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Dedication


This book is dedicated to trick-or-treaters everywhere.


 


And that crazy kid whose name rhymes with lasagna...
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It’s Alive!


What you have in your hot, little hands is a living document. Every few months I’ll drop by and add another story or two. To kick things off, I’ve written five Halloween stories and included Scaredy Monster, a previous release, as a bonus.


How big will this collection of crazy stories grow? Let’s just say that I do not intend on stopping once I’ve reached 100.


Enjoy! And as always, have a happy and safe Halloween!


 


—Scott (Isn’t my Halloween costume cool?)
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Take One


“Take One” the sign said, but Melvin Muffrow had other plans. Once the group of trick-or-treaters stepped away, he grabbed the pumpkin with both hands and dumped its stockpile of candy into his white trash bag. Although he could hear the next group of kids approaching, he did not care. It was his, all of it. Besides, he was there first.


Finders keepers.


As he dumped the last of it, something swatted the side of his face. He fumbled with the pumpkin for a moment before losing his grip and dropping it on the walkway. “Ouch!” He rubbed his cheek, and was surprised that he hadn’t smashed the pumpkin all over the cement. With the next group of trick-or-treaters now upon him, he shoveled the rest of the candy into his bag, snatching up every last piece.


“Hey!” One of the children noticed the theft taking place.


“Trick or treat...suckers or sweets!” Melvin laughed as he scooped up the last piece. When he turned to walk away, a spidery vine seized his wrist, causing him to drop the roll of Smarties.


The pumpkin’s eyes blazed, the thorny vines extending from it catching fire. “You dare take every last piece of candy I have?” it roared.


“Wah!” Melvin jumped back, grabbed his ill-acquired trove of candy, and bolted down the street, knocking down a boy dressed as a ghost.


“Hey, watch it!” The boy’s father Gabe shook his fist, but Melvin didn’t even think of looking back or slowing down one bit.


The flaming pumpkin rose, a pair of thick vines extending from its smaller pumpkins for feet. “Which way did the thief go?” It turned to the dad.


Gabe froze. Although he tried to speak, nothing came out. The children he was supervising had no trouble screaming their little heads off, particularly his son.


“Don’t tell me you’re part of this!” The pumpkin extended its thorny brambles, ready to pounce.


“Nope,” he mouthed the word, and pointed in the direction that Melvin had fled.


“Ah, much obliged. This is for the little one.” The pumpkin scooped up the roll of Smarties and handed it to him. “Normally I’d give you more, but as the sign says, only one per child. And who am I to say otherwise?” He sprinted off in ridiculously long strides, his twisted legs growing as he ran.


“That’s quite all right.” Gabe finally found his voice. “Uh...kids?” He looked around but there was no one there. “Kids!” He spotted his son hiding behind a tree.


“Just practicing being a ghost.” The little boy forced a smile, and let his father come to him.


Already halfway down the block, Melvin looked over his shoulder and noticed the flaming pumpkin. “Oh no!” He churned his legs faster, but he could only move so fast. He was a little chunky around the waist and when was the last time he ran? Kindergarten?


Of course, nothing could move as fast or elegant as his pumpkin pursuer. A few more strides and it would cut the distance in half. A few more minutes and it would definitely have him.


Melvin did not see the group of much larger boys as he cut the corner and ran up Rosedown. “Uhhft!” He collided with the biggest of them and fell to the ground, dropping his bag of candy.


“Score!” The boy who his friends called Zagnuts reached down and grabbed the white trash bag.


“Hey, that’s mine. Give it back!” said Melvin.


Zagnuts put his foot on Melvin’s chest and leaned in with all his weight. “What’s that?” He turned an ear his way.


“I didn’t hear nuffin',” said one of his friends.


“Didn’t think so.” Zagnuts shook his head. “It’s like I was saying, boys. Why bother going to each door when the candy can come to you?”


But that wasn’t the only thing coming his way. Not by a longshot.


As Zagnuts looked into the bag, something round and orange exploded off the side of his head. “Hey!!!”


“Did someone just throw a pumpkin at you?” one of his friends said before he took one in the face.


“All right, who did that?” Zagnuts wiped the pulp and seeds from his eyes and turned his head towards the pumpkin-flinging fiend.


The flaming pumpkin before him had quite a trick up its sleeve—pumpkins came to it from every corner of the neighborhood just so it could toss them at the misbehaving teens that routinely picked on younger kids.


While Zagnuts was taller and stronger than other kids his age, it mattered little once he had a pumpkin smashed over his head that he could not remove. “Ahh!!!” He ran off.


After a few moments of getting pummeled by exploding pumpkins, the rest of Zagnuts’ gang fled, forgetting all about why they had picked that corner and all the candy they’d scored.


If Melvin were smart, he would have left everything and run along with him, but the haul was too great to leave abandoned on the sidewalk.


“Just one piece!” the flaming pumpkin’s voice boomed.


A flying pumpkin followed, nearly beheading Melvin. “What is this? The Legend of Sleepy Hollow?” He was already tired after running a few more steps. “Here, take half the candy!” He reached into the bag, grabbed a handful, and tossed it out.


Of course, that wasn’t close to half of the candy in his bag, and pumpkin-head knew it.


If he could just...


Abruptly something snagged Melvin’s legs and sent him tumbling. “Youch!” He rolled until he found himself in a ditch.


It wasn’t long before the flaming pumpkin was standing over Melvin, its thorny brambles stroking each other like wicked, eager hands. “One treat or no treats. Those are the rules as my master would have it!” It reached forward and pricked Melvin’s chin to be sure he was paying attention. “What do you think of this? Does such a request sound reasonable?”


“Very reasonable.” Melvin nodded, the pumpkin’s vines looping tighter and tighter around his body.


“Then why break such a rule?” The pumpkin drew its head closer.


“I don’t know. I guess I got greedy, and didn’t want to walk to every house this Halloween.”


“Is that so?” Flames exploded out the top of the pumpkin’s head.


“But I’d do anything to take it back. You know, make everything right again,” said Melvin.


“Anything...?” Smoke curled off the pumpkin’s head, its flames tapering off a trickle.


* * *


“Take one and only one!” Melvin stood on the walkway before the old Gordon residence, wrapped in vines from head to toe. The “Take One” sign was now mounted to his head, which made him look absolutely ridiculous. Who could forget that trick-or-treaters were only allowed one piece of candy with a sign like that?


Beside him, the much larger pumpkin sat, no longer red hot with flames, candy spilling out the top of its head.


“That is so clever!” A mother and her two daughters walked up and took a piece for each of them.


“And funny!” One of the daughters pointed at the funny faces Melvin was making.


It wasn’t long before the owner of the house pulled up in his old truck and noticed the human sign out front. “Well that didn’t take long.” Mr. Gordon stepped inside the house, then came back out a few moments later. “I had three last year who tried to run off with the pumpkin, and thus, three signs: “One. Per. Kid.” He pointed with his wand. “By the looks of it, it’s going to be a slow evening. Good thing you’re here!” He smiled, patted Melvin on the shoulder, and went back in the house.


Although Mr. Gordon checked in from time to time, he really didn’t return until every last kid had gone and it was quiet again outside. “Now then!” He tapped his wand against the vines, which immediately receded back into the pumpkin. “Let this be a lesson to you, and of course, thank you for your service.”


Melvin was just happy that he could finally move again and no longer had that stupid sign on his head.


“Oh, yeah. And since our rule is one per child, here’s yours.” Mr. Gordon held out a small pumpkin about the size of his fist.


“That’s ok. No thanks.” Melvin backed away.


“But it’s filled with marshmallows. Among other things...” Mr. Gordon pulled off the top of the pumpkin, its innards oozing and bubbling in odd ways.


When the little pumpkin barked and jumped out of Mr. Gordon’s hand, Melvin didn’t waste any time. “I think I’ve had enough candy for one evening.” He hightailed it out of there with the barking pumpkin hot on his heels.


 


THE END
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Author’s Note: When One Simply Isn’t Enough


Take One was started all the way back in June 2013. I wrote down the title and the first few paragraphs, then started hunting down related imagery for the collection that it belonged to. This was clearly the case of putting the cart before the horse. For whatever reason, I never made it back, the story forgotten, and likely never to be published.


Flash forward a good five years and then some. Since it was October, I really should have been writing stories for Halloween. So I started looking through some of my works in progress and came across this one. It had a fun hook to it, so I figured why not? A couple hours later and I was done (Man, I’m slow!) and couldn’t wait to share it with the world.


But it was kind of smallish at 1,400 words. And wasn’t I going to bundle it with more stories? I guess I had a bit more work to do. (Ugh!)


This tale does spring from real life experience, though. Not the part about being chased by a flaming pumpkin. (Not yet, at least!) Back when I was a kid, I remember a couple houses that left candy for kids because the owners had to be somewhere. In each case, there was always that one knucklehead who dumped the entire bowl of candy in his bag.


That’s right. This story is for you, buddy. You’re lucky that you weren’t chased down the street by a killer tomato! And if that was Count Chocula’s house? You’d be in big trouble, buddy...


As for kids hanging around and stealing candy from other kids? Yeah, that was a thing back in the day, too. Hopefully it doesn’t happen as much anymore, but boys will be boys.


So that’s a little about how this story came to be. Now I must be off to write the next story, and if today’s that special day... Happy Halloween!


 


—Scott, Pumpkin Master
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Check Your Candy


“Check your candy, dear,” Brenda Tinder said over her shoulder as she put her purse on the table and hurried off to her bedroom.


“Yeah, right.” Her son Terrance popped a strawberry Starburst in his mouth and grabbed another piece of candy, his skull-shaped Halloween bucket filled to the brim. Before he could toss another down his gullet, someone grabbed his hand.


“Not another piece until I check your candy first!” His much older and taller sister Tara took the cherry Starburst from his hand and put it back in the bucket.


“I don’t see what the fuss is all about.” Terrance threw up his hands. “Fine, keep it. I’ve got plenty more.” He reached inside his endless supply of candy and dug around.


“Oh, no!” Tara grabbed the candy pail from him and ran over to the dining room table.


“Give it back!” Terrance tried to snag it before she reached the table, but his sister simply held the pail higher and pushed him away.


Aren’t older sisters just Tara-ble?


“You do understand why this is important, right?” Tara set the pail on the table with a thud.


As much as she talked, Terrance couldn’t see past her braces, which stretched from ear-to-ear, and her bleached-blonde hair that reminded him of yesterday’s Barbie. Add to that a healthy dose of makeup and she looked, well...downright scary! “You’re just jealous ‘cause you can’t eat candy this Halloween!” He crossed his arms and made a face.


Terrance was six going on seven with no muscles, a healthy head of frizzy orange hair, a ridiculous purple costume and plenty of attitude to spare. Just wait until he was sixteen like her!


“Do you want to or should I?” Tara pointed to the pail.


Was she kidding?


“Of course I’ll do it!” Terrance reached forward, grabbed the pail, and dumped its contents all over the dining room table.


His haul was impressive, indeed. Besides the premium full-sized Twix and Snickers candy bars he’d snagged from some of the richer houses, he had a mountain of bubblegum, Sweet Tarts, Sour Patch Kids, packets of Oreos (Even Double Stuff!), Tootsie Rolls (What Halloween haul was complete without them?), lollipops, Slim Jims (???), apples (from those two families up the street with strict organic diets), Whoppers (Not those flame-broiled things that Burger King spits out of their grill machine!), Hershey’s chocolate bars, Gummy Bears, miniature Three Musketeers and Milky Ways, and, of course, Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups.


“What did you do? Go to every house?” Tara’s eyes bulged at the Mount Doom of candy towering before her.


“Yeah, something like that,” Terrance mumbled.


Of course he went to every house in the neighborhood! Wasn’t that what a kid was supposed to do on Halloween?”


As Tara checked each piece for holes or tears in the wrapping, something caught young Terrance’s eye. “Hey!”


A piece of candy rolled away. At first his mistook it for one of those solid milk chocolate balls in foil wrapping, making it look like a baseball. But this one’s wrapping didn’t quite cover the surface, or perhaps part of it had been ripped off. In either case, what peeked out looked like marshmallow. And were those legs? When the candy turned and opened its big eye, which covered the length of it, Terrance screamed.


“Ugh! Would you stop whining already?” Tara glanced at her brother, and then went back to candy detail. (How could it be that she was less than ten percent done?!)


“My candy! It’s...” Terrance watched the eye run towards the front door.


“What?” Tara held up her hands.


“It’s getting away!” He ran after it. As he reached the door, the sound of breaking glass greeted him.


“Hey!” Tara stood.


“You’re going to pay for that, mister!” Terrance’s mom came running out of the bedroom.


“Uh oh...” Terrance did what any normal kid would do his age—he chased after the candy! He opened the door, ran through, and swung it almost all the way shut. He ran for a few steps before he realized that he didn’t know where he was going.


Where had it gone? It had to be around there somewhere...


He scanned the cul-de-sac where he lived as best he could. It was dark out, and although he had been told it was a full moon that night, much of it was covered by clouds.


“Oh, yeah!” He reached into his Monsters, Inc. costume and came up with a small pocket flashlight. “Come out, come out wherever you are!” He ran the flashlight over the front porch and spotted the eyeball hiding in a bush.


“Terrance, get back in here this instance!” His mom ripped open the door, but he was already hightailing it down the street after the oddest Halloween treat (or trick?) yet.


Now before you think he was that cute, green monster with a big eyeball from Monsters, Inc. chasing after another eyeball, that simply wasn’t the case. Terrance wasn’t a fan of him or the blue, furry monster. Nope, he demanded that he be dressed as Boo. You know, one of the few humans in the movie who wore a fake purple costume that looked like a slug with two crazy eye poking out the top of it? Yeah, that one. When his mother told him it was a girl’s costume, he said, “Yeah, right!” A lot of good that attitude did him!


A sharp turn here and up the the street there and Terrance knew exactly where the eyeball was headed. It was that old, spooky Gordon house. Wasn’t its owner said to be a magician? Scratch that. A sorcerer!


“Get back here!” Terrance almost had the eyeball in his mitts. He leapt for it, missed it by a whisker, and found himself lying face down on the Gordon’s front lawn. Since his costume added a bit more padding to what he already had, giving him the shape of a pear, he had trouble getting to his feet. He rolled around until his feet touched the ground and continued his pursuit. “There you are!”


“Who me?” said the kid wrapped in vines with a ridiculous “Take One” sign mounted to his head.


“Not you. Him!” He pointed to the eye standing on top of the sign.


“Oh, my!” Mr. Gordon spotted the dilemma from the window and hurried outside. He walked up to the boy, held open the pocket on his robe, and pointed with his wand. The eyeball did as instructed, and jumped in.


“What the heck?!” Terrance couldn’t believe he was out a piece of Halloween candy.
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