
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Nightmare Revelation

	Nightmare Series Book 3

	Written by David Longhorn

	Edited by Emma Salam


Copyright © 2018 by ScareStreet.com

	 

	All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

	 

	This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


Enter the Realm of Terror…

	 

	We’d like to take a moment to thank you for your support and invite you to join our VIP newsletter.

	 

	Dive deeper into the darkness with exclusive offers, early access to new releases, and bone-chilling deals when you sign up at www.ScareStreet.com.

	 

	Let the nightmares begin…

	 

	 

	See you in the shadows,

	Scare Street


Table of Contents

	 

	Prologue: Underground, London

	Chapter 1: Over-ground

	Chapter 2: Impostor Syndrome

	Chapter 3: Fake News

	Chapter 4: City of Illusions

	Chapter 5: Revelations

	Chapter 6: Closer Encounters

	Chapter 7: Revelation, Two

	Chapter 8: Pre-emptive Strike

	Chapter 9: Survival

	Epilogue: End Game

	Voices from Beyond…

	 


Prologue: Underground, London

	 

	“Don’t go down there!” Cristina jumped back in alarm, almost colliding with two young women emerging from the entrance of Hobs Lane station. The man who had shouted at her was shabby looking, his hair long and disheveled, his face half-covered by an unkempt beard.

	“Don’t go down there! It’s not safe!” he shouted, voice breaking with emotion.

	“Another bloody nutcase,” muttered one of the girls. “Ought to round them up.”

	Her friend shushed her. They walked on. But Cristina could not go away from the entrance to the Tube station. Her work lay inside.

	“Please, sir, let me pass,” she said firmly, keeping her voice level, trying to soften her accent. Sometimes people reacted badly if you sounded foreign but she had never managed a convincing English accent, even in small phrases. “Please. Sir. I must get to work now.”

	It was ten after midnight, but in the streets of central London, there was never total darkness. In the glow of streetlamps and passing headlights, Cristina could see that the man was not merely poorly dressed. He was obviously homeless, his feet wrapped up in newspapers that concealed any shoes he might be wearing.

	The man frowned at her, then seemed to get an idea.

	“You’re from Poland, right?” Cristina sighed, started to protest, then thought it might antagonize the man, who could well be mentally ill.

	Always, they assume I’m Polish, she thought. But if I say Romanian, they call me a bloody gypsy. If I’m lucky.

	When she said nothing, the man stepped forward, looming over Cristina. He was close enough now for her to smell his bad breath, and the scent of sweat and urine from his clothes. Even in the cold February night, the odor carried. Cristina wrinkled her nose and took another step back.

	“You lot from Eastern Europe,” the strange man went on, “you know there are monsters, like vampires, werewolves? Your church teaches you to shun the doings of evil spirits!”

	I’m a qualified science teacher working as a bloody cleaner in this big, dirty city to make money to help my sick child, she thought, anger rising. Who are you to make assumptions about me, smelly Englishman!

	But instead of speaking her thoughts, she nodded mutely, still keen on not angering him.

	“Well, then,” the vagrant continued. “You should know there are things like that in this city, now. Demons! Monsters! Unholy creatures from the Pits of Hell!”

	The man waved his arms, and Cristina saw his knuckles were scarred. She glanced past the stranger, calculated that she could duck past him, run for the station entrance, and call security.

	“I’ve seen them on the tracks, under bridges, in the old, abandoned sidings!”

	The man was ranting now, arms flailing ever more wildly. She could see the whites of his eyes, looked away, but then saw the gap-toothed mouth with its ropes of saliva, gobbets of spittle flying towards her as he went on and on.

	“What’s this about?” Cristina looked over her shoulder to see a young police officer. She had been raised to fear and mistrust the police in her homeland, but in England, she had not found officers corrupt or brutal. She started to speak but the homeless man started scolding the officer.

	“The government knows about it! How could they not know? Those things are using the tunnels—”

	“All right, pal, that’s enough.”

	The officer waved the man back, and it worked. Suddenly Cristina’s personal space was free. She realized that she had been holding her breath. But the tense situation seemed to have been defused as suddenly as it had started. The gangly homeless man started to shuffle away along the street, muttering to himself. The police officer looked down at Cristina, smiled. She felt her face flush and hoped he could not see it in the poor light.

	“He’s harmless, miss,” he said. “Take care. There’s plenty around who aren’t.”

	She stood watching for a moment as the policeman walked off after the vagrant, taking his time, showing that he was confident, in control of his territory.

	A good-looking young man. Kind eyes. Nice rear, too.

	She shook her head to dispel pointless thoughts and hurried into the station, then made her way around the ranks of ticket machines to the small storage room. There, she changed into her overalls, collected her mop, and filled her wheeled bucket with warm, soapy water. She almost forgot to tie up her long, dark hair, and tuck it under a soiled canvas cap. Despite rushing, she was still a good ten minutes late when she reached the platforms via the service lift.

	The last Tube train had gone nearly twenty minutes ago, and security had finished their final sweep. There was nobody else around. The silence was profound, the escalators and air conditioners had been switched off automatically. She glanced up at the closed-circuit TV camera and wondered—as she always did—if anyone was actually watching over her. From what she knew of security guards, the answer was almost certainly ‘No.’ Cristina began mopping the platform, sweeping smaller items of garbage off onto the track. As she worked, she felt an all-too-familiar weariness begin to weigh down her limbs. She was trying to hold down four cleaning jobs, all with different contractors. She had gotten up at four that morning, grabbed a sandwich at lunchtime, another at six.

	Dead on my feet, she thought. That’s what the English say, dead on your feet.

	“Crissi.” Cristina stopped, leaning on the mop, head tilted. She had been dog-tired many times before and nodded off on a bus or in a cafeteria. But she did not think it was possible to dream when you were actually working.

	“Help me, Crissi.”

	The words were spoken in Romanian. They echoed down the empty platform. The voice was familiar.

	Impossible. Cristina began to mop vigorously at the worn tiles, carelessly slopping gray water over her trainers. The voice was familiar, but the person the voice belonged to was long dead. She reasoned the voice was a symptom of her terrible fatigue. She would finish up quickly.

	Yes, I will do what they call a ‘half-arsed job’, she told herself. And if I lose this gig, there are plenty of others. Always plenty to clean in a big, dirty city.

	“Help me, Crissi.”

	The voice repeated the phrase, over and over, and it sounded so plaintive that she had to stifle a sob. She flung the mop down, the crash of the plastic shaft on the tiles drowning out the voice. It paused, as if startled by the racket, then resumed its plea, its tone even more urgent.

	“Shut up,” she said, quietly at first, but then getting louder as she felt herself growing angrier. “Shut up, Constantin!”

	As soon as she said the name, the voice stopped. As if Constantin is a magic word, she thought.

	She had not seen Constantin since he had left their provincial home and gone to the capital to be, in his words, a businessman. A few months later, his emails and phone calls had stopped. When Cristina had gone to try and find him, everyone had claimed ignorance. The police had not cared. There were too many missing persons. Eventually, an old police sergeant had told her that Constantin had been involved in drugs and was probably dead, buried in the foundations of an office building or flyover.

	But maybe he came to London instead, she thought. To flee from his enemies, creditors, gangsters.

	“Crissi, I need your help.”

	This time the voice was weak, hesitant. She looked up towards the platform at the gaping tunnel mouth, a vast round O of blackness. It was the only place that Constantin could be. She walked up the platform, slowly at first but then gathering pace as hope took possession of her weary mind. She stopped by the tunnel entrance, leaned out cautiously over the track.

	“Constantin? Is that you?” she hissed.

	In the darkness, she could just make out a pale shape. She was a little shortsighted, and the figure could have been anyone.

	“It’s me, Crissi. It’s your brother.” Cristina felt her heart miss a beat, then start hammering wildly.

	“I can’t see you properly. Can you come closer?”

	“No! I can’t let them see me.”

	Tiredness left her struggling with her thoughts until she worked out what he meant.

	“You mean the cameras?”

	“Yes,” said the voice from the darkness. “But you can come to me. They turned off the power, Crissi, it’s safe.” Cristina looked down at the track. The third rail gleamed dully silver.

	“What are you doing in there, Constantin?”

	“Hiding, of course! Easy to hide in London. Lots of places underground. You know that.”

	She was puzzled for a moment, but then it was as if a doorway had opened and let a host of new ideas into her head. She saw the familiar London she walked through every day, but now the concrete and tarmac beneath her feet was transparent. Underneath ran cables, conduits, water mains, and the myriad tunnels of the Underground network. And there were older tunnels, plus medieval cellars, wartime shelters, secret government bunkers, hundreds of hidden places once useful, now forgotten. And all beneath the vast, bustling city.

	Of course, there are lots of places to hide, she thought. That must be what that homeless man saw. People like Constantin, the smarter outcasts and fugitives, seeking warmth and safety under the earth.

	“Okay,” she said, sitting down on the edge of the platform. “Wait there. I’ll come to you.”

	Once her feet struck the dirty ground between the rails, she knew she could not turn back. She began to step carefully along the tracks, squinting into the gloom. In the uncertain light that spilled from the platform, she could just make out a pale figure crouched low against the curving tunnel wall.

	“Constantin? Oh my God, are you naked? What has happened to your clothes?”

	Overcome by emotion, she rushed forward, almost tripping on the rails, desperate to embrace her brother again. But as she drew nearer, she saw that the body before her did not look very much like that of a young man. In fact, its small stature and soft curves were more feminine than anything else, as was the mass of dark hair hanging down the crouching figure’s back. She hesitated, her hands falling to her side. The desperate belief that she had found her long-lost sibling evaporated.

	“I... I don’t understand. Where is my brother?”

	Without replying, the pale shape sprang up, moving with extraordinary speed. Cristina screamed, reeled backwards, and tripped on a rail. She fell painfully, onto hard metal, and gasped as the wind was knocked out of her. The pale creature that had mimicked Constantin leaped forward, landed on her chest. Its long, sinewy fingers fastened around her throat.

	Dark hair brushed her face as Cristina fought for life, all weariness forgotten in the struggle. She tried to pry the gripping hands loose, but in vain. Desperately, she clawed at the half-hidden face, but her arms were not quite long enough. She only succeeded in sweeping aside the thick veil of hair.

	No, no, it cannot have my face.

	“Oh, but it does.”

	They were the last words Cristina heard.

	 

	***

	 

	“Hello there, darling,” said the security guard. “Knocking off early, are we? Bit naughty!”

	The young woman with long, dark hair said nothing, simply continued to walk toward the exit. The guard walked after her, keeping a few yards behind so he could take a long look at her figure.

	Weird, the guard thought. She’s normally one of the chatty ones. What’s her name again? Maria? Most of them are called Maria. Damn, now if I call her Maria, she’ll be peeved.

	He picked up his pace to overtake the woman, noting that she was still wearing her overalls. And one of her shoelaces had come unfastened. He pointed this out to her and she stopped, bent down, and started to fasten the lace again. Her hands, he noticed, moved clumsily, as if she were suffering from severe cold. Yet it was not particularly chilly indoors.

	“In a hurry, are we?” he said.

	Again, there was no response. Instead, the woman stood up and walked to the exit where a large sliding door sealed Hobs Lane off from the rest of the city. The guard hurried forward again, taking out his key card.

	“Here you go, love,” he said, swiping the card, then tapping in a code on a keypad. An electric motor whined and the door began to lift slowly, revealing the sidewalk. The guard looked down at the woman, who was staring blankly ahead.

	“Long day, I bet?” he offered. “Mine’s just starting, of course.”

	“Yes,” she said, without looking at him. “Long day. I go home now.”

	The guard felt suddenly resentful of her attitude. He had been kind to this woman in the past, offering her cups of tea, overlooking her occasional tardiness. And now she was treating him in such an offhand manner.

	Stuck-up bitch, he thought. What’s she got to feel so superior about?

	“Well, don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” he grunted. “So that leaves you free to do just about—”

	His hand was almost on the woman’s right butt cheek when her hand shot around behind her and grabbed his wrist. The small, delicate-looking head spun, dark hair flying.

	“Hey,” he protested, “it was just a bit of fun.”

	The woman stepped forward, her small, cool hand still gripping his wrist like a vice. Now he could see her face more clearly, her eyes were great, dark pools with no apparent boundary between pupil and iris.

	Did she have those eyes before? Of course, she did. I just didn’t notice, is all.

	He began to struggle against her grip, brought his other hand up in a threatening gesture, only to have her seize that one too. The guard felt a sudden terror, an awareness that he was alone with this apparent madwoman.

	“So alone,” she murmured, and a small, oddly dark tongue flicked across her lips. “So frightened.”

	Then, as quickly as it had begun, the weird confrontation ended. The woman freed his arms and ducked under the still-rising door. He cursed after her, feeling brave again. The door rose up a couple of feet higher and revealed an empty street. He closed the main door and went back to check on the cleaners’ storeroom.

	“Bloody hell!” he exclaimed. “She didn’t even put her damn bucket away.”

	He set off back to his desk to fill out a report.


Chapter 1: Over-ground

	 

	Denny was floating in a warm, tropical ocean. The blue of the sea was so beautiful that she smiled at it, sure that she was in paradise. Other people around her were mostly drifting but a few swimming languidly, kicking themselves along with oversize fins. One swimmer moved a little closer, giving her a thumbs up. She looked through the plastic snorkel-mask to see that it was Frankie.

	Hey, she mouthed. Thought I’d lost you.

	Frankie mouthed back, I know, then gestured upward, at the shimmering ceiling of the ocean surface. Denny returned her friend’s thumbs up and kicked out. But her feet did not propel her forward. Instead, she felt her feet pinioned, trapped in some unyielding substance. She looked down. A dark, mountainous object was rising beneath them. She could make out a vast, corrugated mass of roiling protoplasm. Dotted here and there, on its surface bulged, huge, distorted faces. Each face was a bulbous expanse of cartoon-like despair. Denny knew these to be the faces of its victims, the beings whose essence the vast entity needed to survive and grow.

	Soul Eater. It found us again.

	Denny kicked more frantically, but instead of freeing her ankles the action seemed to draw her deeper into the colossal body. She sank to her knees into the semi-transparent tissue. She looked over at Frankie, but her friend was also caught. One by one, all of the swimmers in the warm sea were snared, sucked into the nightmare monster.

	Nightmare! That’s what this is. Not real at all. Just a bad dream.

	The knowledge did not free her. The awareness that she was dreaming only seemed to make her sink faster into the glutinous tissue. Soon the sticky outer layer engulfed her head and she was inside the Soul Eater. Around her, through the semi-transparent flesh of the creature, she saw other bodies in attitudes of panic and despair.

	A gigantic quivering wave in the protoplasm that held her spun her body around, and she was now facing downward. Small glowing patches grew larger, until she could make out roughly human outlines. Denny didn’t want to look but couldn’t close her eyes. The shapes were the earlier human sacrifices the Interlopers made to this hideous quasi-deity. The beings of the Phantom Dimension, almost driven to extinction, had found that offering humans to the greedy colossus bought them more time until the creature grew restless again.

	These victims had been consumed skin and muscle first, then organs and skeleton, leaving only the brain and nervous system. The Soul Eater needed their minds, hijacking them to keep its own vast, alien organism functioning. Their brains, Denny knew, could live for years within the living mountain.

	Another ripple in the protoplasm spun her and doubled her up, and now Denny was looking down at her own body. Or rather, at where it used to be. Fragments of bone and flesh were falling away. Nerves trailed through the dark tissue, tracing the shape of a body now dissolved, consumed. She could not escape the Soul Eater. What little remained of her would be trapped here, serving the inhuman purposes of a colossal beast.

	“No!”

	Denny sat up in darkness, reached out to feel her arms, legs, then her face. As sleep receded, she recognized the bedroom of her small rental apartment in central London. The time by the clock radio was 3:35 AM. She sighed. She was due at the Romola Foundation for more tests and questions at nine, sharp. This was the second time in one night where she had been awoken by a dream of the Phantom Dimension. The first one had been a lot worse.

	Maybe the third will be cute and cuddly. Hell, I need to pee anyways.

	On the way back to bed, she made a quick diversion across the living room to look out of the window. Despite the freezing winter night, London was busy. Groups of people, mostly young, were apparently staggering home from nightclubs. The famous black taxis plied a busy trade. As she looked down at the street, a young woman in a short, sequined dress fell out of a cab, and on hands and knees puked in the gutter.

	“In my day, we waited until we got home, young lady,” Denny murmured.

	Raising her eyes, she could just make out the St. Paul’s on the other side of the river, the dome of the cathedral floodlit. Denny recalled a famous picture of the beautiful building in wartime, St. Paul’s surrounded by fires, indomitable in the face of human evil.

	Hope wasn’t misplaced then. Good did triumph. Imperfectly, but still it triumphed.

	After she got back into bed, another image came to Denny, this one a hybrid of history and nightmare. Behind St. Paul’s loomed a Soul Eater, a moving mountain easily larger than the cathedral. Though she tried to dispel the vision, her tired mind returned to it every time she closed her eyes.

	The flowing mass surrounded the ancient building, smashing down its walls like a mudslide wrecking a fragile log cabin. The dome cracked, fell into the foul mass, and the living tide of darkness flowed on, its body studded with thousands of faces. Vast, caricatures of human faces, each one frozen in a scream of fear and torment.

	Denny sat up, groped for the remote, and turned on the TV. Channel hopping past news, sports, and the porn that her employers had apparently decided she might need. There were plenty of dramas about serial killers, mostly men stalking women in dark apartment buildings.

	Eventually Denny found an old movie station that was halfway through showing an old black and white British film she had never heard of, ‘The Day the Earth Caught Fire’. She was about to flick past it when she realized that it was about journalists. Becoming interested, she found that it was the first disaster movie she had seen with reporters like herself as heroes, as opposed to shallow idiots who ask scientists dumb questions and cause mass panic.

	Denny stayed with it. A character gave a helpful recap, explaining that nuclear testing had knocked the Earth off its axis. The resulting change in temperature was destroying civilizations. The superpowers were now planning to detonate H-bombs at both Poles in the hope of correcting the problem before everyone got baked in a literal sense. And an old-school newspaper editor decided that he needed to prepare two front pages. The camera zoomed in on headlines.

	 

	EARTH SAVED. EARTH DOOMED.

	 

	At last, she thought. A bit of harmless escapism.

	 

	***

	 

	Sallie Murray took a deep breath and carried the breakfast tray into the dining room. Outside the windows of the farmhouse, large, fluffy snowflakes were falling onto the frozen mud of the yard. It was a bleak time of year, a time when Sallie struggled with the recurring depression she insisted on calling ‘the winter blues’. She forced a smile as she placed steaming bowls of porridge in front of her children, Zoe and Ben, and her husband Jon.

	“Snowing again,” she said, sitting down. “Looks like it might lie, Jon.”

	Her husband grunted, dug into his porridge.

	“Still, no chance school will be closed over a little sprinkling like that,” she went on, turning to Ben. “Is there, darling?”

	The boy looked at her for a moment, then down at his breakfast. His sister looked out at the snow, then turned to Sallie.

	“No, mummy,” Zoe said. “Everything will be fine.”

	Not for the first time, a chill went through Sallie at her daughter’s words, followed by a pang of intense guilt.

	Why do I feel like this? How can I suddenly stop loving my own children? What kind of god-awful mother am I?

	The weird revulsion she felt for Ben and Zoe had crept up in her over the last few weeks. It was hard for Sallie to pin down any event that had triggered the change. In fact, lately, the children had been better behaved than ever before. And they had done their homework and chores on time, without being nagged. They seemed indifferent to the television, watching it if she put it on, going to bed as soon as she told them to.

	The only real problem, so far as she could tell, was a deterioration in their handwriting. They were both producing straggly, printed letters that did not much resemble their earlier, better efforts.

	Hardly cause for alarm, she told herself for the hundredth time. Kids today spend so much time on tablets and laptops that handwriting is like some weird, old-fashioned skill.

	Her train of thought was interrupted by her phone. A neighbor was inquiring about their dog, a wayward collie that kept escaping to the Murray farm. Zoe and Ben always made a huge fuss over the dog, ignoring instructions not to feed it tidbits.

	“No, Jackie, I’m sorry,” Sallie said, “we haven’t seen Fenton. Have we, kids?”

	She waited for the children to respond, but they continued to scoop up spoonfuls of porridge.

	“Answer your mother,” growled Jon.

	“No, we haven’t seen the dog,” Ben said, without looking up.

	“Sorry, Jackie, the kids say he’s not been round, but we’ll keep an eye out for him. Yes, I know, it is pretty bad, but I’m sure he’ll have more sense than to stay out in weather like this. Gotta go, bye!”

	After breakfast, Sallie gave out lunches to the husband and kids, and saw them off at the door. Jon went first, unsmiling, delivering his usual peck on the cheek, only grunting as she asked when he might be back. The children’s kisses felt just as perfunctory. She stood musing unhappily as she watched them set off across the farmyard towards the main road.

	“Just a minute!” she shouted, giving way to a sudden impulse. “I’ll get my coat and see you to the bus-stop.”

	It’s just a harmless little experiment, she thought, as she rushed back inside to grab her coat. Not a mad thing to do. Not mad at all.

	Ben and Zoe were waiting at the farm gate, showing no sign of impatience or annoyance. As soon as she caught up with them, they recommenced their walk, Ben on one side of Sallie, Zoe on the other. The snow was falling more swiftly now, the flakes so dense that she could barely make out the early morning traffic passing a quarter mile ahead.

	Please, please be normal, she thought. Please react the way I know my kids would react to their mother seeing them off in front of their schoolmates.

	The children stopped abruptly, each one turning to look up at her.

	“Mummy, please don’t come with us to the bus-stop,” Zoe pleaded. “We’re not babies.”

	“Yeah, mum, it’ll be dead embarrassing in front of the other guys,” Ben added. “Not cool.”

	Sallie laughed, trying to sound casual.

	“Of course, silly me,” she said, taking a pace back. “I just worry about you when... when the weather’s bad, you know.”

	“We know how you feel,” said Zoe, matter-of-factly. “But there’s nothing to worry about.”

	“Nothing to worry about, mother,” said Ben. “Nothing at all.”

	Then, without another word, the children turned and walked on. Zoe’s tiny figure vanished into the blizzard first, then Ben’s. Sallie stood looking after them, only vaguely aware of the icy flakes settling on her face, starting to clot her hair with moisture. Only the sudden scream of a siren out of the storm brought her back to awareness of her surroundings. Red and blue lights flashed briefly in the swirling whiteness, then vanished.
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