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Introduction
The six short stories in this book are a mixed batch which I hope you will enjoy. They include:-
‘Obsession’ - which is a dark story about a stalker, and not recommended for those of a nervous disposition. This was the story which gave birth to the Night Watcher and is the precursor of my novel of the same name.
‘In Zofia’s Footsteps’ - is the story of migrant fruit pickers working on a fruit farm in Scotland. Make up your own mind whether or not there is a hint of the paranormal in this one.
‘Not a Bad Person’ - is a gritty story which introduces Baz, a heroin addict and what he feels compelled to do to acquire money to feed his habit.
‘Ghost of Christmas Past’ - is a gentle ghost story which is not in the least scary, although I’m better known for my scary stories.
‘Sin’ - a tale of the Magdalene Laundries, institutions for unmarried mothers, which were infamous in Ireland in the not too distant past.
‘Santa’s Little Helper’ - a little bit of nonsense to finish off with.
I hope you like my choice of stories.
Chris Longmuir
OBSESSION
He slipped deeper into the shadows, merging with them until he was only a shadow himself. He liked the feel of the night and the comfort of the darkness. He liked the sound of the night, the silence and solitude. He liked the smell of the night, for it brought the scent of damp earth and mould.
Soon, she would come.
His knees quivered sending the tremble upwards until he felt the tingle of anticipation that was so delicious. Partly it was excitement and partly fear. It made his insides melt and sent a thrill to his loins. It had become something he could no longer live without.
The bushes rustled somewhere to his right, and he sensed the presence of an alien body. His instincts told him it wasn’t human, but he could see nothing. Fear held him in its silent grasp and he ached with the effort of remaining still.
Closing his hand on the object in his pocket he caressed its smooth steel surface. He enjoyed the feel of the blade - it gave him confidence and security. It gave him protection from the creatures of the night and the hooligans who roamed the streets. Without it he was nothing.
Pressing his back hard against the tree trunk he waited while the rustling drew nearer. Drips splattered against his head and neck, and the dampness penetrated his coat, working its way past the layers until his shirt stuck to his skin.
The cat stalked past barely glancing at him, every movement of its body seeming to say - I knew you were there. He considered slitting its throat but thought better of it. He could not contaminate his blade with the blood of a cat.
The blade was precious. He had honed it until it gleamed and knew he must keep it virgin and unadulterated. He had saved it for her because she was special, because it would be his present to her. It would help keep her safe from those who might harm her. Everything would be spoiled if he contaminated it now.
The clacking of heels alerted him to her approach and he held his breath until she passed. Then, keeping to the shadows, he followed her.
He knew the route she would take, for he had followed her many times before. But tonight was the night they would meet. He knew how, and he knew where. Tonight she belonged to him and he would look after her forever.
The tree-lined street was silent and empty. He fingered the blade in his pocket and his mind jittered with anticipation. He could approach her here. It would be easy. A run up the street, a tap on the shoulder, he would gather her into his embrace and she would be his. He would say to her, ‘I am here to watch over you, to protect you from all those who would do you harm.’
But it wasn’t the right place. He had chosen the place and time so carefully. It wouldn’t be right to approach her here.
She walked in front of him as she had done so many nights before, never suspecting he was following her. She was confident in her bearing. The way she walked with long strides, her back erect and her long hair swinging with the motion of her body. He could almost feel his fingers in her hair.
It was her hair that had first attracted him. It flowed over her shoulders, blending with the white of her uniform. He had leaned against her on the bus and felt its silkiness and smelled the essence of her. He had known instinctively it was his role in life to protect her and he meant to do just that. He’d followed her when she alighted and had been following her ever since.
He knew where she worked, and where she lived. The restaurants and hotels she used. The people she saw. He knew none of them meant anything to her and that she was waiting for him. They were waiting for each other.
Soon! Soon now, she would be his. He knew this for a certainty because the voice had told him.
Sometimes the voice whispered. Sometimes it shouted. But it never lied.
‘She’s waiting for you,’ the voice had said. ‘She’s been waiting a long time, but you must take care. You must surprise her for that is what she wants.’
The voice was quiet tonight. He was grateful for that because he was never entirely sure whether other people could hear it as well. He thought the voice spoke only to him, but sometimes when he caught people glancing at him in that peculiar way they had, he wondered.
A car trundled past, its headlights greedily searching out the shadows, making him press himself close to the wall that bordered the road. The damp stonework reached out and stroked his shoulders leaving a trace of green slime on his coat. It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except the pursuit.
He saw her head turn as the car drew level and slowed. He knew he should protect her. But fear held him in its grasp making him a coward. He drew further back into the shadows, knowing that he would have to force himself to jump to her aid if she was in danger. Closing his eyes he focused his thoughts on the unknown driver. When he opened them again the car had continued on its way and she was still there.
‘Thought you’d lost her, didn’t you?’ The voice had a sneering quality tonight. ‘Think you’re so clever. Didn’t think that someone might want to give her a lift, did you?’
He didn’t like the voice when it sneered or was nasty and at these times he tried to make it go away, but it was usually too powerful and refused to leave him. However, he knew his own power was growing and that someday he would be master.
‘She’s too sensible to take a lift from a stranger,’ he answered the voice silently. ‘I knew she wouldn’t.’ He breathed deeply, inhaling the smell of leaf mould and damp earth.
He saw her pull her coat closer round her body and could almost feel her shiver as she glanced over her shoulder before walking on towards the park.
There were bushes and trees and grass and mould in the park. All the things he liked. The pond that used to be clear water was now overgrown with rushes and smelled dank and polluted. Even the ducks didn’t breed there now. He liked the ducks. They’d been easy targets for his air rifle when he’d been younger, but that pastime hadn’t held his interest once his tastes matured.
An old fashioned bandstand, perched on a mound in the centre of the park, overlooked everything that went on. Many an hour he’d spent there in his teens, spying on couples. There weren’t many secrets that had escaped him over the years but he held his knowledge to himself.
It was his kingdom, the park. And the bandstand was his throne room. No one knew about the space underneath that he had made his own private territory. It was where he conducted his experiments, and it was where he’d possessed his first girl. It was where he would possess Laura.
He savoured her name in his mind speech. Laura, it was such a beautiful name.
She reached the stone pillars that once upon a time had supported the gate into the park. The council had never replaced them after they’d been removed to provide more iron for a long ago war. He started to hurry as she vanished through the stone portals. It was time to close the distance between them.
As he rounded the corner and stepped on to the grass he could hear the noise of her high heels clacking on the concrete of the path that led past the pond. Keeping to the grass he followed the noise. She couldn’t see him and she couldn’t hear him. Not unless she could hear the thundering noise his heart was making.
Soon he passed her, for the time had come when he needed to be in front of her rather than trailing behind. Now, he would wait for her, and she would be his.
This was the part he enjoyed most, the culmination of months of stalking and planning. The minutes before they would come together and be one, the minutes before the climax. His excitement mounted threatening to suffocate him.
The tree was a large one. It stood guard over the path just beyond the pond. The tree was his friend. Its trunk so large it concealed him from view.
Soon she came. Her hair was pale in the moonlight and she looked like a nymph, fresh from the pond she’d left behind.
He waited until she was level with the tree before he stepped out behind her. His arm went round her neck and his hand covered her mouth. He wrapped his other arm round her and held the knife in front of her eyes.
‘Don’t scream,’ he murmured. ‘I won’t hurt you if you don’t scream.’
He pushed her towards the bandstand, towards his kingdom, towards his throne room. Removing the loose boards that concealed the entrance, he pushed her inside.
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