
AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


Hello there faithful reader! I just want to take this time to inform you of some changes and explain to you a brief history of this story. You may discover that this story is written FAR better then stories that have come after. Well that’s because the original version was written in 1999, but just recently, at the start of 2006, I updated the writing in it. I didn’t add or remove a single scene, just fixed the dialogue and made the writing better. I plan on doing that for all my old stories, so depending on when you read this, the others may or may not have been updated yet.


Now, here’s a bit of background info on the story. I’ll be doing this with all my re-writes on my older stories, explaining the history behind them.


Back in 1999, my sister got a job as a teacher in a B.C. town. At this point I was living in Alberta. When I went to go visit her, I was shown both the outside and inside of the school she taught at. That school mystified me. It was designed like a mall and it’s front doors were magnetically-sealed. I immediately wanted to use it in some kind of horror story, but at the time didn’t have a single idea.


Cut forward to the winter of 1999. December to be exact. I wanted to write a teen slasher, but could not think of a good killer idea. I thought about it for days, but nothing came to me. All the good killer ideas had already been taken. Then one day I was listening to the soundtrack for The Omen, and during the main theme, I got this vision of Grim Reaper in my head. I knew right away that that was it.


So, I had the killer, now I needed a plot. That came to me right away as I had remembered the school and always had it in my mind to use as a horror story plot device. However, it wasn’t only that school, but a combination of that school, and my school at the time, with some made-up things. I had to have some way to get people stuck in there, isolated off from everyone else, for it to be any bit atmospheric, so hence why I created the snowstorm. The rest pretty much flowed from there.


It was also the first story of mine to feature every character based off people I knew, as well as events (None of the horror stuff, thankfully) that was actually based off real events (The every-day school stuff in the first half). 


Cut forward to almost the end of the month and the last day of school before Xmas vacation. We were in English class and the teacher asked us what we wanted to do, since we couldn’t really start any new work, and my friend Curtis, who had a copy of my story at the time, asked the teacher if she could read it out loud. The teacher asked the class and the majority wanted it read, and so she read it and because of using real people and real events, it was huge hit among the class and they really got into it.

However, even though the teacher liked it, she strongly advised that I change the teacher names in it to fictional ones, because I could get in a lot of trouble for using their real names (She didn’t mind her name being in it though). So over the course of the next few re-writes and drafts, I changed the teachers’ names to fictional ones and even removed some of the gore.


In this updated version however, all the gore has been put back in, along with the original names of the teachers restored.


Enjoy!

SCHOOL DAY
By: Jeff Long


A four-storey school located in the small Canadian country town of Wainwright, Alberta was, oddly enough, designed like a shopping mall. Even to this day, no one fully understands why. However that was not the most magnificent part of the odd school. It also had electronic doors that were magnetically sealed, which many students found very neat. 

It was a cold, snowless, but sunny February day when the school was first opened to the public. Among the anxious students walking up and entering their new school, were two Grade Nine students - Jeff Long, who loathed his short black hair but knew he could never grow it out long lest his parents scold him, and Curtis Coates, a taller kid who had quite the pot-belly from drinking a few too many beers on his weekends.  


“I think this new school is pretty cool,” Jeff stated as he looked up at it. “The magnetically-sealed doors make me feel a lot safer.” It was general knowledge to everyone in the small town, that the entire reason the new school was even made was because of a school shooting in the previous school, and the School Board had wanted to create a safer school.


“The whole layout is pretty cool,” Curtis said. “I like the fact that it’s designed like a mall.”

They reached the doors to the school and walked inside the packed hall. Almost right away, a tall gangly student bumped into them and a huge smiled played across his face.


“Hey Jeff, I told Allison,” The tall kid boasted. 


“Oh no,” Jeff moaned. “Dillon, what have you done?”


Curtis looked back and forth from Jeff to Dillon, wondering what it was that Dillon told Allison, and why he wasn’t in on it himself. You see, Jeff was the personal slave of a girl named Allison Luk over a lost bet. 


“When they had made the deal,” Dillon explained to Curtis, all giggles, “Jeff never specified that he meant the end of the actual year, not the school year. I simply informed Allison of that, which means that Jeff now has to be her slave until the end of the school year.”

Curtis, who loved mocking his best friend’s comedic misfortunes, bursted out laughing. “I warned you,” Curtis rubbed it in Jeff’s face. “Don’t say I didn’t warn ya.” 


“She seemed nice at the time!” Jeff defended himself. The bet was made when Jeff was new to town and didn’t know many people. “Oh well,” Jeff shrugged. “She’s a lot nicer to me outside of school anyway.”


“And how would you know that?” Dillon’s smile grew even more. “Unless you two see quite a lot of each other out of school, if you catch my drift…”


Jeff gasped, shocked that Dillon would even suggest that he and Allison had a secret affair going on. “It’s a small town! I’ve ran into her a few times at the video store and grocery store.”

Dillon simply laughed at Jeff’s torture as he patted him on the back and then walked off down the hall. He supposed now was not a good time to tell Jeff about the rumors he and Curtis started about him and Allison secretly dating.


As Jeff and Curtis continued their path through the halls, Jeff removed two five dollar bills from his jacket pocket.

“I want to get something to eat before class,” Jeff stated to Curtis. Along the way, out of all the people to walk around the corner and intercept them in the hall, the blond-haired Allison Luk and a group of her friends almost walked right into them. 


When Allison noticed that it was Jeff and Curtis that they had bumped into, she smiled coyly. 

“Play it cool,” Jeff whispered to Curtis, hoping that Allison had forgotten about the whole slave thing.


“Jeff, give me some money,” Allison ordered as she stuck out her hand. Damn, guess she hadn’t forgotten. Jeff sighed and handed over one of his five dollar bills, secretly slipping the other back into his pocket before she could see it. “Thanks!” And with that, Allison and her gossiping friends left the two boys alone and continued down the hall.

“Shit,” Jeff swore as he stood there, pissed that not only did Allison remember, but he was also out five bucks because of it.


“What class do we have first?” Curtis asked as the duo continued on their way to the nearest vending machine.


“English, I think,” Jeff informed him.

***

 Jeff, Curtis, Dillon, Allison, and the rest of their Grade Nine class sat in Mrs. Gulbra’s English room. The teacher was in the process of handing back an English test that the class had written while in their previous school, when two students, Drew Brown and Mike Forest turned to faced each other in their seats. 

“I probably failed,” Mike complained as he brushed his hair out of his eyes. 


“I hear ya, bro,” Drew agreed as Mrs. Gulbra got nearer and nearer to his desk. “That test was hard.”


“I’m thinking I probably should have studied a bit.” Mike and Drew chuckled, but Drew suddenly stopped and his eyes went wide as he looked past Mike and out the window.


“It’s snowing!” Drew exclaimed excitedly. Everyone in the room stopped their conversations and looked away from their tests to look out the window and saw that it was, indeed, beginning to snow. 


That brought a huge smile to Jen Landry’s face. Jen always had her hair dyed a different color just about every week and this week it was dyed a dark blue color. “I might be able to go snowboarding after school! Yippee!” Jen’s favorite sport was snowboarding and it was the sole reason she enjoyed winter far more then any other time of the year.


“I’m thinking we should go sliding after school,” Mike suggested to Drew.

“Sounds great,” Drew agreed. “I’ve got this wicked hill behind my house.” Drew turned in his seat to Jeff, who sat a couple seats over from him, on his other side. “Hey Jeff, want to go sliding with me and Mike after school?”


“Sure,” Jeff replied. “If enough snow falls.” As Drew and Mike faced each other once more to talk about something else, Jeff turned in the direction that Jen was sitting, and yelled across the room, “Hey Jen, can’t you read? No dogs allowed!”

“Fuck you,” Jen replied back nastily. 

“Sorry, I’m not into bestiality,” Jeff was quick to snap back, a huge smile forming.


“Shut up, Gimpy!” It was no hidden fact that Jeff was the most accident prone student in the school. He was in the hospital almost every month for a new broken or sprained bone. He had quickly picked up the nickname of Gimpy among his classmates.

“You first, Dime-An-Hour.”


Jen, frustratingly giving up, simply stuck out her tongue and turned her back to Jeff.


A few seats behind Jen, Allison talked with her sister, Savanna. “Jeff prank called me over the weekend,” Allison complained. 


“I think he likes you,” Savanna smiled. “Ooooo, Jeff and Allison sittin’ in a tree…”


“Shut up,” Allison cut her sister off. Allison looked over at Jeff and Jeff noticed and stuck his tongue out at her. Allison was about to walk over there and slap him across the face for that, but was stopped when Mrs. Gulbra spoke up.


“Ok class, it’s time to get to work. Open your poetry books to page 46 and let’s get started.”


Several students in the class moaned loudly at the thought of having to do more poetry work. 
***


During the Morning Break, Jeff walked down a body-filled hall and approached Curtis talking to a nerdy kid with messy white hair and thick wire-rimmed glasses, Mark Abbott. 


“…And then about two minutes from the end of the time limit, the aliens completely rush my base and no matter what I do, I can’t survive to the end of the time limit. It is the hardest level in the entire game, “Mark complained in a squeaky voice as though he’d never been through puberty. 


As Jeff approached, he whacked Mark over the back of the head with a bundle of rolled up paper, which he then proceeded to hand to Curtis. Curtis unfolded it to see what it was, and discovered that it was Jeff’s newest short story.


“It’s about a Grim Reaper that stalks people in a school during a snowstorm,” Jeff explained. “I finished it last night.” Jeff filled a lot of his free time up by writing stories, mostly horror ones.


“Hey!” Mark interjected. “I wasn’t done talking about my game.”


“Mark, I really couldn’t care less about that to begin with,” Curtis replied. As Mark looked at the floor sadly, Jeff spotted Allison approaching from down the hall. He turned and ran behind the nearest door, which thankfully was only a few feet away.

Allison stopped when she came across Curtis and Mark, knowing that Jeff couldn’t be too far off. “Where’s Jeff?” Allison asked.


“He’s behind that door over there,” Mark replied, glad to screw Jeff over as revenge for interrupting him. Plus he would do anything for a pretty lady. 


Allison walked over and dragged a fighting Jeff out from behind the door. Without saying anything, she reached into his sweater pocket and rummaged around. Everyday Jeff brought a Pizza Pop to school for lunch, and today Allison was hungry and hadn’t brought anything.


A few seconds later she found it and took out his frozen Pizza Pop. “Thanks Jeff,” Allison said in a nice gentle tone. “How nice of you to offer me your lunch.” Then she smiled evilly and walked away.


As soon as Allison was far enough down the hall and out of earshot, Jeff mumbled, “Bitch.”
***


In Math Class, Jeff had his text book closed and was leaned back in his seat, slouched down, reading a novel. Curtis, who sat directly in front of him, turned around to face him.


“If Mrs. Nysetvold catches you not doing your work, she’ll throw a fit,” Curtis stated. He was one that rarely did work in class, but even he was too frightened of Mrs. Nysetvold to not do his math work. 


“I already finished all my work,” Jeff informed him.


Curtis started to turn back around to face the front but then stopped and faced Jeff again. “You probably shouldn’t bother Dillon for awhile.”


“Why not?” Jeff asked. Bugging Dillon was one of his favorite past times during school. He got mad so so easily.

“I was talking to Jordan, Dillon’s older brother, and he said that Dillon’s foster parents have been treating him like real dicks lately.”

As Curtis went on and continued to explain, Jeff took a glance around the room. His and Allison’s eyes met, but he quickly looked away almost instantly, Allison doing the same.

***

 
Jeff and Curtis walked down a hall during their lunch, and came across Dillon. “Hey Dillpickle,” Jeff casually teased as they passed him.


“Go away,” Dillon mumbled.


“Make me!” Curtis knew right away that Jeff was stepping far over the line and Dillon wasn’t going to just stand idly by. Jeff seemed to have a knack for pissing people off.


Dillon turned and glared at Jeff, who took off running. Dillon gave chase, following Jeff as he weaved between the many people in the hall.
***


Drew, Mike, and two of their friends - Jimmy Adams and Simone Hulbrich - were walking down a staircase. 

“Are you going to be showing up for our next practice?” Mike asked Jimmy. Mike and Jimmy were on the same hockey team and Jimmy hadn’t shown up for the previous two practices, which frustrated Mike as Jimmy was the only person from the team that he hung out with outside of hockey-related functions. 


“I don’t know,” Jimmy answered. “I’m thinking of maybe quitting.” The answer shocked Mike and they continued to talk about it as they reached the bottom of the stairs and walked out into the hall.

***


As Jeff ran from Dillon, he brushed past Jen and shouted out behind him, ‘Hey Smurf!’ in regards to her blue hair. 

“Smurfs don’t have blue hair!” Jen shouted after Jeff.


“They do now!” 


Jen fumed with anger as Dillon rushed past her, and decided to join in the chase as well. 


Jeff reached the end of the hall as he came upon a staircase and quickly ran down it, jumping several steps at a time.

***


“Write me an e-mail,” Simone said to Jimmy as the group continued down the hall. “I have Computers next and want something to read.”


“I’ll try,” Jimmy replied. “But that means we’ve gotta stop by the Computer Lab before the end of lunch so I can get on a computer.” 


Drew started to chuckle and when the others looked at him, he asked, “When are you two going to start dating already?”


“Shut up,” Simone warned him.


Suddenly Jeff barreled right into them from around the corner and quickly apologized. “Why are you running?” Mike asked.


“Dillon and Jen are chasing me,” Jeff replied, out of breath. He knew it’d be best to leave out the reasoning behind why they were chasing him, if he wanted them to help him.


Dillon and Jen appeared from around the corner and Simone stepped in front of Dillon, blocking his path. “Move,” Dillon commanded, but Simone gave her retort by digging her sharp nails into Dillon’s arms, causing him to let out a short scream. 

Drew stepped in front of Jen and kept moving to step in front of her whenever she tried to move around him. “Drew!” Jen shouted, frustrated.

Allison and her friends walked up behind Jeff, Mike, and Jimmy, and Allison grabbed Jeff by the collar of his shirt, catching him by surprise. She dragged Jeff off and around the corner.


“Go on ahead to the lunch room,” Allison ordered her friends. “I’ll be along shortly.” Allison’s friends left and Allison opened her mouth to say something, but before anything came out, Savanna walked up to them.


“Hey Ally, you’ve gotta come see what I found on the Net,” Savanna’s tone was one of excitement. 


“I will in a minute,” Allison replied. Savanna turned and left, leaving Allison and Jeff alone once more.


Allison slammed Jeff up against the wall. “If you ever prank call me again, or leave stupid prank notes in my damn locker again, I’ll fucking kill you,” Allison threatened.


To her surprise, Jeff broke out laughing. To him, no matter how tuff Allison acted, she just didn’t come across as very threatening. “I mean it!” Allison shouted, which caused Jeff to laugh even harder. 


She slapped him across the face and stormed off. 
***


In another hall, Curtis, who was left behind when Jeff took off running from Dillon, was having a conversation with a fat chubby kid by the name of Daniel Martin. 

“Did you do your science homework last night?” Curtis asked him. 


“Of course not,” Danny scoffed. Danny was one of those students that always waited until right before the class started, before he did his homework. “When do we have Science anyway?”


“We have it next, right after lunch.”


“Shit.” Danny was hoping to have it done in time for his next Science class. Mrs. Grunow, the Science teacher, was really strict about homework. Suddenly he had an idea pop into his mind. “Where’s Mark? I can probably convince him to let me copy off him.”


Curtis laughed and told Danny where he last saw Mark. “I doubt he’s there now though,” he added. “If Mark ever goes through a lunch period without going on the computers, then he’s either home sick, or talking about Star Trek to Marcel in the Cafeteria.”

“Well then, I’ll check all those places.” And with that, Danny took off down the hall, leaving Curtis alone.

“Damn,” Curtis mumbled, realizing that all his friends were now off doing other stuff and he was left alone.

***


As the bell rang to end Lunch, Savanna stepped inside the school’s elevator. She hated using the stairs, and even though the elevator was supposed to only be used for wheelchair students, she planned on using it anyway. 

Before she had the chance to press any buttons however, the elevator’s door automatically closed and the elevator moved down one floor and the door opened again. A person in a grey Grim Reaper costume walked in, holding a scythe. The hood was covering every part of his face above his chin, but it was so dark under it that Savanna couldn’t tell who it was.


Savanna looked the scythe over and smiled. “Pretty cool toy,” Savanna complimented as she eyed the wooden pole that the curved piece of spike was on. Grim Reaper shook his head back and forth slowly.


“It’s not real, is it?” Savanna asked. Grim Reaper didn’t make any further movements. “Ok, this isn’t very funny,” Savanna went on. “If you get caught with that, you’re in big trouble and if you get caught with that around me, I might be accused of being in on whatever sick prank you plan on pulling.” 

Savanna tried to walk around him, but Grim Reaper shoved her back up against the wall as the door to the elevator dinged closed. He then unexpectedly raised the scythe and swung it down, slicing open Savanna’s chest. 

She screamed as she fell to the floor and Grim Reaper raised the scythe up again and sliced down into her, over and over and over, until her painful screams ended and the floor was covered in dark gushing blood.


Grim Reaper pushed the button to bring the elevator to the Basement as he wiped the excess blood off his scythe with his gloved hand.

***


 In Science Class, the teacher, Mrs. Grunow, was handing out a worksheet to the class. The door suddenly opened and Mark walked in, looking sheepish. He was very rarely ever late for class and when he was, he felt extremely bad about it. 


“Why are you late, Mr. Abbott?” Mrs. Grunow narrowed her eyes at him.


“So…Sorry,” Mart stuttered from the pressure of having all eyes on him. “I was using the ba…ba…bathroom.” Mrs. Grunow turned back to continue handing out the worksheet. As Mark began to make his way to his desk, he stopped and looked down at his hands. He frustratingly stomped his foot.


The sound of someone stomping the floor caused Mrs. Grunow to turn around and face Mark once more. “Is there something wrong?” She asked.


“In my rush to get to class,” Mark replied. “I left my books in my locker. May I go get them?” His face turned beat red as he picked up on a few low giggles from within the room of students.


“Hurry back,” Mrs. Grunow sighed, not even bothering to get mad at the sensitive teen.


As Mark turned and left the room once more, Drew looked out the window and noticed that the snow was coming down faster and harder then before. It looked as if it was turning into a full-fledged storm. “It’s snowing bad!” Drew stated to the class. 

The class once again diverted their attention to the windows, but Mrs. Grunow drew their attention back to their work by stating, “Come on now class, we’ve all seen snow before. Let’s get to work here.”


As Mike started to work on his worksheet, he whispered to Drew, “I hope it gets so bad that we get sent home early.” Drew agreed with him and also began his worksheet.


Mark soon returned to the room with his binder and textbook and took his seat. Everyone else in the class was forming into groups to work on the worksheet as Mrs. Grunow laid a copy on Mark’s desk. 

Knowing it was useless to try to team up with anyone in the class, he took out a pen from his pocket to work on the sheet alone, but before he could write anything, the voice that belonged to the Principal of the school, Mr. Codarre, came over the P.A. system.


“Attention students and staff, due to the intensity that the snowstorm is expected to reach, it is with great displeasure that I announce that you will be sent home shortly,” Students could be heard cheering all over the school in union. Mr. Codarre continued, “You will be sent home in class order, starting with the lowest class and working its way up, so as to avoid high traffic in the halls.”

“Damn it!” Curtis shouted. The school only went up to Grade Nine, and their class number was 9B, which was the second and last Grade Nine class. They would be the last ones to leave the school.


“When do we have to come back to school?” A random student asked.


“I know as much as you guys,” Mrs. Grunow stated. “Listen to the radio in the mornings to find out.”

***


Forty-Five minutes later, everyone in the class of 9B were bored out of their minds as they waited anxiously for their class to be called. 

Breaking the silence, Mr. Codarre’s voice came through the intercom one last time to call out their class. Everyone in the room cheered and quickly began to pile out of the room.


Some of the students looked through the windows on their way to the hall and noticed that the storm has gotten even worse during their wait.

***


Jimmy and Simone, who were both from the 9A class, had waited for Mike and Drew by their lockers and now the four friends were making their way to the main doors. Jeff, Danny, Allison, and Dillon were also all in different spots of the same hall, heading towards the main doors, but none of them were walking together.


Just before they reached the doors, the lights turned off, plunging the school into instant darkness as the power cut off. 

“Shit,” Allison swore. “Somehow, I have a bad feeling about this.”


“Gee, what gave you that feeling?” Jeff asked sarcastically. Allison stuck her tongue out at him, but was obscured by the darkness, which the students’ eyes had not yet adjusted to all the way.


Dillon stepped forward and pulled on the handles of the doors, but they wouldn’t budge. “The power must have locked up the magnetically-sealed doors,” he explained.

“Damn,” Drew complained. “I don’t want to be stuck in this school for God knows how long.”


“Maybe even days,” Mike groaned. “This is definitely not good.” 


Jimmy chuckled, “It’s not so bad.” The others turned to look at him and he went on. “We could spend our time hiding in the dark and scaring Simone.” As Drew and Mike laughed, Simone slapped Jimmy painfully over the back of the head.


Jen emerged from the darkness of the hall and the others brought her up to speed on their situation. “Well, to pass the time we could always hang Jeff up and torture him,” Jen jokingly suggested, still sour about her run-in with Jeff over lunch.

“You’ll have to catch me first, bitch.” Jeff turned and took off down the hall, running full speed. Of course he knew better then to fool around immaturely in a situation like the one they were all in, so his plan was really to go to the office and ask Mr. Codarre what to do. He had to still be in the school.


As Jeff ran down the dark hall, he almost ploughed right into Mark and Curtis, who were both on their way to the front doors. 

“What’s going on?” Curtis asked Jeff. “The storm’s knocked out the power.”


“Yeah,” Jeff said. “And those magnet doors can’t open without power running to them to open them. We’re stuck here until the power comes back on.”


“Could be worse,” Curtis stated. “I mean with a school this big, almost no other people, we can easily play hide and seek in the school, or we can even find many entertaining ways to frighten anyone else that’s stuck in here too.”


“I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” Mark gave his opinion. “That sounds kind of mean.”


Jeff and Curtis laughed at Mark’s response as they headed back down the hall, on their way to the main office. Before long however, Mr. Codarre came across them in one of the halls.


“I’m rounding up everyone stuck in the school,” he informed them. “We’re going to all meet in the Cafeteria. Do you kids know of anyone else still in the school?”


“There used to be a group of people hanging out by the main doors,” Jeff told him. “But I don’t know if they’d still be there.”


“Head to the Cafeteria and I’ll be along shortly,” Mr. Codarre said. “There are already others waiting there.” And with that, Mr. Codarre continued on to round the others up as Jeff, Curtis, and Mark changed directions and began to make their way to the Cafeteria.

***


Drew, Mike, Jimmy, Simone, Allison, Dillon, and the newly-discovered Danny were all walking down a hall as one big group. Mr. Codarre had found them by the entrance and told them that he wanted them all to meet in the Cafeteria and to head there. Jimmy had informed him that there was another student, Jen Landry, who went off by herself only minutes before. Mr. Codarre said he’d look for her, but repeated that he wanted them to head directly to the Cafeteria. Along their way they had come across Danny and brought him up to speed on everything.


“God, I wish I could get drunk,” Allison sighed. “If I wasn’t locked in here, I’d probably be at Alicia’s party right now.”


“Speaking of drinking,” Simone stated. “I really need to use the bathroom.”


“Mr. Codarre said for us to go straight to the Cafeteria,” Drew reminded her.


“I won’t be long,” Simone argued. “I’ll meet you guys there.” 

“It’s probably a good idea to use the bathroom now, before we all get settled down,” Dillon agreed. 


“Well now I’ve got to go too,” Danny complained. While Simone headed off for the girl’s washroom, Dillon and Danny left for the men’s and everyone else continued on to the Cafeteria.

***


Many minutes later, Simone washed and dried her hands in the sink of the dark washroom and then walked out into the empty hallway. Man, this school is really dark, She thought to herself.


She walked down the hallway, headed for the Cafeteria, when she heard a clattering noise behind her. She stopped and turned to look. Through the darkness, she could faintly pick out a shape at the end of the hallway, holding something sideways in both hands. 

“Hello?” She called out to the figure, but got no reply. Simone suddenly smiled, remembering that Jimmy was planning on scaring her. Thinking that the figure was Jimmy playing a prank on her, Savanna didn’t bother to move when the figure started to slowly walk towards her. 

When the figure got closer, Simone noticed that Jimmy was dressed up as the Grim Reaper and that he was holding a toy scythe sideways in both hands. “Nice try, Jimmy,” Simone said, not buying the act for a second. “But I’m not falling for it.”


A slight glint of light from a nearby window glared off the scythe, catching Simone’s attention. She looked at the glint and realized that the only way it would reflect off the object was if it was metal, which would then mean that the scythe was real. And if the scythe was real then that meant…


Simone’s eyes shot wide as she uttered, “Oh shit,” and turned, taking off down the hall in a run. She looked behind her to see what her stalker was doing and saw that he was walking at a quick pace in her direction. When Simone turned her head back to face in front of her, she stopped. 

In front of her were the gym doors. She tried to open them, but discovered that they were locked, as they always were when the room was not in use. She franticly looked around, but the only way out of the area was past Grim Reaper, who was now almost upon her.


“Please,” Simone begged, tears coming to her eyes. “Please don’t kill me.”


Grim Reaper ignored her as he approached. Grasping his scythe in both hands, he reared it back and swung it forward, digging it into Simone’s stomach. She let out a primal blood-curdling scream as blood flowed freely out of the massive wound.


Grim Reaper, unsatisfied that the blow did not kill her instantly, painfully tugged the scythe back out of Simone’s stomach, only to ram it in again, this time finishing the job.

***

In the Cafeteria, Allison sat at one of the dozens of tables in the room, joined only by Jen, who Mr. Codarre had came across in the halls earlier and brought to the Cafeteria. Drew, Mike, and Jimmy sat at another table, while Jeff, Curtis, and Mark sat at yet another, all three groups engaged in their own conversations. 

Dillon walked into the room and went to sit at the table that Allison and Jen were sitting at. A few minutes later, Danny walked in and sat at Jeff, Curtis, and Mark’s table. 
Mr. Codarre, Mrs. Grunow, and Mr. Hovland, the school’s balding Social Studies teacher, all stood together by the snack bar counter, conversing quietly among themselves. “The back-up generator must have been damaged,” Mr. Codarre whispered, “in order for the power in the school to have gone out.”


“Maybe it wasn’t installed properly,” Mr. Hovland suggested. “It’s happened before at other schools, but thankfully it was always discovered before anything drastic happened.”


Mr. Codarre put his finger up to temporarily silence their conversation, and then turned to face the students in the room. “Is this everyone that you know of that is here in the school?” He asked the students.

They all looked around the room at one another in silence before Jimmy spoke up, “Simone is in the bathroom, but she’s the only other person I know of that’s still in the school. She should be here soon though.”


“We should discuss what we’re going to do,” Mr. Hovland turned to face Mr. Codarre once again, but said loud enough for everyone in the room to hear.


“There’s not much we can do until the city gets the power back on,” Mr. Codarre stated. “We can’t even call out to let people know that we’re in here, because it seems that the storm has knocked out the phone lines.” 


“None of this is right,” Allison spoke up on the verge of frightful tears. “Does this not sound right to anybody else?” She had a bad feeling about the convenience of everything that had been happening and she really didn’t want to be in that school at the moment.


“There’s no reason to be scared,” Jeff sincerely told her. “It’s only a minor hiccup in the system. Power will be back on in no time.”


“Jeff’s right,” Dillon agreed. “It’s not like his story where there’s a killer dressed as Grim Reaper stalking us.”


“I know that, god damn it!” Allison snapped at him, fear driving her to show her mean side. Jeff was well-known among his classmates for his stories and his newest one had been read and liked by everyone, as it was the first of his stories to involve them as characters. Allison actually hadn’t even been thinking of that story until Dillon mentioned it, and even though she knew it was foolish to think about it, it only added to her fear.
***


As time slowly passed in the Cafeteria, everyone quickly grew extremely bored once again, conversations having long since gone dead, attempted to be revived, and returned to being dead once more. 

“Simone should have been back by now,” Jimmy stated after a long five minutes of silence at his table. 

“She could be trying to pull our legs,” Mike suggested. “As a way to scare us before we get the chance to scare her.” 


Mr. Codarre overheard the conversation as he walked by the table. “Well I think that her prank is long overdue for an ending,” He said as he turned to face the direction that the teachers were in. “Mr. Hovland, there is still a female student in the school someplace. Would you be able to search for her and bring her back?”


“Sure thing,” Mr. Hovland replied as he grabbed the only flashlight in the room and left.

“We should all go look for her,” Drew suggested. “It’s a big school and it could take him a long time to search it all by himself.”


Mr. Codarre didn’t agree with that idea at all. He wanted everyone grouped together to keep track of them all easier, and he didn’t want all these people back roaming the halls again. However, he knew he had to try to keep everyone satisfied, so instead of saying that, he said, “If Mr. Hovland still hasn’t found her in an hour, than you can go help.”

Mr. Codarre knew that an hour was more then enough time for him to find a single student.

***


Over at Jeff’s table, the group sitting there was thinking of other things other then Simone. “This would be a perfect set-up for a horror movie,” Jeff stated gleefully. 


“You watch way too many of those kinds of movies,” Curtis said to him.


Ignoring Curtis, Danny informed Jeff, “I heard a rumour that the new Halloween entry is supposed to take place in a school.” 


“What are guys talking about?” Mark asked, annoyed. “Halloween is a day of the year.”


The table erupts with laughter as Danny mocked him, trying his best to badly impersonate Mark’s voice. “Halloween is a series of horror movies,” Curtis explained as he slowly stopped laughing. 


“Well I don’t watch that crap, ok?” Mark defended his lack of knowledge on the subject matter. Danny laughed even harder, and Mark tried to change the topic. “So Curtis, about that StarCraft mission I was telling you about earlier, the third Terran mission, do you know how to pass it? Because no matter what I do, I…cannot…beat it!”
***


Mr. Hovland walked out into the dark hall from an empty classroom. He moved down the hall, shinning the flashlight beam around in front of him and calling out Simone’s name. 


He had been searching for far longer then he felt he should have been. He checked all the bathrooms first, with no luck, and was convinced that she was hiding out someplace, for some kind of reason, and it was making his job all that more difficult.

***


Back in the Cafeteria, Drew looked at his watch impatiently. “Mr. Codarre, it’s been an hour,” He called out across the room. 


Mr. Codarre looked at his own watch and sighed. Well, he did promise the boy after all. “Alright, we can go help search for her,” he gave in. “Anyone in the room who wishes to get out and stretch their legs can help look for the girl if they want.”


As the majority of bodies stood up from their seats and stretched, Mrs. Grunow said, “I’ll stay here in case she arrives while you’re gone.”


“Good idea,” Mr. Codarre agreed.


As Allison and Dillon stood up, Jen remained seated. “You aren’t coming?” Dillon asked.


“Nah,” Jen replied. “I don’t really like Simone too much. I think I’ll just stay here and catch up on some sleep.”


Exiting the Cafeteria, Drew, Mike, and Jimmy split off into a group as they headed in one direction down the hall, Jeff, Curtis, Mark, Danny, and Allison formed a second group and headed down the opposite direction, and Mr. Codarre and Dillon headed off alone, each in their own directions.

***


While they walked down a hall, Jeff noticed that Allison was shaking slightly. “If you’re too scared of the dark, Allison,” Jeff sarcastically teased, “I could always hold your hand.”


“Fuck off,” Allison replied. “Touch my hand and you’ll loose yours.”

As the group continued down the hall, calling out Simone’s name, Allison started to walk a bit slower and fall behind. She had another reason for wanting to be out of the Cafeteria. She heard rumours that in the office, there was a drawer in a file cabinet where not only were the student’s marks and transcripts kept, but small personal messages teachers have left there for future teachers and employers. Allison wanted to see what teachers have been saying about her and this was a great opportunity to find out.


Once she was far enough behind, she quickly took off down a separate hall, disappearing into the dark shadows.


“I wish we had a flashlight or something,” Mark complained.


“I don’t find the darkness so bad,” Jeff said, smiling. “It just means we can’t see Allison’s face as well.” The group, except Mark, broke out laughing. Turning around to see Allison’s reaction, Jeff discovered that she was gone. “Allison?” he called out. No answer. “Anyone know where Allison went?”

Curtis, Danny, and Mark all looked at each other, but neither answered. No one had seen her leave. “Who cares?” Curtis finally spoke up.

“I think I’m going to go look for her,” Jeff said. “We’re supposed to all be staying together after all.”


“I’ll come with you,” Danny said.


“Me and Mark will continue down this hall,” Curtis said. “Personally I think looking for Allison is just a waste of time.”


“What else is there to do right now?” Jeff asked. Not even waiting for an answer, he and Danny went back the way they came as Curtis and Mark continued on.

***

Mr. Hovland walked down a flight of stairs and two more flights laid ahead of him, but he stopped and stayed on that floor. He turned and walked down the hall with his flashlight shining around, again calling out Simone’s name constantly. He was getting quite impatient with her by this point and was disappointed with her lack of maturity in a crisis.


His current thoughts were put on hold as he saw a figure move quickly around a corner up ahead in the darkness. “Hey!” he called out, but there was no answer returned to him. “Simone, get back here!” he shouted as he walked in a stride to the area he saw the figure.

When he rounded the corner, a person wearing a grey Grim Reaper costume was standing just a couple feet away. Assuming that it was Simone under the costume, Mr. Hovland sighed, “Come on Simone, no more games. Your friends are worried sick. Go to the Cafeteria please.”

Grim Reaper opened his suit slightly and reached in, pulling out his scythe. Mr. Hovland, getting a bit scared and nervous, took a couple steps back. Grim Reaper walked towards him and he started to back up further and more quickly. 

As Mr. Hovland backed up, the back of his feet hit against the set of steps going up and he fell backwards onto them.

When Mr. Hovland tried to stand, Grim Reaper swung the scythe and sliced the teachers head clean off. As a small geyser of blood squirted up from the neck stump, the decapitated head landed on the descending stairs and rolled down onto the floor below, and rolled across the floor before coming to a stop by hitting up against a wall.
***

Allison walked alone down a hall. I am so lost, she thought to herself. Just when she began to doubt her decision to leave the others, she saw the office further down the very hall that she was in.

Once she reached the room and entered, she spent a good half hour going through various desks and file cabinets in both the main office and the principal’s attached office. She was about to give up, when an idea struck her. She opened up the door to the storage room that was behind the office, and inside there was a lone file cabinet.  


She opened up the top drawer and flipped through the hundreds of folders, all with student names on them. Her face lit up when she came across one with her name and she quickly removed it. However, when she opened it, she realized it was far too dark to read what was written there and took off out of the office.


Going across the hall, Allison opened the door to the janitor’s room and got a flashlight that was hanging off of the wall. She turned the beam of light on as she laid the folder on the desk and flipped through it, reading with shock, the comments that the teachers, some of which she used to consider nice, left in her file.


She could suddenly hear footsteps out in the hall and quickly closed her file and hid it under the table. The last thing she needed was for one of the teachers to catch her.

“Hello?” Allison called out into the hall. The footsteps all of a sudden stopped and Allison pointed the light in the direction of the doorway. When no one answered, she walked out into the hall, shining the light around. She looked one way and didn’t see anyone. As she started to look the other way, a figure jumped out at her, causing her to scream very loudly. 


She stopped screaming when heard laughter and saw Jeff and Danny laughing uncontrollably. 

“God damn it, Jeff!” Allison yelled, breathing heavy and feeling like her heart was no longer in her chest but lodged in her throat instead. “That was not funny!”

***

Curtis and Mark had been wandering the halls for awhile and along the way, Curtis stopped by the Home Economics room. “Hey Mark, wait a bit,” He said.


Mark stopped where he was standing and turned back to face Curtis, wondering what the heck he was going to do. 


Curtis walked over to the door and turned the knob, but discovered that it was locked. Damn. He was really hungry and knew that there was a large stash of food in that room.


“Never mind,” He mumbled as he began walking again. “Let’s go.” And with that, Mark and Curtis continued down the hall.

***

Drew, Mike, and Jimmy walked down a hall and approached the gym doors. As the got nearer, they saw a person sitting in front of them and as they got even closer, they noticed it was Simone.


“Hey Simone, what the heck are you doing?” Jimmy called out to her. “Did you get lost or something?”


She didn’t answer and so they walked closer. “I think she might be asleep,” Drew stated, chuckling.

Once they reached her, they saw the giant blood-soaked gash filling a large portion of her stomach. Their eyes went wide as they started to freak out.


“She’s dead!” Mike shouted. “She’s fucking dead!”


“My God, who would do something like this?” Jimmy asked, covering his mouth to stop from throwing up.


“Someone else must have stayed in the school when the power went out and has been hunting us ever since,” Drew stated.

“Oh god, Simone…” Mike trailed off, near tears. She had been one of his best friends.


“Why would someone want to do this to her?” Jimmy asked, also near tears but keeping himself composed far better then Mike.


“Fuck this!” Mike shouted. “I’m getting out of here before the killer comes back.”


“Stop yelling, you dumbass!” Drew whispered loudly. “If the killer’s still around, he’ll hear you.”


The three friends looked around, and then at each other. Quickly and quietly, they turned and ran away from the area.

***

Dillon was walking down a hall lined with a bunch of classrooms on either side when he heard footsteps coming from far down the hall behind him. He turned around and saw a shape at the end of the hallway, but couldn’t pick it out in the darkness. 

Wishing to not be seen by whoever the figure belonged to, he turned to a classroom and tried to open the door but found that it was locked. He looked back and saw that the figure was getting closer. He tried another door and it opened with ease. He rushed inside and locked it behind him.

***

Mr. Codarre was walking down a hall as well when he saw a darkened figure go into a classroom. He continued down the hall and stopped once he reached the room. He tried to open the door, but found that it was locked. He knocked on it and waited, but no one opened it up.


He shrugged it off and continued walking. “Between my eyes going and the dark playing tricks, I must be seeing things that aren’t there,” Mr. Codarre said out loud to himself.
***

Jeff, Danny, and Allison walked by a window on their way up a set of stairs. Outside, it was beginning to get dark, but the storm was still raging in full swing, wind beating hard against the window. 


Once they reached straight floor again, they walked across the platform and up the next set of stairs. Allison was the first to reach the top and when she did, she screamed bloody murder. 

Jeff and Danny raced up the rest of the way as fast as they could and saw the reason that Allison screamed - Mr. Hovland’s decapitated body laid crumpled on the floor, a growing pool of blood below it.

Allison turned her head and threw up on the floor as Danny freaked out. “Holy fuckin’ shit! Someone fuckin’ killed him!”


Jeff felt his body turn cold with fear, but tried to block Danny’s ramblings out of his mind. “What the hell is going on?” He asked out loud. The sound of Allison vomiting reached his ears and he turned to her and rubbed her back as he bent down to face her. “Take deep slow breaths,” he said to her. 

Allison did so and within a few seconds began to feel a bit better, however she couldn’t bring herself to face the grisly scene behind her. 


“There’s a god damn fuckin’ killer in the fuckin’ school!” Danny’s fear-induced ramblings continued. “Why would someone want to do this?”


Allison felt uncontrollable fear rise in her once more, but instead of vomit exiting her mouth, it was a continuation of Danny’s ramblings. “We’re all going to die!” She screamed. “We’re going to be killed off one by on by one!”


Jeff knew how they felt. He wanted to freak out right along with them, but knew it would be pointless and wouldn’t accomplish anything. “I’ve seen enough horror movies to assume that the killer is probably someone that knows us,” he stated as calmly as he could. “Possibly even someone we consider a friend.”

“Any ideas?” Danny asked, calming down a bit.


“My vote goes towards Jen,” Jeff answered. “She can definitely be a bit psychotic. I heard she cut some guy’s dick off that tried to rape her at a party once.”


The three looked at each other, agreeing that Jen was a definite suspect.

***

Curtis and Mark passed by the elevator as they walked further down their current hall. Curtis suddenly punched Mark for no reason and laughed at his reaction. Mark jumped and rubbed his shoulder, pain coursing through his body.


“Ow! What was that for?” Mark asked, feeling betrayed. 


“I was just bored,” Curtis continued to laugh. “It wasn’t even all that hard.” 

“No Curtis, you really hurt me.”


Curtis suddenly turned completely serious, stopping mid-laugh. “Trust me, Mark. That was not hard at all.”


Mark ignored him and continued to rub his shoulder as they walked down the hall some more.

***

Mr. Codarre returned to the Cafeteria and said, “Well I couldn’t find her. Has she come…?” He stopped in mid-sentence when he saw the body of Mrs. Grunow. The lifeless corpse laid on its side on the floor, strings of ropey bloody intestines sprayed across the floor, attached to a deep hole in the teacher’s stomach.


Mr. Codarre turned his head to throw up, but stopped himself and stumbled back. Right next to where he was just standing was Jen sitting in her chair, a knife dug deep into one of her eye sockets.  

He turned to run out of the room, his face in an expression of permanent disgust, but Grim Reaper suddenly stepped in from the hall and blocked the doorway. In his hand was a shorter version of his scythe, one where the handle could easily be held by one hand and didn’t go down much below the hand. He turned the single-handed scythe upside down.


“Please,” Mr. Codarre begged. “This is not something you want to do. You don’t want…”


He was cut off when Grim Reaper, in one fluid movement, stepped forward and rammed the scythe up, digging it up into Mr. Codarre’s chin. The blade went up through his chin and the end came out of the middle of his head, blood and slight brain matter smearing it. 

Grim Reaper let go of the handle and watched his newest victim fall to the floor. He then reached down and rummaged through the pockets and removed a set of keys from the dead body.

***

Drew, Mike, and Jimmy stopped running for a minute so they could catch their breaths. 

“We need to find the others and warn them,” Drew suggested.


“There may not even be any others left!” Mike shouted back at him, eyes still wide with fear. 

A figure walked out from the darkness of a nearby bathroom andthey all screamed, but quickly stopped when they realize that it was a student they’ve seen around the school, from the grade below them.


“Fuck, you scared the hell out of us,” Drew said to him. 


“Who the hell are you?” Mike asked, looking him over suspiciously. 


“My name is Brad Turner,” The kid explained. “I’m in Grade 8. I was at my locker when the power went out and I’ve been wandering the school ever since, trying to find out if anyone else was locked in with me. When I couldn’t find anyone, I decided to stay in the library, but just now had to use the bathroom.”


Mike kept his eyes on him, not completely buying his story. “There used to be a lot of others,” Jimmy informed Brad. “But we’re not so sure now.”


“What do you mean? Is there a way out?” Brad asked. Drew quickly brought him up to speed on the killer in the school. “Yeah, and I’m Elvis incarnate,” Brad said, laughing. It was obvious that he didn’t believe a word of Drew’s story.


Mike took a step back, shaking with new-found fear. “It’s you! You’re the killer!” As Mike continued to back up, an even darker shadow fell upon him.


“Behind you!” Drew shouted as Mike saw the other three quickly group together.  Knowing that he really didn’t want to see what was behind him, Mike slowly turned around and saw Grim Reaper standing there, holding his long-bladed scythe sideways in both hands.


As Grim Reaper swung his scythe, Mike ducked and ran around behind him and off down the hall. Grim Reaper turned to look at Mike running and then turned back to look at the other three boys. 

Drew, Jimmy, and Brad took off down the hallway in the direction they originally were going. 

Grim Reaper turned toward the direction that Mike ran in and walked quickly after him.

***

Jeff, Allison, and Danny continued their run down a different hall. “How the fuck are we supposed to get out of this death trap of a school?” Danny asked as they slowed to a walk so they could catch their breaths. No one had an answer for him, but thankfully they were saved from having to answer when they saw Drew, Jimmy, and Brad run down a hall that crossed through theirs in an intersection of floor. 

“Run!” Drew shouted at them as the three boys ran in front of them and disappeared around the corner as they continued down their hall. 


Jeff, Allison, and Danny looked down the hall that Drew, Jimmy, and Brad had come from, but saw nothing chasing after them.

***

Mike was running down a set of stairs when he first looked behind him and saw that Grim Reaper was not far behind. 

When he reached a platform part-way down the stairs, Mike ran over to the elevator and pushed the button to call the elevator to his position, but nothing happened. Mike anxiously looked the area over before slapping himself in the head for forgetting that the elevator wouldn’t work cause of the power being out. 

Of course by that time, he had lost a lot of precious time, so when he turned around to run, the scythe blade was there to meet him. It dug extensively deep into his midsection, with the tip of the blade slightly breaking out of his back. 

When Grim Reaper pulled the blade out, Mike’s body slid down to the floor, leaving a smear of blood on the elevator doors behind him.

***

Curtis and Mark walked down a set of stairs and instantly saw Mike’s body by the elevator as soon as they reached the platform, and both reared back from the scene. 

“Is this some kind of sick joke?” Mark asked, his voice cracking more then usual. Before Curtis had the chance to give his opinion on the scene, Grim Reaper jumped out from behind the stairs with a knife in hand, and rammed the knife through the back of Mark’s neck and out the front, a large amount of blood suddenly shooting across the platform. 

Curtis stared dumbfounded for a second when Grim Reaper removed the knife, and saw that Mark was still alive. Mark clutched his neck as he stumbled across the platform, blood squirting out of the wound every time he tried to breath, with more blood trickling from his wound and running down his shirt. Disgusted, Curtis backed away and then turned and ran down the stairs, almost tripping. 

Mark fell over, finally dead. Grim Reaper turned and walked away in a different direction from the one that Curtis ran.
***

Dillon ran down a hallway and passed by the Office. He saw that the Janitor’s door was opened and walked inside, seeing Allison’s Grade sheets on the floor. He heard the sound of approaching footsteps and quickly looked up. 

They were getting closer. 

He ran back out of the room and down the hall. He turned a corner and ran down that hall, passing by a room marked ‘Industrial Arts’ on the door.
***


Passing by the office and janitor’s room once more, Jeff, Allison, and Danny turned off down another hall and walked down that one, nearing the Industrial Arts room. 

“What exactly is the plan?” Allison asked. “We can’t just keep running around aimlessly until the power comes back on.” Just at that moment Grim Reaper walked out from the nearby Industrial Arts room and pointed a finger at them. 

In a muffled, hissy, whispered tone, he said, “Prepare yourselves for Death.”

“Running seems like a pretty damn good idea to me!” Jeff yelled in response to Allison’s previous comment, and the three rushed off once more. 

In Grim Reaper’s gloved hand was a sharp circular blade that had been taken from the I.A. room’s only band saw. When he threw it, it didn’t take long to gain on the distance between Grim Reaper and the fleeing students, and impaled deep into the back of Danny’s head. 


 As he fell down dead, Jeff and Allison reached a point where the hall split off into two directions. Without stopping or hesitating to see which direction the other was going to go in, Allison ran one way while Jeff accidentally went the other. 
***

Drew, Brad, and Jimmy stopped next to the office to catch their breaths, and Drew looked over.


“Hey guys, I have an idea…” Drew trailed off as he walked into the office, the other two close behind him and wondering just what the heck he planned on doing.


As Drew rooted through the drawers behind the main desk, Jimmy picked up the phone, but got no dial tone. Drew came up from searching in the drawers with a set of keys dangling off his finger. 

“We can use these to get into the gym and hide out until the power comes back on,” he explained. “Without keys of his own, there’s no way the killer can get through those doors. They’re metal and lock automatically when they close.” 


“Sounds like a plan,” Jimmy stated, with Brad also agreeing by nodding his head. And so the trio headed back out into the halls.

***

Curtis ran down a hall faster then he’s ever ran before, and crashed right into another person. He let out a very high-pitched scream, but when he realized he was still alive, he stopped and looked. Thankfully the person he ran into was only Allison. 

“That hurt, you big oaf!” Allison fumed as she painfully climbed back to her feet from being knocked over by Curtis. Then she added in a nicer tone, “I’m sorry. I’m on the edge of my nerves right now.”


“Where’s Jeff?” Curtis asked. “Did he ever find you?”


“We…we got separated.” Allison thought back to that moment, and then it suddenly hit her that if Grim Reaper wasn’t following her, then that meant he went after Jeff. “Oh God,” she added in a whisper.

***


Jeff ran into a big room that was designed much like a video store, with aisles of movies. Only none of these movies were for entertainment. All of the movies in the room were either educational videos or various movies used for the English courses. 

Jeff glanced behind himself to see if Grim Reaper had followed him, but there was no sign of the killer. When Jeff looked straight ahead again, he suddenly stopped in his tracks and didn’t dare breathe a single breath. Only centimetres away from his own face was Grim Reaper’s hood. 


As Grim Reaper swung his scythe, Jeff ducked, just narrowly missing the blade. He turned and ran away down one of the many aisles. Part way down, Jeff switched and went down another aisle. He put his back up against the aisle, bending his knees so he was bent down close to the floor.


He must have known about another way in, Jeff thought to himself. After a few seconds, Jeff rose up slowly and peeked over the top of the aisle. He saw Grim Reaper walking towards the aisle that he was in. 

Still bending down low, Jeff moved quickly over to another aisle, and then another, putting his back up to it, trying his best to hold his breath. He looked to the side and saw the shadow of the killer getting closer and closer.
 
Crouching down still, Jeff ran over to a nearby fire extinguisher and removed it from the wall before rushing back to his previous spot. It wasn’t long before Grim Reaper appeared from around the corner and looked down at Jeff once he noticed his victim was there. 

Jeff jumped to his feet and with a battle cry, slammed the extinguisher with as much might as he could muster, right into Grim Reaper’s gut, causing him to double over. Jeff then slammed the device up into Grim Reaper’s head, sending him reeling back and falling to the floor with a grunt.


Jeff dropped the extinguisher as he ran around the fallen body and out the room, slamming the door behind him.


Grim Reaper stood up once more and pushed over an aisle of movies in anger.
***

Curtis and Allison walked up to the main front doors and stopped by them. “We should stay here,” Curtis stated. “The second that the power comes back on, we can leave. Plus we aren’t pointlessly running around either. If the killer does show up, we can always run then.”

“We aren’t going to make it out of here alive,” Allison stated in a monotone voice as the realization dawned on her. 


“Of course we…” Curtis stopped talking as his body straightened up. Wondering what the matter was, Allison turned to look at him and let out a short whimper. Blood trickled down from Curtis’ mouth, to meet with the growing blood stain on the front of his shirt.  


Curtis’ body crumpled to the floor and behind him stood Grim Reaper with his blood-covered scythe standing up straight in one hand. 


“Fuck you!” Allison screamed at him, tears streaming down her face in turrets. Grim Reaper dropped the scythe sideways into both hands and swung at Allison. Allison backed up and tripped, causing her to fall down and the scythe blade to just miss her. She began to get up as the blade came down on her. 

More out of instinct that actual fast reflexes, Allison pushed herself backwards at the last second before the scythe slammed into her flesh. However, even then she was still not completely fast enough and the sharp blade sliced down through her shoe and into her foot, pinning it to the floor. Allison emitted a deathly scream as the blade retracted up. Allison looked down painfully at her blood-stained shoe. 


Grim Reaper raised the blade again, preparing for the final blow, but before he could swing down, Allison tripped him with her good foot and he fell down backwards. 

While he was distracted, Allison stood up and limped away as fast as she could, trying her best to hold back her tears.

***

Jeff ran across a hall and over to a glass case built into the wall. Inside the case was a matching fire axe and water hose. He slammed his fist into the case and shattered the glass, but not without cutting his hand up pretty badly. Little flecks of glass stayed embedded in his skin, and the spots where the glass came loose were replaced by oozing droplets of blood. 


Painfully, Jeff reached in and grabbed the cold metal handle of the axe, pulling the weapon out and grasping it in both hands. 

“Yeah, that’s right! Come and get it!” Jeff shouted out as he raised the axe and slammed it against the floor. His voice echoed far down the empty hall.
***

Brad, Drew, and Jimmy had reached the gym and were now hiding in the darkness of one of the gym’s windowless changerooms. They sat on the wooden bench in silence, neither one really having anything to say. After all, what could they say after the day they’ve been having?


Suddenly in the silence, they heard the feint sound of a distant door being unlocked. “He’s coming!” Brad shouted as he jumped to his feet. “He’s going to find us in here and we’ll be trapped!”


“Settle the fuck down,” Drew whispered at him. “It might just be Mr. Codarre.”


But Brad was too freaked out to listen. He took off running out of the changeroom. 

Drew and Jimmy remained silent, not wanting to draw any attention to the room in case it wasn’t Mr. Codarre who had entered. They sat in more silence, listening to the footsteps steadily growing nearer. 

The changeroom doors opened and Grim Reaper appeared in the doorway, Brad’s lifeless corpse stuck to the end of his scythe. Grim Reaper shook the body off and it crashed into a locker and toppled to the floor.


“Fucking leave us alone already!” Jimmy shouted as he and Drew got to their feet and backed up, pulling the lockers down in front of them so that the lockers hit the other wall part-way down and remained as a barrier. Grim Reaper easily sliced his scythe through the cheap thin metal of one and then simply walked over the lowest parts of the rest, getting closer and closer to his victims. 

He swung the scythe at Jimmy, instantly knocking him to the floor as the hard blade slammed into his soft body. Grim Reaper raised his scythe again and brought it down again. He did that over and over until he was satisfied that the body was dead.

By the time Grim reaper was done however, Drew was gone.
***

Jeff was walking down a hall slowly, axe in hand, when Drew ran up to him from another adjacent hall. 

“The killer’s back there!” Drew shouted. “In the gym!” 


“I lost Allison. I need to find her,” Jeff stated to him. 


“Fuck her! I want to find a way out of this hellhole! Come on!”


“I’m not leaving without her,” Jeff stood his ground. It was odd to him. Up until this crisis, Jeff didn’t realize that he had genuine feelings for Allison, but now that they had come to the surface, Jeff had to make sure that no harm came to Allison. 


On the wall next to them was a window which revealed that it was pitch black outside, but that the snowstorm had died down to a light flurry fall. Drew glanced out the window, knowing that it would be impossible to break the double-panned glass as well as get through the wire mesh between the glass. 


“We better find her quickly,” He stated, grinding his teeth.

***

Crying, Allison limped down a hall, using the wall as support. She passed a plastic sign on the wall that had the word ‘Gym’ printed on it, along with an arrow pointed in the direction she was headed. 

Suddenly Grim Reaper walked towards her from out of the darkness in front of her. She turned down a side hall and ran as quickly as she could with her bad foot, and then turned down yet another hall. 

Grim Reaper walked quickly after her, easily gaining. Then all of a sudden, the hall lit up as the lights came back on and the power started back up. Grim Reaper paused and stopped on the spot, looking up at the lights, startled. 


Allison’s face filled with relief as she moved around a corner and ran over to the elevator. She did not fail to notice Mike’s dead body or the blood streak on the doors, but knew she had to go on if she wanted to survive. She kicked his body out of the way and pressed the button on the wall. The doors opened right away and she looked behind her to see Grim Reaper practically running around the corner with his scythe tightly in his grasp. 


Allison got into the elevator and when the door was just about to fully close, Grim Reaper slammed his hand inside and allowed the door to touch the back of his hand, making the door automatically open again. 

Allison punched him in the head, knocking him back several feet. The door closed safely and Allison quickly pressed the button for the basement. 
***

Jeff and Drew were running down a hall near the entrance doors, but stopped when the lights came back on, temporarily blinding them. 

Drew smiled the hugest smile he could muster. “Fuckin’ A!” he shouted. “We can leave!” 

“Go ahead if you want,” Jeff said. “But I’m staying until I find Allison.”


Drew couldn’t believe his friend! He pointed to the entrance doors not far away. “But…but just a few more steps and we can leave and be safe from this killer!”


“If we leave now, the killer can come back after us at any time,” Jeff argued. “I don’t know about you, but I’d rather stay and see closure to it now.”

“How the hell are we supposed to take him on?”


Jeff pointed to his head, “We’re smart.” Then he pointed to the axe. “And I’m not afraid to do what must be done.”


Drew sighed, giving in. “Let’s finish this.” 


Jeff and Drew ran back off down the hall, away from the doors; away from freedom.

***

In the basement of the school, Allison ran past dozens of boxes and equipment towards the back of the room. There was a dinging sound which caused Allison to look back just as the elevator door opened and Grim Reaper walked out.


Allison turned back around and continued to limp past boxes, trying to put as much distance between herself and the killer. On her way however, she tripped on a loose object on the floor and fell down. She swung her hands out to break her fall, but when they touched the floor, they landed in something warm and wet. 

She looked down with disgust and saw that she had fallen onto a pile of fresh intestines. She felt something warm dripping onto her head and moved a hand up to touch it. Moving her hand in front of her face, she saw that her fingers were covered in drops of blood.


Looking up, Allison saw her sister Savanna tied by rope, hanging upside down from the low roof, her stomach ripped open. All her insides that were still in her body were plainly visible. The rest was on the floor below Allison.

Allison screamed and quickly returned to her feet and limped to the back of the room as Grim Reaper got closer. 

Allison reached the back wall and turned around to face her attacker. “Nowhere left to run,” Grim Reaper whispered in his muffled snake-like voice.
***

Jeff and Drew saw the elevator doors close far down the hall and ran as fast as they could over to them. 

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Drew asked as Jeff pushed the button and waited for the elevator to return.


“Either that was Grim Reaper,” Jeff answered, “Or a survivor. Either way we need to go down there.”

***

Down in the basement, Grim Reaper shoved a heavy box on top of Allison, pinning her to the floor. 

“Who the fuck are you?” Allison shouted with tears filling her eyes. Grim Reaper ignored her and raised his scythe, preparing to slam it down on Allison and finally end her life. The little bitch was being far much more trouble then she was worth.

“Stop!” Jeff’s voice rang out. Grim Reaper turned around, seeing Jeff with the axe in hand and Drew rushing off the elevator. 

“Why don’t you pick on someone more your own size, you filthy coward!” Drew shouted.

“Fine by me,” Grim Reaper replied, only this time in his normal masculine voice. He pulled back the hood to reveal Dillon’s face underneath. Dillon ran at Drew while Jeff dodged around Dillon and went over to push the box off of Allison. 

Dillon swung the scythe in an arc while running, digging it deep into the top of Drew’s head. He removed the scythe with a sickening sucking sound and as Drew’s lifeless body fell, turned to look at Jeff helping Allison up.


“Come on Allison, you’ve got to move faster,” Jeff pleaded. But that was before he looked down noticed the blood-stained shoe on her foot. Dillon walked over and when Jeff turned to look at him, punched Jeff in the face, sending him toppling back and sending the axe flying from his grasp. Dillon shoved Allison up against the closest wall.


“Why the fuck are you doing this?” Jeff asked as he regained his composure. “What the hell did we ever do to you that makes us deserve this?”


Dillon sneered. At first he wasn’t going to tell them his reasoning, but then figured that they at least deserved to know why they were about to die. “I recently discovered the reason why I was adopted,” he began. “My original parents already had a child. Their last name was Landry. Yes, that child was Jen. Apparently they didn’t want a second child when they already had one perfect kid, and so they gave me up for adoption.


“My original target was only her, but it turned out that Jen also knew and had told Savanna. It would have been far too easy for her to link me to the murder, so I had to take care of that. Jeff gave me the idea to dress up as Grim Reaper with his most recent story. I figured if anything, that would point towards him as being the main suspect. 


“Then when the power went out and trapped us all in here, I realized it was a perfect chance to carry out my plan, however there were far too many potential witnesses and people who could make the connection, so I had to take care of everyone else as well. I decided to do the murders in the exact same way they were killed in Jeff’s story. More evidence to point towards him as the killer.


“Jeff, I know about your feelings towards Allison, which is why I’m going to make you watch her die.”


“You’re insane!” Allison screamed at Dillon.


“Well duh,” Dillon replied. “I thought that was obvious by now.” 


Dillon reared the scythe back, but before he could swing, Jeff shouted out, “Hey Dillon!” from behind him. When Dillon turned, he saw Jeff picking the axe back up. “You talk way too much. I was about ready to fall asleep over here.”


Yelling with rage, Dillon charged at Jeff.  Allison stuck her foot out and tripped Dillon, causing him to fall to the floor and his scythe to fly from his hands and slide across the floor. Jeff continued to run towards him. 

Once Jeff reached Dillon, he swung the axe down, but Dillon rolled away right before it connected with him. He kept rolling until he bumped into a box, which stopped him from moving any further.


Dillon screamed as Jeff slammed the axe down before he could move away, cutting it into his chest. As blood formed along the edge of the axe, seeping up from the deep wound, Jeff removed the blood-soaked axe from Dillon’s chest and dropped it to the floor. He stumbled back, in a state of shock over actually killing another person, despite the fact that the reasons were good. 

Allison limped over to him and used Jeff’s shoulder as support. She looked down at Dillon’s body. “Is he dead?” She asked.


“I promise you, he most definitely is,” Jeff replied.

***


Later that night - actually more like the wee hours of the morning - the snow had stopped falling and settled on covering the ground in a thick blanket of whiteness. The school parking lot was filled with police cars and ambulances, lights flashing and reflecting off many surfaces.


Allison sat on the back of an ambulance, her foot bandaged up with Jeff standing in front of her. 

“I hate hospitals,” Allison rolled her eyes with a smile.


“You need to get that foot looked after,” Jeff reminded her. They looked at each other in silence for a moment, the cool air not affecting either of them. Suddenly Allison jumped off of the back of the ambulance, onto her good foot, and leaned up against Jeff. She raised her mouth to his and they kissed.


Three police officers walked over and waited patiently for them to stop kissing. One of them cleared his throat loudly and Jeff and Allison parted lips. They turned to look at the cops. 


“Just for clarification,” The lead cop spoke. “How many bodies did you say were in the basement of the school?”


“Three,” Jeff repeated from his earlier Statement.


“Huh,” The cop breathed out. “Now that is mighty odd. We can only find two.”  


Jeff and Allison glanced at each other and shared a look of dread. “Show me,” Jeff said coldly, holding back his fear.
***


The three police officers led Jeff down into the basement and kept pace with him as he rushed across the room.

Jeff arrived at the spot where Dillon’s body had been, but all that remained was a puddle of blood. The body, scythe, and axe were all missing.  

“Shit,” Jeff whispered as he rushed back outside. 
***


Jeff ran out of the school and over to where Allison was once-again sitting on the ambulance. 

“It’s true,” Jeff informed her, not even trying to keep the fear from showing in his voice. “Dillon’s gone.” 


“I wonder if that means there’s going to be more,” Allison said. “Or maybe he’ll just give up.”

“Truthfully, I think there’s going to be a lot more.”


Before they could further their conversation anymore, A medic came around to the back. “Time to load you up, miss,” he stated as he jumped into the back and helped Allison up.


“I’ll be there shortly,” Jeff called in to her. “The police still have a few questions to ask.”

Allison smiled at Jeff before the doors closed. As the ambulance drove off, Jeff turned around and stared at the wind blowing the nearby trees. He looked into the night as the wind blew across his face, wondering if Dillon was watching him at that very second. 

In case he was, Jeff yelled, “Next time, Dillon! Next time, you’re fucking dead!” before turning around and approaching the Police Captain to finish his questioning.
The End
