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A starry sky spanned over miles of remote forested terrain.

Within the forest, situated in the center of a glade, three hikers in their thirties sat around a campfire, their conversation obscured by the chorus of crickets and cicadas. The fire’s orange blaze illuminated the surrounding foliage. Close by, two tents were set up.

After a few moments, one of the hikers by the name Brooke stood, picked up an empty pail nearby, got her flashlight and left the area to retrieve water out of a stream a few yards from the glade.

Trent and Dina remained seated around the fire. Dina watched as Brooke entered the forest, the illumination from her flashlight eventually vanishing within the foliage.

“How can she walk into those dark woods by herself?” Dina said.

“Simple. You just pick your feet up and head in the direction you want to go,” Trent said.

“No, I mean don’t you two ever get scared being this far out in the wilderness alone?” Dina said as she swatted at a mosquito buzzing around her head.

“Nah, we’ve been on so many of these excursions before,” Trent said. He noticed how uncomfortable Dina was being out in the deep dark forest, so very far from civilization. “I have to hand it to you, it took courage to come with us on this gallivant.”

“Well, it was either this or sit and watch the paint dry,” Dina said.

In the forest, Brooke stepped amongst the undergrowth, flashlight in one hand and the pail in the other. Over the sounds of nocturnal insects, she could vaguely hear the ripple of the stream close by.

After maneuvering her way a few short yards through the foliage, Brooke approached the stream which was about three feet in width and crystal clear in the light of day. She knelt at the bank and placed the flashlight down, angling it so the beam shone onto the watercourse. She blew at a mosquito buzzing around her face. Afterward, Brooke took the pail and dipped it into the cool water, allowing the flow to spill in.

Back at the campsite, Trent and Dina waited for Brooke to return. Dina happened to glance toward a particular area of the forest and gasped when she noticed something moving within the foliage. “Look!” she pointed.

Trent looked, not seeing anything but firelight flickering off the vegetation. “What?”

“I saw something moving around in the forest. It was red and glowing,” Dina said, keeping her voice down.

Trent looked again. “I don’t see anything.”

“Something was there,” Dina said.

“It was probably Brooke with a glow stick,” Trent said.

“I don’t think so,” Dina said.

“She’s trying to scare you, again,” Trent said.

Dina gazed around as if expecting something to come lunging out from within the foliage.

“Or maybe it was a paranormal entity,” Trent said.

Dina looked at him. “Now you’re trying to scare me.”

Trent grinned and then took a sip from his plastic mug.

Dina scanned the surrounding forest with a look of apprehension. “There’s something out there.”

“Yeah, and its name is Brooke,” Trent said.

At the stream bank, Brooke finished filling the pail. She stood and grinned as she contemplated a way to frighten Dina for the umpteenth time that night.

Just as Brooke started to head back to the campsite, she stopped when she saw a strange blue glow suddenly appear, followed by an orange glow a few yards away, partially obscured by the foliage. Brooke stared at the two large motionless brilliant colors. She assumed it was Trent and Dina messing around with glow sticks. “Trent?...Dina?” There was no reply. After a few seconds, an eerie green glow cascaded over Brooke from above. She looked up and gasped at the frightfully bizarre sight, dropping her flashlight and pail as an expression of fear came over her illuminated face.

Seated by the campfire, Trent and Dina suddenly heard Brooke scream from the near distance. Dina jumped up from her seat, looking in the direction where the hollering came from.

“She’s really trying to scare you,” Trent said, not thinking much of it.

After a few seconds, the screaming stopped.

“Sounds like she’s in trouble,” Dina said.

“Don’t fall for it,” Trent said.

Completely unnerved, Dina sat back down, staring silently at the surrounding forest.

After a few seconds, Trent stood. “I’ll be back in a couple of minutes,” he said as he prepared to leave.

Dina tensed and stood up again. “Where’re you going?”

“I have to pee,” Trent said.

“Can’t it wait?” Dina said.

“No, I have to go,” Trent said. “I won’t be long. Just stay here by the fire. You’ll be alright.” Trent got his flashlight and walked to the edge of the clearing, entering the forest in the same area where Brooke had gone, minutes ago.

Dina watched him leave as she sat down once again while swatting away a stubborn mosquito that refused to be deterred by the repellent she had applied earlier.

With the flashlight in hand, Trent maneuvered around the underbrush as he made his way through the forest. Nearby, he indistinctly heard the trickling of the stream. He did not see or hear Brooke anywhere in the vicinity. She was probably back at the campsite he thought. Trent found a spot suitable to relieve himself. He clinched the flashlight between his teeth, unzipped and proceeded to urinate on a tree.

At the campsite, Dina gazed around nervously as she waited for the others to return. She wondered what was taking so long. She wanted to call out to them but at the same time did not want to get the attention of something that might be lurking in the area. Therefore, Dina sat and waited quietly.

Within the forest, vaguely through the chorus of insects, she heard movement, and expected to see the others’ flashlight beams, but did not see anything. “I know it’s the two of you,” Dina said, assuming Brooke and Trent were both trying to scare her.

A few yards from the campsite, Trent finished urinating. He zipped up and took his flashlight. As he turned to head back to the clearing, a beam of light suddenly shone onto his face. Trent squinted and held one hand partially over his eyes, trying to obscure the bright light. He figured it was Brooke messing around. “Brooke, could you not shine that in my face.”

A couple seconds later, the flashlight went out.

Trent began stepping into the direction where the light had emitted. “I think we should ease off on scaring Dina. She’s really unnerved.” There was no reply. “Did you hear me?” he said as he stepped amongst the foliage. Still no reply. “Brooke, where are you?” He panned his flashlight in the area.

Suddenly, his hiking boot kicked something on the ground. He stopped and shone the light onto the forest floor where he saw Brooke’s flashlight lying before him. There was blood on it. He reached down and picked it up. Trent shook his head, figuring Brooke was playing a joke on him. “You just can’t quit, can you?” He waited for Brooke to appear, laughing.

Nothing but the shrill noises from insects was all that could be heard, along with the faint ripple of the nearby stream.

Trent stood there and swatted at a couple of mosquitoes hovering around his face. After a few moments, he spoke. “Fine. Keep hiding.” As Trent turned to head back to the campsite, he was startled by what he saw, causing him to stop in his tracks. “What the...”

A few feet away stood two glowing humanoid beings. One was purple, the other was yellow. Both entities were over six feet tall. They stared silently.

Frightened, Trent turned to run but was intercepted by a red glowing humanoid creature, which crept up behind him. Before Trent could react, the being grabbed onto him with its six-fingered hands and dug its serrated mandibles deep into his abdomen, tearing through clothing and flesh with ease. Trent bellowed. A moment later, the other two glowing creatures swarmed and attacked the human.

In the glade, close to the campfire, Dina tensed as she heard Trent hollering in the very near distance. She jumped up, looking in the direction of the noise. A few seconds later, the hollering ceased. “You idiots!” Dina shouted. She then sat back down.

Shortly after, she heard movement in the forest again, near the glade. The movements were barely audible over the sounds of insects, but she could tell there was something stirring around close by. Dina looked, not seeing anybody amongst the dense vegetation. The movements encircled the small clearing. “I’m not scared anymore!” She exclaimed. “So you can stop bugging me!”

The movements continued around the glade. Exasperated, Dina shouted again. “I said stop it!” Despite her yelling, the movements went on. “Alright then.” Dina got up, snatched a stick lying close by, and hurled it into the forest where the seemingly closest movement was coming from. “I told you two to stop it!” Dina stood there waiting for a reply. The stirring amongst the vegetation stopped.

Suddenly, something was hurled out of the forest toward Dina, which struck her on the shoulder and fell to the ground. Whatever it was seemed strange to her. “You jerks!” she shouted. Dina looked down to see what was thrown at her. Illuminated by the campfire, she gasped when she saw Trent’s severed hand lying there. Dina was horrified as she stepped backward, staring at the hand. She happened to look up, noticing something that brought a new wave of fright to her face.

Encircling the glade were six ominous-looking bipedal glowing beings: Green, Red, Blue, Orange, Purple and Yellow. They were humanoid and slender in form, and without any kind of clothing and had no characteristics or features that would determine their gender. The creatures stood silently as they opened and closed their blood-soaked mandibles while staring intently at their potential human prey.

Dina shrieked in dismay and took off running toward her tent. She slipped on the dewy ground and nearly fell, but managed to stay on her feet as she stumbled into her tent. Quickly, she spun around and zipped it shut.

Inside, Dina grabbed her backpack, opened it and began to rummage through it, trembling as she searched for her phone. As she did so, a container of bug repellent she had brought along fell out. Eventually Dina found her phone. She powered it on. As she waited for it to boot up, she gazed around, checking if she could see the glowing beings through the tent’s thin material.

The creatures were nowhere to be seen.

Shaking with fear, Dina dialed her phone. There was no signal. She cussed and tried again, but still nothing. Suddenly, she saw colorful light reflecting onto her phone’s screen. Dina looked up and was startled.

Just outside her tent, surrounding it, were the six glowing creatures. Their luminous, lanky presence was ghostly, looming.

Dina was frozen in silent fright. Abruptly, one of the beings behind her tore its slender hand through the tent and grabbed onto her shoulder with its lengthy bony fingers. Dina screamed and thrashed.

Within the darkened forest, Dina’s screamming echoed through the remote terrain. Seconds later, it stopped. Just the chorus of insects was all that could be heard.

*****
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The next day, a deserted public road stretched through the same secluded forest. There were no utility lines or structures anywhere in the area. Complete isolation for miles in all directions. From up the road, a quad cab pickup truck with a cap over the bed traveled through the vacant route.
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