when he found out about the criminal background, he told Michael to get the hell out of his bar.

He was heart broken and just ready to give up altogether. He couldn't make friends. It was as if politeness was wrong and fucking each other over was the right thing to do and that was the only way to be accepted in todays society. He went to the grocery store and bought some booze. He needed it. He had been kicked around for over a decade and now that he was home and ready to get on with his life, it just seemed that there was those that wanted to hold him back even more. He went to the gas station and picked up a pack of smokes and returned home. He hated what his life was turning out to be. He was depressed alright. He really just had enough and didn't want to deal with it anymore.

He got home and plopped his ass down on the couch lighting up a cig and taking a shot of Jack. He went on line and signed up for People Talk. He was hoping to find his old friends. He spent hours on that damn thing reconnecting with old chums from his hometown. He was getting hammered and enjoying every last moment of it. He didn't noticed the dark figure that crept up behind him as he sat on the couch and then moved to the kitchen.

A plate fell off the counter crashing to the floor. Michael jumped up screaming. He was sober now and knew that there was no reason in hell that plate could have fell by itself. He was scared now. The basement stairs were right there by the kitchen table and garage door. His heart was racing. He didn't have any other place to go. This caused him more despair for his situation because he didn't have any hope of finding someone to spend time with him. He was beginning to believe that he would always be alone in this damn house. The last few days had been quite, and now here it was starting all up again. Perfect, just what he needed.

He slowly got up to investigate the issue of the plate falling to the floor. He cautiously turned the corner to peer into the kitchen. He saw nothing. He flicked on the light and he saw a beautiful women standing there. He let out s sigh of relief as well as a laugh. He remember mom and dad saying that they had a house keeper that would time from time come over and help out. Her name was Jasmin, and she had often written him letters and told him that once he was out she would stop by to help him out. She had short dark hair and silver eyes that you could swim in for eternity. She was smoking hot. Like model porn star quality. She introduced herself and brought him coffee which they took to the kitchen table to catch up on somethings.

He asked her if she was there the night before and she claimed that she hadn't been here in over a week. She asked him what was wrong and if something happened and he told her what he had been experiencing. She told him that it was an old house and sometimes they make noise. He didn't like this explanation at all and mainly because it did not fit into what he had been experiencing. She looked at him like someone who was not going along with something that she be kept secret. That if he knew the truth then he should shut up about it. She got up and grabbed some beers from the fridge and gave him one.

They continued their palvolar for sometime getting shit faced in the process. At first, they were on opposite ends of the table then they eventually made it to sitting next to each other on the couch. Hands were held then kissing and then touching. This lead to them stumbling drunkenly to the bedroom were clothes started disappearing and breathing got heavy. They started fucking and Michael was enjoying it until Jasmine bit down on his neck a little too hard. He pushed her away shouting "what the fuck" and checking his neck. There was blood there which no longer concerned him as he looked up and saw two glowing eyes staring back at him. His boner was long gone at this point and something very important clicked into his mind. This was not Jasmine. Jasmine was supposed to be a an eighty year old woman with a heart of gold.

"Who, and what the fuck are you?" said a terrified Michael to the creature that was sitting on top of him. There was a low growl and the creatures face came closer to him sniffing. He threw the thing off of him and got out of bed turning on the lights. A violent growl erupted from behind him. He turned around scared shitless and there standing as tall as the ceiling was a horror that he couldn't possibly make up or have seen in any movie that had come out. This thing was like a bloated big foot that was rotting from the inside out and did not like him at all. And oh God it had wings and claws.

The creature swung at Michael slamming him into the wall. It pick him and battered his body around as if he was a rag doll or something. He tried to fight this monster off of him but couldn't. He screamed out for help, but no one came. He grabbed whatever he could to defend himself but little did it matter to his assailant. Finally the creature from hell threw him away off to the side and Michael could finally be free. He didn't have to be told twice, he grabbed his car keys and got the fuck out of there.Tonight he would find a hotel. He packed up some of his shit and got the hell out of there as soon as possible.

He stayed at the hotel for the next couple of days and contemplated if he was going crazy. Was he seeing or hearing anything in the hotel room? No. Could he have possibly left the plate to close to the edge and it just happened to fall on its own? He liked to think so, but his mind wouldn't let him. He also had bazaar encounters where he would wake up at night and the bed would be vibrating. He was able to discover that on one occasion it was because of the pipes that ran under the floor. But still, it was unsettling on his mind nonetheless. He had had enough. He needed to move out. Then there was the monster that attacked him. He knew damn well that was true. He had gone from the hotel to the house over and over again for the next three months, and each time was pure horror. He had made a valiant effort, now it was time to leave. He decided to call the family realtor.
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It was warm sunny day when the realtor came by to look over the house and analyze its value. He was the stereotypical business man that had an answer for everything. He met Michael outside of the house and noticed that he was looking rough like he hadn't slept in a month. He hadn't. And it more than showed. His shirt was dirty and he hadn't shaved in quite some time. He still had no job and didn't want one at all. There was a pile of cigs around his feet, clearly he had been there for awhile.

"I don't care what you have to do just sell the god damn thing." he told the house agent with a rough slurring voice. The agent was kind of put off by this.

"Michael, I sold this house to your parents. It's a great house. It's in a great neighborhood, and school district. The crime rate is low. The housing market in this area just keeps going up and if you would allow me to...." he began but Michael just cut him off.

"Just sell the fucking thing I don't want to live here anymore. It's...it's fucked up. Theres something wrong with it. I got to get away. Far away."

"What's wrong with it Michael? Come on son tell me. It's ok. I've known you your entire life. Tell me whats wrong." Michael looked up at the old family friend with blood shot eyes filled with tears. The bottle of vodka was shaking so bad in his unsteady hands that it fell to the ground. He placed his head into those unsteady hands and began to cry.
"It fucking possessed! Haunted! There shit moving around and footsteps walking around all night. I hear whispering from shadows. I can't sleep or feel safe in there. Doors are slamming at all hours. Shits falling off of the counters and breaking. I can't fucking take it any more Joe! Oh god help me!" he sobbed. Joe just stared at him with intent eyes. He approached the man who he watched grow up and placed a fatherly hand on his shoulder.

"Michael. Come inside and show me whats going on. Hey. Hey. I'll get you out of this house but first I must see for myself. Come on. Just one more time and then you can come and stay with me that is until I find you someplace us. But I will sell this house I promise you. Come on. Lets go thats it." said the family friend. Michael nodded his head and stood up shakily. He looked Joe right in the eye. Joe placed the same comforting hand on his shoulder and nodded again. Michael nodded back and in they went. That was the last time Michael seen sunlight.

5

Once entered, Joe locked the front door behind them. Michael just stared in horror as he gawked into the living room and seen a bunch of demonic minions tearing shit up. He began to shake uncontrollably and pissed himself. His mind screamed in protest as to what he was witnessing. His eyes informed his brain that this was in fact happening. He felt a tap on his shoulder and heard the family friend start talking as he turned to face the last thing that he would ever see on earth. He didn't want to turn around but, could not stop his body from doing it.

His mind screamed in protest. His eyes kept sending him the proof that this was happening. He wanted to run and fight back, do whatever was necessary to get away. He couldn't. The grotesque creature standing in front of him, laughing and leering at him was going to rip him apart, and oh god there was nothing he could do. This entity was all rotting out and smelling like water down sewage and garbage. Like a dead wet dog or something that just got done fucking a skunk and one of my exes. He could feel and hear the demonic minions running up behind him. Still nothing. His body wouldn't move. They were going to get him and there was nothing else he could do. So, he screamed.

Joe, the monster lunged at him screeching like a psychotic eagle and ripped into him. Body parts went everywhere. Like someone had been thrown into a wood chipper. The minions began drinking his blood and devouring his body parts. Joe the monster did the same. Throwing pieces of Michael scraps here and there for the younger demons to feast on. Several hours later the human form of Joe left the house whistling an eerie tune. He got into his car and drove away.

6

A few weeks later Joe was showing the house to a young couple. They were happy and very close to each other. The wife was pregnant and was so excited to see that the rooms were all very close to each other and the bathroom. Every room that they went to was more exotic than the last. They loved the house and made an offer immediately. They didn't notice that some of the house furniture was moving on its own.

"Sounds good. Just sign here. But I got to warn you, don't get to attached to places like this. It'll just eat you up." said Joe as they all shared a good laugh. Two months later, Joe was selling the house to another family. It seems that they last one just disappeared one night. Their families said that they claimed that there was something seriously wrong with the place. But thats just crazy, right?

TIME SLIP
"Amanda was a typical girl that you would find in the 1600's. She believed in the bible 100% and wasn't one to go around making up tall tales. She did her shores without having to be told at all. She just did them and that was that. Good Puritans always did the work and will of god. Thats what they lived for. But today readers we are going to hear the stories of not just Amanda the puritan, but also that of a punk kid from the year 2020 name Austin who through a freak phenomenal experience switch not only places, but also time with each other. How was that Julie?" I Charlie the creator and host of Other Dimensions says to the demonic humunculous co-host and my personal imaginary best friend.

"Good Charlie. This is an interesting story that brings a different perspective into the lives of two fictional characters. But, like all of our stories, I'm sure it'll be fun nonetheless. So lets get it started. You know the rules readers." she says with a wink and a nod that sends us shooting right into our story.

1

The sky was gray with the promise of an upcoming storm. Amanda pulled her cloak tighter trying to shield herself from the wind's merciless breeze. It was chilly and she didn't want to catch the Devil's cold. Amanda lives in the 1600's and this is a time era where modern day comforts simply didn't exist. No electricity. No packaged foods. Hell unless you made it, you were at the mercy of Mother Nature.

She was carrying a wicker basket full of fresh bread that she received from the neighbors about a mile down the dirt road. Because this was the 1600's there was no paved roads out in the country where her and her family worked all day to make a living. Her father had taught her how to read and she used this ability to study the bible every night. This is what she was thinking about as she made her way home. Fresh bread, tea, and sitting by the fire reading from the good book you couldn't ask for a better night. This was how people lived in the old world. Hard work and the comfort of family companionship and worshiping the Lord.

Lightening flashed and she could see the crossroads up ahead, and after that, her father's farm. She was looking forward to the nights activities. She had a long day. Mrs. Giuseppe had just given birth to a boy and she played the role of midwife during that episode. She handle herself well and knew that the Lord was proud of her, and she was thankful for his assistance and the honor to having to be there. The wind blew. The lightening came down as she entered the middle of that said cross roads. The last thing she seen of her world was the place she lived her entire life at. Her fathers farm house.

2

The sky was gray with the promise of an upcoming storm. Austin pulled his hoodie tighter trying to shield himself from the wind's merciless breeze. He didn't want to get the Coronavirus that had plague the country at this current time. He was eighteen and living in the world of 2020. Modern comforts were his religion. The whole concept of earning a living from working was a joke to him. Like any other kid his age. He was walking down the same road that Amanda had been centuries before. He was carrying his cell phone that he used as a boombox blaring hip hop and other crackhead music that just totally sucked compared to the good kind of that genre. Some how this made him cool. It didn't. But that was the belief nonetheless. He had no goals and certain wasn't going anywhere in life, besides prison and or the city morgue because of his incredible stupid decision makings.

Lightening flashed and he could see the crossroads up ahead, and after that an old farm that him and his mom used to live in before she went back to prison for drugs. The road was still gravel and offered little comfort to drive on. He was sure that he was going to hell a thought that this was funny. To be a class "A" fuck up was what was also considered to be cool in this day and age. The wind blew. The lightening came down as he entered the middle of that said cross roads. The last thing he saw of his world was the place he lived in for a short period of time. The old farm house.

3
Amanda only saw a flash of light. The she seen a world that was similar but totally different. The trees were not the same. There was weird branches that ran horizontal along the road that she did not know were called power lines. The air was staggered and bad to the taste. She could hear the static electricity coming off of the wires and it was loud and frighten her. She looked around and saw other houses that did not belong with her environment. There were funny boxes on poles infront of the houses that made no sense to her. They didn't have mail boxes in her time era. She was now hundreds of years in the future and was beginning to think that she had been bewitched by the Devil himself. She was beginning to freak out.

She began to run to her father's farm house, but it wasn't the same. The well out back was there but again different. Someone had changed it. A dog growled at her and she tried to run but it soon caught up to her. She was tackled to the ground by this beast, and she started screaming. A loud thunderous crash sounded. Almost like her father's musket but again different. The dog yelped and ran off.

"Get the hell off of her, you fucking retard!" shouted a man wearing overalls, and carrying a shot gun. She couldn't comprehend this man. His clothes were odd and not like anything that she had seen. Where was her father and why wasn't he here. Who was this man and why was he here. Her mind was breaking at this point. She was experiencing something that could never happen. She was a puritan, nothing like this was ever spoken of before. She began sobbing uncontrollably. Her whole body was shaking. The bread basket was toppled over. She felt so bad that the bread was now ruined. Someone had worked really hard to make that and she had the upmost appreciation for all of it. And now, it laid on the ground and covered in dirt.

"Are you alright Miss? Come on lets get you up. Are ya hurt any? Damn girl, your leg is a bleeding. Come on lets get you to a hospital. You might need some stitches. Old Sparky has never acted like that. Is there someone that I can call to let them know whats happened to you? Say you don't look familiar are you from around here? Whats your name." asked the farmer as he picked her up. She didn't know what to do or say. The way he talked was so strange to her. Almost like a new language. The cursing that he used was unknown to her. Damn was something that she heard all of the time especially in church but as for the others, not so much.

She was hysterical at this point and the farmer couldn't get her to calm down. He decided that it was best to call the authorities and allow them to handle this. They came and had to sedate her. She was fighting and praying to God to make all of this stop. She just wanted this nightmare to end and to wake up and see that this was all just a bad dream. It wasn't happening. No matter how much she prayed and beg the nightmare continued. She was certainly one of the walking damned.

At the hospital they gave her a full work up. Her blood test came back extremely odd, strangely proved what she had been telling the social worker the past few days. The year was 1642 and she lived on her father's farm and everything else that had happened. Now you see, in this day and age our DNA has certain antibodies and vaccinations that stay in our blood. Those antibodies and vaccinations were not present in her blood and thats impossible for this day and age. Her vocabulary was completely different and even an expert on the seventeenth century was brought in and told the authorities and doctors that he didn't know how it was at all possible but she is definitely not from our time era. The evidence itself proved that over and over again.

She was placed in a mental hospital and kept in isolation. Somehow they believed that this child of God was a threat to the rest of the population. She constantly argued that the bible that they gave her was completely wrong and that it was a faithful copy, that it had been changed by the Devil himself. She was highly depressed and just wanted to go home where things were normal and didn't seem so insane. She could never get use to the things in her cell. The toilette was something that scared her. It was loud and had no explanation as to where the water came and went. The water tasted bad coming out of the sink. Light came from magic and not the lanterns that smelled sweet from the burning oil. Heat came from some place else and not the rocky fire place that she was accustomed to.
She was in hell and could not believe that God would do this to her. She sang the holy hymn's that the church taught her, and those that heard it could not believe what they claimed. Nor did they know the songs themselves. She couldn't take it anymore. This was going to be her last day on earth. She was going to commit the mortal sin and no one could stop her. She unmade the bed as she heard commotion outside of her cell door.

4

Austin looked around at his surroundings after the flash of lightening. He wasn't sure if he was on the same road or not. It's because he never paid any attention at all. He was like most kids who had their heads way up their asses and refused to listen to their parents or anyone else. He started to wonder if had some how ended up on the wrong road. This one was more narrow and had the grooves of wagon wheels and the imprints of hoof marks from horses. The crossroads were the same. The farm house was somewhat similar. All in all he could not be sure that this was where he was suppose to be or not. He just couldn't be sure if this is how it always looked around here.

He saw a farmer and his two kids carrying muskets running his way. Must be Amish folks around here is what Austin thought. They did infact live around here but they rarely ever came this far north. But then again it wasn't that unusual. They were shouting at him. Of course, like any other dumbass kid in this day and age Austin just looks around smirking. Because it must be someone else that they are shouting at. He was a fuck up and you can't say anything about it to him because then you are wrong. He didn't see anyone behind him. Now he kind of got worried. They were shouting and coming after him. What would he do now? What would they do to him? He smirked even more because in his world of delusion, no one could touch him.

'What did you do to my daughter? Where is she? I swear to the almighty Lord himself if you don't tell me then I will send you to Hell you demonic bastard. Now tell me what you have done to her." shouts the father. One of his sons speaks next.

"Whats that noise? It scares me. Pa, I don't feel safe. It's coming from his pocket. It must be one of Satan's spells that he used to make Amanda disappear. And why is his hair different colors?" he said. All three of them backed up a step or two and pointed their muskets at him while looking at his pockets. Austin laughed and pulled out his phone and was beginning to explain when he seen stars and everything went black. One of the sons pulled the butt stock back to hit him again but the father stopped his son and instead ordered them to pick up the demon and put him in the barn. The priest arrived shortly after and so did some of those acting as the king's men.

"What have done with Amanda? She was one of gods children and you took her away! Speak vile creature! Or so help me I will have you
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