
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
20 MORE DARK SCARY AND SAD SHORT STORIES

BY A.A.WRAY

COPYRIGHT 2018 A.A.WRAY

PUBLISHED AT SMASHWORDS



	
Blink
And You Miss It



	
Earphones



	
Getting Better All The Time



	
Coming
Home For Christmas



	
It’s
Not Over Yet



	
Half
Dead



	
Squeeze



	
The
Hunt



	
Write
Like Your Life Depended On It



	
Tommy



	
The
Creature In The Night



	
The
Scraping



	
Vision



	
I Can
See Angels



	
The
Meadow Children



	
The
Darkness Inside



	
Above



	
A
Murder



	
The
Words She Spoke



	
From
Life






 Blink and You Miss It

I was seven years old. Laughing and playing with my friends in
the park. I looked ahead at me and saw my father approaching from
the metal gate. I waved at him, running towards him and blinked my
eyes.

When they opened again I found I was at a high school dance. I
froze, terrified. I looked around. I felt taller, stronger. I saw I
was dancing with a girl, and I stumbled back frightened, falling
onto the ground.

"Sean, what's wrong?" she asked with a giggle.

Some people helped me up, and I closed my eyes in
pain.

When they opened again, I was at a hospital. I was looking at
an old man and holding his hand. I couldn't understand what was
happening. Where were my friends? I could see slight wrinkles had
come across my once child hands and the man looked at me with quiet
eyes.

"I love you, son... you've made me so proud."

"D-dad?!" I shouted in horror, realizing that this dying
person was my father. "What's happening? Where am I?!"

My voice was older now, more mature. My father only
said.

"Take care of Allison and your kids... I l-love
you..."

Before he could finish his words, his eyes closed and I ran to
him, begging.

"Dad, wait!"

I blinked.

I suddenly saw a young man come up to me at a wedding, he was
dressed well and he gave me a hug, startling me greatly.

"I'm glad you approved of her, dad."

My lips were trembling... what... where... h-how?!

"I'm only seven!" I shouted, my eyes growing watery and the
young man looked at me puzzled. "I- I want my mum! I want my
DAD!"

Blink.

I didn't want to blink my eyes, I wanted this to stop... but
when they opened automatically again I was at an old folks home. I
was barely able to move. I felt so very weak. My body ached and I
couldn't move quickly or run, or even walk!

I saw I was playing chess with a woman and she looked so very
sad.

"Your turn, Sean..."

"-Please!" I shouted, and the whole room looked at me. "I'm
not meant to be here! I'm only seven! I'm only a boy! I'm only
a-"

I blinked.

But this time when I opened my eyes, all I saw was darkness. I
looked around, my body aching so very much... my bones weak and
stiff.

I tried to move, but I was trapped in some sort of large
wooden box.

I could hear dirt being dropped on top of it. The air so
stuffy and cold... my body was freezing itself and I screamed for
help.

But my voice was barely a whisper.

"Dad..." I cried, holding my arms together and feeling a tear
drop run down the side of my cheek. "I just wanted to play with my
friends... I just wanted to play... with you..."

I wept and wept. I kept my eyes opened, not wanting to see
where I'd be next... not wanting to become older... not wanting
to-

Blink.


 Earphones

I was listening to my earphones at the back of the
bus.

I didn't hear the screams...

My eyes were closed as I listened to the beats of the music
play through my ears.


Let It Be – The Beatles.

I only opened them when I felt something splash onto my
face.

I touched it with my finger tip, looking at it and seeing...
crimson blood with a shard of metal in it.

I suddenly screamed as well. The bus smashed into the cliff's
side, ripping open the metal and slicing people up.

~x~

When I woke up again... I was in hospital.

Everything was so quiet. I looked over to my red earphones...
and the memories slowly began to come back of the crash.

I began to scream and cry, covering my face with a pillow as
tears ran down my cheeks.

The nurses came and restrained me.

~x~

A year went by...

I came into the attic, looking at old things that had been put
up for storage.

As the light from the torch peered across the darkness... I
saw it hit something red... shiny...

The earphones.

I shivered as I looked at them.

I picked them up... I had to move on... I had to forget... I
had to forgive...

I went downstairs and to my phone... plugging the earphones in
and listening to a song.

But all that played was the soft words...


Let it be...

In jarring crackles and pops

I quickly unplugged the cord from the phone, trying to get the
earphones off my head... but before I ripped them from my
ears...

I heard them.

Screams...

The passengers screaming.

I saw it in my eyes... the bus colliding into the cliff's
wall.

Screams pierced through my ears, a sharp pain ripping across
my head!

I pulled the earphones off me... shaking and
shivering.

I felt a tear dampen my cheek.

I touched it to wipe it away with my finger... but when my
fingertip touched it-

I looked to see a dab of crimson red blood...

... and a shard of metal, glinting in the light.







 Getting Better All The Time

"It's getting better." I said, as I walked out of the prison
cell.

I nodded to the guards, grinning widely and they only watched
me with stern eyes.

"It's getting better all the time..." I admitted, happy as I
was handed back my items they had taken off me when I had been sent
behind bars. I took my old shirt and jeans, and put them on in the
toilets before I left the building.

They opened the gates from outside, and my prison mates
cheered me as I waved goodbye.

"Good going!" one yelled.

"You did it!" another said clapping, and I bowed as I said my
farewell to them all.

I got a boat off the island and was back on the mainland
within an hour. I headed back to my home, back to the house where
my parents had raised me and took in a breath of fresh
air.

I had gotten away at last... it only took forty four
years.

Two life sentences, and some years added.

But I was out of there now, and I could start again. I just
had to pay my parents a visit. I dropped my luggage off at their
house and caught a bus out to the nearby graveyard.

I stood before the graves of mum and dad, and just had tears
in my eyes as I said to them.

"You never thought I'd be set free, but I was..."

I smiled wider, almost laughing as I read the words out loud
that was on their tombs.

"Melissa and Sean Haze, died age thirty five and
forty."

I didn't read the bit that followed, and just turned around
walking away.

But the words still chimed in my head.


Killed by their son,


Michael...

"It's getting better," I muttered as I left the two behind,
"It's getting better, all the time."







 Coming Home For
Christmas

He had kept the black box in his pocket. The wind was howling
hard that night. He wanted to surprise her... give her his
heart.

All wrapped up in the golden ring in a small black
box.

He had driven in the car with his best mate, Padre.

It was such a cold night. The snowflakes were toppling down
from the sky and the car was half frozen.

"Better warm it up first..." Cormack said, holding the sides
of his arms as he was frozen stiff. They had made a stop to check
the engine as the snow storm had picked up.

Padre began to light a cigarette and Cormack looked at him
shocked.

"Man, I thought you were given those up."

"Come on." Padre begged, giving pleading eyes which didn't
have any affect on Cormack. "You know I get a treat for
Christmas..."

"Fine... but open the window to get the smoke out."

"Whatever," Padre replied, not really caring too much and
began to wind down his glass window. But as soon as it was an inch
rolled down, freezing air gushed into the car.

"Okay," Cormack said, very serious now. "We have to get going
if we're going to make it to Amelia's house before that storm hits
for good."

Padre had his teeth chattering, as he threw his cigarette butt
outside the window and in a hurry began to wind the glass back
up.

Cormack turned on the engine. They had taken a
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