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I

t was just like a nightmare, it was Monday, and Paul had forgotten about how and when school started, and now he was rushing. He slept through two alarms and almost missed his bus, but thankfully he caught it just in time before the bus exited his street. It was starting to get a little chilly in New Bedford, and Paul couldn’t be bothered to get out of his warm bed when it was slightly cold.

“What happened, man? You look like you just got out of bed?” asked Mark as Gina giggled along. Paul gave him the side eye as he settled in his bus seat.

“I completely forgot it was Monday and accidentally slept through my alarms,” Paul responded. Mark and Gina laughed.

“Good morning, I guess,” Gina greeted sarcastically; Paul made a face at her as Mark laughed.

“This is Halloween week, and my week has already started with the horrors of almost sleeping through school,” Paul said, trying to be funny.

“We know what you can be. Passepartout from Around the World in 80 Days,” Gina teased, not serious.

“Gina, your nerd is here. Maybe you should go as someone else this week since the real you is bland and nerdy,” Paul mocked. Gina was book-smart.

“Before you two rip each other’s faces off, let’s focus on getting to school and have this discussion as a group,” Mark reasoned, stopping the two of them. They just glared at each other now that Mark had stopped them from continuing their fight.

As they got to the school, the three of them got off the bus and walked into the school. They met their friends, Clara and Sam, waiting for them in the hallway before homeroom.

“Hey, guys! What’s up?” Clara asked excitedly. She then paused, looked at Paul, and asked, “Oh my God! Paul, are you okay?”

“Yes. I am fine!” Paul remarked, completely annoyed, fixing his hair. Gina giggled, and he glared at her.

“Anyway,” Clara started, “what are we doing for this Halloween week?”

The gang was just getting their plans in order when the bell rang, and they had to go to their classes. They decided to meet at lunch and then brainstorm ideas for Halloween week. It was their favorite school event that day to be a part of.

They were sitting down at their usual table in the lunchroom when Nick and his lackeys came in. On his way in, he pushed Albert, the captain of the Glee club, into the trash can, and the poor guy fell in with his lunch tray. Everyone was laughing at him. Gina wanted to get up and help him, but she knew if she did, he would throw her in next, and she did not want Nick on her case. She was terrified of him.

The only girl who could ever stand up to Nick was Clara. Clara was the only person in the entire school Nick was sweet to since he had a giant crush on her. And Clara would use this against him and would rescue the people he would be picking on. But before Clara could do something, someone from the Glee club called Ms. Anders came to the scene and gave Nick and his lackeys detention.

“I will get my revenge on you, you twerp,” Nick exclaimed, looking in the direction of Albert and his friends, and they stood there, scared.

Once Nick left with Ms. Anders, Sam turned to his friends at the table and proposed, “I think we won't be able to come up with anything here. Maybe let's just meet at my place after school to hang out and decide there?”

“Yeah, sounds cool!” Mark exclaimed, and the rest of the group agreed. They knew that was a better idea than trying to figure it out at work, and Sam always had the latest video games and everything

Nightmare in a Bottle cool. His parents even allowed him to stay up late when his friends were over.

Everyone was leaving for class. Paul ran up to Clara and nervously asked her, “Hey, I was wondering if you would like to go to the baseball game with me? I got us two tickets!”

“No way! They were so hard to score!” Clara exclaimed excitedly. “But just two tickets? What about the rest of our friends?” she asked.

“Well, do you think they even care about the same team as ours?” Paul asked sarcastically. Clara laughed.

“Well, true. I am glad you scored such great seats. You bring the tickets; I bring cool snacks!” Clara suggested. Paul smiled widely.

“Deal!” He exclaimed.

He was just glad that Clara agreed to come along. He always had a thing for Clara because he believed they had a very good connection. She was one of the girls who would love doing all the things you would expect a girl to love, like shopping, spa, and makeup, but she also loved movies, sports, games, and the same music as Paul. He had a feeling that she liked him, too, but he was too scared to ask her out and ruin the friendship they had; he loved what they had right now.

The gang met at Sam’s as planned and went straight for the games. “So, how about we go to the haunted house for Halloween?” Clara suggested.

“I heard a witch lives there, and she eats boys and turns girls into little witches. Jessie went there in third grade and is now a total witch,” Gina added, pushing back her dark bobbed hair.

“Witches don’t exist,” Mark commented. Everyone rolled their eyes.

“Which is why we need to go check and bust the person who’s trying to impersonate a witch and keep us out. He could be doing

something illegal, and maybe we will become heroes if we bust them,” Paul suggested.

“Oh, my God! We would become town heroes!” Mark commented.

“Or we’d be dead before we become heroes,” Paul commented sarcastically, “don’t forget how everyone thinks the house is owned by a powerful coven. Emphasis on the word powerful.”

“Exactly. No one has ever come out of it alive or the same. It always does something to them. They either vanish or become so different they transfer to another school,” Gina added.

“I heard from one of the girls at school that they curse whoever trespasses and make sure that they don’t go back alive,” Paul added. Everyone gulped.

“I think this is just stupid. Witches don’t exist. Whoever believes they do are plain stupid and don’t know how to get around empty places without being afraid. I refuse to call it a haunted house, to begin with,” Clara added.

“I think you’re right. No harm in checking it out,” Paul added, looking at Clara.

“Also, guys, I am kind of scared for tomorrow,” Clara added. “Why? What happened?” Gina asked, confused.

“Well, Nick? We put him in detention, guys; he might come after us,” Clara added. Everyone else gulped.

“Oh no. We’re dead,” Mark added as he shook his head. Paul scoffed.

“It’s not the first time he would be picking on us; I think we would be fine,” he commented.

“Yeah. We can get through it if we look out for each other,” Gina added.
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“Clara, he won’t harm you, though; we all know he has a thing for you,” Mark added, making Clara blush while her blond hair blew in the wind.

“Well, he might resent me for not responding the way he wants me to,” Clara added, a little apprehensive.

“Well, you have us. We will protect you,” Paul offered. Clara smiled at him sweetly, and Paul looked at her reassuringly.

​
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Halloween Night
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“W

hen they burned all the witches, they counted their skulls once they were dead. One of them was missing. They believed one of the witches escaped Salem, and you know how they are immortal,” Mark narrated.

“How do you know that?” Gina asked, still looking at him with her eyes wide open as they sat under the blanket fort.

“People who came across her told stories of how she wanted to make the townsfolks suffer for the way they ended her ancestors. She wants them to die and their children to either become witches or dead,” Mark continued.

“That’s not true,” Clara argued. “Why do you say that?” Mark argued.

“Where did you meet her? Did she tell you all this herself?” Clara questioned sarcastically.

“Well, people who have met her have told stories,” Mark added. “How are they alive? Why didn’t she kill those people?” Clara argued. Mark shrugged his shoulders.

“I am not the witch; I can’t tell you. Maybe she liked them,” Mark added. Clara and Paul laughed.

“Well, you can meet her when she comes to see you guys this Halloween, as per the legend. She hates when someone doesn’t believe her and questions her power and existence,” Mark threatened.

“Well, maybe she would like to be friends with us,” Paul added. “Yeah, we will become friends with her, like the people who

lived to tell her stories,” Clara added.

“I think we’re getting late for trick-or-treating. Let’s go
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