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​

The short story in your hands is rather like a locked attic. You know you shouldn’t look inside, but you do. 

The title, HURRICANE, is quite accurate, though I should clarify: the publisher has refused all responsibility for what happens after you read it. Sleeplessness, trembling, and the occasional scream in the dark are entirely your affair.

The short story you are about to enjoy is part of a book titled NIGHTMARES - 13 Twisted Tales, though I should confess that title is a bit misleading. You see, most nightmares evaporate the next morning, like the mist in at sunrise. These stories, however, have the unnerving habit of lingering with you long after you wake up. 

One final note. As the author, I should wish you “pleasant dreams” at the conclusion of this story. But that would be dishonest on my part. 

May I suggest you keep a light on, and the door locked.

Shall we begin?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
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The living room television blared with urgency as a nervous meteorologist stood in front of a digital map. On the screen the twisting swirl of a monster hurricane swallowing the Florida Panhandle. "Irene is now a Category Five Hurricane with sustained winds at 158 miles per hour. Mandatory evacuations are in place for all coastal communities. Inland residents are urged to take immediate precautions."

John Conner leaned forward on the couch, elbows on his knees. His eyes wide and shining with the manic gleam of a man who had waited his entire life for this moment. “Oh my God . . . this is exactly what we prepared for . . . a Cat 5 storm.” John whispered, almost reverently.

His wife Betty didn’t even look up. “We?” She said dryly. “You mean you, John. We have been trying to live normal lives while you have been stockpiling cans of tuna like the apocalypse comes with mayonnaise. We have enough MREs to feed all of Panama City.”

John shot up from the couch. “You’ll be singing a different tune when this bitch hits. It’s a Cat 5, Betty!”

“Well, if this Irene scares you so much. We don’t need your doomsday hysterics. We can go to my mother’s in Atlanta.” His wife answered, weary of his neurotic antics.

From the garage came the sound of one cabinet door slamming, then another. “Betty, where’s my HVH suit?”

“Your what?” Betty answered, getting up and walking closer to the garage door from the kitchen.

“My High-Visibility Hurricane Suit, that I bought from the ‘Last Man Standing’ website last winter.”

Betty shook her head. “If you mean that ridiculous yellow poncho? I think I packed it with the Halloween stuff.”

“Laugh all you want, woman, but when the winds howl and the debris starts flying, you’ll be begging me to share my reflective glory!” He darted into the hallway, his voice echoing. “Brianna, get your telescope! Carl, secure the router! Family formation drill, now!”

Carl raised his voice to be heard above the clatter, soaked in teenage irritation. “Give it a break, Dad. I’m at ninety percent downloaded. If the power goes out, I swear I’m suing that idiot Jim Cantore.

Nine-year-old Brianna returned, walking down the staircase with her telescope clutched against her chest like a prized teddy bear. “Do you think if the Hurricane is strong enough that it could blow a flying saucer into our backyard, Daddy? You did tell me they hide in storms.”

John knelt next to his daughter, smiling at her excitement, his eyes growing soft and loving. “That’s the spirit, Bri. What did I always tell you? Disaster breeds opportunity. Tonight could be the night we make first contact.”

Betty groaned. “That’s perfect. After the alien’s visit, we can sit in the dark and listen to your poncho squeak.”

“Don’t mock my HVH suit!” John snapped as he struck a heroic pose in the middle of the living room. “This is tactical gear, Betty. Tactical Gear.”

Carl stomped in from the garage, his phone charger trailing behind him like a lifeline. His hair was tousled from frustrated finger-combing, and his expression was the embodiment of terminal teenage despair. “The Wi-Fi is already on the fritz, Dad. If I can’t finish this download before the storm hits, I’m moving.”

“Where are you gonna move to, genius?” Betty asked. 

Carl ignored his mother, pointing accusingly at John. “This is your fault, Pops. You overloaded the bandwidth with your stupid YouTube survival videos again.”

“Knowledge is power.” John said smugly.

“Not that knowledge.” Carl groaned, collapsing onto the couch. “You’re downloading a guy teaching you how to start a fire with two Doritos and a battery.”

“Hey, you mock it, but one day . . . ”

“One day.” Betty cut in. “I’ll have a glass of merlot and not have to listen to either of you.” She frowned and poured herself another large glass of Mother’s Little Helper. “Speaking of batteries, John. You did remember to buy batteries for the video player, didn’t you?”

John turned away from his son. His HVH suit squeaking like a rubber duck. “What batteries?”

Betty smirked. “Jesus, John. I only asked you to get me one damn thing, and you screwed it up. You’re unbelievable . . . can this day get any better?”

For a heartbeat, silence filled the room, broken only by the sound of Brianna peeling the tape from the sliding glass door and pressing her telescope to the glass. “D a a a d! I think I saw a flying saucer fly over the house! Or maybe it’s the neighbor’s trampoline. I can’t make it out.”

John clapped his hands together, snapping back into motion. “All right! Tactical Readiness Protocol Bravo!”

“Brianna, you stay on UFO watch!”

“Carl, prioritize router defense!”

“Betty . . . you’re in charge of wine rations!”

Betty raised her glass over her head and nodded. “Way ahead of you, Commander.”
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John Conner emerged from the garage like a general inspecting his troops. In his hand was a clipboard with the words ‘Storm Readiness Checklist’ scrawled across the top.

“Phase Two commences now. Everyone outside. This is not a drill, I repeat, THIS IS NOT A DRILL’.”

Carl wandered onto the porch in pajama pants, clutching a Pop-Tart like it was the last known relic of human civilization. He squinted at his dad. “Seriously, Pops? It’s 10 a.m. I’ve been gaming all night. You’re killing me.”

Betty strolled out in her robe, sipping wine from her World’s Best Mom engraved glass. She surveyed the scene: John sweating profusely, plywood scattered across the lawn, and a tarp already tangled in the azaleas. “My dear sweet husband.” She said casually. “You do know we could just tie down the grill and bring the lawn chairs in.”

John snorted his disapproval and instantly walked closer to his wife so the children could not hear. “Betty. That is a suboptimal tactical maneuver. Do you want to be crushed by a rogue patio chair traveling at two hundred miles per hour? Because I don’t.”

Betty sipped her wine, unimpressed. “I’d risk it.”

Meanwhile, Brianna had discovered a sun-bleached plastic kiddie pool behind the lawn shed. She dragged it into the backyard and placed a pink flamingo stolen from the garden on the bow. “Behold, the ark of our deliverance!” She announced, stroking its beak solemnly. “Captain Flamingo will guide us















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
1) \l\‘\'

il ”‘il

| \\5\\3{3 i

‘ ffr?} ' gt

M‘H





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





