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Some stories wait. They sit at the back of a hard drive, in a forgotten folder, in the margins of a notebook that hasn't been opened in years. They are finished, or nearly so,  complete enough to be real, not quite ready to be let go. Writers know this feeling well: the story that asked too much, the one that arrived at the wrong time, the piece that never quite found its home. 

The five authors gathered in these pages are names that matter in horror right now. KD Davies, Deep Arya, Carl Bluesy, Don Campbell, and Hamo Woods are each carving out space in a genre that rewards only those who mean it. They work in different registers, folk dread and psychological unease, the slow creep of the uncanny, the violence that lives inside ordinary things,  but they share a commitment to horror that is earned rather than borrowed. They are writers who understand that fear, done properly, tells the truth.

For this collection, each of them reached into their archives and pulled something out. The stories you are about to read are ones that existed before this book did,  pieces written in private, set aside for reasons only their authors know, and now, finally, released. There is something fitting about that. Horror has always concerned itself with what is buried. With what refuses to stay hidden. With the thing you thought you had put away for good, making itself known again.

These are  The forgotten ones. We are glad they found their way to you.
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By KD Davies

Jeanie was made up with her new car. It was one of the only things that had gone right for her in recent years. Life had become difficult for Jeanie and her family when she became unwell. She found herself spending inordinate amounts of time in bed on forced rest and everyday was painful. She felt like one of the unseen, almost forgotten. Left to fester. Left to rot. So when she received her new car, she finally felt like she had something to be excited for.

Jeanie's car had been made to exacting specifications. The company More Than You Bargained For Cars took her through an extensive consultation and assessment for her needs. Her new car was absolutely one hundred percent individual and tailored to her needs. Her seat would be just so. She would have a heated steering wheel and heated seat for her pain. No more painful gear changes with her automatic gears. This would be it. Something to give her some independence. Something to help her in this cruel world. Something to help her live and as promised something more than she bargained for.

Autumn was settling into the very bones of Jeanie. The changing colour of the leaves. The whipping wind and all that rain. The supermarkets were full of pumpkins and gourds. Coffee shops smelled of pumpkin spice and all things nice and Jeannie loved it.

Jeannie had decided she would pack the kids up and head out for a picnic in her new car. The weather was miserable but they'd take the old road up to the valley and finish up along the coast. With any luck it might dry up long enough for a walk in the forest. Nothing like a walk in nature to help you feel truly alive.

"Come on boys, jump in and let's go on an adventure." Jeanie beamed as she opened the car doors and strapped them both in. She slid into her chair, turned on the heated seat, the heated steering wheel and waited as her chair automatically adjusted the right distance between the seat and the pedals. It all felt so luxurious.

"Can you put some music on mum?" Dylan beamed from the backseat. Jeanie smiled, looking through the rear view mirror.

"Yeah course, we'll see what's on the radio." Jeanie flicked through the stations until RoxFM started pumping out Korn's Blind.

"Wild, mum!" roared Arnold, his pudgy fingers wrapped into rock horns.

Jeanie pressed the ignition, and carefully reversed out of the drive. Their adventure was just beginning and Jeannie was excited. She turned up the screen heater, to help clear the windscreen and warm the car. Everything had been seamless so far, but something about that rattle in the heater felt wrong. It sounded like something was in there, in the heater. She gave her head a wobble at the ridiculous notions her brain often had. She turned up the radio and forgot all about the noise in the heater.

"Jeeeeeeeanie." A voice whispered, catching Jeannie off guard.

"Boys, why are you whispering my name? And whilst we're at it, to you I am mum!"

Jeannie looked in her rear view and the boys sat there, mouths bobbing open and closed like blow fish, stunned.

"I heard you both," Jeannie said.

"Mum, are you sick? We definitely didn't whisper your name and yes we know your mum whilst we're at it!"

"Don't be so..." Jeanie broke off. She indicated and turned left at the roundabout.

"Jeannieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee" a voice whispered.

The whisper was not as unnerving to Jeanie this time. Oddly Jeannie began to believe the car was talking to her. It whispered in her ear everything she needed to hear.

"You've always wanted more than you bargained for Jeanie. Since you became unwell, you feel unseen, almost forgotten, isn't that right?"

"Well, yeah. If i'm honest..."

"Are you reaaaaaaady!" Jonathan Davies' killer drop kicks in and the kids don't hear as Jeanie answers to the voice from within.

"Wouldn't you like to feel seen Jeanie? To feel wanted?" The voice whispered.

"Well, I would...yeah. It's just been so hard. No one understands what it's like to be in a body that doesn't work. Life is hard every single day, and all I do is let people down."

"I understand Jeanie. I used to be much different myself, until the accident."

Jeanie drops into a whisper the boys can't hear. People don't see me. All they see is my stick and my saggy and baggy body. I'm invisible and I'm so tired of it. I know you understand. I wouldn't have this brilliant car otherwise.

"Would you like to feel important Jeanie?" The voice whispered.

"I think that's all anyone wants isn't it? To be important, to be loved, to feel seen and heard?"

Jeanie kept driving, RoxFM pumping away in the background as the main road gave way to long winding country roads and sheet rain. Jeanie couldn't remember why she had taken the country roads or why she was out in the car. But she felt a longing, a longing for something. To feel important. To feel something.

The kids had gone quiet and when Jeanie peered into her rear view, both boys were tucked up in their car seats fast asleep.

The car appeared foggy. A grey swirling ether captivated her attention so much so Jeanie was no longer paying attention to the road. With that came the rattle from the car heater. Only it didn't sound like a rattle anymore, it sounded like breath. Slow and steady. Like comfort. Like a warm blanket. Just what Jeanie needed.

The top of the pass opened out onto a stunning craggy vista, a lake flanked by mountains on either side. The valley transformed into a stunning vista of deep reds and oranges. But, for all its beauty, grey clouds loomed overhead and Jeannie could focus on nothing but the ether. Luminous orbs reflecting off the windscreen bore into the back of Jeannie's head. This cannot be real, she thought.

"Jeanie, swing a left into the lake..." The voice said.

"But, won't we sink?"

"Don't forget we always look after you at More Than You Bargained For. You want to feel important don't you? To be seen, right?"

Jeannie no longer felt the ability to protest, the voice seeping into every pore of her brain, every molecule of breath, every flinching nerve. The voice was no longer a separate entity. The voice was within her, moulded into every fibre of her being. Her muscles, her nerves, her very breath. She felt outside of herself. Caged in a glass box, much like the cannibal who ate a man's brain with a spoon. Like someone else entirely, giving herself to the voice inside herself.

It all happened in slow motion. The car leaving the road at speed. The slapping sound as the car hit the water. The unresponsive passengers and their slow, intimate drowning.

Jeanie awoke in a panic. What was she thinking? How had she ended up in the water? So many questions unanswered with no time to think. The lake had no business being so still, Jeannie thought as she watched the events unfold. Voices whispered against its surface, rippling with the reflection of sheet rain as the car gently slipped below the surface. She tried to scream. But it was like screaming into the abyss, never ending and completely pointless. She thought of her boys, and a mothers love raged inside her soul, igniting like a dry match to tinder. But rage was futile, her humanoid body no more, having slipped into the deep below.
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