
BY KIMBERLY SUE IVERSON

Dark Moon Dynasty Universe world

Dark Illusions Series

Dark Illusions: The Beginning – Extended Edition

Dark Illusions: The Next Chapter – Extended Edition

Dark Illusions: The Final Chapter – Extended Edition

Enchanting The Moon Series

Don’t Go Far

Witness to the Moon

Claiming the Enchantress

Dynasty Of Moirae Series

Blood By Night

Law of the Beast

Companion - Property of the Pack

Birth of a Princess

Eternal Souls Universe Series

Fury of a Queen

Discovery of an Enchantress

War of the Lycaen

DMDU Series & Shorts

Sean - Osveta

DoXr

The Guardian of Life Series

Hope of the Future

Daughter of the Red Planet

Ancient Scars

Under Empty Stars

The Alchemist Series

Cessation

Mitosis

Sylphline Realm Series

Crown of Ice

Royal Blood

The Chronicles of the Sorceress world

Shorts

A Granddaughter’s Magical Curfew

Novels

Anora

Savage Lands

Novella

Immortal Separation

Secrets Below Gargoyle Cavern

Time of the Chosen

Novelettes

In The Library

Short Stories

Her Soul’s Destiny

Trust Your Instincts

At Night They Come

Neighborhood Cleanse

& more!

Compilations

Into The Midst

More to see. More to come.

[image: image]
​The Prison Yard is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, stories, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2021 Kimberly Sue Iverson

Edited by Creech Enterprises

Cover design by Kimberly Sue Iverson

Image used for cover from Pixabay

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, contact the publisher at the website below.

http://kimberlysueiverson.com

Sign up for Kimberly’s newsletter to receive news when something goes bump in the night. Or, a book is released. https://www.subscribepage.com/kimiversonbooknews Even then newsletters may be hiding in the corner, afraid to come out. Subscribe for blog updates at her website to receive far more frequent musings of the quirky deep mind of author, Kimberly Sue Iverson. Throw her a hello and she may pop out of the darkness to respond. You never know.

​Table of Contents

The Prison Yard 

About

Other Titles

The Prison Yard

A short horror story

By

Kimberly Sue Iverson

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Prison Yard 


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


In a week Halloween would arrive. Grady Laine sat in his cell remembering, reminiscing, reliving.

Halloween.

The anniversary of the last murder he committed, before he was incarcerated. A beautiful day.

Many a Halloween party he had enjoyed as the perfect cover. Stab someone, leave them in a chair, wait to see how long before anyone noticed. The waiting was the best part. His heart would increase speed each time someone moved past the body, unawares. They had no idea, but he did. And he loved it. They would pass by, having failed to noticed the dead body, his heart would slow, then it would start all over again. Oh how he loved that. The excitement of it all.

Then the best part.

The blood curdling scream when someone did notice that it was a dead body. Some even fainted.

Exquisite. And pleasurable. So, so pleasurable.

As time went on, he grew bolder. Hang someone from a rafter, drown someone in a bucket of ice water. So many more options were available to him at that time of year. Half the fun became trying to come up with something new.

It was fun to leave the body right in front of the crowd, sometimes before they arrived at the party. He could make all the preparations then. On occasion, he even chanced finding a Halloween party that was about to happen. Hell, you could learn a lot about someone on social media. He’d show up, ring the bell, and tell them fine folks that he was there to help decorate. In the midst of it all, he’d add the body. See how long it took them to notice.

Stupid teens.

He felt a special thrill from the ability to commit murder on Halloween. That was his time. It belonged to him. Nobody else.

Grady smiled while he thought about the many costumes he donned. He enjoyed finding the most popular outfit of the year, and sporting that outfit to fit in amongst the crowd. Nobody was the wiser when you were dressed like everyone else. That was something on his side. When he didn’t shave, well damn hell, he looked like he was still in his teens himself.

How many times had he skipped out before anyone noticed? Truth be told, he felt like skippin’. But never before that first perfect scream he heard as it slid down his spine in luxury. The panic that followed once they realized there was a dead body in the house, and it wasn’t just another decoration?

Nice.

This time, his thoughts went to another interesting memory. That dog. The one that now filled his mind with ideas—

When released into the yard and he made his rounds, he saw it.

A black dog. Solid. Strong. Slick black fur that covered head to tail. Glistening in the sunlight. Despite the heat, he hadn’t seen the tongue lull to the side at all. The dog simply remained there, watching. Vigilant. Dog after his own heart.

The beast sat on the other side of the fence keeping an eye on him and everyone else, but seemingly more interested in what he did. Grady found himself unable to stop checking on the dog every few minutes throughout his time in the yard. The freaking thing never moved. It just sat there.

The next day when released for his daily rounds, the dog was still sitting there, watching over everything. When he walked out, the dog’s attention drifted to him . . . and stayed there.

Grady strolled over to the dog and tried to get it to react to him, but had no such luck. The dog merely stared at him. There was an intelligence in the dog’s eyes that worried him. It was watching him so intensely that he felt unnerved. He was never one to be unnerved. That bothered him. The dog . . . bothered him.

Walking away from the dog, he looked back one last time and the dog still had his attention on Grady. Grady shook his head and strolled back inside the safety of the dark prison, allowing the cold damp air to drift over his sun-soaked skin.

Two days later he stood by the side of the yard, watching the dog as the dog watched him. He narrowed his eyes. The beast remained still.

The dog watched the other prisoners, but every time it glanced at Grady, he knew the dog was fully aware of his scrutiny.

“They say
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