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Foreword:

Halloween. That magical night of the year when people dress up
as monsters, eat their body weight in sugar, and pretend to enjoy
horror movies they secretly watch through half-closed fingers. Some
call it spooky, others call it fun, but Karma… oh, Karma calls it
“overtime.” You see, Halloween is the one holiday where people
almost beg for bad decisions. Mix sugar, costumes, and questionable
life choices, and you’ve cooked up a buffet for Karma to feast
on.

Take, for example, the over-decorators. You know the type. The
folks who cover their front lawns in more lights and props than a
theme park. Fog machines, ten-foot skeletons, inflatable pumpkins
that block half the neighborhood’s view of the moon. These houses
don’t say “Happy Halloween.” They scream, “We’re compensating for
something, and Karma has already noticed.” Sure, the neighbors roll
their eyes, but Karma rolls up its sleeves. Because the truth is:
it doesn’t matter how many fake cobwebs you buy — real skeletons
are always hiding in your closet, and they’re louder than your fog
machine.




Then there are the
pretend-not-home cheapskates. Curtains drawn, lights off,
television muted, crouched behind the sofa like fugitives, all
because they “forgot to buy candy.” As if the neighborhood kids are
FBI agents with a search warrant. Please. We all know they bought
candy. They’re just hoarding it for themselves, whispering “just
one more” as they eat through fun-sized Snickers in the dark. Karma
adores these people. Because Karma doesn’t knock politely and walk
away — no, Karma has the persistence of a sugar-crazed toddler. If
you don’t open the door, Karma will ring the bell again tomorrow,
and the next day, until your doorbell breaks or your conscience
does.

And let’s not forget the “Halloween rebels.” The ones who post
smug messages on Facebook: “We don’t celebrate Halloween. It’s not
part of our culture.” Fine, Brenda, don’t celebrate. But don’t act
surprised when your car gets egged by kids dressed as zombies.
Karma has a sense of humor, and it’s perfectly happy to outsource
its work to the neighborhood prank squad.

Halloween, my friends, is not just about costumes, candy, or bad
horror sequels. It’s a giant invitation for Karma to put on its own
mask and join the party. And believe me, it doesn’t even need to
dress up to scare you.




Of course, Halloween wouldn’t
be complete without the lazy costumers. You’ve seen them — the ones
who grab a pair of cat ears at the last minute and claim they’re “a
panther.” Or worse, the guy who writes the word Error 404: Costume
Not Found on a T-shirt with a Sharpie. Look, buddy, if you can’t
put in minimal effort for the one day of the year where society
allows you to be someone else, then don’t be surprised when Karma
treats you the same way you treated Halloween — with zero effort.
Expect the bare minimum of good fortune, delivered late, and
slightly disappointing.

Then there are the overconfident pranksters. They think
Halloween is their personal license to terrorize the neighborhood.
Toilet paper in trees, eggs on windows, fake spiders in mailboxes.
Oh, they’re laughing now, but wait until they trip over their own
prank supplies and land in a pile of something unpleasant. Karma
doesn’t need to punish them directly; it just lets gravity do the
heavy lifting.

And let’s spare a thought for
the cheap parents. You know the ones — they cut their kid’s costume
out of a garbage bag and call it “DIY creativity.” There’s little
Timmy, sweating in a bin liner, trying to convince people he’s a
ghost, while all the other kids look like mini Marvel
superheroes. 




Do you think Timmy
forgets? 

No. That memory is going into
his therapy file. And one day, Karma will pay the parents back,
probably by ensuring their fridge breaks down right before
Thanksgiving dinner.

Oh, and the sugar smugglers — adults who insist they “don’t like
candy” and then mysteriously gain two pounds overnight. Let’s be
honest, nobody eats a fun-sized Snickers “by accident.” Karma
watches them sneak chocolate bars like raccoons caught in a
dumpster, and it’s already preparing the dental bill.

Halloween is basically a karmic amusement park: every ride is a
bad decision, and the exit always leads straight into poetic
justice. Costumes don’t hide you from consequences. Pumpkins can’t
shield you from payback. And pretending you’re not home when the
doorbell rings? That just makes Karma more creative in finding you
later.

And here’s the thing nobody
likes to admit: Halloween ends, but Karma doesn’t. The pumpkins
rot, the fake cobwebs collapse into a sad plastic tangle, and the
skeleton decorations go back into the attic. 




But Karma? Karma doesn’t need
a storage box. It doesn’t pack away until next October. It just
keeps following you, invisible, patient, and much scarier than
anything Hollywood can put on screen.

Think about it: vampires need permission to enter your house,
zombies need a plague, and werewolves need a full moon. But Karma?
Karma doesn’t need conditions. It strolls in uninvited, makes
itself a sandwich, and helps itself to your Wi-Fi. No garlic, no
silver bullets, no wooden stakes can save you. If anything, Karma
enjoys watching you try.

Halloween is the warm-up act. The rehearsal. A convenient annual
reminder that darkness, masks, and monsters are fun to play with —
but the real monster is the consequence waiting around the corner.
While you’re laughing at the neighbor who fell into his own
graveyard decoration, or smugly eating candy you swore you wouldn’t
touch, Karma is taking notes. It’s not about if it shows up — it’s
about when.

So as you flip these pages,
remember: each story, each sarcastic jab, each unlucky fool wearing
a dollar-store cape isn’t just a spooky tale. It’s a reminder that
no matter how much fake blood you splash on Halloween, the real
horror is always karmic.




Now, dim the lights, grab a
bucket of candy (you’ll regret eating it all later, don’t worry),
and let’s begin the only haunted house tour that really matters:
the one through the corridors of Karma.
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Chapter 1:
Trick or Treat, or Just Trick Yourself

Every Halloween, pranksters crawl out like cockroaches with
toilet paper. Armed with eggs, shaving cream, and way too much
confidence, they think the world is their stage for chaos. “Trick
or treat!” they shout, but really, they only mean “trick.” They’re
the kind of kids (and let’s be honest, sometimes adults) who
believe smashing a pumpkin or filling a mailbox with shaving cream
makes them legends. Spoiler: it doesn’t. It just makes them the
star of Karma’s blooper reel.

Take Kyle, for example. Kyle thought it would be hilarious to
swap out candy bowls with dog kibble. He imagined the kids’
disappointed faces, the parents’ frustration, his own triumphant
giggles. What he didn’t imagine was the neighborhood Rottweiler
catching him mid-swap and deciding Kyle was the real treat. Nothing
screams “instant Karma” louder than running home with half your
costume shredded and smelling like fear.

Then there’s Sophie, who took
the classic “egg the house” tradition to new heights. Armed with a
dozen farm-fresh missiles, she launched them at her math teacher’s
windows, cackling like a witch. 




Unfortunately for Sophie, the
teacher had recently installed security cameras with night vision.
By the next morning, Sophie wasn’t just a prankster — she was the
star of a viral YouTube clip titled Egg-Head Strikes Again.
Millions of views, thousands of comments, and a lifetime nickname
she’ll never shake. Karma doesn’t always need fangs and claws.
Sometimes it just needs Wi-Fi.

Halloween pranks are like playing hide-and-seek with Karma.
Sure, you can run, laugh, and even feel clever for a few minutes.
But sooner or later, it taps you on the shoulder and says, “Found
you.”

Ah yes, the timeless art of toilet-papering trees. A classic
prank that says, “I have no respect for your property, but I did
bring biodegradable confetti.” Inevitably, these pranksters forget
two crucial facts: 1) it usually rains in October, and 2) wet
toilet paper doesn’t float gracefully in the breeze — it fuses to
branches like cement. The next morning, instead of a tree wrapped
in white ribbons of rebellion, it looks like a swamp monster
desperately trying to escape. And the prankster? He’s the one
climbing a ladder the following weekend, helping his furious
parents clean up the mess.




Then we have the fireworks
geniuses. Every Halloween, there’s always one kid who thinks
tossing a firecracker into a jack-o’-lantern is the pinnacle of
comedy. Spoiler alert: jack-o’-lanterns are not fireproof. Nor are
the hands holding the firecrackers. Karma loves this one — not
because it wants to see anyone hurt, but because nothing teaches
respect faster than explaining to the emergency room nurse how you
lost half an eyebrow in the name of comedy.

And let’s not forget the
ding-dong-ditch masters, sprinting away like Olympic athletes after
ringing the doorbell. Sure, it feels thrilling… until they trip
over the neighbor’s garden gnome and faceplant into a rosebush.
Roses: 1, Prankster: 0. Karma doesn’t even have to lift a finger —
gravity and thorns are more than happy to do the job.

Halloween pranks aren’t
harmless fun; they’re open invitations. And the guest list always
includes Karma, sitting in the corner with a bucket of popcorn,
enjoying the show.

Of course, some pranksters go
all in. Forget eggs and toilet paper; they want special effects.
Fake blood, rubber organs, elaborate scare setups that look like
they belong in a low-budget horror film. It’s creative, sure — but
Karma has a way of turning “ha-ha” into “help me.”




Take the case of Jason, who
thought it would be hilarious to rig a bucket of fake blood over
his front door. He waited gleefully for his victims, ready to
cackle like Dracula. What he didn’t calculate was timing. Instead
of his teenage buddies, the first person through the door was his
grandma, carrying a pumpkin pie. One step in, splat. Grandma,
drenched in fake gore, pie airborne, dentures nearly following.
Jason learned two things that night: Karma doesn’t appreciate
wasted dessert, and Grandma has a stronger right hook than
expected.

Then there’s the jump-scare specialist, hiding in bushes with a
mask, ready to leap out and terrify innocent kids. Sounds fun,
until the kid he scared turned out to be a karate student. One
instinctive kick later, and our prankster spent the night nursing
bruises, realizing Karma sometimes wears a white belt.

And let’s not forget about smoke machines. One group of
pranksters filled their garage with fog, hoping to create a
haunted-house effect. What they created instead was a call to the
fire department. Nothing like explaining to real firefighters why
you nearly evacuated the block for a $10 prank. Karma loves
efficiency — why punish you slowly when embarrassment does the job
instantly?




Halloween pranks are rarely
one-sided. They’re boomerangs. You throw them out, laugh, and
before you know it, they’ve circled back and smacked you in the
face.

In the old days, a prank gone wrong might haunt you for a week,
maybe a month if the neighbors kept bringing it up. But in the age
of smartphones, Karma has upgraded its toolkit. Now your
humiliation is filmed, uploaded, and immortalized for the whole
internet to enjoy. Forget local embarrassment — you’re now trending
under #PumpkinFail.

Like the guy who tried to jump out of a trash can to scare
trick-or-treaters. Great plan, right? Except he miscalculated the
weight of the lid, smacked himself unconscious, and was rescued by
an eight-year-old dressed as Spider-Man. Within hours, the video
hit a million views. Comments ranged from “LMAO” to “This is why
natural selection exists.” Karma didn’t just punish him — it made
him a meme.

Or the teen who thought it was brilliant to film himself kicking
over jack-o’-lanterns. What he didn’t realize was that one pumpkin
wasn’t hollow — it was solid ceramic. Cue a broken toe, an
ambulance ride, and the entire spectacle caught on his own
livestream. Karma didn’t even need witnesses; the prankster did all
the documenting himself.




Social media is Karma’s best
friend. It never forgets, it never forgives, and it has a share
button. One Halloween mistake, and you’re immortalized forever,
doomed to resurface every October like clockwork. Forget ghosts
haunting houses — in the digital age, the real hauntings happen
when your old videos go viral again.

So prank all you want. Egg houses, light smoke bombs, hide in
bushes. Just remember: someone, somewhere, has a camera rolling,
and Karma can’t wait to hit “upload.”

And then there are the pranksters who sabotage themselves
without even needing cameras, firecrackers, or gravity. Their
costumes betray them. Picture a teenager in a “scary clown” mask,
sprinting away after smashing a pumpkin. Terrifying… until the mask
slips, and suddenly the only clown is his exposed face, known to
half the neighborhood. Nothing says “instant justice” like being
recognized by your victim’s dad — who also happens to be your
football coach.

Or the group that decided to
prank a local shop by dressing up as zombies and moaning their way
through the aisles. Clever idea, except one of them forgot his
zombie makeup halfway down his neck. 




Nothing ruins the undead
illusion faster than a hoodie slipping to reveal a bright red
hickey. The prank was over before it began, and Karma just sat
back, laughing in the cereal aisle.

Sometimes, costumes aren’t just betrayers — they’re accomplices.
A prankster dressed as a ninja thought it’d be hilarious to leap
from a garden wall. Turns out, the costume was a cheap knockoff,
and the fabric tore mid-air. He landed in a bush, pantsless, while
the trick-or-treaters he meant to scare laughed until they cried.
You can’t outrun Karma with your trousers around your ankles.

The irony is rich: pranksters wear costumes to hide their
identities, but it’s usually the costumes themselves that deliver
the knockout blow. Halloween disguises may fool people for a
moment, but Karma? Karma has x-ray vision.

Here’s the truth no prankster
wants to hear: every Halloween “trick” is basically a signed
contract with Karma. You pull the prank, you cackle, you run — and
Karma just shrugs, stamps the paper, and files it under Pending
Consequences.  Sometimes the payback is instant — a trip
over your shoelaces, a pie in the face, a ceramic pumpkin to the
toe.




Other times, it waits. Maybe
days. Maybe weeks. But when it comes, you’ll know exactly why.

The funniest part? Pranksters always act surprised. As if
pelting a house with eggs or scaring kids half to death was going
to end in applause. Sorry, no. Halloween may be the night of
tricks, but it’s also Karma’s busiest shift. And Karma doesn’t
punch out until every joker has had their turn in the dunk tank of
justice.

So go ahead, wrap your neighbor’s tree in toilet paper, rig up
your fake-blood bucket, or hide in the bushes with your bargain-bin
mask. Just don’t forget — somewhere out there, Karma is laughing
harder than anyone, waiting for the perfect moment to make you the
punchline.

Because on Halloween night, there are two guarantees:

1. Kids will eat too much candy.

2. Pranksters will discover that the scariest monster on the
block isn’t a vampire, a witch, or a ghost. It’s Karma — and it
never needs a costume
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Chapter 2:
The Haunted House of Lies

Every town has that one house. You know the type — the shutters
hang loose like broken teeth, the windows are blacker than
midnight, and the front gate squeaks like it’s auditioning for a
horror movie. Kids dare each other to step on the porch, but no one
stays long enough to knock. Adults claim it’s “just an old house,”
but their eyes say otherwise. And if the house could talk, it would
whisper, “I’m not haunted… I’m just full of your lies.”

Because let’s be honest: haunted
houses aren’t built with bricks and wood alone. They’re built with
secrets, half-truths, and things people would rather keep
buried. 




Every lie told is like a
brick added to the wall. Every secret stuffed in the attic is
another cobweb clinging to the rafters. And Karma? Well, Karma
loves construction projects. It’s the invisible architect making
sure your haunted house ends up creepier than a tax audit.

Take Mark, the local real-estate agent. He swore up and down
that the house on Maple Street was “completely safe” and “not at
all infested.” Two weeks later, the new owners discovered that the
only thing scarier than the basement was the colony of bats living
in it. Mark thought he’d pocketed an easy commission. What he
really pocketed was a curse: every house he tried to sell afterward
mysteriously developed “issues.” Burst pipes, leaking roofs, the
occasional raccoon squatter. Buyers didn’t blame the houses — they
blamed him. And suddenly, the only thing Mark could sell was
excuses.

Lies are never harmless. They linger, like the creak of a
staircase in an empty house. You can ignore them during the day,
but at night? At night, every creak, every draft, every shadow is
your deception, coming back to rattle its chains.




Kids learn early that lies
are fun — at least until they aren’t. Little Emma told her parents
she was “just going trick-or-treating with friends.” In reality,
she snuck off to a party at the old mill. Perfect setting: dark,
creepy, rumored to be haunted. Unfortunately for Emma, Karma had
better timing than her curfew. The “haunting” turned out to be the
local sheriff doing his rounds. Nothing says busted like getting a
ride home in a squad car while still dressed as a glittery unicorn.
Emma’s parents didn’t even have to yell; Karma had already nailed
the point home.

Then there’s Todd, the
self-proclaimed “ladies’ man.” On Halloween, he swore to his
girlfriend he was “just staying in to watch horror movies.”
Meanwhile, he was at another girl’s costume party dressed as
Dracula. Bold choice — and stupid. Because who else showed up? His
girlfriend. Dressed as a vampire slayer. The breakup was swift,
loud, and poetic. Karma doesn’t need to invent stories when real
life delivers scripts better than Netflix.

Even the small lies come
back. Little Timmy told his neighbors he was “allergic to
chocolate” so he could get extra bags of gummy worms. Cute trick —
until he traded with his friends later, and guess who ended up
vomiting gummy worms all night? The haunted house of lies doesn’t
need ghosts. Your stomach is enough.




Every fib, from skipping
chores to sneaking candy, is another cracked floorboard in your
personal haunted mansion. And sooner or later, the whole house
groans, creaks, and collapses under the weight of your dishonesty.
Karma doesn’t care if you were “just joking.” Haunted houses are
funny that way — they always collect rent, and payment is due in
consequences.

Lies don’t stop at kids and teenagers — adults are just better
at decorating them. Some paint their lies with polite smiles,
others bury them under paperwork, but it doesn’t matter. The house
always creaks.
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