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Welcome to a world where the boundaries of reality blur and the shadows hide secrets beyond imagination. Within these pages, you will discover ten short stories that delve into the realms of the fantastical and the horrifying. Each tale is a journey into the unknown, where monsters lurk in the dark, spirits whisper in the night, and the line between fear and wonder is razor-thin.

Prepare yourself for an immersive experience that will challenge your perceptions and awaken your deepest fears. Whether you seek thrill, mystery, or the supernatural, these stories are crafted to captivate and haunt you long after the last word.

Enter if you dare, and let the adventure begin.
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Angela:

Hello Drew, I’m Angela, your representative for Dine-in customer service. 

I noticed that there was a problem with your order being delayed. 

I’m really sorry about that! 

I’ll reach out to the delivery person and provide you with updates as soon as I can. 

Drew:

Hi, we’re actually concerned about the delivery person. The app shows he’s currently in Lake Marion. 

Angela takes a brief pause of about three seconds, then responds:

I’m not entirely sure I understand. What information do you need specifically? 

Drew:

We’re observing the tracker. He was making progress, then turned onto a bumpy road leading straight into the lake. 

We just want to ensure he is alright. 

Angela checks the courier’s details. Charlie Sanchez, 42, Poinciana, Florida. She looks up his location on the map and notices his green dot shaking about half an inch into a large blue area before disappearing. Her eyes widen, and she pulls back in her home-office chair, moving her bag of sour cream and onion chips aside. 

After tapping her fingers for no longer than ten seconds, she replies to the customer:

Thanks for your patience. 

I’m attempting to contact the courier right now. 

I’ll let you know as soon as possible! 

She then messages Charlie:

Hi Charlie, it’s Angela from Dine-In support. 

It seems your location signal is off—are you okay? 

She reviews the message attentively, waiting a full minute before resorting to a phone call. Her brow furrows when she sees a “No service” message, so she waits about three more seconds before calling again. This time, it connects. 

“Hello? ” a man breathes out. 

“Mr. Sanchez? This is Angela from Dine-In customer service. I noticed your GPS has stopped working, and I wanted to check...”

“This lunatic nearly killed me! ”

Angela shifts her phone to the other ear. “I’m sorry—could you repeat that? ”

“This guy drove me off the road into a lake! ” His voice is filled with panic over the sound of splashing water. 

“Oh no. I’m calling 911. ”

“Don’t! ” Charlie urgently replies.  “No police, okay? I’m fine. I just need to find my bike. ”

“W—Where is your bike at this moment? ”

“It’s still in the lake. ” His voice trembles, sounding far away. 

“Sir, this is serious. You might need assistance. Furthermore, company policy states that we must contact authorities for possible insurance claims...”

“There won’t be any claims. I’m okay. ”

Suddenly, the call cuts off. 

Angela stares at her computer screen, nervously chewing on her thumbnail when Charlie calls back. 

“Sorry—my phone’s malfunctioning. Please, just ignore this whole situation, alright? ”

“I—I’m not sure...”

“Listen, I’m currently waiting for a visa renewal. I can’t handle police involvement right now. Please. I’ll just take the rest of the evening off. ”

Angela considers her options. 

“O—Okay, I suppose. Is there any way I can assist you? ”

“Well, my phone is broken, and I can’t see anything around here. Could you check if there’s a gas station or rest area nearby? ”

She zooms in on the map. 

There’s a diner located approximately a quarter of a mile to your right from the main road. I doubt it’s open, but you could request an Uber to come and pick you up from that location. 

He grunts and then moans in pain. “This leg... I think I just turned my ankle when I was trying to grab the bike. ”

Angela tightens her lips, choosing not to suggest calling for an ambulance. 

“Can you order an Uber for me? Just set it to cash so I can pay the driver. I need someone to tell them my location in case my phone shuts off before I manage to get there. ”

“But if your phone is off, I won’t have any service...”

“Listen! ” He snaps, “Just tell them to look for a guy walking up this road...”

The call drops again, along with Charlie’s signal. 

Three minutes go by in a rush of munching on chips and biting her nails, until Angela notices the green dot appear again, moving up a thin gray line. She attempts to make another call, but it goes straight to voicemail.

At least seven minutes have elapsed since she began her conversation with Charlie. That's three minutes longer than the company's allowed time frame.  A choice needs to be made. 

She requests an Uber and includes a note for the driver to find Charlie on the main street.  The driver responds with an estimated arrival time of ten minutes. She reassures herself that he will arrive in time and refocuses on the messages. 

She quickly and carefully reviews the texts in chronological order. There’s a complaint about a missing dish, another about food being too cold, each resolved according to procedures and the clients were happy.  Even as her mind drifts to Charlie and his rescue Uber. 

That is until she notices the latest message:

Hey, just received our order. Assuming everything is okay then. Thanks! 

It’s Drew, the customer Charlie was supposed to reach.  Then Angela realizes that she forgot to contact the restaurant. Which order did he actually receive? 

Her fingers pause above the keyboard as she tries to formulate a suitable response when her phone begins to ring.  An unknown caller. 

“Hello? ”

“Yeah, did you book an Uber? I'm at the diner. No one’s here. The place is locked. ”

“Oh no, did you spot anyone outside? ”

“Look lady, there’s nobody here, alright?  It’s like a ghost town. ”

“Could you possibly...” But she doesn’t finish as another text from Drew pops up:

WTF!  Is this some kind of twisted joke? ? ? 

She squints at the text.  Distracted from the driver who is ending the call. 

“I’m leaving.  You’ll be charged for this, goodbye. ”

“No, wait! Hello? ” He had already disconnected.  Her gaze remains fixed on her laptop, eagerly waiting for Drew’s next message. It’s a photo.  She leans in to look as it becomes clearer. 

Huh, she tilts her head.  It appears to be a deep-fried Mozzarella stick with some sauce, but when she realizes what it actually is, her jaw drops. 

A finger. A severed human finger, drenched in blood, resting in a delivery box. 

What.  The. Hell. Her expression freezes as she rolls away from her desk. Messages from Drew keep popping up, but Angela is in shock.  There’s nothing in the call guide about discovering human remains in food. 

I’m calling the police. 

Drew finishes just as Angela’s phone rings again. It’s Charlie, yet another unexpected crisis for her to manage. 

“Charlie? ” Her eyes still glued to the gruesome picture. 

“Hello.  Is this Angela?  From customer support? Nice to meet you. ” It’s not Charlie. The voice on the line is calm, collected, and feels wrong. 

“H-hello?  W—Who are you? ”

A laugh.  “Oh, just a man, righting a grave injustice. ”

In the background, Charlie’s muffled screams break through: “Help! He’s going to kill me! ” Then there’s a loud thud. 

“Be quiet now, you brute. I’m on the phone. ” The man clears his throat. “Now, Angela, may I speak to your manager? ”

“W—What?  What manager? It’s just me here. ” Her eyes sweep through the living room, just in case. 

“Lies! ” He shouts.  “You people always lie! ” 

“I’m not being dishonest! ” Angela screams.  “Listen, I—I do my job from home. The supervisors aren’t even around this late. You can reach out in the morning, but please don’t do anything to Charlie! ”

“Oh Charlie,” He drags out the name, “I wouldn’t stress about him. I don’t plan on harming him, at least not anymore,” he chuckles, “I’m simply seeking what I deserve so I can release poor Charlie. ”

“W—What did you ask for? ”

“Huh,” he grins, “You need to give me fifty thousand dollars. You understand, Angela, your business has destroyed me, and if my money isn’t provided, I’ll be sending you Charlie back in pieces. ”

“No no no,” Angela pleads.  “But I—I can’t get that much money. ”

“Well, that’s unfortunate.  It seems you’ll have to say goodbye to dear Charlie here. ”

Rustling noises can be heard before Charlie's voice breaks through. 

“Angela, this guy is serious.  He’s completely out of his mind! ” He stutters amidst the objections of a man in the background. 

“Please tell me where you are, Charlie, I’ll call the authorities! ”

“No!  He’ll kill me! He already chopped off my finger!  Angela, please, I need your help.  I—I have a son. ”

Angela quietly cries. 

“Listen,” Charlie murmurs, “I have some money. Go to my house. Inform my wife. There’s a safe. Mention it’s for Augusto—she will know what you mean. ”

Angela weeps, “I can't!  Just ask someone
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