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  Darkness Screams 


  By Patricia Harris


   


  Into the night you can hear it,


  Howling deep inside, 


  the wind rising filled with blood. 


   


  The darkness screams 


  as the monsters unleash


  leaving tears behind. 


   


  The lights cannot defeat it,


  the whisper quiet of the night...


  as the monsters are still out there 


  time to ready for the fight. 


   


   


  A.R. Clayton -


  The author would like to dedicate “The Letter” to her husband, Pip the Saint—bone of my bone, flesh of my flesh. Thank you for always supporting my writing. 


   


  Serena Mossgraves -


  Dedicated to those who face their fears. Courage is always worth acknowledging.


   


  Raz T. Slasher -


  Dedicated to ruined childhoods everywhere.


   


  Michael Guzman-


  To anyone who’s lost. May you find your way home.
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  Going Home


  By Jennifer Elliott


   


  Callie walked into the run-down two-story faded blue house. She noticed the chipping paint, pieces of siding falling off, shutters and various other parts of the house were falling apart as well and sent her senses into the house. She could feel a couple of someones (somethings?) reach back and welcome her. 


   


  She had been so curious since she was five to find out who was calling her. Her parents knew it was there too, and constantly told her not to go see the beings within. They keep saying whatever they were makes them uneasy. To her, it feels like coming home. She opened the door to a very lavish contrast to the outside. The living room to the left of the foyer was warmly lit by a fire. The flickering light glows across two overstuffed red recliners, as well as an overstuffed red couch. Suddenly the light came on in the foyer, startling her. The sudden illumination revealed a lady dressed in a long forest green skirt and a white peasant blouse. 


   


  Callie peered around in the now-lit room, very surprised by a well-kept foyer with beautiful dark wood furnishings all around. “You finally came little Callie,” the lady greeted. Callie didn’t say what she was thinking. For cripes sake, she was ten and a half. Practically fully grown. “Hello, mam. I have felt a calling to this place for a long time. Was it you?”


  The lady smiled with her beautiful matte black lips. “Yes, my husband and I have been calling you home, where you belong. Would you like to join me in the sitting area? You can sit wherever you like.”


  Callie followed her into the sitting room. She saw an older-looking lanky man with a belly bulge and graying black hair that fell into his smiling blue eyes in the left overstuffed chair. She could have sworn no one was there before. She inwardly shrugged, guessing she wasn’t paying attention but so definitely wanting to know more.


  Sitting on the couch, she noticed the coffee table was covered in small chocolate cakes, fruit and yogurt cups with strawberries, peaches and granola, milk and so much more. There are so many surprises here. What did this lady have in store? 


   


  “We have so many things to show you! We would love for you to play with our other children. There is a large library with all the books you could ever want to read. We have many friends with many other kids for you to meet.” The lady sounded so excited and happy at the prospect of her meeting all these people. This made Callie nervous, and she didn’t like the idea. No one ever wanted to hang out with her or was ever interested in hauntings or other spooky stories.


  “I don’t know your names and I am not any good at talking to people. No one ever likes me.” She said knowing they will probably change their minds. Why would they want a nerd like her?


   


  “I am Selma, and this is Garrison,” she introduced. “Hello, dear,” Garrison greets, “Did you want to come meet everyone?”


  Callie was starting to feel really unsure and anxious. She couldn’t feel anyone else here. She didn’t understand how there would be others. It felt empty except for her and the two weird adults that were to her left in the recliners. “No thank you. I really must go home now.” She said as she got up and sprinted to the door, that is not there anymore. What is happening?!! 


   


  She whirled around facing them. “By entering the door, you signed the contract to become ours.” Selma said in a sickeningly sweet voice. Callie bolted down the hallway. The door at the end was not getting any closer. She ran as hard as her legs could go and it seemed even farther away. She was breathing hard, and tears were streaming down her face. She was beginning to fear she knew which haunted house story she was in. 


   


  Loud shrieking started to fill the air and her chest tightened from the energy on top of the fear and bawling. She tried to run even harder. The shrieking got louder and louder, then she could feel the thick energy that made breathing so hard envelop her as she was sucked down into the floor. Her last thought was, “Apparently this is home now.”
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  Bleed


  By Serenity Rose


   


   


  Clocks


  By Vonnie Winslow Crist


   


  Clock faces are usually


  black and white,


  like the obituary section


  of a newspaper.


  But they should be raw-meat red


  with bone digits.


   


  Clocks are carnivorous.


  Their hands slice through


  our days like steel knives.


  They chop the hours,


  minutes, and seconds


  into bloody morsels.


   


  Digitals are even worse:


  computerized henchmen


  with no face, no hands,


  no heartbeat—


  just a flickering pulse


  of numerals.


   


  Clocks are relentless.


  They sharpen their blades


  and count down the numbers


  to that moment


  when we arrive, already wounded,


  at the butcher shop.


  Jimmy’s Toys


  By Raz T. Slasher


   


  When I was growing up, we had an amazing toy store in our town. It was designed to resemble a medieval castle with multiple floors and took up an enormous portion of a nearby strip mall. You wouldn’t find national toy brands like Mattel or Fisher Price there though. Instead, they catered largely to independent toy companies you’ve likely never heard of, and local craftsmen.


  The toys they did have were every but as interesting as the store itself. There were wooden toys of all kinds, handmade dolls, puzzles, board games, and even an entire floor dedicated to miniatures and model trains. The most important feature of the store was what they referred to as the, “treasure room.”


  The treasure room was so important because it was tied to a special event at Jimmy’s Toys. If your parents signed you up for their birthday club, you would receive an invitation in the mail to visit it. It was always a card wishing you a happy birthday from King Jimmy and contained an invitation to the treasure room and a small metal key taped inside. Your parents would take you to the store to present your invitation and you would be ushered down to the basement level to pick out a free toy.


  They key added another level to the event entirely. Each key had the chance to unlock a huge treasure chest in the middle of the room. I had no idea what was inside of the chest, nor did anyone I knew personally. There were a lot of rumors, but whatever was inside of it had to be worth a fortune!


  The downside of the birthday club is that it only lasted until you were 12. In some ways I guess that makes sense, teenagers go through a lot of changes and appreciate the magic of the world around them less, but it still bummed me out. I dreaded my last trip to the glorious treasure room, knowing it would be my last.


  Our little town was booming and there were new faces everywhere you looked, and many of the people you had known seemed to disappear overnight. Living so close to an air force base, that kind of thing was somewhat expected, but the older I got the more it bothered me. My little world was changing rapidly and soon my last vestige of childhood, the treasure room at Jimmy’s Toys, would disappear along with it.


  The dreaded day finally came when I received my birthday card, invitation, and key from King Jimmy. With a reluctant sigh, my mother swept me away for one last magical expedition. She knew how upset I’d been, so she made it extra special that year. We got lunch at McDonald’s beforehand, and she told me we’d go to the local dairy a couple towns over for ice cream after. That did a lot to lift my spirits, but something in the back of my mind kept me from enjoying it as much as I should have.  


  I descended the steps into the treasure room slowly, wanting to memorize every detail so I could remember it forever. I wandered around that room with its castle wallpaper and red velvet curtains for so long both my mother and the staff were becoming impatient. Not wanting to push my luck I chose a wooden marionette crafted to look like a court jester. It seemed like a fitting parting gift at the time.


  I was urged towards the giant treasure chest in the center of the room and presented my key to the staff member. She pressed a button on top of the chest and the sound of trumpets momentarily filled the room from unseen speakers. I was in shock when the key turned, and a series of clicks sounded in the now silent space. I couldn’t believe it when I saw the chest’s lid opening!


  Inside the giant chest was an open space with a ladder that descended into a golden glowing light. It was only large enough for me to fit into, and the staff member explained it was an experience just for children and my mother would have to wait for my return. She was promised that it would only take 20 minutes, so she let me go.


  I jumped inside that chest and climbed down the ladder as quickly as I could. When I reached the bottom, I was mesmerized by the golden light that filled the room. There was an enormous scroll on the wall in front of me that framed a gilded door. The scroll congratulated me and explained that I had been personally chosen by King Jimmy to explore the secrets of the lost treasure and would be greatly rewarded for my effort. 


  I rushed through the door and into the darkness beyond. Simulated torches lit up as I approached them, finding myself in what appeared to be an underground passage. My excitement peaked as I traversed the winding path. I couldn’t believe something like that existed beneath a toy store, no matter how cool the place was.


  Speaking of cool, I could even feel a cold draft on my skin the farther down the path I went! When I started smelling something that my brain associated with the smell of a sewer, I was astonished. They had obviously spent a lot of time building this and had paid close attention to even the smallest details. There was no way my friends would believe me when I told them.


  Eventually, the passage dead ended into a small square room. I was disappointed at first, but my excitement spiked again and quickly overshadowed it. I was here to discover the secrets of the lost treasure, so obviously there had to be something I was overlooking. I ran my hand over each wall, feeling for anything that seemed out of place. In no time at all my fingertips found a brick on one of the walls that stuck out farther than the others. With a joyous shout I pressed on it and the wall before me slid open to reveal a scroll around another gilded door.


  This scroll congratulated me on completing the treacherous journey through the underground tunnels of the Kingdom. It said that the bittersweet part of every journey was that it would eventually come to an end. I found out that every child on their 12th birthday that ventured into the treasure room was given a key that would lead them here.


  It was King Jimmy’s way of giving back to the children that loved his Kingdom so much throughout the years. When I retrieved the treasure in the next room, I had to promise to never reveal its secrets in order to do my part in keeping the magic alive for others. It further explained that when I was ready, I should open the door and enter. King Jimmy was anxiously awaiting me on the other side to hand deliver my reward.


  Every ounce of despair I’d had in me about this day was wiped away. I was part of something larger than myself now and it overwhelmed me with pride. It was my first big taste of the responsibilities that awaited me now that I was getting older. I took a deep breath to let that sink in before opening the door and stepping into the darkness beyond once


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Raz T. Slasher
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  Raz T. Slasher was born in Dayton, OH, on September 9th of 1982, and refuses to leave, no matter how many people might want him to. He was introduced to a world of love and horror by his mother Patricia from a young age and has never looked back. He owes everything he becomes to her, always.


  
Raz T Slasher has been writing since childhood. Inspired early on by the works of Poe, Lovecraft, King, and Barker, he's always sought to put forth his own voice amidst a genre full of shambling madness and fantastical terror. Using his own unique brand of dark humor, he strives to blur the line between reality and the imagination whenever possible.


  
Aside from writing, Raz T. Slasher is also widely known for his roles in various indie film productions and haunted attractions.  He started acting at the age of 12 for a local haunted attraction before landing a leading role in the film Slashers Gone Wild 6 years later. Since then, he’s done a variety of commercials, films, shorts, and can be found every Haunt Season at a local indoor haunt called Hells Dungeon. He also co-owns Slasher Family Productions with his loving family.


  
In his 7 years as a professional horror writer, Raz T. Slasher has published one novel, one short story collection, and several scripts. He’s also been featured in a dozen anthologies and counting, and regularly participates in writing collectives with his amazing friends on reddit under the name u/Itseesyou. He can be found wherever toys are sold!


  
Raz T. Slasher is working on a Masters Degree in Creative Writing/Literature from SNHU and is a proud member of the HWA. When he isn't killing people, he enjoys spending time with his family and friends, podcasting, worshiping The Great Cthulhu, hanging out with his cats Crowley and HPL, reading, gaming, talking to himself loudly in public, and writing bios in third person; proving you can't spell crazy without R-A-Z…


  
You can stay up to date with all his work at RazTSlasher.com



   


   


   


  
{Ernesto “Big Erny” CANEPA  } 
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  co-founder of Game/Scale Model Club “La Centuria”, is the co-author of the Italian Fantasy Role Playing Game Manual “War Blades” of more than 700 pages, for which he developed also the detailed battle/combat system.


   


  “Unbeatable Games Workshop miniature wargamer, great strategist for every kind of boardgames - because of that also called “Gengis” – other than an incredible storyteller for RoleMaster RPGs sessions, a big fan and a sort of ‘authority’ ( because of his wide knowledge) in the field of Comics/Anime/movie/TV series about Sci-Fi/Fantasy and Horror, moreover a friend that never let any of his many and many friends down for a single time.” This is not how he would define himself, probably, but it’s the way all the others that knew him always said about him, of course.


   


  Some short-stories written by him have appeared in Anthologies published by Rogue One Press, Horrified Press, HellBound Publishing, and also Barbwire Butterfly Books.

   

  Unfortunately, he prematurely died, aged 39, cause of Italian bad health care management.
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