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​

Good evening

The short story in your hands is rather like a locked attic. You know you shouldn’t look inside, but you will. 

The title, NEARLY DEAD, is quite accurate, though I should clarify: the publisher has refused all responsibility for what happens after you read it. Sleeplessness, trembling, and the occasional scream in the dark are entirely your affair.

The short story you are about to enjoy is part of a book titled NIGHTMARES - 13 Twisted Tales, though I should confess that title is a bit misleading. You see, most nightmares evaporate the next morning, like the mist in at sunrise. These stories, however, have the unnerving habit of lingering with you long after you wake up. 

One final note. As the author, I should wish you “pleasant dreams” at the conclusion of this story. But that would be dishonest on my part. 

May I suggest you keep a light on, and the door locked.

Shall we begin?



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 
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Richard Halloway stood at the foot of the hospital bed in his best navy suit, his shoes gleaming as if he had just come from court. His tie was knotted perfectly, and his diamond cufflinks sparkled under the lights. Every detail was perfect. 

Yet lying there on the hospital bed was his body, pale and motionless, a web of wires and tubes tethering him to this world. The room smelled faintly of antiseptic and urine. Machines hummed with steady indifference, their blinking lights and rhythmic beeps announcing life was still clinging to his body. 

“Well.” He muttered to himself. “If this isn’t just goddamn poetic. I’m my own client.”

Circling the bed like he was searching for evidence, Richard leaned closer, staring at his own face. He looked older than he remembered. The years of courtroom battles, whiskey nights, and broken marriages had left a roadmap of lines and shadows across his features. He wasn’t afraid. Fear had never been part of his vocabulary. Instead, he felt irritated at the absurdity of standing there watching his own body being kept alive by the various machines. It seemed rather obvious to Richard that he was either hallucinating or dreaming.

He reached down impulsively, intending to shake his shoulder to wake himself. But when his hand touched the body, it slid through the skin like mist. He jerked back, staring at his own hand as if betrayed.

“I’m definitely suing for malpractice.” He said dryly.

He barely felt the soft gust of air, as though the room itself had exhaled. From the space beside him, a woman simply appeared wearing tight fitting slacks, a loose blouse, and a crossbody bag as if she had just stepped out of a grocery store. The woman’s smile was gentle, her presence strangely ordinary, and yet the air around her carried a subtle energy that made Richard’s skin prickle before he noticed her.

“Mr. Halloway.” She said, her voice soft and melodic, the tone of second grade teacher.

He nearly jumped out of his shoes. “Christ almighty! You scared me half to death.” He stopped himself, lips twitching. “Well, more than I already am.”

Her smile widened slightly. “Forgive me. I didn’t mean to startle you. My name is Seraphina.” She adjusted the strap of her bag. “I’m an angel assigned to your case.”

Richard gave her a long, skeptical look, as though she were a witness who had just said something particularly ridiculous on the stand. “No offense, lady, but I’m not entirely convinced angels are real.”

“None taken.” Seraphina replied with surprising warmth. “You’re not the first one to tell me that.”

Richard crossed his arms. “So, am I really dead? Because this looks suspiciously like a very bad joke.”

“Not exactly.” Seraphina said. “You’re nearly dead. You had a stroke, which isn’t so unusual. The unusual part is that this wasn’t your time.”

Richard blinked at her. “Not my time? What the hell does that mean? You people double-booked me? Who’s in charge of scheduling up there?”

“God.” Seraphina answered, and even though she tried to sound professional, there was the faintest twitch of amusement in her eyes. “And . . . let’s just say HE is very upset about this. An investigation has already begun.”

Richard tried again to touch his own hand, with the same grim determination he’d shown when cornering a hostile witness. His fingers passed straight through.

Seraphina giggled. Just once, but enough to make him snap his head toward her. She covered her mouth immediately, her eyes wide. “I’m sorry.” She said sheepishly. “I know I shouldn’t laugh. It’s just . . . you looked so serious. Like you really thought it might work . . . it was cute.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
NIGHTMAIRIES





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





