
    
      [image: Cover]
    

  

[image: Feedbooks]

The Last to Fall - Joe Dean #1 (Sample)

Glynn James





Published: 2011

Tag(s): "dark fantasy" "paranormal fantasy" "fantasy action"
"horror action" "cthulhu horror" "glynn james" "joe dean" horror
adventure demon paranormal zombies zombie demons undead
cthulhu




They say this world fell in less than a year and that it
ended right here in this city.




At least that’s what I was told. Right here, amongst these
tattered ruins that look like the desolate skeleton of a once
thriving civilisation. It was here that the last stronghold of
resistance collapsed under the sheer overwhelming numbers of the
dark minions. They say that the leader of that last stand was also
the very last defender to fall.

Some say that Nua'Lath himself tore the man apart and ate him,
every last piece.

What's that? No son, I'm not trying to scare you at all, but
you're old enough now to know the truth about some things, like
where your old man came from, and what I've seen and learned in all
the years that I've walked these lands.

You see that blackened mark on the ground over there? Yeah,
that's the one. That's where the leader of the folks that tried to
make a last stand here fell. That's where he died, fighting to try
and defend his people. Sounds like a tragic tale doesn't it? Well,
I guess it is in a lot of ways, but people did manage to survive
and there are remnants of that lost civilisation scattered all over
the place.

I've stood here before you know, many times. All but two of
those times I was alone. A long time ago I stood here with the man
who brought me to this world in the first place, and the other time
was with a friend that I will never forget for as long as I
live.

Did you know that I came from a totally different world? Of
course you do, your mother may joke about it, and you and your
sisters find that funny, don't you? Daddy's a xeno. Well, it isn't
all a joke, boy. I really did come from another world.

I can't tell you where it is, the place that I came from. I
don't even know if it's in this universe or another one. I've never
truly understood that part. Sometimes when I stand alone looking
out at the stars at night I wonder if one of those stars has a
planet circling around it that holds my past. I guess that's
something I'll never know, but it doesn't stop me searching the
skies at night.

Why don't we sit for a while? I'll tell you how I came to this
place.

 

It was an age ago, a long time, seems like just yesterday
sometimes, but it's been a lot of years since I first took a step
out on the sands of the eastern deserts. He brought me here, the
man named Joshua.

I was still quite young at the time, but I'd had a hard life
back on my home world. I fought in a war that left me scarred both
physically and mentally, and when I got back after the war, to a
city called London, I tried time and again to make my own way, but
I always seemed to get myself in trouble of some kind, always made
the wrong decisions.

One day I was so desperate that I'd had enough, and I got the
stupid idea in my head that I would end it, right there and then.
Yeah, I know that sounds hard coming from your dad, and it's
something I'd never even consider again, but at that time my life
seemed so pointless that I didn't want to live it anymore. I want
to tell you this so that if ever you come to a time in your life
that you are thinking the same, you can remember how much my life
changed afterwards, and remember that nothing warrants that end. If
I had finished things then I would never have come here, never have
met your mother, and never have had you and your sisters. I would
have missed a whole life that I didn't know was coming. Remember
that, always.

Anyway, that night I got a rope and I made a noose and then I
hung it up from the rafters of the cafe that I had been running for
a couple of years with a friend of mine called Reg, a place I named
The Caff, and then I prepared to end my life.

That's when Joshua turned up. I was standing in the middle of
The Caff, with the noose hanging down in front of me and a chair by
my side, plucking up the courage to take the last step. He didn't
even knock the door. He just opened it, stepped right in and stood
there watching me. You know, to this day I believe that the door
had been locked.

He was a strange looking fellow to say the least, and he wasn't
dressed in clothing that I recognised. He wore a long black coat
that looked like it was made of some sort of leather, but not
quite. And his eyes, I'll always remember his eyes. They had a
glimmer to them that was unnatural. He was carrying a rucksack and
wore this belt that had far too many pouches hanging off of it. I
wondered if he was going to try and sell me something, but a few
seconds of looking at him made me think otherwise.

"Do you need assistance, or can you do it yourself?" he asked.
That's right, that's the first thing he said. Damn well offered to
help me kill myself.

"No I'm just fine, thank you."

I didn't know how else to respond.

"Maybe you could serve me a drink, Joe. Just one last one over
the bar, and we can talk, and then I will leave and you can get on
with your business."

He knew my name and that made me nervous.

I served him as he asked, just a neat whiskey. He didn't have
any money and didn't even offer to pay, but that didn't bother me.
I think in some way I needed him to turn up at that moment, needed
someone to talk to, someone to listen to for a while, just so that
I could get my head around what I was preparing to do after he had
left.

We talked for hours, mostly about random things, things that
don't matter to anyone. I also told him all about my past, about
the war, about life in Gallowshill, London, which was the place
that I lived in and where The Caff was. It was a pretty run down
and miserable place to live. All the time we were talking he never
told me a single thing about where he came from, or what he
did.

At some point later on the two of us just stopped talking and
sat there quietly. That quiet seemed to last for a long time, but I
would imagine it was just a few minutes.

Then he spoke again.

"I have an offer to make you, Joseph Dean." He said, looking me
straight in the eyes, "One that you should consider as a serious
alternative to your current plans."

I peered at him for a moment, wondering just what he might want
of me.

"What kind of offer?"

"I want you to do a job for me."

"A job? What kind of job?"

He lit up a cigarette and leaned over the bar.

"The kind of job only a man who has nothing left might be
willing to do. I need you to go somewhere that you have never been
and find something for me."

"Go on."

"It will mean leaving this place behind and probably never
coming back. I will give you everything you need to complete the
job, and I will take you there as well. At least I will take you to
the place where you can start looking."

"What's the pay?"

"There is no pay."

"What you mean? No pay? Nothing?"

"Where I will take you, you won't need money. It would be of no
use."

"Then what is in this for me?"

"A new start. A new goal. A new life. To find what I am looking
for might take you years, maybe even decades, but I assure you that
it is this most important job that you will ever have to do."

I poured myself another whiskey, threw it back, and then
another, and then I looked over at the hangman's noose in the
middle of the room.

What else did I have?

Nothing.

I had nothing to lose, and anything that I gained had to be
worth something, didn't it?

A new life a long way from Gallowshill.

"You say I won't be coming back?"

"Probably not."

"Not ever?"

"Not ever."

"Okay I'm in. Let me get my things".

Five minutes later and we were standing out the back of The
Caff, in the yard. I had everything of any value stuff into an old
case, my hat and my coat on and I was ready to go wherever this man
was going to take me.

Sounds ridiculous doesn't it?

Of course I had no idea where it was that we were going, and if
I said that I was a little surprised when he took out this small
device from his pocket and pressed a button, I wouldn't be
understating.

A few yards away from us, right in the middle of the yard where
the weeds were starting to grow tall, a door opened.

Yeah, I mean a door, sitting there in the middle of nowhere, not
attached to a wall or anything. That sounds strange enough doesn't
it boy? Strange indeed, but even stranger was what was through the
door.

On our side of the door it was the middle of the night and the
only light around was the dim glow of the few street lights that
still worked. Through the door it was daylight, and I mean bright
daylight. Not only that, there wasn't even a street through that
door. It opened out onto an open plain of bright sand that seemed
to stretch for miles and miles. It was a desert like none that I
had ever seen.

I stood there with my jaw almost bouncing off of the floor, not
able to comprehend what i was looking at.

"Are you ready to go there?" Joshua asked me as he pointed
towards the door, and the desert beyond.

I didn't know what to say.

"Where is that? How is that?" I blurted.

"It's another world Joe. Another world."

"What? You mean like a real other world? Not Earth?"

"No. Through there is a world called Gaia."

"But that's not possible is it?"

"Is it not? It's there, right in front of you. All you have to
do is step through the door and leave this place behind forever.
You're needed there, Joe. I need you to do this for me, and I think
you need to do this as well. I will give you a minute and then you
can either walk back into that run down hole, string yourself up
and end it, or you can step through the door, and I will follow
you. Your future is waiting for you, Joe, and it doesn't have a lot
of time to waste."

You know son, to this day I don't know why I even had to think
about it. I was standing there in the darkness out the back of my
run-down cafe, where barely an hour ago I was preparing to kill
myself, and I was wondering whether I should step through the door
into another world or not. It was the simplest of choices, and I
knew it.

My choice really did come down to dying or living.

I chose to live.

I chose to step through that door. I also turned and looked back
through the door at The Caff one last time. He was right, it was a
hole, a dive, but I was going to miss the old place and I took just
the briefest of moments to say my goodbyes.

A moment later Joshua followed me through, pressed a button on
that gadget of his and the door simply popped out of existence,
leaving me standing in the sand next to a man I didn't even know,
on an entirely different world.

The heat hit my like a fist. A wall of humidity. I'd just
stepped from the cold and wet of England into the blazing desert of
another world. I looked around and was dazzled by the sheer
enormity of the land that stretched out of me in all directions.
Miles and miles of burning sand.

That was when I noticed the vehicle just sitting there in the
sand, nearby. It was a huge, metal monstrosity that looked like
something out of the old comics. It had eight wheels and was
covered in armoured plating of some kind. I turned back towards
Joshua to ask him what it was, but I felt something hit the back of
my head and that was me out cold.

 

You hungry son? I am. Open up that bag and get us out some of
that pastry your mother made.

Yeah, sure, I'm getting to it. Don't you worry, I started this
story and I'm going to finish it. Split that in two and pass me
some. Smells good doesn't it? Your ma sure is a hell of cook.

 

So where was I? Oh yeah, knocked out.

I woke up, lying on a bed with a headache like I had been
drinking whiskey for a whole week. I was in a small room with just
a dim light up on the ceiling and the only furniture was the bed I
had been sleeping on. I felt the back of my head, where I had been
hit, but it was just fine. The headache came from something else.
Just at the top of my neck was a small bandage. I pulled it off and
felt underneath it. There was some kind of puncture wound that was
healing up. It hurt.

I went for the door, deciding that I had made a seriously bad
decision stepping through that doorway of Joshua's, and I needed to
escape somehow. To where? I had no idea, but I wasn't sticking
around. After two attempts at staggering over there, I hung from
the door handle, taking deep breaths. I'd never felt so rough
before, even during the war I'd never felt this bad.

The door wasn't locked and it opened out onto a corridor with
many other doors on it. All of them shut apart from the one at the
far end, about thirty feet away. I could hear music coming from
somewhere, and I staggered slowly down the corridor and out into a
huge hangar that looked like some kind of vehicle repair garage. It
reminded me of the field camps from the war, where mechanics would
work day and night.

 Right in the middle of the hanger was that monstrosity of
a vehicle that I had seen in the desert the moment before I had
been hit, except it was in bits, well, some of it was, looked like
half of the engine was sitting on the floor around it and a bunch
of the armour panels were lying in a pile nearby.

"You're awake, good."

It was Joshua. I hadn't seen him when I walked into the hangar,
but he was sitting at a table not far away, tinkering with a pile
of electrical junk. I was about to get angry with him, ask him what
the hell he thought he was doing, but he spoke first.

"I apologise for the whack on the head. I thought it was
necessary. There was something I needed to do and I didn't think
that you would agree to it by choice."

My head was still thumping and I leaned against the wall next to
me. More deep breaths as a wave of sickness swept over me.

"What did you do to my neck?" I managed to blurt out.

"I injected you with a serum."

"A what?"

"A serum. It's a fusion of antibodies and nanites."

What the hell had he put in me?

"Nanites? Anti… what the hell are those?"

"Everyone who is part of the Resistance has the injection Joe.
It's something that you will depend upon in years to come."

"Resistance? What do you mean? Explain yourself."

Joshua put down his tools and took a deep breath.

"I'm a member of an organisation called The Resistance, as you
are now. In particular I deal with the worlds that have already
been attacked."

"Attacked? By what?"

"Nua'Lath's horde."

I hauled myself over to a chair and sat down.

"Okay who is this Nua'Lath fellow, and this horde, what is
that?"

"Nua'Lath is a creature of immense power and even greater evil.
He goes from world to world, destroying all life or enslaving it
into his armies. He doesn't leave anything behind and has murdered
countless billions of people on countless worlds. The Resistance
has been trying to stop him for centuries. Though, we haven't
succeeded yet, only slowed him sometimes."

This was too much for me to take in all at once. I leant back
against the chair and hoped that my head would stop spinning
sometime soon. Joshua carried on talking, but I could barely make
out everything he was saying, let alone make sense of it all.

"The serum that I injected into your bloodstream is a mixture of
various medicines that will keep you alive. You won't die of old
age, Joe. You also won't get older. In fact you may even get a
little younger, at least physically you might. It also works to
keep you alive and heal you much faster than your body would
normally be able to. Even to the point of regenerating lost limbs
if given enough time. It is a technology far more advanced than you
have experienced on your home world. As I said, I apologise for the
manner in which I administered it, but I felt that you might not
agree to allow me to inject you, and the process afterwards is
quite traumatic as your body adjusts itself. It also takes a
significant amount of time. We discovered a long time ago that the
best way to administer the injection was to render the recipient
unconscious first. It helps speed up the recovery."

"How long have I been unconscious?"

"Two weeks."

"Two weeks? What the hell? How? I've been lying in that bed for
two weeks? Why am I not hungry? I should be dead from starvation by
now."

"You've changed, and that is another aspect of the serum. You
won't need to eat quite as often, nor quite as much, though if you
give it a few hours you will be very hungry. You may feel sick for
short periods during the first few weeks after this transition, but
trust me. You'll thank me for it later."

"Sure, thanks a bunch."

Trust him. The man asked me to trust him.

 

Yeah that's right son. That is where it all came from. The same
blood that runs through your veins came from what I was given back
then. Your sister's are the same and your mother, though how she
got to be that way is an entirely different story, and one for
another day.

 

I stayed with Joshua for quite a while, weeks or months. He
taught me so much in that time, much more than I had learned in my
entire life up until then. Survival techniques, combat, weapons,
you name it and he taught me it.

He also took me out in his armoured truck quite regularly so
that I could get my hand back in using guns again, though the ones
that we used were very different to anything that I had ever
experienced. Shredders, you know them pretty well, I know, but I
had never fired a thing like that before.

We used to travel back out of the town and into the desert a few
miles. There were always a few leftover horde creatures wandering
around out there without a purpose or a clue where they were.
Mostly deadwalkers of different types, you know the sort I mean,
you've seen them at a distance out on the town borders before.

Joshua was an endless resource of information about the horde.
He'd dealt with them his whole life on many worlds and in all their
forms. Whenever we spotted something new he would tell me all about
them, you know, how he thought they came to be, what their
weaknesses were.

I remember the first time I ever saw a creature from the horde,
about two weeks after I had woken up in that bed in Joshua's place.
It was a thing like I had never seen before. Some kind of cross
between a massive dog and a panther is about the best I can give
you. It had fur that stuck out all over the place and a mouth full
of teeth that were far too big for its head. The eyes, you wouldn't
believe the size of that thing's eyes, they were as big as my fist.
Joshua said that it was called a Maw.

"It's unusual for them to be enslaved into the horde," he said,
"They originate on a planet that I visited a long time ago, and
they don't succumb to any of the evil practices that Nua'Lath and
his creatures use to enslave. The Resistance has been on friendly
terms with the Maw for a long time, but occasionally one or two are
captured when they are very young and that is the only time that
they are susceptible to being twisted to the horde, when they are
mere puppies that don't know any different."

He looked almost sad to see the thing growling at us from down
in the sand. Now, I've learned since then that he was right about
them, and they are the closest to a loyal ally that the Resistance
has, but that day, looking out of the hatch on top of Joshua's
war-truck, all I saw was a ravenous wild thing with eyes as bright
as the sun, and it only wanted one thing, to kill us.

"If ever you see a Maw that has been turned, kill it as quickly
and painlessly as possible."

Joshua used the turret on the front of truck to blow the thing
apart with one shot. Damn thing wouldn't have even known it was
coming.

We spent hours in the lockup, working on the truck, working on
weapons. I learned how to fix and maintain pretty much everything
that was there. I'd done some mechanics in the past, but nothing
like this, nothing so advanced.

Eventually that had to come to an end and I had to get out there
into the world and try to do the job he brought me there to do. He
was moving on you see, that's what he did, move from world to
world. He was a recruiter of sorts, and spent his time searching
for people like me. I don't know how he found them, maybe some kind
of gift that was unique to him, he never said, but he had to move
on all the same.

One day when I hauled myself out of bed and went to the hangar,
ready to start my lessons for the day, he was gone. I could tell
something had changed even before I walked out of the corridor. It
was quieter than it normally was. I sped up and almost burst into
the main hangar.

He'd left a note on the table that we both used to eat breakfast
at. He'd even left me breakfast.

 

Time to begin your task.

You may not think that you are ready, but you are. One of
the best students I've had in all my years.

Find out how this world ended.

Find out where the last resistance fell.

Find out why.

Find something important about this world that The
Resistance can use to fight Nua'Lath.

Use the device to call me when you can answer all of the
above. Not before.

Stay alive.

Good luck.

Joshua.

 

That was it. That was what he left me. A note and a small
pendant with a tiny gadget attached to it.

I looked around the hangar. The vehicle was gone and so was a
lot of the junk that had covered the sprawl of tables that Joshua
had used to repair kit, but on one table was a neatly arranged
rucksack, two modified shredder shotguns, some heavy duty clothing
that would provide some protection from teeth and claws, and a few
other essentials.

I couldn't believe he had just taken off like that and left me
on my own. I didn't even know which direction to walk in. Now,
after many years of travelling I see why he did it. He didn't know
which direction to send me in, and I would probably have protested
if he had tried to leave. I simply had to get on with the job at
hand.

I spent the rest of the day collecting up whatever equipment I
could find that might be a useful addition to what he had left me.
I didn't need ammunition for the shotguns. They were modified
weapons and would run off of the small cell batteries inside them
for years, probably forever. As I said before, I'd spent hours
firing those weapons and getting used to the strange hissing sound
they made, and what range they were best at.

'Shredders' he called them, some kind of advanced weapon that
was beyond my knowledge. Whoever heard of a gun that didn't need
bullets? Well, here they were, and two of them, sawn off and
modified shotguns, just like I had grown to like. Joshua preferred
handguns and always carried four of them with him, but I still
couldn't let go of the reassurance that holding a shotgun gave me.
I may not have known how to build one of them, but Joshua had made
me sit for hours and hours whilst I learned how to strip them down
to their basic parts and put them back together. I could easily fix
them if they broke, unless it happened to be the power cell, and I
found a small stash of a dozen of those in a box next to the
rucksack.

I slept in my room for one last night and early the next morning
I stepped out of the hangar door, pushed it shut behind me, and
walked out into the middle of the road. You see, after Joshua
knocked me out, he drove for the best part of three days and a
thousand miles before we reached the hidden workshop that Joshua
stored his stuff in. He'd been using the place for years, mostly as
a repair shop, but also occasionally it had played host to his
latest recruit. That's right. I was one of a long list of
Resistance additions that he had trained there over the years.

Joshua's place was hidden away at the back of an old gas filling
station in the middle of a large, abandoned town that had once been
called Sellville. He said he found it a long time ago and that it
was the only place he had come across that could be locked up and
hidden away that had a decent collection of working machinery. It
must have once been a mechanics yards or something, because there
was almost everything you might need to repair, well, just about
any kind of vehicle.

So, there I was, standing in the middle of the main road through
Sellville, without a clue which way to go. North, South? The road
led straight on and out of town into the desert in both directions,
and it occurred to me that I hadn't the slightest idea what was in
either direction.

I did the only thing that I could think of. I took a coin out of
my pocket, flipped it, watched it land on heads, picked it up, and
turned and walked off North.
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Chasing
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There is an old man sitting in a bed on Angel ward, telling
stories. He says he has to tell someone, because he is dying. He
says he doesn't care if you believe the tales are true or not,
because he is not sure that half of them ever happened at all.

Reg Weldon claims that he has seen things that would make your
skin crawl.

He claims a lot of things...

"I was born four seconds before the strike of midnight, on the
31st December 1900. As far as I know that makes me the last person
to be born in that century. My mother, god bless her soul, she may
well have been the first person to die in the century that
followed, because no sooner had I taken my first breath, than she
took her last."

Chasing Spirits is a Paranormal Fantasy novel



	


Diary
of the Displaced - (Entire novel) (2011)
There is a place where nightmares come true.

It is a dark and terrifying place that is hidden from the world
we know, by borders that only the most unfortunate of souls will
ever cross.

James Halldon woke up in the dark, alone, without any food or
water, and without a clue where he was.

And it only got stranger.

"Of all the places I had to end up, it had to be here."

Diary of the Displaced is a Paranormal Fantasy novel, giving a
detailed account of his struggle to survive, whilst trying to
understand the strange, dark, terrifying world in which he is
trapped.

If it's dark when you wake up, and you can hear growling, then
close your eyes and maybe it will go away.

But maybe it won't.
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The Journal of James Halldon continues with the third novel in
the series.

After escaping from The Corridor with DogThing, Rudy and Adler,
James discovers that the world awaiting him outside is just as
harsh as the one he had left behind.

The horrors that he had escaped from, that lurked in the
darkness, would continue to haunt him in the bright sunlight of The
Broken Lands.

Will he find a way to recover his memories?

Who was the creature that hunted him in The Corridor?
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