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    This collection of short stories is dedicated to a good friend of mine who always liked reading the stories I wrote and told me to keep writing them no matter what.
 
Eem, this one is for you 
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Never Cook At Midnight
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Back in my younger days, I would always love going to my grandma's house. Her cooking was always the best; no one came close to what she could do. One of my favorite dishes was the Spice Rice. The spice rice wasn't just an ordinary dish. It was the kind that, when you first taste it, it's extremely hot, but since it's so good, it's very hard to put down. It was on Christmas Eve when everyone in my family got together for a big feast. Usually, I'm one of the first to finish, but this time it was Willy. Willy is a food competitor. He competes in food competitions. He started when he was at least 7 years old. Now, at 15, he's won multiple contests and is even planning to win some state championships.

Everyone left for bed, and I was the only one up. After watching a few videos on YouTube, I was getting a little hungry. I got out of bed and made my way to the kitchen. While opening the fridge, I noticed there were a few things inside. There was a carton of orange juice, half full; a burrito that hadn't been touched and was perfectly unwrapped; and, lastly, a bowl of soup. What's that? I made my way to the back, only to see a white-wrapped container with black lettering. It said, 'Do not cook after 12. You know how the saying goes: curiosity killed the cat.

I reached for it, sat at the table, and examined it. It had a rubber band holding the top to keep whatever's inside from spilling over. I removed it quickly and carefully. At first glance, it looked like an overdue, expired ravioli that had been there for weeks. What the fuck is this? I got a pot and poured it all in. Turned the stove on medium and waited. Ten minutes passed, and I went to examine it. No boil, no nothing. Usually, when a liquid substance cooks, it comes to a boil. This one had none. I turned everything off and poured it back into its original container. Night after night, I always found myself eying it. The more I stayed at my grandma's, the more I looked at it. On the fifth night, curiosity got the best of me. I opened the fridge, moved everything aside, and grabbed the container. There was something very different this time. The smell drew my immediate attention, as it felt like someone had thrown up their fish-and-chips dinner. I placed it on the counter and stared at it for a few minutes before opening it. Finally, I got the courage to lift it, and to my surprise. Everything inside was covered in black mold as if it had been there for years. I grabbed a fork and began poking it. For a few seconds, nothing happened, but then, out of nowhere, it moved.
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Pushing Your Body To The Limits
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During my younger years as a weight lifter, one of my favorite go-to mottos was the more weight you put on, the stronger you get. Of course, I didn't apply it to everything; I only did it to a few exercises I was good at, namely press and back press. Everything else was just icing on the cake. There was this one competitor by the name of Johnny. Johnny was about your average height, 5'9 225 pounds. The only thing, though, was that he was all muscle, rarely any fat. He was jacked, ripped, cut to the core. He would work out from sunup to sundown, and his meal plan was as strict as a math teacher's test. One early Saturday morning, Johnny and I had a training session to do, and the only way to do it was when hardly anyone was around. It was chest day, so for warm-ups, I always went light; you would rarely catch me adding weights like crazy. The only time I would do that is towards the end when I want to know what my max is. Every day after 5:30, I would leave, but not Johnny; he would stay and sometimes until midnight. Doing poses and flexing doesn't appear to be difficult. Trust me, it's one of the hardest things to ever do. The next day of practice, I noticed something strange in Johnny's body. He had purple marks, dots that were not there before. The coach, including myself, asked Johnny if he noticed the marks on his body. He said he would get 

it checked after practice. My night was over, and I headed home. The next day the marks were triple the size, and his body was changing to a purplish color. Of course, Johnny left early and eventually had to go see a doctor. Even as stubborn as he is, you've got to go when you've got to go. Days and weeks passed by since the last time I saw Johnny. I ran into Johnny's trainer at the grocery store after not seeing him for almost 5 months. I spoke to him about Johnny and how he was doing. Johnny's trainer looked at me as seriously as any other person would. He told me that he hasn't seen Johnny ever since he went to the hospital that day. Like he disappeared without a trace.
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Driving For Longer Distances
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Hi, my name is Eli. I am currently a nighttime driver who delivers certain packages most delivery drivers do not do. Yeah, you can say it's any old normal job, but for what I have, it will do. When we receive the packages, we are not allowed to open them, investigate them, and if we find an open package, send it back immediately, no questions asked. The routes I get are pretty easy with fewer than 40 packages a night, and I get done no later than 4 AM, 2 AM if I'm lucky. Although tonight was a bit different. I had a package that needed to be delivered far away from my radius. The first thing for me to do was to deliver the ones I already have since I know the area pretty well. Finally, the last package of the night. I looked at my coordinates on my mini tablet to see exactly where the area was. The area was at least 25 miles away, which would easily be done in 30 minutes, depending if there are no accidents. I set my GPS, put my van in drive, and headed off. Everything was going very smoothly, with no traffic. It was like a perfect story with a happy ending only. I reached the location, but nothing was there. I parked as close to the edge of the road as possible to double-check; it was a dirt/gravel road. I got out of the vehicle to take a 

closer look. The road stretched for miles as far as my eyes could see. I went back to my vehicle and thought for a few minutes. I finally decided I was going to take the gravel road. I set the coordinates on my work phone and quickly made my way there. For the first 20 minutes, all I was able to see was a flat plain landscape with a few rocks and dead trees. Five minutes later, a whole forest was surrounding me. 45 minutes in, I made a quick break, stopped, and checked my phone to see how much I needed to go. According to Google Maps, I was only 30 minutes away. "Cool," I said as I put my phone back in my pocket. I might finally have time to watch one of my favorite series I've been wanting to do. Time was moving a lot quicker than usual. I checked my map, "I shouldn't be too far now." I was about halfway; in 15 minutes I should get there, drop the package, and get back in time for the show. With only 5 minutes left, I checked that I wasn't moving an inch. "What the hell?" I put my phone away and continued driving to see if I was getting closer to my destination. Tree after tree with no building in site i decided to step on the gas pedal. Frustrated as hell, I was determined more than ever to get to the location so that I could get back home. There up ahead was a building. Excited
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