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Anthology of Fear:   Prey 
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Anthology of Fear: Prey – Twenty  Visions of the Hunted

We perch atop an imagined throne, crown ourselves sovereigns of the food chain. But nature remembers what we’ve forgotten: every kingdom has its predators.  

*Anthology of Fear: Prey* gathers 20 stories that strip away the illusion of human invincibility. From the buzzing shadow in a claustrophobic airplane cabin to the thing that watches from the forest’s edge, these tales resurrect primal terrors—the ones that bypass logic and sink teeth directly into the lizard brain. Here, the hunter is not always lion or wolf. Sometimes it’s the parasite in your bloodstream, the neighbor you’ve known for years, the flicker of movement in your peripheral vision that *might* be nothing.  

Each story dissects a different flavor of dread: the slow creep of infection, the weight of unseen eyes, the realization that you are not the architect of your fate but a thread in a hungrier web. These are not warnings. They are elegies for the arrogance of mortality.  

Welcome to the anthology that doesn’t ask *what* you fear—it asks *how long* you’ve been pretending you’re not being followed.  
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Chapter 1 : Tiger’s Feast
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The ocean exhales against the moonlit shore, its waves whispering secrets you’ve never learned to hear. The air is thick with salt and the faint musk of damp earth, clinging to your skin as you step onto the sand. It’s your honeymoon—three days into a marriage you swore would last forever. You can still see Emily’s smile from the altar, her eyes bright with a promise you believed you could keep. The locals’ warnings about swimming at dawn and dusk linger in your mind, their weathered faces stern as they spoke of currents and shadows. You laughed then, your arm around Emily, her laughter echoing yours. Superstition, you called it. Fear for tourists. You’re not afraid. Not you, Michael, who’s always been the brave one, the one who charges into life without looking back.

The water Is cool as it kisses your ankles, then your thighs, then your chest. You wade deeper, the horizon swallowing the last threads of night, the sky an indigo bruise hesitating before dawn. Emily stayed on the shore, her silhouette small against the dunes, waving you on with a playful shout. “Don’t get eaten!” she teased, her voice carrying over the waves. You grinned, splashing water toward her, feeling invincible. This is your moment—yours and hers. The world can’t touch you here.

But the ocean has other plans.

A ripple brushes your leg, so faint you almost dismiss it as the tide’s caress. Your stomach twists, a flicker of unease you shove down. It’s nothing. A fish, maybe. A turtle. You’ve snorkeled these waters before, seen the coral pulse with life, laughed at the idea of danger. But the ripple comes again, deliberate, like a finger tracing your spine. You tread water, your breath hitching, your eyes scanning the surface. The moonlight fractures into silver shards, revealing nothing. Your heart thuds, a traitor betraying your bravado. Run, something ancient whispers, but there’s nowhere to run. The shore is a distant dream, Emily’s figure a speck against the sand.

A fin slices the water ten feet away.

Your breath stops. The world narrows to that single, sleek shape, cutting through the sea with a grace that feels like a threat. Your mind scrambles—dolphin, it’s a dolphin—but your gut knows better. The fin dips beneath the surface, and the ocean turns still, too still, as if holding its breath. You force yourself to move, slow strokes toward the shore, your arms heavy, your legs unsteady. Don’t splash. Don’t panic. Emily’s voice echoes in your head, her warning now a prophecy. You should have listened. You should have stayed with her, wrapped in her warmth, instead of chasing this reckless thrill.

Something brushes your leg. Rough, like sandpaper dragged across flesh.

Your mind shatters. Every childhood fear—sharks circling in Saturday morning cartoons, jaws snapping in grainy documentaries—floods back, no longer fiction but flesh and blood. You kick harder, your strokes frantic now, the shore impossibly far. Emily, you think, her name a lifeline. You picture her waiting, her smile fading as the minutes stretch, as she realizes you’re not coming back. Regret claws at your chest. You promised her forever, but forever is slipping through your fingers, swallowed by the sea.

A force slams into you, a collision that twists your body sideways, yanking you under. The world is chaos—bubbles, salt, pressure, the ocean’s weight crushing you. Your hand grazes something solid, alive, its skin a map of scars and hunger. Pain erupts, white-hot, as teeth sink into your thigh, tearing through muscle, grinding against bone. You scream, but the sound is lost, a silent wail swallowed by the deep. Blood spirals upward, a dark bloom against the pale light filtering from above. You thrash, your fists striking the beast, but it’s like punching a mountain. The tiger shark doesn’t flinch. It doesn’t rage. It moves with a patience that terrifies you more than its teeth—a machine sculpted by millions of years, designed for this moment.

You twist, clawing at the water, your lungs burning. You see Emily’s face, not the smiling bride but the girl you met five years ago, nervous and hopeful, her hand trembling in yours as you promised to protect her. You failed her then, too, didn’t you? The fights, the late nights at work, the times you chose ambition over her. This is your punishment, isn’t it? The ocean knows. The shark knows. It circles back, its shadow a promise of inevitability, its black eyes empty of mercy. You were never the hero you thought you were. You were always prey.

The shark lunges again, jaws wide, a cavern of serrated teeth glinting in the moonlight. You raise your arm, a futile shield, and feel the crunch of bone as it clamps down. Pain becomes your world, a searing tide that drowns out thought. Your blood paints the water, a crimson halo spreading around you. You think of Emily, standing alone on the shore, her voice calling your name into the dawn. You want to tell her you’re sorry, that you should have stayed, that you loved her more than you ever said. But the words are trapped, sinking with you into the dark.

The shark doesn’t rush. It circles, watching as your strength ebbs, as your body betrays you. Its tail flicks, a lazy motion, but its eyes never leave you. It’s not just hunger—it’s judgment, as if the ocean itself has weighed your life and found it wanting. Your vision blurs, the surface a distant shimmer, Emily’s silhouette fading into the night. Regret is heavier than the sea, crushing you as surely as the shark’s jaws. You chose this. You swam too far, laughed too loud, believed you were untouchable. And now, the ocean claims its due.

The final strike comes without warning. teeth close around your chest, a vice of bone and muscle, pulling you deeper. Your ribs crack, your lungs collapse, and the world dissolves into cold, endless dark. The last thing you feel is the shark’s grip, unrelenting, as if the sea itself is swallowing you whole. Emily’s face flickers one last time, her eyes searching the horizon, waiting for a man who will never return.

The ocean exhales. The waves roll on, indifferent to the blood they carry. On the shore, Emily stands frozen, her shouts unanswered, the dawn breaking over a world that no longer includes you. You are gone, reduced to nothing—a meal for a god older than time, a tiger shark that will swim on, unburdened by your promises, your regrets, your name.
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Chapter 2:  Great White’s Hunger 
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The ocean cradles you, its waves lifting your surfboard with a rhythm as familiar as your own heartbeat. The morning sun burns through the mist, painting the water gold, and the salty air clings to your skin, cooling the sweat of exertion. Your arms ache from paddling past the break, muscles screaming with each stroke, but out here, in the boundless blue, the pain feels like freedom. You’re Ethan, the one who always chases the next wave, the one who left behind a desk job, a family, a life that felt like a cage. The ocean is your escape, your sanctuary. You told yourself it would set you free.

But the ocean doesn’t care about your dreams.

The horizon stretches endless, a mirror of possibility, but something feels wrong. The air is too still, the waves too calm, as if the sea is holding its breath. You sit up on your board, scanning the water, your pulse a quiet drum in your ears. You think of your sister, Claire, her voice sharp over the phone last week: “You can’t keep running, Ethan. You’re throwing your life away.” You hung up, her words stinging more than you’d admit. You didn’t tell her about the nights you lie awake, wondering if she was right, if the ocean Is just another way to avoid the mess you left behind—your parents’ disappointment, the girlfriend you ghosted, the life you couldn’t face.

A flicker of movement catches your eye. Not the playful splash of a dolphin or the lazy sway of kelp. Something else. Something deliberate. Your stomach knots, a cold weight settling in your gut. You shake your head, forcing a laugh. You’ve surfed these waters for years, ridden waves that could crush bone. You’re not afraid of shadows. But then you see them—seals, their sleek bodies slicing through the water, not in their usual dance but in a frantic, desperate surge. Their cries pierce the air, sharp and urgent, a chorus of fear that echoes in your chest.

You know what scares seals.

Your fingers tighten around the board’s edges, the fiberglass biting into your palms. Your heart hammers, a traitor to your bravado. It’s nothing, you tell yourself, but your eyes dart across the water, searching for a shape, a sign. The seals vanish, their panic swallowed by the deep, leaving you alone with the silence. You think of Claire again, her warning about the ocean’s dangers, the stories she read aloud from news articles—surfers lost, limbs torn, lives erased. You laughed then, called her paranoid. Now, her voice is a ghost in your mind, whispering, You should have stayed on shore.

A shadow moves beneath you. Slow. Purposeful. Not a fish, not a trick of the light. It’s vast, a torpedo of muscle and intent, gliding with a grace that chills your blood. Your breath catches, your body frozen, every instinct screaming to paddle, to flee, but your muscles betray you. The shadow circles, closer now, its outline sharpening—a great white shark, larger than any nightmare, its body a pale blade cutting through the deep. You’ve seen them before, distant fins on the horizon, but this is different. This is personal. Its presence feels like a judgment, as if the ocean has weighed your life and found it wanting.

You force yourself to move, paddling toward the shore, your strokes careful, deliberate. Don’t splash. Don’t panic. But the shore is too far, a thin line of salvation you’ll never reach. Regret floods you, bitter as the salt on your lips. You should have called Claire back, told her you were sorry, told her you loved her. You should have faced the life you ran from, the one you thought you could outrun on these waves. The shark circles again, its fin breaking the surface, a silent promise of what’s to come. Its eyes—black, endless, cold—lock onto you, not with hunger but with certainty. You are not a man to it. You are not a surfer, a brother, a dreamer. You are meat.

The impact is a sledgehammer. The shark strikes from below, a force of raw, ancient power that sends your board skyward and you tumbling into the abyss. The world becomes chaos—bubbles, foam, the crushing weight of water swallowing your scream. You flail, desperate, your hands grasping for the surface, but the ocean pulls you down. Pain sears through your ribs, a jagged line of fire as teeth tear into your side, ripping through flesh like paper. Your mind rebels, refusing to accept the truth, but your body knows. It has you.

You kick, your legs heavy, useless, as blood clouds the water, a crimson veil unfurling around you. The shark releases you, not out of mercy but strategy, circling again, watching as your strength bleeds away. You break the surface, gasping, choking, the sunlight blinding. You’re alive, you think, a flicker of hope, but it’s a lie. The shore is a mirage, Claire’s voice a memory you’ll never hear again. You think of the letter you never wrote, the one where you’d tell her you were trying, that you wanted to be better. You think of the waves you chased, believing they’d carry you somewhere new, somewhere whole. But they’ve only carried you here.
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