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Chapter 1
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The little drive through town was the same people and the same single stop light town that it had been. A few companies had tried to bring their industries to the town, but they had faded away. It seemed to be a town lost to time. Family farms on the outskirts, the café and local tavern on one side. The churches were in the main part of town along with the newer hotel. 

The families were the same families that had been there for as long as anyone could remember. A few new families moved in but it was a town where everyone knew their neighbors on a first name basis. The police were usually called when some kids got a bit out of control and had to be reigned in. 

The town was a perfect little town with the old-world charm aside from the blemish of the Old Haron Inn on the opposite side of town, where the other businesses had failed time and again. It seemed to be a curse on that side of town. 

Anyone who had tried to set up a farm on that side of town seemed to fail within a few years. The town let things go around the Inn due to the fact they were hoping that the building would fall into disrepair, and they could destroy it. 

However, the Old Haron Inn still stood, waiting patiently. Those in the town thought it was an eyesore and had been abandoned over 20 years ago, yet the normal wear and tear that should have shown, didn’t. While there was damage and broken windows from vandals and minor paint damage, it had not fallen into disrepair that the town could use as an excuse to get rid of it. Now it waited, and soon it would come back to its former glory. No one in the town realized that the Inn was alive in a sense. The building had been built on sacred land to the natives and they had broken the spell that was set to keep the evil that lurked in the ground. The last group that had been in the building were unworthy of what they were asking. They had thought they could do black masses and devil worship in the basement to free themselves from financial worries. They never found what they were looking for... now they sat in prison for committing crimes while under the influence of the Inn. They would be there for the rest of their lives. So, in a way they got what they wanted.

Now the kids in the town used it as a dare or a rite of passage. The kids would have to prove that they were brave enough to go and get one of the numbers off the building. What they didn’t realize was that the Inn was alive. Not in the sense that a human has flesh and bone but because of where it had been built. The land had been tainted many years ago, first by the natives of the land and then the white men who had built on it. When the natives realized the danger of the land, they did what they knew would keep the spirits contained. They had marked the land and put sacred statues to show their respect and that the land was to be left in peace. When the settlers showed up, they chose not to listen or respect the land. They destroyed the statues and broke the sacred spell that kept the evil in, where the natives had buried their dead as sacrifice for the ritual to keep the evil at bay. The natives had tried to warn them. The white man had ignored them and pushed them off the sacred land and destroyed the protective barriers. Several of the natives had been shot and more blood was spread on the land.

The Old Haron Inn had been first built by the settlers in the late 1700’s, however the natives burned it down. The natives were attacked in return and hid in the woods. They later were able to blend in with townspeople. The lot laid bare for a long time then the current building was built in the late 1800’s or early 1900’s. No one in the town was sure because the original records were destroyed in a fire that had started near the Inn at the original Town Center.

The land and the Old Haron Inn waited. With so much blood spilled and the spells that were done, the land was very tainted. It would only take a bit more blood, even unintentionally spilled and the gate would be opened. Some of the townspeople had managed to get some form of fencing but it was in poor condition.

Some of the local kids were playing nearby and had dared the new kid to go inside the inn. He was new to the town and didn’t know the history of the Inn. It was just a spooky old house and he wanted to fit in with the others his age, so he had agreed. Not realizing the danger, the young kid took the dare. While climbing through the basement window, he cut a deep gash into his hand and the others teased him. The fact that he had gotten hurt wasn’t important to them, they thought it was funny. The blood flowed down the wall of the inn and settled on the ground. As he attempted to work the shard of glass from his hand, he was able to manage to squeeze hard enough, releasing more blood onto the sacred ground as well as the piece of glass.

Suddenly all the birds took flight scaring all the kids. A low groaning sound came from the inn. Then the groan turned into a growl. The seal had been broken and the kids, hearing the groaning ... ran for their homes never hearing the growl. They all agreed that they wouldn’t talk about what happened. The new kid went home and bandaged his hand. He hoped his mom wouldn’t notice.

*** 
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NOW THAT THE INN WAS empty and alone, a young man, one troubled by his own mental health with a history of arson and run ins with the law. An hour after the inn creaked back to life, this young man put a post on social media that he was going to do what no one else had the guts to do. He was going to take care of the old inn. Permanently. His last video showed a large thing of gas, some cloth and him climbing into the basement before the live feed shuffled and went black. His name was Brad Barkley. He was never seen again. His screams of pain were the last thing heard but there was no one to hear it. The camera battery went dead an hour later, about the time that his family noticed that he was gone and he had left a note saying that he was going to the Old Inn and he was going to burn it down.

An hour later the police said they hadn’t seen anything around the old Inn, and it was written off as a runaway. The police said they would notify the other departments that the case went cold.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2
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A white van with New Jersey license plates on it pulled up to the driveway. On one side of the van, it said, “Haunted Houses from Hell” A second car pulled up behind it. The driver of the car got out first, observably excited. His companions weren’t nearly as excited as he was upon seeing the Inn. They were looking at each other like what the hell was David thinking. One asked. “David, why are we here? What is going on?” Marie asked. A shiver went through her, but she wasn’t cold. Something was off with the place. She could feel it. She was on the sidewalk and didn’t want to go into the place, it had a dark feeling like thick syrup coming out of it.
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