
        
            
                
            
        

    
  Nightmares and Other Stories to Dance To

  Eric Koziol

   

  First Edition published May 2026

  Copyright © 2026 Eric Koziol

  This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only and may not be resold or given away to others. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

  


Don't Fall Asleep



“What do you mean you ‘don’t close your eyes?’”




“Exactly that. I can’t close my eyes. She’ll get me.”




“You’re being serious. I haven’t been able to catch you blinking.”




“Yup, spend lots of money on eye drops. You want some?”




“Nah, I guess you need them more than me. Wait, who will get you?”




“She will. The last few years, every time I closed my eyes, a woman with long black hair—”




“Did you watch The Ring one too many times?”




“No, I can’t watch horror. But yeah, something like that. Got closer and closer. Last time I closed my eyes, she was right in front of me.”




“So you’re afraid the next time you close your eyes that’s it?”




“Yep.”




“Do you not sleep or something?”




“You ever seen A Clockwork Orange?”




“You can’t do horror, but that was okay?”




“Look, I didn’t choose this life.”




“Whatever. But yeah, what about it?”




“Well, I use that kind of setup and automatic eye drops every night.”




“No way.”




“Nah, check it. I got some scarring here by the corner of my eyes.”




“Damn, you’re right. That looks like it hurts.”




“Better than being dead.”




“Dude, you are so fucking with me.”




“Whatever, man. You asked.”




“So, what is it? You need me to man the Ludovico Technique apparatus?”




“Shut up.”




“No, but seriously?”




“You are into all that weird shit. I figured you might know something about this.”




“I think you need a therapist.”




“Like I didn’t try that? She kept trying to get me to close my eyes. Said it was some family issues.”




“Could be?”




“I tell you, if I close my eyes, I will die.”




“Bullshit. Bet you twenty you won’t.”




“Trust me, you wouldn’t get paid.”




“Hey, is that Janice?”




“Huh? What are you talking about?”




Janice placed her hands around Frank’s eyes and said, “Guess who?”




Frank screamed and crumbled into dust.






Things Unseen



Deep, deep, deep, deep down in a cellar sat a nasty old son of a bitch. You might determine for yourself that this isn’t the right way to refer to him, but that’s what he’d come to call himself. He was a nasty old son of a bitch, and he sat in a cellar. He never considered why he sat in this cellar, but that’s what he did.




Wake up, piss in the corner, maybe defecate if the mood was right, and then bang on the wall until his daily hunk of bread was chucked down at him. In a few ways, he felt like he liked its simplicity. You might learn to enjoy this yourself if it’s all you knew. Sometimes, he’d feel a strange tingle in the back of his head. Sensations of life outside these confines. But he did his best not to let himself become bothered by that. He had to keep up his strength for Tuesdays. You know why he liked Tuesdays?




Well, that was the only day that was different for him. It was his only frame of reference for the passage of time. The only reminder of his mortality and that life was slowly slipping out of his grasp. If you asked, he couldn’t tell you when Tuesday was coming. It just would. You might be surprised to learn it was also when he came to desire the cold, dark cellar.




While most of his time was spent in the dank coldness, Tuesdays would bring him into a world of painful, vivid color. Where he was in relation to his cellar, he didn’t quite know. He didn’t know how he ended up in this room or who brought him there. He didn’t know whose sultry voice he heard, but longed for her. Somehow, it felt wrong to long, but long he did. You’d best recognize this voice as the one you think of when you want to hear something that soothes the depths of your soul. And this was the voice he heard. But as much as he loved this voice, he feared what would come with it.




First, she would say how Tuesday had finally come, and she was glad to be able to talk to him again. Then she would go on about many a thing. Are you interested in what she said? Probably not, but the way she told him made him want to tell the world. All about how her dog was playing with her newborn baby. Or how her car was in the shop to get fixed. Maybe even a bit of what she had for breakfast or about her bad gas. Simple, boring things, you know? But for this nasty old son of a bitch, it was so sweet that it was almost torturous.




As much as the voice made him want to love everything, what he saw on Tuesdays made him want to end the world. Visions of a well-dressed man using his own meaty hands to beat a short, beautiful woman. Footage of a little girl being chased with shoes and beaten until she sobbed. A glass bottle shattered across a man’s forehead. Every Tuesday was different, you see. Every Tuesday hurt his soul. But no matter what he saw, it always ended with the man sitting with his hands on his head, sobbing for forgiveness. All the while, this beautiful woman told him of the wonders of her life and how everyday things were getting better. So why were the visions getting worse?




This is what made him feel like a nasty old son of a bitch. Here he was, just watching these people, unable to help at all. You can imagine how he'd try. He’d reach out and try to stop the man’s hand. He’d throw his own shoes at the bastard chasing the little girl. He’d call out for that poor young bastard to duck. Nothing could be done to end the torment caused to these poor people! He was given a view into their world once a week, but just that. He couldn’t change a damn thing. It would all stop, and he would find himself back in the cellar, hungry and with the urge to piss. But you know what? He'd be waiting for Tuesday.




Janet stood up, picked up her bag, and bent over to kiss her father on his forehead. It had been six years since he overdosed and went into a coma. She at least felt solace in the smile that was always on his face and knew that he was having sweet, sweet dreams.






The Pool



You are standing before your childhood home–or what you think was your childhood home. Everything has been a bit fuzzy since the surgery. Your mother wrote a letter asking you to visit once you feel better. She said you could relax by the pool. You don’t remember ever having a pool, though. The gray skies aren’t welcoming, but being home for a bit should be nice.




Hey Jude,




I am so sorry that I did not visit you in the hospital. You know how busy work keeps me. I know the surgery must have taken a lot out of you, but I’m so glad to hear it was a success. If you have the time before returning to work, please visit your dear mother. I’ve kept the pool clean and have a stack of novels for you to enjoy while you recover. I can even make you some turkey sandwiches. That vegan girlfriend of yours hasn’t turned you off of turkey, has she? I can’t wait to see you again.




Love,




Mom




After receiving the letter, you had decided to surprise your mother as she surprised you with the invitation. Unfortunately, you do not have your cell phone. As you look at the house’s dark windows, you feel like making a surprise visit was a mistake.




The taxi driver pulls off without a word. He had not seemed pleased to have driven to the middle of nowhere, especially since the hospital paid for the ride. Since you had no money, you couldn’t give him a tip other than mentioning that he should have taken the curves a little slower. Your stomach is still reeling from the ride.




Your mother must have locked the gate. That is not something you remember her ever doing before. Then again, you’re not sure you remember much at all. The accident was pretty bad. You’re lucky to be alive.




The sky is grey, and the clouds are a deep purple. You hope the pool water is smoke-free.




There’s a key under the rock. This is not like your mother. She must have expected you to arrive while she was out. Couldn’t she have included a key with her letter? You bet she didn’t want it to get stolen. That is like your mother.




This is the house you remember, except it’s older and worn down. Your mother must not be spending much time on maintenance these days.




Another locked door. This makes sense. But where did your mother hide this key?




The deep blue water of the pool mesmerizes you. You remember staring into it for hours as a child. Where did this memory come from? You did not have a pool. You never learned to swim.




The back of the house seems to have taken less damage from the weather over the years.




You pull at the grass, revealing a window.




The window is not locked. This is strange. You open it and slip inside to your old house.




The cold smell of potatoes and onions invades your nose. The bare lightbulb in the middle of the room reveals a basement you do not remember. Did you break into a stranger’s house?




You pull on the basement door, revealing a set of stairs. This you remember. Then again, could everyone’s house have the same stairs?




Something catches your eye. That stair panel doesn't look right. You push through the soft wood, and it breaks away. Someone had hidden this here. Was it before you and your mother moved in?




The kitchen is cold and damp. The bare refrigerator makes you wonder if this is your old home. Your mother would have had pictures of Mittens and all sorts of bills attached to it. Did Mittens die?




The refrigerator won’t open. It’s not locked. But it won’t open.




You open the oven, almost hoping to find some food inside. Instead, there is a cassette tape. You take it.




The sight of the living room sends a chill down your spine. This is your living room. This was your home. Is your home. There is the couch your mother always slept on. But the dust on the coffee table suggests no one has been here in some time. Or your mother has not been cleaning. That’s not like her at all.




You look around and see the entrance to your bedroom. You tug
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