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Phone booth on 3rd Street


By Aaron Mancuso  


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Booth 

[image: ]






When Officer Bazo arrived, sirens were everywhere. These weren’t lights of the immediate—no, this was something bigger. Most likely a homicide. He felt it in his gut, that uncanny sensation, like nausea after seeing something you can’t unsee.

He parked behind Officer Donelli. He knew it was Donelli’s car. He was the smart one—only turned on his lights if he was actually chasing someone. That kind of guy.

Bazo opened his door, then closed it again. The air was musty, lifeless somehow. Nothing living around. A few cop cars with lights. 

And of course, Bazo and Donelli. 

A drop of rain hit his bald head. Then another. He was damn proud of it, too. No combing, no fuss—just a shine now and then. Life was easier that way.

This evening, he wouldn’t know this call would change his life forever.

Donelli—older by the day—stood beside a phone booth. One that looked like it didn’t belong there. Donelli was excited. That alone was strange. Not exactly a racing heartbeat, but the kind of adrenaline that tells you whatever you’re about to see, you probably shouldn’t.

Other officers came out of their vehicles. Donelli, of course, was the first to arrive—as always.

Too many cops for an unknown crime.

What the hell is going on? Bazo thought.

“Bazo. Hey—over here!” Donelli called.

A cigarette hung from his friend’s fingers. Bazo was glad he wasn’t the one who smoked. Donelli was healthy as a lamb—if lambs were actually healthy. Which was a surprise, since he smoked like his Aunt Lou. 

Bazo adjusted his trench coat. He had a feeling it would rain tonight. His bald head confirmed it. Splat. Then splat again.

“You’re not going to believe this. Oh, yeah...it’s a dead body. But Bazo... look closely.”

Donelli skipped the pleasantries. That was one of the things Bazo admired about him. That’s why he was his friend, after all.

Bazo took a deep breath. Anyone who looks at a dead body should prepare themselves properly. Mentally, too. Especially mentally.

In front of him—wedged in an alley off Third Street in Pittsburgh—was a dead woman. Early twenties, maybe. She lay inside a phone booth that had been abandoned for years.

It was 2026. A different time.

A phone booth now was like finding a needle in a haystack. Sure, there were modern installations here and there—but this one was something else entirely.

Part of him felt excited. Another part felt uneasy. He didn’t know why. He just was.

The woman was attractive—objectively so. One pale, soft hand dangled next to a black phone connected to an old rotary machine. Bazo remembered using these. It felt like a lifetime ago. And of course, it was.

“This is interesting. This is—”

Donelli cut him off. Bazo didn’t mind. When Donelli interrupted, it usually meant something good

There had only been two homicide cases in his entire career.

And now, standing there with Donelli, it looked like they were staring at a third. 

“It’s Veronica Walters. A missing person. She’s been missing for twenty years. This is strange, she looks young. Look at what she’s wearing. And Bazo...her eyes,”

“Her eyes?” Bazo replied.

“Yeah. The witnesses who called were so scared that they ran off before we were able to ask questions and whatnot. They said they were so disturbed because of the woman’s eyes. Take a look for yourself,”

Bazo had to take another breath, trying his best to catch it. But it was really hard to do so. The strangeness of it all. Something didn’t seem right, like something ridiculous was about to happen.

And he wouldn’t be far wrong in that assumption. 

Bazo walked closer. The wind flowed through the trees—they were the only sound around, and even that was distant. The stillness of everything was getting to him. He was scared, in a way, but he had a job to do.

The phone booth was made for one person—bright red, with the word TELEPHONE in white lettering against a black background. It was a strange phone booth. Kind of scary. Kind of weird.

“Jesus...”

It shocked Bazo what he was looking at.

A woman slumped inside, her face frozen in terror, mouth open, decaying teeth exposed. She wore red lipstick and bright red Nikes—fancy in a way that didn’t belong here. 

Something was...off. 

There was an unusual quiet, the kind of silence that crawls into your brain.

“It’s like she came from a different time,” Donelli said.

You could tell he was perplexed—those folds on his forehead always showed when he was thinking hard. Like some mad detective out of an old film. Donelli had that horseshoe haircut—a classic look. 

He was just that. 

Himself.

The look on his face stretched for miles—unmistakable. Bazo took him seriously, but his eyes went back to the woman. You could tell she was attractive at one point. But there was a deadness there now. Nothing sexy about that.

That was her, alright—Veronica Walters.

Missing since 11 p.m. on a Wednesday in 2006. She’d been wearing low-cut jeans—a hint of booty if you looked closely—and an almost see-through baby tee. Bazo noticed the sports bra underneath. And of course...the pair of Nikes.

It just wasn’t common in 2026.

He knew it was her.

But it wasn’t her.

Her eyes were glazed in terror—a thin film stretched over both. Her mouth hung open, rotting, locked in a silent scream. Her right hand clutched the telephone, the receiver dangling like a hanging thorn.

“You hear that?” Bazo asked.

“Just hold the scene, guys. Thank you,” Donelli called out to the officers in the distance.

Bazo stepped into the phone booth. Donelli waited just outside.

There was still a ringtone, which shouldn’t have been there. 

An echo of lost time. 
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The stench was unbearable, but they needed to make sure the dial tone was still there. Once Miss Veronica was removed and taken away for examination, the dial tone—shockingly—still existed.

Bazo snaked inside again. A flicker of claustrophobia hit him—something he hadn’t been prepared for. But as long as Donelli was there, he told himself he was safe. The odor of death still lingered, a foul putrescence that clung to everything.

He lifted the phone to his ear. His fingers were steady because he wasn’t scared—just a strange phone booth. That’s it. That’s all.

He turned the dial. First, a nine.

A full rotation. Then another number. And another. They worked. But it didn’t take long—by the time Bazo hit the seventh number, the number three—that it began dialing on its own.

It started to ring in his ear.

Bazo froze, astonished that it was actually connecting to somewhere. Someone might answer on the other end. That would be...impossible, though, right?

“Donelli...hey, it’s ringing.”

“No shit. We can hear it from out here.”

“What the frig are you talking about...out there?”

“The ringing—it’s echoing. Like a signal or something.”

“What...the—” Bazo trailed off, a chill creeping up his spine.

And then the phone booth doors slammed shut.

A bright light—blinding, absolute—pierced through him. It paralyzed him. Held him. Like he was being pulled somewhere else. Not dead. Not alive.

He
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