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I enjoy horror and ghost stories, but I'm an atheist. I often boast to others that I can name any horror movie and tell you what it's about. Everyone knows I'm incredibly brave and a horror movie lover. Some even jokingly call me something special, a "pervert." Of course, those who criticize me don't end well; I'll naturally punish them with a slap on the face.

There is a saying: "If you walk by the river, you will get your shoes wet!" I always claim that I am not afraid of anything, but I encountered something that I will never forget.

I was bored the other day, and since it was the weekend, I had no entertainment options, so I had to find something to watch myself. Since I hadn't watched a DVD in ages, I decided to check out any new horror movies.

That day was strange. The record stores near my house had few new releases, and the owners were incredibly impatient. So, in a fit of rage, I went to a record store I'd never "visited." There were two reasons for not visiting it: first, it was far from where I lived, and second, I'd never noticed it existed before. It wasn't big, dark, and had a faint musty smell, but it did have quite a few titles, many of which I had never seen before. Overjoyed, I dove headfirst into the pile of discs, searching for treasure. Just as I was getting dizzy, the store owner suddenly appeared behind me. For some reason, I, despite my always-strong sixth sense, shuddered. I looked up and took in the owner: he was short, dark-skinned, and his face was even more oddly shaped, like a squash, with a prominent forehead and chin, but the tip of his nose was sunken. It was unpleasant no matter how I looked at him. And he also had a strange smell! Seeing the boss's grim expression, I quickly smiled at him, my smile blooming like a flower. But he ignored my smile (which pissed me off) and asked gloomily, "What kind of disc are you looking for?" "Horror, ghost movie." The boss then walked through the narrow aisle to the counter. More accurately, it was "floating," because I couldn't sense the rhythm of his walk.
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