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The “fairy tales” of this series are dedicated to all grandparents, who on a cold winter night, they warmed our souls with their love and words.

I wish my own grandparents could read them too, since they taught me to love fairy tales, but they have both moved on to the next stage of the journey we call “life”.

Grandfather Dimitris and Theologos,

I will never forget you,

James Antoniou
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Staying faithful, in the promise we made to provide free trips to the sphere of imagination, we decided to start a weekly series of short stories, through my personal blog.

In short, we presented a short story every Friday, during last winter, which all made this book (plus extra new stories).

Wanting to get closer to my personal favorite writing style, the stories are Adult Fairytales. I mean that they are short fairy-tales for adults, which increasingly approach horror, with a more "fairy-tallish" narrative complexion.

I wanted also to thank you, for receiving your comments and your ideas about where you would like the next story to travel your imagination, a fact that helped me build the new stories.

Kindly,

your "fairy-tale storyteller"

James Antoniou
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10 years ago

The air smells like summer, even though it is already November. Inside a bus, a mother and her little boy are looking at the street. The mother’s name is Aspasia. She is a young, sweet woman, which lives and breathes for the boy sitting next to her. Anestis is her first child and the first grandchild in her family.

The little boy began complaining two or three days ago, about a pain in his belly. Aspasia made him a few hot soups, but there was no improvement. Last night, while being sleepless for the third night in a row, her husband suggested that it would be a good idea, to get the child to a doctor.

It was almost eleven, when mother and son crossed the door of the hospital. The doctor was an old acquaintance of the family. He was well over sixty and had also been Aspasia’s doctor when she was a child. After examining the child, he called her in his office and told her that the boy has appendicitis and should be operated immediately. The young woman felt her legs trembling and the room’s lights shimmering.

"Don’t be afraid" said the doctor, "it's nothing but a simple routine surgery. Tomorrow you’ll both be home, as if nothing ever happened".

Aspasia spoke on the phone with her husband, who was clearly calmer. He told her not to worry and that he would immediately leave his job and meet them in the hospital. Half an hour later, the nurses prepared the kid and passed through the doors, leading to the surgery rooms. Aspasia bent down and kissed her son gently on the cheek. Before the warm, metallic taste of the hypnotic gas wrap him into oblivion, the boy turned his face towards his mother.

"Mommy, do you love me?" he asked her.

"I love you more than you can imagine" she replied.

"Mommy, am I your only love?"

"You are my one and only love, sweetheart; you will be my one and only love forever".

The boy’s eyes closed and the stretcher was lost to the depth of the corridor.

3 days ago

His eyes open. Light, hot and bright light. It blinds him. His eyes are burning. The last thing he remembers is the stretcher of a hospital. The last image he has is the face of his mother. Where is she now? Why has she left him alone? He tries to shout; nothing but silence. He tries to run; he cannot move. He lowers his gaze; emptiness. He looks up; total emptiness. How is it possible to be standing on nothing and not fall?

"Where is my mother? Why am I alone?"

He hears someone calling him. The sound reminds him of his mother's voice. Where is the sound coming from?

"Mommy, where are you?"

He is starting to get scared. After all, why shouldn’t he be afraid? He is only eight years old. He has every right to be scared, to cry, or to do whatever he wants to... He does not want to cry. Something has changed. He does not feel like a child anymore.

His mother's voice is still echoing. Not from somewhere around him, but from within him. The voice comes from inside his mind; from the depths of his soul. He closes his eyes and tries to figure out where the voice is coming from. He feels like being pulled and repelled at the same time. He opens his eyes... It’s unbelievable.

He is standing outside a beautiful house. It's clean and freshly colored. It also has a swing and a very beautiful fountain. The wind blows loudly. The child approaches the house. He goes through the door without understanding how. He may not remember how he entered, but he is in the house.

In the living room, a woman is looking out of the balcony door. He calls her, but she does not hear him. Now, he shouts. The woman gets scared. She is old but looks amazingly like his mom. She is not his mom though; she is older and has a baby. Why is she terrified? What happened to her?

He talks to her, trying to calm her down.

"Don’t be afraid, I am just a child. I can’t hurt you."

The woman grabs the baby and runs around the house scared. He gets scared once more. He closes his eyes, trying to avoid seeing her. He hates seeing her so scared.

He opens his eyes again. He stands at exactly the same spot but the woman that looks like his mom, is gone. He shouts; he cries. He wants to leave, but he can’t. He closes his eyes. He does not want to open them. He wants his mother. He calls her. No reply. His eyes close again.

Deep within, he knows that he does not want to keep his eyes closed, because he can’t see around and that is scaring him. What will happen if he opens them, though? What will he see? With as much courage as an eight-year-old child can have, he slowly opens his eyelids.

The woman sleeps on the couch. Next to her, the baby lays; it’s very small, tiny.

"That's how all mothers should be" he thinks. "They have to keep their children close to them, not like mine who has left me alone for so long."

He looks around and sees some photos. He picks them up with his hands and looks at them. It is him and mom. A smile of relief starts forming on his lips.

"Since they have our photos, they must be mom’s friends. Mommy probably went somewhere around here and will soon be back."

A man is coming down the ladder. The boy knows him, has seen him in his dreams. He passes behind the table, next to the woman and then, grabs the pictures and looks at them.

"No Sir, don’t touch them, they are ours" says the boy.

The man puts the photos back on the table.

"They are ours!"

The man enters the kitchen and the little boy immediately goes over them. How beautiful mommy is, in these photos.

A hand passes through him.

"How... I must be dreaming!" the boy thinks.

The man standing behind him, passes his hand once more through his back, pulls back the photos and throws them into a drawer.

"How did this happen;"

His little heart is about to break.

The man asks the woman who the boy in the photo is. He calls her Aspasia. That is his mother’s name! His wife replies that she had a son with her ex-husband, which died at the age of eight. The man, very irritated, asks her how on earth after six years of marriage, she never told him that she had a child with her ex-husband, and above all, why on earth she never told him that the child had died.

"I am not dead" says the boy, "I am right here and you are too old to be my mother."

At the same time, a huge wave clears his mind.

Suddenly, the boy understands...

2 days ago

It's dawn. The light is trying to consolidate its dominance in the realm of darkness. The air is blowing really hard. It is not cold, but the moisture feels like a razor. At a corner of the garden, a man is seated on a bench.

He has his arms wrapped around his frozen body. He is not trying to warm up; he does not feel the cold. His mind is running away. A few hours ago, he raised his voice to his wife for the first time in his life. The worst part is that he raised his voice in front of their baby. He wonders why Aspasia had never told him about her dead child. They are together for almost seven years. The man had been sitting on the bench since then, almost all night.

He does not understand why things went wrong. Why does he feel so angry? Probably, the problem is that he is not sleeping well. But how could he sleep? Every night he sees the same dream.

In his dream, he is walking inside the house, which is their own, but at the same time, the furniture is completely different. It feels like someone else is living in their own home. He sees that he goes downstairs, in the living room. In an armchair with her back turned to him, a woman is siting. She is beautiful. She wears her long black hair over her head and a soft white dress, open on the shoulders.

He goes behind her. He approaches her. Her neck is white and looks incredibly soft. Thin hair covers her backbone. He wants to touch her. He stretches his hands. His left hand leans on her shoulder and goes up to her neck. The woman shudders. His right hand is approaching slowly towards her neck. He is holding a gun. The gun approaches the woman's neck. He feels his finger touching the trigger, tightening. He tries to stop it, but he cannot. Sweat drips on his forehead and enters his eyes. His eyes hurt him. At this point, he always wakes up.

"I can’t take it anymore" he thinks. "I haven’t closed my eyes for three days".

Until now, he thought that the nightmares were caused by the books he reads and he is simply being affected. Since yesterday though, he feels scared. He is afraid of himself and the dreams he sees. He is afraid for his wife. He is afraid for his child. His anger alienates him from the people he loves; makes him distant and bad. He has to find a way to calm down, for the sake of his family. His gaze gets lost in the forest, behind the house. Out here, everything looks so peaceful. The man lies on the bench and falls asleep.

3 days ago

After understanding, the pain came. The little boy had to accept that he was dead. But how could he be dead, since he is here? He can see, he can hear. He is alive, feeling.

On the other hand, if he was dead, why on earth is he here after all those years? Thinking how much his mother has grown up, he must have been dead at least for five to
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