
Name: Devon Roddel 

Title: The Blackwood Diamond 

All of Professor Torrance’s guests toiled in the dismal study at Blackwood Manor, the great Inspector 

deducing the culprit of the crimes committed. The drive up was ominous, and no one expected the 

horrid string of vicious murders that followed dessert. 

“I’ve got it,” Inspector Daybright exclaimed in an epiphany. “Because the dagger was constructed of 

solid gold, and the handle was crusted with diamonds, I’ve concluded that the killer is none other 

than...”  

The lights flicker out suddenly. When the lighting is restored, the Inspector is dead; in his back, a golden 

dagger. The diamonds shimmered in the light. 

  



Name: Kenia Ramirez 

Title: A Book of Names 

Narrow rivers of red blood are leaking from the Iron Maiden. The torture device contains the 

mastermind behind all the insidious murders. “We finally have our culprit, and the coward decided to 

escape either way”. Ripples begin to form as I shift my feet toward the blood puddle gathered around 

the Iron Maiden. Soft creaks fill the air while I open the spiked door. A corpse lingers in the doorway 

with impaling spikes sticking out of her. A book is pinned to her middle torso. “I can’t believe she had 

the audacity to ink her victim’s names with such tenderness.” 

  



Name: Riley Blazak(?) 

Title: The Sleepover 

All the cheerleaders slept over at the school one night for bonding time. We were getting ready for bed, 

so we thought. Everyone except for 2 girls went into the bathroom to get ready. As we were coming 

back, we heard a scream. We ran into the gym and saw one of the girls bent over with a knife in her 

stomach and the other one was gone. 

 

  



Name: Karissa Lipp 

Title: Mirror 

Jane had awakened to a scream. She stood, listening to the house breathe. With each gust of wind, the 

windows whistled and the floors creaked. She leaned out of the door frame and stared down the dimly 

lit hall. After her eyes focused on the darkness, she noticed the silhouette of a young girl. She stepped 

out into the hallway and her movements were met, almost as if she were looking into a mirror. Once 

they reached each other, Jane couldn't believe her eyes. The girl’s lips turned up in sinister grin. “Hi,” 

began the girl. “My name is Jane.” 

  



Name: Jessy Woodruff 

Title: Appointment 

He descended the stairs, tool belt slung over one arm. In the basement, his forehead wrinkled. “Yeah, 

something definitely smells of rot.” he muttered to himself, covering his nose and mouth with a free 

hand. A wife had called and complained about an awful stench – maybe sewage. Weaving through 

clutter to the back, the foul odor permeated the air. “Jesus, Joseph…” There, on the pipes. Already 

decomposing. Entrails. Ragged flesh. Blood of macabre proportions. He stumbled backwards and 

collided with a rickety shelf. Jars rattled noisily. A shadow loomed from behind. “Oh, dear. It seems I’m 

late for my appointment.” 

  



Name: Alanya Cole 

Secrets within the Family 

My grandfather once told a story of a man who went mad and murdered his family. The man shot his 

wife, son, and 20 year old daughter. He went in the woods to bury the bodies, which were never found. 

This terrifying story gave me nightmares for most of my childhood. I only had my grandfather; Mother 

passed in a car accident when I was an infant and my father left before I was born. Grand-dad lost 

Grandma and Uncle Kevin also. It wasn’t until now that I noticed the harsh truth about this tall tale: I’m 

the only survivor. 

  



Name:  Madison Shelton 

Title: Awaken. 

As I woke in the night drenched in sweat, I became worried that my nightmare was coming true. I shot 

up from my bed and sprinted to lock the doors and windows. It was too late. He was inside. This 

happened before, numerous times. I never figure out who he is in my dreams but he never stops. I 

crouch inside my kitchen cabinet dreading the minute he walks in looking, searching, scanning. I catch a 

glimpse; he has it. I jump out and yell out TRIX ARE FOR KIDS! silly rabbit. 

  



Name: Mariah McBee 

Title: Through The Doorway 

The blood dripped slowly. I dragged myself around the corner. The pain in my leg was almost 

unbearable, but I knew that I had to make it out. I had to get free; I had to tell somebody. I couldn’t die 

here, not like this. Taking heavy breaths and mustering all of my strength I pulled myself through the 

doorway. “Yes, this is it. I’m gonna make it!” Then a shadow appeared. I could feel the pressure on my 

leg become excruciating as I was dragged back into the house. 

“Not today.” He said, and then it all went black. 

  



Name:  Katelynn Langkop 

Title: Who Is Watching 

Have you ever felt like you were constantly being watched? Well, I do. It’s not that I actually am or 

anything, it’s just these weird feelings I get. I can be walking from my room to the bathroom and have 

the feeling someone is there staring at me. You see, I recently moved away from my family into my own 

place and it’s starting to seem like a bad idea. I am alone, but everything I do I feel watched? Then I 

notice a small camera in my room. But who is watching? 

  



Name: Erika West 

Title: Jack Without Jill 

Jack and Jill walked up the hill, then crept toward the trees. Jill was still smiling, when suddenly, an evil 

laugh filled the air. she went violently tumbling down the hill. Jill screamed , locals ran to her. The locals 

sprinted toward her. "Jill is dead!" Jack found the crowd and they had explained what happened. He fell 

silent. "I need to be alone." he mumbled. Jack’s frown turned into a wicked smile, and a soft chuckled 

softly. No one would ever figure out that Jack, the brother of Jill, was her own killer. 

  



Name:  Dulce Paniagua Rodriguez 

Title: Silhouette 

It’s dark; I can’t believe I was pressured into this. I can hear nothing but silence; my friend is nowhere to 

be found. I call out to her, I tell her that I’m done with this game of hide and seek. But there is no reply. 

 

Frightened, I turn around to head home. I see a silhouette in the distance. My friend quickly hides 

behind a tree. I reach the tree to find her dead, lying there, lifeless. I hear the crunch of leaves behind 

me, I see a black figure.  

 

I’m next. 

  



Name: Michael Kimball 

Title: The Woods Line 

Branches were cracking behind me as I ran through the woods trying to get back to the road. I could 

hear the steps getting closer every second. The woods line was finally in my sights, but just when I 

thought I would get away, I tripped over a root sticking out of the ground. It got me. The beast only had 

one golden eye but that was plenty to hunt me down with. The last thing I remember was a gun shot, 

then I woke up here. 

  



Name:  Diedra Hittle 

Title: Invisible 

I feel invisible. I walk through my house ignored and shunned. My parents love me, last week they 

redecorated with more pictures of me. I don’t know why they don’t speak to me. They’ve been arguing 

frequently. They scream for hours. Then mom crumbles and cries in father’s arms. She comes into my 

room and sits on the end of my bed and tells me how much she misses me. Today, father walked in my 

room. Gazing out the window he said aloud, “He will pay for what he took from me; no one should ever 

bury their only child.” 

  



Name: Abigail Bautista 

Title: The Distinctive Print 

It was a bright sunny day in the park. Emma was at the park and she decided to take a walk close around 

the pond nearby the playground. As she walked, she noticed something weird and different. It was some 

type of green print glowing right beside the pond and it seemed as if it were from a creature that had 

come out of the water. She followed and realized they were her own prints. 

  



Name: Nick Ummel 

Title: Who Wrote the Story? 

Billy has a friend named Billy. And Billy has a friend named Billy, who also has a friend named Billy. Billy 

has another friend, but you’ll probably never guess what his name is. His friend wrote this story for them 

because the other Billys had passed in many different ways. One Billy was in a car accident, another Billy 

was an old war vet, another Billy had a rare disease, another Billy was murdered by the other friend 

(some friend), the other friend wasn't fortunate enough to see 18… I wonder which friend wrote this 

story. 

  



Name:  Shawn Donoho 

Title: Bad Night 

It is a dark stormy night. Martha is waiting on a taxi to pick her up. Suddenly a newscaster comes on the 

TV and says “all transportation has been prohibited due to the storm.” Martha sighs. 

“That puts a kink in my plans,” she says. 

Rain begins to fall really hard so she decides to get ready for a long night. She hears a huge boom and all 

of a sudden her power goes out and she feels something brush past her leg. The next thing she knows 

she is thrown against the wall and hits the ground hard. She tastes iron and feels a warm liquid run 

down her chin and then she smells the putrid smell of rotting corpse. 

  



Name:  Chris Seibert 

Title: Too Late 

Months after the family murder, Detective Jack Clark had investigated through thick and thin. He 

couldn't believe that it took him this long to figure it all out. David Lucas the deceased father, had 

documentation of receipts tied to his sister's husband Troy. It explained why Troy was always so 

awkward to Jack. As Jack sprinted to his cop car he contacted his sister. Troy answered, amused. 

Heartbroken, Jack realized he was too late. 

  



Name: Emily Crews 

Title: 4 Little Pigs 

In a brick house, there lived three pigs. One day, they got in a scaffle. The oldest brother, Jerry, left to 

live in a straw house. The youngest, Perry, went to live in a house of sticks. But suddenly a creature 

started breaking Jerry’s house, so he ran to Perry’s. The creature followed and started breaking Perry’s 

house. The two brothers ran to the brick house where Terry lived. “Let us in! The creature is going to kill 

us!” Terry let them in and looked out the window. He chuckled, “that’s no creature, that’s our 

stepbrother Carl!” 

  



Entry Number: High-19 

Name: Laura Riggs 

Title: Next 

Frantically I opened a door, and ran into the room. It was dark and shadowy. 

 

"I had to do it," said a voice, "They told me to kill them, that no one can leave this house." 

 

I jumped and with a shaky voice said "Who, who told you to kill them!" She said naught but pointed at 

the camera in the shadows. Then she started walking toward me, mumbling,  

 

"No one shall leave." I realized then, that i wasn't going to survive. She is the murderer, and she's going 

to kill me next. 

  



Name: Brenden Ragan 

Title: Million Dollar Runaway 

 

“A wonderful way to walk into a fancy hotel is by acting rich.” I stood at the counter waiting vigorously 

for a reply. You wouldn't be able to hide the curious face of a city slicker in here. Especially one that 

knows the game of poker. Just by looking around; it was the most richest, famous, and fanciest of all 

hotels. The Majestic Marquet of Las Vegas. “Can I help you sir?”, said the assistant across the counter. I 

suddenly snapped out of the controlling daze. As she answered my question I suddenly felt unwanted.  



Name:  Isaac Rudd 

Title: Moss Forest 

As he lifted the shovel from the broken up earth and wiped his moist forehead with the other side of a 

blood stained rag, he heard the last breath of his worst enemy who he had spent the last hour putting in 

the ground. Damon Fox had been missing for the past six days and every day the number of people 

searching for him grew. With the sweat still dripping and Damon Fox now lifeless in the ditch off of 

County Road 500, he took off walking. As the sirens grew closer, so too did he to the seemingly endless 

Moss Forest. 

  



Name:  Christopher Bradfield 

Title: Divorce Can Be Ugly 

 

It was cold, windy, and the roads were covered in ice. Shawn was driving back into town after a custody 

hearing with his now ex-wife, Shawna. The court had ruled that he was too unstable to become the 

primary parent of his three children, and he was furious when Shawna was given that title instead. All he 

wanted was his kids, his babies that he must protect at any cost. He didn’t go through so much difficulty, 

getting kicked out of his house, having a restraining order put on him by Shawna, and being arrested for 

supposed death threats to her, only to lose everything; especially his three precious children. He knew 

that he was running out of options. He had been following behind Shawna for twenty minutes now, 

supposedly going back to town to say his goodbyes to his children, but he had other plans. As they 

neared a sharp left bend in the road overlooking a river frozen with six inch thick ice, Shawn sped up. He 

knew the road had been plowed but never salted, and hard piles of compact snow had built up along the 

side rails. Shortly after surpassing 70 miles per hour, Shawn’s truck slammed into the bumper of 

Shawna’s car, launching her forward. Her tires lost track of the road and she began to spin 

counterclockwise. She hit the icy ramp and slid straight off, plummeting down the steep incline straight 

into the icy river. As the strong hidden current carried her car downstream, Shawn stopped and got out 

of his truck to admire his work. Satisfied that she was finally gone, he started driving into town  



Name: Chase Andrew Timmons 

Title: The Call 

Story: “Hello, 911 what is your emergency?”  

“There are four dead bodies that are going to be found by the garbage cans in the alley on West Street.” 

The police showed up and found exactly what they didn't want to find: four dead bodies, a pool of 

blood, and a handgun. The police then received another phone call and it said, “I hope you've enjoyed 

the work that I have accomplished. Now the only two officers here are dead.” 

The police station issued back up right away only to find the two dead officers, as promised. 

  



Name: Adonis Flores 

Title: Lost Friend 

It is a hot summer day and Paul hasn’t seen his friend in days because his dad said he was, going to take 

him camping. Paul gets on his bike to go to his friends house and takes a short cut through a dirt road 

full of trees and heavy shrubbery that only he and his friend know. As he rides along the dirt road, Paul 

catches a glimpse of a shoe. He gets off his bike and picks up the shoe and nearby finds a body. The face 

was too mutilated to find out who it is. 

  



Name: Rachel Fouse 

Title: Woods 

 

“It's done,” said the hooded figure approaching the bench I was sitting upon.  

 

“Easy?” I asked, wondering how difficult it was to get rid of the trash.  

 

“You were right; no one will ever find anything in those dark, and secluded woods.”  

 

“A superior scheme indeed,” I say, “It will never be found and we will never get caught.” I gleamed a 

rather ominous smirk. As we walked away, I was thinking of how pleased I was with the crime we just 

got away with. 

  



Name:  Danielle Eldridge 

Title: Red Riding Hood 

Story: She was happy yesterday. Laughing and playing. Running around like there was no tomorrow. But 

there was a tomorrow, and that tomorrow is today. Today she’s gone. Today she lies on the floor, 

bleeding into the white, dirt covered hoodie she wore every day.  

Her family cries to my right as the police officer reveals what he believes caused this tragedy. Her 

mother falls to her knees, holding her youngest daughter. The young girl, unaware of what is going on, is 

focused on one thing. 

“Mommy?” 

“Yes Pumpkin.” 

“Where’s Daddy?” 

  



Name: Samuel Regalado 

Title: Nerve-wracking 

Detective Joe Myers was such a pro at solving crimes that people called him the 2nd Sherlock Holmes. 

But one time he was actually scared that he would not solve a case of a little girl found dead in her 

room. She room did not have any windows and no other door, But there was a blood trail heading up to 

the ceiling and the blood stopped in the middle…. 

  



Name: Dakota Large 

Title: Little Sister Sue 

Yet again, falsely accused of losing or misplacing my own belongings... “There is no way your baby sister 

Sue is deliberately taking things form your room and hiding them from you, you need not to blame 

innocent Sue just because you’re mad that you can’t find your own things.” Well frustrated I was, and 

more so determined… determined to catch little sister Sue in the act. I put a hard rubber ball on the top 

of my door so when it is opened- it would fall and hit the perp in the head. If it is Sue, she’d surely cry. 

  



Name: James Brandenburg 

Title: The Man With No Face 

They were running as fast as they could. The man with no face had already gotten their oldest son so it 

was only a matter of time before he got their youngest. They had to go to the other side of town with no 

way other than running. They couldn't even ask somebody else for a ride because everybody else in 

town had disappeared. The man with no face had already taken everybody else by stealing every family 

one at a time. So now stood the last people left, their youngest son was gone already. It is their turn 

now. 

  



Name: Charity Wheeler 

Title: A Mystery Worth Solving 

"But a man dies and fades away; he breathes his last--where is he?" Job 14:10 

 

That verse bothered him. As a detective, Fredrick had one unsolved case. "Where did the soul go?" He 

felt miserable, sick of his whole existence. He read the Bible which only condemned him. He bowed his 

head. A Presence entered the room. He whirled around, but saw no one. Then those Sunday School 

lessons came back about how to pray. He bowed his head. The next day Fredrick wasn't miserable 

anymore. He knew that the solution to all misery was Jesus. 

  



Name: Taylor Dillingham 

Title: The Lock In 

It was a normal Friday in October when I decided to stay after school to work on a project. As the night 

went on silently I noticed my teacher had left. When I decided to wander around the school, discovering 

that I was locked in all alone and my phone had died, I planned what I would do for the night. Naturally I 

went straight to Case Arena to set up a “bed” for myself. I snuggled in and was almost asleep when I 

heard a distinct noise from behind the bleachers. Apparently I wasn’t alone. 

  



Name: Ashley Creasy 

Title: The Little Orange Car 

Bam! Bam! Crash! 

That was the racket I woke up to. Still in a complete daze, I knew something was wrong. I slowly got out 

of my warm cozy bed, and began down my low dark hallway. My heart was racing I honestly had no idea 

what to expect. I finally came to the door to see the unthinkable. Still in a panic I noticed a car was inside 

my house, it was an orange car in fact. But, it wasn't just an orange car it was my orange car. 

  



Name:  Marissa 

Title: Run, Baby Run 

Just when I thought I was alone I heard a loud bang in the back room. I ran and tried to hide but the man 

was too fast. “I need more time,” I shouted “I just need another day!”  

“No!” yelled the man, “I have given you too much time, give me the child!” 

I tried to run fast but there was nowhere else to go. I knew, then, that it was all over. The man was going 

to take my child from me and she would be murdered. 

  



Name: Kelli Castillo 

Title: Cheater 

I wake on a cold rainy night in my recliner. It’s 3:54 in the morning and he’s still not home. He’s with her. 

This has been happening more often.. He slips through the door at 5:23. I pretend I’m asleep. This gives 

me time to think. We made vows (Till death do us part). I plan to keep that vow. 

 

Oddly, I feel cheery this morning. He’s eating the omelette I made him. 

 

“Mm, this is great”, he says with his mouth full “New recipe?” 

 

I smile wickedly, leave the room, and whisper to myself, “To die for” 

  



Name: Angel Mora 

Title: Ghost Doll 

Javier had seen two shadows near his house at night and decided to follow them. Staying at large 

distance away he saw them stop silently and without a sound one of them fell dead. Javier saw the other 

figure run away and fell dead. Waiting five minutes he decided to check out the figures. He saw the first 

figure an old woman and the second figure a young girl both having poison dart shots. Looking around at 

what could have caused it he saw a doll in a tree with the darts in its hand leaping away toward a house. 

  



Name:  Elaina Hardebeck 

Title: He Says 

No match. No match. No match.  

 

- He’s here.  

 

- Of course he is.  

 

He sits across from me.  

 

“Hello,” he says. 

 

- Hello. 

 

He wipes his hands on his pants. 

 

“I didn’t come here to play games.” 

 

- I know. 

 

He removes his hat. 

 

“I have witnesses, you know.” 

 

- I’m sure you do. 

 

He notices me fidgeting my cards. I stare at him. 

 

I say, “If this next card is a match, I’ll confess.” 

 

Fair enough, he says. 

 

No match. No match. No match. 

 

Match, he says. 

  



Name: Preston Carson 

Title: Mangled 

Looking over the distorted body, the examiner is thinking of what crime has been committed to make 

the body look this mangled. When he is scanning the body, he finds multiple bullets and stab wounds in 

various places. Working with his colleagues he tries to scrape every piece of evidence away from this 

bloody body. Any type of evidence such as fingerprints and fibers will help solve this horrific crime. 

Analyzing the evidence from the body and the sloppy scene, they see that the mystery is resolved. A 

murder of Mindy Denmark has been committed by Chris Suit of Frankfort. 

  



Name: Laurabeth Landis 

Title: Calculated Pranks 

 

Detective Adler noticed that the Hylett mansion, a town landmark, recently began to have complaints by 

the owners of being haunted. The residents who lived there were always being spooked. Finally, in total 

fear and desperation, they moved out. 

Two weeks later, a new resident moved in. This new owner boasted about having ‘worked’ at getting 

such a great price on the house. Interestingly, after this new move, there were no more reports of ghost 

sightings. Detective Adler investigated the problem, and soon came out with the solution. The new 

owner had used pranks to scare the old owners out. 

  



Name: Victor Mora 

Title: Pay Check 

Story: Serenity was everywhere. The family laid dead: dad, mom, the baby. Red rain had fallen in the 

house, how could so much blood be spilled? They weren't murdered they were butchered, no bone was 

left untouched. Polly arrived at the scene, removing luggage from his way, this was something new in 

the rural town of Plymouth. In fact it was the first crime committed sense the town was ridden of the 

undesirables. In the kitchen lied an envelope, a bank notice, the the family was broke. The detective 

resized, it was the people of Plymouth. The case was closed. 

  



Name: Alexis Bullock 

Title: The Best Smell 

LaQuifa disdained the smell of animal blood. As a mail carrier, a man on her route always smelt like slain 

animals. She saw Benjamin and handed him his mail.  

 

“How was your trip?” she asked 

“I shot a whole family of deer,” he boasted.  

 

Benjamin proceeded to read a letter, but never reached the ending. 

 

Rosa, his neighbor, had seen the conversation and ran to Benjamin after he hit the ground.  

He had no pulse. Rosa began to read the letter that was clutched in his hand.  

 

“The best smell...”  

 

Rosa knew there was Anthrax in the letter. 

  



Name:  Breeanna Palmer 

Title: Stuffing 

Story: Shannon awoke to a loud scream from her little sister Cora. She ran over to Cora and saw that her 

stuffed monkey Mr. Bobopants was missing and all that remained was a trail of fluffy white stuff. Where 

was the monkey?! Shanon and Cora followed the trail until it abruptly ended. The end of the trail was 

their dog, Ginger. On the floor next to Ginger was ripped bits of brown material and a big pile of stuffing.  

Rest in Peace Mr. Bobopants. 

I mean, Rest in Pieces... 

  



Name: Daniel Northern 

Title: the dream 

I had the same bad dream again. Me shooting that guy for no reason, I don’t know why I would have the 

same dream for two weeks now different location different guy, but with the same ending, them laying 

in a pool of their own blood. I mean I don’t even know these people. I don’t even own a gun. The dream 

seemed so real, the look on their faces. Anyway I have to get ready for work. I open my dresser drawer, 

there sitting on top the gun the same gun used in my dream. 

  



Name: Jacob Miller 

Title: The True Story 

It was a late evening in April of 1865; a young merchant is selling his poultry at a market in Washington 

D.C. The struggling merchant saw a man he recognized from the newspaper stealing from his stand. He 

yells, “Hey, get back here” as the familiar face with “Booth” stitched on his sleeve runs off into the town. 

The merchant takes chase, following this man all through town, into Ford Theater where he takes a shot 

at the thief. As the smoke clears, the President of the United States falls from the balcony. 

 

 

 

 


