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The names haven’t been changed to protect their identity.

A group of men and women in their twenties had an idea to take a three-day road trip on a party bus to Dallas, Texas and attend a Post Malone concert.

Everything is big in Texas.

But so was this mistake...

~
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“HE WILL DIVIDE THEM into two groups, just as shepherds divide sheep from goats...” ~ Matthew 25:32

~

[image: ]


SEPTEMBER 9th, 2019...Somewhere in Texas

The Rippers, consisting of four females named Lenora, Riah, Halie and MJ, along with five males named Vincent, Edgar., Bram, Silas., and Ali, drove to the bridge in their black Lincoln Continentals.

Their leader, Liz, had a live goat in the backseat of her car.

They parked on the edge of the bridge and exited their vehicles. All were dressed in black sweaters and black slacks.

Liz guided the goat from her car by pulling on a rope connected to the goat’s neck. Stuffed in the back pocket of Liz’s pants was a long knife.

The group crowded around the goat as Liz slid the knife from her back pocket and placed it near the goat’s neck.

Liz closed her eyes and spoke in a soft, yet demanding voice. “Indulge to further our existence. Give us wisdom and love...give us vengeance.”

Lenora, Riah and MJ repeated the word, “Vengeance.”

Liz opened her eyes. “Man is just another animal, but better than those who walk on all fours.”

Vincent and Edgar closed their eyes and spoke in booming voices, “Vengeance!”

Liz eased the knife closer to the goat’s neck. “Gratify our bodies!”

Bram and Halie: “Vengeance!”

Liz’s eyes began to flutter. “Gratify our souls!”

Silas and Ali: “Vengeance!”

Liz dug the knife into the goat’s neck. It squealed as Liz held the rope, cutting deep, blood splattering the group until the head fell off.

Liz held the bloody goat head up with one hand and then she began to shriek, like the sound the goat made during its final moments.

The awful sounds on the bridge echoed into the endless night.

Lenora, Vincent and Edgar picked up the dead goat’s headless body and tossed it over the side of the bridge. It landed next to a small river below.

Liz lowered the goat head, kissed its bloody mouth, then tossed it over the bridge, watching it bounce on the shore of the river, rolling, then coming to a rest.

The goat’s dead eyes gazed up at the group.

A noise suddenly caught their attention.

It came from the other side of the bridge.

Liz recognized the man, Jonesy, dressed in overhauls. He never wore shoes. Instead, he walked around in bare feet with a rusted shovel, claiming to be searching for an old horn that had been hidden by his great-grandfather.

Liz waved her bloody hand. “Hello there, Jonesy. What brings you this far away from your farm?”

Jonesy took a step back. “Um...just looking for something that might be near the river.”

Liz formed a grin. “Where are you going? Come here and look at what we’ve done.”

“I...well...” Jonesy took another step back. “I’m going to be heading home now. It’s late.”

Bram, Riah and Silas ran towards Jonesy and easily reached the farmer and pounced.

Jonesy attempted to swing his rusted shovel in defense, but instead the shovel slipped from his hand and caught the edge of his toe, forming a deep gash.

The toe dangled as Jonesy was dragged by Bram, Riah and Silas back to the bridge. Liz took the shovel, gripped it with both hands and shoved it down on Jonesy’s toe, cutting it all the way off.

“There,” Liz said, tossing the shovel into the river. “That’s better.”

Halie leaned over the edge of the bridge and vomited.

Jonesy bit down on his tongue, wailing in pain.

Liz picked up the bloody rope that was once wrapped around the goat’s neck and wrapped it around Jonesy’s neck then tightened. Liz secured the other end to the bridge, kissed Jonesy on the lips and whispered, “Vengeance,” into Jonesy’s ear.

Lenora, Vincent and Edgar picked up Jonesy and tossed him over the bridge.

Jonesy flailed his arms as he descended downward.

Suddenly the rope snapped into place, ripped off Jonesy’s head, sending his torso to the ground next to the river as it bounced and rolled, landing next to the goat head.

As for Jonesy’s head, it dangled in the rope for a brief moment, then fell into the river.

Liz and the Rippers looked down, gazing at Jonesy’s body with the goat head perfectly resting at the top. It looked like Jonesy’s body was attached to the head of the goat.

“Hmmm...” Liz looked around. “That might not be good.”

~
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NINE DAYS LATER, LIZ and all the Rippers were found in their homes torn to pieces like someone had eaten a raw steak for dinner and spit it back out.

Local farmers wrapped the disfigured bodies in thick plastic and buried them in a cemetery next to the river.

On the other side of the river, the farmers buried the dead headless goat left behind by the Rippers.

Also, they buried the body of Jonesy. The farmers prayed that the bodies of the Satanic group would forever be trapped in hell.

They also prayed that the headless goat, along with the body of Jonesy, would lay in peace, protected by their grave for all time.

What the farmers didn’t realize was that the two cemeteries on either side of the river became eternally joined by the old bridge, jetting evil back and forth like an electric current.

Nothing would stay in hell...nor would it remain in peace.

~
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THE GOATMAN GROWLS at night, cries over the pain it still endures and gazes into the darkness with yellow rectangle glowing eyes, searching for groups of young men and women.

Its horns protrude from the head, face overgrown with hair and body covered in bloody overhauls.

There are only nine toes on the Goatman, but this demon can chase anyone just as easily as Jonesy had been originally caught by the Ripper’s.

~
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IN TEXAS, YOU CAN MAKE a simple detour off the main highway and visit the haunted Goatman Bridge. Many people have done it, especially ghost hunters.

However not all have returned, mainly those who were younger.

Local farmers advise to stay away from the two cemeteries on either side of the river, connected by the demonic bridge.

Not all have listened to their warning.

To be continued...

You have completed 9 minutes of this book.
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2022...Somewhere in Texas.

The party bus had black leather seats, blue and purple neon lights around the tinted windows and lights along the ceiling. Music pumped at an earsplitting level. There was a small fridge and snack station with chips and a variety of candy.

In the back was a small bathroom like what you would find on an airplane. Underneath the bus was a large storage compartment for their suitcases.
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