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WE HAVE BEEN warned, from the earliest days of our childhood, to beware of strangers.

That is what the lesson of several fairy tales, such as Red Riding Hood, tell us, after all.

In this fifth collection in the Nocturnal Screams series of short eerie tales, I thought it would be fun to collect together a few stories in which a fear of strangers, or an encounter with strangers, leads to darkness and nasty things. 

From Out of the Night concerns itself with the fear of strangers approaching and threatening to intrude upon a home, and one woman’s valiant attempt to face her fears head-on in order to protect her family from the terrors they are there to unleash.

The second story, Captive Audience imagines a seemingly innocent meeting of two strangers on a bus-stop bench; and what might happen if someone was so thirty, so hungry for attention and companionship, that their very presence was almost vampiric in nature.

And, Collateral Damage, the third tale, concerns itself with a stranger in the audience of a club fantasizing about being friends with the comedian he is watching on stage. Except, the one lonely stranger carries with him a highly potent death curse for anyone he gets close to.

The tales you are about to read are perhaps along the lines of a Twilight Zone or Outer Limits or Amazing Stories episode if you will. If you’re not of a certain age, you’ll likely only know these old television shows via repeats and YouTube clips. You might liken the tales to something you may see on an episode of Black Mirror – only, my stories tend to involve less of the science-fiction element on that program and a lot more of the eerie and supernatural.

I go into a bit more detail, and I provide full stories-behind-the-stories for each of the tales, in a short section at the end of this book. That’s where I’ll reveal to you some insights behind the inspiration of the writing of each tale, as well as other insights that I think you might enjoy. That is, only if you’re one who enjoys those behind-the-scene tales.

If you’re not into that, then you’re likely better off just skipping that part and enjoying the stories on their own.

And so, speaking of which. If you’re a stranger to my fiction, then welcome, and thanks for checking this out. But even if you’re familiar with my writing, perhaps you are still a stranger to the tales that I am about to share with you.

Please, take my hand and join me. I have some dark and eerie friends of mine that I’m just dying to introduce you to.
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From Out of the Night
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ALTHOUGH TECHNOLOGY DOMINATES our world today, there still exist things that have been with us since we huddled in caves around brightly burning fires and avoided ominous shadows. Strange beings of the night become frighteningly real to us even now as we venture into the twenty-first century. Unknown things are still out there going bump in the night; a night where most of our dreams are nightmares. Scientifically, we have grown out of the dark ages, but our fears will forever remain among other frightened figures, jumping at shadows outside the cave.

And perhaps for good reason . . .

*     *     *
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MARY'S SCREECH FROM the kitchen came to Jack over a simple, old-fashioned baby monitor. "Here they come!"

Jack was in his basement den, putting the finishing touches on another promising non-fiction book about fear and the unknown. On the shelf before him sat several of his more popular published texts: One on Bigfoot, another on the Loch Ness Monster, several on U.F.O.'s, and then the books about a popular television series featuring a pair of FBI paranormal investigators back in the ninety's.

Upon hearing Mary's voice, he leaned away from the computer, ran his fingers along the base of the keyboard and then turned the screen off. Regretfully nodding to his unfinished project, he got to his feet and headed up the stairs.

Unseen by Mary as he reached the top of the stairs, he stood silently and observed his wife peering out the kitchen window. He studied her familiar features thinking of how often he saw her but didn't really look. Her worn face gave her the impression of someone much older than her forty-three years. She stood over the kitchen counter, silent for a moment. Her expression told him her mind was racing furiously.

When their teenaged son entered the room, Mary's head swung to orient on him, her face displaying a queer blank.

He gazed curiously at his mother.

"John, the lights!"

John clicked the kitchen light off in haste. He then moved to the front door and locked it." Are they back again, Mom?"

Mary gazed proudly at her son as he locked the door. "Smart move. And yes, they're back." She twisted to look out the window again. "There go a few of them now, to Mrs. Hancock's house. Oh, and there's another two coming up the other side of the street. Oh!" She ducked. "I don't think they saw me!"

"Why are there so many of them this time, Mom?"

"Because they're growing in strength and in number. They feed on our fear and prey on the weak-minded. They coerce others into becoming just like them. And they won't be satisfied until everyone is a blood-thirsty, flesh-eating demon like they are. They won't stop until everyone has Become."

A burst of laughter filled the room and Mary jumped, swinging her head in the direction of the living room. A smile of relief crossed her face and Jack could tell, even before she spoke, that it had only been the canned laughter of a television sitcom audience.

"Susie!" Mary shrieked. "Turn off that TV!"

The television continued to play. Another wave of laughter from the studio audience flooded the darkened room.

Mary turned to face her son, a barely controlled panic in her eyes. "Listen, John. Take your sister and go down to the basement. Tell your father to shut off his den lights and you hide with him there. I don't want those cannibals to get anywhere near you two. Do you hear me?"

As Jack watched them, a wave of nostalgia overcame him. It was so obvious her only concern was for her children. She was willing to sacrifice herself for them without a second thought. It made Jack pine for the days when their own love had been so unselfish. But that had been years ago, before their relationship had evolved into something more mature, something increasingly less demonstrative. It was nothing like his active love for his writing. It was simply there.

While John went into the living room to get his little sister, Jack moved silently into the kitchen. His eyes met Mary's as the light and noise of the television stopped. In a thickened darkness they looked at each other and listened to their children stumble to the stairway.

"I love you," Mary whispered at their sounds in the dark. When they were gone she addressed her husband. "The kids'll be safer down there, hidden away. They won't have access to them."

"Why don't you go downstairs with the kids, hon?" Jack suggested. "Let me handle them tonight."

"No. I'm not defenceless. I can protect my family just fine. Now get yourself back downstairs and look after my children. They're going to need someone with them."

"Mary, please," he said, reaching out to touch her shoulder. "I can protect us."

Flinching back from his touch, Mary glared at him. "No. No, you can't. If you'd wanted to protect us, you would have put the boards up like I suggested."

"We don't need the boards, Mary." Jack thought back to the year before when she'd insisted that he nail boards on all the windows and doors. They'd stayed in the boarded-up house for three days. Fortunately, the kids were able to get an online hook up to their classrooms, so they didn't miss school. And Jack's writing work hardly had him leaving the basement den, never mind the house. So, it hadn't been that much of a hardship. But he couldn't justify using the boards this year. The nuisance was just too much this time. His manuscript was already overdue, and his agent was calling three times a day; twice less than his editor.

"Yes, we do need the boards. The boards were probably the only thing that saved us last time." She crossed her arms and paced the length of the kitchen, careful to stay out of touching distance. "What about Mr. and Mrs. Allen two doors down? They

























[image: image]






[image: image]











OEBPS/Images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/Images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/Images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/Images/image000.jpg
TARK

PUBLISHING






OEBPS/Images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/Images/scene_break.png





