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    To my father, James. My dad is a proud veteran of the United States Marine Corps and I have yet to scare him with a story. Hopefully this one'll do it.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "A writer writes, always."

      

    

“Monsters are real, and ghosts are real too. They live inside us, and sometimes, they win.”

- S.K.

1

The walk would be a horrible and treacherous one in the end, but at this moment it only seemed to be physically challenging. It had been a four-mile hike so far and the rich greenery that once surrounded them turned to shit as they proceeded to the truly unknown areas of the park.

Branches on trees had gone rotten and broke off, fresh green grass turned to yellow crab grass surrounded by thick mud, flowers and plants seemingly disappeared and were replaced by poison oak and poison ivy. The true poison was yet to be found.

It was the poison that does not kill you but rather, makes you wish you would have died. And the poison... he was waiting. 

The clouds parted in the blue sky and worked to cover the sun, making everything (even more so) dark and ominous.

The two of them were approaching a large and steep hill going downward with a path at the very bottom, surrounded by medium sized ponds of brown muck and green water. Before they were about to make their decent down that slippery mud-covered hill, they turned their heads slowly towards one another as if to warn each other that they were scared. But nobody spoke.

With a deep breath coming from each, the father remembered what had brought him and his fifteen-year-old son there in the first place. It wasn’t a dare, but the two of them silently challenged each other with thin eyes and a smirk on their faces across the dinner table three days ago. It was Father’s Day. And the two were celebrating late in the day when the subject came up.

Although it was the end of the day when the urban legend came up, Dave was surprised to find breakfast waiting for him on the table at seven thirty, not cooked by his wife but his son, Jeff. It was Dave’s favorite. Chocolate chip pancakes with plenty of greasy bacon to pair with it. Dave noticed that the bacon was burnt, and the pancakes were charred also, but he did not mention it, because he truly did not care. It was just an observation.

“Happy Father’s Day, old man.”

Dave stood surprised and proud as his wife Jenny joined the father and son duo for breakfast.

After the school day was over, Jeff had a present for his father that would remind Dave of an old story, one that he himself was leery of, but it was the one that would be told that started it all. Even when thinking about it, Dave felt a bit leery, but that did not stop him. He would later wish that it did.

2

He meant to be violent. There was not a thought in his mind that was not sexual or violent. His eyes saw red, and his heart was black. Satan (if he was real) had a special place in hell for this son of a bitch!

This man had a way about him that made evil overcome a situation even in the happiest sense of a moment. His teeth were white. Bright white. He would have blinded you if he was under a black light. The teeth were also well aligned and had no spaces... Only give it time.

The monster inside of this man (that would soon enough show in physical visibility) walked upright and in perfect posture and was smooth like a layer of melting frosting on a freshly warm dessert.

Eyes that simply just meant business. The business of death.

The rest of him was in perfect proportion, including his rippling body of muscle. Ryan Reynolds in the remake of the horror classic that cannot be brought to one’s recollection just at this time comes to mind when you close your eyes and try to picture the creature’s physique.

Smooth strides in his walk eventually brought him to a destination that would prove to be in his personal taste, even though that was not where he exactly planned on going at the birth of his journey. Did he even have a plan?

Cash registers clang and clung in a small family-owned grocery store at the edge of a small town that he had planned on passing. But something was worth staying for. For a little while. Worth killing for, just for the exhilaration and sexual release. She was
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