
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Twisted Library - Volume 1: Short Horror Stories Anthology

        

        
        
          Savage Fear Anthologies, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Bryce Nealham

        

        
          Published by Bryce Nealham, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TWISTED LIBRARY - VOLUME 1: SHORT HORROR STORIES ANTHOLOGY

    

    
      First edition. June 20, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Bryce Nealham.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230245971

    

    
    
      Written by Bryce Nealham.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Bryce Nealham

	    

      
	    
          
	      Creepy Story Hour

          
        
          
	          Scary Short Stories for Teens - Book 2: A Collection Of Bone Chilling Horror Stories For Teenagers And Young Adults

          
        
          
	          Scary Short Stories for Teens - Book 3: A Collection Of Bone Chilling Horror Stories For Teenagers And Young Adults

          
        
          
	          Scary Short Stories for Teens: A Collection Of Bone Chilling Horror Stories For Teenagers And Young Adults

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Savage Fear Anthologies

          
        
          
	          Twisted Library - Volume 1: Short Horror Stories Anthology

          
        
          
	          Twisted Library - Volume 2: Short Horror Stories Anthology

          
        
          
	          Twisted Library - Volume 3: Short Horror Stories Anthology

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tales Of Terror

          
        
          
	          Horror Stories To Tell In The Dark Book 1: Short Scary Horror Stories Anthology For Teenagers And Young Adults

          
        
          
	          Horror Stories To Tell In The Dark Book 2: Short Scary Horror Stories Anthology For Teenagers And Young Adults

          
        
          
	          Horror Stories To Tell In The Dark - Book 3: Short Scary Horror Stories Anthology For Teenagers And Young Adults

          
        
          
	          Horror Stories To Tell In The Dark - Book 4: Short Scary Horror Stories Anthology For Teenagers And Young Adults

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


STORY 1

[image: ]






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


They Sleep At The Foot Of Our Beds
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I still can’t sleep, it’s after midnight and there is literally someone, I feel but cannot see, lying in my bed with me and breathing heavily in my face. 

The hot breath in my face is real and it smells rank like rotten eggs and blood. The blankets I am cowering under are soft and warm and I’m not dreaming. I’m wide awake and I feel sick and the fact I can feel all of my senses means I am fully alert and this is real. 

I’ve been physically sick every single day since I lost them both and I swear this thing is slowly draining me of my life force.

I don’t know what this thing is going to do to me and now that I am lying wide awake, sleep deprived and wondering how long it will take for my body to be found, all I can do is reflect on how I got here.

As long as I have been a little girl I have felt stalked by something. A man, and I don’t know what he is but I sometimes wonder if he is not human. Since having cats I have felt a little safer, the man seems to be kept at bay and I can only feel his presence when I am stressed or tired. 

When we sleep our guards are down, we are vulnerable to anything and we are exposed to all kinds of dangers but we don’t know it. 

Perhaps there may be a white tip spider crawling in our sheets waiting to bite us as we move in our sleep, perhaps we left a heater on and may be at risk of carbon monoxide poisoning? Who is to say that dangers are always those we know when there are also dangers out of this world that science cannot explain? 

Sensitive types, pets and those who are close to death may feel these types of energies like us and some entities may like our energy and stalk us until we have nothing left.

I haven’t felt safe since both my cats passed away, there is something currently tormenting me and I don’t know what it is and what it wants. I don’t think it’s even human. 

I used to see this figure as a little girl and it used to run at me from the corner of my eyes whenever I was focused on my schoolwork. Whenever I turned my head to look at it it would disappear in a flash but the way it had moved at me was too real. 

I couldn’t have been hallucinating and whenever I saw it I felt a sense of dread. I used to sleep so much better when both of my cats were living with me, but they passed away a few weeks ago and not only am I grieving them and missing them immensely but I am feeling vulnerable spiritually. 

I feel suggestible to psychic attacks and now that both of my cats are gone I haven’t been feeling safe happy or safe since. 

My cats used to watch over me as I slept, my youngest used to always sleep by my feet, which in hindsight I learnt was a protective gesture. She slept at my feet because she was protecting me from something and now I am starting to remember what she was protecting me from. 

Though she had been a tiny white and beautiful cat she felt fiercely protective of me. My eldest pure black cat only brought me joy and happiness and she used to see and react to things that I couldn’t see. 

They were both beautiful and very intuitive rescue cats, I saved them and they saved me.

Sometimes when we had all been cuddling together they both used to look behind me and start growling and hissing at something that had been directly behind me. Some nights my neighbors motion activated floodlight had been triggered but there was nothing in sight, yet something set off the sensor. 

One day I woke to find the front window of my car smashed and I had no recollection of who would do something like that. All I had was my instinct that night that there was someone stalking me and waiting for me outside of my unit and that night my cats had been guarding me

A former partner once claimed that a spirit of a little girl was protecting me against a bad man and that had been too much of a creepy confidence for me to ignore. He’d told me he saw her hovering over me and patting my cheek softly as I peacefully slept. I’ve since moved on and though her spirit never followed me to my new house, the man she was trying to protect me from did. 

After losing both cats I feel I can’t breathe and on a good day I stumble through my day but my appreciation for life and creativity is gone and I can’t face my loved ones. I had lost my eldest first and my youngest second, they weren’t close but they still enjoyed each other’s company enough to get on, rub noses, share food and sleep in close proximity. 

All I can do now is reflect; I can’t sleep or get comfortable so I am forced to reflect. I feel like a failure and I’m trying to tune out the cruel presence haunting me and I am trying to ignore its heavy breathing in my ear. 

The heavy breathing is predatory, almost taunting as if he is daring me to try and fall asleep. I hug my soft pillows to my chest and heave and sob heavily, I know this thing is going to break my mind before it kills me. 

I reflect on my family and friends, on my work mates who are the only ones I see now. They heard about my cats passing through my loved ones and had noticed I’d stopped smiling and laughing. Everyone noticed but no one knew how to approach me or knew what to say, they wanted to help but they knew I was broken. 

My grief is the price to pay for years of happy memories and a happiness I’d never known without my cats but I can’t justify why this thing is literally breathing down my neck now. 

I know I’m not going to be able to sleep tonight and I wonder if I will be remembered as a good person. I haven’t returned calls from family or friends and I know they have been worried about me. 

I try to sense the presence of my cats but I can’t feel them and I would give anything to have them cuddled up with me instead of this thing. I’m consumed by anger and grief and he’s all I sense and he doesn’t intend to comfort me. 

I reflect on my encounters with this thing over the course of the last few days. He has been hunting me for some time and he is forcing me to accept that I am now his. He is only toying with me and I know he won’t leave me alone until he has claimed me as his own.

Only hours before I had been in the shower and suddenly I got a gust of putrid breath in my face and it had come from nowhere and the smell had been rank. 

Earlier this morning I took a short nap on my lounge and when I opened my eyes I had seen him standing at the top of my stairs and grinning down at me, how long he had been there for I don’t want to know. I would have preferred a human stalker, one that I could deal with properly because I am not equipped to deal with this type of entity.

I need to ride this out and ignore him for as long as I can. I feel it now, he is trying to drive me to madness and he wants me to relapse. 

My cats stopped me from doing stupid things, my cats gave me a purpose to live and the chance to look after them and learn how to look after myself. I need to keep looking after myself now without them and I cannot let this man (if he is even a man) hurt me.

It was like my cats were keeping him away from me, cats are known to scare off evil spirits and I doubt any amount of sage will get rid of this thing. I can only toss and turn in my bed, trying to ignore his malicious presence.

Don’t you want to see your little cats again? You are not wanted or loved here. Don’t you just want to be with them again?

The harsh voice that suddenly went through my head made me jump, I didn’t recognize the voice in my head and the sound of it sounded threatening and raspy. 

“Please..... Just....Gooooo awaaaaaay.” I can only plead with it. I’m certain that if this thing doesn’t kill me in whatever sick way it decides that I will go mad from sleep deprivation alone.

Don’t you just want to end it all? Don’t you want a friend in me? I can be your friend. I can look after you.

I curl my body up into a ball and hug my soft blankets close to my chest as I try to breathe in the smell of my cats. I haven’t been able to bring myself to wash the blankets that they slept on with me because the smell of them is literally all I have left now. 

I try so hard to focus on the soft blankets that still carry the scent and fur of both of my cats and I try to block out the sound of the heavy breathing next to my ear.

“Leave me alone... ” I tried to whisper at whatever this thing was lying next to me in my bed and at that point I felt the bed creak as whatever it was got up and left. I felt grateful, maybe that was it and maybe the spirit didn’t want to harm me and was only trying to provide comfort for me in the only way it knew.

I was shaking but felt a bit better now that whatever it was had left. I decided maybe this was the same spirit that had been following me since I was a little girl and that it had good intentions for me but didn’t know it was creeping me out.

I just didn’t like the feeling of being stalked by something that I could not see. Maybe I was only afraid because I couldn’t communicate with it until now.

I forced myself to smile slightly as I hugged the blankets to my chest and breathed in particles of old cat fur. I knew it may have been gross but I didn’t care and it was my way of grieving. 
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