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Book Description:

Step into the eerie world of Tales from the Haunted Street, a collection of spine-chilling Halloween stories filled with supernatural twists, urban legends, and unforgettable characters. From cursed objects to haunted houses, mischievous spirits to ancient superstitions, each story unfolds on a mysterious street where danger lurks around every corner.

Meet Ms. Monroe, the enigmatic figure who conjures ghosts, monsters, and unspeakable horrors for Halloween. Join Keisha, Shawn, and Kevin as they face an immortal cat that refuses to die. Watch as Stacey, Ms. Monroe’s granddaughter, picks up her family’s dark traditions, and a group of students from Ferris State University face the vengeful spirit of Mobu, a force too powerful to control.

Whether it’s the deadly double-dutch rope, an ancient fortune-teller’s curse, or a costume that consumes the wearer’s soul, these stories will leave you questioning every shadow, every superstition, and every step you take this Halloween.

Perfect for fans of supernatural horror, Tales from the Haunted Street blends urban legends, sinister spirits, and everyday fears into a nightmarish collection that will keep you turning the pages and sleeping with the lights on.

Prepare to be haunted... if you dare.

Themes:

Superstitions gone wrong

Haunting spirits

Cursed objects

Urban legends

Halloween horrors
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THIS CHILLING COLLECTION is ideal for readers who enjoy atmospheric horror, with relatable characters facing terrifying challenges in an otherwise ordinary world. Published just in time for the spooky season, Tales from the Haunted Street will quickly become a must-have for Halloween fans.

The Last Harvest
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CHAPTER 1: THE JOHNSON Family's Move

The Johnson family—Sam, his wife Carla, and their son Liam—had never imagined themselves living in a small, forgotten town like Hill’s Hollow. But when they stumbled upon a sprawling, if dilapidated, farmhouse at an estate auction, the allure of starting fresh away from the city’s chaos was irresistible. The house was surrounded by acres of untamed land, the fields long since gone wild.

The townspeople murmured as they moved in, whispering of the house’s haunted past and the tragedies that had befallen those who tried to restore it. Jeep, an old man with a wild gaze, watched from a distance. His family had known the truth of that place for generations.

“Don’t let the house trick you,” he warned Sam one morning at the local diner. “Some things are meant to be left alone.” Sam waved him off, laughing. The house was just old, and the locals were superstitious—simple as that.

But as days turned into weeks, strange things began to happen. The sound of scratching in the walls kept Sam awake at night. Carla found odd trinkets hidden in the attic—tiny wooden figures carved in the shape of people, their faces twisted in pain. Liam complained of nightmares, of a shadowy figure watching him from the fields.

Still, Sam refused to be frightened. He spent hours working on the house, determined to make it theirs. One evening, behind the crumbling old garage, he found something curious—a small, intricately carved wooden game piece, buried deep in the soil. It was shaped like a farmer, with hollow eyes and a wide-brimmed hat. He pocketed it, not thinking much of it, and brought it inside.
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CHAPTER 2: THE GAME Begins

The discovery of the game piece changed everything. That night, as the family gathered in the living room, Sam set the piece on the old coffee table. Suddenly, the dusty board game they’d found in the attic a week prior seemed to come to life. The figures on the board—tiny wooden replicas of a farmhouse, a barn, and fields—gleamed in the firelight.

“Why don’t we play?” suggested Carla, half-joking. They’d been working nonstop on the house and needed a break. Liam’s eyes lit up. They arranged the board, placed the wooden farmer piece in the middle, and read aloud the faded instructions:

“Welcome, Players, to The Last Harvest. Beware, for every move you make, a price must be paid.”

The family shared uneasy looks but dismissed the eerie warning. It was just a game, after all. They took turns rolling the dice, moving pieces, and reading strange cards that described bizarre scenarios: “The harvest has failed. A shadow falls over the fields.” Or: “The soil turns to ash beneath your feet.”

The more they played, the colder the room became. The lights flickered. A chill ran down Carla’s spine as she drew the final card for the night:

“The Reaper stirs. He comes to claim what is his.”

Before she could react, the wooden figure began to move—on its own. It slid across the board, its tiny face now etched with a sinister grin. Liam gasped, pointing toward the kitchen window.

A tall, skeletal figure stood just beyond the glass, dressed in a ragged cloak and a wide-brimmed hat. His eyes burned with an unholy light, and as he lifted his head, his mouth twisted into a grin that seemed to stretch forever.

Chapter 3: Jeep’s Warning

The next morning, Jeep appeared at their doorstep, frantic. “You found it, didn’t you?” he demanded, pointing a trembling finger at Sam’s pocket, where the wooden game piece rested.

Sam tried to brush him off, but Jeep’s wild eyes were insistent. “That piece was carved from the cursed wood of the Hangman’s Tree—the same tree where the original Reaper took his first soul. My grandfather told me about it. He said the tree was planted in blood and nourished by fear. Anyone who touches it invites the Reaper into their lives.”

Sam shook his head. “It’s just a game, Jeep.”

But Jeep leaned closer, his voice dropping to a fearful whisper. “That’s no game. It’s a contract. The Reaper isn’t just after your land or your crops—he’s after your life. And he’ll take it, piece by piece, until there’s nothing left but a hollow shell.”
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CHAPTER 4: THE REAPER’S Tale

That night, as the family huddled in the living room, the Reaper appeared before them, stepping out of the shadows as if he’d been there all along. His form was impossibly tall, his body wrapped in a dark shroud that seemed to pulse and writhe like a living thing.

“You dare play my game?” His voice was low and guttural, like the groan of a dying tree. The air seemed to thicken around him, sapping the warmth from the room.

“Who are you?” Carla demanded, though her voice trembled.

The Reaper tilted his head, his hollow eyes fixed on her. “I am the one who tends these fields, who harvests what remains. Long ago, I was but a man—a farmer who toiled in these lands, cursed by greed and bitterness. I carved a piece of my own soul into the Hangman’s Tree, and with it, I gained dominion over life and death. The land became mine, and every soul that perished here became bound to me.”

His grin widened. “But there’s always a catch. I can only reap what is offered. And now,” he gestured to the game board, “you’ve offered yourselves. One by one, I will strip away your essence, until you are nothing but dust beneath my feet.”

With a wave of his skeletal hand, the wooden game piece began to glow. The family felt a strange pull, as if invisible tendrils were wrapping around their hearts, squeezing tighter with each passing second.

Chapter 5: The Game of Souls

Desperate, Sam shouted, “What do you want? How do we stop this?”

The Reaper’s gaze flickered to Liam, his grin turning cruel. “All you have to do is play. Beat me, and I will leave. Lose, and you become my servants for eternity. But be warned—no one has ever won.”

With trembling hands, Sam picked up the dice. The game was no longer just a game—it was a battle for their very souls. Every roll of the dice seemed to sap their strength, aging them visibly. Carla’s hair turned gray; Sam’s hands grew gnarled and weak. But it was Liam who suffered the most. With each turn, his face became more hollow, his eyes more distant, as if the very essence of his childhood was being drained away.
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CHAPTER 6: THE FINAL Move

By the final turn, only Liam was left. His parents were mere shadows, their bodies thin and frail. The Reaper loomed over him, the board’s sinister light casting twisted shadows on the walls.

“One last move, little one,” the Reaper crooned. “Roll, and let’s see if you have what it takes.”

Liam’s hand shook as he threw the dice. They tumbled across the board, clattering to a stop on a double six.

The Reaper hissed, his form shuddering. “Impossible!” The board began to glow brighter, the wooden piece splintering and cracking.

But then Liam reached out, his small hand clutching the cursed wooden piece.

“I’m not playing anymore,” he whispered.

The piece shattered, and with it, the room exploded into blinding light. The Reaper screamed, his body unraveling as the curse was broken. With a final, furious howl, he was torn apart, his essence scattering like ashes in the wind.
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CHAPTER 7: A NEW DAWN

When the light faded, the house was still and silent. The board game lay in pieces, the figures scattered across the floor. Sam and Carla blinked, their youth restored, their bodies whole again. Liam stood before them, the shattered remains of the wooden piece in his hand.

Jeep’s voice echoed in the silence. “The Reaper’s power came from that piece. Without it, he’s bound no more.”

The family embraced, relief washing over them like a tidal wave. But as they stepped outside into the dawn, Jeep’s words lingered in their minds.

“The Reaper is gone... but curses have a way of lingering.”

And in the shadows of the old farmhouse, a faint, hollow laughter could still be heard.

The End.

TITLE: 7 Years Bad Luck
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CHAPTER 1: THE VISIT

Denise had heard the rumors about Ms. Monroe, but she wasn’t the superstitious type. Desperate for love and tired of rejection, she decided to visit the mysterious woman. The neighborhood had plenty of stories about Ms. Monroe’s abilities—whispers of curses, potions, and dark magic. But there was another rumor, quieter but persistent: Ms. Monroe could make people fall in love.

It was late afternoon when Denise finally worked up the courage to walk down Willow Lane to the old, ivy-covered house. The sky was overcast, casting long shadows across the cracked sidewalk. Her heart pounded in her chest as she reached the front gate. She hesitated, remembering the stories she had heard all her life, but quickly shook them off.

“This is ridiculous,” Denise muttered to herself. “She’s just an old woman.”

Taking a deep breath, she stepped up to the front porch and knocked on the door. The sound seemed to echo into the house, and Denise could hear the faint s”uffle of footsteps from within. Moments later, the door creaked open, revealing Ms. Monroe standing there in the dim light of her entryway.

Ms. Monroe was thin and frail, her face lined with age. Her eyes, though clouded, held an unsettling sharpness that seemed to cut through Denise. She was holding a small, dusty mirror in her bony hands.

Denise swallowed her nerves. “Hi, um, I was wondering if—”

Ms. Monroe’s voice was soft but sharp. “I know why you’re here.”

Denise blinked in surprise. “You do?”

The old woman nodded, lifting the mirror toward Denise. “You’re looking for love. They always are.”

Denise stared at the mirror’s surface, the glass clouded with age. Her reflection shimmered faintly, distorted in the light. Ms. Monroe stepped aside, motioning for her to enter.

Denise hesitated again but stepped over the threshold.

Chapter 2: The Broken Mirror

As Denise walked inside, her foot caught on the doorframe. She stumbled, reaching out to steady herself, but in the process, her hand hit the mirror Ms. Monroe was holding. Time seemed to slow as the mirror slipped from the old woman’s grasp and fell toward the floor.

Crash!

The mirror shattered into a dozen pieces at Denise’s feet. She froze, staring down at the broken glass in horror. An icy chill crept up her spine as she remembered the age-old superstition: Seven years of bad luck.

Ms. Monroe’s face remained expressionless, but her eyes gleamed with something dark, something dangerous.

“You’re gonna be sorry,” she said in a low, eerie voice. “Breaking a mirror in my house... oh, child, I feel bad for you.”

Denise’s throat tightened. “It was an accident—I didn’t mean to.”

Ms. Monroe stepped closer, her frail frame casting a long shadow in the dim room. “Accidents or not, the curse has already begun. Seven years bad luck, they say.” She leaned in closer, her voice almost a whisper. “But in this house, it’s so much worse.”

Fear gripped Denise’s chest, and she took a step back. “I didn’t come here to break your mirror. I just wanted... I just wanted...”

Ms. Monroe smiled then, a slow, twisted grin that sent a shiver down Denise’s spine. “I know what you want. But now, the price has doubled.”

Denise’s mouth went dry. “Doubled?”

The old woman nodded slowly, her eyes locked on Denise’s. “Love comes at a cost, child. You wanted it, but now you’ve cursed yourself. And it’s not just seven years.” Her voice dropped lower, darker. “There’s more to this than you understand.”

Denise felt a cold sweat break out on her skin. “What do you mean? What happens now?”

Ms. Monroe’s grin widened. “You’ll see.”

Chapter 3: The First Signs

For the first few days, nothing seemed to happen. Denise tried to shake off the incident, telling herself it was just a broken mirror, that Ms. Monroe was just trying to scare her. But deep down, the fear festered, gnawing at her mind.

The first sign came a week later. Denise was walking home from work when a car ran through a puddle, drenching her from head to toe. Annoyed but still trying to be rational, she shrugged it off. It wasn’t anything supernatural—it was just bad luck.

But then the small accidents started happening more frequently. She missed the bus to work, spilled coffee on her favorite blouse, twisted her ankle walking down the stairs. Each incident, small by itself, began to pile up until Denise couldn’t deny it anymore: something was wrong.

She couldn’t shake Ms. Monroe’s words: “In this house, it’s so much worse.”

Chapter 4: Love and Consequences

By the third week, Denise’s life was in chaos. Her bad luck followed her like a shadow. Appliances broke down, her friendships started falling apart, and even her job was at risk. Yet, in the midst of all the chaos, something else happened.

A man named Paul entered her life. He was charming, attentive, and everything Denise had ever wanted. It was almost too good to be true. They met by chance at the grocery store, and their connection was instant. For a brief moment, Denise felt that maybe the curse hadn’t ruined everything—that maybe, just maybe, love had finally found her.

But as their relationship deepened, strange things began to happen to Paul as well. His bad luck mirrored hers—losing his job, falling sick for no reason, strange accidents that made no sense.
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