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To my beautiful and devoted maggots and larvae, this is for you all. My gift, my token of appreciation. Enjoy, and may it forever rob you of a peaceful slumber.
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“God I can’t believe this!”

I rolled my eyes. Another of Clarissa’s bitch-sessions. Wonderful.

“I can’t believe Travis won’t just fucking leave us alone,” she said, huffing. I took a deep breath in, hoping to God she’d just drop it already. She didn’t.

“Look, I don’t like it, either, but unless you’ve got another place to stay up here in Grenview Pines, we’re just gonna have to make the best of it.” With this, she shrank back in her seat. I sighed and said, “Let’s just have as much fun as we can, okay? Besides which, we’re not here for him, or even us, right? We’re here for your little ghost hunting thing, right; the “Wandering clothes guy” or whatever?”

She snickered. “It’s “Wandering Cloak”, doofus.” I curled my lips, keeping my eyes glued to the road. Honestly, I was just glad her voice was already lightening up again. A lot quicker than I expected, too. 

“I know, just...” She sighed, and so did I. 

Spoke too soon, I guess. 

“I don’t know, I just don’t trust him, you know?”

“Neither do I,” I said frankly, “But we’ve been wanting to do this for months now, these are my only days off this week, and if I’m gonna be honest here, baby, I don’t plan on doing this whole thing alone.” 

I looked at her, letting my face kind of drop a bit. She pursed her lips and made her soft little goo-goo eyes at me. “And hey,” I added in a more relaxed voice, “what makes you think I won’t put my foot 10 feet in his ass if he does try anything funny?” 

She snickered again and turned to look out the window. We were still pretty far deep in the mountains, so there wasn’t much yet to see. I’ll go ahead and admit here that I was sort of lying when I said we weren’t there at all for me and her. It wasn’t our primary reason, sure, or at least not for her, but for me, I was just planning on spending the most of my days off with her. 

I’d heard, too, that this place was known to be “Absolutely stunning!” as the articles I read online always kept putting it. I’ll also say right now that this is something I find kind of funny, too. They’ll all mention how pretty the place looks, but they won’t say so much as a damn word about “The Wandering Cloak”, leaving it to the dipshits on TV to mention it in front of my girlfriend and I and set us on this little adventure. 

“The Wandering Cloak”, a supernatural entity that’s haunted the mountains since it was FIRST INHABITED”, blah, blah, blah. You’ve heard the schtick before, haven’t you? Well, in short, this thing was supposedly some ghost that flies through the woods here at night, making unsuspecting travelers disappear somehow. How or why, or really even what it is, nobody’s ever given a definitive answer to.

The only real physical description of this thing was one from a grainy as all hell photo taken from some asshole’s Kodak from the 80s, showing what looks like this seven to eight foot tall, rail-thin fucker who’s draped in this raggedy ass shroud. You can’t really tell, either, if it’s a he or a she in the photo. Just some nobody, wandering around the woods in Grenview Pines. 

Probably won’t see anything anyway...

“Huh?” She asked. I looked at her for a moment. She was looking at me curiously. “You say something?” 

I shook my head.

“Oh, cause I thought I heard you say something.”

“Oh yeah, like what?”

“Like we weren’t gonna see anything anyway?” Her face remained one of curiosity, but I could hear the condescension ooze from her voice clearly. I sighed. 

“Come on, baby, you know I don’t mean that, it’s just...” I trailed off. I wasn’t good at coming up with bullshit in situations like this. 
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