Altara


The black Mercedes skidded dangerously on the slippery Irish road. The driver gunned down a straightway, and skidded around a turn. The car veered wildly and flipped, crashing into an ancient oak tree. A lone figure crawled out the back door and stumbled into the woods, just as the car burst into flame…


RyanInsertBetterFirstNameHere InsertGoodLastNameHere stumbled into the dark woods. His head ached with the blow it had taken in the wreck, and his senses were reeling from the explosion. He glanced back at the car, it was engulfed in flame. He sat against a tree and tried to think. The summer vacation with his parents hadn't been going well, but he never thought this was going to happen. Perhaps I am dreaming… he thought. He looked again at the burning car, and tried to think what to do. He recalled that his aunts would be his legal guardians, but he wasn't inclined to living with them. Maybe he could just live in the menacing forest that loomed behind him. He searched his pockets, turning up a wallet full of cash, a lockback knife, and a music player. He put on his Indy-style fedora that he had grabbed before crawling out of the car, and walked into the woods.


His eyes began to adjust to the darkness, and he was beginning to come back to his senses. A flash of lightning illuminated the forest, showing that he must have walked far from the road; he could neither here nor smell the fire. He felt at his aching head, and shuddered when his fingers found a massive bruise. Heading into the forest didn't seem such a good idea now; he couldn't remember witch direction he had come from. After collecting his bearings he walked in the direction that seemed to be correct. A dark movement sent a chill down his spine. Now Ryan, don't start seeing things he thought to himself. It was just a shadow, nothing to be afraid of. But what would through a shadow on a moonless stormy night? Ryan thought of the tales the locals had said about there being ghosts and creatures stalking the woods. Don't start thinking like that he mused to himself. Another movement sent him on high alert, he pulled out his knife and flicked it open. What good is a knife going to do me with a bloody ghost? Another bolt of lightning streaked across the sky, lighting up the woods with a flash of light. In the flash Ryan saw another movement. The dark form glided in front of him, filling him with the sickest feeling of dread, for the shapeless terror seemed to have spotted him. Ryan tried to scream, but in his terror he was muted. He tried to run, but fear had rooted him to the ground. Another flash showed the form to have drawn itself up, and to be a black cloud of darkness, and it was floating towards him. Finally he found use of his legs, he ran with all his might away from whatever terror followed him. A blinding flash lit up the night and Ryan saw another form, a tall, strikingly beautiful, ghostly opaque, young woman carrying a large curved sword with a blade that glowed with a silvery fire. Ryan's eyes met with those of the ghostly form, and a chill ran down him. For a ghost she seemed quite alive. At least there must be some friendly ghosts about. But he thought too soon, for in the glow of the blade she carried, he saw her raise it aloft and advance upon him with a deadly glare in her eyes. A cold terror ran down his spine. Ahh crap… Ryan wheeled about to run, but saw the black form was gliding straight for him. With two hostiles approaching from opposites sides, Ryan did what seemed like a good idea… run in a random direction away. He dashed off in what his senses told him was a safe direction, only to find upon the next flash that he had rub to the edge of a short cliff. A rasping intake of air from behind him prompted him to spin about, to find himself face-to-faceless with the dark cloud that had pursued him. Trapped and filled with terror, Ryan slashed at it with his knife, only to find it a black mist that made his hand go numb with chill. The dark form raised up and glided through him, pain like he had never known cursed through his body as he felt a deathly chill flow into his bones. He dropped to his knees in agony and saw the dark form spin about to another pass it him. So this is the end. He thought to himself. The blackness glided towards him, then a silvery flash struck it and it burst in white flame and disappear. Ryan saw the ghostly warrior lady spin her sword about and sheath it over her back, the glow from it fading. Ryan forced himself to his feet, and grew very faint. He stepped backwards to keep his balance, only to find himself tumbling over the cliff. Ok so THIS is the end he thought, as he fell for what seemed to be ages…


Ahh so it was a dream… Ryan thought happily as he felt the soft sheets in a semi-conscious state.  He forced himself to awakeness from his happy stupor to find out what had happened. He slowly opened his eyes, and instead of seeing a hospital room, or even a hotel as expected, he found himself gazing into the lovely face of the ghostly woman who had saved him from the black shape.

