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The tradition of "fairy tales" is intertwined with 

childhood, in almost every country on the planet.

It is our obligation, I believe, to perpetuate it, 

even if the distance between the "storyteller" and the 

the "children" who hear the stories is a little extended.
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​Table of Contents

Author’s Prologue  

I. The Fall

II. Christine’s

III. The Problem

IV. The Earl

V. Truth

VI. Pangaea

VII. The Old Man and the Forest

VII. The Muse

IX. The Knights of Faith

X. Mister Mendios’ Wife

XI. Darkness

XII. The Call

XIII. Noise...

XIV. Gülek’s Pine Tree

XV. Hopes and Dreams...

XVI. The Chest

XVII. Temporal Paradox

XVIII. The Dead Man

XIX. Only Me

XX. The Teddy Bears

XXI. The Paper

XXII. Romphaea

About the Author

Contact the Author

eCult Hub® Publications

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Author’s Prologue
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What started as a free journey into the realm of fantasy, through a weekly series of short stories on my blog, found its way and became the book you hold in your hands. 

My personal favorite style, Adult FairyTales, continues with great pleasure. I hope that my "fairy tales" continue to touch you and that I "have to" come up with many, many more. 

I would of course like to thank you, as always, for your comments and ideas, which you share with me, allowing me to know where you would like the next stories to take you.

Friendly,

Your own "storyteller"

James Antoniou
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​​I. The Fall
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The alarm pierces his ears. The monotonous hum shakes him and energizes him at the same time. He runs. He runs through the dark corridors, looking for a way out. A door, some crack, anything that will allow him to get out of this cursed building and see the starry sky again. The alarm started ringing late in the afternoon and several hours have already passed since the bars of his cell opened.

Something had happened. The commotion that usually prevails in prison has turned into total silence. In the background, the footsteps of many men can be heard. The guards approach. He quickly sinks behind a box he finds in front of him, to the right of the corridor.

The steps pass by him. The man trembles. He is sure that if someone turns his head, will see him immediately. A large part of his body is uncovered and if he gets caught, any dream of a starry sky and a sense of freedom will be wasted.

The sound of footsteps moves away and slowly disappears at the end of the corridor. The man jumps up like a spring and starts running in the opposite direction. He is lost. He has not the slightest idea where he is. He continues to move with eternal, immortal hope as his only ally.

To its left there is a staircase. He walks inside and begins to climb the stairs carefully. If he could even reach the rooftop. To breathe freely for a while and look around without being hindered by bars. To remember for a moment what life outside prison means.

In his mind comes the image of a dense forest, like the one near his house. He feels a gentle hand caressing his chest and a female voice telling him that she will love him forever.

He shakes his head sharply to banish the memory. It hurts him much more than anyone could understand. He clenches his teeth, lowers his head, and continues to climb. Each floor brings him closer and closer to his goal.

Between the third and fourth floors, he is not entirely sure, the image of a woman dressed in white, with her body close to his, comes to his mind. Her figure rocks with him in a sensual dance, in a hall full of well-dressed couples.  Another abrupt movement of the head and the image is lost like the previous one in oblivion.

Many floors follow, before yet another spit of pain carves his soul in the form of a waiting room. Opposite him opens a wide door and a woman in a blue uniform invites him to follow her. On a bed he sees lying a visibly distressed woman with a newborn in her arms. "She's a girl," she tells him tearfully.

The well-known sharp movement of the head and the woman disappears. Along with the pain. Floors. Many floors one after another. Pain. A little girl stretches out her arms towards him. She asks for a hug. Movement of the head and the perpetual continuity of the stairs.

Pain and a groan of anguish. A blooming park appears in his mind. It looks real as if it's in front of him. In his right hand he holds his daughter, his child. On his left hand a charming woman close to his own age.

More shaking of the head, more stairs. A door opens under his arm, and he suddenly finds himself on the roof. He walks slowly to the edge of the building. He leans against the bars and looks at the sky. His gaze is lost in the endless horizon.

An acute pain writhes his insides. He sees before his feet a beautiful woman and a small child in blood. In his hand he holds a knife with the blood staining its blade.

No movement of the head. A simple step into the void and total freedom. The stars fade into the night sky as he falls.

"I'm coming to you. If you have forgiven me, I am coming to you."
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​II. Christine’s
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I once heard at a conference that the soul is not lost after death but is transformed into energy, and that since energy is never lost but simply changes its form, the same way the soul continues to be present. Yeah right, I thought at the time. 

These memories came back to my mind for some reason, as I got in my car to return home from a corporate meeting across the country. One thought brought another, and I remembered a book I had read in my youth, with a car, Christine, that had been haunted by a spirit. I laughed. What the hell, Paul, I thought, and set off to get back to my family.

The return trip would take almost two days, so I had to stay overnight at a motel on the way for a night. I had booked a room online the day before. I had even set the motel's location to the car's GPS since I had no idea where it was. 

When I found it, it was already dark. I picked up my backpack from the back seat and headed to the reception. My eyes were tired from the long drive, but just at the thought that the next day I would be with my children, my mood was high.

Halloween had arrived again, and my two kids would definitely put on their uniforms the next day and get ready for trick or treat. Just at the thought of the amount of chocolate they would eat I felt a little anxious. Think about the combination of a boy and a girl at eight and nine respectively and unlimited amounts of chocolate, do the calculation and you will understand. Chaos. Total chaos.

The motel was of course decked out for the occasion. My eyes were dazzled by a sudden burst of light as soon as I turned my face towards the reception. Skeletons, vampires, ghosts and zombies of every color, possible appearance and size stood everywhere, accompanied by the much-needed bats. 

Ok, I was once a kid and I like to see the decorations, just these days in order to get into the mood, I want to have my children next to me. I walked half-dazzled by the lights and opened the reception door to ask for my room keys. 

The place seemed very cold to me even though it was freezing outside. There was no one at the counter and I started looking around. In one corner stood a machine from which  you could buy chocolates and treats with a few coins.

I approached the counter and rang a round bell which was there possibly for this reason. Nobody answered. "I'm sorry," I said, with my voice coming out rough from the long hours I was driving. I went to the side and looked through a narrow door where the counter touched the right wall of the room.

"Can I help you?" came a female voice behind me, making me jump in surprise. I turned to the counter and saw a young pale-faced girl looking straight into my eyes. " Good evening," I stuttered, "My name is Stewart, Paul Stewart, I've made an online reservation for tonight." At the same time, I was taking out of my pocket the print I had made when I paid for the room.

"Good afternoon," the girl said. "You're in room 7, right as you exit, next to the stairs," she continued, and reaching her hand out handed me the key. I, having already stretched out my hand holding the receipt, stayed staring at her for a while, then gently left the paper on the counter and took the key. "Thank you," I muttered and turned to the machine to get something to eat. "A... don't try, it doesn't work," her voice sounded. "It's okay," I said, "I'm not so hungry," I greeted her with a nod of my head and walked out of the room. I headed right as she had told me and reached my room.

At the beginning of the staircase next to the door of my room, the way was closed with a white and red tape like the one used by police officers and people who do repairs and want to block access to some space. "They're probably fixing something," I thought and unlocked the door.

The room wasn't anything special though I expected it, a simple highway motel was anyway. As long as it was clean, I was happy. I checked for hot water and I was very happy to discover that there was. I went into the bathroom and after a delightful hot shower, I laid down on the bed and covered myself. Sleep must have taken me in seconds.

During the night I heard female screams and jumped out of bed with the metallic taste of fear filling my mouth. I quickly put on my clothes and walked out of the room. The screams could be heard from upstairs.

I pulled the red-and-white tape that was tied at the beginning of the staircase and ran upstairs. The voices came from the second room in the row. I arrived outside the door with my heart nearly popping out of my chest. I tried to open it but it was locked.

I looked through the window but the curtain left no gap for me to see. Inside the room, just a few meters from me, someone was hitting a woman and I couldn't do anything. 

I started slamming the door, yelling for whoever was inside to open. The screaming from inside continued without stopping. My mind went to the pale girl at the reception, she would definitely have a key to open the door and a phone to call the police, since my cell phone was still on the bedside table next to the bed.

I went down the stairs as fast as I could and once again entered the cold reception. I started ringing the bell with all my might, calling the girl. No answer. I picked up the phone to call the police but it was cut off. I couldn't wait any longer, I broke the fire nest and took the ax from inside. I went back to my room and called the police from my cell phone. 

I threw the phone on my bedroom bed and ran upstairs again. A few knocks with the axe around the lock were enough to open the door. I was late. The girl who had given me the key at the reception was hanging from the ceiling with a rope around her neck. Her eyes wide open seemed to peer beyond the walls of the room. Her tongue hung out of her open mouth, and her throat had acquired a strange and creepy inclination.

I went out and through up. My stomach couldn't stand anything inside. I took another look with the thought of even looking at her pulse, but just seeing the angle of her neck again did I realize that there was no life left inside her.

I went down the stairs to the ground floor and sat on the last step. Convulsions ran through my body and my head buzzed as if hosting a whole swarm of bees. I leaned forward once more and pulled out what was left in my stomach. From somewhere far away I heard police sirens approaching.

Two police cars and an ambulance stopped in front of me and I showed them upstairs. The men in the blue uniforms walked past me and the paramedics followed a few meters behind them with a stretcher. I saw them enter the room where the girl was hanging and I lowered my head back to the ground. 

I heard a commotion and prepared to watch the dead girl pass in front of me. A policeman grabbed me by the shoulder and showed me the police car. "You'll come with us," he told me. He handcuffed me and pushed me into the back of the car. As the car begun moving, I saw the dead girl standing next to the door of the room in which she had died. Her body was surrounded by a dim light. 

The policeman said to me in a strong tone: "We don't call the police for no reason, sir. The room was empty, as was the entire motel, since it hasn't operated for years. You pulled us up here in the middle of the night for no reason. A judge will be waiting for you first thing tomorrow." 

The morning thoughts about soul and energy, and about the haunted car, came to my mind again. I turned my head and looked at the faded sign of the Motel. The motel’s name was Christine’s.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​III. The Problem
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I got off the plane at the airport almost at midnight. In other words, I had the whole night in front of me to cover a distance of three hours. Having already rented a car online, I was sure that not only would I make it to my appointment on time, but I would also lie down for four hours at a hotel in the area, until the time of the rendezvous.

Walking calm I went to get my suitcase and grab my breakfast. After that I was planning to go and pick up my rented car. I walked with all the comfort that the abundant time I had in front of me offered me, fooling around with the travelers of the ethers around me. I got to the conveyor belt and helped a lady of a certain age take her really huge suitcase down.

Time passed and my suitcase was nowhere to be seen. After the belt emptied, I gently grabbed a young man of the airport staff and asked him what I should do. He accompanied me to an office a little further on where I made a request for my things to be sent to my home address. Leaving the office, my mood had started to plummet, but at least all my papers, money and necessities for my appointment were in the backpack I was carrying on me.

"All is well," I thought, "I will go to a shop in the morning to buy everything I need. Fortunately I have taken a lot of money with me. My clothes are ok anyway, so if I give them to the hotel for washing and ironing, I will be fine ". In a rather refreshed mood, since I am a man who hardly gets angry, I entered the offices of the car rental company.

A few minutes later, I was driving casually, I had folded my jacket in the back seat, I was listening to rock songs and I was whistling to their rhythm, in the direction of the city where I had the appointment. The weather was cold but the car’s radiator was working fine. Almost halfway through, the clouds began to thicken and darken, so it was only a matter of time before the rain began. I turned on the wipers and continued on my way.

Almost immediately I felt dampness on my left sleeve and my left leg. The driver's door was flooding. I pulled as far to the right as I could and turned up the music. "I will not let anything spoil my day," I said to myself. The road was becoming more rural and leaving the city I entered in the dense forest. I only had one hour left to reach my destination, based on my GPS.

The weather started to get rough and the rain started to fall heavily. The wipers were hardly managing to clear the water from the windshield and my visibility reached just a few meters in front of
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