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Well done Aneeka Minsaria, In
115, for this wonderfully

scary story!

You've won the brand new
sequel to The Nightmare
Before Christmas- Long Live
the Pumpkin Queen’!
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... ND WELL DONE TO
OUR RUNNERS UP!

All of the stories we have received were
brilliant- every entrant will receive 10 BFL
pointsl
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Rayyan’s Entry for the Spooky Story
Competition: Chase

The darkness caught up to me. | was frozen for a moment, but my body
temperature heated itself back up. The cold too. It was overpowering the cold
of the dark. | was working the graveyard shift on a Halloween evening. The
decorations matched my liking... when | was young. But now I'm all grown up.
Still in university but | make it work.
Working this shift was scary. As | walked into the restaurant, | heard a whisper
that said, “run before you can’t run.”. As | turned around, | heard a giggle that
almost sounded like a possessed child but... there was no one there. | looked
around the perimeter of my workplace and no one was there. What made it
even more creepy is that there was an actual graveyard right next to my
workplace. And that was even more scary. But the thing that put the cherry on
top is that there are rumours of actual possessed children that were buried
there. Now that was even scary for me, as a kid but, not scary enough for the
new me. Halloween was boring for me as | work for a full week during
Halloween. After checking the perimeter, | went back inside, sure that nothing
was there, and | was either hearing things or that some kids were pranking me.
Since no one went to the restaurant on Halloween, | was just bored for the
whole shift, with no one to serve. But then | heard that same voice again, but it
said something different this time. It said,” | told you to run, but just hide now.
There’s no going back!”. After | heard that | for sure knew it wasn’t a prank. |
ran and ran and ran until | reached my university and ran inside while trying to
text my boss saying that my mother was sick, and | had to rush. | turned
around before | entered the dorm room and | saw a big smile with blood
drooling from its mouth. The smile looked familiar yet horrifying. The red eyes
too. They took over my body. I- | felt like | was on a rollercoaster when | was
about to drop. Then | was in a dark void with that same face, but it appeared
fully. It was the chasing smiler. The first myth about who killed those haunted
kids. The kids last words were,” I'm in a black void with a weird, smiling man”
those words exactly. | felt like | was being tortured from the inside out while
fire took my soul. The man approached me. He said,” | told you to run. And you
didn’t. Listen to the voice that’s following you next time. ” And ended with a

horrifying cackle while blood splattered all over me and | was back in my dorm.

—————
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Dua Shahzad

"Nyx, there you are," tpe man said, sweaty froma long workout. He crouched down to stroke her. She
hissed, left him bleeding, and ran off. The man furrowed his eyebrows and followed his cat.

They ran fora whi}e, not realising that darkness took over the sky. He stopped for a second, trying to
catch his breath, his sweat-ridden shirt clinging to his body like it was blasphemous to let go. Where
was the city? He couldn't have run into the countryside, could he?

He felt horrible, his routine was disrupted, as well as his stomach, as seen by the bile on the floor. the
man stepped back, concerned and horrified at the bubbling... eyes? In the grotesque vomit. he wiped
his mouth and glanced at the seemingly barren road before his eyes met with his feet once again. If
there was one thing the man learnt as a boy, it was to never make eye contact with Them.

She sighed as she got the toddler to sleep, making sure to text the parents, and went to the living room
to lie on the sofa. her hand fumbled forthe remote and turned on whatever. The television gave the
girl nothing interesting to watch so she let some infomercials run until the couple got home.

After half an hour orso of a man talking about carpet cleaners it was time for the advert break, she
turned to her phone with still no response from the child's parents. Her eyes shifted to the TV to see it
changing channels before it stopped on one that she had never heard of.

It seemed to be a children's show, a group of 30-ishkids and a teacher conducting them in the front.
They'd sway back and forth, singing in a foreign language. She saw the gun in the teacher's grasp. On
the wall behind the children seemed to be a spider, monstrous and ugly, creeping down from the wall,
one hairy legat a time. Sometimes it'd graze the hair of a child and they'd cry out, shutting up as soon

as the teacher glanced their way.
The man from the infomercial appeared in the corner.

"The children are singing wonderful songs! What songs do you sing?" The video cut for a minute to
show the child that the girl was babysitting being tortured- no, dismembered.

The woman raced off the sofa to check on the toddler, not seeing her in the bed but hearing giggling
from somewhere, it got closer and closer. A sleek black cat appeared in the child's window which
opened itself and the cat had no problem entering the room to watch the girl go mad.

Which she did. Seeing her friend's cat, covered in blood and vomit and with the knowledge that Fhe
child was deathly allergic to cats and that video she watched, it all caught up to her, vomit escaping
her mouth and her teeth joining it. She screamed... It was Them.

Once long a go on a rainy day a funeral was
taking place as a normal funeral but very

sad .Lots of tears more than rain. Boom! As
the rain was hitting the ground, everyone
was saying there good byes, there
suddenly was a thunder that zapped one of




Ebrahim Yaseen

Spooky Story Competition Entry

John's nose wrinkled at the smell of the muddy streets. The sooty fog and the Thames that was hada
foul stench of excretion. A blood-red orb hung in the sky; eerie clouds shifted, and ice nails pummeled
the cobbled streets. It was midnight, he shouldn’t have been out. But what would happen? Curiosity

couldn’t kill, right?

son why no one was allowed to be out past dusk,
|d be fine. Thick fog blurred his view, only his
d. Heavy breathing, but it wasn’t

Johnwandered the streets, he wanted to find the rea
there was no one else out, not even any police so he wou
promenade could be heard. Except, something else could be hear
John’s. No, it was someone else, something else. He ran. His heart was pounding. His house was only a
few steps away. He ran inside. John fell in exhaustion, looking behind him, he could see a bloody imprint
of a hand on his door as well as a distorted face peekingthroughit. The handle of his door turned. That’s
when the existential dread of death creeped into his mind. That was it. The absence of everything.

Complete and utter oblivion. Non-existence.

and John ran into the kitchen and barrica ded the door with a chair. Stacy was

The door creeped open,
d athim throughthe kitchen window, through the

asleep upstairs. What would she wake up to? It peere
doorand...

Through the cupboard door. His breathing became faster and faster, he stumbled and dropped
something. Asmall container. His meds. It broke down the door. A slender, tall man. It leftthe cupboard
and gripped his shoulders. It gripped his neck. He frantically picked up his meds and swallowed two
tablets. The vice grip on his neck became tighter and tighter, he croaked and then...

f. Of course, there was no way he could forget. Dave. If only

It was gone. He felland had a sigh with relie
he could go inside and lay the firewood. Why?

he didn't leave him outside fora few minutes so,
Long and bony fingers enshrouded John’s neck...

Oh, why did he leave Dave alone out there so that he could be killed.
The fingers clasped his neck, holding them in place...

He was only five, only five.

Its mouth opened; rows of sharp, yellow teeth could be seen. Its saliva dripped onto his hair...

John looked up, he didn’t care anymore, God killed his son, so he had turned to the devil. | hope you

forgive me Dave.
|t’s jaw opened loudly to let out a snarl, then the crunching of bones and squelching of blood and flesh
was all that could be heard...

Sorry if your story
isn't displayed here-
some of them were too
long to fit!

Don't worry if you have
missed out on the prize
his time, we have lots
more exciting reading
competitions coming
soon!




