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The Mystery of Frankenstein's Bride  

By Martha Wickham 
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FRANKENSTEIN STOMPED through the water and quickly strangled the watching man as the lady gasped. He left on his deadly rampage to terrorize the city! He crept towards the stone structure and entered, knowing he had been seen. 

The groundskeeper ran as Frankenstein made his way back to his dwelling place, knocking down the lantern that was left behind. A wooden chair caught fire. 

A group with torches arrived. They outnumbered him by thirty-five, so they weren't afraid. Frankenstein's death toll had been five. The sixfoot-tall monster headed toward the back as the fire burned everything it could. It engulfed the front door. Now no one could get in. 

“Why have you done this?” shouted a man. 

“It was an experiment,” the scientist replied nervously. “Just tell us what to do,” came from the crowd. 

“Find him, and lock him away,” suggested someone. 

“That's all we can do,” a man said. “Is there another way in?” “Through the back,” the mad scientist replied. They all ran that way, but the smoke and fire warned them not to enter, even if it looked okay. They could see Frankenstein in a window three stories up. 

“Fire bad,” they could hear the deep voice say. And he was gone. A moment later he broke through a downstairs window and headed into the deep woods. The villagers filled their buckets with water and struggled to put out the fire before it got to the woods. When they finally got into the woods, and many men and women searched, Frankenstein was gone. Many kept their eyes open, and there had been much talk throughout the town. Maybe he had collapsed. Died a second death. His bride still lived, Terra Green, and some kept an eye on her. That was all that was left of Dr. Frankenstein’s experiment. 

He was warned by the police never to do it again. 

THE BRIDE OF FRANKENSTEIN sat on her throne listening to the radio. Her black lips were unhappy from the news. “Another body has been found in the wheat field. It looks like another victim of Dr. Frankenstein's experiment,” the radio announced. It looked like her fiancé would not re- turn soon. 

But they were perfect for each other. They were undead, engaged, and hated fire. Only he was killing nice, decent, innocent people. 

She sat and thought about all the young men she loved in her short life. But there was one she loved the most. A banker from Chicago had stolen her heart the summer of 1926. He was tall, dark, and handsome. They dated, stayed together, and were in love. They weren't married but were parted by death when she fell ill with pneumonia at only thirty. 

In the afterlife she missed him and watched lovingly over him. Suddenly she became angry with Frankenstein. She picked up the table and threw it across the room with ease. It shattered into pieces as she growled. How could he do this to her? She decided she would not marry him. She never wanted to see him again. 

She entered her room only thinking about her life love Nathaniel 

Johnston. It was time to visit him. She just wanted a peek. Laying on her bed, in her long white dress, her eyes fluttered into a deep, dark, deathly sleep. 

She snuck by the white house slowly inching toward the door. She didn't see Nathaniel's car, so she assumed he wasn't home. Heading toward his old bedroom window she jumped as she turned into a lady who looked curious and wore a black hat. “Is there something you want?” she asked Bride. 

“I'm an old girlfriend of Nathan Johnston. Is he here?” 

“No, this was his house. We live here now. He died a year ago.” The bride’s mouth dropped in shock. Her heart sank. “What happened,” she asked painfully. 

“Car accident. He was driving at night where there was no streetlights. We loved this house, so we bought it. I'm Elisabeth.” She held out her hand. 

“I'm Terra.” She shook Elizabeth’s hand trembling at the bad news. Elisabeth stared at Terra's long white sheet-like dress. Not very becoming for a lady. Her black hair stood out and her lips were also black. She wondered why. “I'm sorry for the bad news.” 

“Is he buried here in Chicago? I need to visit. He meant so much to me.” She sounded desperate. 

“Yes, right here in the town cemetery square.” Elisabeth nodded. “Thank you,” Bride said in a low graceful voice. Elisabeth just nodded. Night started to fall as she walked towards the cemetery. Stars began to sparkle as she entered her destination. It did not take long to find the grave. She hugged and kissed the gravestone then quickly went back home to grab a large shovel. 

Digging in the night air did not scare her. An owl was heard nearby. Knock, knock, she hit the coffin. She got out of the grave and sat against the tombstone once again in love. She hugged it and said, “We will be together soon.” 

A cold breeze blew, and she jumped back in. Quickly she opened it. He had been dead for a while. His body was dismembered, including his head. They had sewn him back together, but some of the strings had come undone. His skin was light purple. She lifted him and kissed him. 

She left him in his coffin and pushed it to her abode. Sitting and rocking by the fire all the loose body parts were sewn together with thick black thread. Swiftly the body was carried down to what used to be Dr. Frankenstein's laboratory before he was killed by his monster. 

It was dark and dusty. She pulled a large light switch. The galvanism light broke, and glass hit the floor. Nathaniel was laid on the table that woke Frankenstein. The wires were connected to Nathan as they were once to Bride. She paused and watched her future husband. 

She wanted to be with him. The place moaned. It was old. Bright full moon light shone through the small window. She pulled the switch and so much electricity ran through him that he jerked. No life. She turned it off then on again. Blue sparks flew and his leg moved. She turned it off and then back on. With a big shock his green eyes opened. He sat up. “Terra,” he said, then groaned. 

She embraced him. “Yes Nathan. I needed to see you. I still love you. 

I just found out you were dead. Now we will be together forever.” 

His eyes lit up. “I would really like that. More than that cold solitary grave! You and I will be together here.” He cleared his dead throat. “Let's do it.” 

“Don't you think we should be married?” Bride said sounding like it wasn't as important as it was when she was alive. It was important. 

“Of course,” he answered. 

*** 

THE NEXT FEW WEEKS went by slowly as she planned her quick little wedding. The ceremony would be small and simple, but her white dress was stunning. Her doom groom would see how beautiful she really was. 

The bride stood in front of the mirror ready to get married. Her black hair was combed and curled. Her white silk and chiffon dress with flowers all the way down it looked beautiful. She added some light make-up and changed her lips from black to pink to look presentable. 

Nathan Johnston entered. He was still a pale purple. 

“You really ought to put make-up on that complexion.” She pulled up his collar to cover the stitches all the way around his neck. “I'm finally getting married,” she said. “Are you ready for our honeymoon at that castle in Germany?” 

“I am,” he answered truthfully. 

“Excited, she kissed him on the nose. “Let's go,” she said. The ceremony was short and sweet just like they wanted. They took a peaceful boat to their honeymoon destination. They walked up the hill, near the cliffs, past the graveyard to the dark castle. 

They carried their luggage up to the third floor. It was not too much and yet, it was cozy. There was one window, a large white bed, and an unlit white candle beside it. The bride dropped her suitcase and fell on the bed. A wolf howled. 

“I love it here. I love you.” She jumped up and hugged her new Frankenstein. They could hear music that seemed to be coming from the graveyard and began to dance together. They were not alone in that castle. There were other people staying there, mice, and ghosts, definitely ghosts. There was also a caretaker to take care of the castle. The crickets made Bride feel at home. 

After a warm dinner, they decided to go for a walk on the grounds. The fall air began to blow wildly. A cold chill sent shivers down her body. It made her want to go back. They talked about their future, how she wanted to live in her house. It would be simple. They headed back to their room. 

They enjoyed the day relaxing in their new marriage. As she lay on a couch in a darker part of the Castle, a group of people walked by. The soft velvety feel of the couch made her fall asleep. She started to dream about the night stars. 

Nathan headed down to the dark dank cellar to grab some wine to have with cheese. As he looked through the old bottles, a man came down the steps. He had light brown hair and was a little overweight. Johnston walked to the top of the steps and stood to the right of the door unseen. The castle visitor grabbed two bottles then walked to the top of the stairs. As he looked the other way a hand pushed him! He grabbed the black string hanging from Johnston's neck but the old string broke and he fell down the stairs. He laid at the bottom around broken bottles. Johnston grabbed a broken bottle and finished off his victim with five stabs. He ran up the stairs and out the first door he saw. 

Evening was once again falling on Bride's honeymoon. She had been asleep for hours. When she woke it was dark. All the visitors were talking in the dining room. She walked there to see them. Everyone was there but her husband. 

She ran up to their room to fetch him. He wasn't there. She went all the way around the castle, and I still haven't seen him anywhere. Not knowing where he was, she went to put on her good black dress and then to dinner. 

Through the night and morning, she waited for Johnston, but he did not return. She threw a pillow. Where was he? She wondered. She just decided to wait. Maybe he was out exploring. The day went on quietly. The bride did her usual things: nap, read, enjoy the castle rooms, and go for walks around the area. It was another cold day, so she wore her fur coat. No sense in sitting around worrying about him more. 

When evening came again, she sat by the living room fire. The flames looked like demons dancing all around. She liked being alone for now, but wanted to know where he was. While lying on the couch, she dozed off again. In the distance there was a pack of wolves howling. 

Knock, knock, knock! A few moments later a knocking sound started. Bang! It was so loud Bride woke up. She sat up and shouted, “Johnston!” She got up and searched the area. Nothing, it was completely dark, and a small rapping started. It sounded like it was coming from beneath the castle. And so it went on for a while: knock, bang, tap. The annoying sounds were suddenly followed by a moan. It was a castle ghost. It was followed by another long moan then the noises started again. She ran up the stairs into her room and locked the door. But the noises just started again. 

Fed up with the noise she grabbed her candle, lit it, then left the room down the hallway to follow the sound. She went down the stairs and toward the wine cellar. As she stepped down the cellar steps the light lit up the gruesome sight. Johnston's victim lay there in a pool of blood! Her mouth fell open, her eyes wide, and there in his fingertips lay Johnston's black thread. It all made sense now. His disappearance. 

She ran up the stairs and screamed. The caretaker started and she told him, “There's a murdered body in the cellar! Call the police!” 

He ran downstairs with a group of people to see it. She headed that way. They all gasped. “It was my husband. Look at the black thread.” “We'll call the police,” the caretaker said. 

She ran back up to her room and began packing. When she came down the stairs the police were already there. She approached one officer. “I didn't see anything. It was my husband. He's been missing since last night. The guy is holding his thread.” 

“We'll take it for evidence.” 

“Can you give me a ride out of here to a Bed and Breakfast?” “Okay, bring your suitcases and come on.” 

She followed him to the car, and they got in. “Somewhere quiet,” she requested. 

He nodded and they were off. As they approached a cozy countryside Bed and Breakfast, the radio called him. “Three more bodies have been found in Darmstadt. They were all found with a black thread.” The car stopped. 

“That's him,” she said. She grabbed her suitcases. 

“Go check in, and I will be back to check on you soon.” 

Terra got a room and decided she liked it. It was late so she went to bed. Her dreams were filled with good things. Beautiful German grottos and the hope of finding a new man someday. Maybe she will be alive again someday. 

At 9 a.m. she woke to a knock on the door. She grabbed a fireplace poker. “Room service,” they said. 

She dropped the poker and opened the door. He wheeled in warm eggs and coffee. “Thank you,” she said. 

While eating there was another knock. It was that policeman. He came in and sat down. “We still haven't found him. He may strike again.”  

“I have an idea.” She sipped her coffee. “I left his  suitcases at the castle. He may be coming back for them. Let's go there, and I'll wait for him. You are nearby. Come back when I signal and get him.” She took a breath to make it look like she was alive. 

“Okay, finish up and let's go,” he said. 

Terra did just that, got her wallet, got walking shoes on and left. 

As they rode in the car she said, 

“I have something to tell you. Don't laugh. I'm Terra Johnston. I was Frankenstein's fiancée but decided to marry Nathan instead. I brought him to life like Frankenstein so we can be together. I sewed him quickly with thick black thread first. He's a monster from Chicago. 

The police looked at her. “You need pepper spray staying in there alone. 

Bring your phone. What will your signal be?” 

“I don't know. I'll scream.” 

That should work. “Are you sure he was really dead?” “Yes, I dug him up.” 

When they got to the castle his luggage was still there. She sat on the bed while he took fingerprints. “This was a mistake,” she said. Time went by and still no Johnston. The bride relaxed and the police left the room. 

A castle employee came in. “Would you like some warm tea?” she asked. She was wearing a blue maid uniform and white apron. 

“Yes, that would be good.” 

The officer walked down the cellar steps to the crime scene. It was dark, and there was still broken glass. He looked around at everything. 

Upstairs Terra sipped her tea. Nathan crept into the room like a hungry wolf. There was a blank zombie stare on his face. He lunged toward her, and she grabbed his suitcase and threw it at his head. Then she threw a large vase. It shattered, and he hit the floor. She pulled mace out of her pocket and sprayed his eyes. And she angrily slapped his face! This was not her old boyfriend. 

“How do you stand the sight of yourself?” She squinted with pity. 

He saw none of it. He sat up and a long tattered black string hung down from his neck. She grabbed it and pulled it all the way out! His head rolled on the floor and landed at his feet. “Help!” She screamed. 

The officer came in. She stood there holding the black thread victims would break during every murder. Her can of mace lay on the floor. She yanked off his arms and legs also. 

He went to his car, grabbed a body bag, and threw him in. As he drove her back to the Bed and Breakfast the body parts rolled in the trunk. “You are going to burn him, aren't you?” she asked. 

“Of course,” he answered. 

After getting back, she landed in a chair. Room sweet room, it was like a second home. She wanted to stay there a while. The fire crackled as she ate her hot stew. She liked this normal life. Just then the phone rang. It was the officer. “Just so you know he was incinerated in the crematory. He won't be back.” 

“So, you do believe me.” “Of course,” he responded. 

Her honeymoon turned into a German vacation. She would be sure to see the caves and flowers scattered through the land. There was such peace of mind and safety, even in darkness. She wasn’t afraid of much anymore, but seeing Nathan creep into her room was terrifying. It was the best vacation ever, and getting home was a new start for her life after death.  

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Love On All Hallows' Eve 

[image: image]


The cold fall air blew over Terra's face and through her long, curly, black hair. It was the night before Halloween and Terra's mind drifted away. She was on one of her late-night strolls through the local graveyard. Sitting on a grassy mound she watched the blood moon turn slightly red. This part of Chicago was peaceful and restful. No city noise to disturb anyone. 

Fall leaves blew and circled her a few times then left. Her black lips glistened as she smiled in the night. The reddish moon interested her, and she wanted to know more. Why was Samhain so interesting? She didn't know anything about it but wanted to. She would start by studying the moon. The night was spent reading a book about it and the fall solstice. It was 1979 and little did she know Halloween was approaching at midnight. Heading back home she began to feel alone. Going out at night made her feel lonely. She did not know anyone. Her new name was Johnston, but she was not married to that new monster husband she made long before he was destroyed for being evil. She reflected on her living time with him sometimes. She wanted to meet people. As the sun gave a hint of sunlight it was time to sleep at home. She wondered if Frankenstein would ever come back to claim her. Probably not. 

On Halloween night Terra sat quietly in her room. Creepy cackling and bubbling could be heard, then footsteps. She went outside and saw nothing. The full moon lit the area well. Curiously she headed to the graveyard and sat on a large tombstone. Crickets chirped and fireflies flew, but that was all. It was time to go past the graveyard. Walking near a road she heard voices. Two young men were chatting and a little drunk because they were coming from a Halloween costume party. One was dressed as a vampire with teeth, dark slick hair, pale skin, and a dark cape. The other, his close friend, was Frankenstein. They looked very good, tall and dark. 

Terra approached them. 

“It's back that way,” Frankenstein said pointing in the direction of the party. 

“I don't need that info from you anymore,” Terra said to what she thought was her ex but was wrong. The green makeup concealed his true identity. She walked over to the vampire and put her arm through his. “What part of this country are you from?” 

“South of Chicago,” the vampire replied. 

“I'm Terra. I'm the bride of Frankenstein or was. Care to get a drink?” she asked the vampire only speaking to him and refusing to acknowledge the guy dressed as Frankenstein. She wanted to make him jealous, but it was unlikely because he didn’t know her and wasn’t really Frankenstein. He didn’t seem to care and gave Terra Belinda a mad look. 

“Why not.” The phony vampire's teeth sparkled. He smirked at Frankenstein. “I'm Dracula,” he said to her with a Transylvanian accent. He looked so handsome in the dark. Terra didn't look so bad herself. 

“I'll see ya later,” Dracula said to Frankenstein. They were off to have a romantic drink. 

Terra and Dracula had their drink quickly. They only had one shot. 

“Can we do it again some time?” she asked. 

“Yes,” the vampire said. “I'll come by and get you this Friday evening. We'll have a candlelit dinner at my house. Let’s go to that party I mentioned. Frankenstein, my friend is a deadbeat. He wouldn’t go.” 

“That sounds lovely! Alright.” 

He began walking her there. “Don't hate my friend Frankenstein. He can be nice.” 

“I know. I was engaged to him once. Didn't know him well. You, I'd like to get to know,” she said confused and started to realize her fiancée Frankenstein wasn’t the same as Bobby’s friend. 

“I will see you then.” He kissed her on the cheek and stepped back as she entered the party. It was thrown by one of Bobby’s parents’ friends from high school and everyone was invited. There were cupcakes and plenty of music for them to dance to. On the left in a dark corner was a haunted house they could walk through. It was awesome! They danced together around orange twinkle lights. 

Bobby’s friend Frankenstein entered the room. He had followed them. He raised his arms at Bobby, so he explained himself. “I'm going to go out with this girl again. I like her,” Dracula said to Frankenstein. “I have a stomachache.” He was dancing and twisting so he stopped and went to sit down. 

“There’s a haunted house.” He pointed. “Let’s go in.” 

“I didn’t know the party would be this cool! Just don't let her find out you’re not a vampire. Why does she believe we are monsters?” His friend Tim shrugged his shoulders not getting it. 

“I don't know. Good costumes,” he said shrugging in response. “Watch her. I think she's weird.” 

“Pretty, but weird. She won't find out. I'll only come out at night,” the vampire swore. “How is it you're not sick too?” 

“I hold my liquor,” the green one answered, and they both laughed. “I need to prepare for our Friday dinner. Do you know where I can get a hearse and a coffin? And I want to shop at one of those Halloween stores. They are probably having clearance sales.” Bobby said as they entered the haunted house. It was pitch dark except for the doorway. 

“I know a company. I'll ask if we can borrow or rent,” Frankenstein said hatefully. “How long can this go on for?” 

“I don't know. I'll wait until she loves me and cares for me too much to get mad. Then I'll tell her I’m not a vampire.” 

“I mean this tunnel. Ok, I'll get started on that hearse. It ought to be fun driving it.” 

“Ya, we'll take it first and cruise in it.” He laughed to himself. “What will people think?” Bobby chuckled to himself. As he did a man dressed as a vintage werewolf came walking towards them and they ran into the next room and locked the door. It had some light only a little yellow one near a dummy of a dead body getting an autopsy. They were in a fake morgue. A fake scream sounded from outside the room. Bobby rolled his eyes and opened the door. It was Terra. The scream had been her. 

“What are you guys doing in here?” she asked. 

“Nothing, going through the haunted house,” Bobby said to cover up the fact they ran. “Why did you scream?” 

“The wolf man came at me,” she said smiling. “Let’s go.” 

“I’m not going anywhere.” Bobby said as the three of them went towards the end of the hall. A chainsaw sounded and they ran to a door that led them to the dance floor. Terra ignored the fact the house was over and began dancing. Her lightweight white dress flowed with her turns and people grabbed handfuls of candy. The guys decided they needed to get some quick. The night was too much fun and they hung out but did not go back into the haunted house. 

DRACULA, AKA BOBBY, was finishing setting up the dining area. The table was set with metal plates, red candles, and glass goblets. The room was dark and dusty. His friend, Frankenstein, rented a hearse for him, and he kept a coffin in one of his rooms. The creepiest room in the house. The hearse was to pick her up in. There were small white candles in the bathroom, they were all around the house. 

He had prepared a couple days ahead of time and still needed to figure out what to have for dinner. There would be red wine. He would be in costume of course to fool her. He wanted her to think he was a real vampire. “Don't call me on this date night,” he told Frankenstein. 

“Let's cruise in that hearse,” Frankenstein suggested. “Won't people stare?” Dracula asked. 

“Ya Drac, we'll stay away from town. You know what would be cool? 

To park it by the graveyard.” Tim looked excited about the idea. 

“Are you sure there's no body in it anymore?” Drac looked afraid. “Ya. Besides, you need to practice driving it.” Frankenstein was the one who rented and drove it there. He handed Drac the keys. “We'll take the back roads to the lake. You walk to the store and buy dinner. Come evening we'll drive it to the graveyard.” 

Drac nodded without a choice. He tried to stay away from cars. Although the back window curtains covered too much. They found a small grocery store near the lake, and Drac shopped for his dark date night. Night came closing in and they headed back to the Chicago graveyard. 

“Looks like you're getting the hang of this car.” Tim watched him drive it well. 

Drac nodded. “Is there anything I missed for our dinner?” 

“Let's go cruise to the Halloween shop to see if they have anything good left. Something to add to your vampire look. Like fake blood. Then we'll drive through the graveyard.” 

As they drove that way the full moon still hung overhead, but not very bright. The first evening stars were starting to show. After purchasing a few items, they parked in the graveyard. Only one other car drove by. An owl hooted from a tree. Drac turned on the headlights, and they got out to walk around. Dark clouds covered the moon and suddenly Drac fell into a shallow empty grave! He stood up and glanced at the scrape on his arm. Immediately, his eyes went to the round gravestone. It read Terra Belinda Green, Beloved daughter June 11, 1898 - September 2, 1928. They knew who it was. Drac took a quick deep breath, and Frankenstein pulled him out of the ditch. They ran to the car and took off fast. 

When they got home, they locked the door and turned on the lights. Very upset, he knocked over his vampire decorations. “I didn't know she was dead! What should I do?” 

“I'm not sure.” His friend looked puzzled. 

“Should I go on the date? If I cancel she'll get mad and attack.” “This is ridiculous,” Tim said. 

“And you know what? I don't like that hearse. But she's got long black nails and she's so beautiful. Beauty never dies.” 

“I have a plan,” Tim that was Frankenstein said. “Cook her dinner tomorrow. You go get her, and I'll hide in the basement with the door locked. I'll have a rope and weapons to keep us safe. After you eat, keep the house dark and take her to the living room. I'll sneak out, whack her with a bat, and tie her up. She'll realize we're fake monsters then, so we'll take her to the forest and leave her there. Maybe the real Frankenstein will come get her.”  

“To kill her?” Drac asked. 

“You can't kill something that's dead. I hate to say this, but we'll see what happens. We won't drop her off nearby, ok. And we do need to kill her. Let’s get ready for her, to cook her as the dinner.” 

“Alright Tim.” The plan was set. Tim spent the night, and he was ready. They hung out in the basement with the weapons. He was there for his friend Bobby. If he stood her up, they didn't know what she would do. She lived close in a creepy, grey, gloomy house. 

When the next evening came, Bobby got into his vampire costume. His meat was crackling in the oven and his potatoes were baking. “While I'm out picking her up, light the candles on the dining room table, bath- room, and coffin room.” 

Tim did not argue. He was there to help. “I'll leave the dinner in the oven to keep it warm. Are you ready to drive the hearse?” 

“No,” Bobby answered nervously. Then he chuckled. “Well, there's plenty of room to shove her in the back. I'll get gas now.” 

“Right.” It was set, but no creepy music. Bobby didn't like it. 

The minute Bobby left the house Tim lit the candles then ran into the basement and locked the door. He had a lantern down there and could hear the cricket’s chirp. 

When Bobby got to Terra's house after filling the tank with a gas can, he rang the doorbell. She came out dressed nicely and said, “Hi.” 

“Hi. If you're ready let's go.” He walked to the hearse and opened the door for her. She stared at it then got in. 

“How far do you live?” she asked. “Just ten minutes away,” he answered. 

“This is nice,” she looked around comfortably. 

“I don't usually drive. I'm not out during the day.” He started to drive trying to sound like he was really a vampire. 

“I am not either.” She didn’t go out during the day usually so that no one would figure out she was undead. That was Dr. Frankenstein’s fault. 

“I hope you like rare meat and wine.” 

“I do,” she said pleased. “With a lot of blood.” 

“Me too.” He lied. “Hopefully we'll do this often. Do you want to go for a walk after dinner?” He couldn't keep his eyes on the road. 

“M hmm,” she nicely accepted. 

When they got to the house it was dark. “We're finally here.” He owned a white two-story house. With only grass and a dead tree in the yard. They headed for the door. 

When they entered, it was dark with candles lit. “What time is dinner?” she asked. 

“I'm keeping it warm in the oven. We can eat now. This is a very big house. I have a couple of guest rooms and my bedroom.” 

She walked around looking in the rooms, then last she entered his bedroom. There was a large dark wood coffin that was open. It had red velvet inside. “Do you like red?” she asked loud enough for him to hear in the kitchen. 

“Yes, I love it.” 

She stood alone and approached the coffin. She went inside and laid down. Rubbing her hands on the velvet she closed her eyes. It was comfortable. To try it out Terra closed the coffin. It was dark. Not for the living. She did have a grave, but never knew what it was like. There would be no returning there. Life and the afterlife were too precious. 

It made her think, remember, and want to talk to family. But all the family she knew were gone. She drifted away liking the coffin. 

“Terra,” Dracula called. 

Quickly she got up and ran to the dining room. The Gothic vampire table was cool. Her eyes widened. Dinner looked great! 

He poured red wine into her goblet then kissed her. “You look dazzling,” he said. 

“Thank you.” Her purple dress with black heels was perfect for the night. There was little conversation. They mostly ate as they were so hungry. Her eyes sparkled brownish black in the candlelight. It was magical. 

“Would you like to go for a walk after dinner soon?” 

“Sure,” Terra really liked the idea. “How about through the forest?”  

“Okay, how did you know Frankenstein?” 

“I'm the bride of Frankenstein, though we never married. We were engaged, and he went on a killing rampage and then ran into the forest. I was married once. He was also a zombie, brought to life by galvanism. We weren't together for even a week during the honeymoon. My last name became Johnston.” 

“This is good. I don't get too many good meals,” she added. “I'm glad you like it. How did you like the hearse?” 

“It was different. I like your coffin. I must get one,” she said lying about the hearse but not the coffin. The coffin was comfortable but the hearse, a nightmare. 

“You should. And next time we won't come here in the hearse. To be honest, I don't like it either.” Bobby watched her finish. There was not a single light on in the house. “Are you ready for a walk?” 

“Ya, sure.” 

He kicked himself. 

“What?” She looked at him funny. 

“I don't have dessert. What do zombies eat, brains?” he asked. 

“Yes. We can go get it. Not brains. I'm not that kind of zombie.” Bobby stood to go on the walk. 

“Don’t you want to blow out the candles first? I noticed you left them lit when you came to get me. You could burn down your house.” 

“Yes of course.” He blew all of them out. There were so many she helped him. They went outside for a night walk. It seemed romantic, especially when there were no words. Wind blew through the bare trees. He gave her his jacket to wear. Clop clop, there was the sound of loud footsteps in the forest. Terra jumped. “He comes.” 

“I thought he was gone.” He turned and saw a partially broken branch blowing and hitting itself. That was the real cause of the noise. 

“One day he will come for me.” 

“But you wouldn't marry him?” Bobby asked. 

“That was a nice walk. Let's watch a romance movie. Do you have a name besides Dracula?” Surprise, she was intelligent. 

“I do go by Dracula, but my real name's Bobby. I'm not the real Vladimir Dracula.” He took a deep breath. “I'm glad we met. We will do this again soon. I hope.” He really liked her and did not want her to go. He did not know how to deal with the fact she was dead. “I have to tell you something,” he wanted to save her. He liked her so he had a change of heart. 

Suddenly she was whacked in the head and fell to the floor. Her head was sore and weak, so she closed her eyes. Tim began to tie her up. He had a knife in his belt. It was too late to save her, and he went along with the plan. 

“I told her my name was Bobby.” 

He then told Terra, “This is your Frankenstein. He is not a monster like you.” He really seemed to hate monsters. 

She recognized him. Terra jerked to hit him but couldn't with her hands behind her back. Tim slapped her a few times. 

“I want her now,” Bobby yelled at him. He didn’t want to hurt her, he wanted to be with her. 

“What do you mean? You guys planned this?” she whined. Bobby nodded. “Why did you think we were monsters?” 

“I didn't know at first! It's my world,” she shouted. 

He glared back at her. They grabbed her hands and feet. Bobby noticed she didn't breathe much. 

“Not in the hearse,” he complained because he hated it. 

Tim laughed. “There's more room, it's harder to see in, and people won't ask questions.” He put her in the hearses. They drove for almost two hours to the woods. Tim got out and tied her to a tree. 

“There you go, freak.” He kicked dirt at her feet, and she growled at him. 

“You think she can find her way back?” Bob asked. 

“It would take many hours,” Tim said, aggravated. He grabbed his knife and slashed her chest. They left to sit and drink in the dark cold stream there. “Why don't dead people sleep?” Tim yelled at her so she would hear. 

“Maybe because they are tired of you!” Terra looked up to dark gray clouds moving. The wind began blowing harder. Leaves passed them as it darkened, and clouds covered the moon. She twisted in her ropes. Thunder sounded close by, and a light fall rain began. 

Lightning struck the tree she was tied to! It fried the ropes, and she pulled them free as the broken tree fell. Approaching Tim, she wrapped her rope around his neck and choked him! “You want to be real monsters?” It was an unwanted invitation. With her free hand she hit Bobby, and he fell in the water. In an instant she had Tim's knife and killed them both. 

Rain fell harder and spread blood all over the stream. She took the car keys and opened the hearse. 

The men were dragged and put in the back. She covered them with a blanket so it would appear the bodies were being transported. She drove them to Frankenstein's lab soaking wet. It was still raining and almost midnight, so the back curtain was pulled down at the back of the hearse and she went inside. Maybe she didn’t have to kill them, but she wasn’t sure. Who knew what they would actually do. Being already dead she feared a second death. 

In the morning, they both were wheeled into the galvanism room and were brought to life by large amounts of electricity traveling over their bodies. They twitched as blue light covered them. Their eyes opened! They looked dirty and undead. For a moment Terra worried they would get revenge, but she had just gotten hers. Tim stood up and walked away now transformed into a Frankenstein. The other one followed, and she let them wander out the door. Terra quickly ran and locked it. 

THE HUNTER RUSTY CORTEZ held his shotgun as he watched the fish in the stream. He hadn't caught much, just a deer and was thinking about fishing instead. There was a bait and tackle shop fifteen minutes down the road. Then he heard it. What was it? Something strange dragging. He loaded it and pointed his gun at the noise. With blank stares, they came out of the woods walking straight towards him. He opened fire, and they kept coming. It was Bobby and Tim. He reloaded then hit Bobby between the eyes when he realized he was undead. He stared at the costume corpse. Tim bit his arm and locked his jaw there. The hunter shot him too and his arm stung greatly. 

He wanted to call for help but didn't know if they would believe him. He buried them feet away from the trees and stream so they wouldn't be found. He couldn't prove they were already dead when he shot them. He cleaned his arm in the stream and left for home. He looked back at the woods driving away as evening crept in. 

When he got home, he bandaged his arm and went straight to bed. His wife Rose was already asleep. She was a psychic, and he hoped she wouldn't sense everything that happened. It was hard being married to a psychic. She always wanted to read and know his actions away from her. 

As she slept soundly and turned over, her rose gold hair fell around her shoulders. She was different, a special person. That's why he married her. They were married five years and lived in a cozy two-story home built in 1942, but still had no children. He felt sick to his stomach and was wondering how he would explain it in the morning. 

“Rusty,” his wife called him. She had made eggs benedict with avocado toast. His favorite. When she went up to fetch him, he was lying pale and sweaty. He was sick. “What did you do out there?” she asked in a suspicious voice. 

“I was bit by something. Maybe bacteria got in, and now I'm sick.” She saw the big bloody bandage. 

“Go properly wash it and I'll make you soup.” He nodded and closed his eyes. Her light blue eyes were trusted by people. She left him to sleep. By the time he woke she had chicken soup made, aspirin, and was wiping his forehead. “I need to go to work.” She worked in a local psychic reading shop. “I'll call the doctor when I get home.” She kissed his forehead. It was hot. The zombie bite gave him an infection. 

As she walked away, he grabbed the aspirin and took it. He heard the front door slam and stared at the ceiling thinking of his wife. He remembered meeting her. She wore a red flower in her hair and had naturally red lips. He was working on a construction site, and she was telling fortunes at home with a crystal ball and tarot cards. When he saw how she cared for her customers personally and loved animals, he knew he wanted to marry her kind heart. He got her a ruby heart necklace and one evening came knocking with a ring. When he entered he said, “Hi dear. I've seen how kind you are, and we've been dating for a few months.” 

“You are proposing. I see us married.” She looked down, and he laughed. He hugged her with gladness in his heart. She had made a beautiful bride. With long white satin and yellow daisies. When he bought honeymoon tickets to the Bahamas she knew. “We're going to the Bahamas!” She leapt with joy. She became Rose Cortez. They were meant to be. 

THE MIRROR SHOOK ON the wall. There was fog, and it came from the mirror on the floor. It was a gold framed mirror that hung in her bedroom. When she got up that morning, she picked it up. “Dracula won't see his reflection in this mirror.” And she hung it back up. 

Terra wondered when the Frankenstein’s she created would come back. “Where are the spooky twins?” She wanted to go back and visit her old home she lived in as a child. She grew up there and it was hers in 1900. The house was built in 1840. It would have been nice to see an old face she knew in life. It was too lonely. It would be good to see the old part of town she lived in and maybe a museum. After putting something warm on she went to grab her jacket and found her mirror on the floor again. Was something amiss? Was it really there again? She picked it up feeling like she had done something to deserve it. 

Terra believed in evil but didn't know anything about it. There was the knowledge she killed her boyfriend and his friend, but it was in self- defense. She saw the nail on the wall where the mirror hung, and it was fine. After hanging it up again, she went on with her day. 

WHEN SHE APPROACHED her old mansion in the hearse, she tried to remember her life there, but it was interrupted by the for-rent sign in the yard. Terra took down the number. It was the place she got sick and died. It was the place where she had her baby Tyra, and it was taken from her because she was accused of neglect. It looked very old and dusty. Over a hundred years. It was her home, and she loved it. No doubt it needed work. 

Unable to get in she looked through each window. It looked almost the same. Were her belongings still in there? She saw candle holders and the old fireplace. It looked Victorian and was so full of memories. Mostly because of growing up there and her parents. Staring at the dust through the window, she called the realtor and told them she wanted to rent it. 

It was at a good price because it needed work. “I used to l,” she stopped herself from saying she lived there. “I'm coming right now to get the keys.” She planned to sell the hearse. She would sell the place she lived in and considered going into Bobby's house and selling his stuff. “Those jerks,” she said to herself excitedly speeding to the realtors. Driving by, she noticed Rose's psychic shop. Interested, she made a mental note of it. 

Just then the radio turned on. She then hit a pothole and the curtains closed. The radio was not clear, but staticky. Then she heard someone call her name. She didn't know what to do and pulled over. As she got out an old song played loudly. Terra ran the rest of the way to the realtors. Going in she wanted to believe that it was Bobby and Sam. It really was. Everything went perfectly and she got the keys. There was no ride to the mansion or home, so she had to go back and get the hearse. 

Arriving back at the mansion she decided to hire people to help her clean it. If she left before nightfall the hearse shouldn't be a problem. She fell asleep on the couch. 

That night at home she had not started packing yet. She just started throwing out junk and getting out boxes. Waking at night she saw it. 

The mist in the mirror. Then a white ghostly male face. 

Strangely it did not look at her. It was Tim. The mirror floated off the wall and landed on her bed. 

Terra wanted to pick it up and get rid of it, but she was afraid. A mist came out of the mirror, and she kicked it out of the room, then out the door and she picked it up. It then shook hard and fell to the cement into a hundred pieces. The white ghost flew out and went into Terra's house. She ran inside to find it. When passing the bathroom, he appeared. Terra frowned knowing she couldn't take it outside and drop the mirror. She shut the bathroom door and went into the bedroom. Its voice called, “Terra.” As the night went by things could be heard dropping in the bathroom. Was he a poltergeist? 

Not knowing the answers to her questions, the next morning she began packing. Afterwards, the house needed to be cleaned. The same realtor she rented from was going to sell her house, and she left the house very dirty. 

The maids were hired to
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