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Blacked Out

 


Hunching down
deeper into my fur lined leather jacket I continued what seemed
like an endless walk down the side of the poorly lit road. It was a
misty, damp night and if my car hadn't swerved off the road and hit
a tree I would have been fine, warm and dry still. I wasn't sure
what happened exactly but when I pressed my foot to the brake
nothing happened.

To make matters
worse the trees standing tall and dark on either side of the road
were interfering with my mobile signal before the crash, and I was
sure that my phone had suffered some damage in the crash, as the
screen wasn't responding to my touch.

I had never
driven this route before, my brother and his wife had moved up here
and built a house, I was supposed to be paying him a surprise
visit. Now it would be a phone call saying, "Surprise, I'm stranded
and need help"

Jeans and a
t-shirt weren't really suited for this weather. My boots were okay
though and were still comfy, I was glad that I was the type to wear
sturdy boots all the time instead of heals that would be killing my
feet now. I had grabbed my jacket from the seat where it had hung
behind me as I drove. My bag had been in the footrest of the
passenger seat, which had taken the brunt of the impact and as a
result wouldn't allow me to retrieve it.

My face hurt
from where my hand had smashed into my cheekbone when the air bag
had deployed. It was the worst of the injuries and the rest seemed
to consist of bruises and small cuts.

I was trying to
ignore the pain and the weather as best I could. I had set off
walking in the direction of the petrol station I remembered passing
sometime earlier. It was taking longer than I had thought it would
as walking the route you had just driven often did. There is
nothing quite like being in a car to not realise how far you have
travelled.

There had been
no other cars or trucks, or anything else for that matter, pass by
me since before the accident and I began to wonder what the point
of the road was if no one used it. Admittedly it was quite late for
traffic, I knew that I had stopped for food just after six and it
must have taken me about an hour in the rest stop to get my order
and eat. I estimated I had then driven about another two hours
before I saw the petrol station.

I was glad I
had decided not to stop for fuel; I had saved myself some cash at
least, so long as you didn't factor in a recovery vehicle and
repair or more probably a new car. It was a shame; I like that car
and had worked hard to be able to afford it.

The mist was
steadily turning more and more to rain and it wasn't long before I
was soaked. As I neared one of the orange coloured lights I
realised that there was a narrow path in the undergrowth and
following it with my eyes I spotted a small dark cottage. It looked
empty and uncared for.

I needed to
decide whether to walk on or go in and get dry. In the end I
figured that I might as well keep walking, I would be able to get
food and warmth at the petrol station, not to mention a phone and
if I was lucky some dry clothes.

It seemed like
an age before I saw the petrol station lights ahead, my legs
suddenly felt too weary to make it the last few paces and I forced
myself to cross the road at an angle to lesson the distance. There
was no one in the forecourt filling up and I could only see the one
person behind the counter as I went through the heavy door.

"Geeze" he said
putting down his magazine

"You have a
phone?" I asked him with a weary smile

"Yeah sure just
there" he pointed in the direction of an old green and brown phone
on the wall. "You okay?"

"Car accident,
just me though, but I need a recovery vehicle." The look on his
face told me that I looked quite a mess, probably blood and dirt on
my face and clothes. It wouldn't surprise me if there was a leaf or
two in my hair.

"We have a
recovery truck, just need to ring Alfie. Here I'll get you the
first aid kit for your injuries." He jumped from his stool and
opened a cupboard below the counter. Pulling out a large green bag
that looked like it might be filled with every kind of first aid
kit that could be needed. I took it gratefully and then looked
around. There was a coffee machine and a range of sandwiches and
other foods. I set the coffee machine to making me a sweet
cappuccino whilst I chose a beef and mustard sandwich from the
fridge and some cheesy crisps. I wasn't really hungry but I thought
that eating something was a good idea; I had a vague memory of a
course I did saying that to counter any signs of shock the victim
should have something sweet. On my way back to the counter I
noticed shelves of jumpers and tracksuit bottoms, t-shirts and
socks all baring the name of the place where she was, or at least
that is what she presumed it was. They had the same little grizzly
bear logo and the words; Winterback falls stitched in a half circle
above it.

I put my food
on the counter and retrieved my cappuccino, taking a sip of the
steaming hot liquid before placing it alongside the steadily
growing pile. I then went back to the shelves and picked out a grey
hooded jumper, dark grey t-shirt and navy tracksuit bottoms, I
didn't fancy bright pink or yellow right then. I also picked up a
three pack of thick walking socks before heading once again to the
counter.

"There are
towels on the other side of those shelves too" the bloke said
coming back and taking note of what she had placed on the counter,
"Alfie will be along soon to see to your car"

"Thanks" I said
grabbing a couple of towels and one of those cheap hairbrush and
toothbrush packs with the plastic nail file that will brake in
seconds and a small tube of none brand toothpaste. "How come you
sell all this stuff, it doesn't seem like there are many people
around here who might need it."

"Oh well we are
the only shop for miles for the few people who live here abouts but
in the warmer months we have quite a number of tourists who come
this way for walks in nature and spotting the wild life. They like
the touristy things and the things that they might need like spare
socks or toothpaste they forgot to pack. In the summer we also have
a café open behind the petrol station, there is no point having it
open the rest of the year as it doesn't make enough money." He
explained ringing up her purchases. "There is also a field for
caravans, tents and motor homes so we profit a little from
them."

"Oh right I've
never been here before" I told him paying with the cash I had taken
from my wallet, I had carried it in my back pocket for as long as I
could remember, the bag came along for the extra things I needed.
"I'll just nip into the toilets and change."

"Sure, no
problem, I'll open the door to the waiting room for you and turn
the heating on, by the time you come out it should have warmed up."
He told her taking a key from a corkboard behind him.

"Waiting room?"
I asked, wondering what they would need a waiting room for in a
petrol station and knowing that if this was a normal day and she
had just been in a car accident she might have been able to answer
her own question without having to ask.

"Yeah, for when
the cars are being mended through the day," he explained, " there
are some comfy chairs and a table, you'll be comfy there till Alfie
sorts your car."

"Thanks, I
don't think it's sortable though, I might have to ring for a lift,"
I told him smiling tiredly and heading for the toilets.

I was intrigued
to find that as well as three toilet cubicles and basins there was
also a shower cubicle. So I set the water running thinking a warm
shower might stop the shivering. Someone had even kindly left a
bottle of body wash on the little shelf inside.

I locked the
door before stripping my wet clothes off, it would take my jacket
ages to dry out and it might never be right again. The water was
warm as I stepped under it, letting the heat soak into my skin
before using the body wash to clean my hair and skin. I wasn't in
long though and emerged from the bathroom carrying my wet clothes
and wearing my new outfit with a towel wrapped around my head,
feeling a little better for being clean.

"Feel better?"
the bloke asked

"Much, ready
for my food and coffee now" I smiled at him



"Here, there is
a staff tumble dryer out back, I can stick your clothes in to dry
if you like" he said reaching out for the bundle she was
carrying.

"Really?" I was
starting to wonder if there was a problem this place couldn't
solve.

"Yeah" he told
her taking the bundle and then pointed across the shop, "The
waiting room is just through that door at the end. I took your food
and coffee through, and there are a few tokens for you to use in
the coffee machine if you want more to drink."

"Thanks, what
do I owe you for the tokens?" I asked fumbling for the wallet I had
stuffed into the front pocket of the new trousers.

"Nothing, we
normally give them to customers waiting for their cars to be seen
to."

"Oh right okay,
thanks" she turned and headed the way he had indicated the waiting
room to be. I opened the white door with the blue sticker of a sofa
on it and found a small room with a curved sofa and a circular
coffee table sat in front of it. The coffee machine stood to the
left of the door beyond the bin, and it hummed gently against the
sound of the rain smattering the windows.

I sat and
curled my hands around my coffee, taking a long drink before
starting on my food. The room was really warm and it wasn't long
before I was feeling sleepy, I was just dozing off when the door
swung open.

"Hey, Alfie
just called. He said the car is a mess but he should be able to get
it back tonight so we can look at it properly tomorrow. If you want
to stay here till then I can bring you a blanket and pillow."

"Are you sure
that's okay?" I asked gratefully, I didn't feel capable of dealing
with things right now or trying to wake my brother up and get him
to come get me. I wasn't even sure I could direct him to the place
if he had never been here before.

"Its not a
problem, it’s a twenty four hour station so I'll be out front all
night. Just lock the door when you want to sleep and you won't be
disturbed" he told her "I'll be back in a minute with the blanket."
He smiled at her kindly "I'll bring you an old newspaper to stuff
your boots with too, it will help them dry quicker."

"Good idea,
thanks" I told him before he left again.

It wasn't long
before I was curled under the blanket with the lights off and
listening to the rain as I drifted off.

 


I opened my
eyes groggily and lifted my head from the pillow, wondering at the
crick in my neck. I tried to stretch and found my arm was stiff
too, and restricted somehow. As I opened my eyes fully I realised I
was still sat in my car, the air bag in front of me restricting my
view had apparently been my pillow. Rain was streaming in through
the windscreen.

"Damn" I said
to myself, I must have knocked myself out in the crash and dreamt
the walk to the petrol station. I didn't even know if I'd actually
seen a petrol station on my drive or whether I'd dreamt it.

I realized my
head really hurt and began to check every inch of myself for blood
and injury. I had pain in my face and could tell my left cheek and
eye were beginning to swell and when I put my fingers to it and
touched it carefully I could tell that there had been quite a bit
of blood before it had dried on my face and in my hair. I found
that there was also a significant amount of my hair stuck to my
face.

My right arm
was also painful and had a long cut down my bicep, which had also
crusted over. My leg felt like it might be trapped too and the
passenger side was totally crushed and my overnight bag would be
impossible to pull out.

I figured I had
best release myself as there was no one on the road and it was
beginning to get dark, once it was dark any vehicles coming by
might not see the car and crash into it. I would have to try to
reach the hazard warning lights before I got out.

Using my mostly
uninjured hand I released the seat belt before painfully reaching
forward for the seat adjuster to move the seat back. There was a
rush of pins and needles to my lower leg and foot as the pressure
was released. I figured I'd been lucky, I could still feel my toes
and although I knew there was going to be bruising the skin wasn't
broken and I was pretty certain the bones weren't broken.

 


When the pins
and needles had subsided I pulled my sheepskin lined leather bomber
jacket from the back of the drivers seat and reached for the juice
bottle I'd left behind on the floor earlier that I hoped was still
there. I was very thirsty and was glad to find it jammed under the
seat and half full. I drank the majority of it before replacing the
cap and tucking it into my jacket pocket.

I next checked
for my phone, which had been plugged into the dash and which was
now in several pieces on the bonnet. I guessed that wouldn't be
helping me.

Taking a long
deep breath I began the delicate task of moving to get out of the
car. It took me some time, far to many movements where I had to
stop because of the pain, but eventually I made it out. I paused
for a moment to take a few breaths and for the sick feeling to
subside.

Now I could get
my jacket on properly and figure out which way I should go. I
wasn't sure if the petrol station I remembered seeing was a memory
or just part of the dream. I remembered that this road came out in
a large village and I was sure I wasn't too far away; I had been
looking at the map when the car had left the road.

It was going to
be a long walk but at least it wasn't dark yet and the sky seemed
pretty clear.

My leg was
causing me some pain to walk on and each time I put any weight on
it pain shot through it from calf to thigh. I tried to ignore it as
best as I could. My face was swelling up to and my eye was closing
a bit.

My hands were
in my coat pockets so my injured arm was pretty much still, and so
I walked on.

I tried to
focus on the birds I could hear to take my mind off the pain. But
as the sky began to darken and the birds began to settle in their
roosts their song quietened, so I wasn't surprised when the woods
went quiet, I suppose I should have been though. I could hear
rustlings in the trees beyond the road and I began to get that
feeling that I was being watched.

I had only
walked another three paces when about two metres into the tree line
there was a noise as if someone or something was rushing through
the undergrowth. I turned to look, assuming it would be a deer of
some kind.

I saw a blur
and tried to refocus my eyes as I looked at the swiftly moving
figure. Then it stopped and what I saw made me step back in
fear.

The figure of a
woman stood there, completely white, with her hair and body
shrouded with white material, strips of which blew about her as if
in a breeze that wasn't there. Her eyes though in contrast were
bright red and she didn't blink as she looked at me, or move any
part of her body. After no more than a minute she was once again a
blur as she vanished again.

I moved up my
pace, hoping to make it to the village quickly, glancing around me
often.

There were more
than one of these creatures, male and female, just rushing through
the trees, stopping to look at me then going on again. I knew now I
was being watched, but who or what they were I didn't know and what
they wanted with me was also a mystery.

I walked as
fast as I could until I reached a stone bridge. There was a swiftly
running stream below and the banks on the opposite side were fields
leading to the village I remembered from the map. I could see it
from my side of the bridge and gave a sigh of relief at the
closeness of the safety of other people.

I crossed the
bridge supporting myself on the wall, trying to give my injured leg
a rest. I could see the creatures behind me in the trees but none
seemed able to cross the water.

I still jumped
out of my skin though when reaching the other side a big black cow
lifted its head from the grass beyond a hedgerow and snorted at me
as much in surprise at seeing me as I was at seeing it.

I laughed at my
reaction, nervous with tension. Then once again began to walk along
the road to the village.

The first
building I came to that was open was the Kings Head pub. I pushed
the heavy front door open and let it close behind me. There were a
number of people in the bar as I made my way to the main bar to see
if they had a phone.

"Are you ok
miss?" a voice to my left asked and I turned to see a kindly
looking older man.

"Oh, I had a
car accident, I need to get to the hospital I think and arrange for
my car to be towed" I told him moving up to the bar. "My phone was
crushed in the accident"

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/150424
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg
e
) "?9

K9
Kate






