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To my family, who
sometimes wonder who I am because of my bizarre stories.
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​ Introduction

Welcome to Blue Plate Special,
twenty-five tasty tidbits of horror. These flash fiction stories
will prickle the hair on the back of your neck, or get your stomach
tingling like hungry spiders are crawling about inside. Today’s
world is a tedious, 9 to 5 treadmill grind, working for a boss you
love to hate. A ten minute read while at lunch or sitting on the
honey pot gives you an opportunity to read a complete story and get
your blood pumping.

Our trip begins with Billy, who
follows the white lines on winding, deserted highways through dense
fog in “Blue Plate Special,” the anthology’s namesake. Join him
when he stops at a truck stop for a bite and take a brief respite
from the foggy darkness. I recommend the special of the day, so
give it a try.

When the trees change color and a
chilly wind shakes their skeletal leafless limbs, you know it is
the time of year when the undead stir. Shadows assume the sinister
shapes of creatures in the night and kids rejoice in being
scared.

Adults don scary or ridiculous
caricatures at parties, like the one Jolene hosts in “Carving
Pumpkins.” She drags her husband Carl along to the pumpkin patch to
pick up gourds, pumpkins, and cornstalks for decorations. She
snickers when he finds a huge pumpkin to use for his Headless
Horseman costume. Carl stores it in the garage, and when he goes to
carve it on Halloween Eve he is in for a big surprise.

If you take a train, you know how
frustrating it is to miss your exit or worse, board the wrong
train. In “Bad Things,” Henry worked late and did not pay attention
when he boarded his train for home. He was let off at the last stop
before the train returned to the yard for the night. Unfortunately,
it was a part of town his father admonished him to never venture
into when he was a boy.

The antidote to all these frustrations
is simple; hop in your car and take a road trip. If you don’t
drive, hitchhike. A1960s television commercial instructed you to
“See the USA in your Chevrolet.” We grew up taking road trips on
vacation and drives to Grandma’s house for the holidays. Ever
wonder what was in that closet Granny forbade you to rummage
through?

Hitchhikers and drivers follow foggy,
deserted roads, visit aging mansions, and stop to eat at isolated
truck stops. The people you meet will certainly ensure you never
forget them, if you make it home alive that is.

If you’ve ever thumbed a ride or
picked up some lonely soul standing alongside a road, you trust
that they are good people. Let’s face it; they might not be the
good Samaritans you think they are. In “No Free Rides,” Vanessa
thumbs a ride, only to have a long haul trucker want more than just
company after he picks her up.

Jake decides to hit the road with a
strong, hitching thumb and urge to go west in “Emancipation.” He
falls asleep in the truck after an attractive, outdoorsy woman
picks him up. She talks him into spending the night at her
campsite, where she lets her kids run amok in the woods. He spends
the night with the promise of a good meal, a night of intimate, and
outdoors love with the promise she will take him to the interstate
the next morning. Now, what man can resist an offer like
that?

Good old Jerry shows up in several
stories so maybe you should ride along with him. He picks up a
tired-looking hitchhiker walking in the rain, in “The Initiation.”
After his car skids into a tree that fell across the road, the
hitchhiker drags him to safety. But is Jerry really going to be
safe?

Jerry reappears in “The Killer.” This
time he seethes with anger when his boss belittles his manhood in
front of the girls in the office. He vents his frustration on
drivers and even his family, though his wife takes the kids out for
the night until his anger subsides. His psychiatric therapy has
worked for him before, but this time, something is budging him
toward action.

When you’re road weary, and the
Hiltons, Ramada Inns, and Courtyards have no vacancy, chances are
you will check into a less than desired motel. Blaine does that in
“The Entrepreneurial Angel.” He is hungry, tired, and could use a
drink. After checking in, he grabs a sandwich and a drink at a
lounge down the road. After picking up a young woman at the lounge,
Blaine discovers she is quite the entrepreneur.

Driving with unruly kids bounding with
energy and yelling, “I have to go to the bathroom, Mom,” or ask,
“Are we there yet?” can be frustrating. Take a ride with Isabelle
when she reaches the limits of her patience while crossing through
northern New Mexico at night in “The Surrogate.”

Take in the sights of those quaint
towns. Stop at a yard sale and haggle with the homeowner as Jeremy
does in “Christmas Collection” when he finds some valuable old
ornaments the woman priced cheaply. Go on, take advantage of the
old woman and haggle over that overlooked treasure.

In “The Nanny,” the matriarch living
in an old mansion seeks a nanny that can handle her unruly
children. After Amy interviews for and is offered the position, the
kids take her to task. Although it won’t be easy, she feels
confident she can rise to the occasion.

After you’ve read Blue Plate Special,
at least one story will linger in the back of your mind forever. In
fact, your appetite will be whetted for more. Take comfort in the
fact that I intend to satisfy that growling in your stomach, even
if I have to rip it out. Thanks for your support in keeping the
dead in horror alive.

Blue Plate
Special

​Billy leaned against the steering
wheel, his fatigued eyes trying to follow the white line separating
the gravel shoulder from the deserted highway. The soupy fog,
however, swallowed up his headlights a few feet past the bumper.
Hunger ate at his stomach as he turned the radio dial scanning
channels.

“Come on!” he grumbled, hearing only
static.

He glanced back at the road. The hazy
aura of flashing red lights lit up the darkness ahead. Billy slowed
to a near crawl upon reaching the accident scene.

A state police officer stood beside a
red flare, flashlight in hand ready to direct traffic. Emergency
crews worked at a feverish pace, extricating victims from the
smoldering, crumpled vehicles. A paramedic performed CPR on a
bloodied, mangled victim thrown onto the road shoulder.

Visualizing the horror of the victim’s
incineration, Billy shuddered and hoped they died first. As he
drove past, the traffic officer’s deep set eyes bored through him
with an indifferent gaze.

The last he heard was a paramedic
shouting, “Come on, buddy, breathe!”

A few miles past the
carnage, the fog thinned and he accelerated. Up ahead, Billy
spotted a neon arrow on a sign pole that impaled a mangled
Peterbilt. A placard on the truck’s grill read, Junkyard Café.

Anxious for a hot meal and a brief
respite, Billy pulled in. A field littered with rusting, wrecked
cars sat in the lot behind the cafe, no doubt the reason for its
namesake. He parked alongside a gray Chevy Van in the otherwise
empty lot, and walked toward the cafe entrance.

The aroma of hot coffee and greasy
hamburgers swirled through the air as he stepped inside. The only
other customer was a family hunched over a table tucked against the
far wall.

They avoided eye contact as Billy slid
into a booth and grabbed the menu off the table. A plump,
tired-looking waitress stepped from the kitchen. After wiping her
hands on a grease-stained apron, she waddled to his
booth.

“It must be my lucky night,” she said.
“Crappiest fog in years and I got customers. I’m Lorraine by the
way, and not ‘hey you’ or ‘waitress’.”

“Yeah, well…uh, Lorraine I’m lost and
hungry. I hope you can help me out on both counts.”

“Uh-huh,” she said poising her pencil
over the order pad. “So, do you know what you want or do you need a
minute?”

Billy glanced at the special on the
menu jacket.

“I’ll have the hot beef sandwich and
coffee.”

“Good choice.”

Lorraine turned toward the kitchen and
hollered, “One Blue Plate Special!”

Billy heard muffled laughter in the
kitchen. She returned a minute later with his coffee, but
disappeared back into the kitchen. He stared through a window
toward the junked cars. The bluish flashes of fireflies dotted the
darkness.

An older, raggedly dressed couple
stepped through the doors and Lorraine hollered, “Hi there! I
haven’t seen you two in ages.”

They sat in a booth near Billy. “It’s
always good to swing by and see you, Lorraine.”

As other customers straggled in,
Louise greeted them in a similar fashion. She stayed busy chatting
and filling coffee cups.

Finally, Lorraine returned with his
meal. The tantalizing aroma fueled Billy’s hunger. He shoved a
forkful of roast beef mixed into his mouth. His stomach welcomed
the pleasant warmth.

After a few bites, however, the taste
turned rancid. He glanced at his plate, where pile of maggots
wriggled among slices of nearly raw flesh. Billy gagged and gulped
at his coffee, but spit out the mouthful of warm, coagulating
blood.

Billy gasped for air and broke into a
sweat. He glanced at the family. Gaping wounds covered their
charred and twisted bodies and a pool of dark crimson oozed from
beneath their table.

A fetid odor filled the air. He slid
from the booth and staggered toward the door. Lorraine and the
others watched him through milky eyes set deep in their
sockets.

He slammed against the double doors
and ran out into the parking lot. Heavy fog set in once again as
Billy turned and glanced back. He stood stunned as sunburned weeds
surrounded a darkened and gutted, abandoned restaurant littered
with graffiti and broken windows.

The entire evening fast-forwarded
through his mind: driving through the fog; fatigue setting in;
reaching to change the radio station and the panic of glancing up
at the road as he collided head-on with the gray van.

A jolt of pain shot through Billy and
his head snapped back. He staggered backward several steps as if he
had been smacked in the chest with a sledgehammer.

****

He heard someone holler, “Damn it! We
lost him.”

“Give him another jolt!”

“Nah, I think the poor bastard gave
up.”

****

The fog lifted. The restaurant lights
burned bright and inviting, and hunger pangs gripped Billy’s
stomach. He started for the door, feeling he had somehow lost track
of time but no longer cared.

As he reached for the front door, a
flatbed tow truck pulled into the lot carrying the burned and
mangled mass of a sporty little convertible. He eyed it for a
moment and then hurried inside.

A familiar looking family sitting at a
table waved to him and then continued with their meal. Lorraine the
waitress called to him from behind the counter.

“Well, look who’s back.”

Billy waved and with a confused smile,
slid into a booth. Bluish fireflies flickered among the junked cars
minutes before more customers began arriving.

Lorraine stood before him, order pad
in hand.

“I don’t know why I am even doing
this,” she said, chuckling. “You’ll order the Blue Plate Special,
just as everyone else does whenever the highway sends us someone
new.”

The faint wail of sirens echoed in the
distance. Billy smiled and cast a knowing glance at a teen couple
stepping through the door in their prom clothes. They sat at a far
table, avoiding eye contact.

Autumn Chill

​ Upon reaching the woods
surrounding Count Vladimir’s secluded estate, the coachman cracked
the whip. The two horses pulling the black enamel carriage broke in
a full gallop. Brass lanterns bolted to the carriage cast a dim,
flickering light on the trees lining the trail.

Carlina, the Count’s newfound love,
snuggled against him attempting to ward off the chilly night air
wafting through the open windows. When the Count spotted her at the
ball, he had no idea who this haunting, unescorted beauty was. A
servant approached, and after suggesting that Vlad introduce
himself, he identified the young lady as the daughter of his rival
and primary landowner to the region, Baron Von Schenk.

Vladimir stood entranced by her
lustful beauty, though a tinge of doubt lingered in his mind.
Surely, this buxom beauty with thick, dark hair and mesmerizing
eyes could not be the same lanky, awkward child he remembered from
years earlier.

Vladimir relished the opportunity
being afforded him to regain the power he once held over the
region. Her father allowing her to attend the gala unescorted was
comparable to allowing a fox open access to the chicken
coop.

He spent the evening beguiling her
with his charms. As the end evening drew to a close, he shivered
with delight upon her acceptance to his invitation to return with
him to the castle.

With her in his possession, Vlad would
force the Baron to allow him access to feed on the region’s
peasants; something denied the Count for over a century. Of course,
if the
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