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Chapter One.


THE FERRIS
MANSION.






“You know, I don’t really
think this is a good idea”, Charles said, with a nervous
grimace.

“Yeah, because you don’t
like to have fun,
Charlie”, Mark, next to him, rolled his eyes.

“Yes, I do! Yes, I do!” he
shouted back, almost stuttering. “But I just – I don’t really
think this is
anybody’s definition of ‘fun’, that’s all.”

“Then you need to learn
what ‘fun’ means, my good bitch,” Mark answered, just as the car
stopped. He was the first to get out, into the dark and empty
street of Corvin Lane.

“You guys don’t agree with
him, do you?” Charlie asked, to the other three people crammed in
the backseat of Mark’s range rover. They all averted his gaze.
“Really? Come on,
Paul, help me here!”

“Let’s just…see how the
night ends, alright?” Paul said, opening the door to his right. The
other two left right after. Knowing from experience that it was a
lost battle, he followed them along.

Together, Mark, Claire, Paul, Carol,
and a very uneasy Charles stood, side-by-side, in front of the
Ferris Mansion – or what was left of it, anyway.

A long time ago, the Ferris Mansion
was one of the most fabulous places in town. It was – as the name
suggests – home of the Ferris, one of the most influential families
in Channing (or even Minnesota!); they owned about half of the
buildings downtown, and were famous for their ludicrously loud
parties – some that went on all night long. But that was almost a
hundred years ago.

Nowadays, the building was old and
ugly and crumbling. Grass took over the once-carefully trimmed
lawn, some windows had been smashed in by rocks, the paint in the
walls peeled everywhere and the noise coming from inside the place
told them they had a massive rat problem. It was the face of
decadence – physical, this time, rather than moral.

And it was all because Mr. Ferris, the
patriarch, had woken up in a bad mood one day and decided to hack
up his entire family. Everybody has rough days, though, right? Who
are we to judge?

The story in town was that the ghosts
of the family still haunted the place – which, of course, made the
house the perfect place to visit during Halloween.

At least
Mark thought
so.

His friends… didn’t really agree with
him.

The thing though is that
Mark had a particularly effective way of making people agree to all
his ideas, even the crazy stupid ones – both because of his natural
assholery charm, and because his dad had a lot of money.
Like, a lot of
money. A shitload of money. Money that he loved to spend with anyone he decided
to bestow the honor of calling his friend.

At the moment, those were Paul Evans,
Carol Jones, Carol’s ex-boyfriend Charlie Maldonado and Charlie’s
twin sister Claire, who doubled-down as Mark’s girlfriend of two
years. They were not exactly the kind of gang you’d see hanging out
together normally – a basketball player, a goth, a mathlete and a
cheerleader – but sometimes, friendships formed in the
battlegrounds of a pre-school playpen came to last forever. Plus,
with Mark joining their ranks in fourth grade, they had motivation
to still hang-out together.

Mark Krugman had many flaws, but lack
of generosity was not among them.

So, when he came to them
earlier that day and told them he had ‘plans’ for their last
Halloween together – before each of them went their separate ways,
to colleges probably far, far
away from their boring little town – they were
all worried, but still decided to go along with it anyway. They
didn’t really want to (they all wanted to go to Shelby Hill’s
party, because the decors were nice and someone always ended up
drunk and dancing naked on a table half-way through the night), but
the heart wants what the heart wants; and their hearts really
wanted to go on that vacation to Hawaii during Spring Break, like
Mark had promised them if they agreed to go along with
him.

Although now that they were standing
in front of the house, hearing the wind whistling through the
cracks, they had started to question whether or not that was the
right decision.

“You know, Shelby’s party
started about twenty minutes ago. They probably haven’t even done
the apple bobbing wet t-shirt contest yet. If we go back now, we
can still–” Claire tried to argue, but it didn’t work.

Mark didn’t want to hear anything. He
was quick to hop over one of the broken sides of the fence around
the house, running inside without looking back. The other four
looked at one another for a moment, while they decided what to do
next; they all knew Mark, and they all knew what Mark usually did
if he was left alone long enough, and how it usually came back to
bite them in the ass if they didn’t intervene, so they chose to go
after him.

 They also didn’t want to risk anyone seeing them hanging
around the old house, thinking they were up to no good – you know,
a black guy, two Latinos and a white girl with green hair hanging
around in the dark usually spelled problem for the white neighbors.
When that happened, the next step was usually the cops getting
called.

It had happened before,
so… better safe than
sorry, like people say.






* * *






“What is this
smell?” Paul, the last
one to get inside, asked. “Jesus Christ. Smells like…”

“Teen
spirit?” Carol joked.

“I was thinking more that
something died in here”, he corrected her. “Recently.”

“Yeah! Isn’t that super
cool?!” Mark asked. He was a little ahead of them, at the bottom of
the staircase, waiting.

“No, it’s not”, the four
of them answered, in unison.

Mark rolled eyes again.
“You guys are such babies. Come on, I want to see what
upstairs looks like!”

“Or, instead, we go back
to the car! That sounds like a much more fun idea, doesn’t it
gang?” Charles insisted.

Something about the place was…creepy.
Maybe it was the dust everywhere that made his allergies go crazy;
maybe it was the strangled noise of the rodents running under the
floor boards; the broken pieces of furniture scattered everywhere;
the moon being the only source of lighting through the cracks on
the ceiling, casting deformed shadows over the debris; or the
scratch marks on the walls, that looked like they were made by
nails. Some even looked like they still had some blood in
them.

“You know it’s never going
to work, right?” Claire joked, pushing him ahead.

“Doesn’t mean I can’t
still try”, Charlie groaned.

Going against their
instincts, the rest of the group followed Mark upstairs. None of
them wanted to admit it, but they were scared. Really,
really scared. The
darkness, the floor creaking under their feet, the quietness of the
corridor, where the only think they were hearing was the sound of
their breaths, fast and out of pace… they were all one ‘something
weird moving in the corner’ away from screaming their lungs
out.

Charles reached for Carol’s hand
behind him, but he didn’t find anything there.

“Wait, where – where is
Carol?” he asked, to the other three. They turned to look at
him.

“Hahaha, that’s very
funny”, Paul said, annoyed. “Cut it out.”

“I’m not
joking.”

“Yes, you are! Yes, you
are!” Paul insisted, a little more panic-y.

“She was right behind you,
wasn’t she?” Claire intervened.

“I thought so! But she is
not anymore!”

“Maybe… maybe she went
back to the car”, she suggested, cleaning her throat. “I, uh, I
think I kinda wanna go, too.”

“Hold on! Hold on! We just
got here!” Mark said, trying to stop them from turning around and
going down the stairs, with little to not avail. “Come on, guys! We
have a lot of stuff to see yet! We didn’t even go in any of the
bedrooms. Nobody visited this place in decades; imagine how much
stuff we can find here –”

“Maybe in the morning.
With sunlight. And without the smell of death in the
air.”

“I still have the keys of
the car!” he insisted.

“We have legs, sweetie. We
can walk”, Claire chuckled.

That was true – but they didn’t get
very far, even if they wanted to.

“I thought I left this
door open”, Paul said. If he had, it wasn’t anymore; the door was
locked tightly, and when Charles tried to open it, he felt the
doorknob burn hot under his fingers.

“What the f–”

Just then, the group heard a scream.
Coming from upstairs.

It sounded like Carol.


Chapter Two.


WE’RE NOT THAT KIND OF
PEOPLE.


“Did… did you guys hear
that?” Claire asked. For a long moment, the four of them stood
still, staring at each other without knowing what to do next, with
nothing but the haunting sound of wood squeaking as background
noise.

Charles was the first one to come back
to his senses. He ran back, up the staircase and into the first
floor, looking for a sign of his friend – but all he found was the
same dusty corridor, with the same locked doors from
before.

As you can imagine, it was
not exactly what
he was hoping for.

“She’s not – she’s not
here”, he shouted.

“Check the rooms”, Mark
suggested. “Or – go to the attic.”

“Are you out of
your mind? I’m
not going to the fucking attic!”

“Why?” he scoffed. “Are
you scared?”

“Hell yeah I’m scared! We
are in a creepy old house of a dude who killed his whole family,
on Halloween! Do
you know how many horror movies have a plot that started just like
that?!”

“Yeah, I do!” he laughed.
“Isn’t that exciting?”

It wasn’t. At least Paul didn’t think
so.

Angry, he pushed Mark against the wall
behind him, his fingers closed around the other guy’s neck. “I
swear to God, Markus – I swear to every god on this Earth – if this
is another one of your stupid pranks, I’m going to put my foot so
far up your ass, you will feel













































































cover.jpg





