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Dedicated to the loves of my life; my wife Desiree and my fiancée Rigomi. I am eternally thankful for each moment I get with the two of you.

Content Warning

As someone who suffers from mental illness, I understand reading a book, watching a movie, or even playing a video game when an episode is triggered by content I wasn't expecting. So, I want you, the reader, to be aware of the possibly triggering content in this little book of writing prompts:

Mentions of suicide/suicidal ideation, self-harm, mentions of religion, death, drug and alcohol use, sexual situations, hallucinations, transphobia, homophobia, fatphobia, and violence.

Smoke-Along

The book that you are about to read contains characters who consume cannabis throughout their stories. The characters are high, I was high writing it, and I would love for my readers to be high reading it! Play along by taking a hit every time a character does!
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Forward

Deep in the woods of the Rocky Mountains lives an elderly cryptid by the name of Nelly Belle. Her a-frame cottage sits alone along the road, warm and welcoming for any travelers in need of a night’s stay. 

In her home they embrace all creatures; especially if they’re spooky and strange! It’s a safe place to take off your shoes, let down your mask, and be the horror beyond comprehension that you truly are! 

So, step inside, take off your shoes, hit the bong, and get ready to get spooky!

A Run in the Park 

The dirt flew behind Dom as their feet hit the ground beneath them. Their knuckles reddened; wrapped around their still recording cell phone. The snap of twigs echoed, creeping into the otherwise silent park, not even the whistles of the wind could be blamed for the horrid noises pursuing them.  

Their heart pounded heavily in their chest. Their legs ached; longing for relief from the strenuous chase, but they dared not stop. The faint smell of rotting flesh entered their nostrils. The idea of their own demise engrossed their thoughts. A burst of adrenaline pumped through them, and they pressed forward. 

But, in their haste they neglected to watch their footing and crashed hard against the ground, tripping over something sticking out from the Earth. Agony corroded their heart as they are met with a pair of lifeless eyes. They sat frozen, numbness had overtaken their limbs as they grappled with the truth, it was their corpse that lay before them.

The House

The wails of the wind echoed through shattered windows. The floorboards groaned beneath Hale’s feet. The stench of rot and decay filled the air. Water stains oozed down the walls leading to a dampened doorway. The foundation creaked as Hale crept through it and further into the dimly lit hall. Hale’s heart pounded rapidly in their chest as they reached the decaying kitchen, each step a wager against the weakened wood beneath them. 

They ran their hand under the dripping water of the cracked porcelain sink. Against better judgment, and losing the war against their quench, Hale let the water pool in their palm before bringing it to their lips and slurping noisily. They grimaced, unsatisfied, and left with the unmistakable taste of foul pipes lingering on their tongue. Hale beamed at the sight of the sign in the kitchen window. It was time to take it down! This house was no longer for sale, it belonged to Hale.

Death Doesn’t Give Free Samples

The cracked concrete made for uncomfortable seating, but anything was better than getting on that rollercoaster. It was propped up on wooden blocks! How unsafe! Lavender would much rather be the crybaby friend than the friend who died on a poorly maintained carnival ride.

“Are you all alone?” asked a clown from behind them. 

“I- I’m here with my friends,” Lavender answered, startled.

“Oh, you are?” the clown said. “I
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