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  The Nightmare's Edge
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The chain-link gates of The Nightmare’s Edge yawned open and exhaled the reek of fog juice, sweat, and cold latex into the already-heavy night. Floodlights swept across the corroded brick, strobing over a line of black parkas and vape smoke until the crowd looked like an army of ghosts caught mid-electrocution. The sound system rattled against the walls, a loop of demonic laughter that broke every ten seconds. 
Each time the speakers screamed, half the line jumped. I jumped with them. My heart slammed the back of my ribs like it was ready to find another body to hide in.
Zoe nudged my shoulder, grinning under the neon glow of a food truck sign. “It’s all part of the charm,” she said. Her breath made little clouds in the cold air. Behind her, a group of college guys in matching hoodies practiced fake screams for their phones, the noise cutting through the steady hiss of fog machines.
The scent of kettle corn drifted from somewhere near the exit, too sweet against the undertone of wet metal. A tall man in a security jacket checked tickets and waved people through the next section of fencing, his voice lost under the bass-heavy soundtrack that shook the pavement.
I told myself it was just another haunted house, just lights and actors and noise, but the pulse of sound through the ground already felt alive. The building loomed ahead, a slaughterhouse by birth and reputation, its rusted smokestacks framed by a harvest moon the color of bruised fruit.
I pulled my sweater tighter, the damp autumn air creeping up my sleeves like cold fingers. Maybe I should have ignored Zoe’s text. A quiet night with wine and a blanket would have been safer. But she’d shown up at my door with a six-pack and that grin that always meant trouble, reminding me that two years of divorce was long enough to stop hiding at home and start “living a little.”
The attendant at the door, wearing a tattered prom dress streaked with fake soot, snapped her gum and lifted a flashlight toward a box of glow bands. “Color’s your comfort level,” she said. “Red means no touch. Yellow means light touch only. Green means we can grab, separate, chase, whatever. You pick it, you live with it.”
Zoe didn’t hesitate. She dug out two green bands and tossed one at me.
“I’m not—”
She rolled her eyes. “You need it. You’ve been playing it safe for so long. Come on. It’s Halloween. Let somebody scare the hell out of you.”
The gum popped again. “Clock’s ticking, ladies.”
I stared at the glowing band. It hummed like toxic candy under the light. Then I slid it onto my wrist, the plastic cold against my pulse.
“Brave girl,” the attendant said. “Have fun in there.”
"I don’t know about this—" I started, but the house devoured her words. The door in front of us was coffin-thick, carved with gouges and warning stickers. A man in gallows makeup and a coroner's badge unhooked the velvet rope and let us through.
The first corridor crouched low, as if built for children or for creatures that preferred crawling to walking. Fog clung to the floor, cold and chemical. Blacklights pulsed overhead in slow, uneven beats that made every movement stutter. My eyes caught flashes of color and shape: bloody limbs nailed to rough wooden walls, dark liquid dripping into puddles that smelled faintly of iron and disinfectant.
Zoe and the others pressed close behind me, a line of laughter and nerves. Something brushed my hair. I ducked and heard a soft mechanical hiss above us, followed by a warm burst of air that carried the scent of metal and ozone. Someone yelped. The sound ricocheted down the tunnel and came back distorted.
We moved deeper into the maze. A metallic screech cut through the dark like a blade on sheet metal, the vibration sharp enough to sting my ribs. My shoulders tightened. Beneath it, a low bass tone pulsed through the floor until I felt it in my teeth.
A shape lunged from a doorway, a blur of latex and shadow, then vanished again into smoke. Zoe’s friend Jasmine shrieked and grabbed my arm. Her laughter sounded too high, too bright. My pulse refused to settle.
We rounded one corner, then another. Each hallway narrowed until my fingertips brushed both walls. The air grew thicker, humid and warm. The walls changed texture every few feet: slick rubber, rough wood, something soft that felt like fur. I flinched and kept moving. Ahead of us came a new sound, faint breathing followed by slow dragging footsteps.
A figure in a butcher’s apron burst from a hidden panel. His face was a map of peeled muscle and gleaming bone, the smell of latex and stage blood thick in the air. I stumbled backward into Zoe, her fingernails catching my jacket. My breath hitched. The temperature dropped so fast my skin tightened with goosebumps.
We pushed forward and spilled into a circular room. A single bulb swung from the ceiling, throwing wild, pendulum shadows across the walls. The light caught on racks of metal and wood that looked like medieval torture devices. Hooks. Restraints. Chains that clinked with every sway of the bulb.
Zoe muttered something that sounded like a prayer or a curse. The air carried a wet tang of rust and sweat. A recorded moan looped through hidden speakers, slow and rhythmic, until it blended with the sound of our breathing.
I couldn’t tell if we were supposed to linger or move on. The exit sign flickered, half burned out. Somewhere deeper in the maze, another metallic scream rose, sharper than before.
Somewhere above us, metal groaned against metal. The bulb flickered twice and steadied. Behind us came the scrape of shoes and a burst of laughter. Another group had caught up. Their bracelets pulsed in green and yellow flashes that bounced off the wet walls.
The room shrank around us. Elbows brushed my ribs. Warm breath stirred the air. Someone whispered close to my neck and then was gone. The stink of sweat and fog fluid mixed with perfume and stage blood until it was hard to breathe.
The ceiling gave a final shudder. A chain crashed to the floor, missing me by inches. Sparks jumped and died. Screams exploded through the crowd, sharp and directionless.
Then the lights went out.
Bodies shoved and turned in every direction. My shoulder slammed into someone’s chest, my knee into a wall. “Zoe!” I called, but my voice drowned in the noise. A hand pushed against my back, another slid past my arm, then nothing.
I stumbled sideways and hit something slick that clung to my sleeve. It felt like plastic sheeting or a curtain coated in warm syrup. The smell was sweet and chemical. I turned, pressing my palms against it, but the surface flexed instead of giving way.
“Zoe? Jasmine?” The names left my mouth as a whisper. Around me the panic thinned, voices still shouting but farther away now, fading as if the crowd was being herded down another corridor.
I waited for someone to bump me again, for any sign of movement, but there was only darkness. The air felt thick and still, like every sound had been swallowed.






  
  A Growl of Green
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The curtain clung to my sleeve, tacky and warm against my skin. I tried to pull free, but it sucked at the fabric, making a faint peeling sound that filled the silence. My breath came too fast, each inhale scraping my throat. The air hung heavy, stale and sweet, like syrup left too long in the sun. 
I edged forward, one hand out, the other still tangled in the curtain. My palm met cold concrete, then something softer, damp under my fingertips. The floor changed again, a thin film of moisture coating my shoes. The smell of it—metal and rot—settled in my mouth.
My heartbeat thudded hard enough to shake my ribs. I held still, trying to listen. The dark pressed close, thick as cloth. For a moment there was nothing but the sound of my own pulse. Then I heard it: breathing that wasn’t mine.
I turned fast, arm outstretched, fingers slicing through air that felt too still. No movement. No shadow. Just the weight of the quiet folding over me again.
“Hello?” My voice broke apart before it reached the edges of the room.
Something brushed the back of my calf. I spun toward it, catching a whisper of movement, then nothing. The darkness shifted when I blinked, shapes blooming and dying in the black.
A faint light appeared ahead, a thin line at floor level, slicing through the dark like a crack in a door. I moved toward it, one slow step after another, the sound of my shoes sticking to the wet ground. The glow brightened as I reached for it. My hand touched more curtain, slick and yielding. I shoved through, stumbling into a space that smelled cleaner, sharper, the air buzzing with electricity.
The air thickened as I stepped fully inside. Warmth rolled over me, damp and sweet, carrying the coppery scent of stage blood. My skin prickled with heat that didn’t belong in a slaughterhouse.
A weak bulb overhead flickered to life, then died again. In those brief flashes, I caught fragments of the room: a wall of corrugated metal slick with condensation, a chain hanging from the ceiling, the dull shine of liquid puddling near my shoes. Each pulse of light cut the darkness into pieces, then stitched it shut again.
I took two steps forward and stopped. The space ended only a few feet ahead. A wall blocked the way, slick and pitted, glistening like skin stretched too tight. I turned in a slow circle, searching for another exit. The curtain behind me hung still, sealed by the dark.
The light came again, stronger this time, and that was when I saw movement. A shape shifted near the far corner, tall and deliberate. My throat closed. I thought it might be another prop until it moved again, weight settling with a scrape of boots on concrete.
“Hello?” My voice barely rose above a whisper.
The figure took one step forward. Shoulders broad, head tilted, something heavy draped across its chest that caught the light and flashed dull silver. The next flicker of the bulb revealed the shape of hands tipped with claws. Not plastic claws. These gleamed wetly, curved like hooks.
The light stuttered once more, slicing across a face covered in fur, the hint of fangs showing between parted lips. Then it was dark again.
I couldn’t breathe. My body begged to retreat, but my legs refused. The heat from the room pressed closer, filling my lungs until I could taste it.
The silence stretched. The light flickered again and caught his eyes. They were dark, calm, too steady for someone playing a part. That look rooted me where I stood. My pulse still raced, but the panic lost direction. I could breathe again, shallow but steady.
He moved closer, slow enough that I felt the shift in the air before I saw it. The scrape of his boots echoed off the walls. My back brushed the cold metal behind me. The heat from his body closed in, heavy and deliberate. One gloved hand lifted, stopping an inch from my shoulder. The scent of his fur, sweat, and faint cologne filled my lungs until I forgot to exhale.
“You’re not supposed to…” The words fell apart in my mouth. I had meant to sound firm. Instead, it came out thin, almost apologetic.
He tilted his head, slow and careful. The motion didn’t belong to a man in costume. It belonged to something that watched, measured, waited. His breath sounded rough, each inhale pulling the air between us tighter.
My hands curled at my sides. I wanted to move, to find the door, but my feet stayed planted. Heat rolled off him, thick and close. The fur on his chest caught the weak light, glossy at the edges. I saw the faint twitch of muscle under it when he exhaled.
Run. Stay. Breathe.
His gaze dropped to my wrist. The green band glowed in the red light like a signal flare. He lifted his head again, and I felt the shift before I understood it. The room seemed smaller. The sound of the building faded until there was only his breathing and mine.
He stepped closer, not a full stride, only enough to shorten the air between us. I could feel the warmth of him through the costume. My stomach fluttered. The instinct to flee pulled against a new urge I didn’t recognize. I stayed still.
He growled the word like a verdict. “Green.”
It came out low and rough, the sound brushing across my skin like touch.
I didn’t answer. I stepped forward instead, the move small but intentional. My fingers rose before I could think. They touched his chest, brushing the fur that covered him. Each coarse strand caught on my skin like heated static. The contact jolted through me, sharp as a spark.
He stayed still. The only movement came from his breathing, rough and deep, rising beneath my





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
A I]RRK HALLOWEEN MONSTER
MFM ERQTIC SHORT

SIROWE





OEBPS/images/94b07551-41c0-423e-8f6b-38d6d5483c7d.png
_(.<>3_





OEBPS/images/db0dff80-109c-497c-ae70-51d4320cc9af.png







