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Remember my boy, even when darkness shows its ugly head, there will still be light. Embrace the light!
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Some stories don’t end when the last page is written. They grow darker, deeper, and more demanding, refusing to stay confined to their first telling.

BATS – Definitive Edition began as a single novel, a tale that once felt complete at just over fifty thousand words. But the deeper I returned to Eerie, the clearer it became that something vital was missing. Hidden folklore, unspoken history, and ancient threads buried beneath the mountains called the story back. What emerged is a fully expanded edition, growing beyond 75,000 words and reshaped into the version the story was always reaching toward.

This definitive release restores the atmosphere, mythology, and quiet dread that linger between the lines, deepening the lore of Eerie and the dark presence that watches from below. Every added chapter, every expanded scene, every layer of myth pulls the reader further into a world where memory has weight and the past refuses to remain buried.

In the shadow of the Canadian Rockies lies a town that most maps acknowledge but few truly understand. The darkness there is old. Patient. Waiting.

And some stories, once opened, never truly close.
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Abaddon [N] [E] [H] [S]

In the Book of Revelation ( 9:1-11 ), when John sees his vision of the fifth trumpet blowing. A vast horde of demonic horsemen are seen arising from the newly opened abyss. They are sent to torment the unfortunate inhabitants of earth. They have a ruler over them, called a king (basileia [basileiv]), the angel of the abyss, whose name is given in both Hebrew and Greek. In Hebrew it is Abaddon and in Greek Apollyon, both words meaning Destroyer or Destruction.
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“WHY’D YOU BRING ME here, Harry?”

Rachel’s voice echoed through the deserted alley, gravel crunching beneath her boots with every hesitant step.

Harry paused. His flashlight beam jittered across the crumbling brick walls, shadows twisting like tormented souls. His breath fogged in the chill night air.

“Trust me, Rach.”

The words carried a cocktail of thrill and dread.

“You mentioned you liked creepy shit. Well, this place is creepy as shit. You’re gonna love it.”

The night hung heavy and oppressive, a sliver of moon slicing through thick clouds and casting elongated shadows that writhed in the howling wind. Rachel’s heart hammered against her ribs as she followed him, his bravado already crumbling like the decayed mortar around them.

They stopped before a massive metal door. Its surface was scarred with faded graffiti and layered rust, flaking like dried blood.

“This is it.”

Harry pulled out a ring of tarnished keys, fingers trembling slightly in the biting cold. He wrestled with the lock while Rachel stared at the structure looming above them.

“The old town hall.”

His whisper seemed swallowed by the walls themselves, absorbed into porous stone.

The door creaked open with a guttural moan, unleashing a wave of musty decay that clawed at their throats. Rachel coughed, eyes stinging, the acrid tang of mold and rot coating her tongue like bile. She pressed a hand to her nose, red fingernails gleaming faintly against her black lace gloves and velvet corset.

“What’s in here?”

She peered into the abyss, voice muffled by her palm.

Harry stepped inside, flashlight slicing through the gloom. The beam illuminated a grand staircase coated in dust and cobwebs, leading to a once-majestic hall now shrouded in permanent twilight. A smirk tugged at his pale lips, though his eyes betrayed unease.

“This place is supposed to be haunted.”

The light trembled slightly in his grip.

“They say the old mayor kept bats in the attic.”

Rachel rolled her eyes, the gesture nearly swallowed by the dark.

“Bats? Really? That’s your big spooky secret?”

Harry’s chuckle echoed hollowly through the cavernous space. He turned toward her, bright blue eyes catching in the beam, smudged black eyeliner framing them like war paint.

“Oh, it’s more than that.”

The assurance hung between them, thick and unspoken.

“But you’ll see. Just stick close.”

His silver chain swayed at his hips, catching stray glints of light. Torn sneakers squeaked on worn linoleum slick with grime and something darker, something unidentifiable.

They started up the staircase, each step reverberating through the void like distant thunder. Rachel’s fingers tightened around the splintered railing, knuckles whitening. A faint fluttering whisper drifted from above.

Her gaze darted upward.

“Where did you get those keys anyway?”

Her breath quickened.

Harry turned slowly, lifting the flashlight beneath his chin. Harsh light carved shadows across his face, illuminating bright blue eyes and the dark peach fuzz trembling above his lip. His silver nose ring flashed like a predator’s fang.

“Found them last week when I broke in. Let’s head to the basement first, there is a tonne of old shit there.”

They headed down the nearest staircase.

The basement did not feel abandoned.

It felt paused.

Harry swept his flashlight along the concrete walls, beam trembling slightly in his grip as dust lifted and swirled in the stale air. The space had once been storage, shelves collapsed inward, old municipal boxes sagging open with curling files half-spilled like yellowed tongues. Rust freckled exposed pipes overhead. Water dripped somewhere beyond sight, slow and deliberate, as though measuring time differently down here.

Rachel moved ahead of him, her own light cutting a narrow path through the gloom. The air carried a faint mineral scent beneath the mildew, something older than rot. Colder.

“Smells weird down here.”

Her voice barely carried.

Harry angled his beam toward the far corner where the concrete changed texture. Not newer. Older. Stone beneath cement, exposed where plaster had fallen away. He stepped closer.

The floor shifted underfoot from smooth industrial pour to uneven flagstone. Circular.

He frowned.

The shelving units had not been arranged randomly. They curved.

Not much. Just enough to suggest intention.

Rachel’s light lifted higher and caught something blackened along the stone.

Soot.

Not recent. Thick, layered, pressed into the pores of the wall in a wide ring. The ceiling above bore matching stains, faint crescents where heat had once gathered and risen. Harry stepped backward slowly, angling his beam across the floor.

There it was.

Wax.

Melted and hardened into shallow rivulets, pooled in small depressions between stones. Pale drips preserved like fossils in concrete. Some cracked with age. Others layered over older residue, as if the ritual had repeated more than once.

“Did they have bonfires down here or something?”

Rachel crouched, brushing a fingertip lightly near the wax but not touching it.

Her light shifted to the center of the circular space.

Names.

Carved.

Not large. Not ornamental. Initials at first glance. But as the beam steadied, the pattern emerged. Dates followed each name. Some are deeply etched. Others faint and worn smooth by time.

1889.

1890.

1891.

1892.

The spacing was careful. Deliberate.

Rachel traced the air just above the carvings.

“These aren’t random.”

Harry swallowed, his mouth dry despite the damp air.

At the far edge of the circle, where stone met the older foundation wall, a symbol had been carved deep enough to survive repainting attempts. White municipal paint had been brushed over it once. Twice. But the shape persisted beneath the peeling layers.

A spiral.

Not decorative.

Inward folding. Tightening toward a central point that had been gouged deeper than the rest. Around it, faint hooked shapes branched outward, almost wing like in suggestion, though asymmetrical. Repeated in smaller forms along the base of the wall like echoes.

Harry stepped closer, drawn by something he could not name.

The spiral did not look artistic.

It looked binding.

Rachel’s beam drifted to the ceiling beams above. Iron hooks protruded in a ring, evenly spaced. Not for shelving. Too deliberate. Each hook bore rust, but the pattern held.

Lanterns once hung here.

Or something else.

The temperature felt different inside the circle. Subtly. Not colder exactly. Still.

As if sound behaved differently there.

Harry stepped across the faint ring of wax and into the center without thinking.

The air pressed against his ears.

Rachel noticed it too. Her light flickered briefly.

“You feel that?”

He nodded slowly.

A faint vibration ran through the stone beneath his shoes. Not movement. Not an earthquake. Just a low hum that lived below hearing, like something turning in sleep far beneath the earth.

Harry turned in place, scanning the walls again. Between the carved names were faint vertical gouges, shallow and almost erased by time. Words once, perhaps. Or warnings. He leaned closer, squinting.

One fragment remained legible.

Remember.

Just that.

Rachel’s beam dipped to the floor again and found a narrow metal box half-buried beneath debris at the circle’s edge. Old. Iron hinges corroded nearly shut. She knelt and brushed dust aside.

The lid creaked open with resistance.

Inside lay nothing of value.

No money. No official documents.

Only small slips of paper folded tightly and bound with twine long since decayed. Harry lifted one carefully. The paper threatened to tear beneath his fingers.

He unfolded it.

A name. Written twice. Once cleanly. Once scratched harder beneath it.

Rachel peered over his shoulder.

“Why would they keep names down here?”

Harry didn’t answer.

He didn’t like the thought forming in his chest.

Above them, the town hall creaked softly as wind pressed against old boards. But down here, inside the circle, the sound seemed distant.

Muted.

As if the basement had once been designed to contain more than storage.

Rachel straightened slowly.

“Maybe it’s like... some old club thing. Secret meetings.”

Her attempt at levity didn’t land.

Harry’s light drifted again to the spiral carved into stone. The edges were worn smooth in places, as if hands had traced it repeatedly over decades.

Or as if something else had.

He felt suddenly certain of one thing. Whatever this room had been used for had not been celebration. It had been watchfulness.

The hum beneath the stone shifted, just slightly.

Rachel turned toward the tunnel entrance without realizing she’d done so. The darkness there felt thicker now.

Not empty.

Listening.

Harry stepped out of the circle. The pressure lifted. Barely.

But enough.

Neither of them spoke as they turned their flashlights toward the black mouth beyond the chamber.

Behind them, the carved spiral seemed to draw the light inward, swallowing it quietly.

Waiting.

The flashlight beam trembled as Harry swept it across the lower corridor, catching dust that hung in the air like suspended ash. The basement felt wrong, too still, as if the sound itself hesitated to travel there. Their footsteps echoed strangely, not sharp and clean, but softened, swallowed by the walls before they could fully form. The air carried a faint smell of wax and cold stone, something older than the building above them, something that did not belong in a place built with modern tools and fluorescent lights.

Rachel slowed beside him, her fingers brushing the rough concrete wall. The surface shifted beneath the light, revealing patches where older stone protruded through newer construction, as though the building had been poured over something already waiting beneath. The beam slid across a recessed doorway half hidden by collapsed shelving. It wasn’t marked on anything they had seen upstairs, no sign, no warning, just a dark opening cut into the wall as if forgotten on purpose.

Harry stepped closer.

Inside, the space opened into a circular chamber, small but deliberate, its shape at odds with the straight lines of the basement. The floor dipped slightly inward, forming a shallow bowl carved from rock rather than concrete. Dust coated everything, yet the room felt preserved, untouched by the decades pressing down around it. Along the walls ran narrow grooves, evenly spaced, each one deep enough to hold a candle.

Dozens of them.

Old wax clung to the stone in pale drips frozen mid-run, as though light had once burned there for a long time and then been abandoned all at once.

Rachel’s breath fogged faintly in the air.

“Weird place for storage.”

Her voice barely carried, the sound flattening against the curved walls.

Harry crouched near the centre of the chamber. Symbols had been scratched into the rock beneath the dust, spirals folding inward again and again, their lines overlapping until they formed something almost dizzying to look at. Some marks were shallow and worn smooth, others newer, their edges sharper. The pattern seemed to pull the eye toward the middle, toward a small depression no larger than a coin.

He brushed the dirt aside with the sleeve of his jacket.

The surface beneath felt colder than the rest of the floor.

The room pressed closer around them, silence deepening until the faint hum of the building above vanished entirely. Even the drip of water they’d heard earlier seemed absent here, replaced by an unsettling stillness that made Harry aware of his own heartbeat.

Rachel moved toward the wall, flashlight tracing the candle grooves.

“They were all lit at once.”

The words left her mouth slowly, uncertain.

Wax trails ran downward like tears. Some pooled thickly at the base, layered over and over, suggesting repeated use rather than a single event. Near the doorway, a fragment of something metallic caught the light. Harry picked it up. A small pendant, tarnished and half-buried in dust, shaped like a spiral folding into itself.

Cold.

Too cold.

The air shifted.

A faint sound brushed against them, almost too soft to recognize. Not quite a voice. More like breath moving through narrow space, as if the chamber remembered conversations long after the people were gone.

Harry straightened abruptly, flashlight sweeping the room again.

For a moment he thought he saw movement near the far wall, a shadow slipping along the stone where nothing should move. The beam lingered, but there was nothing there, only scratches etched into the rock, long vertical lines layered over older carvings.

Rachel stepped back toward the doorway, shoulders tightening.

“Let’s go.”

The words came quietly, but they carried urgency.

Harry hesitated, the pendant heavy in his palm. Something about the room felt unfinished, like they were leaving in the middle of something important. The spiral beneath his feet almost seemed to vibrate, subtle enough to dismiss as imagination but impossible to ignore once noticed.

Then, faintly, from somewhere deeper in the dark beyond the walls, came a soft flutter.

One wingbeat.

Then another.

The sound echoed through the chamber like a memory waking from sleep.

Harry slipped the pendant into his pocket and backed toward the doorway.

Behind them, the darkness settled again, patient and listening, as though the room itself had been waiting for someone to return.

Harry grabbed Rachel’s hand.

“Let’s get moving.”

The corridor narrowed as they moved deeper into the building, the stale air growing heavier with each step, thick with dust and a faint mineral dampness that clung to the tongue. Their flashlight beams wandered across warped boards and cracked plaster, revealing the slow decay of a place long abandoned by laughter or purpose. Somewhere above, the building groaned softly, timbers settling as though adjusting to their presence, and the sound followed them like a distant warning.

Harry paused at a half-collapsed doorway where the floor dipped sharply downward, the edge framed by splintered beams blackened with age. Beyond it lay a set of stone steps descending beneath the foundation, swallowed by shadow.

Cold air drifted upward.

Rachel hesitated beside him, hugging her arms against the chill that rose from below, a cold unlike the rest of the building, sharper somehow, as if it came from deeper than simple underground darkness.

Their lights cut downward, revealing narrow steps worn smooth with time, the stone glossy in places where countless feet might once have passed. Dust coated everything, yet the stairs themselves looked oddly untouched, as though the earth refused to fully claim them.

They descended slowly.

The temperature dropped with every step, breath beginning to fog faintly before their faces. The air tasted ancient, metallic, carrying a scent reminiscent of wet stone and forgotten places where sunlight had not ventured for decades.

At the bottom, the space opened abruptly.

A chamber waited beneath the building’s bones.

Not a basement.

Something older.

Stone walls curved inward in a near-perfect circle, their surfaces rough yet deliberate, as though carved rather than formed naturally. The floor was uneven but clean of debris, bare earth packed hard and smooth, untouched by collapse. Their beams swept upward, revealing low arches supporting the ceiling, the foundation itself resting upon the chamber like a lid placed carefully over something meant to remain hidden.

Harry stepped forward slowly, boots echoing softly.

The sound carried strangely, returning to them delayed, stretched thin as if the room listened before giving anything back.

At the center of the chamber stood a raised stone platform, waist-high and perfectly square, its edges worn smooth by time. Dust clung lightly to its surface, interrupted by strange marks etched into the stone, shallow grooves spiraling inward toward a single central point.

Rachel moved closer, her light trembling slightly.

The carvings resembled the spiral symbols they would later see elsewhere, though these felt older, deeper, their lines cut with precision that suggested ritual rather than decoration. Smaller marks branched outward, wing-like shapes repeating around the edges, forming a pattern that drew the eye inward until the center seemed to pull at them.

The air pressed closer.

Heavy.

Watching.

Harry circled slowly, running his light across the walls. Additional carvings appeared there, half-faded, layered over one another as though renewed repeatedly across generations. Some lines were sharp, others worn nearly smooth, but the pattern remained consistent: spirals folding inward, broken wings, overlapping crescents like teeth.

He frowned.

“This doesn’t look like storage.”

Rachel said nothing.

She was staring at the platform.

Near its edge, shallow grooves formed narrow channels leading toward the center, converging in a small depression darkened by mineral staining, the color barely visible beneath centuries of dust. Her stomach tightened without understanding why.

The room felt wrong.

Not dangerous yet.

Intentional.

As if built for a purpose no longer remembered.

Their lights reached the far wall.

A large stone block rested there, partially embedded, its surface smoother than the surrounding rock. Symbols covered it in tight vertical lines, almost like writing, though erosion had blurred meaning into abstraction. At its base sat several small alcoves carved into the wall, empty now but shaped as though something valuable had once been placed there.

Offerings.

Or tools.

Rachel reached out and brushed her fingers across it.

Something unseen seemed to lean closer the moment skin met stone.

A faint flutter drifted through the chamber.

Soft.

Distant.

Rachel stiffened.

She turned slowly, sweeping her beam toward the ceiling, but nothing moved except dust drifting lazily through the air. The sound faded almost immediately, leaving only the echo of their breathing.

Harry laughed nervously, though the sound felt too loud.

“Probably just air moving.”

His voice dissolved into the stillness.

The chamber did not answer.

The deeper they went, the more the cold felt directional, focused, pressing from below rather than above.

He stepped closer to the central platform, curiosity overtaking caution. His fingers hovered over the spiral carving, inches above the stone.

Cold radiated upward.

Not from air.

From the rock itself.

He pulled his hand back quickly, unsettled.

The sensation lingered, a numbness creeping across his fingertips as though something below the stone had noticed him.

Rachel’s flashlight flickered once.

Then again.

The shadows around the edges of the chamber seemed deeper now, pooling in corners where the light struggled to reach. The air thickened, pressing against their ears until even small sounds felt muted.

A low vibration hummed beneath their feet.

Barely perceptible.

More felt than heard.

The platform’s center darkened momentarily as their lights crossed it, revealing what looked like a hairline crack spiraling inward, disappearing into darkness too deep for such a shallow groove.

Rachel stepped back instinctively.

“This place... feels like it’s waiting.”

The words slipped out before she could stop them.

Above them, somewhere within the building’s foundation, a dull creak rolled through the stone, followed by another faint flutter from deeper below.

Longer this time.

Closer.

Harry swallowed hard.

They exchanged a look neither wanted to name.

The excitement that had brought them here faded, replaced by the quiet certainty that they had crossed into something meant to remain undisturbed.

Behind them, the narrow staircase seemed farther away than before, the darkness swallowing its edges.

The chamber sat silently beneath the town, ancient and patient.

A room built to watch.

Or to hold something in place.

And for the first time since entering the building, both of them felt the same thought settle heavily between them.

They shouldn’t have come down here.

Neither of them moved right away.

The chamber held them in a suspended moment, as though the air itself waited for a decision neither wanted to make. Their flashlights trembled slightly, beams sliding across stone that seemed to breathe with the slow patience of something older than memory. The spirals on the platform caught the light and released it again, faint reflections shifting in ways that didn’t quite follow movement, as if the carvings remembered hands long gone.

Rachel’s throat tightened.

She couldn’t shake the feeling that the room was aware of them now, that by stepping across its threshold they had interrupted something mid-sleep. The silence pressed harder, heavy enough to feel physical, settling against her shoulders like weight.

Harry forced a laugh that sounded thinner than he intended.

The sound disappeared almost immediately, swallowed by the curved walls.

A faint vibration pulsed beneath their boots again, softer this time, like a distant heartbeat muffled by layers of earth. Dust sifted lazily from the ceiling, drifting through their flashlight beams like pale ash.

The walls seemed worn smooth in strange places, not by tools, but by countless brushes of passing bodies over years no one remembered.

Rachel rubbed her arms.

The cold felt different suddenly, sharper, focused.

Her gaze drifted to the spiral carvings once more, and for just a second she thought she saw moisture gathering within the grooves, a dark sheen spreading slowly outward from the center as if something beneath the stone stirred in response to their presence.

She blinked.

The illusion vanished.

Somewhere above them, deep within the bones of the building, wood creaked.

Another flutter echoed faintly, distant but unmistakable.

Harry shifted uneasily.

“Let’s just go back up.”

His voice lowered instinctively, as though raising it might wake something listening in the dark. He stepped toward the stairs, boots scraping softly against packed earth, and the sound seemed unnaturally loud in the chamber’s stillness.

Rachel hesitated one last moment, turning her light toward the platform’s center.

The spiral’s innermost point looked darker now.

Deeper.

Like a pupil opening.

A wave of unease rolled through her.

Whatever this place had once been meant for, it wasn’t empty.

It was waiting.

She backed away slowly, forcing herself to breathe steadily as she followed Harry toward the staircase.

The moment their feet left the chamber floor, the oppressive weight lifted slightly, like stepping out from underwater.

But something else changed.

The air behind them felt colder.

Watching.

Water dripped in slow intervals, each drop landing with a hollow echo that sounded too deliberate, almost rhythmic.

They climbed in silence, footsteps echoing against stone worn smooth by countless unknown passages, each step carrying them farther from the room below, yet neither could shake the sense that they had not truly left it behind.

The darkness at their backs felt alive.

Listening.

“There is someone up there right? You’re just trying to scare me?”

Rachel’s voice wavered despite the accusation. Her nerves frayed like pulled threads. She stepped forward and slipped on a viscous puddle coating the stair. Her foot shot out from under her.

The air seemed to tighten, subtle but unmistakable, like the space itself had noticed them.

“Shit. I just got these.”

She caught herself hard against the railing. Fishnet stockings tore at the knee with a sharp rip. A shallow gash opened beneath, blood welling warm and slick against her skin.

Harry grinned over his shoulder, sarcasm curling at the corners of his mouth.

“Would I scare you? Hurry up, slowpoke.”

The air carried a faint mineral smell, damp and metallic, like stone that had once been touched by fire and then buried before it cooled.

A thunderous crash exploded from above.

Both of them froze. The sound reverberated through the stairwell, rattling old wood and brittle plaster. Dust sifted down in a fine, choking veil.

The noise came again. Louder. Frantic. Scraping and pounding in a chaotic rhythm.

Rachel’s pulse thundered in her ears.

“Harry, seriously, what is that?”

His smile vanished. Color drained from his face, leaving him ghost-pale beneath the smeared eyeliner. His hand hovered over the attic door at the top of the stairs.

“I don’t know.”

The words barely made it past his lips.

“But we’re about to find out.”

The attic door swung inward with a soul-rending creak.

A cavernous expanse revealed itself beyond, rotting rafters stretching upward into suffocating darkness. The din became deafening, a violent cacophony of leathery wings and shrill, piercing screeches that scraped against bone.

A sudden chill speared through Rachel’s core.

Then the darkness moved.

A swirling vortex of bats erupted from the rafters, surging toward them in a black tidal wave.

Rachel shrieked and dropped low, arms shielding her head as Harry’s flashlight whipped wildly through the storm. The beam fractured into chaotic slices of light, catching flashes of teeth, eyes, wings.

The air filled with the foul, musky stench of animal bodies. Tiny forms battered her shoulders, grazed her cheeks, tangled in her raven-dyed hair. Wings slapped against skin. Claws snagged fabric.

The sound was unbearable. A living scream.

They staggered backward down the stairs, the swarm driving them with relentless force. Feet slipped. Hands scraped wood. The ground floor rushed up to meet them.

Harry slammed the stairwell door shut with shaking hands. The wood shuddered instantly beneath the impact of bodies slamming against it.

His chest heaved. Sweat mingled with the metallic scent of fear.

Rachel stared at him, brown eyes wide and unfocused, heart slamming against her ribs like something desperate to escape.

“That’s not normal.”

Her lungs burned.

“We need to get the fuck out of here.”

Harry nodded stiffly. His jaw clenched.

“Yeah.”

They pressed their backs against the frigid, damp wall. Mildew slicked the brick behind them. Rachel’s gaze flicked toward the grimy windows, where distant streetlights glowed with cruel indifference.

“Why are they so aggressive?”

Harry wiped sweat from his brow with a trembling hand. His breathing remained shallow.

“They’re not just bats.”

The pounding on the stairwell door intensified.

“They’re... different.”

“What do you mean, different?”

The words cracked out of Rachel, sharp and brittle.

The pounding on the stairwell door escalated. Wood splintered with sickening snaps. Shards burst inward like shrapnel. The hinges shrieked under the strain.

Harry swallowed hard, throat bobbing.

“I mean they’re not like any bats I’ve ever seen.”

Another slam. The frame warped visibly.

“Most bats don’t come at you like that. Not like in the movies.”

A fresh crack split the wood. Dust rained down. Something thin and clawed punched through a fracture and vanished again.

Harry shoved himself off the wall, adrenaline overriding hesitation.

“We’ve got to find another way out. This place... it’s not right.”

They moved fast across the ground floor. The flashlight beam jittered like a dying star, throwing grotesque shadows across peeling wallpaper and collapsed furniture. Every corridor looked the same, long and decayed, doors hanging open like slack jaws.

Rachel’s eyes locked onto the grime-streaked windows. Panic surged thick and acidic in her throat.

“Harry, what are we going to do?”

Her voice pitched high, threading into hysteria.

Harry swept the beam across the filth-strewn floor, mind racing, breath ragged.

“I don’t know.”

The admission came small.

“But we can’t stay here.”

Behind them, the battering intensified. The door buckled inward, the wood caving in sections. The swarm’s fury pressed through the cracks in frantic pulses of sound. A hunger thrummed beneath it. Something focused. Something aware.

Rachel’s breath snagged in her chest. A sob threatened to break free. Disorientation twisted her sense of direction. Every hallway mirrored the last in rotting symmetry.

They were trapped inside a mausoleum that breathed.

“Didn’t we come from that way?”

She jabbed a finger toward a doorway at the end of the corridor, her voice fraying.

Harry shook his head, already moving.

“No. I’m pretty sure it was this way.”

He bolted down the opposite hallway, sneakers squeaking on warped linoleum. The flashlight beam bounced wildly, catching framed portraits askew on the walls. Faces stared out through cracked glass, eyes painted with unsettling precision.

Behind them, the stairwell door exploded inward.

A surge of black spilled into the corridor.

Rachel screamed, her throat tearing raw.

Harry scanned the room desperately. The flashlight beam skidded across cracked plaster and landed on a faded map pinned crookedly to the wall, its edges curled like withered flesh. His eyes sparked with fragile hope.

“This could be a way out.”

He pointed to a minuscule door sketched in the corner of the map.

They sprinted across the room, the bats’ shrieks rising behind them in a nightmarish symphony. Rachel’s heart hammered violently as they reached the door.

Chains bound it shut.

Harry fumbled with the keys, hands slick with sweat, trembling uncontrollably. Behind them, the pounding thundered. The lock frame fractured, splinters jumping loose with every impact.

Rachel stared at the flickering beam in his shaking hand.

“Come on.”

Her voice cracked.

“Hurry.”

Harry froze on the final key. He drew in a ragged breath, forced the key into the lock, and twisted.

A resonant click.

The door groaned open, revealing a cramped, dust-choked tunnel beyond.

They did not look back.

They plunged into the suffocating dark, the bats’ wails dimming as they burrowed deeper into the town hall’s entrails. Yet something felt wrong. Rachel sensed it like a hook in her spine. The swarm was not merely chasing them. It was guiding them.

The tunnel constricted quickly, squeezing them like a coffin. Damp walls brushed their shoulders. Dust filled their lungs. The air reeked of rot and ancient earth.

The flashlight beam skimmed across thick webs heavy with desiccated insects. Rachel bit back a scream as a strand dragged across her cheek, sticky and cold.

Harry’s breathing came in ragged gasps.

“Keep going.”

He shoved her forward.

The passage narrowed further, the air thick and suffocating.

Then, without warning, the horde descended.

Bats exploded from cracks in the stone and from the darkness ahead, a frenzy of claws and teeth.

Rachel’s screams were swallowed instantly. Harry’s arm jerked violently as something latched onto him. The flashlight flew from his grip, spinning wildly before striking the dirt. The beam whirled in chaos and then went out.

Total darkness.

Agony tore through Rachel’s shoulder. Hot blood poured down her arm, soaking her torn gothic blouse in slick warmth. Razor fangs sank deep into flesh, tearing chunks free with wet, tearing sounds. The metallic taste of her own blood flooded her mouth as she bit down on her tongue.

She collapsed, knees striking gore-slick dirt.

Wings battered her face. Bodies wriggled against her skin in suffocating waves. Harry’s howls rose in animal agony, then began to fade.

The bats burrowed into him.

Rachel felt them gnawing through her, tearing muscle from bone. Pain detonated through every nerve. Her vision blurred, dimming into the same black that filled the tunnel.

No.

Defiance flared violently inside her.

She refused to be consumed.

Adrenaline surged. She thrashed wildly, flinging clinging bodies from her skin. Wings snapped. Ichor sprayed. Claws tore deeper, but she kept fighting.

Her fingers struck something solid.

Metal.

The flashlight.

She seized it.

With a guttural scream, she swung blindly. The beam sputtered to life as it connected with a bat’s skull. Bone crunched. A spray of viscous fluid splattered her arm.

The light steadied.

The massacre revealed itself.

Harry lay sprawled in a twisted heap. His body convulsed as bats crawled into open wounds. Blood pooled beneath him in thick, dark lakes. Flesh hung loose. Entrails glistened wetly in the beam.

Rachel scanned desperately for escape, but the tunnel writhed with flapping bodies and dripping fangs.

A bat latched onto her scalp.

It burrowed.

Blood cascaded down her face in hot streams, stinging her eyes. She screamed and smashed the flashlight into it, crushing its skull in a wet burst. The swarm recoiled for a breath.

In that breath, she grabbed Harry’s ruined body and dragged him deeper. Gore smeared the tunnel walls. His blood slicked beneath her fingers, already thickening.

The air grew colder.

Ahead, faint and impossible, a pale square of moonlight bled through a rusted grate.

Hope.

She lunged toward it.

The iron grate loomed heavy and corroded. Rachel threw herself against it. Metal groaned. Rust bit into her palms. It did not give.

Behind her, the swarm gathered.

She turned.

The bats slowed.

They coalesced.

Wings folded into limbs. Bodies fused into a towering silhouette. At its centre, where a head should have formed, twin emerald eyes flared open.

They blinked.

They watched her.

Rachel shrieked.

Too late.

The entity surged forward and engulfed her. Claws tore into her flesh in fresh torrents. Bone flashed white through shredded muscle. She clawed at the grate, nails splintering against iron.

Then everything went dark.

The next day, Rachel and Harry’s parents reported their children missing.

The town spiralled into uproar. Every shadow was searched. Every door knocked. Every rumour dragged into daylight. The night kept its silence.

An officer on patrol discovered it first.

The alley behind the abandoned Town Hall lay narrow and suffocating, ivy choking the brick walls. The air hung damp and stale with mildew and rotting leaves. The moon slipped free of a cloud, spilling pallid light over gravel and broken asphalt.

The horror revealed itself slowly.

A small hand protruded from the rusted grate at ground level.

Its fingers clutched one of the corroded bars in frozen desperation. Chipped crimson polish glimmered faintly in the moonlight.

It was all that remained of Rachel.

The officer’s heart pounded violently as he reached for his radio. His hand shook so badly the device nearly slipped free.

“This is Ogden... I’ve found something.”

His voice rasped.

“It’s... it’s not good.”

Squad cars flooded the alley minutes later. Flashlights sliced through darkness in sharp white arcs. Crowbars shrieked against iron as officers forced the grate open. The stench of damp stone and rot surged outward like a held breath finally released.

Cobwebs clung to uniforms as they descended.

Their boots thudded against a carpet of dust.

And bone.

When the flood of officers arrived, their flashlights slashed across the alley like angry stars. The grate groaned as crowbars forced it open, the stench of damp stone and rot pouring into the night. Cobwebs snapped and clung like clammy fingers as the officers descended into the abyss beneath the Town Hall.

Their boots thudded softly against a carpet of dust and bone, each step a muffled intrusion into a tomb.

The following days peeled back layer after layer of horror within the forgotten building. The walls bore smears of drying blood, dragged in handprints and splattered in arcs too violent to misinterpret. The floors crunched with brittle bones, gnawed and broken, remnants of a feast no human hand could justify. The reek of copper and decay smothered the air until every breath carried death into the lungs.

Only scraps of clothing were recovered. Tattered black lace. Shredded fabric drenched in gore.

Rachel and Harry were gone, swallowed whole.

Rachel’s severed hand remained rigid around the grate, a silent accusation frozen in iron.

Sheriff Curtis Carson ordered silence. No mention of the hand was to reach the public until they understood what they faced. His officers obeyed, masks of control concealing a truth that townsfolk sensed anyway. Rumors multiplied in the vacuum of facts.

For Officer Sterling Ogden, the image clung to his nights. In his dreams the hand writhed, nails scraping against rusted bars, cold fingers dragging him downward into the dark beneath the Town Hall.

A week passed.

Another name surfaced.

Roger Stale, clerk at Eerie Saves Grocery, failed to appear for his shift. His employer reported him missing. Ogden and his partner, Officer Sabrina Freeman, were first to respond.

The Town Hall was their initial stop.

The gutted structure stood like a sentinel of dread. Yellow tape fluttered weakly across the loading bay, brittle in the cold wind. The officers ducked beneath it.

Ogden paused in the doorway, his slack jaw parted as though the building itself pulled air from his lungs.

“Do you think this place is haunted, Sabrina?”

His breath rasped loudly in the stillness, the habit that had earned him the muttered nickname passed around the department.

Freeman swept her flashlight through the darkness and crossed the threshold without hesitation.

“Ghosts don’t scare me. Stay sharp, Sterling. Watch my back.”

Ogden forced a weak grin.

“Ten-four, good buddy.”

He drew his weapon. The mounted light carved a pale tunnel through dust-heavy air. Rust flared orange beneath the beam. Shadows clung stubbornly to corners where only vermin had ruled for years.

Freeman advanced toward the stairwell, weapon angled low but steady. From the rafters, the squeak of bats echoed faintly, their droppings releasing an acrid tang. Graffiti scarred the walls in jagged letters, warnings left behind by those who had once dared enter.

Across town, Sheriff Carson paced his office. Floorboards creaked beneath his boots. His blue eyes burned with sleepless strain as he studied a growing stack of missing persons reports.

Stray cats. Dogs. Two teenagers. Now Roger Stale.

Whispers spread through Eerie like fever.

Deputy Frank Starling sat pale and twitching, files fanned across his desk. He leaned forward, voice trembling.

“It’s the sinkhole. That cursed hole under the Town Hall. The kids must’ve found something down there. Whatever did this came up from below.”

The Sheriff leaned back against his desk, fingers folding beneath his chin.

“No one’s gone down there in years. It was sealed after the collapse. Engineers condemned it and walked away. You’re asking men to climb into a grave.”

Frank rose abruptly, eyes bright with manic certainty.

“Then send someone dumb enough to do it. Ogden. He’s a climber. Always has been. He won’t question it.”

A dry laugh escaped Carson’s throat.

“Slow Sign? He may be slow, but he’s the Mayor’s boy. You think the Mayor would let his own stepson crawl into that hole?”

Frank muttered bitterly.

“We all know how he passed his exams.”

Carson ignored the jab. He reached for his hat and settled it over his neatly combed brown hair.

“I’ll talk to the Mayor. If he’s in a generous mood, maybe I’ll mention the sinkhole. But don’t hold your breath.”

The night met him with sharp autumn teeth as he stepped outside. The breeze cut cold. His Bronco groaned when he climbed in, hinges squealing like something wounded.

He sat for a moment in the dark cab, hands gripping the wheel, mind gnawed by the thought of what waited beneath the Town Hall. Frank’s theory sounded unhinged.

Yet it lingered.

Hungry.

He turned the ignition. The engine coughed to life. Headlights sliced through fog coiling low across the street.

As he eased the Bronco from the lot, the radio erupted in static before Freeman’s voice cut clean through.

“Go for Sheriff.”

Curtis pressed the transmit button, plastic cold against his thumb.

“Sheriff here. How’s it looking over there?”

Curtis pressed the side button, the plastic cold beneath his fingers. A brief pause crackled through the static.

“Well, sir, we found something. You may want to head over here.”

Curtis’s grip tightened on the steering wheel. The Bronco shuddered as he shifted gears.

“Copy that. Heading there now.”

He clipped the radio back into its dashboard latch. Fog feathered across the windshield in faint blooms as the
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