CRIMEMACHINE

@brickfrog






In ninth grade my boyfriend and | got invited to his
friend's girlfriend’s house. Her parents are loaded.
Everybody wants to get in the hot tub, and rich girl

let me borrow a bathing suit.






I'm too busy worrying about my awkward 14

year old body to notice the strange pains in my
stomache. After about 10 minutes in the hot tub, my
boyfriend's friend starts screaming and pointing in

my direction. My jaw dropped.






The water around me had turned a horrible and
social-life-destroying shade of pink. The parents
made my mom pay to have the hot tub cleaned and |

moved back south.









A woman was getting
ready for bed and she
saw a white light outside

her bedroom. When she

looked outside she saw a
man dressed in pure white
with a glow coming from
him. He stared at her as
she stared back. She got
into bed and the glow
slowing faded away as if

the man was walking away.












it, the door closed, and the lift fell seven floors

killing everyone instantly.

Only one body wasn’t accounted for...

The man dressed in white.
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Growing up, I always wanted to go on a bike ride
at night, something about it seemed really cool to
me. It wasn't until I was 13 that my mom finally
let me. She told me to wear my helmet, have my
phone, take a flashlight, and she set the parameters
for where I was allowed to go. She gave me about 4
miles, which was a lot to me. So right after the sun
set, I was off.




I loved it. There were no people out walking their
dogs, no kids running around, the temperature was
perfect, etc.. It was really fun, so fun, that I ignored
the limits my mom set. You see, where I was biking
was all walking paths. It was one of those grassy
areas between two neighborhoods. There’s this long
path that went at least 600 feet at a 25 degree angle.
I was flying down this hill, having an absolute blast,
and darted right through the parameters.




My mom set these limits for a reason. Everything
on the inside was close to houses and people. The
outside, more specifically, the place where the path
I was on lead to, was barren. I rode along this path
for 10 minutes before I could only see some of the
lights of the houses on the inside of the limits.




After 15 minutes of riding along this dirt path, I
hear singing. It sounded about 30-40 feet in front of
me. I stop riding to hear it better. It was a woman’s
voice. She was singing Eleanor Rigby by The Beatles.
But she wasn'’t singing the words, just the melody

of the vocals. Her voice was strange. You know how
when you have phlegm in your throat, your voice
gets scratchy? That’s what her voice sounded like.




Iinch forward to try and see her. I get close enough
to see the silhouette of hair bouncing up and

down, like she was headbanging. I decide to get my
flashlight out. I'm thinking that maybe this person
is in need of help or something. Or maybe this is an
insane person and the light will scare them away. So
I take the flashlight out of my pocket, point it at her,
and turn it on.




The moment the light hit her, she stopped moving
completely. She was facing away from me. She had
disgusting hair that seemed to be sticking together

in clumps. Some of her hair was ripped off, too. She
was wearing a very over-sized, bright red hoodie. I
was almost too scared to move. I think she was, too.
I conjured up as much bravery as I could and said
“Sorry” in a very, oops-this-is-the-wrong-room, kind
of way. She didn’t respond.

I turned off the flashlight and put it back in my
pocket. Just as I was turning my bike around, she
screams. She screams in an awful, awful, high
pitched voice. I damn near shit myself as I throw
myself back onto my bike. I hear her voice getting
closer to me. I book it as fast as I can. I don’t look
behind me, and I don’t stop pedaling. Her screaming
grew quieter and quieter until it dissolved into the
howling of the wind.













As a little girl, my mother used to
talk about this nice old lady who
used to sit on her bed and stroke
her hair as she fell asleep.

My grandparents thought she was
just imagining it, and my uncles
thought the house was haunted
— but on the whole they just put
it accepted it as an overactive
imagination.



One day, their housekeeper sees
a woman coming out of the little
girls’ bedroom. Screaming, she
runs her with a broom and tackles
this real-life woman.






This old woman used to live in
the house and moved nearby, but
since they didn’t change the locks
when they moved in, she kept
letting herself into the house at
night and gently petting my mom









I




Mike’s great-great grandmother, ill for quite
some time, finally passed away after lying in

a coma for several days.



His great-great grandfather was devastated beyond
belief, as she was his one true love and they had been
married over 50 years. They were married so long
it seemed as if they knew each other’s innermost

thoughts.



After the doctor pronounced her dead, his great-
great grandfather insisted that she was not. They
had to literally pry him away from his wife’s

body so they could ready her for burial.












That night he woke to a horrific vision of his wife
hysterically trying to scratch her way out of the
coffin. He phoned the doctor immediately and

begged to have his wife’s body exhumed.



The doctor refused, but Mike’s great-great
grandfather had this nightmare every
night for a week, each time frantically beg-
ging to have his wife removed from the

grave.



Finally the doctor gave in and, together
with local authorities, exhumed the body.

The coffin was pried open...



and to everyone’s horror and amazement, my great-
great grandmother’s nails were bent back and there

were bloody scratch-marks on the inside of the coffin.
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I ran into her room and she was

wide awake sobbing in bed

saying she had a nightmare that a man in
a scary clown mask came in her room and

started stabbing her.
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When | was 16, this guy called
my house asking for a “Mark”.
I politely told him that there
was no Mark living in the
house, and he had the wrong
number.

He continued talking to me.
He said, “You have such a
beautiful voice!” “You are so
funny” etc.



I wasn’t even saying anything
to him, except “You have the
wrong number...” and “You
sound drunk.” etc.

I hung up on him about 5 min-
utes into the creepy conver-
sation. | thought that was the
end of that, but | was wrong.



A week later, this guy showed
up at my house, asking to see
me.

My sister called me down, and
| went outside to talk to this
man. (I should add, he was
about 30 years old).

He asked, “Do you know who
lam?”



Me: No...

Him: We talked on the phone
about a week ago. Wow, you
are so beautiful up close.

Me: Up close?

Him: crying | love you so
much!






He tried hugging me but |
punched him in the “area”,
ran inside, and said, “fuck
you! Go away before | call the
police!” He didn’t leave, so |
called the police.

Turns out this guy had been
stalking me for about two
months.

He called me to try and start
some sort of relationship, but
since it didn’t work, he went
crazy and came to my house.



He didn’t try touching me,
besides the hug. He did spend
a little time in prison, and was
put on medication.

Eventually, he apologized to
me saying that his wife left
him for his best friend. He
went to the park to get some
air, which is when he saw me.

Apparently | looked a lot like
his wife, and became obsessed
with me. He is doing good
now, and actually is extremely
ashamed of what he did. It’s
still the creepiest thing that
ever happened.

To know that someone was
watching your every move
for a whole two months... it’s
weird.



Edit: | DO NOT STALK MY
STALKER.



My lawyer keeps tabs on him
to make sure whatever he is
up to isn’t involving whatever
I’'m doing. She often updates
me on how he is doing. Him
and his wife got divorced, and
he now has a girlfriend. He’s
extremely involved in church,



and does a ton of community
service. | really feel awful for
the guy. He went through such
a tough thing, and | guess see-
ing me sparked that “crazy”
part of his brain. Anyways, he
is doing better. That’s all that
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Massey was a soldier unfortunate
enough to cross me, his
commanding officer. He did

not live to regret it. There was
something very satisfying in the
moment when | thrust the tip of
my sword into the soldier’s heart

during our duel.



I watched him fall to the ground
with the satisfaction of a job well
done.

The men under my command
seem depressed in the following
weeks. They mention Massey
frequently, but | ignore their

conversations.



One night, | retreat to my
chambers to sulk and soon was
joined by a delegation of men
who were friends of Massey.

I am surprised and delighted
to learn that they had come to
their senses and now saw the

impertinent lieutenant for the



cheat he really was. We share
a round of drinks and laughed
together. I'm afraid | drank far
too much that evening.

The other soldiers suggested we
explore the lower dungeons.
That sounded like a fine idea

to me. We set off in merry



spirits, drinking and singing

and laughing, our voices echoing
through the narrow passages.
Deeper and deeper we went.

My head started spinning and my
legs felt like rubber after all that

drinking. | am afraid | passed out



from drunkenness, to my shame.
When | came to, | was lying on
my back with my wrists and
ankles shackled to the floor.
Drunken men, fooling around, |
thought.

“Very funny, lads,” | called out.

“Now set me free.”



The soldiers didn't answer me.
A moment passed and Massey’s
best friend appeared in the
doorway, holding mortar and a
mason’s trowel. The other men
began handing him bricks and
| realize that the soldiers are

bricking up the entrance to the



cell in which | lay shackled.
“Very funny,” | said again.

No one answered me. They
worked in silence, laying brick
after brick until one row is done,
then two.They were playing a
nasty joke on me.

Then Massey’s best friend paused



in his work and looked directly
into my eyes. At that moment

I realized that this is no joke.
Scream after scream ripped from
my throat as | struggle against
my bonds. But the dungeon was
too deep within the fort, and no

one heard my screams.



They were on the final row of
bricks. | was reduced to bribery
now, using my wealth in an
attempt to escape my fate.

No one listened to my bribes. |
watched in heart thudding horror
as the last brick is put in place, as

the last chink of light faded from



my sight. | have been entombed
alive in the deepest, darkest
dungeon of the fort. | howled in
panic, writhing against the iron
manacles binding hands and feet
and twisting my body.
Eventually I fell back against

the floor, my wrists and ankles



saturated with my own blood.

My fingers were torn and throbbing
from their intense scrabbling against
the hard floor. | found myself
weeping angrily, though | have
never shed a tear in my lifetime.

The agony of the thought sent

me writhing again in spite of the



horrible pain racking my wrists,
ankles, and hands. Daylight. | must
see daylight again. Just once more.
“Don’t leave me here to die alone!
Don’t leave me!”

But | was alone, and the sheer brutal
horror of it overwhelmed me. My

eyes strained against the complete



and utter darkness, and | wondered
if they were even open.
Dear God, | can‘t get out. | can’t get

out. | CAN'T GET OUT!






The Legend ol
MOTHMAN




On November 15, 1966,

two young, married couples from Point Pleasant,
David and Linda Scarberry and Steve and Mary Mal-
lette, were traveling late at night in the Scarberrys’
car. They were passing the West Virginia Ordnance
Works, an abandoned World War II TNT factory,
about seven miles north from Point Pleasant, in the
2,500 acre McClintic Wildlife Station, when they
noticed two red lights in the shadows by an old gen-
erator plant near the factory gate. They stopped the
car, and reportedly discovered that the lights were
the glowing red eyes of a large animal, “shaped like

a man, but bigger, maybe six and a half or seven






feet tall, with big wings folded against its back”,
according to Roger Scarberry. Terrified, they
drove toward Route 62, where the creature sup-
posedly chased them at speeds exceeding 100
miles per hour. However, as quoted in Keel’s The
Mothman Prophecies, the Scarberrys, despite
driving more than 100 miles per hour, claimed to
have noticed a dead dog on the side of the road,
and in fact made such accurate note of its location
that they claimed to have gone back the very next

day and looked for it.



Explanations for how they were able to make so
accurate a mental note at a time of such great distress,
or why they would go back to look for the dead dog,

are not included in Keel’s book.



The following night, on November 16,
several armed townspeople combed the
area around the TNT plant for signs of
Mothman. Mr. and Mrs. Raymond Wams-
ley, and Mrs. Marcella Bennett, with her
infant daughter Teena in tow, were in a
car en-route to visit their friends, Mr. and
Mrs. Ralph Thomas, who lived in a bun-
galow among the “igloos” (concrete dome-
shaped dynamite storage structures erect-
ed during WW-II) near the TNT plant.

The igloos were now empty, some owned



by the county, others by companies in-
tending to use them for storage. They
were heading back to their car when a
figure appeared behind their parked ve-
hicle. Mrs. Bennett said that it seemed
like it had been lying down, slowly ris-
ing up from the ground, large and gray,
with glowing red eyes. While Wamsley
phoned the police, the creature walked
onto the porch and peered in at them

through the window.






On November 24, four people
allegedly saw the creature flying over the
TNT area. On the morning of November
25, Thomas Ury, who was driving along
Route 62 just north of the TNT, claimed
to have seen the creature standing in a
field, and then it spread its wings and flew
alongside his car as he sped toward the

Point Pleasant sheriff’s office.



On November 26,

Mrs. Ruth Foster of Charleston, West Virginia
reportedly saw Mothman standing on her front lawn,
but the creature was gone by the time her brother-in-
law went out to investigate.

Further, on the morning of November 27, the crea-
ture allegedly pursued a young woman near Mason,
West Virginia, and was reported again in St. Albans
the same night, by two children.

A Mothman sighting was again reported on January
11, 1967, and several other times that same year. Few-
er sightings of the Mothman were reported after the

collapse of the Silver Bridge, when 46 people died.



The Silver Bridge, so named for its aluminumn paint,
was an eyebar chain suspension bridge that connect-
ed the cities of Point Pleasant, West Virginia and
Kanauga, Ohio over the Ohio River. The bridge was
built in 1928, and it collapsed on December 15, 1967.
Investigation of the bridge wreckage pointed to the
failure of a single eye-bar in a suspension chain due
to a small manufacturing flaw. There are rumors that
the Mothman appears before upcoming disasters, or

that the Mothman causes disasters.









| grew up in New Mexico and was always
very into the ouidoors, niking, carnging),

rock clirnoing, eic.



One surnirner whnen | was 19 | weni on a 4
day/3 night carnging irio near rny parenis’

nouse on rry owr,



Mighnt sound weird but | had been o inis

area rmany tirmes and it was quite safe,









When | carne back and developed rny
filrn, there were 8 exira pictures thai |

dicn’t take.






.. of me...sleeping.



One gach nigni. None of rny siuff was

rrigsing or stolen.,
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be confused, giving you just enough time to run away.
There are many rumors about how Kuchisake Onna
got her horribly disfigured mouth. Some say that her
slit mouth is the result of plastic surgery that went
horribly wrong. Others say that she was injured in a terri-
ble car crash. Some even believe she is an escaped mental
patient who was so demented that she cut her own mouth

apart.



According to one legend, years ago, in Japan, there lived a
very beautiful woman who was extremely vain and self-ab-
sorbed. Her husband was a very jealous and brutal man and
he became convinced that she was cheating on him. In a fit
of rage, he took a sword and slit her mouth from ear to ear,
screaming “Who will think you’re beautiful now?” She be-
came a vengeful spirit, and began wandering the streets of
Japan, wearing a surgical mask to hide her terrible scars.

The Slit Mouth Woman’s reign of terror began.






In 2004, South Korea was plagued by reports of a red-
masked woman who was chasing children.

In 2007, a coroner found some old records from the late
1970s about a woman who was chasing little children, but
was hit by a car, and died shortly after. Her mouth was
ripped from ear to ear.

There are many rumors about how Kuchisake Onna
got her horribly disfigured mouth. Some say that her slit
mouth is the result of plastic surgery that went horribly
wrong. Others say that she was injured in a terrible car
crash. Some even believe she is an escaped mental patient
who was so demented that she cut her own mouth apart.
According to one legend, years ago, in Japan, there lived

a very beautiful woman who was extremely vain and self



absorbed. Her husband was a very jealous and brutal
man and he became convinced that she was cheating
on him. In a fit of rage, he took a sword and slit her
mouth from ear to ear, screaming “Who will think
you're beautiful now?” She became a vengeful spirit,
and began wandering the streets of Japan, wearing a
surgical mask to hide her terrible scars.

The Slit Mouth Woman’s reign of terror began in
the spring and summer of 1979, when rumors began
to spread throughout Japan about sightings of the

Kuchisake-onna hunting down children. The story



spread like wildfire and actually created scares in many
towns. Police increased their patrols and schools sent
teachers to walk students home in groups. In 2004, South
Korea was plagued by reports of a red-masked woman

who was chasing children.



In 2007, a coroner found some old records from the late
1970s about a woman who was chasing little children, but
was hit by a car, and died shortly after. Her mouth was

ripped from ear to ear.
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and knee, tucked into the fetal position, occa-
sionally glancing at Marie before returning to
the creature.

In a flurry of motion, the creature scrambled
around the side of the bed, and then crawled
quickly in a flailing sort of motion right along
the bed until it was less than a foot from Mark’s
face. The creature was completely silent for about
30 seconds just looking at Mark. The creature

then placed its hand on his knee and ran into



the hallway, leading to the kids’ rooms. Marie
screamed and ran for the light switch, plan-
ning to stop him before he hurt her children.
When I got to the hallway, the light from the
bedroom was enough to see it crouching and
hunched over about 20 feet away. He turned
around and looked directly at Marie, covered
in blood. She flipped the switch on the wall

and saw her daughter, Clara.



The creature ran down the stairs while Mark and
Marie rushed to help their daughter. She was very
badly injured and spoke only once more in her short

life. She said “he is the Rake”.



Mark drove his car into a lake that night, while
rushing Clara to the hospital. They did not survive.

Being a small town, news got around pretty quickly.
The police were helpful at first, and the local news-
paper took a lot of interest as well. However, the
story was never published and the local television

news never followed up either.









BEFORE

CLIMB!NNG INTO
BED, A MAN



SETS DCWN
A GLASS OF

WATE" AND



AN ASPIRIN
ON HIS WIFE'S

SIDE TABLE.
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My family and | went out to the lake
one day and my Dad accidentally

dropped his cellphone into the water.



| was sitting by my dad while he was

working on his laptop and he says,



“That’s weird...my old number is calling
me.” So he answers it and a confused

look appears on his face.












@CASSANDRAVINDICATED



When I was a younger man, around 18, I was driving
back home from a couple of hours away when a
freak storm came on. I was on a small two-lane
highway and found myself blocked by a felled tree.









Being a country boy, I immediately reversed
direction trying to do a country mile around
the tree. This is where you take the first road,
go a mile, turn and go a mile, turn again and
go a mile to get around the obstruction.



Well, on the second “parallel” leg, the road starts
to get all curvy and becomes a tree tunnel. Creepy
as fuck. I go for more than a mile and there is

no side road, I turn back and go what I think is
further than I originally came and no side road.



I turn back thinking I missed it. Bad mistake. I end up
losing all sense of direction and have no idea where

I am. Keep in mind there is a freak thunderstorm all
around me.



I put over to think for a minute and I get the
weirdest feeling that 'm going to die. The feeling
instantly became near certainty. I have no real
life-threatening risk around me, just creepiness.
Doesn’t matter, I still feel it in my bones.



There was pen and paper in my glove box, so I grab
it and start writing a note to my family about how
much I love them and how sorry I am that I had to
leave. I really thought I was going to die. I sat there
for an unknown amount of time. Just waiting.






Eventually the feeling passes and I continue
on. I find my side roads, no problem.



When I get home I was told that my cousin
had been in a near fatal car accident and
it was touch-and-go for awhile.






Thing is, my cousin and I are ridiculously
close, like broken-arms close.



I'm convinced to this day that I was
feeling what she was on that night.
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