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 Introduction


	 


	 


	     Follow me into the Hallway of Horrors. 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 Rose to Fame, Glory, Murder and Finally, Death. 


	    He made a vow he would return from his grave after he died. If you worship him after his death. Call his name six times? Only then would he hear you. If you listen carefully, you will hear the sound of laughing hyena. It meant he heard you. He will be coming to find you? He would walk through the dark until he finds his worshiper.     


	    Do you like jokes ''he asked? He promised to make you laugh when he comes. Make me say something downright funny, dumb nor stupid? We will see who has the last laugh. After, I turn you into a ghost like me? 


	    Phantoms Wait down the Infamous Hall for you, Friend. Follow me into the Threshold for a Truly Good Scare?  


	Will You?   


	Unless, your some kind of Sissy? 


	Are you?


	Some kind of Sissy?


	    I stare at a door frame and ceiling trimmed in black burnt wood. With nothing in front of me but a hall blanketed in darkness. I listen to a multitude of whispers. It filled my ears with a sound of death. I take a step toward the entrance. I begin to talk too infamous Dead Men, Women, and Children. A Hall Blanketed in Deadly Deathly Faces Peeked back from the other side filled with ghostly ghastly whispers. I stop in front of a Dark Dead Face of a ghost?   


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


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


	Back for another Ghostly Ghastly Ghost Story?


	Yes, he's back for another Story Just Like Before another creepy voice answers.


	Why yes I am Billy Bag A Donuts?


	Do you have one for me? 


	For you, of course? 


	Anything for you in that same dark wicked tone. 


	This way Teller of Tales?  


	    A Mobster Blanketed in Dead Decaying Skin, Stitches and Scars Smirked Back in a blackish green cloud of deathly gas. A ghost in a Black Suit and Gangster's Brim led the way into the Hall toward the Sound of Booing Ghosts. The only door in the world filled with the utmost scary poltergeists and ghosts. A place that can be found nowhere but here? A place that only exists down the infamous Hallway of Horrors.   


	    Billy's voice reappeared in his tone. Any new Banks in the Neighborhood?


	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 voice? 


	I Will Grant you a Fortune Beyond Your Wildest Dreams?


	We Will Rob a Bank Together?


	We, Will, Kill a Guard or Two. 


	Will Leave a couple of Dead Agents in smoke?


	    Will Have a Busy Day? We Will Wake Will Street with the sound of Mobsters and Men in Black from yesteryear. All of a sudden the Sound of Evil Crept into my Studio through the doorway. Billy-Bag-A-Donuts walked through the door first. A Man in a Ninja's Uniform Blanketed in Black Smoke Vanished on the other side in a thin Black Cloud in a different direction? Eleven Mobsters left a Hall of Horror behind an Infamous Billy-Bag-A-Donuts. A Soldier Named Johnny Angel walked through after them. A Dark Messenger of Death Followed Him. He would search for the Dead and Dying for an evil soul. Only the dark souls would follow him. 


	    An Old Friend Named Johnny Guajardo. A Natural Born Psychic listens for certain names down the Hall? He made a claim that he heard a Young Woman in the Future in the Year 2019 Begging to see the infamous Billy-Bag-A-Donuts Grave. She wants to see him Rise from the Pauper's Graveyard? Johnny heard her whisper his name 6 times? There is a wall of black 7 inch candles. A picture of Billy on a poster on a wall Dressed like a Mobster. 


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


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


	I can see him standing right next to her. She sat with a group of 10 friends at a table. 


	Beg Me he told her?


	I will be yours, forever?


	We Will kill a fat chubby donut eating bank teller together?


	You can blame it all on me?


	You can tell the Cops that I did it?


	I would love to kill a few more Cops. 


	Another creepy voice down the hall whispers?


	Wish for me instead?


	    I, The Boogieman whispers in the ear of children that I find abandoned in an orphanage? Unwilling to speak or face reality? I kreep into his or her 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 on my wing? 


	He stopped me he interrupted my concentration.  


	Whatever spoke heard me Channel through the dark hall of horrors? 


	Teller of Tales? 


	Yes, Johnny? 


	That whisper fell from a place in between Heaven and Earth?  


	    If you make it through the Hallway of Ghostly Ghastly Ghosts? Maybe, you will walk with me just a lit bit further to the Krypts, Johnny. We will walk until we find Dead Children, Women, and Men Ghosts. After all, you are Human? I heard you can find and locate a poltergeist. 


	    Phantoms walk through the Krypt Every day and Night. They look for an Angel to show them the way to Heaven? A Guide that will show them the way Home? Where they belong with other Lost Restless Souls that remain in an Unrested Grave or Krypt? 


	Are you that angel, Johnny? 


	Are you that Guide?


	    If not Please indulge other ghosts? Us, ghosts of course, have no choice but to listen to a false prophet's message? A messenger with a false message? 


	My Name is Billy-Bag-A-Donuts, Fatboy? 


	Find me in a Kreeper from the Krypt, instead? 


	Down the Dark Hall of Horrors.  


	And vanished like a ghost?




	 



	Chapter One Life  


	 


	 


	 


	    The year is 1958, and the day is September Fifteenth. At approximately 9'15 in the morning. A Mobster Named Billy-Bag-A-Donuts decided to take what he felt belonged to him from a Bank. He walked into a Billy-Bag-A-Donuts Bank to Rob, himself. Too every dollar that he found in every Teller's Door. With each eye on an Overweight Teller. A Fat man with Blond Hair, Short, Stocky and Blue Eyes. Billy decided the Little Fat Man at the end of a counter would be more his style. He had a thing for chunky men he claimed. He told his friend neither one could outrun a bullet aimed for his but or leg. He would make fun of them in his own way. So, he walked up to a Bank Teller Early in the Morning. He looked him in one eye then the other. With an evil smirk on his face. He Ordered a Short Chubby Fatman behind a counter to listen to every word. 


	Give me my money Fat Man?


	The short fat man looked back at him. 


	What did you say, mister? 


	You heard what I told you, fat boy? 


	I Beg Your Pardon ''he mumbled? 


	Where's My Money fat man?


	    Billy reached across the counter. After, he saw a dumb look on his face. Immediately, it told him that he undermined his authority and a power in his hand a gun. With a look of fear in his eyes. It slowly engulfed every sense in that short little fat man's brain. A short snub-nosed 38 sat on a counter. It faced the middle of his chest. A cold heartless stare on his face told the short stubby man. That he better give him my money. And now! Slowly, he gave him one stack of money than the other. He found more in a door beneath a plastic tray. Here you go mister ''he mumbled'' in a serenade of whispers. This is all I have in my money door. Open it up! I want to look deep down inside ''Billy whispered'' in return with the same cocky smirk on his lips. I want that wad of singles too fat man. Here you go Bank Robber. He handed the mobster every dollar. Every piece of paper in his possession and his tray. Think of me as an investor withdrawing his investment, Banker Boy? 


	    A Tall Man every bit 6-feet tall, 200 pounds of heartless, cold and an unforgiving stare that would scare most men. Took one last look into the Banker's Eyes. I will be back for my other investment when I run out of this money. A man with a slight Foreign Accent told the Banker. I do not have time to play games. With you or anyone else fat man If I do not get my money any faster. I will walk behind that counter. I would have opened that droor with your front teeth. I would have taken every dollar including your lunch money, Teller. Yes, mister ''he whispered'' back at Billy-Bag-A-Donuts now an infamous Bank Robber. 


	    A Young Man Thirty Three Years Old. Had every Teller in the Bank Hostage for a minute in History. The entire Bank, Every Teller and each Customer froze where they stood. All, he left behind that day after he walked into a parking lot is terror. On his way back toward the front door. He began to knock down one table after the other in his path. Every wood 6-foot counter and anyone in his path in a fury to walk out with money that he stole from himself? A gangster with no fear, remorse or conscience. Even if he had to die? He would beat him or them in the face and head if they did not move out of his way with a snub nose 38 special. He used the same gun every time he committed a crime. As soon as the door slammed shut. A cold freezing breeze woke everyone in the Bank in shock. After the door slammed closed, every light in the Bank flickered on then off five than six times? 


	    Billy-Bag-A-Donuts left the Bank that Day with 15000 dollars in his possession to his name. A large sum of money that he could choke a buzzard with if it tried to fly away with it in its mouth. Billy made it to his Hotel Room where he stayed for the time being. He had company in his room waiting for him. Someone in his bed, another in his bathroom from yesterday. A young girl he picked up late last night. And a hotel clerk who would not take his word that he would gladly pay her tomorrow? He did not have any money at the time, he told her? Well, he paid him and her in another way. Since he had no money at the time. He offered them both life in the land where dead people never return from or worry about money.    


	    A dead body hid everywhere in Billy's Room. His bed had a young beautiful girl with long luscious blond hair beneath the covers. Every eye in her head is closed since he closed them for her late last night after he had his way with her first. His hotel clerk sat in his bathroom leaning up against a toilet tank like he had to use the throne. His other friend sat in a bathtub with his throat cut from ear to ear. He had to place a fake smile on her lips. In his way, he believed that death should be beautiful? When she would come early in the morning to clean the room. It will need to be cleaned by someone else from now on ''he said. You belong to me in my room forever, dead?


	    Billy must have felt very lucky that evening. He decided to take a walk to the Devil's Playground Nightclub for a drink. A Nightclub for Henchmen, Small Time Hoods and Mobsters. He wanted to meet with a few dark friends. A few men that he met in prison in the drug trade, bought and sold a gun, traded in sex slavery and of course his favorite, prostitution. And of course his other favorite. He loved to Rob when he needed money. Especially a Teller who resembled his Dead Father. A short fat man who would eat a jelly doughnut behind a counter. Someone who would scold him for asking for a buck as if his job is hard to do?


	    Billy walks down to a local bar with his money hidden in his pocket. A place named after the Devil. A place where a Local Mobster, Gangster and Small Time wannabe Hood Hung out? A Brothel waited on the second floor. One other in the basement for anybody who had a few extra dollars. A whorehouse for a working man in the basement. He could spend his hard working money on a pretty girl upstairs. Or down in the bargain basement for a few bucks? A gambling casino in one half in the basement. Where they throw dice, played poker and a variety of money-making schemes. A shelf of different liquor, warm beer and every cocktail for the taking if you had a few nickels and dimes. Billy Mixed in with a bunch of bad men and wannabe hoods. He had his favorite girl in the club like every gangster. A favorite cocktail, beer, that he would place on ice long enough for it to chill. A steel machine he would drop a penny in for the spin of a wheel. 


	    Well, that evening was no different than any other. By the time it got dark outside. A swarm of Police, Federal Bureau's Men and Director Herbert John Popper Himself showed up at the infamous Devil's Playground with Countless Guns. A Nightclub where every Hood and Bank Robber Spent his stolen money. 


	    Every Mobster and every Gangster carried a weapon to the Club as well. Sometimes, he would carry a couple like his Idol Al Capone. Usually a handgun or Tommy gun. Not Billy Bag a Donuts. He would carry a 50 caliber machine gun in each hand when he wanted to play with Herbert Popper's Boys? The old kind that spun in its cylinder like a belt of firecrackers on Fourth of July? It would go off one bullet at a time pop, pop, then pop. Each gun held a whopping 50 to 100 bullets in a cylinder. You could do a lot of harm with a weapon like that back in those days. Especially if you had a couple. Like they say Billy Bag a Donuts. Tell us about the good old days. Like the song, poem and riddle say. Billy sure could if you could only find and ask him? Well FBI Herbert John Popper Showed up that evening with his Boys as it says! The Police Department is responsible for telling them that Billy Bag a Donuts and a Gang Robbed the Bank. Told them where you would find that no good bank-robbing thief? 


	    Numerous Men in a Black Suit wait outside under Director Popper's Command. Each one stood by while he held a microphone in his right hand. 


	Come out and play Billy-Bag-A-Donuts ''he yelled?


	Come out, come out wherever you are Billy? 


	My Mother told me I should not talk to strangers haha ''he yelled'' back. 


	Come in and get me Herbert ''he shouted. 


	I am not coming out of here now nor ever? 


	    The entire nightclub turns to face Billy. What have you done Billy-Bag-A-Donuts? What every Bank Robber does S.G. Pillsbury Fat boy? I Robbed the Neighborhood Bank down the block. You know the one with my name on it? It does not have your name on it, Billy. It did when I looked at the name. I have my money in my pocket, don't I? I took out an early withdraw? Twelve Men reach for a Tommy gun. Each mobster had one in his hand or a handgun in his possession. Men reach into a hidden wood shelf, some hidden behind a picture, in a floorboard or taped underneath a cocktail table. Twelve Men with a reputation that would scare most Lawmen? It included Director Herbert Popper. If he should come face to face with them? Billy decided to play one last game of dice! 


	Don't forget, snake eyes. 


	You lose! 


	Seven or eleven I walk out with the money?


	    I toss a pair of red dice down on the floor. I still had them in my hand from a game I played in the basement. A place where I hid a bundle of money that I stole. Usually, under my favorite girl's bedroom floorboard. I loved her enough to trust her with my hard-working money ha ha? 


	Don't forget, I got snake eyes. 


	Popper's Boys Loses ha, ha! 


	    Dark fiery ash seeped into My Eyes. Especially, after a joke rises. It fills every Mobster's Eye with the same black fiery ash. I and a Twelve Henchmen envision a moment in terror and horror on everyone's behalf. Mostly on the other team's side, ''I thought. Billy saw gunfire exit and enter before it even begins. I guess they meant business?     


	    Lawmen wait to capture Billy-Bag-A-Donuts and His Gang. One Mobster turns ''he asked'' funny Billy. They want to capture Billy-Bag-A-Donuts Gang huh? What Gang did he mean Billy? I guess he meant me and you? Does he want to know who I am first? Did he just say your name? He told everybody in the Nightclub to walk outside with his hands up in the air. Why don't you do that instead then S.G. Pillsbury Boy? Since you have so many questions? Billy turns to face the other Mobsters. Me, I refuse to give back my hard working money ''I said'' jokingly. They turn to laugh and chuckle on the way to a window or the front door. We will hold them off until we can make a run for it. I took a peek outside through a tiny 8-inch square window. I see 15 Men with machine guns. I noticed he had another 35 Policemen with a handgun. I think we can take them with us on the way to the car. You do not own a car, Billy? I will as soon as I kill a Cop? Anyway, I do not know how to drive just yet Pillsbury Boy? I can learn real easy if I have too. If you get killed first, Bobby. All I need is a few pointers. That's all I need Pillsbury Boy. The sound of a wood door frame crackling, countless glass window panes shattering and gunfire hitting the establishment exterior wall start to ricochet, everywhere. They bounce off every wall, in front of the business, hit countless Men and a few gangsters too. One mobster screamed at the other mobsters. Open the door Larry Lickety Lick so I can light up the front of Popper's Four-Door Brand New Sedan Baby? The Big Black Car with Bullet Proof Windows. That, I heard so much about parked on the street. Let's see if its true ''Billy yelled'' ha, ha. I want to see the light in Popper's Eyes when I hit him between them. One mobster opened the door. One more mobster walked into the doorway. He opens up with a Tommy gun on a wall of Policemen. One Mobster walked to the left in the doorway, one other to the right with both machine guns, firing. He emptied his left weapon first before he dropped it on the ground. After, his machine gun stopped releasing gunfire. The other Bad Men aim at anyone aiming at the Pillsbury Boy. After one minute of gunfire exchange. Pillsbury Boy laid in the middle in the street like a pound of stolen Swiss cheese. Eleven Men named after the Devil's Henchmen follow him into a hail of gunfire. One after the other every Mobster tried to reach his vehicle parked outside behind or on the side of the Nightclub. Each walked into a hail of gunfire. While each unleashed a flurry of gunfire in return. 
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