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  Foreword



Welcome To the Tantalizing Tales Collection: Toya’s Titles of Terror, Treachery, And Suspense Shorties Volume Four




In this fourth volume and final installment there are four entertaining tales— in the beginning, find out what happens to the characters from the first story in volume three before the chapters enter and develop into its own addictive chaos.




Afterward, two more tormenting tales to indulge in.




Enjoy the ride!







  Preface



Story One:




Ersha’s Eyes




Haunted by puzzling, cryptic, tormenting visions Ersha Bigelow becomes a victim of circumstance. Something chillingly hovers over her in the ongoing of her life. Something elusive that Ersha is unable to put a finger on.




Constantly burdened by spooky images, eerie shadows, and enmeshing dreams— thoughts, images, and sensations found within the intangible realms reach out to her in the arena of the tangible.




Precognitive insight that once guarded from mistaken or misguided actions or judgments turn into premonitions that lead her into danger, deception, and darkness.







Story Two:




The Supplement




Tessa Arley is going bald at the age of twenty-seven. She is too young to lose her hair. Doctors cannot understand or find the root cause for the condition that threatens to ruin her confidence and take a toll on her life.




After all tests and treatments do not produce a diagnosis and solution to the problem Tessa continues to not only lose her hair at a more rapid rate, but she starts to lose hope.




One day while Tessa is visiting her dermatologist, he recommends a clinical trial to assess out a new drug for unexplainable hair loss. Tessa takes the doctor up on his offer as nothing else has worked in the past.




When the study appears to help Tessa giving her the unbelievable results she never thought possible—could this new experimental drug be the magic formula to her miracle cure or is it all just too good to be true?




And what about the side effects?




Do the advantages outweigh the risks or are the risks worth the consequences?







Story Three:




Blood Meal




Landon Sanders finds out from a neighbor that screams had come from the unit of his condominium while he spent another one of his days busily at work. He enters his home to the inclination of his grandmother’s presence yet there is no sign of her anywhere.




A day or two later, Landon brings a date home and while he is in the bathroom the gushing sounds of alarming screams ring out. Then, like his grandmother, his date disappears.




Is there a connection between the two? Is there something bloody strange going on?







Story Four:




Sealed Fate




When Harlyn Stone goes to a fortune teller to get her future read the circumstance may unfortunately lead to the end of her future.
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The place—pitch black—Ersha couldn’t see a thing.




Then snapped on the streetlights.




The glow in the night bared moistness amid the air. Speckles of water glimmered beneath from rain that had drizzled upon the vacant damp streets.




Where was she? Ersha did not have a clue.




In the middle of nowhere not knowing how she had gotten there and how to get out from there—wherever there was found—she started to panic.




And where were the people?




Nobody was walking around and Ersha had not seen a car in sight. Of course, time could have played a role in the scarcity of non-drifters, but no sign of life confirmed human existence.




No assurance of life, no generation of life, no detection of life except for the life within Ersha and in the earthly-like realm she had queerly stepped into.




Ersha walked down the pavement.




The woman’s limpid brown eyes gazed distrustfully at her surroundings. Though Ersha’s vision was clear, smog pervaded throughout the atmosphere, making comprehensibility difficult to behold.




As haze obscured the views up ahead Ersha inwardly discerned the presence of death there to consume her.
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Ersha awoke drenched in sweat. She gasped for air, grossly taking in deep breaths. The asthma pump called out to her from the bedside table.




“Quick! Take me! Hurry!”




Ersha reached for the inhaler.




Once the muscles that lined the airwaves into the lungs had become relaxed, she drank water from the cup she kept on hand by the bed.




Night terrors and asthma did not go together at all, especially the ones she constantly had, the unpleasant dreams mercilessly sent her into agonizing panic-attacks that violently roused her out of sleep.




The digits to the clock read 8:15 am. 




Darn. Another late start. The second time this week. This cannot become a habit.




Another day that Ersha would not arrive to work on time for her role as a columnist for the Big Apple Voice Weekly. Luckily for Ersha she was a valued employee there at the news firm that she contributed articles to for seven worthwhile years.




Up from the full-size bed to the bathroom to shower and dress the medium framed woman with thick, curly, black hair went.
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The portable television sat on the marble countertop relaying the morning news before airing a commercial.




In the kitchen of her two-bedroom midtown Manhattan apartment Ersha grabbed a quick bite to eat before she headed out the door. Holding a glass of grapefruit juice in one hand Ersha grabbed two slices of bread that popped from the toaster.




The telephone echoed euphonically from the wall that it hung on.




The silvery, sweet-sounding tone reverberated differently than the ordinary ring when the concierge called from the building.




Ersha chewed on a piece of toast going toward the phone.




Laird informed that a “Scott Forrester” had arrived. Pressed for time, Ersha readily had Mr. Price send Scott up. Though she did not expect the young man there at her apartment this early or at all for that matter there was not a moment to spare to think anything out right now—that all could come later. 




As Scott made his way to the fifth floor on the elevator Ersha finished the rest of her juice and toast. She shut off the portable television, rinsed her glass, then stepped into the modern style living room before the bell to her apartment door rang.




“What brings you here?” Ersha asked. She gave the medium height guy of a slim build a welcoming hug and tight squeeze.




The look in Scott’s penetrating grayish-blue eyes denoted a sit-down moment. And one Ersha currently did not have the time for. The columnist could not afford to waste another second.




“Listen here,” Ersha said, abruptly. Scott didn’t have a chance to get a word in. “I must go. I am already late for work at the paper. We can talk when I get home.”




Ersha pecked Scott on his cheek then recommended that he make himself at home.




The twenty-three-year-old watched his favorite cousin rush down the hallway to catch the elevator then locked the door behind him.















