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Dedication

Sometimes horror tiptoes on silent feet. It’s not always a loud thud in the night. These are the stories for the readers who appreciate quiet horror, so sit back and curl up with your favorite cozy blanket and drink because you’re in for a treat. This tome contains sixteen tales of spine-tingling terror guaranteed to give you just a “twinge” of terror before bedtime. But you might want to look underneath the bed before you go to sleep and make sure we’re not still lurking there. Just in case.





Where it begins...

(Foreword)










The shadow in the dark hallway. The eyes watching from the open closet door. The hands waiting to grab  you from under the bed. You've felt this kind of fear before, but you've forgotten it. Stories in this anthology aren't meant to overwhelm you with blood and gore or reinvent the wheel. "A Twinge of Terror" is here to remind you where your fear has been hiding. It's been waiting quietly, patiently, and so much closer than you remember.


Tapped In

By Melinda Pouncey







It was literally the last thing she expected to see. 

When Wanda stepped out of her house to go to work, she encountered a scene of carnage she could barely imagine. Her lupins, the flowers she lovingly planted in pots on either side of her front door a couple of weeks ago, were scattered all over her walkway and yard, ripped apart stem by stem. The beautiful pink and purple blossoms littered the ground like so much trampled confetti. Wanda’s hand flew to her mouth in shock and her eyes scanned the neighborhood for any sign of the culprit. What monster would do something so horrible to a bunch of innocent flowers? 

She heard a magpie call nearby and her grief turned to anger. Those wretched birds! They were the ones to blame. She knew it was improbable. There were magpies in her garden often and they had never attacked her flowers before. Still, if they would kill innocent song birds, they were capable of violence toward innocent flowers. With a heavy heart, she swept up the broken stems and petals, relegating them to the trash bin before leaving for her job at the hospital. 

All day the sadness clung to her as she entered patient information into the computer, discussed insurance, and reassured nervous people checking into the hospital for various maladies. She tried to ignore the feeling. It was only a few flowers after all, easily replaced, but she couldn’t fully get it out of her mind. The walkway looked so drab, and without the pop of color, her front stoop was just an ordinary front stoop. 

What bothered her most, aside from the flowers, was having no clear culprit to blame or guard against should she try again. If it was the magpies or some other animal, it was an annoyance, if it was a neighbor or stranger, that put a more sinister spin on the incident. She flipped through her mental index card of people she knew but came up with no one likely to have done such a heinous act. A quick backtrack of the past few days turned up no stranger she noticed that seemed out of place or hostile. In the end, she had to give up her musings and go to bed. 

The next day stirred another pang of melancholy as she headed off to work, knowing they wouldn’t be there to greet her when she got home. But once at work, there was no time to dwell on the flowers. They were short staffed again and she spent the day working without a break until quitting time. She walked home from the bus stop with nothing on her mind but a quick meal and a little television before bed. 

She made the turn onto her walkway and as she approached the house a shiver ran up her spine. On the front stoop lay a dead magpie. The poor creature was savaged to the point that it took her a moment to identify what type of bird it was. Her bad feelings toward the magpies in her garden disappeared as she saw the feathers tumble over the lawn, fluttering in the evening breeze. Blood stained the walkway, and the head of the unfortunate bird lay next to one of the planters, its lifeless beady eye staring sightless and accusing, as though it knew she suspected it of foul deeds. 

With no small measure of disgust, she disposed of the dead bird and washed the blood from the walkway. She thought about knocking on a few of her neighbors’ doors and asking if they or their doorbell cameras had caught anything, but decided not to bother. It was getting dark and she didn’t want people to think she was a weirdo. She’d call Marian and Jennifer after supper. If they couldn’t help her, she would widen her inquiries at the weekend. 

After a quick look around her darkening yard and seeing nothing out of the ordinary, Wanda shrugged and went inside. She didn’t notice the bell-shaped growths erupting from a series of ropy vines threading through the nearby bushes. 

That night she woke up abruptly without knowing why.  

For a few moments she lay in the dark, listening to the silence of the night. A light, scraping sound against her bedroom window reassured her. Sometimes the wind made the branches of the tree move against the glass, a perfectly normal sound. She snuggled back in bed and closed her eyes with a sigh. The recent events must have affected her more deeply than she’d realized. 

Just as she was about to drift off again, the sound at the window went from scraping to tapping. Her eyes shot open. Now that was unusual. 

Turning her head, she could just make out the thin shadows that stretched from the tree like skeletal fingers, repeatedly striking the pane with a sound between a click and a ping. She watched in horrified fascination as the tree’s finger-like twigs moved against the glass one at a time, like a person drumming their fingers rhythmically on a desk. To make things worse, there was no sound of any wind that might be creating this phenomenon. 

Then the drumming stopped and the shadow moved back, curled slightly, and beckoned to her. It wasn’t a mistake or trick of the light, she was certain. The twigs at the end of the branch were making a come-hither motion. Her blood ran cold. She snatched the duvet up over her head and squeezed her eyes shut. 

The tapping started again in a strange pattern that reminded her of old telegraph machines she’d seen in movies. “Sending you a message. Stop. Arriving on Friday. Stop.” What was that called, the thing those old machines used? She didn’t remember but was too afraid to lower the covers and look at the window again. The tapping continued for a few more minutes and then abruptly stopped. She lay still a few long minutes, listening and waiting before cautiously pulling the covers down and peeking at the window. The tree branch had returned to its original position. Still, Wanda was too scared to get up and go to the window. It took another half hour for her to work up the courage to throw the covers aside, jump out of bed and run over to draw the curtains, shutting out the tree and the surrounding night. 

The next morning, she pushed the duvet aside and rubbed sleep from her eyes. The memory of her dream from the night before was indistinct, but the knot in her stomach was very real as she got out of bed and began her morning routine. When she began to dress, the branch outside the window skittered across the glass, creating a shadow against the curtain. She shrieked and jumped, feeling foolish the next second. 

 “It’s just the wind,” she scolded herself, but the feeling of impending doom grew stronger instead of dissipating. 

As she ate breakfast, Wanda tried scrolling her phone for tree trimming services. It was time to get rid of that rogue branch. What she had come to think of as a comforting sound before she fell asleep had become anything but, and she wasn’t taking the chance of getting spooked again when the solution was so simple. At least, it would have been simple if her phone worked. Puzzled at the lack of service, she tried again and again but nothing got her a signal. She even turned the phone off and on again but it still refused to connect to the network. There had been no issues last night when she called her neighbors, though they hadn’t experienced anything like what was going on at her place. Still, she’d had a couple of nice conversations that, at the time, put her at ease a little. One of them said she’d seen a stray cat in the neighborhood the previous week and to Wanda’s mind the case was closed.   

A cat explained both of her incidents perfectly. After the tree trimmers, she’d planned to call animal control but, apparently, she wasn’t calling anyone. Not this morning anyway. 

Her thoughts went to the dream again. It had to be a dream; there was no other explanation. Tiredness, stress, always the ingredients for a nightmare, and that’s all it had been, she was convinced of that. 

Wanda opened her door with a slight sense of foreboding that turned into full blown terror when she saw the vines. Like a macabre parody of Sleeping Beauty, thick vines covered her yard, twining and twisting over themselves, creating an impenetrable barrier she could barely make out daylight through. She ran back in the house and through to the back yard to see the same result. The vines grew in such a way as to encase her house and yard in a viney bubble. All along the vines were dark green, bell-shaped growths that hung down from them on slender stems, swaying hypnotically back and forth. A hedgehog ambled from a bush near the back fence and one of the bells descended over it, then lifted. 

The hedgehog was gone, but Wanda could see the struggle inside as the bell ballooned out in several places before it finally disgorged the remains of the poor creature upon the ground. She stood frozen in shock and disgust, still on the threshold of her house. While none of the bells looked large enough to engulf a human, there were so many, she had no doubt trying to get near the vines would result in her meeting a similar fate. 

She stepped back inside and closed the door. Her first thought was to grab her phone and she cursed under her breath when she realized that was a dead end. Turning on her computer didn’t work either, not that she expected it would, but what else was there to do? She turned on the television, hoping for news. The emergency broadcast system was on every channel, droning an endless canned, “shelter in place” alert, but offering no information on the nature and duration of the emergency. 

Suddenly, the tapping came again, this time on the door. 

Wanda’s heart raced as her dream came crashing back with the inevitable certainty it wasn’t a dream after all. She put her hands over her ears but the tapping continued without pause. No way was she opening the door, yet there was something haunting, almost hypnotic, about the cadence of it, the pattern repeating again and again. A form of communication. How it was possible she had no idea, but was forced to accept the reality of it. And underlying it all was silence. No screaming or shouting came to her ears from the other houses surrounding her.  

No sirens or traffic sounds of any kind filtered through the solid bubble of vines surrounding her home, only the tapping that continued without ceasing, vying with the monotone recorded voice on the television. 

The pattern, that was the key. Like a telegraph that used long, short, long, short bursts to spell out a message… Morse code! That’s what it was. But no one used Morse code anymore, did they? 

Wanda went into her spare room and looked through the old dusty books on the shelf that had belonged to her dad. He had always been fascinated by codes and they’d even had their own system when she was a kid, a simple alphabet to number code no one knew but the two of them, or so she thought at the time. She searched the titles until she found one called “Understanding Morse Code”.  

A flood of relief washed over her and she took it into the dining room to pore over it. 

With no modern tech to help or guide her, transferring the constant tapping at her door was painstakingly slow as she began to build the message. 

B-I-L-L-I-O-N-S-A-R-E-O-N-E, it said. What did that mean? 

She went slowly to the door and tapped out. 

W-H-A-T-D-O-Y-O-U-W-A-N-T? 

There was a brief pause, as though vines or trees or whatever all this was found itself surprised it was receiving a reply. 

Then: J-O-I-N-U-S. 

The idea both froze Wanda’s blood and boiled it at the same time. How dare this… this thing, whatever it was, try to lure her in with such blatant lies. 

H-O-W? she tapped. 

O-P-E-N-T-H-E-D-O-O-R 

N-E-V-E-R! she tapped furiously. 

The tapping stopped. 

Wanda sank into a chair, thinking of an article she’d read recently about how certain molds could communicate telepathically, of whole forests that were a single entity. Her mind’s eye stretched to imagine this entity, this network of murderous vines covering the world. What happened to that hedgehog? Was it now part of the collective mind of this thing or had it merely been consumed? 

What if this entity was bent on bringing all of humanity together as one, but in the most vicious way possible? Taking only the parts it could use, then throwing away the scraps. Eating and growing until all dissent was consumed and the world was forced to accept its fate. 

Wanda decided then and there she wouldn’t give in. She wouldn’t join this thing in whatever manner it wanted her, and would not let this thing consume her without a fight. She glanced toward the kitchen where her pantry was stocked with food. She could hold for a while longer, and in that time maybe she could trick this thing, find a way to fight, to connect with other human beings, to take back the world. 

She went back to the door and tapped out:

 I-C-A-N-W-A-I-T. 

After a brief pause came the reply:

W-E-C-A-N-W-A-I-T-T-O-O. 








The Candle in the Window

By Raven Tomes







No one in Elmridge could agree on when the candle first appeared in the Harlow house window. Some said it had always been there, even when the town was still logging lanes and porch swings. Others swore it started the Fall the river flooded and knocked the old footbridge crooked. Adults said the candle was a power line reflection, a trick of headlights, a prank. Kids knew better.

Every night, just before the church bell tolled ten, a single taper burned in the second-floor gable window. Pale flame. Tall glass chimney. Heavy curtains on either side that never moved.

“Ghost tour fodder,” said Nora’s dad whenever tourists slowed on Birch Street to take pictures. He ran the hardware store and believed in screws and schedules, not stories. “Nobody’s lived there since ’73. Wind through broken panes looks like a candle if you squint.”

Nora didn’t squint. She watched. The candle never flickered when the wind gusted. It burned steady, like it had a job.

Harlow House sat hunched at the end of the street where the trees began, a Victorian with gray clapboards and a widow’s walk like a crown that forgot what it was for. Yellow police tape had long since slumped from the porch columns. Local lore filled the gap neat as moss: a family that left in a hurry, a sealed nursery, a piano that played itself in storms. The truth was duller. The Harlows moved after a fire in the kitchen. Insurance money never reached the repairmen. Paperwork got lost between boxes and basements. And still, every night, the candle lit itself.

Halloween came early that year. Summer cracked and fell in a pile of dry leaves; October woke up mean and pretty. Nora’s friends planned costumes that came with store-bought blood and plastic fangs. Nora planned to prove a point.

“We blow it out,” she said, matter-of-fact, in the glow of her phone as they sat under the bleachers after practice. “It’s a trick. A timer. Something with a pilot light. If we blow it out and it stays out, that’s that.”

“Big ‘we’,” said Jax, picking grass out of his shoelaces. “Is this like the raccoon trap idea? Because I still have a scar.”

“Raccoons heal,” Nora said. “Egos don’t.” She grinned at him. “Come on. You’re not scared.”

“I’m not stupid,” he said, and then sighed, because those were different things. “Fine. Tonight. But we leave if the piano starts playing.”

Gina, who wore a rosary tucked under her team hoodie and said it wasn’t superstitious if it was blessed, agreed to come on the condition that she was allowed to say I told you so. She folded a small flashlight into her sleeve and practiced the signs of the cross like stretching.

They met at nine-thirty at the corner where the street broke into gravel. The moon was a fingernail. The air bit gently at exposed wrists, the kind of cold that made you think about your bones. A moth clicked itself against the streetlight until it remembered better and drifted off toward a darker plan.

“Last chance,” Jax murmured as the Harlow porch rose out of the dark. “We could still say we did and go home and drink cocoa and live to ninety.”

“We’ll be in and out,” Nora said, though the house’s silhouette made her chest feel like a stair she couldn’t see the bottom of. “Up the stairs, second floor, window on the gable. Blow. Leave. Done.”

The porch groaned a warning as they stepped up. Gina’s flashlight painted long bones on the floorboards. The front door was warped wood and hinges that had held out for decades; it surprised no one when the lock gave with a push and a clack.

Inside smelled like long-dried smoke and apples that had once wanted to be pie. Sheet-draped furniture rose like a congregation caught mid-prayer. A staircase curled to the second floor, banister sticky with old varnish and dust. Somewhere deep in the house, a drip counted a lazy rhythm.

“See?” Nora whispered. “No ghosts. Just gravity.”

But the candle was already burning upstairs.

They saw it from the foyer: a stripe of flame painted on the opposite wall by a narrow window above. It didn’t flicker. It simply was.

They climbed. The stairs complained, then accepted them. The second-floor hallway felt like holding your breath in a long tunnel. Wallpaper vines curled over themselves; a door at the end had swelled shut and taken its frame hostage. On the right: the gable window, candle in a brass holder set safely on the sill, glass chimney clear as a throat.

Nora stepped toward it like a swimmer judging a cold lake. “Ready?” she asked.

“No,” said Jax and Gina in unison.

Nora cupped her hands around the chimney and blew.

The flame thinned to a blue thread, bowed, and went out. Smoke rose like a word unsaid.

For a heartbeat, nothing happened.

“See?” Nora whispered, a laugh hitching in the word. “Timer, my butt. It was just a…”

The candle relit itself.

Not a match strike. Not a spark. One moment smoke; the next, a steady pale tongue of flame standing right where it had been, undisturbed by her breath, unbothered by physics.

Gina gasped a prayer that sounded sharp and small in the long hall. Jax stepped back hard into the opposite wall and left a dust angel.

Nora stared at the flame and tasted pride go sour. She blew again, harder, until her cheeks hurt. Out. Smoke. In. Fire.

“Okay,” she said hoarsely. “Okay, so it's fine. It’s a trick. Or the glass chimney gathers heat. Or—” She didn’t believe herself enough to finish. The hairs on her arms stood up like listeners.

“Let’s go,” Gina said, fingers tight around her hidden rosary. “Nora. Please.”

Nora wanted to agree. She wanted to laugh and say fine and mean it. But curiosity was heavier than fear. It always had been. She lifted the chimney. The flame bent but didn’t shudder. She pinched the wick between forefinger and thumb. It stung like touching ice. Dark. Smoke. Light.

Jax was already halfway down the stairs. Gina hovered like a stern angel waiting to see if she needed to drag someone by the collar. “Nora,” she tried again, softer now. “Whatever it’s doing, maybe it’s doing it for a reason.”

“Because it’s petty?” Nora said, but the joke missed its target. The candle’s steady burn meant something; she could feel it. It felt like a clock striking in a house that had forgotten the hour.

She followed the wire of that thought down the hall to the swollen door. The one that had taken a bite out of the frame and held it. The one that didn’t belong to a bedroom or a bath, to judge by where windows should have been.

“Nora,” Gina warned, but Nora was already bracing a shoulder and exhaling into the push. Wood groaned. Paint cracked like a dry smile. The door opened six inches and exhaled a cold that had been waiting decades to be allowed out.

Inside: a small room lit only by the candle’s spill. Shelves. Jars. A child’s desk with a marble run half-built, frozen mid-course. A rocking chair with the cushion collapsed as if someone had just stood up after a very long sit. On the far wall, a square of darker wallpaper where a picture had hung.

Between the shelves, a narrow window. Not the gable one. A different one, facing the woods. Its glass was not like the other windows. This one was cloudy with age and something else, like breath caught between panes.

“What is it?” Gina asked, voice collared tight.

Nora stepped in. The floor groaned in the peculiar way floors do when they want to be careful and are too old for the effort. She raised her phone light. The jars held old preserves turned to amber stone. A label, buckled and brown, read PEARS 1969. Something had pressed small marks into the dust of the desk like tracks.

“Kid’s room?” Jax asked from the hall, trying to sound bored and landing on braced.

“No bed,” Nora murmured. “No toys.”

“Pantry?” Gina tried.

Nora stood before the cloudy window. The old sash stuck stubborn and familiar under her fingers. She pried. It freed with a sigh and a smell like wet stone. Air came in from the woods—cold, leaf-sweet, patient.

The candle behind her fluttered and steadied.

“Listen,” Jax said suddenly. “Do you hear that?”

They did. Faint at first, then not faint. A sound like water being poured slowly into something deep. Then a second sound, the click of glass on glass. Then a tiny scritch, like a matchhead against grit.

Nora turned.

In the hallway, along the baseboards, something dark seeped like tea under a door. It pooled in a thin line, then rose, not like smoke, not like fog, like ink learning to stand. It slid along the floor toward the pantry room, elegant, inevitable.

The candle flame leaned toward it and did not gutter.

Gina grabbed Nora’s elbow. “We need to go.”

Nora should have. She knew that like you know in dreams that you have to run and your legs are milk. But a thought had found purchase and made a home. If the candle wasn’t for lighting the room, if it was steady, a job, if it relit itself because there was something it needed to keep lit, then maybe it wasn’t for them at all. Maybe it was for the window. Or for what leaned against the window from the other side.

She looked at the cloudy pane and saw, just for a second, her own reflection misbehave. It moved a fraction late. Then it moved when she didn’t.

“Nora,” it mouthed without sound, and she felt her stomach fall, as through a trap. The word wasn’t a warning. It was a rehearsal.

The ink at the threshold reached the pantry’s line of light and shivered. It tasted the air. It pushed a slick edge forward and touched the candle’s warm circumference. The flame lifted, quaintly, like it was ducking under a rope.

“Out,” Gina said, voice breaking. “Now.”

They ran. Panic made the house seem smaller, the doors less tall. Stairs tried to be too many. The foyer took a day to arrive. Jax hit the front stoop like he wanted to break it. Nora followed, then stopped at the threshold because she was her father’s daughter and leaving a thing wrong made her itch.

She looked back.

The candle burned steady in the gable window. The pantry window glowed faint and cloudy, a throat trying to clear itself. The ink that was not smoke didn’t cross the line of the light. It pressed its nose to it. It learned the taste of warm glass and waited, patient as weather.

Nora closed the door gently. She slid the warped lock home. She stepped back into the cold and stood with her friends in the yard under the moth-fretted streetlight. They listened. The house exhaled. The drip resumed.

“You’re white as chalk,” Jax said eventually. “Your freckles look like punctuation.”

Nora laughed and it came out wrong. “It’s not lighting the house,” she said. “It’s lighting the window.”

Gina shivered so hard her teeth clicked. “So we keep it lit,” she said. “Right? We tell someone? The fire department? The—”

“Who?” Jax said, gently this time. “Who would you tell that a ghost candle is keeping the woods from walking into a pantry?”

They walked home in the middle of the street. Every porch light on Birch suddenly looked less decorative and more like locks.

Over the next week, Nora watched the Harlow house like it owed her a piece of herself back. At ten, the candle lit. Once, a wind came howling down off the ridge and pushed at every window on the street; the flame leaned like a dancer and did not go out. Twice, a raccoon climbed the porch post and peered in the front door window with the slow astonishment of raccoons; it left again.

After the third night, Nora walked to the library. The town newspaper archive lived in gray boxes with gray tape, the kind of history that always smells like a basement no matter where you store it. She sat at a table under the hiss of the fluorescent lights and read her town backward.

She found the Harlows. A wedding announcement…lace gloves, lemon cake, a photograph of two people who looked like they would be kind to cashiers. A baby announcement. Another. A column about a kitchen fire and the way a neighbor boy had run to bang on the door until everyone came out into the yard together, coughing, laughing. Then, in 1973, a paragraph with no photo. Estate sale, contents of house at 421 Birch. Items to include: antique brass candleholders, marble games, preserves (sealed), glassware, mirror. Widow requests privacy.

Nora traced the skin-thin newsprint with her thumb. Mirror. Pantry. Preserves. Candleholder.

She checked out a book about Victorian household customs and read it under the covers by phone light. Entire chapters on mirrors draped after a death. On windows cracked open an inch so the soul could find its way. On candles kept burning to light returns.

She didn’t sleep well. In her dreams, the pantry window had something on the other side, something the exact size and shape of her shadow, tapping.

She told her dad over pancakes on Saturday. He laughed and kissed the top of her head. “You’re your mother,” he said, which was both a compliment and a warning. “Promise me you won’t go back in.”

“I won’t,” she said automatically.

She meant it when she said it.

On Sunday, just before ten, the candle didn’t light.

Nora was already in her coat before she realized she was moving. Her dad was on the phone with a supplier and waved as she slipped out, assuming library or Gina or both. The night felt wrong. Too open. Streetlights hummed the way they do when they’re thinking of going out.

At the Harlow fence, Jax appeared at her shoulder like a loyal curse. “You weren’t going without me,” he panted.

“Gina?” Nora asked.

“Mass,” he said. “She texted, all caps. I think she’s praying on the move.”

They climbed the porch. The door sulked and let them in. The house felt awake. The drip had stopped, which was somehow worse.

Upstairs, the gable window was a dark coin. The pantry door gaped a little wider, like a mouth practicing.

Nora ran.

Inside the pantry, the cloudy window was clearer than she remembered. Something had polished the inner pane with long, patient strokes. A handprint bloomed briefly, childish-small and then not small, on the glass.

The candle on the gable sill sat unlit, wick blackened and confident. Nora’s hands shook as she struck a kitchen match from the box she had brought and lowered it to the wick. The match hissed. A small obedient flame rose, the size of a question mark.

It went out.

“Come on,” Nora whispered. She lit another. Out. Another. Out. Each time the pantry window brightened, eager. Each time the flame died.

“Nora,” Jax said, voice small in the hall. “It doesn’t want to.”

“It needs to,” she said through her teeth. “Hold the chimney.”

He did, hands careful, eyes huge. Nora cupped the match and struck it along the brass of the holder. It flared like a promise. She touched it to the wick and held her breath. The wick caught, not like before. This time the fire felt heavier, less like a pet and more like a worker reporting for duty.

The pantry window went cloudy again. The handprint faded. The room exhaled.

Nora laughed, a brief animal sound, and set the chimney back in place with the solemnity of a crown.

“You can’t babysit a candle forever,” Jax said as they stood at the top of the stairs, both reluctant to turn their backs on the window.

“I can tell the town,” Nora said.

“And they’ll laugh.” He reprimanded.

“I can tell your aunt with the ghost meter.”

“She’s banned from my house.” He reminded her solemnly, a worried glance piercing his eyes as she continued frantically.

“I can tell the fire department to do night checks.” She suggested rapidly.

“They’re already mad about fireworks.”

“Then I’ll tell the house,” Nora said. “Every night. Like a chore. Like a habit.”

And that’s what she did.
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