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“To learn what we fear is to learn who we are. Horror defies our boundaries and illuminates our souls.”
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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 read this!

☼

-Foreword-

The anthology you hold in your hands has been a privilege for me to edit, an idea that came upon me one night has sparked into something I never would have imagined. After having a conversation with my publisher Nicholas Grabowsky, he too was excited for having an all women horror anthology book. After talking with him for a few hours I began work on a project that has come to be very dear to me.

I had no idea when putting together the first Scream in the Night, there would be so much buzz around the book. I was happy to see how many women were excited over it that they asked to contribute a story in the next one. The outpouring of love for the book made my heart happy and the positive messages I received praising the book put a smile on my face. After all the hard work we put into the book it was nice to see and read that so many not only couldn’t put it down but fell in love with the stories.

I wasn’t sure I was going to do another one but after hearing and seeing the excitement and love for the book I couldn’t resist getting together another 13 amazing and talented women to write stories that will keep you sleeping with the lights on. 

I guarantee that every story you are about to digest will be a nightmare stuck in your head for days for weeks for months to come. 

The love of horror that flows through the veins and out the hands of each woman who took the time to create their stories is shown through the pages of this book. Horror is how they express themselves and give you, the reader – a chance to step inside their demented minds and send you into a world you’ll be begging to get out of. 

All 13 of these women have a story to tell and they want to tell it to you. I could sit here and tell you over and over again how amazing these women are and how much you’ll love the stories but why not keep this short and sweet and give you the chance to dive right into it. 
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Yours truly,

Reyna
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by Staci Layne Wilson

Live fast. Die young. Leave a good-looking corpse. Well... two out of three ain’t bad. 

I was lying in a gutter when I saw the ad. It’s more glamourous than it sounds. I was dressed to the nines, having just stumbled from a chic nightspot in Hollywood when I twisted my ankle on my sky-high stilettos. Down I went, oozing drunkenly from the sidewalk and into the gutter. It was thankfully dry—well, almost—and smelled only faintly of motor oil and garbage.

Those awaiting admittance behind the plush red velvet rope barely glanced my way. I guess inebriated patrons falling into the gutter was a nightly occurrence. But you’d think one of the other women might have at least craned her neck to see if I was alright. I was okay, but still...

My no-good boyfriend Todd was inside the club. Did he even notice I had gone outside? I’d been meaning to dump his shady ass, anyway. But how would I get the money for a new apartment? I was, as the saying goes, broke as a joke.

The ad had been torn from some free paper, the kind with postings for escorts, weed-delivery, and mail-order reprints of The Anarchist Cookbook. But I didn’t care; it spoke to me. 

“Gralloch Agency is now hiring models. No experience necessary (we train). No background checks (we believe everyone deserves a second chance). Starting salary in the low six figures. Interested? Send headshot to grallochagency187@GA187.com

for immediate response.”

Immediate, huh? Before gutter-swill could completely destroy my expensive coif, I held my phone aloft and snapped a selfie. The lavender neon of the nightclub’s sign brought out the blue of my eyes, and my trout-pout was on point. The whoosh of my outgoing mail had barely faded into the ether before a response arrived. “You’re hired.” I clicked the link, which led to a rideshare app. 

Before I could even gather myself, a slinky black vehicle with heavily-tinted windows rolled up. I got to my feet, still shaky. My head spun from whatever it was I’d drank... briefly, I wondered if my soon-to-be-ex had slipped me something, but the thought was banished when the passenger door opened. Warmth and music poured out of the purring sedan, inviting me like one of those beckoning ghost-fingers from an old cartoon. 

I clambered in, exclaiming, “Whew! You guys move fast.”

The driver never looked at me; his face was just a shadow under a hat. Then I sort of saw a white shape in front of my face just before it was pressed hard against my nose. Someone in the backseat was pinning me with a chokehold and I gasped, breathing in whatever was on the handkerchief. 

I remember floating through silken darkness for a time, then entering a bright tunnel of light. I saw vaguely-glowing figures huddled, waiting for me. I sensed the presence of my grandmother. A friend from kindergarten. My first pet. 

But they were all dead.

Dead... was I dead, too?

‘I heard hushed voices, saying the strangest things.

“Take her eyes... they’re beautiful.” An admiring, almost-regretful sigh. “Poor girl.”

A harsh bark of a laugh from someone else. “You got it, boss. No open casket funeral for this one.”

I sensed that my body was lying on an operating table, but I knew I wasn’t in a hospital. The air was sharp with the smell of rubbing alcohol and saline solution. The room was icy-cold.

Then I heard a third voice. “Where’s my money?” 

Todd. That bastard.

He’d sold me for my organs? But how could he have known I’d fall in the gutter, and even then, how did he know I’d see and then answer that ad? Sure, Todd knew I wanted more than anything to be a model, and sure, I’m a little gullible, but... dammit! He knew me all too well. 

I twisted in mid-float, turning from the light and back into darkness. Into syrupy pools of crimson. And pain. So much pain. 

But I was back among the living. 

I lay still, assessing the situation. My left side hurt and there was a sharp pain in my back. I slit my eyelids open ever-so-slightly. I was naked and I could see my body shivering and dotted with goosebumps. There was blood, but I couldn’t be sure where it was coming from—I sensed, more than actually saw, it. A flash of red, somewhere. A feeling of wetness, warm at its source, then cooling in the night air. 

But I could breathe, and my heart was beating steadily. The feet shuffled away from me. How many were there? Two? Three? Murmurs and rustling. 

I opened one eye tentatively and turned my head ever-so-slightly. My left kidney was ripped from my body, lying like a chunk of cherry pie in a Styrofoam cooler with its lid beside it. There was room for a lot more organs in there. I wondered how big the incision was, and what they’d done it with. A surgical scalpel, hopefully. Not a steak knife or a box cutter. Regardless, I’d be scarred.

Dammit. There goes my bikini modeling career. I stifled a guffaw—suddenly, I didn’t want to be a model anymore.

My hands were not bound. I felt around me. I was on a cold steel table, and there was something... I felt a small handle. My numb fingertips made it out. It was a scalpel. 

There were exposed pipes and beams above me, very high up. I saw stacks of boxes. A warehouse? Was I actually being mined for my innards in an abandoned warehouse? I heard a ship’s horn. I was on the docks. Probably in San Pedro. Of course... it all made sense, at least geographically. My precious organs would be put on ice and transported... where? 

I heard the footsteps again. Now they were coming toward me. Someone gasped. “She’s awake.” 

I saw two shadowy figures. And Todd... Todd holding the wad of cash he’d been paid for me. 

With the element of surprise on my side, I grabbed the scalpel and lunged from the table. 

* * *
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Todd’s funeral was closed casket. 
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Friday Nights Are Not a Good Time to Get Groceries
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by Christina Francine

Lawrence Herkles wanted a gun. He decided a crooked branch from a fancy tree next to an insurance company building looked close enough and he thrust it inside his coat pocket. 

He pulled from a whiskey bottle, and remembered his wife whining about how hungry she and their two children were. If she spent the money he made at the fast-food place a little more wisely, like on mac n’ cheese or those oriental noodles, there would be enough food.  Did he have to do everything? Damn, he’d thought.  Couldn’t that woman see a bargain? Those noodles were something like two for a dollar. He didn’t like vegetables. They were expensive.  Lawrence moved the branch around. “This’ll do,” he’d said. 

A patrol car passed as Lawrence rounded the corner and Better Foods came into view. An uneasiness crept over him and he licked his lips until the taillights of the patrol car disappeared into the distance. He remembered talk on the street of an investigation about an old woman found frozen in a meat case. Lawrence figured it was a publicity stunt. Some claimed she practiced voodoo and haunted the store. Lawrence knew the real world held darker powers and unspeakable sins, but wasn’t worried about a ghost. He decided with everyone on edge about the woman, and the police seemingly giving up, Better Foods would be an easy robbery to pull off.

A smile inched across his face when he noticed only a handful of cars in the store parking lot. He glanced at his watch, adjusted the branch, checked for the red ski mask in his back pocket, and headed for the automatic doors. The closer he came to the entrance, the slower he walked; uncertainty itching at his mind. Most cell phones didn’t work inside, probably because most phones have small transmission power due to their battery. Either that or the geek in the cell phone store knew what he was talking about when he claimed the Faraday Cage shield syndrome often caused the problem. Most people couldn’t call the cops, and that is what mattered. 

Lawrence glanced around and skipped down the road. “Screw it,” he said. “Time to get this over with.” He wiped the perspiration from his forehead and strode into the store beside a woman and a little girl.

“Friday night is when the grocery-store ghost comes and shoppers disappear,” Mrs. Kamensky warned Cheryl. “Go tomorrow during the day, dear.”

“That’s just a rumor,” Cheryl told her elderly neighbor in the apartment hallway.  “I don’t want to ruin my day off by shopping for groceries.” Cheryl smiled and added, “I appreciate your warning, but Saturdays are brutal. Everybody does their shopping then and I don’t like fighting crowds.  Besides, a ghost in a grocery store is quite a claim don’t you think?”

Mrs. Kamensky lumbered from her door to stand before Cheryl.  Her left hand caressed the mezuzah attached to the frame. She relied on her Jewish faith and the protection from its folded words. “Dear, you know I don’t take any stock in rumors that float about, and God knows there are many in this big building, but they’re the only ones around to carry blessed food.”

Cheryl’s Twelve-year-old daughter hopped from their apartment and closed the door. “I’m ready, Mom.” Upon seeing their neighbor, she added, “Hi Mrs. Kamensky.” 

Mrs. Kamensky turned to Beth. “Nice to see you dear.”

After a moment, Cheryl and Beth started down the hall toward the elevator with Mrs. Kamensky’s voice trailing off. “Friday night is not a good time to get groceries.”

Beth pushed the Ground Floor button. “I like Mrs. Kamensky. She’s the best sitter.”

Cheryl checked her phone’s bars and stepped inside with her daughter. “She’s interesting, that’s for sure.”

“Come on, Mom. She’s almost perfect. She bakes, sings in the synagogue choir, and plays games.”

The elevator door opened, and the two began a brisk pace across the hall toward the outside doors. “She has some odd ideas,” said Cheryl.

Beth rolled her eyes. “Mom, you’re too picky.”

“Well, sometimes Mrs. Kamensky exaggerates.” Cheryl always told Beth the truth.

“What do you mean?”

“Mmm. Sometimes people need excitement in their lives and if they don’t have any, they make mountains out of little things.”

“You mean Mrs. Kamensky makes things up?” 

“I’m not saying that.” Cheryl stopped to look both ways before crossing the street. “She just . . . believes too many rumors.”

“Like what?”

“The latest is silly,” explained Cheryl. “It seems Mrs. Kamensky heard from one of her friends, that people mysteriously disappear at Better Foods on Friday nights.”

“Wow! Really?”

“No,” Cheryl said. “That’s the point.”

“How do they disappear and why only on Friday nights?”

“They don’t, but the rumor goes there’s a scary looking woman who takes them after dark.”

“So, it’s because of an old lady shopper?”

“Yes, that is what they’re saying. “Remember, Beth, this is a rumor.”

“Yeah, yeah, Mom, I get that. How does the old woman make shoppers disappear?

Cheryl frowned. “Remember, it’s NOT true.”

Five minutes later, they stepped through automatic doors at Better Foods, along with a man with a red knitted hat hanging out of his back pocket. Beth and Cheryl headed left, and the man went right.

Beth continued questioning her mother. “Is that why the store is going down the tubes?” 

Cheryl grabbed a shopping cart and pulled the wagon off to the side of the entryway. “Not if they increase the number of shoppers. Who told you that they’re going down the tubes?” 

“Mrs. Kamensky.” Beth laid her jacket over the cart.

Cheryl laid her coat next to Beth’s, “Of course.”

The two started for aisle One, which offered fresh fruits and vegetables.

Cheryl moved along the variety of greens to select a clump of spinach. 

The Better Foods manager, noticed Cheryl and Beth, and strode toward them.  

Mom,” Beth whispered. “Phil’s coming.”

Cheryl placed spinach inside her cart. “Oh boy,” she said under her breath. “Here we go again.” The manager stood six-foot, two inches, and clearly worked out. None of that mattered though without chemistry. Cheryl simply felt none. He flirted with her every time she shopped at Better Foods. If only she could shop when it wasn’t his shift.  

“Hi ladies,” Phil stood before them with his hands on his hips. “What brings pretty women like you out tonight?”

“We need groceries,” Cheryl answered simply.

Beth jumped around the cart. “Is it true? Are people really disappearing from the store?”

Phil hesitated. “Don’t believe everything you hear,” he said, and winked. 

“See, it’s a publicity stunt.” Cheryl tilted her head and turned toward the peaches.

“Put those out this morning,” said Phil moving closer to the fruit and to Cheryl.  “They just came fresh off the truck all the way from Georgia.”

Beth plucked one of the peaches and smelled.  “Mmmm.  Mom, can we get some?”

Upon seeing the price, Cheryl said, “Only four. They can go in your school lunches this week.”

Phil inched closer and found a peach himself.  

Cheryl moved behind the cart. 

Beth placed her selections into a clear bag and plunked them into the cart. 

Cheryl moved forward. “See you around, Phil.” 

Phil studied Cheryl while she drove away and then jogged to catch up.  “I was wondering,” he said through a bright smile, “If you might like to get a cup of coffee sometime?” 

Florescent lights flooded upon bustling shoppers. Some stood reading labels or selected merchandise, and others socialized. Instead of the daytime elevator music, tunes from the 60s and 70s serenaded customers. 

The numerous florescent lights lined in neat rows from the ceiling flickered, and after long blinks, snapped out. 

Shoppers froze and almost forgot to breathe. 

A scream echoed throughout the store. A generator juiced up safety lights strategically placed bringing shadowed light.

“It’s here!” a woman yelled. “I knew I shouldn’t shop on a Friday.” 

Those who stood immobile exploded into action and headed toward exit doors. 

“Gotta go,” Phil said and bolted toward the front of the store. 

“What’s going on?” Cheryl called out.

A middle-aged woman with wild eyes stopped briefly. “It’s here.” She held her hands to her chin.  “Get out while you can!”

“What is...?” 

“The ghost!”

A woman stumbling by yelled, “The doors are locked!”

Cheryl abandoned her cart and grabbed one of Beth’s hands. “Stay close.”

A sudden hiss made mother and daughter jump. The produce sprayers spat a fine mist over neatly arranged fresh lettuce and kale in an open refrigerated display case. 

Cheryl and Beth hurried toward the front of the store to see what the commotion was about. They peered down the aisle to where a few shoppers stared. Baking supplies lined the shelves and at the far end, a mist snaked from opened doors to a large backroom. 

Cheryl’s gaze focused on a lone figure who appeared from the mist. She blinked a number of times not sure of what she saw.

An old woman floated two inches from the ground entwined in a spidery vapor. Her ash-colored hair wound tightly in a bun yanked at her taut face.  Wire-rimmed glasses sat perched on the tip of her nose, and a gingham-grey dress fell over her bony frame.  Her sharp brows gathered above her eyes and formed the letter “V.” Her eyes, like two pools of crimson, focused on the customers along the small grocery store’s aisles. 

Adrenaline juiced into Cheryl’s veins when the apparition didn’t disappear with her blinking eyes. She took Beth’s hand and moved closer to front of the store where they found a man throwing himself against an exit-door.

Phil called out, “There’s an exit in aisle Eight next to the Deli.”

A small group of shoppers jabbed at their cell-phones, and others scrambled toward the exit in aisle Eight, but some stared unable to move.

The ghostly woman’s eyes blazed with undisguised hatred.

People pushed and banged on the automatic doors trying to escape and Cheryl scanned the area for a place for her and Beth to hide.

Customers and employees alike screamed and whimpered.  They ignored the groceries sitting in their carts along with the food sitting on conveyer-belts alongside cash registers.

Everyone stilled again and a hush fell over Better Foods.

Cheryl turned, as did Beth, to the bubbly plump clerk who often worked evening checkout.  

The clerk’s arms hung limp at her sides and her eyes focused on the old woman in aisle Six. 

The ethereal woman’s face twisted and pulled at her malicious grin. Saliva dribbled down her mouth and her eyes bulged, as if trying to break free of their sockets.

The clerk shuffled down aisle Six without emotion and didn’t blink.

A man crept from the spectators who couldn’t look away. “Hey!” He grabbed the clerk’s arm and whispered. “Stop! You don’ want to go there, lady, believe me.”

The clerk continued her Frankenstein walk to where evil smiled.

A woman with a fur-collared coat ran to help, but stopped when the clerk’s arms flew up and sent her flying backwards through the air where she collided with a tower of canned tomatoes that rained upon her.

Cheryl dropped Beth’s hand. “Stay right here,” she said, and ran to the clerk.    

“Sharon!” she said.  

“It’s Cheryl. Cheryl Carter.”

Sharon ignored her.

“Stop!” 

“Rumor has it,” Cheryl could hear Mrs. Kamensky in her head. “First a person enters a cloud of mist that hangs around the ghost, and then the ghost touches them and they disappear.”

Cheryl watched helpless as Sharon stepped into a mist. The clerk’s clothes dampened. A know of panic hardened Cheryl’s stomach. 

Without hesitation, Cheryl stepped into the mist herself with tensed shoulders, and moved beside Sharon. She placed a hand in front of the woman’s eyes and they fluttered.

Sharon halted.

Cheryl removed her hand. 

The clerk’s lips trembled, and her eyes refocused and came to rest on Cheryl.  “Evil lives there.”

Cheryl turned from Sharon to the demonic woman standing less than five yards away, aware of the jolt of adrenaline juicing in her veins. “We should move,” she told Sharon, and ignored her body’s signal for flight. Instead, she grabbed the clerk’s hand. 

Dark laughter echoed off the upper walls and caught each shopper’s ears.  

“You think that’s all it takes?” she mocked. “Until the man who is responsible for my demise pays for what he did, many will suffer.”

Cheryl’s heart lurched, and a mist wetted the floor. She glanced at the demon’s eyes.

“No matter,” said the ghost. “I’ve found each person I claim increases my skin’s youth, which is what brought me to the store in the first place.”

A group of people stared, too frightened to move. Their eyes darted and their mouths gaped.

“Look at me!” the creature’s voice thundered. Her eyes glowed like two searing embers.

Sharon obeyed, along with everyone else.

“No,” Cheryl screamed.  “Don’t look!”

“Mommy?” cried Beth.

“Close your eyes,” Cheryl ordered.

Beth squeezed her eyes shut, as did most shoppers, while others turned away.
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