
 



 

 The heavy-chested, curvy blonde young woman—Ugh, is that what I have to call them 

nowadays to be PC? She’s a damn teenager—crashed through the forest in front of me. She 

fearfully looked back to me, her face scratched from branches and wet with snot and tears. She 

screamed and tried to quicken her pace. Unfortunately, she tripped over a hidden log and face-

planted into a pile of pine needles. 

   As I walked closer, I didn’t feel anything. No excitement. No happiness. Nothing. I 

stopped and watched the teenager scramble to her feet. She took off again, though she somehow 

managed to lose a shoe. I bent over to retrieve it and, her white sneaker in my hand, realized 

what my problem was: I was experiencing a mid-life crisis. 

 Mid-life? I sighed heavily. Damn. I really had been up at this lake for the last twenty 

years terrorizing the camp counselors. I didn’t even care if they were virgins or not. That was for 

my associate to worry about in the next town over.  

  Oh, sure, I’d had my dry spells when the camp would shutter its doors. A few years 

would pass, and people would tell stories about my achievements, which were often exaggerated. 

A new, positively hopeful and upbeat owner would show up, do some renovations, and revitalize 

the old place. Then I’d get back to my tasks.  

    This time around, I’d been back at it for two years. In the last few months, though, I had 

just been in a rut. It was always the same story: a boy and a girl would run off to be naked and 

naughty. The boy would take off to do who knows what. For cryin’ out loud, he was with a gal 

who was willing to be nude with him. Who runs away from that? The boy in the woods at camp 

does. Every. Stinking. Time. So I’d do my thing, and make some noise, and the girl would laugh 

and think the boy was playing a prank on her. Again, why would any boy choose that moment to 

play a prank? Girls are dumb, too.  

    I never cleaned up my messes. That had been part of the excitement: watching them be 

found. Oh, yeah. I was there to see the aftermath. The movies always get it wrong about us serial 

killers. We’re not looking through the bushes. I was standing clearly off to the side, but no one 

ever noticed me.  

 It wasn’t like I was dressed in camouflage to blend in with the forest. Teens just don’t 

pay attention. I love old band t-shirts. They’d been a wardrobe staple for years. It helped that 

campers left in a rush once I came around to do my tasks, so I’d get to rummage through their 

old stuff and get freebies. Lately, though, I could do without those skinny jeans. I mean, I’m a 

tall and lanky guy myself, but my balls still need breathing room. No wonder the birth rate was 

down. Everyone’s out there cooking their nuts in jeans that are too tight. 

   At these aftermath viewings, I’d even bring out my bag of candy corn and munch on it 

while enjoying their initial disbelief, then panic. Those were great times. 

  I dropped the shoe and watched the girl continue her crazy path through the woods. She 

was so far away now, and all I could think about was getting into my silk pajamas and eating 

some candy corn.  

   Grunting in frustration, I turned and trudged back to my house. It was a beautiful steel 

and glass home nestled in the woods. It had cost me a small fortune, but that’s okay. I have a lot 

of money. Being an heir to the paper clip fortune is quite lucrative. 

     The lights turned on automatically as I opened the door. I breathed deeply, enjoying the 



scent of my vegetable soup in the slow cooker. This recipe was particularly special because I had 

added rutabaga. I’m a sucker for that vegetable. I guess you could say I’m a sucker for any 

vegetable because I’m a vegetarian. 

      I kicked my boots off by the door and slipped into a pair of orange, fuzzy slippers. Ah, so 

much better. I shrugged off my red plaid coat and neatly hung it up in the secret compartment in 

the closet. It was heavily padded to make me look bigger and more intimidating. You know, I 

have an image to upkeep, and vegetarians just don’t put on muscle mass that easily at my age.  

    I didn’t have a weapon with me to put away. I never did because I believe in 

improvisation. Oh, sure, you’ve got your machete and kitchen knife, but me? Give me a rock or a 

pine cone and I’ll make good use of it. 

   My cell phone rang—not surprisingly, in an old-fashioned ringtone—and I hurried to my 

end table to pick it up. That was also a personal rule: never bring phones with you. You never 

know when your mom will call in the middle of a task. “Hello?” I answered, collapsing onto my 

plush, violet couch.  

    “Aristotle? This is Marty. From the town over.” 

     I rolled my eyes. Marty was your stereotypical killer as far as looks go. But man, the guy 

was such a dweeb. He had a high-pitched voice, which is why he never spoke while completing 

tasks. Actually, that’s why most of the silent and deadly types don’t speak. They sound like an 

animated mouse. “Yeah, Marty. I know.” 

   “Have a good night?” he asked, excited. “I sure did!” 

    “Good for you. What do you want?” 

   “Listen, I was talking to Reginald the other night, and he mentioned a resort for people 

like us. Said it’d be a great place to get away. They’ve got drinks in umbrellas and all the board 

games you can think of in the lobby! They’ve even got indoor sky diving for the thrill-seekers! 

That’s too exciting for my blood, but Reginald’s ready to borrow a meat suit and get crazy.” 

      I don’t know how much more relaxed a ghost can get, but times must be rough for 

everyone if Reginald needed a break from haunting. “They got a pool?” 

     “Who needs a pool when we can go rollerblading?” Marty squeaked.  

     “I’ll go if they’ve got a pool.” 

     “Of course they have a pool, silly! I’ll pick you up in the morning. Reginald already 

called shotgun.” Marty laughed as he hung up and I scowled. 

  Frickin’ ghosts. Such a pain in the ass. 

   This resort better be killer. 

 

  

      

 


