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Dedication

 


For the beautiful boys in my life.

 


Michael, Vince, Ronan, John, Jack,

Karlos, Marcus, Corey

 


and

Vickie’s #3 grandson who’s on the way

(can’t wait to meet you bubba)


Introduction

 Being a
lover of classic horror themes, I started writing my first
anthology – ‘Broken’ with short ‘Classic’ themed tales which
reflected that inside, especially in those first early stories and
a fair few of those ones have been revised, updated, and tweaked to
meet my own expectations and current standards, and are in this
book # 1 of my new anthology series – ‘The DARKNESS Series’ along
with new stories, which I’ve really enjoyed writing.

With newly
revised versions of my dark tales from my previously released books
and some of the new stories from my newly released full collection
- ‘When DARKNESS SHIMMERS – The Collection’, believe this series
has become a well-balanced cross section of my darker side of
storytelling.

Plus as an extra, I have included a couple
of bonus stories especially written (first and last story) for this
book of this series and only available for download within this
series of books.

So welcome to Book # 1 of my new series –
The DARKNESS Series

As DARKNESS Breaks

I hope you enjoy this series as much as I
had when writing, revising and collating the old and the new.

Jonny
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Dead Inside

 


I am so dead inside

All I see dried up and died

 


I am so dead inside

All this death by my side

 


Once had what I called love

Sent to me from up above

Then the devil took it away

Replaced it with my apathy

 


Big bad world tests the faith

Hold on to all your plates

Blessed with a glimpse of hope

Look ahead and see your fate

 


I am so dead inside

All I see dried up and died

 


I am so dead inside

All this death by my side

 


Once I had what I call all

Nothing’s left just this fool

If it’s just lessons in life

Bolt the doors on all that’s right

 


I am so dead inside

All this death by my side

 


See me smile know it’s fake

Can I live life as a snake?

 


Find me, help me, save me

I’m not a bad person

I’m not a bad person

I’m not a bad person

I’m not a bad person

I’m not a bad person

I’m not a bad person






~
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Story 1

The Dead Inside











Prologue - Happy Birthday

“Well Mum, I made it to 18! Happy Birthday
to me.” But Mum never answered, how could she? She was dead! So I
ate my chocolate bar and swigged the straight scotch next to her
rotting skeleton as she lay in her queen-sized bed next to Dad’s. I had plans for my
birthday and I would take a trip to the mall and pick myself a nice
present. I was thinking of a new pair of jeans and matching bag,
that would be nice and what about one of those makeup kits, then to come home, decorate with
streamers and then get drunk as a skunk by myself at my party for
one. I sat and talked to my parents, telling them of my excitement
of my 18th party. I
knew she would’ve loved to see me in my new clothes, partying with
Cassie and my friends, celebrating my womanhood but there was no
point in dwelling about it. I had got over that a long time
ago.

*







The lucky one

I was 11 nearly 12 when it happened, and
what I still have no idea but only knowing I awoke to a new day of
death. Everyone was dead, and I mean everyone, even my pet hamster,
Tiffy. You can well imagine the distress of that initial day,
finding my family not waking with me. I thought they were simply
sleeping but they weren’t! I waited until 8:30 and believed they
had just slept in being a weekend day. I was alerted when I turned
on the TV to watch music video clips but the screen was just snow!
So I turned it off and would ask Dad to fix it later, but he couldn’t, he was dead too! I
finally gave in at 9 o’clock and went check on them with a fresh
cup of tea each that I’d made to surprise them (with two slices of
buttered toast). Mum’s opened mouth and the fear in her dead eyes
made me drop the tray and I burnt my foot with the scalding liquid. I ran and shook her to
wake her but she was dead and dead
as Dad was. I stood there frozen looking at them wondering what had
happened before my senses returned and I ran downstairs and would
get help from Mr. Heckles next-door. I was banging hard on his
front door when I saw him, lying there in his rose garden, with his
mouth open like Mum’s. It was then I looked around and no one was
on the streets. And I mean no one! I saw a car crashed into a lamp
post and a body was slumped over the steering wheel so I ran as
fast as I could to see if they were alright, but they weren’t! The family of four were all
dead. I fell to my knees as the fear filled my tiny body, consuming
my questions of why. I then saw Butch (my friend Cassie’s dog) dead
in the front yard. My mouth was dry as I was starting to believe
she was dead too!

I ran to get help away from my street but
the further I ran, the more the dead accumulated. Cars were
everywhere, none moving, some crashed, and some simply parked. I
couldn’t find anyone to help me; they were all lifeless and gasping
for something! I rounded the block to see Johnson’s Mall and there
were a lot of cars parked in the carpark so I kept running to the
shopping center. I pushed the doors open and I could hear the music
they always played as the place was lit up, so I held onto the
thought, I wasn’t alone. Bodies were lying everywhere. I froze and
looked and screamed out for help as it echoed in the voiceless
chamber of death. I am embarrassed to say, I wet myself when the
power cut off and everything went silent and darkened. I couldn’t
help it, I was frightened then for whatever had killed them, had
killed them all and at the exact same time. I sat in my wet panties
and skirt at the water fountain and splashed my face, staring at
the dead. I was questioning then, why me? What had I done to be
saved and not them as Mum and Dad? My mouth was dry and I needed a
drink so I went to the Supermarket and took bottled water from the now dead fridge. I’ve never
stolen anything in my life, ever
before but I accepted that no longer mattered.

I walked home crying and not understanding
any of this insanity. I showered and changed my clothes as the
power flickered back on before being cut off completely. I knew
this because I’d turned the TV back on to its snow picture, just in
case an emergency broadcast would be televised. So here I was all
alone in a powerless house with dead family and no idea what to do
next. I made myself a peanut butter sandwich and still can’t
believe I was even hungry, but I was. I sat on the front steps
pondering for hours. Darkness came and then I could see my friend
Cassie’s house was one of a few that had solar panels on its roof
so was lit up in one room, hers! It took me a good hour to brave up
but I had to, there was no choice left other than sitting here in my misery.

I knocked knowing it was pointless before I smashed the door’s glass
panel and let myself in. Mr. and Mrs. Weston were dead beneath the
breakfast bar in the dark (I found Dad’s torch in the garage).
Cassie wasn’t here. I followed the glow from upstairs and it was
from Cassie’s room. I cried again as I found her slumped at her
writing desk, where she was writing in her diary. I lifted her body
to the floor but she was too heavy for me so she virtually fell
there. My friend’s face was the same as the rest as if oxygen had
been stolen and she was gasping like a dead fish out of water. I dragged her body to her parent’s
room and shut the door. I returned to her lit room and laid on her
bed and thought of how many times we had shared this single bed on
sleep-overs; it made me smile for the 1st time today! I
was exhausted but the silence clouded my ears and my body struggled
to sleep. Mind games as well, and the worst one was that maybe I
was destined to die just like them tonight, never awakening ever
again.

*







Move on Sister

I did wake, refreshed and I accepted it was
no dream; I was alone! After going home, I made myself some
breakfast cereal but the fridge had been off for nearly a day and
then I realized, I would never taste fresh milk after today. I made
my way back to the mall just for the hope some poor soul was just
like me, lost and alone. I waited for hours but nothing. So I got
my head together and loaded a shopping trolley with what I believed
would help me survive, canned food, bottled water, and fresh fruit. The dead were already stinking
and I cringed as I pushed my trolley down the aisles, passing them
all, even moving some of the bodies to get through but I had no
choice to do so. I stopped at the toy section and stared at the
doll, so I placed that in as well. I pushed the trolley home and
carried in the loaded shopping bags and filled our pantry and
unboxed my new doll.

Loneliness was starting to take a hold of
me, not having anyone to talk to, so my doll, I named – Betty
copped all my rantings; she never complained once! I was living at
home and sleeping in Cassie’s room at her house. I had to drag her
parent’s bodies outside to the backyard, where the flies found them
straight away! Oh yeh, no cats, dogs, birds but the insects
survived as I had and I laughed as
Mum always had called me a pest and here we all were!

The wind was really the only noise you could
hear and was driving me insane so
I went back to the mall, found the electrical shop and claimed a
new mobile phone and as many batteries as I could find. I scratched
my head then, at how I was supposed to get songs onto them. I took
them home and then went from house to house, searching for any
phones or any solar powered items I could find. It was still hard
to see all the faces I’d said hello to daily, rotting away with
flies and maggots crawling all over them. It made me realize I had
to protect Mum and Dad from these pesky critters.

I had found an iPhone full of songs so at
least now I had music to keep me company. I had to spray Mum and
Dad with surface spray to kill the bugs that had already found
them. I covered their bodies with clear plastic sheets and only
ever removed it when I wanted to
visit.






The phone batteries never lasted long and I
was lucky to find a solar charger for them. I spent most days
pottering around with earplug headphones in, blasting out my now
dead heroes, such as Katy, Ariana, and Taylor. The smell of the
dead at the mall was making me dry-retch now so something had to be
done. I found the hardware and found a flatbed trolley and some
straps, that at first were hard to master, but I’m a quick learner.
I decided the alcohol shop (I would wait until I would be 18 to
venture in here, oh how I was wrong). It took me months to complete
the task, moving a few bodies a day, working aisle to aisle, shop
to shop. I then mopped the shops out that I frequented the most and
yet the smell of mass death took a long time to pass, years
actually! But I was freed from looking at the mass grave it
previously was. I actually started to enjoy being in the mall now,
shopping for items that I could never afford (or my parents). My
wardrobe was amazing and rarely wore the same outfit twice in a
month.






A year passed and I’d never been sick, not a
single cold, not a fever, nothing, until the cramps hit my stomach
and back, I then knew I was becoming a woman! Lucky for me Cassie
got hers early so she told me all about them and my mouth looked
like their dead ones when she told me you had to actually shove
that up there! Holding the tampon by its mouse’s tail, I cringed. I
then hit Mum up as I was freaked out so she explained ‘the curse’
to me and all about our female anatomy and how different we were to
males and their testosterone. I complained of how easy they got it
just putting up with the extra dangly bits down there. I was glad
to wait … but here it was. It made me sad as I laid on Cassie’s
bed, I don’t know why but I was extra emotional, so I cried myself
to sleep listening to my ‘sad’ playlist I had made.






How does one survive alone and for the
years, yet I had. But I had survived and life moves in only one
direction – toward death.

*







Bored to death

I felt I was a woman at 16, no longer a scared little girl and I was
fucking bored out of my fucking brains! I craved for new tunes, new
books, and a new life. I decided I needed a holiday, anywhere away
from this limbo. So I loaded up my backpack with water bottles,
supplies, and tools, turned up my
iPod and rode off on my brand new racing bike.






I rode for 8 hours when I reached the town
of Bentley, it was deserted except for the now skeletal remains of
the dead (including animals). I found a hotel and the keys so went
to claim room 13 (lucky for me) for the night. I cleaned it and
changed the linen to be fresh and emptied the dead fridge of its
rotten milk. I was happy the heating system was gas so I had a hot
shower and washed my now bum-length straight dark hair. Darkness
came and my LED lantern lit up the room while I ate my can of beans
and meatballs, cold. I cracked the scotch bottle and swigged enough
until my loneliness disappeared amongst the dizziness.

I woke to the sun blinding through so I
found a fresh apple (from Cassie’s Dad’s tree) and munched on it
with two headache pills and lemonade for the headache. I found a pamphlet for the
local area and there was fuck all around here so I simply left and
rode for another 6 to 8 hours before I hit Western Rivers. I
stopped on a deserted bridge and checked out the glorious view of
the river (which I assumed was Western River). It was magnificent
and I had forgotten the beauty of
Mother Nature working in her glory; she lived! Then I saw it … a
bird! One solitary bird flew overhead screeching and I believe it
was a parrot! I wasn’t the last living creature on Earth, there was
more life out there!






I rode around for the next week staying
wherever I wanted and doing what I pleased, but all I really wanted
was to see the bird again, but I
never!






After a month I decided to return home to
Mum and Dad and my solace. The trip was good; I was refreshed!






Life returned to the normal boredom so I
started drinking more and more. At first, it was only at night to help me sleep now it was
for breakfast. I was becoming an alcoholic but I never really gave
a fuck! I was destined to die here alone so it made no matter what
I did or became.






So there I was 18 celebrating with Mum and
Dad’s skin-covered skeletons, drinking and dancing myself to
oblivion … when I saw the lights.

*







Belong

I ran outside and the lights were blinding,
as the wind was blowing a gale and leaves were circling in a
whirlwind. The white light engulfed our house and as my heart raced
I looked up to see that it was true; I was not alone! The ship
simply hovered over the house, silent and then with a bang the wind
stopped and the light turned off, leaving me in blackness. I
squinted and rubbed my eyes still looking upward to see the immense
size of the UFO; it was as big as this street! Next minute a hollow
of light beamed downwards and it was the colors of the rainbow and
looked 3D to me. Why wasn’t I scared? But I wasn’t, I’m telling
you, I wasn’t! The beam just pulsated and I walked into it praying
they would take me anywhere with them, anywhere where I was not
alone. And within a moment they were gone and I awoke around midday
in the middle of the street, sunburnt!

I was physically drained as I crawled back
inside and then sat in the shower with the cold water pouring over
me as I was still fully dressed. I regained some energy after 30
minutes of soaking. After rubbing my sunburnt skin with fresh aloe
vera, I made my way outside with my bottle of scotch to finish
yesterday’s celebrations. I went to take a swig and my body
refused! My mouth rejected the taste, so I placed the bottle down
and looked into the stars wondering just what they had done to
me?






I waited out there every night for them to
come back to claim me, but they never did.

*







Decision or death

Three more years passed and my
21st was fast approaching and I had made my decision; I
was leaving! I had nothing but to dwell on but the days and nights
of this endless groove but what it did give me was a desire to
live, not death, and was the chosen direction I was to head
toward.






I finally buried Mum and Dad in the backyard
under Dad’s favorite tree and said a little prayer for them, better
late than never! I had buried Cassie’s remains yesterday






I stood outside our house and reflected back
at my growing up in there for half my life alone. But there would
be no tears today, only memories, good and bad! But they were
memories … and totally mine.

*







Epilogue – The end of the road

It is Christmas day tomorrow (well I believe
it is) and again I spend it alone as I travel across this beautiful
country of this beautiful planet, that God gave us to inhabit. As I
ride from town to town, city to city, I visit all the wonders that
mankind has left behind. Oh, nothing much works anymore, with rust
and corrosion ceasing most of man’s creations, as Mother Nature
slowly reclaims the Earth as she had at the very beginning. But
beauty has been left behind imprinted forever by us such as art,
movies, music, and libraries, and
it is the history of our time here
as her caretakers so I visit them all and will continue to do so
until I literally cannot ride.






I still wait patiently for the visitors to
return and find me again, but I take solace in knowing, they are
watching me closely.






So as I sit here on my Christmas Eve, I open
my tin of peaches and celebrate this blessing under the sparkling
stars, that I was given solely and accept it was given to me
because – I am and always will be – a good person!











***
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