Urban Legends III


Ancient Legends








~A Word From the Author~...


Hello, and welcome to my first fiction! I want to say thanks to Jeff! You've helped a lot through this and I couldn't have done it without you. I would also like to thank sumbudy for inventing the site, and Cody for maintaining it. Well here comes that boring part (disclaimer) I would like to say that I do not, DO NOT own the rights to URBAN LEGENDS THE MOVIE, Enya, Paul Walker(I wish!), Arina Richards, Andy Roddick(grr bay bee, very grr), Sarah Michelle Gellar, Thomas Ian Nicholas(bow WOW!), or Jennifer Love Hewitt. Well thanks for reading this, and I hope you enjoy the story, it's not much, but its something I finished in...ONE DAY!!! Woo Hoo! lol. What are you waiting for? Get going! C'mon, don't be scared, Legends aren't always myths...muah ah ah ah!











ONLY TIME BY ENYA PLAYS WHILE FLASHES OF NEWS PAPERS GO BY IN THE BACKGROUND WHILE THE CAST IS SHOWN..





CAST & Crew:


Amy-Jennifer Love Hewitt


John-Paul Walker


Alley-Sarah Michelle Gellar, Thomas Ian Nicholas, or Jennifer Love Hewitt


Chad-Thomas Ian Nicholas


Willow-Danielle Harris


Shane-Ashton Kutchor


Michael-Sean William Scott


Corey-Matthew Lillard


Bruce-Andy Roddick


Dean Michelle-Arina Richards


Writer-Alexis Rogers & Jeff Long


Editor-Jeff Long


Support-Everyone down at the HalloweeN Fan Fiction Site! ~Thanks You Guys!


Soundtrack-Enya!





THE FOLLOWING WORDS APPEAR ON THE SCREEN





Urban: Populated area, city or town.


Legends: Ancient myth, passed down through the ages.


III: The third in a series.





JOHN:


You can hide from almost anything; the past, your pain, but you can't hide from legends. They are everywhere. Some are true, others aren't. But either way they have some affect on people. In 1998 someone killed numerous people, basing their killings on Urban Legends-false myths. Then again in 2000 in a college someone else started murders also basing them on Urban Legends. Now in 2001 millions fear of the same happening again. It's almost October. Will the killer pattern himself/herself on a two-year bases? Hopefully not. Maybe, just maybe, nothing will happen...





FADE TO BLACK





OCTOBER 28, 2001 (mid day)





EXT. UNIVERSITY OF CONNECTICUT- 


2 STUDENTS ARE TALKING TO EACH OTHER





JOHN:


So I'll instant message you tonight, ok?





AMY:


Okay sure! What's your screen name? 





JOHN:


Slavemaster





AMY:


Cool!





JOHN:


Thanks, well talk to you later. Bye





AMY:


Bye





JOHN WALKS AWAY FROM AMY AND WALKS TO HIS CAR, HE JUMPS IN AND DRIVES AWAY.





CLOSE UP ON AMY-


AMY LOOKS WORRIED AS SHE TRYS TO REMEMBER SOMETHING FROM HER FOLKLORE CLASS.





AMY:


(TO HERSELF)


Slavemaster, slavemas… O my gawd!





AMY RUNS TO HER DORM. SHE RUSHES TO HER COMPUTER ONCE INSIDE. HER TV IS ON IN THE BACKGROUND BUT SHE DOESNT HEAR IT...





Brock:


Two weeks ago a violent act took place, although kept quiet by the FBI we now have the full story...Jane.





JANE:


Thank you Brock, on the evening of October 13, a Friday, 


a young woman noticed an old lady with a large shopping bag 


Trying to hitch a lift in her direction. Feeling charitable, 


and in spite of her vow never to pick up hitch-hikers when alone, the girl stops and offers the hitch-hiker a ride. With much gratitude the old lady accepts


and gets into the car. The young woman is about to drive away when she notices that her "female" passenger has large hairy arms and wrists. 


Guessing instantly that the old lady is in fact a man, she


pretends to be having trouble with the car and asks him to get


out and check if the rear lights are working. As soon as the


"old lady" is round the back of the car, the young woman


immediately locks the doors and drives away. 


In fear she goes straight to the police station where she is


questioned and the car is searched. In the shopping bag the


hairy-handed hitch-hiker has left behind, the police find a


large and very sharp blood-stained axe -- all ready for the


next victim. 


The FBI is still searching for the killer.





WHILE THIS IS HEARD WE ALSO HEAR TYPING ON AMYS COMPUTER. SHE IS CHECKING EMAIL...THE EMAIL READS:





If a guy by the name of SlaveMaster contacts you, do not


answer. He has killed 56 women that he has talked to on the


internet. 





PLEAZE SEND OUT TO ALL THE WOMEN ON YOUR


BUDDY LIST. ALSO ASK THEM TO PASS THIS ON. 





He has been on {{ Yahoo- Aol- Excite }} so far. 





This is no JOKE.!!!!!! 





AND PLEASE SEND THIS TO MEN TOO.......JUST IN


CASE! 





Send to EVERY ONE YOU KNOW!! 





AMY:


OH GOD!





AS SHE TYPED MORE AND MORE SHE FOUND IMPORTANT INFORMATION.





John Edward Robinson Jr., 19, was arrested on 1 November 1997 and charged with sexual assault on two women in the Kansas City area. Robinson lured the women (as he had others) into participating in


Sadomasochistic sex by contacting them over the Internet under the name "slavemaster." The two women filed charges after Robinson "brutalized them in a way that went beyond what they intended." 





After Robinson's arrest, law enforcement authorities discovered two 55-gallon industrial barrels, each containing a woman's body, on land Robinson's late father owned in Kansas. A few days later, they discovered three more bodies in barrels kept in a storage space Robinson rented in Missouri. All five women appeared to have been bludgeoned to death. 





Robinson was also suspected in the mid-1990s disappearances of three women and an infant whose bodies had not yet been located. One of the bodies Robinson had stored in barrels was later identified as being one of these women, and the missing infant was discovered to have been adopted by Robinson's brother. 





John was arrested but somehow escaped from the prison he was held in less than a year of being there. Only 4 years ago, he was 19. He is suspected of changed name, address, DOB and much more.





AMY:


Oh no, could it be? 





COMPUTER:


Bing bing, you've got a message, you've got a message!!





SlaveMaster: O my gawd! Are you watching??


Aimstr: watching what?


SlaveMaster: the news!


Aimstr: huh?


SlaveMaster: there's a killer!


Aimstr: oh really.


SlaveMaster: turn to channel 2





AMY GETS UP AND TURNS THE TV'S VOLUME UP





Aimstr:o my gawd!


SlaveMaster:i know, what are we gonna do?!?!?


Aimstr:uh.....um.......


SlaveMaster:......


Aimstr:I guess lock our doors and hope that Mr. Pibb doesnt kill us.


SlaveMaster: what?


Aimstr: the commercial


SlaveMaster: lol


Aimstr: lol


SlaveMaster: well just be careful ok? I like you and don't want you to be hurt.


Aimstr: ok


SlaveMaster: I have to go, tootles


Aimstr: BYE





AMY GETS UP AND WALKS TO HER COUCH. SHE SITS AND DOSES OFF.





* * * * * * * *





OCTOBER 29, 2001 (morning)





EXT. UNIVERSITY OF CONNECTICUT-





5 FRIENDS ARE SEEN TOGETHER CHATTING...





AMY:


You guys, there's something you should know...





WILLOW HARDIN:


You finally fucked John?





COREY LYNN, MICHAEL HARDIN, SHANE LIVINGSTON:


ha ha ha!!!!





WILLOW:


Shut the hell up, Shane!





SHANE:


Eat shit!





WILLOW PUNCHES SHANE AS THE DEAN WALKS OVER.





DEAN MICHELLE:


What the hell's going on here?





MICHAEL:


You got that cock removed from your ass it seems.





DEAN MICHELLE:


Fuck you!





MICHAEL:


Go to hell!





AMY:


BOTH OF YOU SHUT THE FUCK UP FOR THE LOVE OF GOD!





AMY (con't):


Now as I was saying...um...Michelle could you please leave?





DEAN MICHELLE:


Ok, but you all have detention.





JOHN COLSTON, ALLEY LYNN, BRUCE McCULLEN, AND CHAD FORRESTER WALK BY.





DEAN (con't)


I guess you 5 wont be alone, these 4 are joining you.





THE DEAN LEAVES AND THE 9 TALK ABOUT THE RECENT EVENTS, AMY DOESNT SPEAK, SHE IS TOTALLY SILENT.





COREY:


Can you believe this? They kept it from us for two weeks!





CROWD:


No! Of course not! This is brand new information!





MICHAEL:


Do they know who done it?





WILLOW:


Of course not, dumbass!





JOHN:


Do you think he'll do it again?





AMY: 


(TO HERSELF)


You mean you'll do it again?





ALLEY:


Huh? I didn't catch that.





AMY:


Catch what?





ALLEY:


Never mind.





JOHN:


So, is everyone coming to my party?





COREY:


When is it?





JOHN:


This Halloween, bay bee!





ALLEY:


Woo hoo!





THE CROWD LAUGHS, BUT AMY DOESN'T, SHE KNOWS SHE HAS NO CHOICE BUT TO GO TO THE PARTY. SHE SUSPECTS JOHN OF BEING THE KILLER FROM '97 BUT SHE HAS NO PROOF.





INT. CLASSROOM-





JOHN SITS NEXT TO COREY.





JOHN:


Hey man, comin' to my party?





COREY:


Of course!





JOHN:


Cool, It's in the ZXY house





COREY:


What about the others that live there?





JOHN:


Their going trick or treating, so it'll just be the 9 of us





COREY:


Cool!





THE TEACHER WALKS OVER.





DR. GREENE:


Is there something you would care to share with the class Mr Colston?





JOHN:


Um.... no sir





DR. GREENE:


Good.





DR. GREENE WALKS OFF AND IS HEARD IN THE DISTANCE.





DR. GREENE:


Now who can name 5 elements on the periodic table?





DR. GREENE: 


(CON'T)


Anyone, anyone at all?





Angel:


HO





THE CLASS LAUGHS





DR. GREENE:


Yes, well almost HO is the symbol for Holium, good job Mr. Summers.





THE BELL RINGS AND CLASS IS DISMISSED. THOUSANDS OF STUDENTS ARE SEEN IN THE HALLWAYS. AMY WALKS OVER TO JOHN. 





AMY:


John, we need to talk.





JOHN:


Ok





AMY:


I do like you, but there's just something that's keeping me from loving you, I'm sure your a great person inside, but there's just no time for me to date, there's to much going on here.





JOHN:


So you're breaking up with me before we even go out?





AMY:


Yes.





JOHN:


Oh ok..I guess? So you still coming to my party?





AMY:


Yeah! What time?





JOHN:


9:30





AMY:


Ok cool, see you later.





AMY:


Bye





JOHN:


Tata





THEY WALK OFF, AWAY FROM EACH OTHER. AMY MEETS UP WITH MICHAEL AND ALLEY.





AMY:


You guys ready for a party?





MICHAEL:


When?





AMY:


Halloween night!





ALLEY:


Oh yeah, John's party





AMY:


Yeah.





MICHAEL:


Well we aren't going.





AMY:


Why not?





ALLEY:


We got a movie to watch.





AMY:


Oohhh.





MICHAEL:


Yeah, its called Gone With The Wind.


AMY:


Cool, well I guess you won't be at the party?





MICHAEL:


No sorry





AMY:


It's okay. Guess I'll chat with yall later?





ALLEY:


Okay! Ta ta





MICHAEL:


Check ya later man.





OCTOBER 31, 2001 (day)





INT. TACO BELL-





CHAD, SHANE, WILLOW, AND JOHN ARE EATING.





CHAD:


Thanks for lunch man.





JOHN:


No prob. Anything for my friends.





CHAD:


Cool!





WILLOW:


Shane would you please finish those nachos?





SHANE:


Just wait, I'm saving the meat for last!!





CHAD:


Cool?





SHANE:


Yep!





SHANE IS CUT OFF; HE STARTS BLEEDING OUT OF HIS MOUTH.





SHANE:


AAAHHHHHHH HELP!





JOHN:


SOMEONE DIAL 991!





SHANE LIES ON THE FLOOR CHOKING AND BLEEDING.





INT. HOSPITOL-





SHANE IS LIEING IN A HOSPITAL BED WITH MANY CORDS ATTACHED TO HIM. THE DOCTOR COMES IN AND LOOKS OVER HIS INFORMATION.





DR. BLAKE: 


(SOFTLY)


This is......





THE NURSE NODS HIS HEAD WHILE WHISPERING





DR. BLAKE:


The....





THE NURSE NODS HIS HEAD WHILE WHISPERING





DR. BLAKE:


O my...





THE NURSE NODS HIS HEAD WHILE WHISPERING





DR. BLAKE:


And how did....





THE NURSE NODS HE HEAD WHILE WHISPERING





DR. BLAKE:


Well okay, Mr. Livingston, looks like you're in bad shape, what happened in the restaurant was a freak accident, it turns out that there were roach eggs in your nacho meat. I know this sounds insane, but the eggs hatched in your mouth. We have cleaned your mouth out with soap (chuckles) yes, soap. Well you should be out of here in a few days or so. Take care, I'll be back later.





SHANE IS LEFT ALONE IN HIS ROOM WHEN THE DOOR OPENS. SHANE OPENS HIS EYES AND SEES A MAN DRESSED IN BLACK. THIS IS UNUSUAL HE THINKS, DON'T MOST DOCTORS WEAR WHITE? BEFORE HE CAN SAY ANYHTING ELSE THE DARK FIGURE WALKS OVER TO SHANE AND REVEALS A KNIFE. SHANE'S EYES GROW LARGER. HE'S SCARED. HE CLOSES HIS EYES AS WE SEE THE KILLER BRING THE KNIFE DOWN IN ONE SWIFT AND PAINLESS MOTION.





OCTOBER 31, 2001 (night)





EXT. CAMPUS-





AMY, CHAD, BRUCE, AND COREY ALL GET TOGETHER, HEADED FOR THE ZXY SOROITY HOUSE, WHICH WAS HALF WAY ACCROSS THE CAMPUS. THE CONTINUED TO WALK.





INT. THEATER-





ALLEY IS SEEN AT THE BALCONY OF THE THEATER WAITING FOR MICHAEL TO COME TO HIS SEAT. SHE WAS GONNA SCREAM HIS NAME AND EMBARASS HER LOVER, BUT HE NEVER CAME DOWN THERE. SHE STOPPED WAITING AND WALKED FOR THE DOOR, BUT THE SAME DARK FIGURE FROM THE HOSPITAL STOPPED HER.





ALLEY:


Ok honey, let's not get carried away with this Halloween bullshit. Now gimmie a kiss!





VOICE:


I'll give you something.





ALLEY:


Michael?





THE MASKED PERSON STABS ALLEY IN THE BACK. SHE SCREAMS AND MICHAEL IS SHOWN SITTING IN THE CORNER OF THE THEATER ABOUT TO SIT DOWN ON A NEEDLE. ALLEY IS THROWN OFF THE BALCONY TO HER DEATH WHILE MICHAEL SITS.





MICHAEL (Jumping up):


AHHHHHH my ass! What the fuck is going on, I thought this was Gone with the Wind, not a cock hole hut!





MICHAEL STANDS UP AND THE KILLER JUMPS DOWN, WALKS OVER TO HIM AND STABS HIM, MICHAEL WALKS AWAY BLOOD DRIPPING FROM HIS MOUTH. THE KILLER WALKS AWAY. (NO ONE WAS IN THE THEATER AT THE TIME BECAUSE GONE WITH THE WIND IS A CRAPPY MOVIE, ATLEAST IN THE YEAR 2001.)





BACK AT THE ZXY HOUSE-





AMY AND THE GANG FINALLY MAKE IT TO THE SOROITY HOUSE. JOHN ISNT THERE AND NEITHER IS SHANE.





AMY:


Willow, where is everyone?





WILLOW:


Well john went to see Shane and then he went to get groceries, Shane got a problem.





AMY:


Do I dare ask?





WILLOW:


I wouldn't.





COREY:


So what do we do till he gets back?





WILLOW:


Um.....I have one idea...





COREY:


My god all you think about is food food food!





WILLOW:


No, not that...that...





COREY:


Ooohh Ohh! (Finally realizing) Oohhhhhhhh! (To Amy, Chad, and Bruce) hey save some pizza...





WILLOW AND COREY HED OFF TO ANOTHER ROOM. *ECSESSIVE NOISE*





WILLOW:


YES!





COREY:


YES!





WILLOW:


YES!





COREY:


HARDER!





WILLOW:


OH YEAH!





COREY:


FUCK ME! C'MON! YES!





AFTER THE *ECSESSIVE NOISE* HAS ENDED, COREY AND WILLOW COME OUT TO FIND THEIR FRIENDS GONE.





COREY:


Hello?





WILLOW:


Anyone here?





COREY:


John?





WILLOW:


Amy?





COREY:


Chad?





WILLOW:


Bruce?





COREY:


Anyone?





THE TWO CANNOT SEEM TO FIND THEIR FRIENDS ANYWHERE.





UPSTAIRS-





AMY AND BRUCE ARE UPSTAIRS LOOKING FOR CHAD.





AMY:


Chad?





BRUCE:


Chad Warren Hallak!





BRUCE:


(CON'T)


Where is he?





AMY:


I don't know!





THEY CONTINUE WALKING, THEY SEE THE STAIRS THEY HAD CLIMBED UP TO GET THERE, REALIZING THEY HAD SEARCHED EVERYWHERE.





AMY:


Well now what?





BRUCE:


I give up, lets just go watch some movies





AMY:


Movies? At a time like this? We can't find Chad, johns gone, and two of our friends are fucking each other!





BRUCE:


Hehe, well I guess your right, but what the hell can we do? Go trick or treating?





AMY:


No its jus....





BRUCE:


Just?, what is it?...AMY, OPEN YOUR DAMN MOUTH.





SOMEONE TAPS ON BRUCES SHOULDER, HE TURNS AROUND AND THE KILLER IS THERE. BRUCE STANDS THERE, ALMOST PARALIZED. THE KILLER REACHES INTO A POUCH AND GRABS A HANDFUL OF WHITE DUST.





VOICE:


DIE!





THE KILLER BLOWS THE DUST AT BRUCE. BRUCE SCREAMS AND FALLS BACK DOWN THE STAIRS. HIS BODY STARTS TO DISOLVE AS THE DUST COVERS HIS BODY. THE SKIN FADES AWAY FROM BRUCES BODY. FINALLY HIS BONES HIT THE STAIRS AND SHATTER INTO NOTHINGNESS.





AMY:


AHHHHHHH! NOO!! DAMN YOU!





COREY AND WILLOW HEAR THIS AND THEY COME RUNNING.





COREY:


AMY! What's going on?





AMY:


There's a killer! Help me!





COREY COMES RUNNING UP THE STAIRS. HE IS GRABBED BY THE KILLER. THE MURDERER PUSHES AMY OUT OF THE WAY. THE KILLER STANDS BEHIND COREY AND HOLDS UP A KNIFE AGAINST COREY'S THROAT.





VOICE:


Do you love this man?





AMY:


Of course! He's my friend!





VOICE:


Would you die for him?





AMY:


Yes! Of course! Please let him go!





VOICE:


Trick or treat!





JUST THEN THE PHONE RINGS DOWNSTAIRS, AMY AND WILLOW HURRY TO IT. 





AMY:


HELLO?





VOICE:


There's a killer upstairs





AMY AND WILLOW RUN BACK TO THE STAIRS AND SEE COREY...HIS THROAT IS BEING SLOWLY SLIT...





AMY:


NOOO!





WILLOW:


FUCK YOU MAN!





VOICE:


That was his job.





THE KILLER WALKS OVER TO THE STAIRS. HE CLEANS HIS KNIFE WITH THE SUIT. HE STANDS AND AMY LOOKS FRIGHTEND. SHE GRABS WILLOWS ARM AND THEY RUN TO THE OTHER ROOM.





AMY:


What are we gonna do?





WILLOW


I don't know. We're gonna need John and Chad though!





AMY:


Haven't you figured it out? That's probably John under that mask!





WILLOW:


What? That's bullshit! John wouldn't do that to us!





AMY:


I don't know! He's just a little mad.





WILLOW:


What did you do now?





AMY:


Huh?





WILLOW:


You said he's mad.





AMY:


I mean like crazy, insane, disturbed.





VOICE:


We all go a little mad sometimes.





AMY AND WILLOW SCREAM AS THEY RUN AWAY. THEY TRIP AND FALL ON SOMETHING. THEY LOOK BY THEIR SIDE, AND SEE CHAD'S CORPSE LYING NEXT TO THEM! THE TWO SCREAM AND THEN AMY RUNS AWAY. WILLOW GETS A CRAMP AND CANNOT MOVE.





WILLOW:


Amy help me!





AMY RUNS BACK AND PULLS HER FRIEND UP BEFORE SHE BECOMES A VICTIM OF THE MURDERS. THE TWO RUN AWAY, TRYING TO GET OUTSIDE BUT THE DOORS ARE LOCKED ON THE OUTSIDE.





AMY:


DAMN IT!





WILLOW:


WE CAN'T GET OUT!





AMY:


FUCK THIS. I'M OUTTA HERE, C'MON!





ONCE AGAIN THEY RUN. WILLOW STOPS, AMY TURNS AROUND.





AMY:


Willow, what is it?





WILLOW:


Hel...he...help...





BLOOD POURS OUT OF HER MOUTH. SHE FALLS TO THE GROUND AND THE KILLER IS BEHIND HER.





AMY:


Damn you motha fucker! Your gonna rot in hell for this!





THE KILLER REMOVES THE MASK TO SHOW THAT IT'S JOHN.





JOHN:


No I wont! They will! They are!





AMY:


John? I knew it!...but why??





JOHN:


Why? You want to know why? It's a long story, lets make it short and I'll just kill you, okay?





AMY:


No! John tell me! Don't just kill me, give me one reason!





JOHN:


Okay fine! It all started in 1997, when my life went horrible. my parents divorced, then my mom died. i had no one. so i turned to the internet. i used it to get to women, i used them, killed them. it helped, just a little. i dont know why, but i liked it. then when i got found out. i was arressted. i escaped and went to Texas. two states away from Kansas. i went to Texas Christian University there in 1998. when those murders started. my friend Dave, he was my greatest friend. he taught me God would allow me back into his kingdom, that he would forgive me of my sins. the next day was christmas. that night before Dave never came home. i wondered where he was. he wasnt there! i went outside and saw his body hanging from a cross infront of our school! turs out Andrea Livingston, Robert Lynn, and Paul Hardin hung him up there. they put stakes i his hands and feet. the next day, christmas. he was gone. when asked for questioning, they boys were found with stakes through the heads, one for each boy. guess who. me! i knew it was them. they even confessed to it. you might say i helped the world.





AMY:


wow, so why did you kill them...





JOHN:


look at their names


Andrea Livingston-Shane Livingston


Robert Lynn-Corey Lynn, Alley Lynn


Paul Hardin-Michael Hardin, Willow Hardin





AMY:


so you just killed their family?





JOHN:


yeah, brothers and sisters





AMY:


but chad, bruce, ME! why us?





JOHN:


you were their friends, why not rid the world of people that are like them? 





AMY:


but wait, the cross thing, wasnt that an urban legend? and the roach nacos, the anthrax dust. those are urban legends.





JOHN:


yes, i based everything on urban legends!





AMY:


why?





JOHN:


it was free information! easy! intresting! and millions will fear these things in the furture!





AMY:


no, i cant let this happen!





JOHN:


then what are you gonna do? you gonna kill me? shoot me? blow me up? huh? whats it gonna be?





REESE:


number two sounds good to me!





AMY & JOHN:


WHAT?!





AMY AND JOHN TURN AROUND TO FIND REESE SHOOT JOHN. HE FALLS BACK.





REESE:


c'mon girl, lets get the hell out of here!





AMY:


thanks! i heard that!





THE DOOR LIMP THEIR WAYS OUT OF THE ROOM AND DOWN THE STAIRS. THEY SEE THE DOOR THE COP BUST DOWN. THEY RUN FOR IT, THEN JOHN THROWS THE KNIFE AT MURPHY. SHE FALLS AND AMY PICKS HER UP. THEY SCURRY AWAY INTO THE BASEMENT. THEY HIDE BEHIND A GAS TANK. NOT KNWONING THAT IT HAD EVER BEEN THERE THE STATE BUILT THE COLLEGE THERE ANYWAYS. THEY HID, AND HID. THEN JOHN CAME DOWN. HE HAD TAKEN MURPHYS GUN. HE SAW AMY MOVE HE SHOT AT HER "BOOM!" THE WALLS SHOOK. REESE AND AMY RAN UPSTAIRS AND HID, NOT KNOWING THAT JOHN SHOT THE TANK. JOHN CAME RUNNING AFTER THEM AND SHOT REESE IN THE ARM. SHE GOT HER OTHER GUN AND SHOT HIM TWICE IN THE HEAD.





REESE:


happy halloween!





AMY PICKED REESE UP AND MOVED HER OUT OF THE ROOM, THEY WENT TO THE BALCONY AND JUMPED AS THE HOUSE EXPLODED! THYE LAY ON THE GROUND WATCHING IT. WATCHING THE LEGEND OF THE UNIVERSITY OF CONNECTICUT BURN AWAY AS IT SHOULD. FOR THIS WAS THE LAST HALLOWEEN THERE. THE ENTIRE TOWN SCARED OUT OF THEIR WITS, BANNED HALLOWEEN, BOY WERE THEY GONNA HATE EASTER!














Thank you! what did you think? send all messages to alexis_rogers@hotmail.com ok? thanx! hope you liked it!





~Alexis Rogers(AleX)


