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	      Trick or Treat: Two Tales of Terror


         


…this Halloween, one town is going to experience the ultimate in terror 





	Set in the small town of Springdale, California on Halloween night, Trick or Treat spins three tales of terror that will make you think twice about trick-or-treating next year.


	With Trick or Treat, I wanted to pay homage to horror anthologies like Creepshow and Trilogy of Terror. Only in this one, it’s set in the same town on the same night. Halloween night. 


The first story is THE CAR WON’T START. The title is tongue-in-cheek because in many horror stories it’s true that cars will not start in the most terrifying situations. In this story, a woman’s car breaks down during a rainstorm. In the only house in sight there lives a teenage boy who’s hiding something awful in an upstairs bedroom.


	In the second story, THE CEMETERY, a young couple is having sex in a cemetery. Then they witness something more terrifying than they ever wished to see.


	So, lock the doors, bolt the windows, and turn off the lights. And don’t worry about that noise. It’s only the wind. Or is it?





THE CAR WON’T START





	It was October 31st. Halloween. In Springdale, California. There wasn’t that much traffic. Not many kids were trick-or-treating this Halloween. Because there was a rainstorm. One of the biggest rainstorms the town had seen in a while.


	Dana Fleming was driving on Highway 17. She was still about twenty minutes away from home. She was only driving about thirty miles per hour. She was afraid to go faster, because of the storm.


	She had only been driving for ten minutes. She had just ended another day at work. She worked at the Springdale Library. Sure it didn’t pay that much, but it was easy work and it was only temporary until she found a better job. At 28, Dana needed a better job. 


	Dana had just been listening to the rain since she had gotten into the car. She reached over and turned on the radio. The song was playing was, not surprising for Halloween night, The Monster Mash. She turned up the volume a little and then turned her attention back to the road before her.


	After the song ended, the voice of Richard Brody, who was the night DJ for WCDM. Usually cheerful, Dana was surprised to hear how solemn his voice sounded tonight.


	“Hello, this is Richard Brody. We have some rather disturbing news for you tonight. It seems that seventeen teenagers were found dead tonight in Springdale. Names have not been enclosed as of yet, but we do know that they were all attending a Halloween party…”


	“Oh my god,” Dana whispered silently. Dana reached over and turned off the radio, chills crawling down her spine.


	Just as Dana was turning off the radio, she felt the car swerving uncontrollably. Only a few seconds later, the car went off the road and fell into a ditch. She tried turning the ignition, but nothing happened. THE CAR WOULDN’T START.


	Dana got out of the car and looked around. There was only one house in sight. From where she was standing, it looked kind of creepy. She could see that there were lights on inside. She reached into the back seat of her car and snatched an umbrella. 


	Dana began walked toward the rather large house, shielding herself with the umbrella. When she reached the house, she knocked on the door. She stepped back in surprise as the door creaked open by itself.


	Dana wandered into the house anxiously, closing the front door behind her. 


	“Hello. Is someone here? My car won’t start, and I was wondering if I could use your phone.” There was no answer.


	“Hello,” Dana called once more. She nearly jumped out of her skin as she was grabbed roughly from behind.


	She turned to face a young man who appeared to be about eighteen, maybe even younger. He was good-looking with blonde hair, blue eyes, and a pretty good body. If she were about ten years younger, she would have definitely been interested.


	“Excuse me, I was wondering if I could maybe use a phone. My car broke down and this was the only house that I could see,” Dana said, not taking a breath between words.


	The boy just looked at her, not saying a word. Not even blinking. He was kind of giving Dana the creeps.


	“I’m sorry that I just walked in here, but the door was open and I really do need a phone,” Dana said, hoping to get some kind of response out of the boy.


	“All of the phones are out. The storm knocked out all of the lines,” the young man at last spoke. He had a moderately deep voice. Dana thought that it sounded sexy.


	“Oh. Well, I have nowhere else to go. Could you maybe drive me home or something?” Dana asked.


	 “Mam, it’s not safe out there to be driving. I suggest you stay here tonight and in the morning we’ll see what we can do. Maybe the phones will be working then,” the boy replied.


	“Alright,” Dana said, a little uneasy about spending the night in a stranger’s house.


	“I’m sorry that I didn’t answer the door. I heard you, but I was upstairs. My parents are asleep. They go to bed pretty early,” the young man said.


	“Oh, that’s okay,” Dana said.


	“My name’s Carter,” the boy said.


	“I’m Dana. Dana Fleming,” Dana said.


	“Would you like something to drink? I don’t think my parents would mind if you had some of their wine,” Carter said.


	“Oh yes. Wine sounds good,” Dana said. She could certainly use a drink after the night she’s had.


	“Okay, I’ll be right back. Have a seat,” Carter said, pointing to a sofa sitting in the corner. 


	Dana sat down and realized that felt really comfortable with Carter. He seemed  mature for his age and he didn’t creep her out as much as before now that he had finally opened up.


	Carter returned to the living room with a bottle of wine and a glass. He poured the wine into the glass and handed it to Dana.


	“Thanks,” Dana said quietly, taking the glass. She began sipping the wine. She was quite thirsty.


	“You like?” Carter asked, pointing at the glass of wine.


	“Yes. Very good. So Carter, how old are you?” Dana asked curiously.


	“I’m 17, but I’ll be 18 next month. I’m a senior at Springdale High,” Carter said enthusiastically.


	“Right. Where’s the bathroom? I need to freshen up a little,” Dana said, sitting her empty wine glass on the coffee table.


	“It’s upstairs. First door on the right. Make sure not to wake my parents or my sister okay,” Carter said.


	“Alright. I’ll be right back,” Dana said, standing up from the sofa holding her purse.





	In the upstairs bathroom, Dana began splashing water on her face. She felt the cool water as it dripped down from her forehead to her nose to her mouth. She turned off the faucet and reached for a towel. She began dabbing at her face with the towel. When she was done, she looked at herself in the mirror and then left the bathroom.


	As Dana excited the bathroom, she saw a dark puddle spreading from up under the door of the bedroom that was across from the bathroom. She looked at the puddle, wondering what it was. She reached down and touch the liquid, then brought it to her nose. She began gagging. It was blood.


	Dana’s head began spinning at that moment, and she felt faint. Somehow, she got the strength to stand up. She looked downstairs to make sure that Carter wasn’t coming. She didn’t see him.


	Dana reached out her right hand and began turning the doorknob. When she opened the door, she saw nothing but darkness. She reached into her purse and grabbed her mini flashlight. She didn’t want to turn on the bedroom light for fear that Carter would see from downstairs.


	Dana turned on the flashlight and shined it across the room, closing the bedroom door behind her. Blood was splashed all over the room. On the walls, on the bed, and on the floor. In fact, Dana was standing in some it at that moment. Something in the back of Dana’s head told her to get out, but something also told her to check it out.


	Dana walked forward until she reached the bed. The covers were pulled up tight, covering whatever was underneath. Dana was as sure as she was standing there that there were dead bodies underneath.


	Dana walked over to the side of the bed and pulled away the covers, her eyes opened wide in terror as she saw what was beneath. There were two bodies, a man and a woman. The man had been gutted, his mouth open in horror. She was standing next to the woman who appeared to be dead. The woman’s throat had been slit. 


	Dana could not scream for two reasons. One was the fact that she was too scared. The other was the fact that if she did, Carter would come racing up those stairs and kill her just like he did his parents. She had to get out now. As she was backing away, a hand grabbed her roughly from behind, causing her to drop the flashlight to the floor.





	Downstairs, Carter heard the flashlight as it tinkered to the floorboard directly above him. He reached into his back pocket and brought out the bloody knife that he had used on his parents and his sister. 





	Dana turned to see a girl of about fifteen years old sitting on the floor.  Her throat been slit also, but it must have not been bad enough to kill her.


	“Please help me. You’ve got to help me,” the girl pleaded, barely able to choke out those eight words.


	“Okay. We’ve got to get out of here. Take my hand,” Dana said,  reaching out her hand for the girl to grab. Before the girl could respond, the bedroom door creaked open. Carter stood there holding a large butcher knife in his right hand. The knife appeared to be stained with blood.


	“No one is going anywhere. And Kate, what are you doing? You’re supposed to be dead,” Carter said, marching over to where Kate was lying on the floor. He kneeled down and started stabbing her repeatedly in the back until he was sure she was dead.


	Dana didn’t waste any time. She reached into her purse and brought out a small shotgun, aiming it at Carter. Carter glanced up, appearing to be amused.


	“What, are you going to shoot me or something?” Carter asked, standing up from the floor where he killed his sister.


	“You bet your crazy ass I am,” Dana said, pulling the trigger. Nothing happened. Dana tried again, but the gun wasn’t loaded.


	“Ah, Dana. I’m sorry I have to do this, but you leave me no choice,” Carter said. He grabbed Dana by the hair and pushed her into the wall. She dropped to the floor, blood flowing from her head.





	A few minutes later, Dana came to. Her vision was blurry at first, then she realized that she was lying face forward on a bed. Both of her arms and legs were handcuffed to the bed. She tried moving, but she couldn’t. She was completely chained to the bed.


	She looked around the room in disgust. There were posters of horror movies like Texas Chainsaw Massacre and even more disturbing films. The room was littered with skulls and such. There were small photographs taped to the walls that showed dead bodies. People that Carter killed. She was in Carter’s room.


	Just as she realized just where she was, Carter entered the room. He was holding a glass of water. His eyes moved to Dana and he smiled. It was creepy. None of his boyish presence that he had displayed to Dana earlier that night was evident. He was now showing has maniac persona.


	“Here’s some water if you want some. I was going to use it to wake you, but I see that you’re already awake,” Carter said, laughing. His laugh was truly spine tingling. It made Dana’s skin crawl. 


	“No. Thank you. I just want to get the hell out of here, you sick psycho,” Dana said between gritted teeth.


	“I’m sorry, Dana. You shouldn’t have went into that room. I hadn’t cleaned it up yet. You had to come barging in here like it was your own fucking home. I was going to put them in the basement, where I keep all of the bodies. Unfortunately, you didn’t give me a chance,” Carter said. It was evident that he was angry at Dana for spoiling his plans.


	“You’re sick. You’re never going to get away with this crap,” Dana said.


	“That’s what they all say,” Carter said, laughing. Something made him stop.


	Both Carter and Dana heard the front door creaking open downstairs. They then heard the door shut followed by loud footsteps.


	“What the fuck? I thought I locked that door,” Carter said, puzzled. 


	Carter didn’t have his knife on him. He didn’t think he would need it anymore, since he had Dana locked tight. He grabbed a baseball bat from the corner of the room and exited the room, not saying one word to Dana on his way out. He creeped into the hall and then began descending the stairs as quiet as possible. 


	When Carter was in the living room, he heard a commotion coming from the kitchen. It sounded like crying. He made his way into the kitchen and saw someone standing over the kitchen sink. It was a woman. She had her back to Carter and she was crying lightly. She gripped a knife in her right hand.


	“Can I help you?” Carter stammered. He then jumped back as the woman turned to face him, dropping the baseball bat to the kitchen floor. The woman that was standing over the sink was his mother. The dry blood was caked to her throat, which Carter had slit. Her eye shadow was running all down her face from her crying. 


	“Look what you did to me,” the woman said, pointing at the bloody gash on her throat. “You killed me. Now I’ll never have grandchildren.”


	Carter turned quickly as he heard someone else enter the room. It was his father, his bloody entrails flowing out from his stomach. He too held a knife. 


	“There you are, boy. Now stand right there like that where I can gut you just like you gut me,” the rather large man said, hatred gleaming in his eyes. Carter stared in bewilderment.


	“Carter,” a voice said from right behind him. He turned to see his sister, Kate. Her throat was slit and her whole body was stained with blood from the knife attack Carter had given her earlier.


	“Carter, why did you do this to me? I looked up to you. Now I only hate you. Because of you, I will never lose my virginity and that really hurts,” Kate said. She then started crying, pulling a knife from her pocket.


	Carter had nowhere to run as the ghosts of his parents and his sister began closing in on him. His dead father grabbed him and pushed him on the floor, then he began stabbing Carter over and over and over. Carter’s mother and sister walked over and joined him in their bloody revenge.


	When all was done, Carter’s family disappeared as if they were never there to begin with. They left Carter lying on the kitchen floor, his body a mangled, bloody mess. Their unfinished business was now finished. They could now rest.





Upstairs, Dana was left screaming. “Let me out, let me out, let me out.”











THE CEMETERY 





	Nathan Campbell and Stephanie Lawrence were riding along Ridgemont Road in Nathan’s red convertible. They really weren’t planning on going anywhere in particular. They were just riding around, trying to make this uneventful Halloween night more eventful.


	“Look. It’s stopped raining,” Stephanie said.


	“Yeah. So, what do you want to do now that it’s stopped. Want to go to Steve Wallace’s Halloween party?” Nathan asked.


	“No. I want to do this,” Stephanie said, reaching across the seat. She began playing with Nathan’s hair. He started laughing. She began nibbling his ear, grabbing at his crotch at the same time.


	“Wow. You sure are wild tonight,” Nathan said, looking over at Stephanie.


	“It’s Halloween. Everyone’s wild,” Stephanie said, laughing. She then reached over and started kissing Nathan’s mouth. He returned the kiss, his eyes closed. When he opened his eyes, he saw that he had driven into the wrong lane. A big truck was coming toward him at full speed. He quickly moved back into the right lane.


	“Shit. Not while I’m driving okay. We almost got hit,” Nathan said, still shaking.


	“Then let’s pull over then,” Stephanie said, smiling over at Nathan.


	“You really want to?” Nathan asked, quickly glancing at Stephanie. He then turned his attention back to the road.


	“Yes,” Stephanie said, grabbing Nathan’s crotch and playing with it under his jeans. She could feel his erection. She then unzipped his pants and began blowing him as he drove.


	“Okay. Just let me find a place,” Nathan said, searching for a suitable place that they could park. He loved the way Stephanie’s lips felt going up and down on his cock.


	“Okay. Just hurry up. I have to be home by ten or my parents will freak,” Stephanie said, sitting up.


	“You have to be home by ten. What are you, twelve? Here’s a place,” Nathan said, parking his car at Springdale Cemetery. 


	“Nathan, please don’t tell me you just parked at the cemetery,” Stephanie said, a look of total concern on her face.


	“Yeah, so. You’re not scared are you?” Nathan said, laughing.


	“No. No, I’m not afraid. I just don’t feel right about it, that’s all,” Stephanie said.


	“Come on. Where’s your sense of adventure?” Nathan asked.


	“Where’s your sense of sanity? Nathan, wonder if some trick-or-treaters spot us,” Stephanie said, doing all she could to make Nathan change his mind.


	“Oh sure, Steph. Kids always go to graveyards and ask the dead for candy,” Nathan said sarcastically.


	“Look, if you want to do this so bad, then fine. Let’s just make it quick and get the hell out of here. The grave keeper might come or something,” Stephanie said, still a little unsure about the idea of having sex in a cemetery.


	“Okay. If it’s a quickie you want, it’s a quickie you’ll get,” Nathan said, smiling.


	Nathan and Stephanie got out of the car and looked around to make sure that no one was there but them. They couldn’t see a soul.


	“Looks like the coast is clear,” Nathan said, facing Stephanie. He walked over to where she stood and put his arms around her waist. He began kissing her lightly at first, and then he got more passionate, more harder. She wrapped her arms around him as they kissed under the moon.


	“Let’s lie down,” Nathan said, taking Stephanie’s hand.


	They got on the ground behind a bush, still kissing. Stephanie slid her hands under Nathan’s shirt and began scratching his smooth back. Nathan sat up and took off his shirt, revealing his toned, almost hairless chest. He then began undressing Stephanie and she did the same to him. Now they were naked and all over each other.


	Stephanie moved on top of Nathan and wrapped her right hand around his erect penis, stroking it. She watched as he sighed with pleasure. Nathan moved his hand between Stephanie’s legs as well, touching her vagina, which was covered with hair.


	Nathan grabbed his pants, which were lying on the grass beside him. He reached into the back pocket and pulled out a Trojan condom. He pushed the condom down on his erect penis until it was completely on.


	Nathan gently slid his penis into Stephanie’s vagina. He began fucking her slowly. Stephanie was whimpering with each thrust. She let her hands go freely from Nathan’s back to his hard butt, clenching the meaty flesh as hard as she could.


	Nathan continued to thrust inside of Stephanie. Both were sweating and moaning with delight. Then Nathan came inside of Stephanie. His body began dancing all over Stephanie’s, as the warm liquid spread her vagina. Nathan moved off of her, panting. He quickly sat up as he heard a car door slam. It sounded as if it was right there in the cemetery. He lifted his head and saw what appeared to be a hearse parked on the other side of the bushes. 


	“Stephanie, get dressed. Someone’s here. I think it’s the grave keeper,” Nathan said impatiently. Both Nathan and Stephanie got dressed as quickly as possible. Nathan looked up from behind the bushes once more and saw that no one had gotten out of the hearse still. But the door on the driver’s side was open.


	Finally, someone climbed out of the hearse, shutting the car door behind them. It was a man. He was wearing a suit, but he wasn’t the grave keeper. His hair was greasy, and for that matter so was his skin. He walked with a limp, like he had a wooden leg.


	“Who is that?” Stephanie asked, whispering as quietly as possible.


	“I don’t know, but it sure as hell isn’t the grave keeper. That isn’t Mr. Smith. This man looks like one of them monsters in horror flicks. Like Night of the Living Dead,” Nathan said, not taking his eyes off of the strange man.


	“Oh that’s comforting. That’s real nice. I told you we shouldn’t have come out here. Now we’re face to face with a flesh eating zombie,” Stephanie said.


The man walked to the back of the hearse and opened the back door. What he pulled out was hard to see at first. Then it came into full view. The man had pulled a body from out of the hearse. The body of Mr. Smith. Mr. Smith was already dead and he was only in his underwear. The strange man had murdered Mr. Smith and stole his suit.


	“Oh my god. That’s Mr. Smith,” Stephanie whispered in shock.


	“No shit, Sherlock. I thought it was Elvis,” Nathan said sarcastically.


	“You’re not funny. A murder has been committed and all you can do is joke about it,” Stephanie said, her voice rising.


	“Would you shut up. He’ll hear us,” Nathan said, turning his attention back to the eerie going-ons. 


	The man walked back to the hearse and reached inside. He then returned, carrying an axe.


	“Oh my god. Hasn’t he done enough damage already? Mr. Smith is already dead,” Stephanie said.


	“I don’t like this. I don’t like this one fucking bit,” Nathan said, watching.


	The man brought the axe over to Mr. Smith. He stood over the body for about ten seconds. Then he began swinging and swinging and swinging. Blood and guts flew everywhere, as well as a few body parts.


	“We’ve got to get out of here,” Stephanie said, who had turned away from the grisly scene.


	“No. We can’t leave without making any noise. If he sees us, we’re in some serious shit,” Nathan said, still not believing that something like this could happen in Springdale. Something so horrible.


	Nathan and Stephanie watched in horror as the man dropped on all fours and got on top of Mr. Smith. He began sniffing Mr. Smith and his bloody remains.


	“What the hell is he doing?” Stephanie asked in disgust.


	“I don’t know, Steph. You want to go over and ask him?” Nathan asked quizzically. 


	“Oh, you’re so damn ignorant,” Stephanie said, punching Nathan lightly in the arm.


	Nathan and Stephanie turned and watched in utter disgust as the man stopped sniffing Mr. Smith’s bloody corpse and then pushed his face into Mr. Smith’s open stomach. He then began to eat.


	“Gross,” Nathan said, turning away immediately. Stephanie began vomiting on the grass. When she was finished, she glanced over and saw something that made all of the terror that they had experienced already seem light in comparison. The man had blood all over his face, his mouth, and his suit. However, that wasn’t what made Stephanie gasp in fear. He was looking straight at her.


	“Nathan, we’ve got to get the fuck out of here. He sees us,” Stephanie said, pointing at the man who was still watching them from beside the hearse.


	“Oh shit. Let’s go,” Nathan said, grabbing Stephanie’s hand. They ran, not slowing down once until they reached Nathan’s car. They got in and Nathan turned the ignition. Nothing. The car would not start.


	“Shit. The car won’t start,” Nathan said, a look of total panic on his face.


	“Nathan, maybe it would start if you put your keys in the ignition,” Stephanie said, not believing how stupid Nathan could be.


	“Oh right. Thanks,” Nathan said, pulling his car keys out of his pants pocket. He put them in the ignition and turned, the convertible roaring to life. Nathan and Stephanie sighed with relief as they emerged from the cemetery. Stephanie looked back, only to see that the man was still watching them. He was still standing by the hearse, not making a move.


	“Okay, what are we going to do. Are we going to call the police or are we going to pretend like this never happened?” Stephanie asked.


	“Gee, I don’t know. I thought we would go back to the cemetery and ask that guy out for dinner and a movie sometime,” Nathan said sarcastically.


	“Nathan, I hate to break it to you, but that guy back there would cut us into fish sticks if we went back,” Stephanie said, obviously not getting the joke.


	“I was joking, dumbass. Of course we’re going to call the police,” Nathan said.





	Back at the cemetery, the stumbling zombie left the body of Mr. Smith lying there on the grass, not bothering to clean up any of the remains, which were few. The zombie had eaten most of the dead grave keeper. He put the bloodied axe back in the hearse, which he had stolen from Mr. Smith only thirty minutes before. He then got into the hearse and drove off. He was hungry again. He was hungry for those two teenagers who had been spying on him at the cemetery. Nathan and Stephanie.


	


	Nathan stopped the car when he found a pay phone. He got out of the car, leaving Stephanie inside. When he reached the phone, he put a dime in and then dialed 911. It rang only once before someone answered.


	“Officer Stevens speaking. I’m eating a jelly doughnut right now, so this better be a matter of life or death,” the gruff sounding officer said as if he really didn’t care.


	“Officer Stevens. I want to report a murder,” Nathan said breathlessly.


	“Is this about the Halloween Party massacre that took place earlier tonight?” Officer Stevens asked.


	“What? What are you talking about?” Nathan asked, not sure if he had heard right.


	“Some escaped lunatic crashed a party downtown and murdered seventeen kids. Still haven’t caught the bastard,” Officer Stevens said bitterly.


	“Look, I know nothing about no party okay. A murder occurred sometime tonight. Some guy who looked like a zombie killed Mr. Smith, the grave keeper. Then he took the body to the cemetery and ate it. You’ve got to go over there and check it out,” Nathan said, his voice rising in anger.


	“Is this a prank? I sure hope not, because if it is I can throw you’re ass in jail. You do know that don’t you?” Officer Stevens asked. �	“Screw you,” Nathan said, slamming the phone down hard. Why did I have to get a smart ass cop? He asked himself. He was about to get back in the car, when he saw the hearse come up behind him. He turned and looked at the hearse, bright lights shining in his eyes. He stood in shock as the zombie got out of the hearse and began descending upon him.


	Nathan ran and got in the car, quickly putting his keys in the ignition. He locked his door and told Stephanie to do the same.


	“What’s wrong?” Stephanie asked.


	“He’s coming. He’s right behind us,” Nathan said hurriedly.


	“Who?” Stephanie asked dumbfoundly. 


	“Dirty Harry. Who the hell do you think? It’s the zombie. He’s after us,” Nathan said. He turned the key in the ignition, the car roaring to life. However, the car would not go anywhere. They were stuck.


	“Oh shit. The car won’t start. And I have the key in the ignition this time,” Nathan said, clearly panicked.


	“Nathan honey, maybe you should put your fucking foot on the fucking accelerator,” Stephanie said, pissed at Nathan. 


	“Oh right. Steph, what would I do without you?” Nathan asked.


	“You’d probably be dead right now,” Stephanie replied.


	Nathan put the car into reverse and ran over the zombie. The zombie dropped to the ground, not getting up.


	“Aha, I got the fucker,” Nathan said as if he were a big hero. 


	Nathan turned back around and gasped. The zombie was standing straight up, this time in front of the car. It looked like the little run-over hadn’t even affected him.


	“Oh no, he’s still alive. I’m telling you, the son of a bitch isn’t human,” Nathan said.


	“Gee Nathan, you think. I thought we specified that little piece of information back at the cemetery,” Stephanie said, her eyes on the unmoving zombie as well.


	“You’re going down this time,” Nathan said. He drive right over the zombie, hearing his body being crunched under the tires.


	“Can we please get the hell out of here now. I’m going to miss Friends,” Stephanie said, as if the thought of missing the TV show was more terrifying than everything else that they had been through tonight. 


	“Could you put that show out of your mind. We’ve got a real crisis on our hands here in case you haven’t noticed,” Nathan said, fed up with Stephanie’s selfishness.


	“But tonight Rachel’s supposed to find out that the baby isn’t Ross’s,  it’s Phoebe’s,” Stephanie said.


	“What? That’s ridiculous,” Nathan said. He had forgotten what they were even talking about as he heard what sounded like footsteps on the roof of the car. “You hear that?”


	“Yes. It sounds like footsteps,” Stephanie said, her eyes wide in fear.


	“No shit, Sherlock,” Nathan said.


	“Would you stop saying that. Drive off please. I don’t know about you, but dying isn’t on my Christmas wishlist,” Stephanie said.


	Nathan was fixing to drive off, when a hand smashed his window and grabbed him by the hair. The zombie was trying to pull him up to the roof with him. By the hair.


	“Oh my god,” Stephanie said, not sure what to do.


	“Steph, go to the hearse and see if the axe is still in there,” Nathan said.


	Stephanie didn’t waste any time. She ran to the hearse and opened the back door. She nearly gagged. The hearse was filled with wall to wall blood and gore. There were two dead bodies in the back. They belonged to a young girl and a middle-aged woman. They could have been mother and daughter.


	Stephanie spotted the axe. She grabbed it and ran back to the car. The zombie was still trying to bring Nathan to the roof of the car.	


	“Hey, zombie,” Stephanie shouted. The zombie looked at her holding the axe. He dropped Nathan, forgetting about him. He started advancing on Stephanie. She swung the axe and hit him in his right arm, which flew off and hit the ground somewhere behind Stephanie. Green blood began oozing out of the zombie, where the arm had been. She then began swinging at other body parts. She then swung at his head, decapitating him. His head rolled on the pavement


	Stephanie threw the axe down and ran over to Nathan who was sitting in the car, trying to catch his breath.


	“What a night,” Stephanie said.


	“I know. I’m just glad it’s over,” Nathan said.


	But was it really over? You decide as the eyes on the decapitated head of the zombie snapped open.








				


	


