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	Introduction


	 


	 Follow me into the Hallway of Horror. A Man Named Billy Bag A Donuts will take us for a brief walk from his Crib to his Death. There, his story will begin. His Life, Legacy and the Death of a Small Time Chicago Hood! How he lived on the mean streets until he rose to fame and glory.


	He made a vow he would return from the grave if he died. Only if you would call his name six times? If you like jokes ''he said. He made a promise to make you laugh. Make me say something funny will ya? Let's see who will have the last laugh? I dare you. My friends dare you.


	A World of Ghosts and Phantoms Wait in the Hall for you. Follow me into the threshold for a truly good scare.


	Will You?


	Unless, your some kind of Sissy?


	Well, are you?


	Some kind of Sissy?


	The entrance, Door Frame lay trimmed in burnt wood. With no end in sight. I Stop I listen to a whisper. They fill my ears with the sound of the dead.


	I take one step on the other side. I begin to talk too infamous Dead Men, Women and Children. A Hall Blanketed in Deathly Faces Peeks back from the other side filled with ghostly and ghastly whispers. I stop in front of one Dark Dead Face of a ghost?


	Is that you Billy-Bag-A-Donuts ''I mumbled'' in a whisper.


	It is I, Teller of Ghostly Tales ''he answered'' in his usual dark sense?


	Back for another ghostly ghastly Ghost Story?


	Yes, he's back for another Story Just Like Before another Dreary Voice Whispers.


	Why yes I am Billy Bag A Donuts?


	Do you have one for me?


	For you of course, I do?


	Anything for you in that same dark wicked tone.


	This way Teller of Tales?


	A Dead Mobster Blanketed in Rigormortis in a Black Suit and Wide Gangster's Brim, led the way down the Hall toward the Sound of Ghosts Booing, Madness and a sound of Gunfire.


	Any new Banks in the Neighborhood ''Billy asked?


	I have no idea Billy?


	I do not Rob Banks?


	I have no Money to put in them just yet?  


	Shucks, Teller of Tales?


	What's a Bank Robber to do these days?


	If you Worship Me ''Teller of Tales'' in a dark wicked tone?


	I Will Grant you a Fortune Beyond Your Wildest Dreams?


	Come and Wake me, I lay in a Pauper's Grave?


	We Will Rob a Bank Together?


	We Will Kill a Guard or two.


	Will Leave a couple of Dead Agents laying in smoke?


	Will Have a Busy Day, Worshiper?


	We Will Make Will Street Wake in a Mobster's Gunfire. We will wake Countless Dead Mobsters to the sound of money and damsels in distress?


	 The Sound of Evil Crept into my Studio through the Threshold. Billy-Bag-A-Donuts walked in through first. A Man in a Ninja's Uniform Blanketed in Black Smoke Vanished on the other side in a thin cloud that followed him? Eleven Mobsters left the dark hall behind Billy Bag A Donuts.


	An Old friend named Johnny Guajardo. A Natural Born Psychic listens for a name in a threshold in the Hall? He claims I hear a Young Woman in the Future in the Year 2019 Begging to see the infamous Billy-Bag-A-Donuts Rise? I hear her whisper Billy's Bag-A-Donuts name 6 times? There is a wall of 6 black candles. A picture of Billy Bag A Donuts on a poster on top.


	She has tried to summon him in a Seance using a Ouija Board.


	Worship me Human ''he whispered'' into her left ear.


	He stood next to her. She sat with a group of friends at a table.


	Beg Me he told her?


	I Will be yours?


	We Will kill a fat chubby donut eating bank teller?


	You can blame it on me?


	You can tell them I did it?


	I would love to kill a few Cops.


	Another creepy voice down the hall whispers?


	Wish for me instead?


	I, The Boogieman would often whisper into an ear of a child that I find sad and abandoned in an orphanage?


	Unwilling to speak or face reality.


	I kreep into his meaningless life?


	I bring him laughter in the rain, a heart wrenching tale to occupy his mind and something sweet for his teeth. I Blanket his sadness with a happy memory with a flake of burnt ash of my wing?


	Johnny interrupted me?


	Whatever spoke heard me Channeling in the dark?


	Teller of Tales?


	Yes Johnny?


	His whisper fell from a place in between Us and a Massive Graveyard. I see a Mausoleum and a Krypt Beneath it 40 feet deep in the Earth.


	If you made it pass the Hall of Ghostly Ghastly Ghosts? Maybe, you would like to walk with me just a bit further to the Krypt, Krematorium and through the Graveyard Johnny. We will walk until we find a ghost of a Child, Woman and Man. You need a dark tale to tell the Humans. These Phantoms walk through the Krypt Every Night. They look for a Guide to show them the way home. Where they belong with other ghosts. Are you that or guide Johnny?


	 


	Us, the Dead of course?


	 


	Find me in a Kreeper from the Krypt instead?


	 


	Remember, I'm a Villain.


	 


	 Poof?


	 


	 




 


	Chapter One Driving Xmas


	 


	I sat in my vehicle while I drove toward Julliette's Home. I talk about how much I love her. And Her, how much she loved me. I know she could not live without me nor I without her. My name is George Michaels. I drove as I listen to a song on the radio in my vehicle. I knew I was lucky when I looked up at my rearview mirror. A picture of Juliette hung from it. A picture of Juliette in a fluffy pink blouse and long luscious brown hair that caressed both shoulders. I could almost smell her body sweat beneath it. A hair spray that she used to style her hair with. I know Christmas is only a few days away. I must buy something special before I return home. She will expect more than a Christmas Kiss beneath a mistletoe. I noticed the road ahead of me is awfully slippery. I better drive like I have a little sense. Since, the snow fell from the Sky last night like rain.


	I drive through a forest covered in snow. Every tree and each branch is covered in a blanket of white stuff. The snow continued to fall as I continue to drive forth. I find it a sight to remember. Something I would treasure and remember forever. I better slow down. I have a mountain on my left. A River only a bit frozen to my right.


	 I continue to drive with a nightmarish vision in my mind. I could end up in a landslide beneath a ton of white snow. Worst, I could be forced into the Lake from a Landslide. I can see Wolf Mountain from where I sit. It almost touched the sky from what I saw. I look to my right I see Will's Lake. I saw the River begin to freeze over. I kept my windshield wiper on. I keep my eye on a Mountain of White Snow on my left. My other eye on an inch of ice that barely froze the Lake's Surface to my right. I sang along to a song by that Wham sang about the Last Christmas. Way before I dream of a white christmas began. I could not take my mind off  of Juliette's Lovely Heart Shaped Lips. I sat back after I had a pleasant vision of both red lips. I drove straight toward the beginning in the mountain with a huge smile on my mind on Juliette's Lips. I felt I was in love for the very first time. Better yet I was lost in something I came to believe that must be love? I heard a rumble on my way toward the Mountainside. It must the a song on the radio. I look up I did not see anything move nor slide down the mountainside. For some reason, I saw an opening in the Bridge. If a landslide hit my car just right. I would be forced into the Lake in a nightmare. I decide I better slow down before I touch the beginning. I knew I would slide into the Lake if I hit a patch of ice. The ground is covered in snow. I could not see any ice if it even existed underneath. I gently press down on my brake as gently as I can. I must have hit a patch of ice on the edge in the road. I heard that same rumble again. This time it came from my left. The mountainside unleashed a boulder of hardened snow. It had to be a huge boulder from what I can tell. Something huge slams into the back of my car. I slid to my right in between a chunk of iron grid and a huge oak tree in the Forest. I mumbled'' Oh my God. Not a car in sight either in front or behind me. I felt my head rise for a look at the sky. For an Angel or a sign of hope it would miss me. A huge boulder of icy snow slammed into the tail of my car. As if I needed a little more help to reach the bottom of Lake Will. I felt my mind begin to whisper. I can hear the ice break as I plunge into the top of the Lake. It is an inch or two thick. By night it will be several more. Then the day after, it will freeze. The weather will plunge into a freezing state by morning. The Lake will freeze over the top. Every ice skater will be on the lake by the weekend skating. I will not die in the freezing water. I better open the door. I hear the car sink one foot after the other toward the bottom. I try to open the door strapped to a seatbelt in my seat. I feel the cold water seep in through every crack and opening in my car. I try to unlock the doorlock. If I do I will need to swim toward the surface through the freezing cold. Now, I can feel the frozen water rise around my feet, shins and legs. A ball of sunlight entered in through my windsield. I can see the sky still through it. I try to open my door after I try and try. Why will it not open if it is unlocked. I look around my car I saw ice in the water. It will not allow me to open the door. I am up against a huge chunk of ice after I look outside my vehicle's window. I slide across my seat toward the passenger's side. I try to open it by force. I know I will die if I cannot open it. I feel the freezing water rise around my feet, waist then chest. I look back up at a ray of sunlight. It continues to grow thin and thinner. Fish began to swim around my car window. I guess they looked for a new hiding place from fishermen. I decide too break my window instead. Maybe, I can make it out through the broken glass. My car continued to sink one foot after the other. I continued to freeze in the Lake Water. I feel the water around my torso then it reached my neck. I look for something to smash the window inside with. I open my glove box in front of me. I found a screwdriver then a solid steel flashlight. I begin to smash the glass for a quick escape. Finally, I break it on the third try. My car became overwhelmed in freezing water. I try to swim up toward the surface. A chunk of solid ice slid in through my window from the suction. Lake Will would not let me go that I now know ''I whispered. Even after I found a way through a glass window. Water continued to rush in through the broken glass in my car. I could feel my entire body freeze from it. Water continued to fill my car. My head began to rise. My stare fxed on a ball of sunlight in the skies. I began to take water in through my mouth, nose and both ears. I could think of nothing except Juliette. I tried to stop thinking so I could escape from a chunk of ice as big as my car door window. I could not swim into the lake or up toward the surface. For one reason or the other, I will never leave Lake Will Alive. I will not be with Juliette this Christmas either. I take in another mouthful of water in through both lungs. I will not kiss her beneath the mistletoe neither. I swallow another mouthful of water.  I felt my left eye begin to tremble then my other. My head began to fall to slide t my left in slow motion then down toward my chest. I remember I could hear my last thought as I slowly fell into a state of unconsciousness. Now my chin gently rested on my chest. I felt one last bolt of strength and energy rise. I look back up at a ray of sunlight. I began to pray for an Angel in White. Someone who saw my vehicle drop into the Lake. I felt something in the water around me. It was no Angel either. A huge fish with arms and legs. Something long with black oval beady eyes stops to stare back into mine. I know this creature must eat meat. It had teeth like a huge piranha. I know it waited for me to die. I know it waited for my last breath to leave my body. I know it waits for me to close my eyes forever. I know it must want to eat meat. Maybe it did not kill or it would have entered my vehicle with sharp teeth and claws. It did feed on the unfortunate that I am almost sure. I guess I am the unfortunate at the moment, huh. I take in another gulp of water in both lungs. I look back I saw a dark green mermaid skinned scaled creature with a wide fin instead of legs. It is covered in a fish skin scaled color. I knew it was here for me. After I take a much better look. I knew this creature  ate meat. I could see sharp jagged teeth in front of its mouth. Each eye in its head is slanted like its a Martian. I lower my head, I stare down at the bottom of the Lake. I saw something with a dull dim row of white lights. Maybe, I saw a Spaceship waiting for a dead body or a Martian Like Mermaid to return to it. I take one last stare as it swam across a ray of sunlight toward my windshield in my car. All of a sudden there is no more bright sunlight. I watch it swim toward a broken window or it tries. I felt something tug at my body from the passenger side window on my right. I was about to be ripped apart by a Lake Creature. I knew now I would be dead soon? I would never escape this unfotunateness. Most of all I would never see Juliette's Heart Shaped Lips Again. I felt something bite me. I could feel the first bite on my body huuu. I wonder if this is how it felt when a big fish ate a small one. My body jerked from my left toward my right. I could not see straight or what I did see. I remember one thing I felt the warm sunlight penetrate my face and eyes. Did an Angel Come to save me? I could not see anything nothing but a glimpse of a soft sunlight in my face and eyes. 

OEBPS/Images/518475-xmas-ghost-tale-lores.jpg
Kreepers from the Krupt

¥Xmas ¢Horror Tale






OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





