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Is a gripping anthology of ten terrifying tales that will immerse you in the most sinister and supernatural worlds. Perfect for horror lovers who crave suspense, fear, and mystery, each story is crafted to keep you on the edge of your seat and send chills down your spine. Dare to explore the darkness, are you brave enough? Get your copy now and experience the thrill of true horror
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​PROLOGUE
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Welcome, brave reader, to a collection of shadows, whispers, and unspoken fears. You are about to embark on a journey through ten short stories that delve into the darkest corners of the human mind and the supernatural realm. These tales are not for the faint of heart; they are crafted to evoke dread, curiosity, and a sense of the unknown that lurks just beyond the edge of reality.

In these pages, you will encounter haunted places where the past refuses to rest, creatures that stalk the night, and characters pushed to the brink of madness by forces beyond their understanding. Each story is a window into a world where horror takes many forms—sometimes subtle and sinister, other times overwhelming and terrifying. They are stories born from the depths of imagination, designed to captivate your senses and challenge your perceptions of what is real.

As you turn each page, prepare yourself for twists and turns, unsettling atmospheres, and moments that will make your skin crawl. Whether it’s a ghostly whisper in the darkness, a monstrous entity lurking in the shadows, or a psychological nightmare that haunts the mind, these tales are woven to keep you on the edge of your seat.

This collection is a celebration of fear, a tribute to the stories that make our hearts race and our imaginations run wild. It is an invitation to explore the fabulous horrors that dwell within the realm of the fantastical, where the line between reality and nightmare blurs, and the unknown reigns supreme.

So, gather your courage, dim the lights, and step into the world of Fastastico Horror. But be warned—once you enter, you may never look at the darkness the same way again.

Are you ready to face what lurks in the shadows?
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Good Grief
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The interior of Susan Griffin's suburban home felt inviting, cheerful, and well-lit. 

The living area, adorned in a gentle shade of soft pink, illuminated by numerous lamp shades, radiated warmth. The thick carpet, plush like a sandy beach, provided a soft place to walk. Tiny porcelain animal decorations were scattered around the tables, mantelpiece, and shelves, and to Laura Leach, the latest member of Good Grief, it seemed that Susan Griffin really liked rabbits. 

Perhaps even more noticeable in Susan Griffin’s living room were the numerous photographs of a young boy with bright blonde hair, appearing to be around ten years old. He had adorable dimples and a warm smile. 

At the back wall, there was an overflowing buffet table, filled with an abundance of treats. A number of women (and it’s important to note, only women were part of Good Grief) were browsing through the spread, piling their plates high with food. More women arrived through the entrance, wrapped in scarves and jackets, holding bags and plastic-wrapped goodies. 

Laura scanned the room, uncertain of where to sit, as nearly every spot in Susan Griffin's living area—the large sofa, the recliner, the rocking chair, the loveseat, and the small stool in the corner—was occupied. 

This much was evident to Laura: These women wanted to be here. 

And she wanted that too. 

After grabbing a sugar cookie from the table, Laura walked over to an empty seat next to a rather round woman on the loveseat. The woman wore a red, fuzzy sweater with the word Noel boldly stitched across the front. 

“Hello there! It’s a bit chilly outside, wouldn’t you agree? ” The woman greeted Laura with a wide smile, and Laura returned the gesture. “You’re new here, aren’t you? I haven’t seen you before. What’s your name? Oh dear, ignore that! Susan would get upset if we start introductions before the meeting begins. ”

Laura followed the woman’s glance across the room, which settled on a slender, pale woman seated in a wooden rocking chair. 

Dressed in all black, this woman had no makeup or jewelry, and her sparse gray hair was pulled back in a neat bun. She gently stroked the back of a large orange cat curled up in her lap. 

This woman—the one Laura noticed—cleared her throat, prompting the remaining women near the buffet to quickly find their seats. 

“It's lovely to see all of you again. Has it been around four weeks since our last gathering? How is everyone feeling today? ”

Some women let out sighs, while others sniffled. One woman near Laura started to cry. Susan Griffin gave a slight smile before she continued. 

"Don't worry, we will have more than enough time to discuss everything. However, prior to diving in, I want to express my gratitude to each of you for being present. Feel free to take some snacks and make yourselves comfortable. But let's hold off on cutting into Maribel's famous devil's food cake for now; we’ll keep that for dessert! "

Susan Griffin approached the snack table and took a handful of napkins. She then returned to her rocking chair and passed the stack to the woman sitting next to her. 

"Everyone, please take one and share with others. I can see a few of you dropping crumbs! Yes, I’m looking at you, Bev! Please, no more spills of the bean dip! "

Bev, who indeed had a plate full of bean dip, mouthed an apology and started cleaning the floor. That was when Laura observed that all the furniture in the room was covered in plastic. 

"I do get a little uptight about messes, don’t I? " Susan chuckled, and the other women laughed along. 

"Alright, ladies, let's address some house matters, okay?  The first thing on our agenda: I want to introduce our newest member, Laura Leach! "

Everyone began to clap while looking at Laura, who, not relishing the attention, turned red and waved back. 

"Truly, welcome Laura. We are grateful that you chose Good Grief as the place to share your story. We see you here— and I really mean it. Every individual in this room has lost someone they cherished, and we have learned to support each other. To grow together. Honestly, I can't imagine where I would be without these wonderful women. "

Susan gestured toward a few of the women, who lowered their heads in silent gratitude. Susan took a breath, "So, Laura, let this group help you with your grief. Let us be your support. Because there really is such a thing as good grief. "

The applause filled the room, and Laura joined in. Susan Griffin beamed. 

"Thank you so much. Now that we have a new member, I’d like to review the group rules: This special space is built on principles of confidentiality, respect, no judgment, and no unsolicited advice, unless requested— and that includes you, Nellie! "

Susan pointed a thin finger at a woman with short black hair, and Nellie, Laura assumed, raised her hands in mock surrender, laughing along with the others. Once the laughter faded, Susan carried on. 

Keep in mind, this is a private group exclusively for women. We take great pride in that here at Good Grief. Laura, it's important for you to recognize that our waitlist is very long—actually the longest in the area.  Many women are eager to join us. However, we choose individuals from the waitlist very thoughtfully and with much thought. You need to understand this, Laura. It is due to this careful selection that you are with us today.  A number of the women nodded firmly, continuing to gaze at Laura, as if to confirm that she fully grasped the message.

“And because we are a special group, we limit our membership to 25 people.  Laura, if you take a look around, you might see there are 26 people here today. Or 27 if we count my little Tabitha! ”

Susan glanced down at the orange cat nestled in her lap as soft sounds of affection rippled through the room. 

“This means we will need to let one member go at the end of our gathering tonight. ”

Several women expressed their discontent with sighs or shook their heads. Susan raised her hand. 

“I understand, I understand.  Deciding who to let go is never simple.  But we want to be fair, right?  We aim to choose the person who has developed the most. ” Susan placed her hand over her heart. 

“Tonight will be tough for all of you, but I believe each of you will make me really proud. ” The room erupted in applause once again.  Susan took a brief moment, then revealed a box of tissues. 

“Just so you know, I’m stocked up on tissues, have fidget spinners in the console, and essential oils in that drawer by Diane—Diane, could you open it for everyone to see? ” A woman with long blonde hair opened the nearby drawer and took out a small bottle of lavender oil, showing it to the group.  Susan Griffin nodded in approval. 

“So, if at any point any of this becomes overwhelming, just take a tissue, breathe deeply, and let us support you. Remember, you are not on this journey alone. ” The women in the circle shared warm smiles with one another. 

Susan reached into her dress pocket and retrieved a matchbox.  She struck a match against the side and, as the flame ignited, whispered, “Ladies, let's get started. ”

Susan brought the flame to the wick of a tall lavender candle placed in the center of the coffee table. Once lit, the candle’s flame danced softly.  At that moment, all the women bowed their heads and closed their eyes. Laura followed their lead.  Susan Griffin spoke with a gentle and calming voice. 

“Let’s take a moment of silence. A moment to commemorate your loved ones and all they meant to you. ”

Laura thought of Eric, his smile, how he held his coffee cup.  Tears welled in her eyes, and when she opened them, the round woman beside her offered a tissue. Laura accepted it with gratitude. 

Susan Griffin cleared her throat and looked at everyone with warm eyes. 

“Now, take a moment to reflect on your intentions for tonight. What emotions are you experiencing?  What burdens have you been carrying that you wish to let go of?  There are no wrong responses here, and it’s important to remember, good grief exists. ” 

Not a single woman in the room moved or made a sound.  Each one stayed completely still and quiet. 

Susan Griffin smiled. “That’s wonderful, really wonderful, ladies. Great job.  I can sense our shared energy uplifting as time passes.  I want to maintain this energy with open dialogue.  Let’s take turns sharing in the room and, only if you feel okay doing so, please share your name, the name of the person you lost, and a cherished memory of them. Laura, dear, would you like to start us off? ”

Laura gave a nod and tucked a loose piece of hair behind her ear. 

“H-h-h hi, everyone, I’m Laura Leach, but, you already know that.  I lost my husband recently.  His name was, um—”

But Laura couldn't complete her thought.  She started to cry, and the full-figured woman beside her placed a hand on her back, gently rubbing it. 

Susan Griffin nodded and said, “It’s alright, Laura, it’s perfectly fine.  We understand that losing someone special can feel... overwhelming.  Heartbreaking.  Devastating. We hear you. We see you. I admire you for even attempting to speak today. ”

Laura raised her head and looked into Susan’s eyes, blinking through her tears. Susan Griffin went on. 

“Very good.  Now, let’s keep the circle moving; we have many women to hear from tonight. ”

The plump woman next to Laura, who was named Maribel, was next.  She spoke of her brother Bernie, whom she had lost, and shared a memory about the time they set the chickens free from the coop just to see what would happen, not realizing their wings hadn’t been clipped for weeks and that they could now fly at least five feet.  Maribel and Bernie spent the entire night trying to catch the chickens before their parents came home. 

Laura laughed, imagining young Maribel running around the farm in the dark, giggling while trying to catch chickens with her older brother. 

Beside Maribel sat Francis, who had lost her mother. Until just last month, Francis had been caring for her mother, and each day brought a new set of challenges.
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