
  
  [image: ]




  
  Copyright © [Year of First Publication] by [Author or Pen Name] 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Introduction
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Little Gods
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  1.
                
                 A vampire tale
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Pack Leader
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  2.
                
                 Werewolf Flash fiction
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Born of Pain
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  3.
                
                 A twist on the Haunted House
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Martyr
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  4.
                
                 A Nightmare Flash Fiction
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        My Resignation
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  5.
                
                 Inspired by my first teaching position
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Tests and Results
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  6.
                
                 We create the very monsters that will destroy us.
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Hookers From Outer Space
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  7.
                
                 Terror from out there
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Daniel Nick
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Fullpage image
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Introduction



Collected in these pages are seven of my stories that I’d label “Horror”.  But I’m an odd duck and I tend to view the world a tad bit differently than many others. Some people might argue a few stories here have no business being in a Horror anthology, and maybe they’d be right…assuming they were in charge of this book.
They are not.
I see Horror differently than some. Without getting too deeply into it, I've seen real horror. I've never been on a battlefield, I've never met a monster, I've never run into horror that breaks the minds of humanity. But you know what? Yes I have. There's more than one type of battlefield, monsters often live in the bedroom next to the victims, and I've cried myself to sleep more than once having spent my career trying to mend their broken minds. I know real horror, and it doesn't need a full moon to come out, a scary decrepit mansion to reside in, or to drink blood to live.
Yes, there is a fun Vampire short story, and a haunted house. There is some nastiness and some gruesome death contained in these pages, for sure. I’ve found that when I’m just writing to hone my craft or to throw down ideas, they’re almost always what I would consider horror (no, I’m not going to psychoanalyze myself here, I promise).
Then again, there is a story here that conveys the horror of what humans do to each other, but nobody so much as gets a nosebleed.
I tried to lay out the anthology so that the stories go from “Traditional Monster” and grow progressively less so. So you traditionalists get a fun short Vampire story right away and a Werewolf flash fic. Maybe, if you like it, you’ll stick around for the haunted house, the nightmare, the teacher's last day at work, the students' big test, and the Hookers from Outer Space.
I hope you enjoy the stories, and I hope you can see past the words on the page to the heart of the matter.  I promise - each one of these stories has elements of the horrific, and each and every one lives on my computer in the “Horror Short Story” folder.  
Even the Hookers from Outer Space.








  
  This one goes out to all the people who appear as characters in these stories. 

I'm sorry, but you did something to earn it. Probably something like supported me when I was down, or joining me as we fought to provide a real life for kids who otherwise would have been denied them. 

Hell, maybe you just had the poor taste to become part of my family.

So there's that…








  
  Little Gods


"Who the fuck is this dead guy on my bed?" 
Shit, I was just getting to like this town. 
O.K., here's the situation; I'm something of a deep sleeper, but I've got few defenses to protect myself from would be saviors of the world. One of these is an ability to kill in my sleep. I need this instinctual protection, you see, because I'm the bad guy. You would call me Evil with the capital "E". 
Can't blame you really, after all you're just food to me. I'm the beast, the hunter, and the spouter of bad clichés. But, for the most part, I prefer to work in anonymity. So when I wake up holding a dead man by his crushed throat, I always look for a large hammer and pathetic little wooden stake on the ground. If – like now – I find them, it kind of rules out random burglary. Your kind have found me and know that I am a Vampire.
Tossing the body off to the side, I survey my bedroom. Tasteful yet understated. Except for the dead guy.
The corpse obviously thrashed about in his death throes; the room is a wreck. The wall near my headboard has holes where the dying man kicked and flopped into it. An expensive antique lamp and the blonde Heywood-Wakefield nightstand have been destroyed. It lies on its side next to my custom made, sled-style king bed. Figures. I had the bed built to match the nightstand. 
The fabulously expensive handmade Persian rug is twisted up in the dead man's feet, and judging from the foul odor in the room, the corpse lost control of his bowels when he died.
I look closer. Sure enough, the carpet is soaked. Ruined by a dead man's piss.
The only question now is how many others are there? They never come alone, and they never have the balls to stay and finish the job after my sleeping form kills the first one to approach. I mean, be honest, would you hang around after your fearless leader was killed by a fiend who didn't even bother to wake up to do it?
But this one is still very warm, so his cohorts must be nearby. Also it is dark now, they are on my turf. I will find every one of them and make sure they are all dead, but first I need sustenance, and like I said, this one's still warm. Breakfast in bed. 
The blood is no longer flowing so the traditional neck bite is out, but that's O.K. We vampires don't wear tuxedos and capes, but we can do a few really cool tricks. We are so much more than you know. We are Gods.
I will my body to shift from its human form, and a six-foot, attractive man (attractive? I’m fucking gorgeous) with flowing brown hair and a wiry, athletic body transforms into your worst nightmares. My body thickens and hunches as if my spine can't hold the sudden increase in weight. A groan escapes from my throat as my forehead takes on a sickening slant back to my receding hairline, and my jaws sprout a mouthful of razor sharp teeth. My fingers elongate and the nails on them harden, and I look out on the world with glowing red eyes. Then with a strength you humans wouldn't believe until I used it on you, I rip the heart out of his chest and swallow it whole. 
Don't let bad fiction fool you, blood may make the world go round, but my kind can eat anything. I prefer souls.
Once breakfast is over, I squat next to the ruined Persian rug and focus my thoughts outward. I allow my mind to be open and receptive to the emotions of the living creatures around me. This part of the hunt always scares me. See, I don't know exactly what it is I'm doing, but for my kind it's an instinctual part of what I call our "predatory package". 
Yup. Vampires are empaths. It works most of the time without any serious side effects. Most of the time. 
Sometimes it can come back on me with such force that I'll sit enraptured for the entire night bathed in an intoxicating symphony of loves, hates, fears, and passions, completely oblivious to the physical world around me. 
Anyway, this time there is no backlash and I can handle the influx of feelings. Even though I dread this particular endeavor, its practice pays off and I feel an ungodly amount of terror that, experience shows, only a monster like me can inspire. It is barely two miles away, which is not at all surprising because these idiots always park the car way out in the boonies in order to better their chances of sneaking up on what is, lets face it, effectively a comatose villain. 
For some reason they never think about the potential need for a speedy escape. Research people, research!  You could come in here with the Notre Dame Marching Band playing and if it ain't dark, I ain't waking! Of course that doesn't mean that I am defenseless. You could ask the poor shmuck at my feet about that except he ain't talking.
Back to the amateurs here. There has to be no more than four, maybe five people in the one vehicle racing away from me. With the amount of psycho babble coming from their minds it's hard to tell the exact number but, what the fuck, empathic mental probing is not an exact science now is it?
I can tell that the driver is so scared that he can hardly control the big...van!  Yes, he is driving a van and he is crying and can't see where he's going. I'd better get to him before he crashes the damn machine into a tree and kills them all. That's my job.
I don't bother to revert back to my human guise. Even so, they're about six miles away by the time I hide the damage to the outside of my brand new house and get started after them. It will take me about four or five minutes to catch up if they don't crash first, but that's the chance I have to take. 
So I start out after them at a swift, albeit supernatural, pace. I'm not using anything more than my enhanced strength and endurance to chase them down, but that still puts me in the same class as your average sports cars. And I can go off road.
This all sounds impossible, but for Vampires it is just second nature, we've been doing this stuff since before the birth of science. Long before Aristotle, Socrates, and Plato (or, the three stooges as I like to call them) fucked up the world far worse than my kind ever dreamed of by giving birth to the scientific thought process, Greeks, Phoenicians, Egyptians, Chinese, and virtually anywhere nomads came to trade news, we were there. We were in their stories, we were in their nightmares, we were in their midst. So while logic and knowledge have grown to rule men's minds, there has always been this second nature people have had to deal with.
Actually though, all this nature talk is unfair to humans, because it's more than just nature. No matter what anyone may say, when it comes to my kind, science and nature take a back seat to the supernatural. Sorry, I know that it's not currently popular to think this way, but the sad fact remains that our origins are not of this level of existence. There is a God, just not the ones my victims pray to for deliverance, and and there is a Devil. 
There always has and always will be a struggle between chaos and order, empathy and sociopathy, “right” and “wrong” and there are armies on both sides. Humans are bit players, pawns; and like pawns have little real power on the chessboard other than sheer numbers. I don't know what piece I am, but I feel pretty sure it ain't the bishop.
Up ahead I see the van lurching and weaving from side to side, but not nearly as bad as expected. That's a shame because it means that they are collecting their wits and calming down. 
Too bad for them because it will make their death that much more cruel. To have that false hope that you made it away safely only to have my hurtling form tear through the side of your van and kill everyone in it, well, it chokes me up just thinking about it. 
The tall one sitting against the side I come through dies instantly, his spinal cord severed, body ripped nearly in half. In the gore spattered interior I have time to notice the raw terror in the eyes of the tubby one with the bad pockmarked face before I slam his head into the window and then fling him all the
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