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October Nights: 31 Tales of Hauntings and Halloween

This is a collection of very short stories – flash fiction. I want to say they range from about a hundred and fifty words to fifteen hundred words. Each of the stories is supposed to be a short horror story of some kind, based on a list created by artist Kirsten Easthope, from the Dractober Facebook group. Each story has a brief note at the end with the inspiration of the story, not because it’s important, but because I like that kind of trivia.

The shorter stories were almost always the harder ones. What you don’t see are the extra thousand words that I wrote, deleted, wrote, deleted, etc. The longer ones almost always came out in one big gush with a little bit of polishing up at the end, while I cursed my ability not to say what I wanted with, say, a couple hundred fewer words. But that’s life.

What you’ll find here are thirty-one short horror, dark fantasy, and weird tales, suitable for teens and up. There are a couple of milder curse words (no f-bombs) and the gore is usually not that gory. But that doesn’t mean the worlds in which the characters live are any less scary for that. Things won’t always make sense; there won’t always be an explanation. The characters often take for granted situations that cause most characters in a horror movie to scream and run. 

That’s because what scares me is when people treat horrific things as perfectly normal. I see it every day in real life…and nobody else seems to notice. Which is far creepier to me than monster spiders, ghosts, murderous clowns, and so on. Not that those things aren’t scary. But I have to write about what gets to me.

My favorite characters in these stories are the ones who look at their horrific situations with a clear eye and say, “It’s going to cost me…but I’m going to take care of this. Now.” 

And the vampire lady. Her, I just like. 


Oct 1: RAVEN

Outside my hotel room window on the fourth floor, the raven rattles and knocks in code that I have not yet deciphered. Code. Another raven arrives. Two ravens. I have been here for three weeks. I go to work, and try to salvage the wreck that my coworker wreaked on the systems. Deliberate. Inadvertent. Either way, he went completely wacko. Did he crack the code of the ravens? Was that what caused him to go off his rocker? He too stayed in this hotel. He introduced a glitch into a military system. Hundreds of thousands of lives across an ocean. Lost. Slagged. Nothing but scorch marks and bones. He was arrested. Locked up. Thrown away of keys. Did he stay in this room or another one? Is his madness infectious? I go back to the motel room and order pizza. The same pizza arrives every night, born by a series of small cars with dull, glowing signs on top. Order in a disorderly world. The ravens land on top of the cars and knock against the glowing signs. Gurgle. Buzz. Hum. Croak. Every night I resist the urge to ask if the delivery place could add a few sheets of tinfoil to my order. Tinfoil only protects against radio waves. No protection against ravens.

Then tonight. The delivery car swerved toward a woman with a stroller. Hit. Screams. Deliberate? Inadvertent? Either way, the driver ditched the car and ran for the hills, screaming. No pizza.

That was hours ago. I try to sleep. Tossing, turning. It’s almost five a.m.

Rattle.

Gurgle.

Croak.

· · ·

I like crows a lot, but I didn’t grow up around ravens, and their calls always weird me out. Seriously, if you’re not familiar with what they sound like, go online and listen to a couple of videos. Uncanny.


Oct 2: SKELETON

Hugh’s limp had recently become worse, and he hated to say something to wreck his nieces’ and nephews’ fun, but he had to sit down. Every bone in his body ached. Everything felt slightly off-true. He needed to see a chiropractor. Something.

The fortune-teller’s tent gave him an excuse.

“You’ve never had your fortune told?” they asked, shocked. Even the six-year-old. She was probably just repeating what her older cousins said, for fun. He was placed in front of the fortune teller, a woman of about thirty years of age with what was generally called “an old soul” peering out of her eyes.

She started the spread. Hugh wasn’t an expert, but he knew the general sort of card one saw—cups, wands, swords, coins, and a run of trump cards.

Surely, the cards weren’t all supposed to be skeletons.

The fortune-teller didn’t seem to think so, either. Her eyes widened and she held her breath while convulsively swallowing.

The last one she turned over was called The World. And it showed a skeleton dancing across a field of stars.

“So what does it mean, doc?” Hugh joked. “I’ve got like what, six months to live?”

She gave me a horrified look. He looked back down at the cards.

Then at her hands.

One of the fingers was jumping, her right pinkie. But just the middle bone.

It stretched the skin as it tried to escape.

· · ·

Sometimes it’s not all about you when a fortune about the apocalypse comes up. Do you ever think of that? No, you only think about yourself… I hurt my knee recently, and it’s been on my mind a lot. Also, my favorite costume as a kid was always fortune teller.


Oct 3: LADY VAMPIRE

It was Halloween because of course it was, and Justine had put on her full regalia—black evening gown with low décolleté, black wig, spiky fingernails, three-inch heels, pointed teeth. She’d even done her makeup, giving herself pearly white skin, a double-fanged scar on her neck, and eyebrows that swooped upward, then down in a pair of winged vees.

Then it was time to go out. She whistled the tune to “Tiny Dancer” as she walked past the graveyard. Little kids ogled at her and she smiled her pointed smile at them, hissing and holding out her claws. They shrieked and ran. Their parents laughed nervously at her.

“Headed to the haunted house?”

“I go on in half an hour.”

They nodded sagely to themselves.

She passed the haunted house—the lines stretched around the block—and walked deeper into the dark.

The kid stepped out of an alleyway, the kind where raccoons rifle through trash cans and students jam sixteen cars in a back gravel lot. He was wearing a red and white letterman’s jacket with a T over the left breast. And he held a wooden stake in one hand.

“Vampire!” he growled.

She hissed at him. She was game.

He raised the stake and stalked toward her. She laughed and hissed again. Then took a step backward as he kept coming. The streetlight was directly overhead and all she could see in his eyes were shadows.

He was going to do it. He was seriously going to stake her.

He must be on something.

She turned and ran.

Footsteps behind her made her run faster. The heels came off, black Cinderella slippers on the side of the road. Luckily the dress was slit up the thigh. Once he got close enough to rip the wig off her head, leaving her pinned-up curls and a straggling mesh cap behind.

Outside the graveyard he grabbed the back of the dress and she lost her balance. He swung her around and tossed her into the low stone wall. Her head hit the wrought iron railing along the top and bounced.

She screamed now but it came in gasps.

“Vampire!”

“Look, look!” She grabbed at her fake teeth and popped them out. “It’s fake, I’m human, I’m human!”

The stake rose and fell. After the fourth or fifth grinding, crushing blow, her screams cut off. He dragged her body around the corner, leaving a trail of blood.

· · ·

It was Halloween because of course it was, and Justine had put on her full regalia. Past the graveyard she started to sing, making up words as she went along. Hold me closer, Lady Vampire…count the ghosts along the highway…

A little kid in a cheap superhero costume threw a rock at her.

“Don’t throw rocks at monsters, kid,” she growled.

“You’re just a fake!”

“If I’m a fake, why are you throwing rocks at me?”

And then she let him see.

She laughed as he fled. Humans. They always thought they knew the rules of the games they played.

Lay me down in alleys past the graveyard…big ol’ stake is your loving wa-hay…

· · ·

This one was inspired by Elton John and a certain vampire lady I know, who isn’t anything like the one here (other than her sense of humor).
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