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This book is dedicated to all the suspense and thriller fans out there! ☺

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Preface

[image: image]


I’d like to thank my friends and family for all of their support and encouragement. Thank you to Laura Perez for making this book possible and for allowing me to delve into the darker side of myself on this one. To Select-O-Grafix for making such an amazing cover. To all the participating authors in The Thrill of the Hunt 4. I can’t wait for people to read all your amazing stories! To Amanda Rash who copy edited this story on such short notice, thank you girl, you’re the best! To my daughter Deanna, who picked out my urban legend, and laughed when I said that’s not scary. I think I fixed that! And finally, to all the suspense & thriller junkies out there, I hope you like what we’ve done in this anthology!
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“People always say urban legends aren’t true, but isn’t there always a bit of truth in every legend?”
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Prologue


[image: image]


The man paced back and forth, mumbling incoherently to himself. He had overheard his family talking about sending him away, admitting him to the hospital because of his erratic and violent behavior. He shuddered and pulled on his hair, now bearing patches of baldness where he had pulled on it too hard. He shook his head, somewhat violently, blinking several times, trying to get the images out of his head. 

“That won’t stop it,” he practically screeched in the darkened room.

“Trent,” the knock at the door became a bit more vigorous.

“GO AWAY!” he shouted back, pushing his dresser to block passage.

“Open this door,” a more forceful male voice ordered.

Trent paced and paced, always in the same direction. He needed it to stop. He glanced toward the only light in the room. The blue screen on the computer monitor beckoned him. He picked up an old wrestling trophy and raised it towards the device that had started his torture. His eyes were drawn away, seeing familiar red eyes. Fear enveloped him.

“Leave me alone,” he muttered.

The creature shook its head and causally motioned in the direction of the computer. The man dropped the trophy in his hand and blindly sat in front of the screen. He pulled up the now infamous file. His lip twitched, a nervous habit he had developed. He scrolled through his address book, trying to find someone to send it too. He had told himself that he wouldn’t do this but he couldn’t take the torture anymore. He was losing his mind. He quickly tapped on someone’s name and attached the file.

“Forgive me,” he pleaded, as he hit send.
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Chapter One
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The party had already been going on for several hours, most everyone was drunk or nearing it. Jay was in the latter category. He had been drinking on and off for the about ninety minutes. He was definitely buzzed up but not so much as he couldn’t tell what was happening, which was the way he liked it.

Jay had been invited to the frat party by a couple of his buddies from college, Alec and William. It had been a long week of exams, all of which he believed he passed with flying colors, not that he would tell his friends that. He had been wound tight though and letting loose at a frat party seemed like a great idea.

“Jay, whatcha thinking about so harrrrdddd?” Will asked, slurring the last word.

Jay shook his head. “Nothing man, but you’re wasted. Maybe you should lay off some.”

“It’s a party man,” was his fervent, yet mumbled reply.

“Lighten up, Jay,” Alec added with a wink.

“Yeah, yeah,” he answered, bringing his beer to his lips and taking a swallow.

“You guys hear about what happened to Trent,” a guy named Damon asked.

Everybody mumbled a no, including Jay who didn’t know him at all. In fact, he didn’t know most of the people there. They were at Alec and Will’s fraternity house, which Jay had never had a desire to pledge. Damon closed his eyes for a moment, setting his drink on the table. Beer splashed everywhere as he leaned forward. They all instinctually matched his motion.

“He went crazy?” he informed them, twirling his fingers around both his ears. “Started seeing things and getting all somehow.”

Jay puzzled it over, wondering how accurate Damon’s information was. “He did miss the last week of classes.”

“I ain’t seen him in weeks,” Alec agreed.

“His parents shipped him off.”

“Do you know what happened to him?” Jay asked hesitantly, then clarified, “You know, to make him act crazy.”

Damon shrugged but before he could contemplate this further, they heard the legs of a chair scrap across the floor as a man sat down in their group. He looked like every other frat boy in the house. Clean cut, jeans and a t-shirt that boasted some band, Jay had never heard of. There was nothing special about him, yet, a feeling of unease began to creep over him. The man cleared his throat and took a sip of his beer.

“I know,” he finally answered, leaning back and crossing his legs. His beer rested precariously on one of his knees.

“Do you know him?” Jay found himself asking.

The man nodded. “We talked last week. He said he got this email, and when he clicked on the link to look at the picture, it made him go crazy.”

Will started drunk laughing, spitting beer across the table. “You’re so full of it. No way Trent went crazy after seeing a picture.”

The man shrugged. “It’s the truth.”

“No it isn’t,” Alec engaged next. “That’s some stupid urban legend that everyone knows isn’t true.”

“Is it,” the man replied coolly, taking a sip of his beer. 

“Dude, remember when Shante did that thing in the bathroom,” Will asked excitedly.

“Bloody Mary?” Jay questioned with a roll of his eyes.

“Yeah, yeah, that. She said she saw something.”

“And, there really are some of those urban legends that were proven to be true,” Marcus, another frat brother, informed everyone.

“Like what?”

“You know, how they always say, don’t look under the bed ‘cause there could be a dead body there.” Jay gave him a look but couldn’t respond because Marcus continued. “People have found dead bodies under beds, in all kinds of places.”

“That’s just some stupid criminal who panicked and didn’t plan ahead,” Jay pointed out the obvious.

“That’s not it though, people have documented seeing big foot, and...”

“Okay, you need to stop right there. You’ve obviously had too much to drink.”

The night went on like that. Everyone seemed to know someone who had experienced some urban legend and found it to be true. It was utterly ridiculous that these guys, all in college, and fairly intelligent, could believe all these stories. Didn’t they realize how ridiculous they sounded? And the new guy who they learned was named, Lukas, seemed to be egging them on. 

“Well, no matter what you
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