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Chapter One

THE LADDER
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“Tristin want to go out for drinks tonight?”

He looked up from his paper work and saw his secretary Jennie standing before him. A plain woman who would be better looking if her skirt was shorter and the white blouse, she wore was a lot tighter and a little lower. Tristin smiled his most dazzling smile and said, “Not tonight Jennie, I have an important meeting after work.” Actually, the meeting he had in mind was with the curvaceous blonde named Suzi that worked as a waitress in the nightclub down the street.

Tristin watched as Jennie walked away. He then glanced at his watch. “Shit, I got to go.” He said out loud and stood up quickly. Tristin reached for his briefcase and opened it, then he grabbed his paperwork that he had been working on and stuffed it rapidly into the leather case.

He ran to the elevator and pressed the down button. Tristin stepped through the doors when they opened and pressed the button for the lobby. As the elevator made its descent, he looked at his reflection in the mirrored walls.

Tristin was a very handsome man with short brown wavy hair and green eyes. He was a tall and muscular man of only thirty-five years. Tristin’s black suit was nicely pressed and made him look quite dapper. He smiled at his reflection and said, “Oh yes, I am going to get lucky tonight with Suzi.”

The elevator doors opened, and he hurried out into the lobby. Tristin pushed his way through the crowd and quickly went out of the revolving glass doors. He looked around and saw the sidewalk devoid of all pedestrians that usually blocked his way, but he was ahead of the rush today.

He turned left and began his walk to the corner where Tristin would cross the street, down one block and finally meet up with Suzi. Tristin was in so much of a hurry, he did not notice the ladder ahead of him. Workers were fixing a sign on one of the buildings near the corner and left for a break, leaving the ladder behind and opened.

Tristin walked under the ladder and stopped abruptly. An old woman stood before him, she looked to be close to one hundred years of age. She was short and hunched forward, had long silver hair and bright blue eyes. She wore a long black dress with a multi-colored shawl and long beads dangling from her neck.

Her voice was clear and loud when she said to him, “You walked under the ladder, which was foolish boy. You quickly need to counter the bad luck; place your thumb between your index and middle finger. Do it now before it is too late.”

Tristin momentarily stared at the old woman in surprise, and then he finally came to his senses and told her, “Woman, you are crazy. I do not believe in that superstitious mumbo jumbo, it is not real.”

“My name is Adria, not woman! I am not crazy.”

“Ok then Adria, you must be senile then.” Tristin laughed.

“Mock me if you like Tristin but walking under a ladder awakens evil spirits and they would not be very happy with you. The spirits will cause you very bad luck unless you do as I say,” Adria told him.

Tristin stopped laughing. “How did you know my name?”

It was Adria’s turn to laugh and she cackled gleefully. She said, “You would be amazed at everything I know, so you best follow my advice Tristin.”

“Like I said Adria, I do not believe in superstitions. Now I am in a hurry, so if you will excuse me.” Tristin tried to walk around the old woman, but she moved quickly to block him once again. He was surprised by how agile Adria was even though she was ancient.

“You better listen to me young man, superstitions are very real, and I can prove it.”

Tristin smiled and said, “Oh really, how can you prove it to me, Adria?” His thoughts of Suzi were momentarily forgotten as curiosity for the old woman caught his attention; she amused him, and Tristin was dying to hear what Adria had to say and prove that superstitions were true.

Adria smiled at him and said, “I’ve got a few stories to share with you about how people like yourself found out, mostly the hard way, that superstitions are very real indeed.” She cackled again.
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Chapter Two

JESSICA’S INTRUSION
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“You have heard the one about the black cat, haven’t you?” Adria asked.

“Of course, everyone knows that one. A black cat crossing your path is bad luck; I have had a lot of black cats cross in front of me and I had no bad luck ever,” Tristin said.

“Well for this young girl, it caused her the worst luck of all.”

Adria began her story...

Jessica walked through the dark, lonesome woods; she was lost. Jessica wandered away from the camp to go exploring. As she walked on the twisted dirt path, the moon’s luminous light led her way.

A small movement near the path's edge caught her eye. Jessica paused, trying to see what moved in the shadows. As she slowly walked closer, a black cat sauntered out of the bushes and crossed the path directly in front of her. Jessica jumped in fright and her heart skipped a few beats.

Once the shock of the cat's sudden appearance wore off, and Jessica's heartbeat returned to normal, she spoke to the cat, "You are lucky I'm not superstitious." Jessica smiled at how an innocent kitty had scared her so much. She began to walk along the path again, trying hard to find the way back to the campsite.  

Jessica saw a glow in front of her, deep in the woods. It was off the path that she was walking on. The decision to stay with the path or go off on her own weighed heavily on her mind. Jessica wanted to know what caused the mysterious spark, but she also was afraid to leave the path.

Jessica finally chose her desired course and walked into the thick trees off the path. As she moved closer, Jessica saw that the glow was a campfire. New hope filled her soul; she was not lost anymore. Jessica walked closer and then paused to glance around her; she hoped to catch a glimpse of someone, anyone at all, but no one was around. Her heart sank; she was still lost.

Jessica decided to sit down and rest next to the fire. She needed to think about what she was going to do next. At first, the sound was faint, barely heard. Jessica thought she had imagined it. A tree moved, someone or something was out there. She at first thought it was the black cat again, but the movement the tree made was by something much larger. Jessica was scared, so frightened that she could not move.

The noise grew louder. It was moving in on her. Closer, closer, closer and closer it came; soon whatever it was, would be in the open area by the fire and by Jessica. The frightened girl stared in silence as it emerged from the trees. Her face showed pure terror. One large scaly hand reached for her. Jessica’s scream grew into a startling silence.

He turned toward the fire; his large frame formed an eerie shadow from the flames. He put his razor-sharp fingers towards his mouth and tasted the blood that still clung to the long nails. He smacked his lips, savoring the blood sliding down his throat. He slowly crept away from the clearing, back into the shadows and silently began to wait.

The quiet, peaceful night continued. The stars brilliance shined down from the black dome of the sky. The moon continued to shine down on the silent woods as the black cat sat down and began to clean his paws in the glow of a lonely fire.

When Adria finished, she looked at Tristin. She asked, “Are you convinced that superstitions are true? The demise of that poor girl Jessica should have proved it to you.”

At first, Tristin just stared at the old woman. The story sure had shock value; he would credit her with that but to be a believer of superstitions because of it, Tristin was not going to fall for that one. He told her, “The story only proves that young girls should not go off wandering alone at night in a dark woods.” He smiled and tried to walk around Adria again, she blocked his way. “Really agile for an old crone,” Tristin thought.

“Fine, I have another one for you,” she told him.

“I am really in a hurry, Ma’am,” Tristin said as he tried to dodge her.

“Not so fast, you will listen to this one,” she said and waved her withered finger in his face.
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