
    
      [image: Cover]
    

  

[image: Feedbooks]

The Broken Lands (Diary of the Displaced #2) - Sample

Glynn James





Published: 2011

Tag(s): "dark fantasy" "paranormal fantasy" "fantasy action"
"horror action" "james halldon" "diary of the disp" horror
adventure paranormal zombies zombie werewolves ghost journal diary
cthulhu displaced







Please note that this is the second book in the Diary of the
Displaced series.

 

* * * *

 

My memories have not completely gone…

It's strange. It seems as though memories that are built in, the
sort of memories that you learn so well that they are instinct,
have remained. But any knowledge of who I am or where I came from
is still missing. I'm not sure how I can describe it. Anything
about my past prior to waking up in The Corridor that I have to
think about to remember, is gone.

The device must have damaged me in some way, but how, I don't
know. I look at Adler and Rudy, and although they are technically
dead, they still know who they are, or who they were when they were
alive. They have complete recollection of most of the things that
happened in their lives. I seem to have none.

I'd hoped to get answers from DogThing, and I think I pushed him
too far with the barrage of questions, to no avail, though. My
conversation with him was not as clear as I had first hoped. After
first speaking to him when we had just escaped from The Corridor,
his answers had been clear in my mind, but I soon discovered that
his understanding of my questions was very vague. He wasn't even
able to grasp some concepts that I considered simple.

"How did we get into The Corridor in the first place?" I had
asked him.

"We just went in."

That was all he could muster, and he seemed confused at even
that. 

"But we got in there somehow," I pressed. "Was it a door, like
the one that we escaped through?

"Door is confusing."

"But you told me to close it."

"I knew it must be closed."

"How?"

"He must not come through."

"But how did you know that it was the right escape route?"

"You knew."

"What do you mean, I knew?"

"You knew to escape through the door and you
knew he would follow, and that it must be closed. I only know what
you know."

"You really only understand what I understand?"

"Yes."

"So do you know who I am?"

"You are James."

"But what am I? Where do I come from?"

"From where we have been."

I could tell that he was as confused as I was, and that he
didn't really understand most of what I was asking him. I stopped
asking questions when he began scratching at the floor and making a
low whining noise. He was uncomfortable.

"Have I angered you?"

"No, of course you haven't. I just hoped that you might be able
to help me find out who I am. I was hoping to learn more."

"Did I not? You are James."

"Yes. Thank you."

I let him be and sat there quietly, staring at the wall,
wondering where to go next.

 

It didn't take long to find another journal to write in, not
even hours, let alone days. DogThing took me to a place where there
was one.

"You will want your things."

I turned to him. He was sitting in the doorway of the run-down
building that I had just slept in. He looked like he was frowning
at me. I thought he meant the pack and the few belongings that
still lay at the back of the room.

"Yes, I'll get them in a bit. I'm not sure where we are heading
yet. Kind of a bit lost."

"No I mean the things you left here."

My turn to frown.

"What do you mean?"

"The things that you hid near here, long before
we went into The Corridor. You knew you might want them. If you
came back this way."

"I left things here?"

Now I was curious.

"Yes. It was long before we came into The
Corridor. I think. Come. This way."

How could he remember that I hid something here, but he couldn't
tell me who I really was? It had to be something to do with the
complexity of the memory. I was sure of it. Was he also suffering
from some kind of memory loss?

"Did you lose your memory too?"

"No. I don't have a good memory like you.
Things go."

A good memory? I could barely remember yesterday.

I quickly packed away my stuff and stepped back out into the
street. Across the road, some of the maw that had been sleeping out
on the pavement, stirred and began to wake up.

"Are we leaving already?" asked Rudy.

"DogThing wants to show me something."

Rudy and Adler looked puzzled, but didn't question me. I'd
forgotten that they didn't even know that DogThing and I could talk
to each other now.

I followed DogThing along the side of the road, skirting around
burned out cars and piles of rubble. We turned left at a crossroads
after a hundred yards or so. Across the street I could see a
boarded up building, with the front door wedged closed by a plank
of wood. That was where DogThing led me. I forced the plank away,
drew my blade and stepped into the dim light of the shop entrance.
My eyes were more comfortable in that room than they were in the
bright sunlight outside. Spending so much time in the dark had left
me a little sun-blind.

DogThing shuffled past me and headed to the back of the shop. He
scratched at a door that was at the side of what would probably
have been some sort of small storage space or staff room at one
time.

"In there."

I tried the door but it was jammed shut and I eventually just
kicked it in.

Dogthing hadn't been joking about a stash.

"I left this here a long time ago, you say? Not recently."

"Yes and no. We haven't been this way in a
while. I don't really remember."

A rucksack was perched against the back of the small closet,
next to a long brown jacket that looked like it was made of some
sort of tough leather. The shoulders were reinforced with armour
plates of some kind, as was one side of the chest panels and the
elbows. It looked and felt like some kind of hard plastic. I didn't
recognise it, but I somehow knew that it was mine, and wasn't at
all surprised when it fitted me perfectly. Underneath the jacket
was a pair of trousers made of the same leathery material, and some
loose armour that looked as though it should strap around my lower
legs.

Why had I left all this stuff behind? Why leave a stash?

It didn't end there. There were boots, long ones with toe-caps
that were studded at the end. In the rucksack was a treasure trove
of tools and food supplies, and lying behind the rucksack was a
utility belt that made the one that I was wearing look like a
kiddie's toy.

And then there were the guns.

I hadn't a clue why I would have left these behind anywhere, let
alone before I went into The Corridor. Why would I have gone in
there and left guns behind? Maybe there was a good reason, maybe I
knew before I went in there what was likely to happen. It puzzled
me.

Handguns. Four of them. Yes, four. That's too many handguns
isn't it? Why did I need so many? There was even a holster for each
of them, with a strap to hold them in place. Two of them attached
neatly to the sides of the utility belt, but it took me a lot of
messing around to figure out where the other two were supposed to
go. I finally settled on strapping them around my thighs so that
they sat just below the two on my belt. There were worn marks on
the trousers that suggested I had chosen correctly.

I picked up each of the guns and felt very strange as I did my
best to check that each of them was in working order.

How did I know? Instinct. Had to be. There was no other way to
explain it.

Not one of the guns had an ammunition clip, just some kind of
built in mechanism and a clip-in battery no bigger than a cigarette
lighter. These guns didn't need ammunition and they didn't fire
solid bullets. It didn't make sense to me but I knew that it was
correct. I couldn't even remember ever holding a gun, but they felt
comfortable in my hands, as though they had been worn away by my
using them over time, or maybe they were made for me.

After ten minutes or so, I left the shop and stepped back out
into the road with all of my new found gear, which had apparently
been put here by me.

Adler was standing a few feet away and looked bemused as I
walked back out into the sunlight. Then he saw the guns and
frowned. Rudy caught up with us. I don't think he wanted to leave
the birds nest behind.

"Where did all that lot come from?"

I nodded my head at the door to the shop.

"In there. It would seem that I left all this behind when I went
into The Corridor."

"Oh… but how did you know? I thought you couldn't remember
anything. Are your memories coming back?"

"No." I smiled and looked down at DogThing. He was sitting on
the pavement a few feet away.

 "He told me."

Adler looked surprised.

"DogThing told you?  You can talk to him?"

"I can now, yes. It would appear that he was with me all along.
I couldn't hear him or understand him very clearly at the time,
when we were in The Corridor. Not until we destroyed the mirror. I
occasionally used to hear a voice talking to me in my head, but it
never occurred to me that it was him. Out here we can talk to each
other. Sort of."

"That's incredible," said Adler, with a smile. "You can actually
communicate with the maw! Or is it just him? What about the rest of
them?"

"Only with DogThing. He is different to the rest. We're
connected in some way. He says that I raised him from when he was a
puppy."

"Amazing. But of course that explains so much." Adler began
pacing the pavement. "He has followed you ever since the two of you
met in The Corridor, but what you are saying is that he was there
with you right from the start. That explains why, does it not? The
other maw, they were native, or at least had lived there a long
time. It explains why he even looks different."

"He does?"

"Have you not noticed how the other maw have bigger eyes? They
are struggling with the sunlight and always hiding in the
shadows."

Adler pointed at DogThing.

"He isn't having any problems with it."

"I don't like the dark."

I laughed. I'm sure Adler thought I was laughing at his comment
because he joined in.

"It's not funny."

"We're not laughing at you my friend," I said, giving DogThing's
head a quick pat.

Then I realised something.

"DogThing, can you understand what the others are saying?"

"Not really. Some. They are not as clear as
you."

"How so?"

Adler and Rudy looked confused. To them I suppose it was a one
sided conversation.

"Can he?" asked Rudy.

DogThing barked. I'd never heard him bark before. It sounded
more like a human's hoarse cough. Nearby, some of the other maw
jumped at the noise.

"He says he can, sort of, but not clearly. But then most of the
time he can't really understand me either."

"What do you mean?" asked Adler.

"I've asked him all manner of questions, but he can't grasp some
of what I'm asking. I asked him about the door, and our escape, but
door was beyond his understanding."

"Well, he is a dog," said Rudy.

"What?"

"He is a dog," he repeated. "Would a dog know what a door
was?"

"Why, yes," said Adler. "Of course, you are right, Rudy. 
You may be able to converse with DogThing on some telepathic level,
but that doesn't mean he understands you any better than any other
dog, or maw, would. His mind is still that of a canine, of sorts.
He may know what a door does, but not necessarily what it is."

"Oh," I said, shaking my head. It was obvious really.

 

The maw had been on edge ever since we left The Corridor, always
keeping to the shadows and out of the sun. Most of them had been
hiding in the ruined buildings along the street. I saw movement in
the ruins directly across from us, and recognised one of the bigger
maw, just edging out of the entrance. Most of the buildings didn't
have doors or windows anymore, just empty concrete shells rising
floor after floor. Some of them must have been ten floors high at
least, and a few of the ones that I could see in the distance were
easily ten times that. Huge, monstrous, empty shells that would
once have been home to thousands of people were now just home to
the sparse wildlife.

I couldn't imagine how long this place had been left here,
abandoned. It was probably decades or maybe even centuries. Even
the tallest of the buildings had a web-like skin of overgrown
creeping plants reaching nearly to the top. Just along the road, at
the very bottom of a tall building, the roots of one of the
creeping plants had grown to such a size that I could have mistaken
it for a tree trunk. It was easily five feet thick and had broken
up the pavement and even part of the road around it.

"So where now?" asked Rudy.

I didn't answer straight away.

"You know, I have no idea."

I looked either way along the street, wondering which way to go.
No clues. Now that we had escaped from The Corridor I had no goals,
no aims.

Then I noticed the movement. It was a long way off, down the
street that led away from the bigger buildings, but it was moving
very fast towards us. DogThing must have noticed it at the same
time, because his head shot round to face it and he lowered himself
to the ground, growling. Then the other maw reacted. I could see
them taking positions in the doorways of all of the surrounding
buildings.

Adler and Rudy looked in different directions, confused.

"A kre'esh"

"A what?" I whispered back.

"A kre'esh. Nua'lath's lizard pets. It must
have picked up our scent, or your scent. If it sees us then
Nua'lath will know where we are. We will be hunted."

I crouched down and waited for it to get nearer, and yet again
an instinct that I didn't know I had, made me draw one of the
handguns and take aim.

Crack.

The sound was much quieter than I anticipated. I had expected a
loud bang as the gun went off.

At least a hundred yards away the creature tumbled to ground,
sliding along the road, to lie motionless. A cloud of dirt and dust
rose into the air. Three maw darted out of the building closest to
it and dragged it back into their refuge in the ruins.

I stood up, holding the gun out in front of me. I don't remember
ever firing a weapon before, let alone being a good shot. As I
stared at the gun, a glowing, blue indicator on the top lit up and
then turned white.

Where the hell did I learn to fire a gun?

"We should go, there will be more. They are
never alone, always a pack."

"How many?"

"I don't understand. There will be many."

"Okay. You were here when we went through the door. Do you know
where we came from before going to The Corridor? I mean the last
place we went to. Can you lead us there?"

"Yes, it is that way."

DogThing turned and took a few steps towards the direction of
the huge buildings, towards what I suspected was the centre of the
city.

"How far?"

"All the way through, and out into the big
sand. Many rests."

"Then let's get going."

I explained to Adler and Rudy and they agreed that we should get
moving. As we made our way along the street heading further into
the city, I wondered if the maw would come with us. They did,
pouring out of the surrounding buildings and following us along the
street as we weaved our way through wreckage and fallen walls.

"There are many minions in these dark
places."

"Minions?"

"The dead ones that walk again."

"The same as the ones in The Corridor?"

"Yes, some, but others are different. The
plague carriers, the ones that make the humans sick and die and
become one of them. They are also here. Somewhere."

It was a haunting sight walking through the streets of the city.
As we made our way towards the tallest buildings where there was
even more wreckage, I saw countless ruined and empty shops. The
remains of a long dead civilisation were everywhere I looked. I've
never seen so many skeletons. In places they littered the streets
or lay crumbling inside rusted vehicles.

We searched some of the shops as we passed, but there were no
supplies to be found anywhere. Everything of value had been picked
clean a long time ago.

Worse than the remains of the dead were the bodies that hung
from lampposts and buildings, strung up by ropes or chained to fire
escapes. I suspected that these people had been executed, and it
made me ache with wondering who they were and why they were slain
so brutally. Were they looters? Were they criminals that the local
populace put down, taking the law in to their own hands when
civilisation began to fall apart? Had something more monstrous done
that to them?

I guessed that I would never know.

By the time it started to get dark we had travelled quite a way
into the city, and the tall buildings stood around us on either
side of the road. Immense, empty shells covered in the same
creeping plants, rows upon rows of glassless and hollow windows,
gaping holes of darkness that could hide all manner of hideous
creatures or haunting scenes that I really didn't want to see.

Day 40

I had expected to be woken during the night by the noise of a
fight, but there had been nothing. Whether or not the maw had been
keeping any danger away, I didn't know. I still thought that I
would have heard something. DogThing's warning about the plague
walkers had me on edge. It had all of us on edge. The closest I can
think of to his description were the very first zombies that I
encountered during my first days in The Corridor. They had been
different to many of the creatures that I had seen after that. Most
of the zombies in The Corridor were more like twisted and tortured
abominations than the walking, rotten things that I now envisioned
occupying the dark recesses of every building in the city. I was
just waiting for them to come pouring out of the darkness, groaning
for my blood, or whatever it was they hungered for.

It rained heavily, a torrential downpour that pummelled the
ground and the buildings around me. The street outside had become a
river that ran strongly enough to sweep a man away. Water poured
through gaps in the structure around me, leaving few places dry.
The maw that shared the building that I had chosen to sleep in had
made their way up onto the second floor. I joined them, huddling
against the wall next to one of the empty spaces where a window
would have once been. There was no way that we would be able to
leave whilst this weather kept up.

How could the street be so dusty and dirty if it rained like
this? Shouldn't it all be washed away?

Day 41

The rain stopped during the night, and when I awoke this morning
most of the flooding had subsided. Somehow all of the water that
had deluged the city overnight had drained away. As I leaned out of
the window and looked up the street, I could see that there were
small pools dotted about everywhere, but most of the flooding had
gone.

I hauled my pack onto my back and set off down the stairwell,
then out into the road. DogThing had slept on the stairs not far
from where I had made camp for the night, and he shook his head
groggily before following me out.

"Everything good?" I asked as I passed him on the stairs.

"Good."

I noticed that Rudy and Adler were not there. When I had gone up
the stairs to the second floor, they had stayed out on the road. I
sat watching them from the window for a while and the river
obviously made no difference to them. They seemed to find great
amusement at being able to stand in a torrent of rain that must
have been more than a foot deep, the water rushing past them at an
incredible speed. I vaguely remember them still wandering around
out there when I finally drifted off to sleep.

I looked in either direction and called out a few times, but
there was no answer.

Should I have kept moving and hope that they were somewhere
nearby? I hesitated, and stood in the middle of the road as
DogThing sat on the broken pavement a few feet away.

Finally I saw them, far away, down the road, as they came out of
one of the buildings. Rudy stopped and waved at me.

After a few minutes I caught up with them at a crossroads in the
street. The road opened up into a large square, surrounded by
buildings that might once have been huge shops. All around the
square were smashed up and rusted vehicles, many with the skeletons
still sitting in the seats. It was something that puzzled me. What
had killed these people so fast that they hadn't even managed to
get out of their cars? I wondered if that wasn't the case, and that
they had locked themselves in their vehicles to avoid what was
outside.

The fronts of many of the empty shops had crumbled and
collapsed, spilling out broken masonry, and dry, splintered wood
onto the paved ground. I shivered as I noticed a pair of skeletal
feet sticking out from underneath a pile of bricks just a few feet
away from me. Had that person been crushed, or had they died long
before the building covered them?

Rudy and Adler were staring wide-eyed at something that I
couldn't see until I got nearer to them. As I approached, it
appeared as though they were looking into open space, but then I
got closer and the object of their fascination came into view.

It was a hole.

This one was nothing like any of the tiny holes that I had seen
after the storm in The Corridor. This was much larger, big enough
that I could have walked through it if I chose, but the view on the
other side caused me to step back.

Flames burned in the dark place beyond the hole and the fire was
so violent that I was surprised that it didn't lash out at us. An
endless blaze of inferno rippled across a landscape that was
blackened and scorched.

I heard a quiet growl behind me and glanced back to see that
DogThing had caught up. He was shuffling around uncomfortably.

"Strange isn't it?"

It was Adler. Rudy was just standing there shaking his head.

"The heat doesn't even travel through to this side, but I
wouldn't want to step through it."

I wondered how long they had been standing there, watching the
fire burn, and it occurred to me that I hadn't known that Adler and
Rudy could even feel heat or cold.

"When did you find this?" I asked, stepping sideways to see if I
could see more of the landscape at a different angle.

"Last night whilst you were asleep," said Adler. "Rudy and I
decided that with the entire maw pack around, you were safe to be
left alone, so we decided to take a wander, have a look around.
There are more of them, dotted about, holes, I mean, but this one
is the biggest by far."

"They all seem to lead to the same place," said Rudy.

"This burning place," said Adler.

I peered through the hole again, trying to make out any kind of
detail through the flames that might have given me a clue as to
where it was, but I couldn't recognise any of it. Visibility was so
distorted and blocked by the fire that seemed to be consuming
everything.

Then I saw movement amongst the flames. It was distant, but it
was there.

"What's that?"

I pointed.

"Oh, yes. There is that as well," said Rudy. "We couldn't figure
out what it was. It hasn't come close enough for us to make it out
amongst the flames. It's been wandering around all the time and I'm
certain I saw it through one of the other holes, but Adler doesn't
think that possible. Not the same one."

Adler shrugged. "That the holes are all connected to a single
other place is curious enough, but that they could all be close
enough to show the same location just seems a little unlikely."

I took a step back, a feeling of loathing somehow creeping under
my skin. Something was very wrong with what was moving around in
there.

"How in hell's name does anything manage to survive in
that?"

"It is quite feasible that a creature could exist, whose make up
and physiology is so different to ours that the fire could be their
natural environment. It would be highly irregular, but not entirely
impossible."

The creature, if that was what it was, was now moving closer to
the hole. I could make out a humanoid shape, but it didn't move
like a human would. It stumbled around and its steps were jerky and
sharp.

"It's coming nearer," said Adler. "Maybe we will see it this
time." He stared through hole, oblivious to the danger that my
instincts were now screaming about.

 Stumbling, clumsy steps carried the apparition slowly
towards us, until it was within a few feet of the hole, and then
the horror of what was staring back at us took hold of me, and by
the reactions of Rudy and Adler, they saw it too. I took yet
another step backwards as I heard the growls of DogThing getting
louder behind me.

"James, get away," stuttered Rudy as he backed away from the
hole.

Adler didn't move. "Wait, we don't even know if the creature can
even get through the hole, or even see us."

It could see us. Or in the very least it could see me. The
skeletal inferno was staring directly at me with piercing, cold,
white eyes that I felt would burn their way into my soul if I
stayed there much longer. It was so humanlike that I swore it might
once have been a person, except all that remained now were bones,
blackened but somehow glowing. Was this hell itself that I was
staring at? Was this the fiery abyss for those who were to burn
forever as their punishment? Was the creature staring back at me
through the hole once a living person who was now condemned to burn
forever?

Then it stepped through the hole.

"It might not be hos… " said Adler, but he was cut off as the
searing heat burst from the creature and blasted into our world,
behind me I heard the sound of something catching fire and over to
my left a few pieces of scattered wooden debris turned black and
burst into flame.

The heat was staggering.

I vaguely heard Adler shouting over the tremendous noise that
erupted all around me. A shape moved past me quickly. It was Rudy,
heading away from the flames and the heat that now seemed to be
engulfing everything.

Then it was gone, leaving the crackling sound of the fires that
were already burning around us.

I opened my eyes, stunned, and looked around. Adler and Rudy
were standing a few feet away, looking as shocked as I felt.
DogThing was crouched by my side, panting, with steam rising from
his fur. I was crouched on the floor.

"That was close."

Over near where the hole had been was a leg, or at least the
blackened and glowing bones from a leg. Smoke was rising from it
like it would a camp fire that had just been put out.

I looked down, frowning, and I noticed that one of my guns was
lying on the ground next to where I was now kneeling. Somehow I had
collapsed to the ground, and in my left hand I held the compass key
tightly, so tight that my knuckles were pale and blood now trickled
down my arm.

Something had happened as I fell to the ground. As much as I
tried to comprehend it, I couldn't. Somehow I had acted on instinct
once again. Without even thinking about it, I had pulled out the
key and closed the hole.

I wished that I could remember how.

For a while, no one said a word, and I was aware of the maw
moving around us, but my mind was cloudy and confused.

Finally I got a grasp of myself.

 "I'm going to bottle up some of the rain water and then we
should head out again," I said. "I'd like to get out of this place
today if we can."

Rudy nodded.

We didn't get out of the city that day. Weaving in and out of
the ruins slowed me down and about five miles or so later through
the ruins of the city we found a building that still had some doors
intact, so I made camp again and blocked up the door, leaving
DogThing on guard outside. I tried to persuade him in, but he was
stubborn. As the sun began to drop behind the skyline of the city,
the rain came again, and the streets flooded as they had
before.

Still no sign of any of the plague walkers.

Day 42

I woke up with a stinking headache, wrapped the towel that I'd
been using as a pillow around my head and sat there, sweating,
hoping it would go away, or someone would come and take me away.
Eventually I gathered up my stuff and pulled away all of the junk
blocking the doorway. DogThing was on the hood of a rusted car just
across the street and was already sitting waiting for me when I
finally managed to unblock the door and step out onto the
street.

Adler and Rudy had been investigating some of the buildings
during the night and I followed them down the road to a run-down
supermarket that still had an almost intact front. The main door
was rusted shut and I pulled hard on it for about five minutes
before it broke free and nearly fell on me.

It was dark in there, but there was just enough light coming in
through the broken windows that I was able to pick my through rows
and rows of shelving and stacks of old goods. The place stank of
old, dried up food and something even worse that I didn't try to
identify. The floor was littered with broken glass and bits of
ceiling tiles that had cracked and broken, bottles were strewn
across the floor. Everywhere I stepped there was something to
avoid.

At the back of the shop was what they had brought me there for.
Most of the tins of food on the shelves were cracked and useless,
but on one of   the top shelves was a whole row of canned
soup, untouched and potentially still edible.

I looked up and down all of the aisles and finally found what I
was looking for next. Near the front of the shop, hidden behind a
collapsed shelf was a stack of small, wheeled shopping bags. They
were the kind that came with a handle to pull them along with. I
took the least damaged, and threw my old rucksack into the bottom,
and then wheeled the thing back round to the cans, loading it with
everything that looked useable.

Also found a small box of disposable cigarette lighters and a
stack of musty but still clean towels.

Then I noticed the hardware section of the shop. There were
knives, cutlery, cooking pans, everything, stacked up high. By the
time I pushed the trolley back out onto the street the trolley was
nearly full. It would slow me down even more trying to haul this
thing through the ruined streets, but I wouldn't last very long
otherwise.

Rudy and Adler had gone back outside during all of this and were
waiting for me out on the street.

Rudy grinned as I stepped out into the sunlight.

"We thought you'd find a lot of stuff in there. We really did
look all over the place, but a lot of what we found didn't look to
be much use."

"We also found a few things that we are best avoiding," said
Adler. He pointed up the street to a huge shop front that looked
like it might have been some kind of furniture store. "In there, on
the second floor are dozens of what look like zombies. They are
just lying around on the floor or standing still looking into thin
air. They didn't notice us, though we didn't try to go too close.
We didn't want to wake them from whatever slumber they were
in."

Plague walkers.

"Right," I said. "Let's get out of here then."

"How far do you think it is to the edge of the city?" he asked,
as I walked away.

I was just about to answer that I had no idea, when I heard a
clattering noise nearby.

I span around, looking to where the noise had come from, but
there was nothing there.

DogThing sniffed the ground, but looked puzzled.

"I can't sense anyone."

Another noise right behind me, near where several cars were
parked along the side of the road.

I reacted too slowly and a moment later I was standing in the
middle of the street with the end of a double barrelled shotgun
pointing at my chin.

"Easy now," said the stranger. "Nobody do anything rash and no
one needs to get hurt."

DogThing growled and crouched down low, ready to pounce. Adler
and Rudy stood perfectly still, both with shocked expressions. I
could hear the movement of the maw around us as they surrounded us,
but it made no difference. I was still at the mercy of whoever held
the gun.

I couldn't see all of his face, only his eyes. He was wearing
what looked like a long leather duster coat similar to my own and a
brown Stetson hat that was worn and ripped. He wasn't carrying just
one shotgun, but two, both of them double barrelled, both of them
pointing straight at me.

He shifted his weight and looked slowly around.

I just stood there, perfectly still, with a handgun in each
hand, but neither of them pointing in a direction that was useful.
I wasn't aware that I had even drawn them.

"Who are you?" I asked.

"I think I'll be the one who asks the questions for now if you
don't mind. Now if I pull this away from your face are you going to
be nice? One flick of this trigger and you won't have a head
anymore, but that isn't what I'd really like to happen."

"Then what do you want to happen?"

Something moved on the edge of my vision. It was distant and
barely noticeable, but I had to fight back the urge to turn away
from the man that now held me at gunpoint. Something was moving
towards us, and fast, but it seemed that no one else had noticed
it.

"Danger is coming."

"Well, I was kind of hoping that we could sort this out
amicably… " he said, but was cut off mid sentence as I shouted.

"Get down!"

I dived to the side as the kre'esh tore between us. I had only
just in time recognised what was approaching. It was so fast that I
almost hadn't reacted quickly enough, but I dived one way and the
stranger leapt back towards the nearest car. The kre'esh barrelled
across the road and collided with some of the maw, sending them
all, including the kre'esh, tumbling to the ground.

 

Then everything went crazy.

 

The air shifted around me and I rolled sideways, coming back up
just as another kre'esh bolted through the space that I had just
occupied. I wasn't fast enough with my gun, but the stranger was,
and as the creature raced towards him, he lowered a shotgun and
blasted it from barely three feet away. The creature exploded into
a mass of flying body parts that splattered the ground and the car
next to me. I looked directly across at the stranger, who was now
leaning, wide-eyed against one of the car wrecks.

I span around and looked along the street to where the kre'esh
had come from, just as another leapt up onto the top of the car
next to me a lashed out at me with its teeth. This time I didn't
hesitate, and raised my gun and shot the thing in the face. I
hadn't known up until that point if I even had the courage to stand
and fight with these new weapons, but it seemed that instinct was
more powerful that courage. It flew backwards just as two more
kre'esh came leaping over the car, bearing down on me. The roof of
the car buckled under their weight and a single intact window
exploded into shards of glass that scattered across the ground.

I raised the other gun and fired, knowing that the second
kre'esh would surely have me. The first kre'esh screeched and fell
off the back of the car as the other bore down on me, but a hard
shove on my shoulder sent me stumbling sideways and down onto the
pavement amongst the glass as several large, black maw collided
with the kre'esh in mid air. I barely saw them vanish over the
other side of the car, taking the second kre'esh with them, as I
hit the ground.

I hit that ground hard, and tried to stumble back to my feet,
crouching behind the car again as DogThing's friends poured over
the area. The street on the other side of the car that was
protecting me became a mass of teeth and claws as I realised that
there weren't just a couple of kre'esh, but dozens of the damn
things.

A shotgun blast went off behind me, and I span round again just
in time to fire two shots straight into the kre'esh that had
knocked the stranger to the ground and was about to bite down on
him. The man hauled the dead body off, grabbed the shotgun that had
been knocked from his grasp and raced over the gap between us, to
join me by the car.

Another kre'esh managed to break free from the battle and jumped
over the car towards us, but we were both ready and it was sent
flying back into the fray by the blast of a shotgun and my
handguns.

More kre'esh were rushing down the street towards us in what
appeared to be an endless stream of the glistening, black
nightmares.

Two of the kre'esh leapt clean over the ruckus that was blocking
the road and both the stranger and I ducked down behind the car as
they came crashing into the clearing. One of them hit the ground
and tumbled away, not getting up quick enough before I shot off two
blasts into its side, sending it crashing into one of the cars
opposite. It still jumped up and made a dash for us, but DogThing
sped past us and clamped his jaws on its neck. The thing thrashed
and screamed but DogThing kept it pinned down until one of the
black maw jumped over me and landed on top of it, crushing the
creature with its weight.

That didn't stop the other one, though. It landed hard, but on
all fours, and darted around the back of a car as the stranger
blasted away with his shotguns. Another maw chased after it, but
the kre'esh was faster, and as it came thundering around the other
side of the car and raced straight towards me I dropped my two
handguns that were still re-charging and grabbed for the other two,
but I knew I wasn't going to be fast enough.

I rolled sideways, desperately throwing every bit of strength I
had into getting out the creature's way.

A shotgun blast behind me made my ears ring and I felt the
creature hit the ground barely a foot away from me.

 

Then it was over.

 

The whole fight had lasted for only a few seconds, but it had
seemed like hours as time appeared to slow down.

I stayed down on the ground, breathing hard and watching the
stranger just a few feet away from me doing the same.

He looked over at me.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Yes, you?"

He nodded again. "I'm all good here."

There was quiet for a few minutes before he spoke again. Only
the noise of the maw moving around us broke the silence.

"I have been travelling the roads of this land for years and
I've never seen anyone stupid enough to be inside one of the cities
other than myself."

"We were just leaving."

He nodded, still getting his breath back.

"Leaving from where? What were you doing here? What did you find
here?"

"Nothing. We found nothing."

The stranger didn't take his eyes off of me.

I wasn't sure that I wanted to tell him the truth, but I
couldn't think of a good lie, and we had just saved each other's
lives.

"We arrived here, through a door."

"A door? What kind of door?"

"A portal. A gate."

He squinted at me.

Around us the maw were gathering in large numbers. For a moment
I saw the stranger's eyes give away a hint of fear.

"You know how to move between worlds?"

I took a deep breath.

"No not really. It was by accident."

"I don't want any trouble," he said looking around. At least
twenty of the big, black maw were watching him. I'd have wet myself
if that had been me, but although I could see the fear in his eyes,
he was still holding it together.

"Me neither," I said.

I nodded at DogThing.

"Ask them to back off."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes."

"It is done."

The maw backed away and relaxed a little. Some of them broke off
and headed back towards the buildings that they slept in. Others
began dragging the bodies of the kre'esh away.

The stranger heaved a sigh of relief and holstered his
shotguns.

"Thank you for that. And, well, we already established that
neither of us particularly likes the local fauna. Any reason why we
can't get along?" he asked.

"That would be good," I said.

I holstered both of my handguns and then offered him my
hand.

"James Halldon. Pleased to meet you."

He glanced at my hand and hesitated, but then he shook it.

"Reginald Weldon. Happy to meet you also, James. You can call me
Reg."
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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.
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The Broken Lands 
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The Journal of James Halldon continues with the second 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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Chasing Spirits (Dark fantasy Novel)
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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 spine
shiver and your skin crawl. He claims a lot of things…
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The Last to Fall (Dark Fantasy Novella)
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 Nook

In 1926 Joseph Dean was just getting ready to hang himself when
the man named Joshua stepped into his cafe and changed his life. He
made Joe an offer - one that would mean travelling through the door
to another world to find something that had been lost for nearly
two hundred years. Joe would discover a lot more than that in the
years that followed.
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Whispers of the Displaced (Short Story
Collection)
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 Nook

A companion book to Diary of the displaced - a collection of
seven Paranormal Fantasy and Horror Short stories.
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At Last, goodbye (Short Story)

Amazon UK
 Amazon USA
 Smashwords
 Nook

Ten years after the apocalypse destroyed the world that she
knew, a survivor returns to her home town, hoping to piece together
the bits of her past that have troubled her so much ever since.
Sometimes the past is best left behind us, but sometimes we all
need to say goodbye.
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	The Last to
Fall - Joe Dean #1 (Sample) (2011)
In 1926 Joseph Dean was just getting ready to hang himself when
the man named Joshua stepped into his cafe and changed his
life.

He made Joe an offer - one that would mean travelling through the
door to another world to find something that had been lost for
nearly two hundred years.

Joe would discover a lot more than that in the years that
followed.

The Last to Fall is a Dark Fantasy novella of 20000 words and
the first in the series of Joe's travels in another world.

For anyone who has read Chasing Spirits, this is a chance to
hear a familiar voice once more.



	


Chasing
Spirits - Sample (2011)
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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