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Hell's Bus

Nightmare on Market Street

Preston Child asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of these stories.

When Matt Meyer finds himself alone on a foggy street, the last thing he expects is the roar of a blackened school bus barreling out of nowhere—its skeletal passengers armed to the teeth and hungry for souls. Trapped in a nightmare where cold, bony fingers tear at flesh and fire consumes everything, Matt must face the unrelenting horror of the Hell Bus. Escape isn’t an option. Survival isn’t guaranteed. And his soul? Already spoken for.

Prepare for a brutal ride into splatterpunk terror where mercy is a myth and death is only the beginning.

These stories are a work of fiction. Names and characters are the product of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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The November evening wrapped Millersburg in a thick, stifling chill. The streets were damp with fog, draped like a grimy funeral shroud over the houses. The air tasted rotten—like damp leaves mixed with cold smoke. Every breath burned in his throat, but Matt Meyer didn’t let it stop him. At 16, he’d snuck out of the house more times than he could count, and by now, it felt almost routine.

He’d climbed out through the small bathroom window, which used to be his childhood bedroom before the remodel. Carefully, he slid onto the slick roof tiles and eased his way down to the garage. From there, it was just a quick jump into the backyard. He had to make sure he didn’t make a sound, though—his parents’ bedroom was right there, and even the smallest noise could give him away.

The icy air made him shiver, but it wasn’t just the cold. His parents had been asleep for hours, his dad’s heavy snores still faintly audible through the bedroom walls. Thinking about his dad made Matt smirk—what a joke. The guy thought he could keep him from bumming smokes by dumping the ashtray every night and locking up his packs.

“Like that’s gonna stop me,” Matt muttered into the quiet night, pulling his thin hoodie tighter. He’d lost his jacket ages ago, probably in one of the countless fights behind the school. When his mom asked about it, he’d shrugged and said he left it in class. The cold, the ache, the trembling—it was all part of it. It made him feel alive.

The path to the Market Street wasn’t far, but it was a strange and creepy walk. Hardly anyone took it after dark, and that’s exactly why Matt liked it. It was quiet. Most of the other kids he knew were too scared to go near it, spooked by the stories about the old witch’s house they had to pass on the way. People whispered about it like they were afraid to say it out loud, like speaking of it might summon something bad. But Matt had never believed in that kind of nonsense. Witches, ghosts, demons—it was all just dumb stories to scare kids and fools.

Matt crept through the dark garden, shadows shifting like living things around him. Every so often, he glanced back at his parents’ bedroom window, but everything stayed still. No one had noticed he was gone. The cold night air clung to him as he moved toward the back corner of the yard, where the old compost heap rotted, the smell of decayed vegetables and damp earth rising from it. With one last look at his house, looming behind him like a sleeping giant, he climbed over the rickety fence. The weathered boards groaned softly under his weight.

A shiver ran down his spine as he stepped into the small wooded area ahead. The trees loomed like desperate hands clawing at the sky, their branches stark against the darkness. The deeper he went, the more the shadows wrapped around him like a cloak, cutting him off from the familiar sounds of the world.

After a few minutes, Matt reached the narrow path, stuffing his hands deep into his hoodie pockets. Gravel crunched faintly under his worn sneakers. Overhead, the bare branches reached down like gnarled fingers, almost brushing him. The darkness felt thick, nearly solid, broken only by the faint, hazy glow of distant streetlights. Their light barely penetrated the fog, casting twisted shadows on the trail.

The witch’s house.

Rounding a bend, Matt saw it. The crumbling ruin barely resembled a house anymore—a pile of decaying stones surrounded by overgrown hedges and dead trees, their skeletal forms standing like sentinels. The windows were hollow and black, and the roof sagged, ready to collapse. But somehow, the place still stood, untouched by time, like a cursed relic.

His parents had told him over and over to stay away from it. They’d grown up with the same stories about missing kids and strange voices calling to people from the bushes. But Matt only saw the ruins of an old house, a leftover from some other era.

Sometimes, he’d stop and stare at it, taking in its eerie stillness. Not tonight, though. He walked faster as he passed, not out of fear, but because something about the silence there felt heavier, like the air itself pressed down harder.

Finally, he stepped out of the woods, and the Market Street stretched out before him, lit dimly like a small island in the fog. The old bus stop emerged from the mist—a shabby little shelter with broken glass and sagging metal. The walls were covered in graffiti, a mix of crude jokes and half-faded tags from generations of bored kids who’d hung out there, drinking or getting high.

Matt crouched down, scanning the damp ground for half-smoked cigarette butts. It had become a kind of ritual—every salvaged smoke a tiny victory, a quiet rebellion against his dad’s rules. His fingers searched the cold pavement, and finally, he found one. It was bent and damp but not too far gone to light. A grin spread across his face as he sat on the bench, flicked his lighter, and brought the flame to the cigarette.

The first drag burned his lungs, making him cough, but it was a familiar burn, almost comforting. The fog had grown thicker, the night pressing in like a weight. The streetlight nearby flickered a few times before giving out completely, leaving him in near-total darkness.

Matt rubbed his eyes and looked around, an uneasy sensation crawling up his spine, like tiny needles prickling his skin. It felt like something was off, like someone—or something—was watching him. He turned, squinting into the fog, but saw only the empty street and the skeletal trees along the edge of the road.

He took another drag, then froze as a deep, distant rumble broke the silence. At first, he thought it might be a fighter jet—the news had been full of stories about military exercises lately. But the noise grew louder, harsher, like the grinding of metal on metal. It was wrong, unnatural, and the sound seemed to dig into his skull, making the cold night feel even colder.

Matt stood frozen, staring into the direction of the noise, but the fog was too thick to make anything out. Then, he saw it.

Out of the mist, the outline of an old American school bus emerged, its form jet-black, so dark it seemed like a tear in reality itself. It barreled toward him with terrifying speed. Matt blinked, struggling to process what he was seeing. The bus looked like it had come straight out of hell—its windows shattered, and from the gaping frames, twisted figures leaned out. They looked like skeletal soldiers in decaying military uniforms, their bony fingers clutching massive machine guns.

Matt couldn’t move. His legs felt like they were cemented to the ground. He stood paralyzed as the bus roared closer, its headlights flaring like blazing eyes. The sound of the machine guns erupted, tearing through the night like a deadly symphony.

Something slammed into his shoulder, and warmth splattered onto the ground in front of him. Pain exploded through his chest, hot and searing, as if molten nails had been hammered into his flesh. His breathing turned to ragged gasps as he stared down at the blood soaking the cold, wet pavement. None of this felt real. It couldn’t be real.

A bus full of skeletons? Machine guns?

His thoughts spun in wild panic, but his body acted on its own. He stumbled backward, his feet slipping on the slick ground, and fell hard onto his back.

The bus thundered closer, its massive tires seeming to chew up the pavement as it came. The skeletal figures screamed now, their voices shrill and hollow, like knives cutting through ice. Bullets sprayed from the machine guns, smashing into the ground around him, sending chunks of asphalt flying in every direction.

Matt rolled instinctively to the side, his injured shoulder throbbing with every movement. The terror gripping him dulled even the sharpest edges of the pain. Crawling on all fours, he scrambled toward the shattered remains of the bus stop shelter, desperate to find cover. The bullets hit the shelter in a relentless barrage, shattering what little glass was left and sending razor-sharp shards slicing into his face and hands.

“Holy shit!” he cursed, pressing himself against the cold, busted wall of the shelter. His chest heaved as he gasped for air, his eyes darting around for any way out of this nightmare. But there was none. He couldn’t last much longer under this assault.

Then, suddenly, the deafening roar of the engine cut out. The bus came to a stop directly in front of the shelter, so close that Matt could smell the acrid stench of burned rubber and blood. The shrieking of the skeletal soldiers ceased too, leaving behind an eerie silence that was almost worse. His heartbeat pounded in his ears as he cautiously peeked around the corner of the ruined shelter, and what he saw made his blood run cold.

The bus’s door creaked open, and a foul, icy wind blasted out, carrying the smell of decay. Inside, the skeletal figures began to move, their bones clattering like dry wood ready to splinter. Each one wore a rotting uniform, their long-dead bodies reduced to grim, lifeless forms. Yet, their empty sockets oozed black mist, and they stared at him, locking onto him like predators zeroing in on prey.

Then came the sound of heavy footsteps, slow and deliberate, echoing from the foggy depths of the bus. A figure emerged, larger and more menacing than the rest. Its body was grotesque, covered in layers of decaying, sagging flesh. Blood seeped from the cracks in its skin, and its eyes were dark, fiery voids burning with an inhuman hunger.

“You’ve been chosen,” the creature rasped, its voice like nails dragged across glass. “The Hell Bus demands your soul.”

Matt’s knees buckled as the ground seemed to tilt beneath him. His mind raced, struggling to make sense of the words. Chosen? For what? Every fiber of his being screamed at him to run, but the creature’s words held him in place like invisible chains. He tried to speak, but his throat was dry, locked tight with fear.

The monster appeared to sense his confusion and stepped closer, the stench of its breath—hot and putrid—assaulting him as it leaned down, its burning eyes searing into his soul.

"You thought you could escape, didn’t you?” Her bony fingers dug into Matt’ injured shoulder, and he screamed as the pain shot through him like lightning. “But no one escapes the Hell Bus. No one!”

She hauled him up with an ease that made him feel weightless, like a ragdoll. He writhed under her grip, his body shaking uncontrollably. Panic gripped him, and a helpless, choked sob escaped his lips.

“I... I don’t know what you want!” he gasped, his voice barely more than a whisper. “Just leave me alone!”

The creature laughed—a cold, malicious sound that seemed to make the air itself shiver.

“Leave you alone?” She released him suddenly, and he collapsed to his knees, clutching his burning shoulder. “You’re already part of something greater. Your soul belongs to us.”

With those words, she extended her skeletal hand, and shadows stirred within the bus. Figures began to rise—skeletons, their bones clattering like dry branches in the wind as they shuffled toward him.

Panic erupted in Matt, raw and feral. No. He wasn’t going down like this. Somewhere deep inside, a flicker of defiance ignited—a primal will to survive that refused to let this
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