Night of Terror


The sounds of heavy machinery accosted Pete’s ears as he got out of the car. “What the hell?!” he shouted. “How are we going to get a good nights sleep at this crappy hotel with all that racket going on?”


“I don’t know, honey. Maybe they cut off here in a couple hours. It is almost dark, after all,” replied Jane, his wife of ten years.


“Well, I’m going to walk around for a bit to work out these kinks in my knees. Go see if our room is still reserved. Tell them that if these guys don’t knock it off soon, they’re going to hear from my lawyer!” ordered Pete.


“Ok…calm down. I’m sure they understand what’s going on.”


She glanced nervously at the work site as she made her way towards the hotel office. Huge backhoes and dump trucks were in the process of removing large amounts of earth for some sort of new development that was going in right next to the hotel. She also noticed large lights that, she assumed, would allow the workers to work late into the night.


Upon entering the office, Jane walked up to the counter to talk to the bellman that was standing there. “Excuse me. What time do they usually knock off over there at that work site,” she asked as she pointed out the window towards the newly created pit.


“Oh, ma’am. Sorry, they tend to work rather late. Sometimes, they quit working at ten or eleven at night,” he replied.


“Ok. We have a reservation for a room here. Is there any way we can get a room on the far side of the hotel away from all the noise?”


“Yes, ma’am. That is perfectly understandable. We also want to apologize for all this work. If you would permit me, I will take twenty-five percent of the usual room rate off due to the inconvenience.”


“That would be fine,” Jane replied. She glanced again out the window as the bellman ran her credit card through the machine. “I hope Pete understands,” she said to herself. She noticed the workers had stopped using the backhoe. A brief moment of elation passed over her, until she saw the job foreman walking towards where the backhoe had just moved dirt away. Something held his attention, but Jane couldn’t tell what it was.


“Here are your keys. You room is number 425. It’s on the far side of the building from all the work. If you find this room isn’t acceptable, please dial zero on your phone, and we will see what we can do. Please enjoy your stay!”


Jane thanked the bellman as she took the keys. 


After walking back outside, she walked towards the car. Pete was leaning on the other side of the car and was still stretching his legs.


“Well, what did they say?” he asked as she neared the car.


“The noise won’t be a problem as we’re on the other side of the hotel.”


“Ok, then. Let’s get our stuff inside so I can rest.”


Jane opened the door to their room, moved the last load of the luggage inside, and sat down on the bed next to her husband.


“See, the noise isn’t so bad in here,” she said.


“We’ll see,” Pete replied as he got up to go take a shower.


Jane got her key and walked out into the hallway towards the ice machine that was located halfway down the hall. It had gotten darker outside since she was last there, but the floodlights in the work area had lit up the window at the end of the hall. 


The gentle hum of the ice machine was the only noise she heard as she walked down the hall. Then, in the peace and quiet of the beginning of the evening, a blood-curdling scream pierced the night. 


 Jane stopped dead in her tracks trying to figure out where the scream had come from. Another scream erupted from outside the building. Jane ran the length of the hall to the window and looked out into the floodlit worksite. 


The backhoe that had done so much damage to the dirt was no longer upright. It sat on its side and had apparently knocked over one of the lighting structures. 


“What on Earth could have knocked over a backhoe?” Jane wondered aloud.


Another scream came from below her in the jobsite. Jane saw what looked to be several cables wrapped around one of the workers legs. 

It was then that she noticed that the cable was moving on it’s own. It began to wind its way up the workers leg and onto his torso. The man screamed again as he tried to push the cables off his leg. Nothing he was trying to do was working. After reaching his chest, the cable stopped moving upwards.

A scream worse than all the others came from the struggling man, and then was immediately silenced. The man’s body was torn into to pieces as the cable pulled apart. Blood sprayed into the air and landed all over the ground.

“Holy shit!” Jane screamed. She turned and ran down the length of the hallway back to her room. She turned the handle to the door, but it didn’t open. In a moment of panic, she thought that Pete had seen what happened and had locked her out of the room to save himself, then, she realized that the door had just locked on it’s own when she closed it. She fished in her pocket for the key to the room, and, upon finding it, opened the door. 

“Pete!” she yelled. “There is something very bad happening over in the worksite! You had better come see quickly!”

“Damn, woman. Hold on,” he replied. He got out of the shower and put on some clean clothes. “What happened?”

“Come see for yourself! The backhoe is knocked over and I just saw someone die!” Jane said as she began to cry.

“Let’s go,” Pete said as he entered the hallway. He ran the length of the hall to the window and looked out. 

“Ok, Jane…what kind of joke is this?” he asked.

“Joke? Look…it’s there. The man was torn to pieces right down there,” Jane replied as she slowly walked up to the window. She looked down and, aside from the overturned backhoe, nothing was wrong. 

“Pete, you have to believe me. There was a man right there next to that pit. He was torn to pieces!”

“Jane, the only thing that I see out of place is the backhoe. It obviously fell over due to the ground shifting or something. What’s this about a man being torn apart? There isn’t even any blood down there!”

“You have to believe me! There was a man right there that was wrapped up in some sort of cables or something. They tore him apart!”

“Honey, you’re just tired. Go take a shower, then let’s go to bed,” he replied as he began walking her down the hallway.

Behind them, unnoticed by either one of them, the floodlights that had been shining down into the pit, all fell over, plunging the worksite into darkness.

Jane went to bed after taking a hot shower. “Perhaps I was just hallucinating or something,” she said to herself. “It has been a long day, and we’re not at our home in Ruston. I just need some good sleep”

As she drifted off, she prayed that her dreams would be pleasant ones, and not dreams about men being torn apart by weird looking cables.

Jane awoke with a start and sat up quickly in bed. 

Something wasn’t right. She had always been a light sleeper, and the slightest of sounds could wake her up. What was it? What had caused her to wake up? 

She got out of bed, walked over to the door, and put her ear against it to see if someone was in the hallway making noise. There was just the sound of silence coming from the other side of the door.

Sighing, she made her way back to the bed. “Must have just been my imagination,” she thought to herself.

She lay back down and, after a few minutes of tossing and turning, was almost back asleep when there was the unmistakable sound of breaking glass somewhere in the building.

“I knew it,” she said out loud. “There is something going on.” She got up and put on her clothes. Once again, she went over to the door and slowly opened it. As she peered down the hallway away from the ice machine, she didn’t see anything out of the ordinary. She then turned her head to look down the long side of the hallway. For some reason, she couldn’t see all the way to the window on the far end of the hallway. “I should call the front desk before I go snooping around,” she said to no one in particular.

She went back inside and sat down on the edge of the bed. Pete rolled over onto his side facing away from her, still asleep. 

She picked up the phone and dialed zero. The phone rang three times, and then was picked up. 

“Front desk. How may I help you?” the person on the phone asked.

“Yes, this is room 425. I just heard what sounded like breaking glass out in the hallway or in a room or something.”

“Ma’am, it was more than likely someone rolling over and knocking over a lamp while asleep. That has happened before, and it will probably happen again.”

“Listen, I know the sound of breaking glass. This was definitely the sound of a window breaking, not a lamp.”

There was a brief pause on the other end of the phone. “Ma’am, I appreciate your concern, but there is no reason to be alarmed…Wait…what is that sound? Please hold on for a second.” There was the sound of a phone being placed down, then a chair being pushed away from a table.

After a few seconds of nothing, footsteps approached the phone again and the person picked up the phone again. “Must have been my imagination. I thought I heard something, but there is nobody in the lobby. Now, as I was saying…WHAT THE HELL! OH MY GOD!!!” and a scream came through the phone. 

Jane could hear the sounds of someone fighting and then the phone fell free from the person’s hand. There were muffled grunts and screams. Then she distinctly heard, “Oh God, please no more!” and there was a final loud scream and then nothing. 

Jane’s breathing was fast and her heart was pounding in her chest. Her shaking hands gently placed the phone back on the cradle.

 “Pete! Wake up, please! There is something serious going on here. I just heard another man die. Wake up!”

“What do you want?” a half-asleep Pete asked. “All I want is for this vacation to be over with, and all you can do is scream and yell at me in the middle of the night.”

“I’m sorry, Pete, but we have to get out of here. There is someone or something killing people in this building.” As if to punctuate her remark, a scream came from down the hall from their room. 

“Holy shit! Call the cops!” Pete said.

Jane picked up the phone and dialed 9-1-1. Nothing. The phone didn’t ring. There wasn’t even a dial tone. She said as much to Pete who then took the phone from her and dialed again with the same results. 

“Must be some terrorists or something,” he said as he put the phone back on its cradle. “We’ve got to get out of here.”

He jumped up quickly and put on his clothes and his shoes. “Let’s go!”

Jane quickly opened up the door and looked down the hallway. There was nobody there. She did notice that she could no longer see the ice machine either. “Pete, what does it mean? I could see the ice machine not a half hour ago, but now…it’s not there!”

“I don’t know. That is strange though.”

 Pete looked back towards the ice machine. “It’s there. And the elevator is right across from it. Let’s get on the elevator!” Pete ran down the hall towards the elevator.

“Pete, no! Don’t go that way!” Jane screamed at him. 

For a while, Jane could clearly see Pete running down the hall. Then, some weird looking tentacle snaked out of the darkness and grabbed Pete around the waist. With a grunt, he fell to the ground, screaming. “Get out of here, Jane! Run!”

A scream of grief escaped her mouth as she saw Pete being dragged towards the far end of the hallway. Mystified, Jane neither ran towards or away from the darkness. 

A snake-like tentacle emerged from the darkness and began to snake its way along the floor towards the nearest door. It gripped the handle and tore it off through sheer force. The door flew inward and the tentacle entered the room. A startled scream came from inside the room and moments later, the still-thrashing body of the screamer came out, wrapped up in the tentacle.

Another tentacle moved along the ceiling and broke the fluorescent light fixture, plunging another section of the hall into darkness. It continued on it’s way along the ceiling, breaking fixtures on it and the walls. 

In another part of the building, another scream broke out. This one broke Jane out of her trance and she turned and ran towards the stairwell. 

The sounds of screaming, breaking glass and sickening tearing sounds were all that Jane could hear as she made her way down the stairs. At the third floor landing, there seemed to be a strange crunching sound coming from beyond the door. Jane continued to make her way down the stairs.

On the second floor landing, she paused and put her ear against the door. Not hearing anything, she opened the door a little to see inside. What she saw there was not what she wanted to see, nor was it something that she would ever forget.

A huge tentacle, as big around as a car, had made its way down almost the whole length of the hallway. Smaller tentacles, just like those she had seen grab people and break lights, came off the end of the larger one at weird angles. In the center of the large tentacle was a very large mouth with many sharp teeth. All around the mouth were hundreds of eyes, all of them pointing at Jane.

 A smell of death and decay wafted over Jane. Her legs felt weak and she thought she was about to die. As her legs gave way, she fell backwards and let go of the door. The door was closing on its own because of the hydraulic arm when one of the smaller tentacles came through the doorway.  It quickly shot up and shattered the light on the wall directly above Jane’s head. 

Jane rolled away from the door and then ran toward it quickly. Her full weight slammed into the door and the door slammed shut, cutting off the tentacle. A very loud, startled scream came from the other side of the door as the creature pulled what was left of its tentacle away from the door. 

Jane didn’t wait around to see what was going to happen next, which is what saved her. As she flew down the stairs, the door exploded as the creature slammed its weight against it. 

She flew down the last bit of stairs and went out the emergency exit, setting off the fire alarm in the process.

The night air was cold on her sweaty body. Adrenaline was still pumping through her veins, but she didn’t know how much longer she would be able to stay alive, let alone how long she would get out of her present situation. She then realized that she had grabbed the keys off the nightstand for their car, and began to run towards it. As she rounded the corner of the building, she skidded to a stop on the concrete. The sight before her scared her even more than what she had seen in the building. 

From the pit that the men had been working in earlier, a huge tentacle came up out of the ground. The large tentacle that she had seen earlier was just one of the many large tentacles that the creature had snaked into the building.  Jane glanced up the side of the building and saw small tentacles snaking all over the outside of it and many large ones still in the building. 

All the lights were out in the area, having been broken by the creature or shut off when the tentacle creature had broken through the main power grid. The moon, which was unusually bright, was beginning to set and there was a faint pink glow in the east. 

Jane quickly ran and got into her car and started it up. Her headlights shone on the side of the building. The small tentacles that were enveloping the building slowly made their way toward her car.

 As the first rays of light broke through the surrounding buildings, the tentacles began to wrap themselves around her car. 

A loud shriek, louder than the one she had heard inside, erupted from the worksite. Smoke began to pour out of the pit and around the car. In many places along the building, flames erupted as the sunlight shone on the creature.  The tentacles surrounding the car burst into blue flames and then disappeared all together. 

Jane turned off her car and opened the door. The smell of burning flesh and putrescence met her, but she got out of the car anyway. The shrieking was extremely loud and she had to put her hands over her ears just to think clearly.

“It’s dying because of the sunlight. It’s allergic to the sun!” she shouted with insane glee. 

A huge fire had erupted in the pit. What had once been a huge tentacle rising out of the pit was now a huge pillar of fire. The fire reached down the length of the large tentacles and even into the building as it followed them. The building was burning on all sides. With a crash, the large tentacle that was rising out of the ground fell into the building, thus knocking a huge portion of it away. The building was unable to remain standing with many of its supports missing. It crumbled and fell into the pit, burying not only the ancient creature, but also her husband.


The sound of sirens woke Jane from her disbelief. She turned and looked down the road. Fire trucks, paramedics, and police vehicles were streaming into the area from both sides of town.


Jane stood, shaking, in the middle of the parking lot with sweat pouring down her face. A police cruiser pulled up in front of her as the firemen began to fight the fire.


“What happened here, ma’am,” a policeman asked her.


“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” she said. The last thing she thought about as she fainted into the waiting arms of the policeman was of her two fatherless children that she left at her parent’s house.

