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  This book is dedicated to my loving mother, Paula Nevins. She sparked my love for all things horror at a young age, and it was something we always enjoyed watching together as I grew up.








  
  About L.R. Crow


L.R. Crow is a 34-year-old mother of three who lives in the country with her family. Although dark romance is her preferred genre lately, her heart will always be filled with poetry.   
When she is not working, she is writing and spending time with her family, enjoying the time as it passes by.
She aspires to be a great author, and dreams of spreading her stories far and wide through out the world.
L.R. Crow also writes horror, psychological thrillers, spiritual non-fiction, poetry, and memoirs.
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Straight Out of Hell

Zuazibar


 In the 1600’s, a large house was built on a soaring hill. There it stood, alone and surrounded by no others. It was believed to have been built on a spiritual nexus. This left the house vacant from the time it was completed. Parts of the roof were conical, making the house look Victorian. A sizeable wooden oak double door led into the house, with a knocker shaped like a wolf. The building was dark brown, with many large pane windows that gave viewers a peek into the halls of the luxurious house. The halls were carpeted in a deep red color, and the walls were lined with fancy torches that held flickering flames. The house had many rooms, but few knew what the spaces contained. No one dared step foot in the Devil’s Claw unless they were invited. The place looked made of wood; over time, it had worn down, making the house look very old. 
	The windows were boarded up to prevent any damage to the glass. A place once so baroque now sat decayed and dilapidated. One location that might draw young people in as it looked to be haunted. Over the years, people dared to go inside and complete the thirteen-room challenge and win a prize.
	No one was aware of the demon who resided under the house. Zuazibar scraped his way to earth from the depths of the underworld, escaping its fiery embrace. He was an enemy of the dark lord and was hated in the underworld. He had four large, long, twisted arms that he used to get around and two short hind legs. Zuazibar had no eyes, but his mouth was on his back, and he was relatively silent as he moved about. He was brown and looked to have been severely burned all over. His sense of smell helped him to find everything he’d ever need, even without a formal nose present. Sensors on his hind legs gave him his sense of smell. At the ends of his long, twisted arms were what nearly resembled human hands, making it much easier for him to grab his victims if he chose to. The fascinating thing about this terrifying being was his telepathic abilities. He could easily read anyone’s mind and project his thoughts into their heads.
	He may not have talked out loud, but he was a very cunning creature, effortlessly adapting to any environment he was surrounded by. He managed to keep himself hidden for thousands of years within the earth, and now he made his lair under a house known as the Devil’s Claw.
	Over time, people who neared the house were deemed insane. They heard voices and were compelled to perform atrocious activities that no one would ever think to do. Some of the people who drew nearer to the house would cause themselves bodily harm. There were accounts of people pulling rusty nails from the place and slowly driving them into their eyes, screaming in pain as blood dripped from their sockets. Some heard that others would take hammers and hammer their hand until every bone was shattered; these people were lucky to survive. Each of them came away from the Devil’s claw, severely disfigured. Other stories about the house spoke of people ripping each nail off their bodies and throwing their heads into the windows and doors of the house. One of the biggest stories was when a young lady lit herself on fire and threw herself from the house’s highest point. No one is really sure if the flames took her life or if it was the fall. After being close to the Devil’s Claw, nothing in the victim’s life was the same again. People who neared the house uninvited were often urged to commit suicide. Not knowing these thoughts were not their own, they would find ways to die, such as jumping off the roof or hanging themselves.
	The house quickly gained the nickname The Devil’s Claw or The Devil’s Snare. People feared nearing it, shuddering at the thought of what would happen to them if they did. Many people in the community left signs around the property with warnings that the house was dangerous. The Devil’s Claw was featured on the news and in the paper. This place was amongst the most feared buildings to date.
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A Raving Party

Truth or Dare


It was a dark, windy night, and music could be heard as it danced through the air. Several people gathered in a lavishly decorated house for a Halloween party that few would forget. Copious lights flickered from the mouths and eyes of nightmarish jack-o-lanterns that illuminated the path to the party. 
	The house was kept dark, with dim lighting for a fearful environment. The flickering lights from a machine towards the back of the house played a movie of dancing shadows on the walls around the room. The eerie look of the home kept many on their toes. If they didn’t pay attention, webs of fake spiders could end up tangled in their costumes and hair. A large living area was cleared out to make a dance floor. Halloween music blared throughout the house; there were buffets and counters lined with candy, food, and snacks. Next to the buffet was a keg, which was thought to keep the party laid back and fun.
	As the party raged on, people grew tired of dancing and wandered in search of other party-themed fun that could take place. A few games were mentioned, but only two stuck in my mind. Truth or dare and spin the bottle, the Halloween kind. Truth or dare was saved for last as the crowd gathered to spin the bottle. Whoever was picked by the bottle was paired with the person who turned it. It was off to a musty, dark closet for them. Whether there were real or fake spiders, there was a risk the players had to be willing to take.

Alex

	A former football star named Alex stood in the doorway of the house where the party occurred. His hair was short and brown, with gel throughout, which was used to create spikes throughout his unkempt hair. His face was painted black and white to sport the look of “The Punisher” and celebrate the Halloween season. “Here at last,” he said as he entered the house. And it looks like I’m not alone.”
	The wave of people comforted this young adult as he entered the party. After all, he was always used to being the life of the party. He made a beeline for the keg to get the party started his way. The body heat of dozens of others made the atmosphere in the house heavy and stale.
	After a few too many drinks, Alex headed into the backyard to cool off. He stumbled about, mumbling about the quality and taste of the beer. Alex was oblivious to his surroundings as he strode about. He knocked right into star-gazing Elyse, who was nearly knocked to the ground. She caught herself before falling over onto the patio. “Excuse me. Stuttered a drunken Alex. “I wasn’t paying attention.”
	“It’s fine.” Elyse breathed as she regained her composure. “I wasn’t really paying any attention either.”
	Alex walked off, stumbling back into the party. He found himself in the kitchen with a few other people. One was whispering into another partygoer’s ear. In his drunken stupor, he could not make out what was said. He veered off into the other room, where the real party was. People were gathered in a circle around the dance floor, watching a young lady dance. Oohs and aahs filled the air around him; he even heard a few whistles. He pushed through the crowd to see what all the commotion was about.
	She was dressed in an angel costume as if the spotlight was on her. The way she looked in that costume was dazzling. Her sparkling azure eyes lured him even closer.
	Alex’s jaw dropped as he watched her cascading curls dance past her shoulder blades. He had to know her name.
He pushed into the dancing crowd to get towards this woman on the dance floor. When he came across her, she was ready to dance. “Hey, wanna dance, Punisher?” When she asked him to dance, a smile stretched across his face.
	“I’m down if you are. . . ?” He left her room to tell him her name.
	“My name is Alivia; what is yours?” She inquired. Her inquisitive look in her deep blue eyes made him think she may be interested in him.
	“Alex, my name is Alex.” He said proudly.
They danced for what seemed like seconds; he wanted this night to last forever. Alivia was someone he didn’t want to leave alone. Before he knew it, she was on her way off the dance floor, away from him. Headed for the keg. He noticed her talking to someone else near the keg. “What a fool showing up here without a costume.” He thought, noticing the guy wasn’t wearing a costume. After she came back, she started gathering everyone’s attention. She suggested that spin the bottle should be played, looking back at him and slightly winking.
	The crowd on the dance floor shuffled about, forming a circle on the dance floor. The two young adults gathered everyone who attended to play the game. Few were reluctant, but the majority won the vote. The room grew quiet and still when the bottle was placed in the circle’s center. As many expected, Alivia was the ring leader. She started the game off by spinning the bottle.
	She explained that this version was different; the kiss between the two people was to take place in a dark, dusty closet.  Nonetheless, she was not so disappointed when the mouth of the bottle completely stopped where Alex was sitting. She smiled as if she planned it, took his hand, and dragged him to the closet.
	The real party took place in the closet. Everyone listened closely to what was happening behind the door. They heard a few noises, and before they knew it, the two young adults traipsed out of the closet, smiling and very satisfied.
	After everyone received a turn, it was time for Truth or dare. In this version, the next person HAD to accept a dare after someone picked the Truth. The house owner started the game; the first person chose Truth, although they didn’t look too honest when they shared their Truth. When his turn finally hit, he was forced to take a dare, but it differed from the rest this time. A person dressed as a creepy hooded figure walked over to him and handed him a black envelope addressed to him.

      [image: image-placeholder]Dear Alex,
Mr. Football almighty, tall and strong
This place you shall enter will prove that wrong.
You have been chosen to perform a gruesome dare. You must enter and complete the Devil’s snare.
Signed,
The Devil Himself

      [image: image-placeholder]He read this letter and chuckled to himself. He stated how stupid the dare was. He complained about whoever had thought this up; he thought they had too much time on their hands. Of course, he could handle a dinky haunted house. They aren’t even scary. “This should be interesting.” He said under his breath. Then he wondered who he would end up at the haunted house with.

Alivia

	Always the queen bee, Alivia was dressed to the nines in her flashy angel costume. Her long blond hair, in loose, large curls, held up the halo above her head. Her face gleamed in the low lights due to the sparkly makeup she adorned. Her looks sparked a lot of attention, which was okay with her because she soaked up compliments like a shriveled sponge. A tiny hummingbird could be seen on her calf due to the short nature of her costume.
	She headed for the dance floor to have some fun of her own. She bumped and pressed herself on anyone and everyone who would dance with her. She loved being the center of attention. The last person she danced with donned the look of The Punisher. She had her eyes on him the whole time. It was as if she were under his spell. After an hour of nothing but dancing and mingling, Alivia was parched.
	From there, she decided to head over to the keg for a few drinks. She dramatically bid the people on the dance floor goodbye as if she were leaving her family for a long trip. “Adieu, I will see you when I see you.” She bowed. “Farewell, fans.” She winked and turned away from the crowd, mumbling about the bunch of losers attending this party.
	She went to the back of the room where the snacks and beer were. She wandered along and noticed a small, structured Native American man standing at the table. Why is he not dressed up? She thought. She walked up to him. “Well, you’re a new face; name’s Alivia. And Yours?” She hollered over the music.” What are you supposed to be dressed as?” She snickered.
	Sydney glared at her momentarily, wondering if he should even acknowledge her existence. “I just came for the food and beer, princess.” He snickered right back. “Sydney, pleased to meet your acquaintance.” He exclaimed with complete sarcasm.
	“Can’t say I’m pleased to meet you.” She jeered. “Toodles.” And she was gone in a flash.
	People like her were the reason Sydney kept to himself in high school. He didn’t care for self-centered assholes. Especially that one. He thought.
	Alivia returned to the dance floor; she grew quite bored of dancing. Over the roaring of the crowded room, she made her presence known. “HEY, EVERYONE, LISTEN TO ME” She yelled. “LET’S TURN THIS PARTY UP.” Roars and clapping were heard as she made her statement. Soon, everyone fell quiet, ready to listen to her ideas. “I propose a game.” She gleamed. She smiled because she hoped to get her hands on someone tonight for fun. “Anyone up for spin the bottle?” She challenged. She noticed she got the guy’s attention, and the girls in the room were warming up.
	“Okay, everyone gathers around. We will sit in a large circle to start the game.” She clapped excitedly. Alivia loved party games. She started the game off by spinning the bottle herself. Her heart fluttered when she watched the bottle stop on the young man she had danced with just moments ago. She winked at him, grabbed his hand, and dragged him to the closet.
	The atmosphere of the musty closet soon turned a few degrees hotter as her face pressed into his. Finally, someone to sink her claws into. She reached for a fun surprise as Alex made a slight noise as he kissed her. The fun was over before it started as the closet door flew open. Both people came out smiling and happy.
	When the game ended, another started. Truth or dare was initiated by the person who lived in the house. She nervously waited, praying she wouldn’t get the creepy envelope that Alex did. It was her turn within minutes, and her heart sank when the person before her played the Truth. “It’ll probably just be a regular, random dare.” She thought to herself. But on that guess, she was wrong.
	As dare came out of her mouth, she watched the exact hooded figure walk around to her spot in the circle. She was handed a dark red envelope addressed to her.

 “It’s like all of this was a setup.” She fought.

      [image: image-placeholder]She opened the envelope and started to read.
Princess Alivia,
Don’t you look perfect, with makeup and all
It’d be a shame to watch it wash away as fearful tears fall
You have been chosen to enter the Devil’s snare.
This is a dare you can’t turn down;
if you say no, say goodbye to your hair.
Signed
The Devil Himself

      [image: image-placeholder]A shiver ran up her spine as she sat among the crowd. A haunted house was her least favorite place. Especially the Devil’s Claw. She folded the letter neatly and pushed it back into the envelope.

Sydney

	Sydney shied away from large groups of people. He was never a popular boy in school and didn’t mind being timid. The shy young man hated drawing too much attention to himself. He spiritlessly avoided dressing up; he was mainly there for the food and beer. He headed for the snack table to start his night. He spent a large portion of the beginning of the evening right near the keg and snack table.
	A young woman with Long, curly blond hair reached the keg and stared him up and down. She asked him his name and what he was dressed as. He gave her a witty and sarcastic response to get her away from him.
After his unpleasant meeting with Alivia, he shuffled to the back of the house, praying he wouldn’t run into her again.  He could feel his blood pressure rising, and he needed some air. He walked past numerous cliques of people, separated into little groups.
	He found the front door and proceeded down the path he walked on the way here. He wondered why he even came in the first place. Where was all the fun if this was supposed to be the most extraordinary party he had ever attended? He spent a fair amount of time admiring the creepy jack-o-lanterns illuminating his path. After a few long breaths, he headed back inside. He sauntered back toward the beer, and in his beeline for the keg, he bumped shoulders with another guy with spiky hair.
	One look at him, and he knew he was dressed as the Punisher. “Sorry man, I wasn’t watching where I was going; I dig your face paint.”
“No problem, bro. Name Alex,” The Punisher breathed.
“Names Sydney, catch ya later,” Sydney mumbled.
With that, he was back at the keg again, waiting in line for another beer. The beer tasted stale; it didn’t taste right this time. “What shit.” He mumbled as he downed the drink.
	He approached the snack table and snatched a few cookies and pretzels. He never turned down free food.
	After watching the crowd for a while, he heard a high-pitched, annoying sound grabbing the people’s attention. “Oh great, what is she up to now?” He thought out loud. He followed Alivia’s voice to where she stood and heard her mention spin the bottle.” Such a lame excuse for a party game.” He said under his breath.
	Everyone gathered into a large, misshapen circle. Sydney sat at the far end of the circle, closest to the keg. He had to be drunk for this one. Sydney hit the tap and filled his glass with beer. He could feel a slight buzz from the line of drinks he had before this one.
	The bottle in the circle’s center was spun a dozen times before his turn. He was lucky that it didn’t land on him this whole time. He exited his spot and spun the bottle in the circle’s center. The bottle stopped on a shorter Native American girl. She was dressed as a scientist, and her long black hair hung to the center of her back. Through the glasses on her face, her large brown eyes sparkled, and she was surprised the bottle had stopped on her. She got up and went to the closet with her stranger.
	“I’m Sydney; I hate this game.” He mouthed as they entered the closet.
	“Name’s Elyse.” She spat out; she tried to be confident, but it came out all breathy and strange.
	Sydney leaned in, their lips locked as his tongue slowly explored her small, shy mouth. He seemed to sweep her off her feet, almost like this was her first kiss. The door swung open, and their turn was over.
 Not long before he returned to his seat, the house owner proposed Truth or dare. “Now, this is a game I can get behind.” He mumbled under his breath.
	He watched the truths and dares fly around the circle and watched two people receive their dares very peculiarly. He didn’t mind it much, but he noted that it happened. When the time came for him to take his turn, he was forced to accept the dare.
	Just then, as with the other two, a person in a dark, hooded cloak came to him.
 An envelope addressed to Sydney was in the hooded figure’s hand. Sydney carefully removed the envelope from the person’s hand and opened it. Once it was open, he read his note.

      [image: image-placeholder]Sydney,
Look at you, shy away from the crowd,
Yet, standing tall, unwavering, and proud
Take this note and learn from it,
The dare you take will test your wit
A dare to enter the Devil’s snare
Do not turn this down; it’s worth the scare.
Signed,
The Devil himself.

      [image: image-placeholder]Sydney shook his head, returning the paper to the envelope. He couldn’t turn down a dare, but this was stupid. Sydney couldn’t wait to see everyone’s faces when he came from the Devil’s Snare unscathed and smiling. He was braver than they knew, but he had to prove it to them.

Elyse

	Elyse arrived earlier that evening. Thanks in part to her, the party was as frightful and fun as it was. She was the primary person who decorated the house with a friend. She was dressed as a scientist, donned a white lab coat, and large round glasses to boot. She found herself outside for some of the party, admiring the night sky. Midnight blue washed over the sky, and the stars twinkled across it by the millions.
	She was admiring the constellations when she was nearly knocked over. “Excuse me.” She heard. She regained her composure and saw a man dressed as The Punisher standing before her. She wasn’t paying much attention to her surroundings, either. So she couldn’t be too aggravated with him. She could hardly get two words out before he stumbled back towards the house for the party.
	It was starting to get chilly outside; it didn’t take much longer for her to wander back inside. She traveled towards the dance floor and noticed a blonde soaking up the crowd’s attention. “Figure’s.” She breathed.
	She stopped at the keg and got herself a cup of beer. She walked around the house for a while, avoiding people and admiring her handy work. When she grew tired of walking, she returned to the dance floor. When she returned, she noticed everyone sitting in a large circle with a bottle in the middle. 	
	“Wonderful.” She breathed to herself sarcastically.
	She took her place in the circle and watched as the bottle spun round and round. Finally, the turn of the tall, dark, and handsome guy arrived.
	She watched the bottle slow down and come to a stop. She was shocked to head to the closet with this stranger. She got up and walked towards him and then to the closet. Once they reached the closet, they exchanged formalities.
	Before she knew it, a soft pair of lips touched hers, and a warm, moist tongue explored the depths of her mouth. She had never been kissed, and she was immediately swept off her feet.
	It seemed like only seconds had passed, and the door flung open. Elyse jumped when she felt something in her hair. She was relieved to find only a simple cobweb when she brushed her
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