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​Nick and Luke's Halloween exploration of an abandoned county jail turns into a desperate fight for survival when they discover they're not alone in the supposedly haunted facility. As unexplained moans, footsteps, and slamming doors trap them inside, they must escape before becoming permanent prisoners of the terrifying old jail. Chris Campbell delivers a suspenseful horror tale that will keep readers on edge from the first page to the last.
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The wind that swept down Hemlock Avenue didn’t just blow leaves; it stole them. It was a razor-edged October gale, the kind that meant business, snapping plastic skeletons on lawns and turning cheerful jack-o’-lantern grins into flickering, leering threats. For most people, it was a signal to draw the curtains, check the candy supply, and settle in for a night of spooky movies. For Nick Rossi and Luke Chen, it was the perfect soundtrack for a lie.

They met at the edge of the old park, where the streetlights gave up and the shadows grew teeth. Nick’s backpack bulged with their “gear”—two high-powered flashlights, spare batteries, a first-aid kit more for show than function, and Luke’s aging but reliable digital camera. Luke himself was a live wire of nervous energy, bouncing on the balls of his feet, his breath pluming in the cold air.

“You sure your mom bought it?” Nick asked, adjusting the strap on his shoulder. The weight felt good, professional.

“Totally,” Luke said, his voice a notch too high. “Told her we were hitting a massive party over on Ridgeway. She was so stoked I was ‘being social’ she didn’t even ask for an address.”

Nick grinned. The lie was a key part of the ritual. Their YouTube channel, Abandoned Echoes, had a modest following—enough to make them feel like pioneers, not just a couple of bored high school juniors. Their content was simple: explore forgotten places, document the decay, narrate the history they’d half-researched online, and sprinkle in just enough staged “creepy” moments to keep the algorithm happy. But tonight, Halloween, demanded something more. Tonight needed a legend.

“She really believed the ‘party’ thing?” Nick pressed, knowing the answer.

Luke’s bravado faltered for a second. “Well, she might have also believed I’d be with, you know, a group. Or at least, like, other people.”

There it was. The unspoken pact. It was always just the two of them. A group would have been noise, a crowd. This was about the silence between heartbeats, the shared glance that said, Did you hear that? It was their thing. The one part of their meticulously curated teenage lives that wasn’t for grades, or college apps, or parental approval.

“Other people would just screw it up,” Nick said, and Luke’s relief was palpable.

They cut through the skeletal remains of the park, their path taking them away from the warm, glowing windows of suburbia and toward the industrial underbelly of the town. The abandoned County Jail was a local fixture of lore, a slab of crumbling limestone and barred windows that had presided over the east side for nearly a century. Its replacement, a sterile, tan-brick facility dubbed “The Justice Center,” had opened across town two years prior, rendering the old jail obsolete. The transition had been swift, leaving the old building to the pigeons, the graffiti artists, and the stories.

And the stories were why they were here.

“Okay, run it down for the camera later,” Nick said, his tone shifting into what they called his “narrator voice.” It was lower, more deliberate. “What do we know about the Old County Jail?”

Luke played along, ticking points off on his gloved fingers. “Opened 1928. Overcrowded by the 1970s. Notorious riot in ’83 where three inmates died. One guard was stabbed, lost an eye. They say he still walks the upper tier, looking for it.”

“And the main event?” Nick prompted.

“Cell 12,” Luke said, the name dropping into the cold air like a stone. “Elias Vane. Not one of the riot deaths, but a few years before. Official report says he hung himself. But the rumor... the rumor says he didn’t tie the knot right. That he was alive, kicking, choking for... for a long time. And that nobody came.”

They walked in silence for a block, the story doing its work. This was the currency of their hobby: not just bricks and rust, but the human misery trapped within them. Elias Vane was their hook for tonight’s episode. A tragic figure, a mystery. Perfect for Halloween.

“You think it’s true?” Luke asked, his voice smaller now.

“Does it matter?” Nick countered, though he felt a familiar thrill in his stomach. “True or not, it’s the story of the place. That’s what we’re documenting. The echo.”

He believed that, mostly. The thrill was in the potential, the thin veil between a creaking floorboard and a footstep, between a draft and a sigh. He’d never truly seen anything, not in a dozen explores. But he’d felt things. The prickling on his neck, the sudden conviction of a presence in an empty room. That feeling was the real trophy.

They turned a corner, and there it was.

The Old County Jail didn’t just appear; it imposed. It was a three-story monument to solidity gone to rot, a fortress of grimy limestone blocks. The rows of narrow, barred windows were sightless eyes, some boarded, others gaping black. A rusted chain-link fence surrounded the property, but it was a laughable defense, sagging and torn in a dozen places. A single, rusted floodlight on a pole was dark, its glass shattered.

“Whoa,” Luke breathed, and Nick heard the camera’s soft click-whirr as Luke started capturing B-roll.

From their research, they knew the layout: the administrative wing facing the street, the cell blocks radiating out behind, the industrial laundry and boiler rooms in the rear. It was a small city of despair, now silent. The new Justice Center, with its clean lines and bright parking lot lights, was visible as a distant glow on the opposite horizon. It felt like looking at the future from the grave of the past.

They approached the fence near the rear service entrance, a place where deliveries and, presumably, prisoners in vans would have arrived. The wind moaned through the broken windows above, a low, harmonic sound that raised the hairs on Nick’s arms. This wasn’t like the old paper mill or the closed-down elementary school. This place had a density to its silence.

“Check it out,” Luke whispered, panning his flashlight beam.

The heavy steel service door, which should have been sealed tight with a city-issue padlock, was slightly ajar. A wedge of darkness, about six inches wide, gaped between the door and its frame. The lock itself was missing, the hasp bent and shiny where it had been recently forced.

“Amateurs,” Nick scoffed, a surge of professional disdain momentarily overriding his nerves. “Probably kids with a crowbar. Messy.”

“Or... it’s an invitation,” Luke said, and his tone wasn’t entirely joking.

Nick shot him a look. “Don’t start. It’s vandalism. Makes it easier for us, is all.” He swung his backpack around and pulled out the two heavy flashlights. He handed one to Luke. “Rules. Stick together. No stupid risks. We do the admin wing first, maybe the first-floor cell block if it feels clear. We’re in and out in ninety minutes. Midnight at the latest. We’ve got school tomorrow.”

Luke nodded, gripping his flashlight like a lifeline. “Admin, then maybe Cell Block A. Ninety minutes. Got it.” He hefted the camera. “Ready for the intro?”

Nick took a deep breath, the cold air burning his lungs. He looked from the inviting, glowing windows of the distant neighborhoods to the hungry darkness of the jail’s open door. This was the choice, the line they crossed every time. The safe, predictable world of parties and curfews, or this: the unknown, the documented, the potentially haunted.

He turned his back on the light.

“Let’s do it.”

Luke hit record, the camera’s little red eye glowing like a coal in the dark. Nick faced it, the imposing jail a blurred monster in the background, just out of focus.

“Hey, Echo Seekers,” Nick began, his narrator voice steady, confident. “Nick here. And tonight, Halloween night, we’re standing outside one of the most infamous locations in our city’s history: the abandoned County Jail. For decades, this place housed the worst of the worst, and its walls witnessed riots, violence, and suicides. It’s been empty for two years, but as any local will tell you... some prisoners never really leave.”

He paused for effect, the wind providing a perfect sound cue.

“They say a man named Elias Vane still walks these halls, searching for a justice he never found in life. They say you can hear his moans in the cell block, and the footsteps of the guards who ignored his final cries. Tonight, we’re going in to separate fact from fiction. To see if the echoes here are just the wind... or something else.”

He gave a tight, brave smile to the camera. “Stay tuned. And if you hear something behind you while you’re watching this... maybe don’t look.”

Luke stopped recording. The performative bravado evaporated, leaving the cold reality of the open door. The joke about the hauntings felt brittle now, a shell already cracking. The story of Elias Vane, a convenient plot device minutes ago, now felt like a name they shouldn’t have spoken aloud.

Nick clicked on his flashlight. The beam cut a brilliant white path through the dust motes swirling in the doorway. It illuminated nothing beyond the threshold but more darkness.

“You ready?” Nick asked, his voice now just his own.

Luke swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. He clicked on his own light, the twin beam joining Nick’s. “Yeah,” he said, the word barely a puff of vapor. “Let’s go see.”

Together, they stepped toward the open door. The darkness within didn’t retreat from their lights; it seemed to absorb them, thinning the beams into faint, grey shafts. The smell hit them first—an old building’s breath of dry rot, wet concrete, and something sharper, like oxidized metal and forgotten sweat.

Nick went first, pushing the heavy steel door just wide enough to slip through. The groan of its rusted hinges was a sound so deep and loud it seemed to vibrate up from the foundations, a waking sigh from the stone itself. Luke followed, the camera momentarily forgotten at his side, his knuckles white around the flashlight.

The door swung shut behind them.

Not with a slam, but with a soft, definitive thud of finality, as if the building had gently closed its mouth.

In the sudden, absolute blackness, broken only by their trembling flashlight beams, the jokes were gone. The history was no longer a story. It was the air they breathed. The exploration had begun, but the feeling was wrong. It didn’t feel like they had entered a building.

It felt like the building had been waiting for them.

And now, from somewhere deep within its stone heart, in the direction of the old cell blocks, something listened to the faint scuff of their sneakers on the grit-covered floor. Something that remembered what it was like to have visitors on a long, dark night. Something that knew exactly how long ninety minutes could feel when you were trapped behind bars you couldn’t see.
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