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Dearest Readers, 
 
I want to wish you a very HAPPY FRIDAY THE 13TH! As I was born on a Friday 

the 13th I always think of them as a birthday celebration for me. Yes, a bit macabre, and 
possibly somewhat narcissistic, but *shrugs* who's going to check me!  

 
Every year I like to create a special little short that snuggles nicely next to the day, 

but instead I've gone back into the vaults and pulled out three shorts from my collection 
of horror stories. The original stories are no longer published, but as I dusted these off to 
include in this special collectors treat (look how quickly this became fancy), I couldn't 
help thinking, maybe it's time to start writing about the things that go bump in the night 
once again. *wicked grin* 

 
Happiest of Friday the 13th to you! 
 
Janet Eckford



Untitled 
 
Sharon settled into the plush cushions of her couch. The new couch, with its 

sectional pieces, had been a splurge buy, but each time she curled up with a good book 
after a hectic workday, she realized it was one of the better purchases she’d made. She 
opened her book and noticed a note tucked between the first few pages. Scrawled in an 
almost illegible handwriting were disconnected words and phrases. 

Too easy 
Patience 
What will the end look like? 
She’d always found it interesting what people left behind in books. It was one of the 

reasons she loved buying used books. They had a history, a story beyond what was 
printed on the faded pages that intrigued her. Chuckling softly she placed the note on 
her coffee table and let the story unfold in front of her. Sharon was completely 
engrossed in the crime thriller when she came upon another note with words written 
haphazardly on it. 

Location 
Witness 
She wondered if the previous owner liked to highlight particular clues in the story. 

She compared the two notes. They did look as if they were clues. Flipping quickly from 
the start of the book to her stopping place, she tried to see if they helped the story unfold 
for her. For a brief moment she was tempted to shake out the weathered hardback but 
quickly thought that would be cheating. It may have seemed silly to others, but finding 
the two notes made her feel as if she had a connection to the person who owned the 
book before her. She almost wished they’d jotted down a date or time, something to give 
her a clue as to how old the discolored pieces of paper were. 

She’d found the used bookstore by accident on her lunch break. It’d been tucked 
away in a corner in one of the many back alleys of the business district of downtown she 
worked in. The area had a lot of spots where shopkeepers from a bygone age tried to 
peddle their wares in a world accustomed to the wonders of the Internet. Sharon loved 
those types of stores and when she moved, she’d made a point to scour out places like 
that in her new city. 

The sudden squeak of a floorboard in the tiny confines of her bungalow style house 
caused her to jump. She chuckled softly at her skittish behavior. The old house had more 
than its fair share of creaks and groans that had taken her some time to get used to. 



She’d just gotten to a particularly unnerving part in the book and it was no wonder she 
was almost crawling out of her skin. Maybe a crime thriller about a serial killer hadn’t 
been the best thing for her to try to read right now. 

Mustn’t have too much blood. 
Sharon’s heart gave an involuntary lurch when the note fluttered out of the 

compressed pages of the old book. She’d forgotten about the other notes as she became 
absorbed in the story and having one reemerge as the killer stalked his prey made her 
more than a little uneasy. The third note didn’t have the same erratic writing as the 
others. Instead, the clear precise writing gave it a more ominous tone. It was ridiculous 
but there was something about the worn piece of paper that made her uncomfortable. 

“Why the hell did I think I could read a book about a serial killer?” 
Snorting, she shook the book until the pages fluttered, spilling their contents. She 

obviously couldn’t keep reading if more gruesome clues were tucked away inside. Two 
more pieces of paper slid from the pages and drifted onto her lap. For a brief moment 
she hesitated picking them up. Sharon scoffed at her own behavior and tossed the book 
to the end of the couch. The notes in her lap weren’t so easy to toss. 

Surprise is key. 
She quickly tossed the first note onto the table with the others. The action made her 

feel as if she were banishing the words on the paper. Her hand shook as she picked up 
the remaining note. She’d shaken the book furiously and flipped through the remaining 
pages to ensure there would be no more creepy presents waiting inside. There was a 
sense of trepidation as she picked up the piece of paper. 

Must finish 
“I need to watch something silly on TV because clearly I’ve stressed myself out.” 
Sharon laughed at how she’d psyched herself up over the little notes. If she were to 

hazard a guess about the previous owner, it seemed he or she struggled with completing 
the book as much as she was now. Of course they probably didn’t have creepy notes 
ratcheting up the level of anxiety the story created on its own. Stretching, she decided 
she’d had enough of serial killers and mysterious notes. 

She made a quick detour to the kitchen before she allowed mindless television to 
wash away the anxiety that had built from her book. As she rummaged in her 
refrigerator she heard the familiar groans and moans of her house settling in for the 
night. There was comfort in the regularity of the noise that helped ground her, washing 
away some of the unconscious terror she’d developed reading the book. It wasn’t until 
she headed back to the living room that she heard a noise that didn’t belong. Sharon 
paused, frozen in place, trying to identify where it was coming from. 



It came and went with such swiftness that she didn’t have time to pinpoint its 
origin. Her house wasn’t very big but sound did echo in an irregular way that made it 
hard to determine where the noise came from. There was a brief moment where the 
primitive part of her brain, the small bundle of nerves and reason that had kept the 
human race alive in the cold dark of its early existence, sent messages of alarm and 
caution coursing through her body. She was filled with an irrational desire to flee. There 
was no fight or freeze, just a strong urge to walk out her door as quickly as she could. 

Sharon admonished herself. This was her home. The place she retreated every day 
for the comfort and respite. She’d let that book, one that wasn’t that very well written, 
freak her out, and when she realized she stood straining to hear something that wasn’t 
there she snorted at her overactive imagination. Her couch’s comfy contours beckoned 
and she heeded its siren call. 

Once again ensconced in the plush cushions, she turned on the television and let the 
comedic timing of her favorite sitcom wash away her unfounded fear. 

Time and the quiet comfort of her silent house took hold and Sharon soon drifted 
into a peaceful slumber. 

It was not a long sleep that had her rising with the promise of a new day, but one 
that was abruptly interrupted by the same unfamiliar tone of a noise that did not belong 
in her home. Startled, she rose quickly, disoriented by being jolted awake suddenly. 
Immediately she felt it; there was something wrong but she couldn’t quite place it. The 
primitive part of her brain that had kept her ancestors alive when there was no law and 
order blared another warning to her. 

She listened, trying to quiet the rapid beating of her heart, but couldn’t hear 
anything. The clock on the wall let her know it was that time of night that was too late to 
be of much good but too early to be a new day. It was the witching hour when bad 
things and bad people came out to play. That last thought had her freezing in place. 
Why would she think something so horrible? Sharon wiped at the sheen of sweat that 
had formed on her top lip. She made a promise to herself she would never read another 
book about serial killers again. 

As she reached over to the coffee table where’d she put a glass of water earlier, she 
saw the book that was the root of her current problems sitting where she hadn’t placed 
it. Her mind was still a bit befuddled from being shocked away from a deep sleep but 
she remembered clearly tossing the book toward the end of the couch. She reached for it 
but stilled her hand when she noticed a note peeking out of the aged pages. There was 
that tiny voice of caution telling her she needed to forget it, the book meant nothing, and 
she needed to leave this place she once thought safe. 



There was no sound in the quiet of the late night. Her house did not offer the 
comfort of its usual squeaks and moans. Instead it felt as if, like her, it held its breath, 
waiting for her to make a decision. Sharon scowled at the tattered cover of the faded 
hardback. Snatching it off the table she quickly pulled the note tucked away inside and 
flipped to the final pages of the story. It was as she expected; the protagonist caught the 
killer and saved the day. Without having read the entirety of the story, she realized the 
ending was pretty anticlimactic. She’d worked herself into a frenzy over a mediocre 
thriller. She crumpled the final note in her hand. 

She moved to toss it but couldn’t release it from her hand. Smoothing out the 
rumpled paper she saw the same precise handwriting from the previous note and as the 
words gained clarity she froze in place. 

My ending will be better. 
When the unfamiliar squeak of a floorboard broke the silence of her tiny home, she 

didn’t need to strain to hear where it was coming from. 



Cheating Death 
 
The click of the lock in my front door is music to my ears. Today has been 

particularly challenging, and I don’t think I would have been able to take another 
minute of it. Ensconced in the quiet sanctuary of my apartment, I feel as if I can take the 
first real breath of the day. I’m so tired but it’s all my doing, therefore I must soldier on. 
Letting the quiet of my dark apartment sink in for one second longer, I drop my keys in 
the dish near the door and flip on the lamp next to it. It’s a good thing I have that lamp 
there, because with the light from its tiny bulb I’m able to see one of the bargain vases 
I’d bought recently fly toward my head. With a quick duck and leap, I clear the area 
before a resounding crash echoes through the silent apartment. 

“What the fuck!” 
I’m so pissed I can barely see straight. This is my sanctuary; shit like this isn’t 

supposed to happen in my safe place. 
“That’s cheating and you know it,” I yell into the open space of my living room. 
The only answer I get is a chair from my tiny dining set tossed halfheartedly toward 

me. Stepping to the side, I tamped down my rage and close my eyes, inhaling a calming 
breath my therapist recently taught me. I envision a world of peace, a world drama free, 
and a world where I didn’t have to deal with bullshit like this all of the time. 

 “Cut that shit out. I made it home and you know you can’t touch me.” 
I steeled myself for another piece of my cheap furniture to come hurling toward me, 

but nothing happens. Only the silence of my apartment and the night sounds of my 
neighborhood outside. Tilting my head slightly, I try to discern if I’m missing 
something, if there’s a clue where my unwanted guest is residing. Nothing blips across 
my remedial radar, of course, and I move cautiously toward my bedroom. I’ve only 
taken three steps before I’m pressed roughly against the solid wood of my front door. 

“I think you should really be careful of who you label a cheat. Glass houses and all.” 
I don’t immediately look at the owner of the voice. “It” is a “he,” but I’ve learned 

that the mask of humanity often shifts depending on what desire I have at the time. 
Death is clever like that, and ever since I’ve found a way to evade Its seductive ways, It 
has tried a variety of tactics to get me back. The faint scars on my wrist, almost invisible 
to others besides me and Death, tingle with being so close to the orchestrator of their 
creation.  

“I did not cheat. You’re just a sore loser,” I say through clenched teeth. 



Looking up at it…well, a “him” today, I work to keep my facial features neutral. 
Today he has richly dark hair, thick with silky curls that frame his head with a dark 
halo. His skin is a bronze olive, which looks as if his days were spent making love to the 
sun. He has chiseled features, deeply dark eyes that burn with an icy precision, and the 
hard muscles of his tall, lithe frame press deliciously into me. All of this unrestrained sex 
appeal is wrapped in dark leather, a fitted t-shirt and perfectly worn jeans. I have 
developed quite the liking for the bad boys that are waiting to be tamed, and Death has 
given me my heart’s desire. 

Death is very good at wooing those individuals that are lost and seeking a 
something that can’t really be defined to his side. I should know—on a lonely night 
three years ago, I’d been so desperate and depressed that the siren song he’d whispered 
in my ear made perfect sense. Of course he was still an “it” than, a feeling of calm and 
serenity, a beacon in a cold, dark night that offered hope and the promise of calm shores. 
It was far too smart to appear as a “him” that night, because no matter how desperate 
and depressed I was, the sight of an incredibly attractive man materializing in my 
apartment would have shocked me out of the despondent state I’d sunk into.  

“You test me,” he growls, infusing his words with the right amount of menace. 
“You can’t touch me and you know it.” 
I match his menace with insolence and try desperately not to show just how scared I 

am. Fear is like mother’s milk to Death because he can present you with an option that 
promises to take all of the fear away. It’s a great promise until you realize that all 
promises are made to be broken. I do look into those deeply dark eyes as I try to bluff 
my way out of another encounter with my seductive adversary. As his lush mouth curls 
into a smirk that has my body pulsating with need, I press the palms of my hands flat on 
the door behind me. I cannot touch him, I shouldn’t even want him—after all, he isn’t 
really a “he”, he’s an “it” that has spent a millennium or more playing chess with the 
lives of mortals. 

“I do believe I’m touching you right now, Sasha,” he leans in and whispers into my 
ear and gently glides his fingers down my arms. 

He or It…oh God, with his hands trailing down my sides and resting against the 
outside of my thighs, gripping me with just the right amount of pressure, I couldn’t 
really care less which is which. I just have to get him to stop and to leave this place that 
should always be safe to me. Bringing my hands up, I press into his muscled chest, but 
he doesn’t budge. I’m angry now because, although I am clever enough to avoid all of 
the little obstacle courses and booby traps he sets in my way daily, he really is cheating 
now.  



“You’re cheating.”  
I frown even though my voice has gone husky with need. He smiles as he lifts me 

and positions himself neatly into the V of my legs. Today, Death has brought out the big 
guns, if the bulge in his pants is any indication, and I feel myself getting hot and needy. 
There has to be something I can do because I can’t let Death win. The tingle of the scars 
on my wrists is the reminder I need that I have to win. 

“This is cute and all, but no matter what male form you take, you’re not going to do 
it for me.” 

My words are punctuated with a not-so-gentle shove on his chest, and I’m surprised 
when he gently lowers me to the ground. I can’t bar him from my safe place, but I can 
do everything in my power to let him know he isn’t wanted. Crossing my arms over my 
chest, I give him my fiercest look; I am a survivor, and I will not tolerate his behavior 
any longer. He blinks those impossibly long lashes at me, and before I can blink in 
response he has transformed. His hardness has now become soft, while that halo of hair 
has become a thick mane, draping his shoulders and hanging down his back. Chiseled 
features are still precisely carved, but now they have subtle curves and the lush mouth is 
in the shape of a perfect bow. It, that became a he, has now transformed into the most 
beautiful woman I have ever seen. 

“My apologies, I didn’t know your desires ran this way,” she purrs in a husky voice. 
I would have said I didn’t if the husky quality of that voice didn’t cause my skin to 

tighten with anticipation. Wide eyed, I watch as her mouth forms into a smirk equally as 
seductive, while still housed in the face of a woman. Frustrated, I shove at her and 
instead of the hard planes of a muscled chest, my hands press into soft mounds. Startled, 
I pull back and watch as she watches me. 

“Too much,” she whispers. 
“Too much,” I reply. 
Always careful to not push too far, Death transforms. This time “It” isn’t my bad 

boy, or hidden desire, It has become the one thing I always crave in my safe place when 
I’m lonely, desperate and depressed. Wrapping me in arms that are comforting and 
familiar, Death coos softly, gently stroking my hair. I can’t help but respond to the 
comfort. Inhaling the scent of floral perfume and baby powder, I allow myself a bit of 
weakness and sob softly. 

“I hate when you cheat,” I say in a tiny voice. 
“So do I,” Death replies with the voice of my dead mother.  



Memories 
 
Libby closed her eyes and concentrated on the memory that was niggling at the 

very recesses of her brain. Being at this place tonight wasn't just déjà vu—she'd actually 
done it, and not knowing just what she'd done was driving her crazy. It had been that 
way ever since her car accident six months ago. Waking in a hospital room with only 
splintered pieces of who she was had nearly driven her insane. She had a name, that 
much she remembered, but who gave it to her and where she came from were pieces in 
a puzzle she couldn't fix. There were documents that said where she lived and what she 
drove, but she couldn't remember what she liked to eat or what her favorite color was. It 
was all so frustrating because as her body healed and knitted itself together, she still 
couldn't put the pieces of her mind back together. 

People came to visit her. Well-wishers who tried to fill in the blanks of who she was, 
but she knew their memories of her didn't quite ring true. She couldn't explain it; there 
was hollowness to their stories that couldn’t fill the empty spaces in her mind. The 
doctors reminded her to be patient, that she was lucky to just be alive, but that ache she 
felt every time she tried to connect a dot in her past almost made her wish she were 
dead. Libby knew something big was missing, a facet of herself that she'd kept from the 
prying eyes of others, and until she found it she would never be whole. 

That emptiness was a dark specter that loomed constantly in her peripheral vision, 
blocking out any true joy she may have experienced. She could only hold herself tightly 
in a little ball each night, crying for what had been lost until sleep claimed her. It had 
been like that every night until she woke with a startling clarity, a piece of the puzzle 
fitting into place, and she rushed to dress in hopes a fully formed picture would unfold 
for her tonight.  

Standing in the middle of an abandoned house she'd let that missing piece lead her 
to, Libby turned in a slow circle. As a real estate agent, being in an abandoned and 
deserted house wasn't a new thing. The housing market in California had been hit hard, 
but with her gift for sales she'd weathered the storm, or at least that's what one of those 
well-wishers had told her. Running her fingertips across the cool texture of the wall, she 
knew this wasn't one of the houses she'd been trying to sell. The interior was 
meticulously kept as well as the outside, but there was an emptiness to the place that 
would never make it appealing to a buyer. 

Turning in a slow circle, she watched shadows dance in the darkened room, faint 
light from a tiny lamp and the full moon outside. There was that prick of awareness, a 



memory trying desperately to be heard, and Libby let the intuition of something once 
known lead her through the darkened house. She touched objects as she passed them in 
hopes something would come to her. They were flat and listless under her fingertips and 
she almost growled with frustration. The ache had risen to an unbearable gnawing once 
she stepped over the threshold of the house, and she wouldn’t leave until she'd found a 
way to feed the hunger. 

Heading down the hallway to the back of the modestly sized house, she paused at 
the closed door of a bedroom. Resting her palm on the cool wood, she sighed with 
contentment for the first time in a long while. This door was more than familiar. The 
briefest burst of a memory surfaced of anticipation, need and desire flared inside of her, 
and she could feel pleasure zinging through her body. This room was special to her. 
Turning the knob, she fumbled for a switch on the inside wall of the room and blinked 
as soft light flooded the area. 

Like the rest of the house, this room was filled with all of the appropriate props for 
showing the house. But whereas all of the other objects felt flat and listless, this room 
and its contents sang a siren song of promise. Another flare of memory surged forward 
and knew this room was her special secret where she could be who she really was. This 
was her sanctuary from the prying eyes of well-wishers, and she sobbed with relief. It 
wasn’t a complete picture of what she was missing, but it was enough for Libby to sink 
to her knees and cry softly with relief.  

With her head pressed to the edge of the bed, the niggling feeling of needing more 
grabbed her attention and she wiped away her tears. She was going to get all of her 
answers tonight. Standing, she walked around the bed, letting her fingers trail along the 
satin fabric of the bedspread. The texture was an electrical current of pleasure that 
energized her to keep going. Turning around until she faced the bathroom, she walked 
in and smiled as one of her first real memories played in her mind. She loved to take a 
bath in the sunken tub after a particularly exhausting night. Her body relaxed as it 
remembered the Jacuzzi jets in the tub, and the way it expertly kneaded sore muscles. 
Smiling to herself, she traced the icy porcelain with her fingertips. She loved this tub, 
and the realization of that settled some of the anxiety she'd experienced over the last 
several months.  

Looking up and catching her reflection in the mirror, she noticed that the hard lines 
that had etched their way in her face had eased now that things were becoming clearer. 
Running her fingertips lightly over the tiled countertop, she remembered something she 
had forgotten after that night of the accident. She needed to get more supplies. That 
thought was the thing that finally put everything in place and the tears of joy streamed 



down her face. She had come to the house to prep for the night and noticed that she 
needed more supplies and had gone out to get them, only to be hit by a drunk driver. 
Sobbing now with relief, she walked to the doorway and looked at the room that had 
brought her so much happens.  

Under the carpet by the back edge of the bed was the hiding place where she kept 
most of her tools. If she opened it now, she’d find the animal tranquilizer she used to 
sedate the men she brought back. There were also her ropes, duct tape and saws. 
Shivering with need and longing, she thought about her saws and how they'd been 
neglected for so long. She couldn't do anything tonight, but the knowledge that she had 
what had been ripped from her, that she had been given a second chance, filled Libby 
with a new appreciation for life. As memory after memory of what she cherished and 
held dear flooded back to her, she vowed to never take anything for granted. After all, if 
she didn't have her memories, what would she have, and more frighteningly for Libby, 
who would she be? 
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