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For a limited time, you can download FREE copies of Amber, Under, Rotten Bodies, The Den, A Cure for Everything, and Thread.
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  ONE


My ears are ringing. It’s so loud. 
I don’t feel well.
The rain is heavy, soaking my clothes through, clinging to my sore flesh.
What the hell happened?
Where am I?
The wet road beneath my bleeding feet is cracked, unkempt. My neck hurts when I turn my head, staring at the thick bushes and fields on each side.
That noise. It’s getting worse.
I drag my aching legs towards God knows where, pleading with my eyes to focus. Rubbing them, I notice my hand. There’s a gaping cut at the back. Something is protruding from the wound.
A shard of glass.
The sun is trying desperately to puncture the grey clouds. I follow its weak glow to the red car behind me. It’s small, just a two-door. It’s my car. The front is buried in a thick oak tree, smoke coming from what’s left of the engine.
The noise is the car-horn. A continuous shriek, furiously stabbing at my eardrums.
I reach into my jeans pocket and pull out my phone. Shielding it from the rain, I search for Colin’s number. I can’t find it because the screen is fractured. I lift the phone closer to my face, trying to look past the damage. All I see are small droplets of red.
They keep coming.
More and more.
I don’t feel well.
Help me, Colin.
The phone slips from my hand, smashing on the tarmac.
And then my body follows...






  
  TWO


Swallowing is torture, and my head feels like it’s trapped in a vice. 
But none of that matters now because Liam is here.
My little blond angel runs to my bedside, almost knocking over the drip-stand. Ignoring the pain in my ribs, I reach over and hug him tightly. Tears fall from my eyes, but they’re tears of joy, relief, that I’m alive, that I get to see my family again.
“Careful, Liam,” Colin says from the doorway. “Your Mum’s not feeling too good.”
“It’s okay, Col. I don’t mind. He’s worth it.”
Liam is only four years old, but I can’t remember a time without him. Life before those breath-taking blue eyes seems like a boundless void of nothingness. I take his hand as he sits next to the bed. Colin is still hovering by the door, uneasy in his posture. “Aren’t you going to give your wife a kiss?” I ask, smiling, even though my lips are stinging.
“Sorry,” he replies, and then kisses me. He pulls another chair up to the side of the bed, and sits. I take his hand and notice the red scuff marks on his right knuckles.
“What happened to your hand?”
Colin frowns for a moment, but then retracts it. “It’s nothing. Just scraped them on the wall at work.”
They look more like punch marks, but now’s not the time to press him. “The doctor said I can go home in a few days.”
“That’s good,” he says, his words a little cold, his eyes barely making contact with mine.
“What’s wrong, Col?”
He shakes his head. “Nothing’s wrong. I’m just glad you’re okay. You could have—”
I shush him because I don’t want Liam to hear how close I came to dying.
Colin’s chin starts to quiver and a tear rolls from his eye. “The doctor said you don’t remember what happened?”
“No. All I remember is seeing the wreckage, and then I woke up in the hospital. They told me some farmer found me on a country road.”
“What about before the crash?”
“Nothing. Where was I even driving to?”
Colin purses his lips. “I don’t know.”
Liam taps me on the shoulder, his face bright with excitement. “Can I sleep here with you tonight?”
I chuckle, his gentle voice warming my heart. “Sorry, angel. You’ll have to sleep in your own bed. But don’t worry: Mummy’ll be home really soon. I promise.”






  
  THREE


I tuck Liam into his bed, probably tighter than ever before. He pretends that he can’t breathe, and we laugh. Such a clever little boy. So much like his father. 
I kiss him and stroke the top of his head.
“Don’t forget Ralph,” he says. “He needs a kiss, too.”
I smile, and then pick up the toy elephant, kiss his soft, grey body, and push him next to Liam.
“Are you going to be better tomorrow?” he asks, hugging Ralph.
“Hopefully. The doctor says my bruises are healing nicely, and I should be back at work in a week or two.”
“What about your head?”
“That’s fine, too.”
“I heard you and Daddy saying that your memory has gone.” His face drops, his eyes watering. “Will you forget about me?”
“Of course I won’t,” I say with urgency, battling not to cry. “I just can’t remember a few days before the crash, that’s all. It’s normal to have a little memory loss after a hit to the head. You don’t have to worry.”
He nods, wiping away his tears. “Okay.”
“And anyway,” I kiss his cheek, “how could anyone forget you?”
He beams, the gloom subsiding.
“Now, you get some sleep, and I’ll see you in the morning.”
“Goodnight, Mum.”
“Goodnight, angel.”
I leave his bedroom, limping across the landing to mine. Colin is sitting up in bed, his laptop in front of him. “How’s Liam?” he asks.
“Confused,” I say.
“Poor little guy.”
I remove my dressing-gown and stare at my half-naked body in the mirror. Both thighs are now a shade of yellow and purple, and there are a few stains of blood seeping through the bandage around my ribs. “He thinks I’m going to forget about him,” I say, prodding the bruise on my left knee.
“Why would you forget about him?”
“Because he overheard us talking about my amnesia. He got a bit upset. Broke my heart to see him like that.”
“Oh, right,” is all Colin can muster up.
“Is that all you’ve got to say?” I ask, slipping on my pyjamas.
“Sorry, Hayley. I’m just a little tired.”
I climb into bed. “It’s more than that. You’ve hardly said two words to me since I got home.”
Colin closes his laptop and sets it down on the bedside cabinet. “Sorry. I’m still freaked out about the crash.” He puts his hand over mine “I thought I’d lost you.”
I kiss him on the lips. “You don’t have to worry. You and Liam are stuck with me.”
He smiles, but it’s obviously strained. “Okay, hun.”
He switches off the light, and the room falls into darkness. “Goodnight, Col.”
“Goodnight. I love you.”
“I love you, too.”






  
  FOUR


In my head, I hear the sound of tyres screeching, followed by metal crunching. It’s deafening. 
Make it stop!
It vanishes, only to be replaced by a shrill car-horn.
And there’s a smell. It’s hideous. Nauseating. What the hell is that?
Kind of sickly sweet, like rotten fruit and vegetables.
I open my eyes and the smell is still here in my bedroom. Colin is fast asleep next to me, snoring. I sniff the air, trying to figure out where it’s coming from. “Colin,” I whisper, but he doesn’t flinch. I climb out of bed, following the stench like a police dog. The room is dark, with just the moonlight guiding me to the laundry basket. I open it, but it’s empty and odourless.
I cover my mouth and nose with my palms because the scent is getting worse.
The bin by the wardrobe is overflowing with rubbish. I bet Colin threw some food in there last week, an old sandwich maybe. On my knees, I sniff it, but there’s no smell. It’s just filled with torn up papers and other bits of junk.
Face creased with revulsion, I follow it back over to the bed. It’s getting stronger. At Colin’s bedside, I crouch down, but it’s too dark to see what’s underneath. I run my hand across the carpet, hoping to feel whatever the culprit is. Colin’s squash bag, maybe? A mouldy lunch box inside?
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