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A Call 15 Years | ater
By: Anna

| called my parents 15 years after they killed me...

It's my tenth l:?irthday, and my parents are fighting because neither of them got me anything. They have been fighting
for a while but this sparked the fire. They started talking about divorce and fighting over who would get custody of me.
Honestly | felt like the blame was on me, it was my fault that they were fighting. My existence caused the fire to start. With
my ?arents fighting about my life and their choices depending on my future, it made me feel like | shouldn't even be here
or alive.
| guess you could say that I'm lonely. Being homeschooled and not having any friends because my parents refuse to let
me have a social life. My life at home is scary and | wish | could just live like a normal kid and have a fun, normal kid life.
But what is normal? My parents have never really gotten along, but why now? Why on my birthday? People always say
that when you have a kid, it should be a miracle and change your life in the best ways. But | guess it was the complete
opposite for my parents.

They regret having me, yet what did | ever do to them?

| ask myself everyday if | was really meant to be here. Anyways, let's not get too sappy. It was my birthday, a day we
should be happy and celebrating! The family had dinner, cake, and my older sister got me a bracelet that said, "I love you
forever and always”. She made me feel wanted and loved. She was the only one that did, other than my oldest brother.
Both of my siblings had left and moved out though. My brother was 18, and my sister was 20. | never really saw them,
they never came to visit. Both of them moved out at a young age. My brother moved out at 17 and my sister moved out at
16. They never told me the real reason of why they chose to leave, but I'm pretty sure we all know why. They wanted to
escape the horror and learn what a “normal” life could be like.

Later that night the house became silent. It was never silent, there was always yelling, or the television, or music blaring
so my parents couldn’t hear each other. | knew there was going to be an explosion of some sort, but | didn't think it was
gonna be on my birthday. My parents were silent. Well not silent, but having a normal conversation without yelling at each
other. So it was pretty silent to me. | wondered what they were talking about. So | head down the stairs and sit quietly
where they can't see me. | start to listen to their conversation.

“Well, what would we do with her afterwards?” my mom says quietly and weirdly unbothered. Honestly, what are they
planning? | have a million thought running through my head at the moment.

Quietly, my dad says, “Well there is a...” He stopped. He saw me. | ran upstairs to my room. Him and my mom continue
talking.

Well it was late, so | tried to sleep. Oddly enough, | fell right asleep. Later, my parents came in to wake me up. They said
that they were taking me somewhere, somewhere fun for my birthday to make up for fighting and forgetting. So we got in
the car and started driving. We drove for around 30 minutes in the complete dark. | was blindfolded because | was told it
was a surprise. | feel the car stop.

“Where are we?" | said, trying to hide the fear in my voice.

“What does it look like?” Dad said laughing, knowing | can't see.

My mom said to stay quiet and silent. After getting out of the car, | smell the air and | know that I'm surrounded by nature. |
suddenly feel uneasy and nervous. Next thing | know I'm being held and my mom'’s hand is over my mouth. | can't
breathe. | start to scream, or at least tried. My dad tells me to keep quiet or consequences will happen. | kept screaming
because if someone heard me, | would hope they'd call someone to get help.
| started to think, what if | could fake being dead and run when they think they've accomplished what they wanted to in the
first place. To kill me. So | “passed out” and pretended to be dead. My parents let go of me, both breathing heavy because
| put up a fight. | lay there for a good five minutes before they started talking about what they were gonna do with me. Still
not moving an inch or making a sound, | wait until | hear the footsteps reced. | ran like I've never ran before. When |
started running, my dad chased after me and | tripped over a log. He started to kick me so that | couldn't get up. My head
was bleeding and | couldn't see straight. My body was shaking and | started throwing up blood. My dad kept kicking and
kicking and my mom just watched. She watched like it was pleasing.

Mom's phone started ringing. It was my sister. Calling to tell me happy Birthday.

“We need to hurry before they come looking.” she said frantically.

So my dad kicked harder and harder. He grabbed my arms and picked me up. He told my mom to hold me. She held me
by the arms while my dad punched my stomach. He punched and punched till | started to throw up blood again. They let
my body drop to the ground when they knew | couldn’t go anywhere. My dad took one last hit, and | took one last breath. |
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sead. This is what they wanted. The heat from my body started to leave and | got super cold. So my body was done.

«d so was |. But | don't understand, why tonight? And who knew my parents were so evil and capable of such a terrible
thing? Certainly not my family, my siblings, nor myself.
Well it's been 15 years and I've been dead. It is now supposed to be my 25th birthday. But | am never going to get it. |
decided since | still have a spirit, | would make a visit to my parents.
| got to the house and in the window | saw a cake with candles lit. My parents were crying, along with my sister and
brother. My parents never told my siblings what they did to me. They still have no clue. | guess the story is that | hung
around the wrong group of friends and things took a wrong turn. As for my parents, they still acted like they did nothing.
So | decided to call to make an appearence. When my parents answered, they answered in fear. I'm assuming they've
gotten many phone calls since my death, but never one like this. Mom answered the phone and before she could say
anything | say...
“Hi mom, you miss me?” | said.
“Who is this?” she said terrified.
“Your dead daughter. Remember the night 15 years ago today?” | said.
She hung up the phone in shock. And | decided to leave it at that.
Happy birthday to me right?
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Hi=#

What's a good phone number to reach you at if you are a winner?

[Quoted text hidden]

il v Wed, Nov 1, 2023 at 9:02 AM
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[Quoted tex! hidden]
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Cold isolating terror, Unwilling to move, unwilling to think, unwilling to breathe. Black pools fill
my surroundings, a melody echoes in my head emptying my thoughts and banishing the cold
depths out of my mind. Thoughts of who | was, where | was, why | was didn't matter. For the first
time | was connected, connected to something bigger. The same dark and twisted environment
suddenly felt.....like home. | swatted at the encroaching black mist pushing it out of my
thoughts. Once more a harsh chilling sensation washed over me. It all came back to me, | was
surrounded by an unfamiliar and hostile world. Deep inside the waters of Krubera Cave. | looked
around my surroundings desperately trying to find where | was. How deep had | gone? As | felt
around my surroundings for a light source | began to feel almost wrong. Like these hands of
mine weren't mine like there was meant to be more than these two measly arms. Black pools
surrounded my vision as the feeling of long appendages crawled up my back.
Warmth....love....... home.... The world felt more vivid, the dark more colorful than it was before.
| was meant to be here. | wanted to be here, | had to be here. The depths had an indescribable
beauty to it. Crimson pools circled my vision and | felt a sharp object pierce my lower back. |
desperately tried to swim up but my body wouldn't move and | only sank deeper and deeper.
The melody grew deafening, blocking even the most rudimentary thoughts. There were no
lyrics, no tempo, no hint of song yet it conveyed feeling, more feeling than any other song could
deliver. Despite the continuous ripping of my flesh | didn't feel pain, despite the suffocating
darkness, despite the horror of this unknown assailant. all | could think was of thoughts that
weren't even mine, feelings unexplainable to me yet so familiar. That one single note grew into
words “Return to us” louder and louder it grew “Return to us”, “Return to us”, “RETURN TO US".
The warmth and kindness | felt previously left as soon as it came, the environment suddenly
clear to me. | was surrounded, they were almost humanoid but... they had legs but no mouth, a
torso but no arms, only 6 long tendrils to take their place. Eyes as dark as pits of black tar, it felt
if I looked too long | would be pulled in. | attempted to swim away but my legs wouldn't move, |
couldn't move. The creatures approached moving not as aquatic creatures but elusive like
shadows. Black pools quickly circled me once more but rather that welcoming feeling | had once
felt before, | was met with..... Nothing? The surrounding slowly lit up, almost looking like an
incomplete painting. | looked upwards to be met with the familiar warmth of the sun. It was a
garden-like field with beautiful trees. | looked down the hill upon which | lay to find my peers
basking in the sunlight. | felt a strange feeling of deja vu... | felt comfort in them. The
environment altered around me. Large creatures rose from the ground towering, indescribable
shades of color flooded my mind. Agonizing pain shot through my body. | felt my arms split into
long tendrils. My mouth sealed by my own flesh, Memories played around me... 100’s of people
undergoing transformation much like my own..all at the hands of these creatures. Cursed for
seeking knowledge above our understanding. Even if it wasn't intentional. Humanity assumed
that we were the top species. Whatever creatures had dominion over this cave had power,
power to get rid of us... So why turn us? My mind slowly started to fade as my eyes filled with
black inky tar. My own conscience pushed further back. Hell....This is penance ...for choosing
to exist in their realm.....They were going to see our end even if it took centuries to accomplish
and ensure the eternal torment of our souls. The black clotted the last of my vision, my mind
intertwined with all the others before me.
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Dreams Really Do Come True
By Alessandra R oy
I'wish I never went to sleep that night. Ever since that night I could never get that face I saw in my dream out
of my head. The dismembered face. with a dragging smile, eyes erased entirely, just pitch black eyes. The
face would become vivid and clear, slowly turning into an entire figure as the nights went on. I couldn't face
going to sleep because I knew I'd dream about this anonymous being. I never thought about these kinds of
dark creatures before. I have a simple life. I'm a middle aged man, with my wife Amanda. no kids, I'd say my
life is pretty normal, the only issue I had was I never slept well in the first place. And sometimes I doze off at
the office or in inconvenient places, but nothing too bad to make me feel like I'm crazy. | have been driven to
pure madness seeing this face every night.

I was afraid to tell my wife, knowing it was such an outlandish thing to worry about. I walked up to
my wife and sat down and explained “I have been seeing this figure everytime i sleep. It's dark and it's
haunting me amanda.”

At first she didn't take me seriously at all. “Honey, we all have scary dreams once in a while, and
sometimes they repeat, it's normal.”
But she didn't understand how seeing this figure would affect me. Everytime I dreamt it just got worse and
worse. He'd get closer to me every night, seeing more of his stomach-churning face. It got to the point where
his appearance became indescribable. All that was clearly noticeable was how tall he was and how haunting
he appeared to be. I refused to sleep most nights knowing I'd see him once again. I got to the point where i

didnt know if I was going insane from lack of sleep or having this image of him burned into my mind.
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«lly was right next to me in the dreams and one night he was trying to speak to me but the minute he

.1d I woke up in a panic. Amanda was getting tired of all this nonsense and made me go to psychologists to
figure out what to do with these dreams. I felt nothing was going to fix this. It was just a dream out of
everyone's control, including mine. They ran a few tests on me and asked a lot of pointless questions that
made me feel like this will never be solvable. My wife and a few doctors continue to talk outside the room
and I can see the concern on Amanda's face.

Amanda comes into the room with a fake smile on.

“Hey honey they're going to run a few more tests on you™ she says.

" We've been here all day. What more do they need to know about these dreams I'm having?” I could see on
her face that she knew something that I didn't.
“Just let them run this to see if everything is in the clear and you'll be all good.”
Nothing felt “all good™ though. Her face said it all. She was holding her devastation in from me. The doctors
started taking me to another room and soon enough they gave me something to where I was completely
knocked out. When I woke up I did not have a dream at all about this figure. I wake up with bright lights
around me, and a doctor. In a panic I ask for answers, but I get no response besides being told to calm down.
This lady doctor comes and sits next to me and with a big smile asks “how are you feeling after that whole
test running?”
“Confused, I want to know what happened to me and what's going to happen to these dreams I've been
having.”

With a calm congealed face she says “ [ hate to inform you of this and I will do the best I can, but those were
never dreams. You were fully awake at night or sometimes during the day feeling like you were sleeping but
you were falling into auditory hallucinations. See, it could be a possibility you were dreaming about this
person, but from our knowledge you were also vividly awake and speaking to this person or so called figure
you just weren't aware of it. The only people who were were the people around you like your wife.”

“Hallucinations? That can't be, I'm a completely sane person.”
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“See, you just weren aware of these hallucinations because your brain convinces you they're either
-eal or you're dreaming it. And with your lack of sleep your wife told us you had pushed it in even more, you
combined the two quite often. You were seeing him in your hallucinations and your wife started to be
concerned once you started talking back. Coworkers would even say you would do it. You have lived with
extreme schizophrenia for months without even realizing it.”

I was in utter shock, the nights [ was convincing myself to stay up to avoid him made it worse I drove
myself more insane and didn't even realize. After a while though, I learned to live with this illness. 1 learned
to live with it and I started getting used to antipsychotic medications. I found comfort in this figure now and

sometimes he'd still come to visit me at night just sitting at my bedside while I fell asleep to his empty gaze.

A1 =
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Dog Days Are Over
“I don’t think that's a real dog,” my sister hissed at me in a hushed whisper. “It looks weird”
Earlier that day.

Looking out the train window I am seriously regretting agreeing to spend my fall break
with my sister at her college in Washington. She has planned a whole camping trip deep in the
woods in this tiny cabin. I can’t deal with the fact that it’s only going to be me and her for five
days straight. I don’t hate my sister but I don’t exactly like her. Ever since she went to college
she has been begging me to come visit her and [ have been putting it off for as long as I possibly
could. Finally my parents caught on to what I was doing and made me come and visit her now.

As the train pulled into the station I saw my sister sitting there looking way too excited
just for me. She also looked slightly different but I couldn’t put my finger on what exactly was
changed about her. I took my tiﬁle getting off the train making sure I was the last one off. When I
finally got off she came running and picked me up while giving me the tightest hug ever. She
was acting like this was the first time we’ve seen each other in years, when in reality it's only
been a few months.

“Hi Omg I'm so excited you came,” She said practically screaming.
“Me t00,” I said in the best smile I could muster up.
“Well we better get going the cabin is about two hours away™ she said still beaming at me.”

When she said it was going to be two hours [ almost died inside. No one told me I would
have to be trapped in a tiny car with my sister for two hours. At least in the cabin I will have a
little space from her.

[ loaded all my stuff into her car and hopped in the passenger seat getting ready for the

worst five days of my life. When she got in she immediately put her music on. I forgot how



awful her music taste was. I grimaced and sank lower into my seat as she sped off. After about
|5 minutes in the car I dozed off just to escape her talking.

When I woke up we were already deep into the woods. Tt was a lot darker than I
expected. I thought it was already night by the look of the outside but it was only three. All of the
trees create crazy shade hiding any trace of the sunlight. I started to get very uneasy about
everything especially when my sister started to hum very quietly. The song she was singing was
very weird and off tune but she kept going.

“Could you please stop that?,” I asked.
“What are you talking about?,” She said, trying to sound innocent.
“Whatever, just forget it.” I whispered.

The rest of the drive lasted about 15 more minutes and I got my first look of the cabin 1
would be stuck in with my sister. It was in an especially dark spot in the woods and it looked
very run down. It definitely hasn’t had any maintenance done for years at least. Why would she
pick this cabin? It looks so old. I immediately got angry with my sister for picking this decrepit
looking place.

“I can’t stay here.” I told her, almost shouting.

“Why not?" She said, sounding hurt.

*Are you joking, look at this place.” I screamed.

“I swear it looks very charming on the inside.” She grinned.

I reluctantly got out of the car and slowly made my way to the cabin. When I got in it was way
worse than I imagined. Everything was so dusty and there were cobwebs everywhere. The
kitchen was completely run down with a broken sink that was continuously leaking. The only

upside I could see was the fact there was electricity and running water.



“See, it’s amazing.” My sister said smiling the widest smile I have ever seen in my life.

I have never seen my sister look like that and I needed to get away from her. I quickly told
her I wasn’t fecling well and I went to bed even though it was very early in the day. I was pacing
my room trying to text my parents telling them I needed to be picked up but the service was
nonexistent in this stupid cabin. I tried to occupy myself by searching my room. Every single
thing I picked up sent up the biggest cloud of dust causing me to sneeze every time. I found some
old books about skinwalkers deep in the North American woods but it was falling apart due to
how old it was. I didn’t realize how much time had passed but it was already nightfall. My sister
came running in my room.

“There’s someone or something outside,” She screamed.
“Don’t lie to me” I rolled my eyes.
“I’m not, I'm really scared.” She said with tears welling in her eyes.

I started to get super scared so I caved and followed her. Looking back I probably
should’ve not followed her.

She ran to the foyer with me closely on her trail. There was indeed something on the porch
but it was just a stupid dog.

“Are you kidding me? You scared me all for a stupid dog.” I yelled
“] don’t think that’s a real dog.” She hissed at me.

[ looked more closely and it did look a little strange but I still think it was just a normal
dog. Then the worst thing possible happened. My sister grinned at me menacingly and she
slowly morphed into the dog that was outside. I stared in horror and looked outside and saw that
the dog was morphing into my sister. The thing outside slowly opened the door and everything

faded to black.
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Collin’s Revenge

It was the 1st of October, 2023. Today was Victor's birthday, he had invited the
whole friend group to go to a haunted house. When | arrived at Victor's house, his Mom
welcomed me through the door as | entered.

“Hello Peter,” Mrs. Wilson exclaimed. “Everyone is in the kitchen waiting.” |
walked in and saw Lilith, Mike, Victor, and Courtney.

“You're finally here, we can go now,” said Victor.

“Wait, | invited your old friend Rachel,” Mrs. Wilson spoke.

“You did what?” Victor questioned “She isn't my friend anymore, after what
happened last year.” Rachel was a happy, outgoing person in our friend group, but she
changed after her sister passed away in a car accident. | didn’t know the full story, but |
knew it had something to do with my friends.

“This would be a good time for you and your friends to redeem yourselves,” said
Mrs. Wilson. “She also helped me find the haunted house for you guys to go to.” The
doorbell rang, it was Rachel, she gave no eye contact but seemed to stare at the floor.
Everyone was in a state of disturbance except, not knowing what to say or do. Mrs.
Wilson then led us out to the car, where we drove off to the haunted house. The car ride
was silent.

“We are here,” said Mrs. Wilson. “I'll pick you guys up at 9 sharp.” We get out and
Mrs. Wilson drives away. The haunted house was old, surrounded by fog. It looked like
you would find it in a horror movie.

“Where's the line?” says Lilith.

“There is no line...” Rachel responds. “Follow me to go inside.” With a little
feeling of fear and distrust, we all decide to follow her.

“Look Rachel, about last year...” Victor says.

“| don't wanna talk about it,” Rachel states. Walking into the entrance, there was
a chilling feeling in the air, it felt like someone was watching, stalking us. We enter the
house, filled with dust and broken structures. | wondered when the Halloween actors
would pop out and scare us, but nothing happened. | see Rachel walk upstairs as the
floorboards creak every step. Everyone else goes into the wrecked kitchen.

“This is so lame,” says Mike. “What's the point of coming here if there's no one
scaring us.” Out of nowhere we hear Rachel scream, then a loud bang. We all run into
the lobby, where Rachel's body is lifeless laying down on the floor with blood spilled
everywhere on her white shirt, blue jeans and red shoes.

“Rachel this isn't funny,” Courtney yells. Mike walks over to the body and turns it
over revealing more blood covered on her face, but when she was revealed it looked
like a different person. He gently puts two fingers within her cold neck.



“She’s dead...” Mike declared. “Her pulse is gone.” Victor calls his Mom to pick
them up, and calls for help. The same time he calls her, we hear another ringtone
upstairs from where Rachel fell, we were confused. Lilith holds on to Mike with fear.
Then Courtney backs up, she screams very loud and pushes everyone out of her way to
get to the exit behind her. She pushes the door open as if she forgets about us, her
friends, until a man appears out between the trees with a shovel in front of Courtney. He
stops her within her tracks making her slip and lifts the shovel up. He rams it down onto
Courtney, before everyone else inside can see her fate, the doors shut close by
themselves. Courtney was gone. Everyone was in a state of shock, as two people who
were alive seconds ago, are now dead.

“Are we going to die!” cried Lilith.

“No, we aren't, there's an exit through the kitchen let's go that way,” Mike reveals.

“We can't leave Rachel and Courtney here!” Victor says.

“Rachel isn’t even our friend anymore, and Courtney selfishly tried to leave us to
die!” Mike exclaims. Then banging comes upon the entrance door. | take my coat off
and put it over Rachel's body, then | run with the others towards the kitchen exit.

“It's locked!” yelled Victor. Everyone turns to the boarded windows and tries to
escape but there is no budge. Out of nowhere, a hand from the outside breaks the glass
and piece of the boarded window, grabbing Mike's hand. It looked like the corpse of a
chef.

“Ah help!” Mike screamed. | tried pulling him away until the old boards broke
below us, making me, Victor and Lilith fall. We wondered what had happened, as blood
dripped above us, Mike was gone. | couldn’t see the surface but only a black sky that
faded, we were in the basement. Lilith had started to cry, as | saw Victor lose hope. |
told them we have to move on, and find a hatchway out of here. On the way we see a
pool, pitch black with leaves on it.

“That is nasty,” claimed Lilith. “Who lived here...” Lilith looks into the water to see
her reflection. Across the other side | spot ripples in the water, coming closer to Lilith.

“Lilith, watch out!” | screamed. A hand with long sharp nails grabs Lilith by the
face and pulls her into the water. Me and Victor lose our breath, as everything goes
silent. We see the bubbles appear from the surface of the water, Lilith is gone. Splash
went into the water as a corpse of a woman climbed out of it. She was wearing a
wedding dress that had been soaked black from the water. Me and Victor ran towards a
door, breaking into it. As we enter, the corpse bride appears behind us with claws for
nails. We slam the door locking it, hearing bangs and moans from the corpse. The
floorboard creaked behind us, we turned our heads to see a chair turned around. We
were in a room more luxurious than the old mansion filled with cobwebs, but there were
cracks on the wall, seeming to imply this room is holding the entire ruckus mansion.
Then, the chair in the middle of the room turns around, showing the mastermind behind
the terrors and murders, Rachel Collins.

“| see, you made it so far,” Rachel announced. “| thought my sister would be
here.”

“What?...” | questioned. How was she still alive? | saw her body lying dead in the
lobby.






“Last year my sister died from the car crash, her car crashed here,” She
answered. | didn't really understand anything due to my heart racing, but | looked over
to see Victor's face full of guilt and sorrow.

“Victor, what is she saying?” | asserted, but he didn't reply.

“It was their fault,” Rachel reveals. “My sister died because of him, Victor had
gotten into an argument with her, so he and his friends decided to mess with her. They
popped her left upper tire, so when she left Victor's house, she lost control of the car
and crashed into this mansion killing 3 people, a gardener, a chef, and the owner of this
place. Not only my family was in misery, but even the people who lived here. So they
abandoned it, everything was left to be forgotten.” | couldn't believe it, Courtney, Lilith,
Mike, and Victor had killed these innocent people.

“This has to be a misunderstanding,” | remarked.

“No, you don’t know anything,” She responded. “Even Victor's Mom knew that
her own son killed someone, and didn't say a word. | acted as if | didn't know, for this
very day. | found a way to bring the spirits of the dead alive, but | had only brought the
people who lived in this mansion. | had the idea of bringing you guys here so it would
make my sister come out for revenge, but she still hasn't answered my calls.” At the
moment | was shocked to hear this new information be presented to me. Was | really
friends with murderers, or was she lying. Then out of the blue a car engine had started.

“What was that?” Rachel questioned. She stole those words right out of my
mouth. The sound of the car had gotten closer and closer, it was coming from the walls.
The walls started to shake as the ceiling started to crack. Then CRASH, a broken down
car had broken in, and it seemed to be a girl with a rotted face driving it.

“Mary!” Rachel yelled. It seemed that the person driving the car was Mary, the girl
that Victor and his friends had killed. She switched the car making it go towards Victor.

“Run!” | screamed. Right before Victor could get up, she ran him over right in
front of me. The car crashed into the wall with cracks in it, making the house start to
rumble. Rachel was happy, as she was able to get her revenge. We both looked at the
door, knowing we had to make a run for it. | pushed the door open, seeing a hatchway
in the distance, | didn’t see it before. | ran for it, then heard Rachel scream behind me,
the corpse bride had gotten her. | had an option, to help or escape. | decided to leave
her and let her die for killing my friends. | went up the hatchway and closed it. Behind
me the whole mansion had collapsed, leaving rust and dust everywhere. | was the only
one left alive. | looked around to see if the chef or gardener was around, it seemed they
must have been in the house when it collapsed. | was shaking, covered in fear. | started
to walk off the path to the city. | had gotten to a telephone booth and called my Mom. |
had gotten home, and seen that the mansion had been on the news. | went to my room
to go to bed. As | ponder to sleep, my eyes open, and | see a girl that had a shovel
stabbed within her chest, a boy with one arm for a figure, another girl covered in a black
goo of water, and another boy with broken bones trying to stand up. They were my
friends here to get me, | never woke up again.






