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September 8th was an important day. 

Not one that carried a special meaning or event. But a day of which reminded Blythe Collier that all 
good things must come to an end eventually. 

Including life. 

It was on this day that Blythe Collier fully understood what that meant. It was the day something 
precious had been snatched away from her without any real warning, the day someone had been 

taken away from her and the world. 

September 8th 2016, the day Jason Collier died. 

Her dull mind had yet to fully believe it, even 4 years later after the incident. Standing over their 
grave with a bouquet of flowers felt surreal yet natural to Blythe, almost as though she had 

conjured the entire story up with a seconds notice. 

The plot had holes; the questions left unanswered frustrated her along with the void in her heart 
that had never fully healed. It was like she was trapped in a mystery story all on her own.  

But Blythe knew she wasn't. She was there that night and knew full well that not all wishes came 
true like they did in fantasy books or poorly written rom coms. Blythe was mature enough to know 

the difference between reality and self-indulged dreams. 

The flowers steadily swayed side by side, as though waving Blythe goodbye as she slowly strolled 
away. She took a step back, watching as the plastic wrapping that encased the flowers crinkled 

with each strong gust of wind that came by. 

The blonde took one final glance at the engraved stone; her heart ached as she exited the glum 
cemetery, though she never showed it. Her pallor face presented nothing but blank coldness when 

she passed through the gates and into the bittersweet streets of her home town. Her choppy 
blonde hair whooshed about in the strong winds yet did nothing to phase Blythe's emotionless 

exterior. 

https://bit.ly/2YKsLZL


The suns beams began to rim the earth's surface, it's harsh brightness peeking into the sky with 
hues of different oranges and misty reds. The bleak sound of starting engines hummed when 
Blythe wandered by, she could hear the cluttered sounds of opening shops in the distance. 

The brisk morning breeze swirled around her, her legs strolling towards a nearby alleyway she was 
all too familiar with. Every nook and cranny, ever little short cut she could conjure up with this 

alleyway she knew off by heart. It was quiet there, peaceful compared the usually chatty streets 
that devoured London. 

She hated noisy places, more than she hated her parents. 

Blythe huffed; her legs moving through the dark, quiet alleyway. The numerous pins and chains on 
her bag clanked together with every little stroll the blonde took. 

Her mind wandered to many places very quickly, snapping from the beeping of passing cars all the 
way to the voice violently screaming above her head. 

She rolled her eyes, 'Probably just a group of kids messing about on a balcony.' She thought, but 
when a loud bang was heard, her heart skipped a beat. 

A dripping sound was the only audible noise that Blythe could pick up on afterwards, drops hitting 
the ground slowly and painfully. Blythe looked down at the ground, watching as another stained 

drop of water struck the ground with a small thud. 

She came to a halt, her chest tightened like it had been wrapped in rope. A weird feeling settled in 
the pits of her stomach, fear. 

Her eyes trailed down, as the thick water trickled onto the gravel pavement. "Water's not red 
though..." Her breath hitched. 

That was not water. 

"What are you doing here?" She looked up, bad mistake. 

A man stood there, patchy stains trailing their way up to his shadowed face. His forest green eyes 
pierced through her like a sharp knife. Blythe could feel her throat tighten under his strict glare. 

She gulped; what could she do? 



The blonde grasped tightly to the straps of my bag, clutching them closer to her shaking body as if 
that would do anything to help. 

Her wobbly legs hesitantly took a step back. He didn't look away, nor did he flinch when the poor 
moved back. The man just stood and gave a menacing glare that ripped her apart inside. The 

shadow which overcast his dull eyes made any use of talking futile, it was as though this strange 
man knew he had everything under control, he knew she had no control, and that terrified her to 

no end. 

Blythe furrowed her brows, curling in on herself as blood oozed off of the balcony above. Her 
brown eyes lingered on the puddle that was forming on the ground below; was she going to die? 

Was this how it all ended? 

"Don't tell anyone and you won't end up like that." Blythe flinched violently, her wide eyes dropping 
onto the hooded figure that stood before her. His hands were shoved into his baggy pockets, his 

lips turned downwards. Blythe felt her words jumble in the back of her throat, her stammers 
coming off as nothing but inconsistent sentences as the tall man loomed over her jelly-like figure. 

He stood towering over Blythe for no more than a few seconds, but as her insides churned and her 
brain begged to run away, it felt as though his daring figure had been there for hours on end. 

Blythe whimpered quietly, her eyes closing tightly on themselves. 

From that moment on, everything had become a blur; the echoes of people's voices, the man's 
faint footsteps as he stepped back, everything was white noise that seeped in through one ear and 

out the other as quick as they were heard. 

'Just keep your eyes shut Blythe, this is all just a dream or stupid joke. Nothing's real.' She thought to 
herself, clutching onto the rims of her woolly sleeves; everything was just a dream, at least she 

hoped it was. 

But it wasn't. 

The puddle of blood was proof enough of that. 

 


