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There would be no point in writing
this story if amazing people like you didn't read it, so thank
you.



﻿I do hope you are not disappointed
after reading this chapter I have written (and by no means is it a
short chapter), as I have every intention of publishing the
complete story in the near future.



From small beginnings come great
things, after all.



Your encouragement and support is
greatly appreciated.



J.M.B John





    
  



      
    
      

      
        
        


  
  
  
  
  
  Chapter 1
  
    


    Not every opened eye is seeing...
  
  

  


  


  

 
  
    
    
      
Love is like falling down… in the end you're
left hurt, scarred, and with a memory of it forever. But, this
story has nothing to do with love. In fact, anything but. What
happened to me left me hurt, scarred, and more memories than I ever
would of thought. But, like I said, there was no involvement of
love. Physically and emotionally drained after the series of
events, I silently confirmed to myself that nothing has ever
affected me like this. Not until that day. The day everyone talks
about for different reasons. The day it happened. The will
to live slowly seeps out of me. In my eyes and in my mind, logical
reasoning doesn't exist, but something else does. One particular
thought haunts every living moment…every feeling…every emotion. An
exact thought; crystal clear and visible with my mind's eye. It was
my initial thought, to be precise, and has been ever since that
dreaded day. Heck, since the dreaded day that it happened
and all the days that followed after, my mind seemed to completely
consume any reasoning that I might have felt subconsciously. Try as
I might to push the thought towards the back of my mind, it always
found a way forward…persistent…relentless. What is this thought?
The ultimate thought that brings fear, distress and panic to the
beholder, all at once.



“Something’s after me”.



***





    
  



        
      
    
      

      
        
Why does the eye see a thing more clearly in
dreams than the imagination when awake? The eye sees many things
but I know my inner eye, the so-called third eye, has seen more
than what it bargained for. The question that loomed on the
horizon, the real question, was:

"Why me?”

I know something's after me. It's like a
fact. 'Like' being the operative word because it wasn't proven;
only I knew about it. I couldn't really prove it to myself, nor did
I need to. I don’t know what it is and I honestly don’t know why.
All I know is that my worst fears have been confirmed. Something
eerie and bizarre lies in wait around the corner. To put it in
plain words, I’m scared. Alone, frightened and trapped in
trepidation. Initially hoping that I was dreaming, I
anticipated the moment that I would sit bolt upright in bed.
Suddenly, my mind started whizzing; I imagined hearing the cogs
start to connect and turn slowly… and that's when I knew my mind
was about to start swirling thoughts around my head. I wasn't going
to wake up anytime soon. As I slept, all I dreamt of was me
running. I took no notice of the background, although all I could
see was darkness and all I felt was… gloominess. I heard whispers
of hushed voices but I couldn't make out what they were saying; nor
could I stop running.This horrific sensation of being out of
control, of being chased by something unseen, now overcame my every
thought and feeling, increasing my panic. The whispers that taunted
me were never silent…but I can't stand being awake, the pain is too
much. Considering the dream I was having, I started to contemplate
that. That said a lot about me… about my life… about my persona. As
if on cue, I awoke with a start. Snuggled into my lilac bedcovers
with my head rested on my pillow, I felt the loose curls from my
dark brown hair rest on my shoulders as I stopped fidgeting and
sighed. Seemingly awake, memories of happiness, that imitated
flashbacks I rarely had, flooded through me. The day my mother and
father bought me a BMW 1 series convertible for my 21st birthday.
The day my boss, Jessie, invited me to attend the PhotoAwards
Evening with her, indicating that I was 'The Most Influential
Photographer of 2008'. As tears started to well up in my eyes,
unrelenting memories of anxiety… terror… anguish… filled my mind.
The constant urge… a need, even… to look over my shoulder. The
'routine' of nightmares. The possibility of turning to drastic
measures. Suicide. 

I
vigorously wiped away the tears that had stubbornly fallen down my
cheeks, leaving evident tracks. They had started as tears of joy
and ended up flowing freely as tears of frustration, but moreover,
grief. Try as I might, I could not make those memories leave me,
their intensity never slackening. I take it back, I take it all
back. I'd rather be running in the darkness and be engulfed by the
gloominess… than have those memories eat away at me. I was right…
being awake did cause alot of pain.




Choose your love. Love your choice.

My love is for my career. A husband might call his wife 'his
heart, his soul, his everything', but that’s exactly what I would
say about my career. Photography was my heart, my soul, my
everything. I was pursuing my dream of becoming a
photographer, proud of what I had accomplished so far. I had taken
what I hoped would be stunning photos of the Houses of Parliament.
That's the day it happened. So, okay, my career was
everything to me, the most significant aspect of my life. It was
also… kind of… the reason why my life was so messed up. Not the
sole reason, I'm sure. But it did play a big part. I guess it all
started when my career started deteriorating.

July 2008.

As I looked through the shots, I saw a willowy figure in every
shot, a figure I had not been aware of at the time. The camera
was almost new, I couldn't understand it, was it an apparition of
some sort? I decided that it was not worth my time dwelling upon.
Instead, I gathered up each photo and headed home. On my way home,
I thought to myself. I’d always wanted to be a photographer and
with my Apple QuickTake 100 Polaroid camera back in the 90s, I
remember taking snapshots of my neighbourhood… but, never had I
encountered anything quite like this. Come to think of it, a mature
young woman pursuing her career in photography and discovering
willowy figures in her shots is far from normal. I arrived home and
couldn’t help looking through the shots one last time. Curiosity
killed the cat, after all. I noticed that the figure was still
there, but had changed form. In all 12 photos, there was an altered
misty form lurking in the right-hand corner. I didn’t know what to
make of it. I showed my mother and father the shots I had taken.
They confirmed that they were stunning photos of the
Houses of Parliament. When I pointed out the willowy figure to
them, they said they saw nothing. Was it their eyes or my
hallucination? I had a sense of foreboding that this… whatever
this was… would gradually develop into something closer to
strange but straightforward nightmares. I had no idea what way to
go about it. What to do. Who to turn to. A flash of childhood fear
made me recoil my thoughts. However, nothing could prepare me for
what overtook my life after that peculiar occurrence. Not now. Not
ever.

That night, while the rest of the house
slept, I retrieved the photo album from my oak chest of drawers. It
contained pictures of all the scenery and landscape shots I had
ever taken as a teenager. As I turned the pages ever so delicately,
remembering the amateur pictures I used to take, there wasn’t one I
thought looked shocking or corrupt. At least, not until now.
Whatever aptitude I’d had seemed to have disappeared completely. I
sat bolt upright in bed, something had awoken me. I could see a
shadowy figure lurking at the end of my bed. I blinked. It
disappeared. Had I imagined it?



***



Not having slept well the night before, I
got ready for work at the crack of dawn. Leaving no time for
breakfast but being accustomed to it, I fussed over my Sony
Cyber-shot 9 Megapixel digital camera and spent some time asking my
parents about what their plans for the day were.

"So mum, what are you up to today?" I sat
down at the dining table and watched her eat her Special K.

"Why do you want to know? Have you got
plans for your… what do you call them again… loverboy to
come over or something?" My mother emphasised that pitiable
euphemism with a wry smile and I noticed that her aged eyes looked
very much full of youth. Oh, how I loved my utterly hilarious
mother. I scoffed.

"Ha ha, you’re so funny, Mum" I said
sarcastically. "For your information, there is no man, actually!
Can't a daughter ask her mother about her plan for the day?
Actually, don't answer that, I know what you're like!” My mum made
to swat my arm from across the table and swiftly dodging it, I got
up from the table and walked over to her, embracing her around her
neck. "Love ya," I whispered and grinned. She rolled her eyes as I
skipped towards my father, who was currently falling in and out of
sleep in his favourite armchair.

"What about you, Dad?" I asked him, as I
sat down on the armrest of the sofa. "Nothing much, love" He
mumbled sleepily. "Mmmhm, okay". I rested my cheek on my palm and
sighed. Honestly, it was like having a conversation with a brick
wall. No offence, Dad, I love you and all but…conversation is a
little deprived. I checked the time on my D&G watch, located on
my wrist and frowned. I had 20 minutes to get to work. I muttered
"Oops… time flies when you're having fun". I grabbed my backpack
with my Sony camera, tripod and microphone inside, put my phone
into my jeans pocket and headed for the front door. "Gotta love you
and leave you" I called back into the house, before stepping into
the open air and closing the door behind me. Naturally, I headed to
work. Sometimes, just having an early morning chat with my beloved
parents brought happiness to the start of my day and eased my mind…
a bit…



Little did I know
that my world was going to be turned upside down…







      
    
      

      
        
The Unseen



What happens in Chapter 2?




After that one occurence… those ostensibly harmless shots of The
Houses of Parliament are the commencement of Maria's nightmare. The
only difference is… .it's all real.



'I sat reading my book in bed and the same willowy figure
appeared across my room. I closed my eyes, hoping it was my
imagination. "Please… please… go away… ". I started rocking back
and forth, willing it to go away and leave me alone. When
I found the courage to peek one eye open, it was right in front of
my very eyes. I screamed at the top of my lungs but something
caught in my throat, as the white form tried to suffocate me. I
viciously scrambled around, slapping and kicking, screaming to my
parents for help. I screamed and kept screaming. For an instant, I
felt a sharp sting as a needle slid into my arm. Then, I felt no
more'.
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