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AUTHOR’S NOTE


HUMANS ARE THE REAL MONSTERS


[image: ]




First off, I’d like to thank you for purchasing this book and if you enjoy these types of stories then you really are a real sicko. These tales are sick, twisted and gory and as stated on my covers, grotesque. These are not for the faint of heart and some contain sensitive subject matter which may offend some readers. If you are easily offended, please do not buy this book.

This collection is kind of a mixed bag of a few of my small five pack collections combined in case you so desire to indulge in this madness all in one gruesome meal. Some stories are sick, some humorous but you can count on it that they all are going to be gory. 

So, with that, I’ll let you get to the stories and if you made it this far. Thank You.
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SHOULDN’T PLAY WITH DEAD THINGS
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That is what Timmy’s mother told him that day she caught him with the dead cat.

“How many times do I have to tell you to stop playing with dead things? It’s bad for your health.”

Timmy swung the cat round and round by its tail then smacked it on the concrete driveway until every bone in its scull crushed. He liked listening to snap, crackle and pop. “But I killed it first.”

“That’s no reason to play with it. That’s why you don’t have any friends.”

“I have all the friends I need.”

His mother bit her lower lip and shook her head. “You scared poor Sally to death she’s afraid to walk past the house.”

“She’s a sissy anyway. Never liked her.”

“Well, Buck does everything in his power to avoid walking past our house and he lives next door. Saw him walk around the other end of the block. He won’t even cross the street.”

“He’s a bully. Gets what he deserves.”

She didn’t tell him about all the letters she got from the school about how Timmy wasn’t allowed to come to school anymore and now she has to homeschool him. The school caught him playing with a dead body in a casket hours before the funeral. Apparently, Timmy had got bored on the playground and went to he cemetery down the street from the school. He dug the grave, opened the casket and started playing with the arms and legs of the skeleton. Luckily one of the parents saw him, recognized him and sent for the principle.

Yeah, that one cost her several hours at a therapist appointment.

Then the science teacher, Mr. Radford decided to drop dead of a massive heart attack and Timmy was poking at his stomach with a stick trying to get him to fart.

The ambulance arrived, saw him doing this and that cost his mother more hours of therapy sessions.

“Your son is just downright scary,” the principle said. “He scares all the kids.”

His mother thought this was all just a little phase he was going through and that he would eventually grow out of it.

As he got older this wasn’t happening.

Got worst.

Neighbors would start missing.

Search parties were in progress.

Nobody ever found any of the neighbors.

His mother did. She found them in her basement piled in what used to be an old potato barn that had its own entrance.

Timmy liked to play with the decomposing bodies like they were dolls.

He had them all arranged around the table. He’d changed their clothes out and mix match.

He’d put women clothes on men.

Men clothes on women.

He’d sew women arms on men and vice versa.

He’d even cut off women and man parts and sew them different bodies. Which always gave him the biggest kicks over that one.

His other flipped a lid when she went down there and saw what he had done.

She told him he couldn’t keep on doing this. He had to stop.

“It’s fun.”

“I know it may seem fun, but its wrong. We’re going to get locked up for a long long time if we get caught. If you get caught.”

She found neighbors, dogs, cats, even a goldfish. It was like he’d created his own little town.

She had to put an end to this for sure.

Police were constantly knocking at the door. It was only a matter of time before a detective had enough tips that would encourage him to search even further.

Fortunately, the potato barn had its own secret entrance from the basement. A small square door in the wall was covered by a hollow block which Timmy had found by accident while he was chipping away at the block trying to see what was on the other side.

“It’s going to be okay, Mother. Nobody will ever find me little playhouse.”

“Then promise me you’ll stop this now.”

“I promise. I’ll only play with the dead things I have.”

This would’ve made his mother feel a ton better had he not been the type that had such a low attention span.

“I’m serious, Timmy. You have to stop this. I’m too old to go to prison.”

“You’re not going to prison.”

By then Timmy had turned forty-five and still playing downstairs.

Every once in a while, somebody would be missing. Except now Timmy had gotten smarter and went to other towns. It also made things easier when he got his drivers license which allowed him to snag tourists where people came to visit all the shops during the fall.

Timmy had this craving. He just couldn’t stay away from his dead toys.

He loved the rotten odor of farts and rotten eggs their decomposing bodies gave off.

He loved to listen to the creaking and cracking of their bones while he played with them as their skin slowly fell off.

It was really a lot of fun to watch the hair change color and fall out. Poke the eyes in further in the scull with a stick.

He even tried one once.

Didn’t taste bad.

Felt slimy, and squished when he chewed it. It was like eating a gummy bear filled with blood.

As the kids that grew up in the neighborhood got older and had their own families, they would warn their kids to stay from the house.

A bad kid lives there. Though not now a kid.

And his mother.

She saw the whispers in the street and overheard several conversations at the grocery store.

She dared not take Timmy out in public. She couldn’t. 

She thought about leaving him.

Could lock him down in his playhouse where he would die with all his other playthings, but she couldn’t stomach the idea of killing her son.

So, she left him down there where he was protected.

Maybe, he would just end up dying and it would put an end to all of it. He was gaining weight over the years. He couldn’t move around as much as he used to. Though, by now, that was understandable because he was sixty and she was ninety. She was hardly in the shape to do anything.

Now, she had to rely on Timmy. But he managed to provide.

She’d lie in bed at night and she could hear Timmy down in his playhouse. Talking to his dolls, he called them.

He would slam them around on the floor from time to time.

Cursing at them pretending he was a wife abuser. One of his favorite games.

The creepiest was when he liked to pretend, he was a child molester.

Every night she would lie there and wonder what she had done to deserve a child that was so sick and twisted.

That night she heard the door to the basement open. Usually this meant Timmy was coming up to say good night before bed.

He opened her door.

What she expected was Timmy to enter with puckered lips and a cup of her evening tea.

Instead he was holding an axe.

Timmy stared at her for what seemed like several minutes.

Blood trickled from the corner of his mouth. “My family misses their mother.”
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NOT IN MY HOUSE YOU’RE NOT
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Marge hated those things but she would be damned if she were going to allow them inside her house to beat her to death.

Not to mention, Tom, a big fat mean neighbor with a greasy, hairy belly that thinks he runs the neighborhood was bashing Fred’s scull in with a hammer in the middle of the street.

WHACK...WHACK...WHACK...

His lips curled in a snarl as he banged so hard she could see the hammer sticking in his scull and Tom having to work to pry it out as if he were prying a nail out of a board.

Of all neighbors to get whacked he was not the one that deserved it. It just proved Marge’s point. Nice guys do finish last.

No way are they getting in here.

The house she kept clean. The house her husband, Mike came home to after a long hard day at the office.

The house she raised her kids in.

The house they finally got paid off so Mike didn’t have to work as much and could finally cut back on his hours at the truck company.

“I’m no spring chicken but I can duke it out with the best of ya,” she yelled at them through the window.

The rednecks moaned and groaned. Their teeth yellow and nasty. She could only imagine what their breath smelled like especially, after eating all that flesh and other human body parts they shouldn’t be eating.

Considering these were redneck crazies they’d be all up inside the liver and intestines just like her father liked to eat. He was the only one she knew who would actually eat those pickled pigs feet she’d seen in the jar on the shelves at Bo's gas station.

Crazies bumped into the window. There were a lot more of them today. They arrive in packs. Some days she wouldn’t see any, others there would be four or five trying to get in.

“Not today.” She poked at them with the broom hoping to shoo them away from the window.

The rednecks moaned and groaned.

Wait a second. She stared at the redneck’s face. She saw a chunk of flesh hanging in the gap between his split front teeth. “Henry. Henry Thompson, is that you?”

Moans and groans followed by banging on the window.

“I thought I recognized you. I’m so sorry this happened to you. But there’s no way you’re getting in so you might as well just get.”

Moans and groans as crazy redneck,  Henry licked his lips and what remained of his yellow teeth he did have.

Next thing she knew six or seven more  showed up, all of them banging at the large living room window.

She tried to get Mike to board the windows up but the crazies had got him that day he went to the store to get more supplies.

They came upon so fast.

Hardly any warning and the news didn’t know much about what was going on at the time.

People had no idea why all of a sudden some people were walking around so slow and weird like as if they’d come down with a bad flu bug.

It was a bad bug all right, she thought.

Then people started eating whomever just happened to be in the parking lot at the time. Poor souls.

She knew this was going to pass eventually. But right now, there was no way they were getting inside her house.

No way was she going to allow them to.

Why, so they can dirty it all up and leave nasty marks everywhere.

“I dare yas! I dare ya! To try and get in here.”

It was almost like they actually heard her because that made them bang on the window even more.

Those redneck crazies didn’t have a clue who they were screwing with. 

Marge was not going to lie down easy. She did not spend twelve years in the Marine Corps for nothing.

KILL ..KILL...KILL...

And I’m a gonna do some killin'

It started with the dark yellow cloud. You could see it forming in the distance. New reports were flooded from the next town over warning everybody that the cloud had something sinister inside it that was turning people into madmen with a vicious and uncontrollable appetite for human flesh.

The cloud was approximately ten miles wide and covered the entire town of Bargersville IN.

Mike called her on the phone from the grocery and told her what he’d saw.

Farmers bashing each other’s brains out with garden hoes and rakes. Some tore down houses with their tractors. Others drove their pick-up trucks through houses like a bunch of Japanese Kamikaze pilots.

Some were drinking Pabst Blue Ribbon while driving their tractors over people.

She could hear the nervous tone in Mike’s voice. He was scared and she could hear the sound of chainsaws and motors in the background.

“Mike, get out of there and get home...” Was the last thing she said before she heard the rev of the saw and Mike screaming.

According to her friend, Mable, the crazy cloud lasted for five hours. If you can manage to survive five hours then the cloud passes on to the next town. In their case hopefully it fades away.

The house turned a dark shade of yellow inside. And outside the cloud was centered over the town.

A pack of crazies were walking down the street. Some of them dressed in jean coveralls and looked as if they’d just come in from the fields. There were fifteen or twenty of them. Each of them carried their own tool of choice.

Garden hoes. Hammer. Sledge hammer. Chainsaws. She saw one with golf clubs and knew right away that was Mike’s golfing buddy, Stewart. Blood dripped off the clubs as if he’d just got finished whacking somebody.

Stewart’s eyes were red and he was walking with a  purpose.

They all walked with a purpose.

They were walking straight toward her house.

“No way. Tell me you are not coming here.”

She didn’t know why they chose her house over all the other ones on the street other maybe it might’ve had something to do with Mike being friends with everybody. Mike was one of those neighbors everybody loved.

Poor Mike. If only he would’ve listened to her and came home when she told him.

Men these days.

He had to get some more wood, he said because he needed to reinforce the front door and needed more nails. She tried to tell him that it was enough and they would have to make due with what they had and couldn’t afford him being caught out in the crazy wave.

At the Wal-Mart non the less. How many times had she told him to stay away from that place?

There had already been six shootings and there was practically a fight every day. 

If I were the Mayor, I’d burn the stupid thing to the ground she’d said. The Wal-Mart was bad enough but then some idiot had to go and bring in a liquor store and then a couple months later a pawn shop.

There went the neighborhood. It was all down hill from there.

A large group of them gathered around Gayle’s house. Climbing in through the windows. Two of them were on the roof going down the chimney.

The two climbing through the window had pick axes.

Ohhhh, poor Gayle. This is just going to be awful. Feel so sorry for her.

Gayle had lost her legs due to diabetes and was stuck in a wheelchair. She was also severely overweight and on oxygen.

No way was she going to stand a chance.

I am not going to put up with these things, she said. If they’re going to come and get me they’re a gonna get a fight.

I’ll be damned if they’re going to come in here tearing my house up. They don’t know who they’re screwin’ with.

She grabbed her old Marine Corp helmet and strapped it on. She hadn’t worn this thing in years. Sure felt good to have it on.  Looking at herself in the mirror she gave one of those Marine Corps I’m a killer snarls. 

The gun storage cabinet was in the corner of their bedroom. There were two AR’s and a Glock and a lot of ammo.

She wasn’t sure how long it was going to last but hopefully once they see she isn’t to be reckoned with they’ll back off.

Naaa. Unfortunately, it didn’t look like it was going to be that easy.

Forty to fifty of them flooded the streets. 

Then here came farmer Jones in his John Deere tractor plowing down the street. She watched as he ran off the road and made a turn for Julie’s house and plowed right through the front door. Ten crazies ran in through the large opening.

Ohhh, heck no. No way. I dare yas to try that. I just dare yas.

She didn’t know what she would do if they tried that but she would figure something out.

The sky was lightening up and the inside of the house was getting brighter. But if all the calculations were right she still had two hours left of this nonsense.

Two hours of watching these redneck crazies busting down doors and windows and her hoping for the best.

Outside there was a lot of hootin' and hollerin’and the sound of glass breaking. Women screaming.

Five of them were smashing the Hyundai Sante-Fe across the street.

“You suckers are in for it now. You messin round here you see.”

She watched on as they continued to bash and smash everything that was in their way.

“I am not going to let you in.”

She knew it was coming. There were just too many of them.

Then came the banging on the door.

Grunting and groaning sounds..

BANG BANG BANG

“Go away. You hear me. You don’t want non of this.”

More banging. Grunting and groaning.

An arm smashed through the center of the door. It was hairy. Sweaty. Her heart beat quickened.

The fingers wiggled their way toward the door latch hoping to find it.

She smashed the hand with the butt of the rifle.

“I’m warning you to get back.”

The door busted off the hinges and there stood at the doorway the ugliest redneck she’d ever saw. He was fat, no shirt and had a beer belly the size of Mt. St Hellen.

He smiled a toothless smile, licking his lips as if she were a piece of chicken.

She aimed toward his gut and fired, blowing a hole in the center of his belly as he landed on the floor with a thud.

Five to six more followed.

All of them smirking as if they’d just won the grand prize.

“Get away from here. All of ya’s.  You hear me.”

They walked toward her not paying her any attention to the gun she held and pointed at them.

She fired and hit one in the head, and he went down.

Fired again and hit another.

“Look at that. You’re standing on my clean carpet with those nasty feet. Not only were they dirty but looked like toe fungus had been growing on them for decades.  Get those things off my carpet.”

She fired and he went down. This one stumbled and staggered more onto the white carpet. It took her another two shots before he finally went down and landed on her clean carpet and started bleeding to death.

“Good God gracious. What a mess. I told you morons you weren’t messing up my house.”

She backed up the stairs. If she could managed to get upstairs, she could make it to the attic and lock herself in there.

The rednecks’s greasy hands left prints all over her wall and knocking down her pictures.

One of them fell over the handrail from leaning on it with all his weight as he walked up the stairs and ripped if off the wall and tumbled down to the bottom of the stairs.

She fired three. Four more times. 

Hitting each one of them in the head splattering their brains all over her walls.

“Lord mercy. This is making such a mess.”

She was pissed because her and Mike just painted those walls just a couple weeks ago. A light brown paint with white trim. She just thought it looked nice and went with the furniture.

Which she’d just replaced that just a few weeks before painting. Her and Mike had bought this nice brown couch and an extra loveseat with all the nice hidden compartments where she could store her comfort blankets. Mike had a section that was all for his remotes and a place for his cold beer.

Now it was all ruined because two of the rednecks were walking all over it, Jack Daniels bottles in hand dripping it all over the couch leaving their dirty filthy prints everywhere and, in some areas, tearing it.

“Uggggg,” She yelled like a Marine at the battle of Iwo Jima. “All over my new couch. You idiots know how hard it is to get those stains out?”

She had a few words and blasted them.

The rednecks threw Pabst Blue Ribbon cans and Coors lite bottles at her. One of the bottles knocked her in the head and the redneck chuckled all toothless and fat.

Marge shook it off. “You couldn’t hit with anything heavier than that mountain piss?”

She aimed and blasted'm.

“Serves you only right.”

She emptied the magazine and reloaded it.

The more she shot the more the rednecks came to take their place. It was like the never-ending redneck apocalypse.

She could tell the sun was shining inside the house that the evil yellow cloud was starting to lift.

If only I can make it, she thought.

The clock on the wall showed that she had approximately fifteen minutes left. She wondered how this was going to end. Would the rednecks just calm down all of sudden and walkway?

But that meant she had at least fifteen more minutes of shooting to do and she had to admit she was having a blast. What a great stress relief. She hadn’t done any descent killing since desert storm.

Wow was this a blast.

She sure did have a job on her hands cleaning all this mess up. Sure, was going to take some time.

She settled in upstairs and continued to blast away the rednecks one by one as they came through the door.

Sometimes five at a time.

Chewing their tobacco and spitting all over her carpet and floors.

Disgusting.

Mike chewed for a while. Dipped that Copenhagen snuff. She remembered how she used to always get after him for leaving his cans of spit everywhere.

And his breath. Oh, God. His breath stunk at times and then he’d try to kiss her and all she wanted to do was punch him in the face.
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