
  [image: Cover]


  APARTMENT 7C


  By David Bernstein


  [image: ]


  A Macabre Ink Production


  Macabre Ink is an imprint of Crossroad Press


  Digital Edition published by Crossroad Press


  Smashwords edition published at Smashwords by Crossroad Press



  Digital Edition Copyright © 2017 David Bernstein


  Original publication by Samhain Publishing – August, 2014


  LICENSE NOTES


  This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to the vendor of your choice and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


  Meet the Author


  David Bernstein is originally from a small town in Upstate New York called Salisbury Mills. He now resides in NYC andmisses being surrounded by chainsaw-wielding maniacs and wild backwoods people that like to eat raw human flesh. He’s grown used to the city, though hiding bodies is much harder there. He is the author of Witch Island, Damaged Souls, Apartment 7C, Goblins, Relic of Death, Skinner, Amongst the Dead, The Machines of the Dead trilogy and more. David writes all kinds of horror, from hair-raising ghost stories to gore-filled slashers and apocalyptic tales of terror. He loves hearing from his readers.


  


  DISCOVER CROSSROAD PRESS


  Visit us online


  Check out our blog and


  Subscribe to our Newsletter for the latest Crossroad Press News


  Find and follow us on Facebook


  Join our group at Goodreads


  [image: ]


  We hope you enjoy this eBook and will seek out other books published by Crossroad Press. We strive to make our eBooks as free of errors as possible, but on occasion some make it into the final product. If you spot any problems, please contact us at publisher@crossroadpress.com and notify us of what you found. We’ll make the necessary corrections and republish the book. We’ll also ensure you get the updated version of the eBook.


  If you’d like to be notified of new Crossroad Press titles when they are published, please send an email to publisher@crossroadpress.com and ask to be added to our mailing list.


  If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at the retailer’s site where you purchased it.


  Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.


  Dedication


  For the woman with red hair who loves to raise chickens.


  


  


  APARTMENT 7C


  


  Table of Contents


  Chapter One



  Chapter Two


  Chapter Three


  Chapter Four


  Chapter Five


  Chapter Six


  Chapter Seven


  Chapter Eight


  Chapter Nine


  Chapter Ten


  Chapter Eleven


  Chapter Twelve


  Chapter Thirteen


  Chapter Fourteen


  Epilogue


  Other eBooks


  “Not everything that is faced can be changed, but nothing can be changed until it is faced.”


  —James Baldwin


  Chapter One


  Beth Baker couldn’t fall asleep. She lay in her bed, eyes closed, hoping the ruckus would stop. The cop in apartment 7C was beating his wife again. There was usually a plethora of sounds that accompanied the woman’s cries—shattering glass, things being thrown, the cop’s booming voice as he spewed obscenities, but it was the smack of flesh against flesh that was the worst.


  Beth heard the thuds and slaps through the wall, cringing after each one. She didn’t get to see the woman much and whenever she did pass her in the hallway, the woman was usually wearing long sleeves, a hat and sunglasses and walked quickly, keeping her head down. Not once had she stopped to chat. Beth had never actually seen any bruises on the woman, but she knew they were there. Tonight was no different.


  The cop’s name was Carl Bradley. He had come home from work shortly before 7:00 p.m., his usual time. Something hadn’t been right with dinner. He started yelling, his booming voice shaking the wall that separated the apartments.


  “You do nothing all day,” he began, “and you can’t even cook me a decent meal.” Beth heard the dinnerware shatter. “I wouldn’t feed this to the whores that blow me.”


  Marcy was pleading, begging her husband to calm down. She would make him a new dinner, whatever he wanted.


  “Of course you will; that goes without saying,” he said. “But first—”


  “No. Carl. Please don’t.”


  Beth heard the smack of knuckles on flesh, then a body collapsing to the floor.


  “Come to think of it, I’ll eat out,” Carl said. “And clean this shithole up before I get back.”


  Now, hours later, he was yelling at her again.


  Beth wished she could do something, but what could an eighty-two-year-old woman do? She hated shutting it all out. But she had to. She needed sleep. At her age she hardly got much to begin with. Earplugs. She’d have to purchase a set of really good ones.


  Marcy started pleading again. Beth closed her eyes and plugged her ears with her fingers.


  She’d always considered herself blessed to be in such good health. Her hearing was fine, eyesight too. “Good genes,” her doctor had told her. She had thought so too at the time, but now being a little hard of hearing would be nice. Maybe the elderly weren’t supposed to have good eyes and ears, or be able to walk up six flights of stairs without huffing and puffing. Maybe it was nature’s way of giving them peace from the world and its ugliness.


  Realizing that remaining in bed was pointless, she decided to go into the kitchen and try reading, maybe have a cup of chamomile tea, when a brain-rattling thud erupted from the wall. Beth jumped, putting a hand over her heart.


  “What the hell?” she shouted, her fear turning to anger. Had the guy just thrown a boulder against the wall? Geez. The woman’s crying had ceased along with the cop’s verbal battery.


  Beth’s heart wasn’t cut out for this shit. Well, actually that wasn’t true, at least according to her doctor. Beth’s heart was like that of a thirty-year-old runner’s.


  Since the wall-shaking thud, Beth hadn’t heard a thing from next door, and was eventually able to find her way to a restless sleep.
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