Telephone Story 2

Nightmares

Author 1:
She felt decidedly off- even taking into consideration her lack of clothes, the taste of blood in her mouth, and her aching and reddened wrists. Perhaps she’d been drugged? Yes, that might explain why she had no memory of how she’d ended up butt-naked in the middle of a field, surrounded by angry robed men. She might have assumed it was some childish fraternity initiation ritual, were it not for the ornate silvery daggers.

She’d felt a bit silly for yelling “I’M NOT AN INNOCENT VIRGIN!” before bolting. It hadn’t helped.

Surprisingly, despite her constant fumbling and sluggishness, certainly not helped by her feeble attempts at shielding herself in some form of modesty, she seemed to be putting some distance between herself and her pursuers. She had seen the church steeple some distance off, and headed for it.

Churches were supposed to help, right? Asylum! She might not exactly be in her Sunday best, but they had to help her, right? They might even have one of those imposing crusadery priests who’d vanquish them with holy water and a shotgun or something, right? Right?!

…She caught herself mid-stumble on a crooked grave marker. Ouch! It was hot. She looked up at the cloudy sky, shrugged, and reached for the door.

Author 2:

Annie stepped inside the church and the huge stained glass window immediately caught her eye. In the centre, a stereotypical angel stood tall, but for one small difference. Grasped in her arms, a baby lay crying. As Annie studied the glass, it came to life. The glass was morphing and new art was being drawn in in front of her very own eyes.

She saw her self being kidnapped, stripped and used in a sacrifice. The stained glass window showed a disagreement between her captors which gave her the opportunity to escape. The glass continued to illustrate her journey, travelling naked through fields before stumbling upon the church. 

The quick moving stained glass window made Annie dizzy, and she slumped down on one of the church pews. Before long, she fell asleep, in the hope that the church would be a safe haven until a good samaritan arrived to help.

The window lit up as lightning struck the church and the boom of thunder woke Annie from her sleep. In that moment, the window revealed a figure cloaked in shadow and then Annie felt a hand upon her shoulder... 

Author 3:

Annie shrieked and jolted up, whirling around… and indeed ending up face-to-face with an odd cloaked figure. Her heart stopped for a moment… until the stranger stepped out of the shadows, revealing his robes as being a simple dusty black, rather than the bright crimson colour her captors had been wearing… and, to Annie’s immense relief, the man seemed to be wearing a [priesterkragen]. 

“Quick.” He said, holding up a plain [gown]. “There’s no time to lose. It won’t be long until someone gets the idea to check the church… not the brightest knives in the drawer, they are, but there’s a lot of them.” 

The preacher turned back around, not even waiting for a response. He pointed towards a small window to the… must’ve been the south-east, Annie figured, quickly dressing herself. “Little cover there, so you’ll have to hurry before the redrobes swarm out. 

Follow the stream over the fields until you see a huge tree… old farmer Brown’s dog will be probably be sniffing around there, but don’t worry, Frankie’s harmless. Take the left path, to the village; they’ll be able to help you.” 

He turned back to Annie, a worried expression on his face. “This place won’t be safe much longer. Hurry.” 

Author 4:

And just at that moment, the doors burst open.  A man wearing a tuxedo stepped inside and sat his bag down on the ground.

"Darling!  There you are!  We have to go now.  The wedding is over."  He extended his hand.  "It's time for our honeymoon."

Annie gathered up some of her long-white wedding dress trail in one hand and pulled back her veil with the other.  She was so happy to see her husband.

She quickly strode down the aisle of the church towards the man, ready to be swept off her feet.

"ANNIE!"

She spun on her heels to face the man in the black robes.  

"WHAT YOU SEE IS NOT WHAT YOU SEE!" shouted the man in black.

Her wedding dress, and all images of the wedding that never happened and the honeymoon that could not be, faded from her mind. When she turned back toward the doors, she did not see a man in a tuxedo, but a man in a crimson robe wielding a silver dagger.  He pulled back his hood to reveal his face.

A face with no eyes. 

Author 5:

She screamed. A lot. After that died down she paused to get up enough wind for some fresh screaming. Then she realized where she was.

On the floor, wrapped up in sheets, lying in a heap. So that had been a dream? Vaguely she wondered if that should be comforting. It would have been, if only she could remember where she was now, remember anything . . . except that field on the hill, the men in their bizarre robes and long knives . . . she could see it all in her mind, perfectly clearly. What a vivid dream. What time was it?

Philip. That's right, the wedding, that was yesterday. Philip should be here. This was their honeymoon sweet. He was supposed to be beside her. Instead she could hear him moving around, in the bathroom maybe . . . “Philip?” she called, sitting up and turning around.

The man in the crimson robe was still there.

She found she didn't have the breath to scream again, so she just gasped and stared. That face – those thin flaps where eyes should have been, that black toothed hole that looked like a crude imitation of a mouth – it was obvious.

“You're not real,” she said firmly, “and this is a dream, and I'm going to wake up, right now.” 
Author 6:

And so she did. Again. 

The room had a view over a nice garden. The importance of greenery in this kind of context wasn’t foreign to those who had designed The Alder Retreat.  She liked this room. She could have her breakfast here in privacy. 

Philip sat on the bedside and massaged her shin under the duvet. The bed was folded up like a giant comfy chair, and a tray was positioned in front of her. Philip was thankful she was eating. He hated the sight of that drip-stand with the tubes and shit. Gave him the creeps. 

“The doctor says you’re still having those nightmares”, he said with a certain aggitation in his voice. She nodded absently and took a bite of the apple. He went on: “I think it’s that new medicine they’re feeding you with. I mean, don’t those doctors read the Lancet?” 

“Do you remember when we almost got married?” she said and smiled, as if it was an amusing anecdote. Philip stopped massaging and looked down. Then he sighed deeply and stood up. 

“I’m going to have a chat with the chief of medicine of this joint. They have a chief of medicine in this cuckoo’s nest, don’t they? Everyone’s using Cerapex these days, I know these things, you know, I got contacts!” 
Author 7:

And he stood up and went, leaving Annie all alone in the ward. She wondered whether she’d ever see him again… the walls were closing in on her!

“Come closer, Annie,” they taunted, oozing a noxious slime which bubbled and slipped into piles on the floor. Terrible mouths appeared like rashes, flaunting gnashing black teeth, row on row on row, as vicious as barbed wire. “Yum, yum, yum, you look gooood!” they snarled, attempting what looked like a grin, and caressing their teeth with a forked tongue. “PORK!”

Annie looked down at herself, and found she had four trotters, a tail; and would provide a delicious meal. She sqealed at the top of her piggy lungs – but she knew nobody could save her. The walls were looming. They were three times as high, and crept ever closer, closer to the bed, and the door might as well have been a hundred miles away.

The mouths were so close she could feel their hot breath on her skin, and they dripped acid as they slathered over her. They began feasting like pirahnas.

Then, something very odd happened. Annie woke again; but this time, she knew the nightmares wouldn’t trouble her anymore.

