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Antelope, CA

“You do have a story inside you; it lies articulate and waiting to be written behind your silence and your suffering.”
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-Thank You-

Thank you to all the women involved, you are all amazing in every way.

Thank you to my awesome Publisher Nicholas Grabowsky and Black Bed Sheet Books for his guidance and always being there.

Thank you to my wonderful husband, John Gillette. I love you, baby!!

Thank you to YOU the readers for the love and support, I can’t wait for you to dive right into this book!

☼

-Introduction-

I have now had the pleasure of putting together three Scream in the Night book anthologies and I must say I am truly blessed to have met and still be meeting women who love to write horror as much as I do. Embarking on this journey, I never thought I would be sitting here with book three and I must say it feels good to bring you another round of short stories by a group of incredible writers who know how to chill you to the bone.  So please, don’t let me get in your way of turning the next page and diving right in with the first story. After all, you came here to be scared...so let’s scare you!


Yours truly,

Reyna
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by Reyna Young

As the downpour fell with a forceful might, it masked the piercing shriek brought forth by the blade thrust into his spine. With a tinge of agony, he twisted his torso towards his malevolent sister, questioning why she would commit such a treacherous act. His body collapsed to the cold ground, the visage of liberation etched onto her face remained his final sight. 

Down the steps Delilah scampered, her haste growing with every pattering droplet. The door flung open by her frantic hands, and she plunged the knife of destruction into the clammy soil, intent of ridding herself of the damning evidence. 

But unbeknownst to her, a pair of watchful eyes peered from a high window, following her every move. Delilah’s fiancé darted into the guest chamber, and with mortal trepidation surveyed the body of her brother. His fingers were tangled in his locks as his heart felt it would give up. In panic, he bolted back to his quarters, in case she should encounter him. 

Famished in breath, Delilah hastened to the guest chamber where her brother laid, his viscera staining her rug. Drenched by the rain and struck by thunderbolts which intermittently illuminated the murky night, she glimpsed at her brother’s face, now pallid in death. Feeling no remorse whatsoever, the only thought that embodied her mind was the inheritance she should have had and will have. 

Her fiancé was only a few doors down, in feigned slumber, shuddering at the prospect of her return, trembling at the thought of her nearing him in the bed in which they lie. 

Delilah trembled as she loomed over his lifeless form, perplexed as to how she might move him. For now, with frenzied determination, she shrouded his lifeless corpse within the confines of the rug and exerted all her strength to force his corpse under the guest room bed. 

Tossing his possessions into the closet, she hastened back to her chambers, treading softly towards her bed to not wake her fiancé. However, her gaze fell upon the crimson stains splayed across her nightgown, prompting her to shed the soiled garment and conceal it within a drawer of her bedside table. Slipping beneath the comfort of her covers, she drew near to her fiancé, oblivious to the fact that he had been silently observing her the while. His body ached to slip out of their bed and be gone but instead lay there in shock and silence as to not wanting to bring any attention that he had been awake... 

...in fear he may be next if she knew, and he knew. 

***
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Her eyes awoke the next morning to find her fiancé gone and with a note he left of his abrupt departure for business affairs. Since leaving from time to time was nothing new to her she thought nothing of it. In fact, she was pleased by the thought of having time to get rid the corpse. He on the other hand – fled.  

She dismissed the household staff who were happy to have the day to themselves, and she proceeded to the guest room without impediment. Yet as she pondered how she would get rid of her brother, the thought of not locking the guest bedroom door consumed her; she shook at the thought that someone went in there before they were dismissed for the day. Upon checking, a sigh of relief exhaled from her body that she did indeed lock the door. 

She turned her attention to her brother’s lifeless body; she hauled the cadaver along the corridor and down to the depths of the basement where his remains and possessions should meet an incendiary fate. However, after a long and strenuous day of hefting and sanitizing the stains cloaked over her hardwood floor, she yearned for a comforting soak. 

As she lay immersed in the bath, her gaze wandered towards the window, an incessant patter of raindrops against the glass pane had a hypnotic effect on her mind, relaxing her into a state of peacefulness. 

Emerging from her tranquil reverie, she clambered out of the bathtub and wrapped herself in a soft silk robe. Exhausted from such a long day, she trudged towards her bed. 

Hours into the night the hush of the darkness was broken by an ominous knock at her door, sending chills down her spine. For a moment she stood petrified, wondering who on earth it could be. Who would dare to invade her solitude in the dead of night? Summoning all her courage, she cautiously made her way towards the door and whispered softly, “Who’s there?”

To her horror, there was no answer. The eerie silence that greeted her only added to her heart-pounding sense of dread. She retreated back to her bed, wary of what may be lurking outside her door. The over-thinking madness began to grip her mind, and she heard a knock upon her chamber door once more. Was someone out there? she thought, or was it the mere pattering of the relentless rain storm upon the roof above? 

Despite her trepidation, she cautiously opened the door finding no one in sight. Gazing into the obscurity of the unlit hallway, she searched for any sign of someone in her home but all was silent. 

With trembling hands, she drew the covers over her, seeking solace in the emptiness of sleep. Yet, her silence was short lived for soon she was jolted from her slumber by an eerie sound of a disturbance from the darkened corridor. 

Delilah shivered at the sudden sound, her heart beating rapidly, and without thought slipped her robe on. Moving stealthily toward the door and ever so gently, she pressed her ear against the wood, she listened intently for anything. But there was nothing, nothing but silence and the storm raging beyond her walls. 

Thinking of the fact that her mind must be playing tricks on her, she slowly opened the door and peered out into the blackness of the hallway. Her eyes were met with a sight that sent shivers down her spine - a trail of wet footprints leading away into the distance. 

With explosive terror, her eyes dilated in a frightful expression as she leaped backwards and grabbed the receiver to dial the authorities. A gruff hoarse noise jolted her fragile mindset, pressing her frame against the wall; petrified by the footsteps approaching her bedchamber, rendering her immobile with fear. 

Thoughts scattered within her mind of the eerie sound that pierced though the still of the night rendering her stiff. Unnerving images crossed her mind of whom it may be but even the deepening darkness of her mind couldn’t brace her for what transpired next. Her brother’s lifeless body inched toward her with the knife embedded in his back which sent her into a rage of terror never felt before. Delilah’s shrieks intensified before collapsing over the ghastly apparition. 

Upon awakening, Delilah cried out in terror at the thought of her brother’s corpse staring at her. Yet as she shook her head to realize that there was nothing inside her bedchamber she heavily exhaled and wiped the perspiration from her clammy brow. Looking around, she dragged herself back into the warmth of her linens, taking relief in the thought that it was nothing more than mere imagination that brought on such frightful dreams. But the blackest night and the ease of raindrops against her glass pane were interrupted by the faint and throaty voice that ominously whispered her name...D-E-L-I-L-A-H.... 

Startled and alarmed, Delilah’s gaze was drawn to the foot of her bed wherein her brother emerged from the shadows. Her screams pierced through the night, for in that moment she knew without a shred of doubt that the apparition who was her brother was all too real. 
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Snake Oil Wishes
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by Boo Rhodes

“Doug, look. She’s a dog. Woof! She’s 49 and maybe she was a looker when you dated years ago but shit, man, you’re a good-looking guy. You know you can get someone much younger with a hotter body. Why you even looking for a relationship? You’re 55 years old, man. You been single all your life. Why ruin it now?” Randy slapped his friend on the back while offering advice. He ran his hand through his stiff, black curly hair and then adjusted his sagging pants and pulled them up over his muffin top.

Doug gave his friend a look that told him all he needed to know. “I know, man. I need to lose weight but Doug, the ladies like these love handles. And it isn’t just my gorgeous physique, it’s my cars, man. They love the cars! You shouldn’t hold yourself down with one woman, and if you do she better be so friggin’ hot that all your friends want her, too. Just like the chick I brought home last night from the casino. Wow! Now she knew how to treat a man.”

“Randy, how come I never see you with any of these women you keep on bragging about more than once if ever?”

“Hey, man, I ain’t bringing no chicks to our pool table. It’s for the guys only. Why get some pussy involved?”

Doug shook his head, laughing, with his greying curls bouncing around his face. “You might have money, and I’m not even sure how, but unless you start speaking like you passed eighth grade I’m not even sure how you’re going to find a woman to marry.”

“Marry?” Randy stepped quickly backward, shock apparent on his face. Who are you speaking to? I ain’t interested in no marriage. Gettin’ tied down and all tha’ shit. I want a lady who has a lot of friends to choose from and maybe more at da gym.

“Speakin’ of the ladies, I gotta go. Lizzy’s gonna be waitin’ for me to get back to my crib. Gonna get some, you know what I mean?”

“Yeah get out of here and next time I don’t want to hear any smack talk unless you bring in one of the ladies you keep bragging about.”

***
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Upon arriving home, Randy sighed while looking at the deserted driveway. There was no Lizzy waiting for him nor were there ever any women waiting for him to get home. He laughed knowing they wanted him. They all flirted with him and teased him but it seemed he could never get a second or third date with anyone. His homies, as he called them, were in awe of his fake life. Sure, he got dates all of the time by driving his Mercedes or his huge pickup around but after the first night or second night, they never stuck around. He rubbed his chin, wondering if it was his lifestyle that kept him from a relationship or maybe it was his lack of a job. It wasn’t like he was broke. His gambling life counting cards kept him from the welfare line.

He wasn’t tired of it, either. No. He loved women. He loved them long enough to get what he wanted and then he was out of there. Until now, he simply couldn’t understand why his friends would fall for any of them for longer than a day. But now, as he was getting older and his friends were finding serious relationships, he was one of the only ones left alone still playing the field. He either had to keep them single or find someone to call his own or he would be alone forever.

He called several friends and, after realizing they were all still asleep or cuddling with their spouses, he turned on his TV. While dozing off watching some horror movie repeat on one of the cable channels, he watched a commercial about a local pawn shop selling used antiques in the area. The bald, lanky old man on the TV smiled crookedly at him with black, half-rotted teeth and winked.

“Yes, Randy, you can have the woman of your dreams here at 322 East Broadway right here in Sandcastle, California! Stop in tomorrow first thing in the morning and pick her up!”

Randy sat up straight and rubbed his eyes. Was that weird guy talking directly to him? He wasn’t
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