
  
  
      
        
          Flashes of Fright: Volume III

          Thirteen 1,000-Word Horror Stories

		      
          D. T. Adams

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2025 by D. T. Adams
All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A Big Girl Now
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A Night in the Woods
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Colin’s Forest
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Flat Face
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Goo Goo Gaga
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Helpless Helen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        In the Storm
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Microchipped
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        More Than Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Someone’s Property
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Group Grows
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Unpopular Pub
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Grobble: Part III
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Afterword
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        By D. T. Adams
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About D. T. Adams
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  A Big Girl Now


Amy was riding her bike along the street but with stabilisers. She didn’t think she needed them anymore, but her parents kept telling her otherwise. They wouldn’t take the stabilisers off, despite Amy insisting she didn't need them and could cycle perfectly well without them. She had never tried, but if her older sister Nina could ride without stabilisers, so could she. 
Amy was out with Nina and their mother, Joanne. The three of them had been going around some local streets, Joanne enjoying a leisurely stroll while her daughters went along on their bikes. Amy had been watching with jealousy as Nina rode without stabilisers. She didn’t know why Amy, only a year older than herself, had been allowed to ride without stabilisers when she didn’t even have good balance and had nearly toppled over on one occasion. Amy was confident that when her parents took her stabilisers off, she wouldn’t have any issues with cycling; in fact, she would probably be better than ever on her bike.
Unfortunately, it hadn’t happened yet and the stabilisers were still there. If they were going to go away, Amy had to prove to her parents that she was a proficient rider and was a big girl who could do big-girl things now. 
The trio were cycling down a long, tree-lined street. It was late autumn and the path was mostly covered with leaves of different colours. In some places, the leaves had been raked and arranged into piles; in others, no one had done anything to them and they were left to remain wherever they fell. 
The falling of the leaves, the dark nights and the cooler weather always reminded Amy that Christmas was on its way. The number-one toy on her list was a brand-new bike that didn’t have stabilisers. She knew Santa Claus didn’t exist, so it was down to her parents whether she’d get her coveted bike or not. 
She came to a stop at a road. Since she wasn’t allowed to cross roads on her own, she had to wait for Mummy. Nina soon caught up with her, then Mummy arrived. Amy loved going fast and was always the first to reach the road.
‘Safe to cross,’ Joanne said after looking left and right.
Amy sped across the road and when she got on the pavement, she started pedalling even faster.
‘Not too fast, Amy,’ her mother said from a growing distance behind her. Amy kept her pace up. She loved going fast and it wasn’t hurting anyone, so why not go fast? It was better than going slow all the time like Nina. This stretch of pavement was quite long, so it was perfect for cycling at speed.
Amy reached the road and stopped. Looking behind her, she saw that her mother was tending to Nina, who had fallen over. 
She needs her stabilisers back! Amy thought.
There weren’t any cars coming. A few more streets and they’d be home. Amy looked back and saw that Mummy was still dealing with Nina.
Feeling impatient, she wanted to cross the road but wasn’t allowed. If she was, she could have easily crossed it by now since there weren’t any cars.
‘Don’t cross the street, Amy,’ Joanne called to her daughter as she finished with Nina.
Amy had an idea. She turned the corner of the street so that her mother and sister couldn’t see her. Checking the road again, she saw there were still no cars. This was her opportunity to prove to herself that despite what other people said, she was a big girl and could do things that big girls did. She was no longer a little girl. Even so, she didn’t want to get caught and get into trouble. This was about proving something to herself alone.
Taking advantage of the quiet road, Amy crossed it. There was a huge smile on her face and when she reached the pavement on the other side, she was relieved. What she had done was nothing. 
Now it was done, she had to cross back over before her mother found out what she’d done. 
Looking to her right, she saw a few cars heading her way. There were also some cars coming the other way. Amy needed to cross over in time but couldn’t. She was unable to tell when it was the right time to cross. There wasn’t a set of traffic lights nearby she could use. 
I shouldn’t have done this, she thought. 
She had waited too long and now there were too many cars. She had to cross back over right this instant or her Mummy would find out. 


      ***Joanne had just finished sorting Nina out. She looked up but couldn’t see Amy. 
Where is she? the panicking mother thought. She got up and started heading along the street at a light jog. Amy had most likely just turned the corner, but Joanne was the type of mother who had to have eyes on her kids at all times. If she didn’t know where one of them was, even if there was a likely, logical explanation, she would start to worry.
She was about fifty feet or so away from the corner of the street when she heard a searing, startling scream followed immediately by a brutal thud. 
It was Amy. There was no doubt in Joanne’s mind that the scream had come from her daughter. She came to a halt when she heard the scream; now she was in full flight, her instincts driving her inner strength and causing her to run faster than ever before.
Rounding the corner, she was met by an image that became imprinted on her mind and would never leave. 
The sight of Amy’s bloodied, mangled body was horrifying. It was the last thing any mother should have to see. Joanne couldn’t believe her eyes. Just a short while ago, Amy had been riding her bike, a happy, healthy little girl. She would always be her little girl.







  
  A Night in the Woods


The following is a transcript of the last video on Wayne Miller’s phone, recorded from 3:05am to 4:18am on Friday 27th September, 2023. 

      ***‘It’s what – just gone three. I thought I’d give you an update because I can’t sleep. I woke up about half an hour ago and have been hearing noises in the woods ever since. At first I thought it was some animal wandering about, but come to think of it, it sounds more like someone walking with heavy boots on, you know? I mean, It’s proper thuds. I hear maybe four or five thuds in quick succession and then there’s nothing for a few minutes before more thuds start.
The noises have been getting louder too. I’m whispering right now because I think whoever’s out there is approaching my tent. As you can see, I’m recording this underneath my blanket, so hopefully the light can’t be seen.
If you’ve watched my previous videos, you’ll know that I go camping a lot, occasionally solo like this trip and, well, I’ve never been woken up in the night to noises like these before. I’m not going to lie, it’s a bit … unsettling – is that the word? I don’t know. I’m just a bit nervous and rambling, you know?
I know what you’re thinking – probably just a homeless person, right? Or some kid doing a dare or something like that. I’m just overreacting because I’ve never been in this kind of situation before. I’ll be laughing at myself when I edit this footage!’

      ***‘Right, it’s now half three and I’m whispering because whoever’s making the noises is right outside my tent. I heard a thud just now and it was about – what? – two feet from where I’m lying. 
Oh no. Did you hear that? The thuds before were on my left, but there’s just been one on my right – and another! You must have heard it this time.
I don’t know what to do. I’m really starting to worry now. There it goes again – they’re stomping the ground, both of them; the noises are coming from both sides. They’re still thuds, but they’re getting louder.
I’m just going to have to wait it out, I guess. I mean, I could phone the police, but I’m miles away from the road. Miles away from anywhere, probably.
God, why do I do this? Don’t get me wrong, I love camping and all that, but I didn’t sign up for this. Who would? 
If they don’t stop, I’m just going to have to make my presence known and hopefully that will scare them away. I’ll tell them I’ve got a knife. I’ll say anything if it means they leave me alone.
Oh Christ! You probably can’t tell but I’ve just heard thuds from three sides of the tent. There are three people outside my tent. I know I said I was going to do something to let them know I’m here, but I don’t feel safe at all now.
I’m going to make a run for it. The thudding keeps stopping and starting. It’s louder than ever and – wait.
I should have run while I had the chance. There’s now someone right in front of my tent. Someone braver than me – anyone braver than me – would have done something by now and could have got themselves out of this, but here I am. 
If they wanted to rob me or whatever, why haven’t they done that yet? You know what, I don’t want to think about it. But if they were going to do something, whatever it might be, they would have done it by now, surely? It’s almost four now.
Why am I such a coward? I could kick myself, I really could. Let this be a lesson to you. The next time you go camping, don’t go by yourself. I know I’ve done it myself loads and have made lots of solo camping videos for you guys, but this is really starting to …
They’re saying something. I can’t make out what it is, but they’re definitely speaking. It’s kind of like a humming sound or chanting or something else. 
This is really starting to freak me out. I’ve got to do something … OY! WHAT DO YOU WANT?
It’s been a few minutes and there’s been nothing. No thuds, no humming. I think they’re still there, though I can’t be sure if they are. I’ll give it a bit longer and then I’ll have a look. Hopefully I’ve spooked them and they’ve run away.
It’s now five past four. I still haven’t heard anything so I’m going to leave the tent. If nothing happens, I’m just going to stay put and I’ll set off as soon as the sun comes up. 
Right, I’m going to do it. The time is 4:07am. I’m going to take you with me and, well, let’s hope for the best.
Here we go. I’m unzipping the tent and so far, the coast looks clear. I can’t see or hear anyone. I’m climbing out of the tent and … there, I’m standing up in front of it. I’m terrified right now if I’m honest with you, but I’ve got a good feeling about this. I’m just going to turn on the spot and make sure they’re gone, then I’ll feel better.
Okay, here goes.
Woah! 
What do you want? What are you doing here? I can’t hear you. You know what, I’m just going to go, okay? You can have all this stuff if you

      ***
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