
[image: Cover]

Table of Contents

Title Page

The Return of Spring-heeled Jack

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

Chapter 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

The Return of Spring-heeled Jack

Jennifer Caress

A Black Bed Sheet/Diverse Media Book

October 2012

––––––––
[image: image]

Copyright © 2012 by Jennifer Caress

All rights reserved.

––––––––
[image: image]

Cover and art design by Nicholas Grabowsky and  

Copyright © 2012 Nicholas Grabowsky  

and Black Bed Sheet Books.  

––––––––
[image: image]

The selections in this book are works of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

––––––––
[image: image]

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without written permission from the author.

––––––––
[image: image]

Library of Congress Control Number: 2012951439  

––––––––
[image: image]

ISBN-10: 0-9858829-7-2

ISBN-13: 978-0-9858829-7-6

The Return of Spring-heeled Jack

A Black Bed Sheet/Diverse Media Book

Antelope, CA

SPRING-HEELED JACK is a British urban legend, first appearing in 1837. Eye witnesses tell of
a man who could leap several stories in the air with little effort. Some say he could breathe
blue fire, others say he lured women out of their homes and attacked them by clawing at
their faces. By all accounts he was a thief and a menace.
Sightings of Spring-heeled Jack continued for several centuries and crossed numerous
continents, but he has been mysteriously absent from the 21st century.
Until now.

The Return of Spring-heeled Jack

Jennifer Caress

––––––––
[image: image]

​
​​
​
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1
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A lot to do and not enough motivation to get any of it done tonight. Tegan stared at the television and secretly wished that the dishes would clean themselves and the laundry would magically appear perfectly folded in dresser drawers. School work needed to be done and checks written, floors vacuumed, and the dust on the furniture was reaching embarrassing heights. Tonight, it all added up to be too much.

So Tegan sat quiet and still on the couch, pretending not to notice any of it at all.

If only the rest of the household occupants were equally unmotivated. Chester, the six year old beagle, pawed at Tegan’s leg, a tell-tell sign that nature was calling him, and if she didn’t open the door soon, there would be one just more thing to clean.

“Come on, silly boy.”

Chester bounced happily around and around, the direct result of being acknowledged. Elliot, the 12- year-old chow mix, lifted his head to see what the excitement was all about. “Come on. You, too. Outside.” Elliot showed less excitement about the idea. At his age, there wasn’t much that got him riled up anymore.

“Outside!” Tegan raised her pitch and clapped her hands. Chester wagged and spun, smiling his doggy smile. “Please don’t make me get off the couch more than I have to, Elliot. Let’s go.” The dog stood up, grunting to make it clear that he protested.

She slid back the curtain and placed a hand on the sliding glass door’s handle. Nothing but pitch black night on the other side of the door. “Outside! Outside!” She rang out in a sing-song manner. One of the blessed attributes of dogs is that they’re easily exhilarated. All it took was for their human to express something wonderful was happening and they believed it to be true. It worked. Poor Chester nearly exploded from the thrill of it all and even Elliot wagged his tail in anticipation.

Tegan unlocked the sliding glass door and began to pull it open but stopped after a few inches because something had changed. The dogs were walking away from her, their tales between their legs, their heads low to the ground. Each dog lay down in front of the couch, their usual spots of leisure.

“What are—”

From outside the glass door a new voice came through.

“Outside, outside.”  

High-pitched, almost laughing. The world around her froze, her hand unable to leave the door handle, the television seemingly muted. She looked out the glass only to see the reflection of the room in which she stood; the TV, two statuesque dogs, who appeared to be staring out the window, too, and her own petrified unmoving image. Everything was silent, everything was still.

The voice came again, this time just above a whisper. “Outside, outside.”

She became aware of what she needed to do a second after it came too late.  

Close the door! Her mind screamed.  

Pushing it closed as hard and fast as she could, Tegan put her entire weight into the shove, but her efforts weren’t enough. A thin, gloved hand with long pointed fingers grabbed the metal frame before she could shut it all the way. Tegan pushed against the hand as best as she could, but the intruder had greater strength and won the battle. The hand pushed against her desperation and won the struggle.

Tegan stumbled backwards, meaning to run, trying to scream, but trapped in the density of terror. Chester and Elliot were trapped with her, cowering in front of the couch. She heard Elliot’s growls intensify and Chester bark for his life, but Tegan couldn’t take her eyes off of the emerging figure gracefully coming into her living room. Elongated fingers, curled around the metal frame, continued to slide the glass door open. It was a thin being, dressed all in black with a wide brimmed hat, cape, boots, and black mask covering the entirety of the face with large goggle-like apparitions over the eyes. His movements slow but steady, with purpose minus any trepidation. His face aimed at Tegan and never strayed away.

He continued to mock her with his tone as he sang, “Outside outside.” He paused and dropped the song from his voice, “But not tonight, love.”  

A British accent rang clear and the two began to dance, Tegan taking a step backwards, the intruder taking a step forward. Backward and forward, the length of the intruder’s stride closing the distance between them. The dogs lay still on the floor, barking and growling, but unwilling or unable to do anything else.

The man-shaped shadow grew taller and wider as he continued to approach until he was able to engulf Tegan completely before he ever even touched her.
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Chapter 2
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Sharp pain hit and the water filled with red. Damn it, Laura cursed, and pulled her hand out of the dirty dish water. Soapy blood dripped from the cut in her palm. She knew better than to put a knife under the suds where she wouldn’t be able to see it and this was the price she paid for stupidity. Laura grabbed the dish towel from the rack and pressed it into her hand, pain renewing its intensity and shooting up her arm.

The sun was setting early into the evening, as was the tradition of late summer, and tonight the sun hit the window above the kitchen sink at just the perfect angle to hit Laura in the eye. Lifting up the unwounded hand, she began to pull the curtain closed and stopped in mid-pull. What was that?

Through the streams of sunlight coming in through the window, Laura could have sworn a man had just landed in her backyard and ran off out of sight to the side of her house. All it took was a second—a second of impossibilities—that a man dressed all in black leapt over Laura’s 8 foot tall fence, cleared the equally high metal shed and landed gracefully onto the half-dead lawn, only to run away without a care.

Must have been a trick of light, it must have been an illusion, a sliver of imagination peeking through the doldrums of an adult afternoon, and if it not any of those things then the illusion must be a result of blood loss. Blood loss and dish washing detergent poisoning. All of that made more sense than what she initially thought she saw.

Pain in her palm brought her attention back to the too-tightly clenched towel in her cut hand. Damn, did she need stitches? How did one tell? Hurt bad enough to warrant medical attention. Maybe she should call—what was that? Something traipsing on the roof.

Laura looked up and followed the thump thump sound that traveled from one end of her ceiling to the other.

Her heart pounded. This was a two-story house and she was on the bottom floor. To be able to hear the sounds of something moving on the roof...  

The sound stopped.

For a long time all was silent and Laura had to laugh. Men jumping over her 8 foot tall fence and onto her roof. Sure—that made sense. Absurdities aside, she turned her attention back to the cut in her hand. Damn it hurt. She went upstairs to the medicine cabinet that contained gauze and ointment, and decided the cut didn’t need stitches.

One hand dug through the medicine cabinet while she cradled the cut hand against her chest. When Laura found the gauze and ointment, she wrestled with trying to wrap one hand using only one hand, and the edge of the countertop, the wall, and finally her mouth. There was cursing, but her blood stopped flowing so at least it wasn’t making a mess.

The light in the bathroom shifted, making room for an extra shadow. Laura turned to the doorway and gasped. A tall man, dressed all in black with a covered face stood in the frame. He was motionless and completely quiet for several seconds, and it wasn’t until he took a step forward that Laura managed to scream. The man raised a gloved hand and swiped. His pointed fingers cut through the skin of Laura’s face with ease and she screamed again.
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“...both women are expected to survive and police are saying that only a few objects were stolen from each house, making these cases even more baffling. Again, if you have any information you are urged to call the authorities. And now we go to Carrie Ann with traffic...”

“Come on, I want to show you how this works,” John waved Alice towards the back of the store.

“Are you listening to this? Some guy broke into these women’s houses and scratched the crap out of them.” Alice flipped the switch underneath the cash register that shut off the “Open” sign and then shut off the radio.

“Why would someone break into a chick’s house just to scratch her?” John asked.  

“Well that’s the mystery. But apparently he has claw-like hands.”

“Or knives for fingers, just like what’s-his-name.” John held the swinging door open so that Alice could step through into the back area: an open two story warehouse section used mostly for back-stock and general storage.  

John owned the antique store which he had named, neatly enough, Downtown Antiquities, that was in fact located downtown. John may not have been creative when it came to naming his shop, however, he was an antiques expert respected all around the world for his knowledge of relics from the past. John was an Asian man with a pony tail and blue contact lenses and a love of khakis and button up shirts.

“Yeah, but this guy didn’t have knives for fingers. Both women said it was more like metal fingernails sticking out of leather gloves.”

John stepped into the maze of boxed up commodities. “Hurry up. This is so cool.” Apparently he had stopped listening.

Alice, a plump faux-redhead followed behind. “Show me so you can go on your date.”

“It isn’t a date,” he said, side-stepping through the very narrow path of merchandise. “Just drinks. Did you lock the front door?”

“Drinks are a date,” Alice slid down the same path a few feet behind John. The storage area was poorly lit, and with so much stuff inundating the area it seemed like a dangerous jungle of fragile and expensive. “Yeah I locked the door.”

John led her to the far wall. Drywall bits and carpenter’s nails littered the floor around the new door. “Ta-da!” John presented the heavy metal door as though it were magical. Perhaps to him it really was. “The safest safe that money can buy.” He was giddy. Absolutely giddy.

“A walk-in safe?”

John typed into the keypad next to the door. “Modern technology rules.”

“You just like the beep-beep sound it makes when you push the colorful buttons.”  

“Oh shush. Think of a four number sequence that is easy for you to remember, impossible for someone else to guess and then type it in here.”

Alice stepped up to the keypad and typed in her numbers.

“Ok,” John turned the stainless steel door handle, “you are all set.” The door swung open to reveal metal shelving along an iron wall.

“This looks like something a psychopath would have in his basement.” Alice remarked and peeked in. There was a caged fan on the ceiling and a Persian silk rug on the floor, which she pointed to, her brow creased.

“The floors don’t have any traction which is a safety hazard,” John shrugged. “And the rug is really pretty, but not old enough to sell for profit.”

“How big is this thing again?”

“Eight by six, and look,” John elbowed her into the safe. “So you can’t get locked in!” On the inside of the door was another keypad. He pointed up, “This whole room is climate controlled so even if you do get locked in, you won’t suffocate and the temperature will remain a comfortable sixty-five degrees, and, and, there is a two-way intercom right here. This way someone can work in here with the door closed.” He pressed another button and a speaker on the other side of the wall clicked. “Luke, I am your—-”

She cut him off before he could finish the overused joke. “OK, I admit it, I’m impressed.”

“With as much money as I spent on this, you’d better be. So just type in your code to unlock the door, shut the door to relock it. Simple. Oh, guess what the really cool part is!”

“It shoots lasers?”

“The alarm for the store is wired in with the door, so you can set off the store alarm just by typing in your code and hitting this button.” John’s finger pointed at the largest button on the pad. “It’s a panic button!”

Boys and their pretty toys, she thought. “So what all do you want in here? The small stuff?”

“The small stuff and the expensive stuff. Anything worth more than five thousand goes in here; anything that will fit into a pocket or small purse goes in here. Got it?” John looked at his watch, clicking his tongue. “I have got to go. You going to be okay here?”

“I’m fine, get going, tiger.”

“It’s not a date,” he reminded her.

“Don’t keep Mark waiting.” Alice smiled. “Or it may be the last non-date you get from him.”

Antique stores don’t generally have a nightshift, but John had acquired a large amount of merchandise after a recent “gold mine” estate sale and without enough free time during regular business hours to catalog everything, give each item a barcode, and determine whether it should go to the sales floor right away or be sent to the online auction line, had Alice volunteered to work nights until the job was done. Besides, everyone came out a winner once the back room became clear enough to walk through again.

The warehouse was an open space with hers and John’s desks against the left wall, rows of tall metal shelving that held the merchandise there wasn’t room for on the floor or the items that needed rotating out, and a large section that was currently being used to hold the newest stock: the area Alice was working in tonight that was crowded full of boxes, all varying sizes, all packed with antiques.

Late summer nights meant the sun didn’t set until later, giving the false impression that it was still early, even to those who knew better, so Alice worked in peace, allowing herself to forget to be afraid of working alone at night.  

When dusk fell and the sky turned pink, Alice was busy unpacking and categorizing amongst the stock, reliving an argument she had had with her husband the night before. The remote control was a tool that, in the wrong hands, became a weapon of destruction. Tired of watching shows that replaced tits and explosions for plot and character, Alice had declared war and seized control over what her husband referred to as “man territory.” A fight ensued. Both went to bed angry and woke up the same way.

“Yeah,” she mumbled to herself, still in the fight, “I work all day, too, asshole. I should be able to—” Her peripheral vision caught the red light on the alarm box next to the freight door blinking. That meant that something had triggered the alarm, and recently because the annoying siren hadn’t started to go off yet. Alice walked over, typed in her code and hit the reset button. Strong winds were known to trigger the alarm so because all the doors were locked and she would have heard someone breaking in, she dismissed the incident.  

Alice returned to arguing with the phantom version of her husband and opened a new box. She peered inside and saw several long thin boxes, no more than an inch thick and perhaps six inches long—jewelry boxes, no doubt. Most were white, or off white, and some were dark green. All were small enough to fit inside a purse so she took the big box with its contents still inside and carried it to the safe, planning on examining the items inside later.

While placing the small boxes onto the otherwise empty safe shelves, Alice noticed one box had “Flora’s Kitchen” embossed in faded gold across the front. She picked it up and began to open the box but stopped when she heard the phone ring. Placing it on the shelf Alice walked out of the safe and half way through the back area before remembering the store was closed and there was no need to answer the phone. She returned to unpacking another box and winning the fight for the remote.

“They don’t have to be your definition of ‘star’ in order for us to watch them in a dance competition, you know. It’s a hell of a lot more entertaining than watching some moody guy fight terrorists for the fortieth time. Son of a bitch!” The red light blinked again.

The lights in the warehouse hung high from the rafters in the ceiling, barely illuminating the work area. It looked like a forest of shadows, trees of black cast across cardboard boxes and objects gently wrapped in butcher’s paper with a tightly winding path between Alice and the alarm box.

“Crap,” she whispered into the shadows cast across her path. Maybe the best thing to do was let the alarm continue; maybe something other than wind kept setting it off.

Alice set the china teacup down inside the box she had just removed it from and listened for a sound, an indication of what triggered the alarm. The store sat silent. Soon the phone would ring, the security company calling to ask her if she was in danger. Maybe she should go to the phone before it rang and call the police. Better safe than sorry, she reasoned. The “false alarm” fee would cost John less than being robbed. He would agree with that and congratulate Alice on doing the right thing, certainly.

It all seemed to happen in less than a second: a body being against hers, the cold of metal against the skin of her throat, vile breath on the side of her face. Grabbed from behind, Alice froze stiff against her attacker. He hissed into her ear like some sort of animal, then spun her around. She gasped and her horror grew. Alice stared up into a mask of black and goggles that hid any trace of humanity. There was a slit for the mouth and she could see yellowed and chipped teeth and a thin black tongue flicker as a high pitched voice spoke in a British accent, “Help me.”

A clawed hand rose up and swiped. Alice’s face tore down to the muscle in four places, her body tumbled from the force but she caught herself on a stack of boxes and regained her footing. The slit in the mask pulled up on the corners.  

Whatever, whoever, this creature was....

....he was smiling.

The paralysis of fear lifted just enough for Alice to scream. Her scream echoed off the warehouse walls and rang through the store. The slatted smile disappeared and the man in black raised his hand again, landing a punch straight on Alice’s jaw bone. She saw lights explode all around her head until everything around her disappeared into the nothingness of unconsciousness.

The pain woke her. A sharp throbbing hurt, originating from her jaw and spreading out through her entire head, made her want to go back to being unconscious. Alice’s eyes fluttered as she tried to remember where she was and what had just happened. The sound of angry frustration from the stranger instinctively made her close her eyes again. Curiosity, however, insisted that she open at least one eye and look around.

The man thrashed in a fury, tossing packaging paper and kicking empty boxes. He appeared to be looking for something and it didn

































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JELED

)






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
> e A~
R b

/

The ‘RatﬂWOf R

SPRING HEELED

Nac





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





