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FOREWORD 

 

This is my first horror book.   

I have written a story here that I feel kind of proud of and I 

hope whoever reads it likes it half as much as I do. 

So that’s enough from me.  Let’s buckle up and get ready for 

a tough day in the life of David Oswald.  I promise you will 

know more about him by the end than you did at the 

beginning. 

 But boy there is so much more… 
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CHAPTER ONE 

 

1. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 
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0:00 

 

In hindsight the people involved in the events of the next few 

days should almost be able to hear the click that happens as 

Monday 26th April changes to Tuesday 27th April.  Suddenly 

the events leading up to that point have gone from being the 

past and the events that are to follow are in a league of their 

own. 

When midnight strikes, there is an entire building 

in the dark with the exception of one solitary light, which 

threatens to burn into the night, rivalling the brightness of 

the moon.  Regular passers by at this time of night would 

have spotted that this light never seems to be off, well at 

least as long as the darkness rules the sky.  The light in 

question comes from the office of a Mr. David Oswald, the 

CEO of the modestly sized Progression Software. 

  The light is on six storeys up and he owns the entire 

floor in this large building.  There are many companies in 

here and it is safe to say that his company is generating more 

money than any other housed there combined.  And he has 

not made a single illegal transaction through the company. 

Anyway, before I start to sound like his accountant, 

I should move on.  The floor is not even being used to 

optimum capacity.  There are a lot of empty rooms filled 

with rubbish that David will probably never get round to 

clearing. 

The reception area is used but is never really 

manned.  But it’s the welcoming area to anyone who cares 

to visit.  There is a main office and, off that, the office that is 

currently spewing light into the darkness.  This is David’s 

office in case you had not already guessed.  There’s also the 

standard Kitchen area and Male and Female toilets. 
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David’s employees consist of five of the brightest 

programmers in the country.  There is also talk of David 

finally getting a receptionist but it will probably never 

happen.  The phone service is permanently on night service, 

to be picked up by whoever grabs their phone first.  He has 

given serious consideration to a receptionist just as a first 

contact for clients if nothing else.  He gets easily distracted 

from such things though.  It is hardly top of his priorities at 

the moment. 

The main office consists of six desks – one for each 

employee and an extra one for David when he wants to have 

one of his informal chats with them. 

There’s a water cooler in the corner - this is very 

thirsty work after all – beside the window on the left hand 

side of the office.  The view is not very good for morale.  

There is an identical looking building facing them across the 

street. 

The desks have a Spartan feel – only their 

computers are at each station.  Nothing else.  Two of the 

people who work here have partners.  One other had a 

fiancé who is… not around any more.  But there are no 

pictures of them on display. 

The toilets are luxurious by office standards.  They 

have more charm than the entire main office.  They manage 

to combine an old elegance with an almost futuristic feel. 

David Oswald had never hired a cleaner.  Of course 

he has thought about it.  That is another employee on his 

list.  He has enough money to afford a receptionist and a 

cleaner.  However, the toilets still manage to be spotlessly 

clean whenever the employees come in the next day.  

Everyone assumes that David is doing the cleaning but 

nobody has ever caught him in the act. 
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The Kitchen area has all the mod cons.  A cooker 

and a microwave sit on a beautiful and expensive looking 

worktop, along with a kettle and a cupboard. 

Inside, the cupboard contains forty-two identical 

looking mugs.  The drawer underneath has forty-two 

tablespoons, forty-two knives, forty-two forks and forty-two 

teaspoons.  Thirty-six of them lay unused – each member of 

staff only ever using one each and leaving them on a lower 

shelf in the cupboard. 

There is also enough room for six people to sit 

comfortably and eat together in the kitchen.  But these chairs 

are never filled. 

  David’s office is beautifully elaborate.  He has a 

large black leather chair, which would look incredibly tacky 

was it not for the fact that it goes so well with the large oak 

table.  He has a set of three trays on his desk; one each for 

“In”, “Out”, and, as someone has jokingly written (he’s not 

sure who but he has his suspicions), “Shake it all about”. 

A picture of a man in a Black Suit, his clothes 

identical in every way except for the colour to the charcoal 

grey one that David always wears, sits hung up on the right 

hand side of the office.  To the left he has a slightly nicer 

looking window to the one we saw earlier in the main office 

just outside his door, but with an equally dismal view. 

David is sitting at his desk, reading a report on 

something that is in no way related to his official business.  

He doesn’t look tired in the slightest even though he has not 

set foot out of the office all day.  The only thing that distracts 

him from his reading is the sudden crash from the main 

office.  His head shoots up and he is heading to the door 

before he is even aware of what he is doing. 

The door flies open and he is greeted by nothing on 

the other side.  Even in the darkness he spots the source of 
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the noise right away.  A plastic bin has tipped over and there 

is an old used inkjet cartridge inside, which has fallen noisily 

against the non-carpeted flooring.  He walks over and picks 

up the fallen item and places it in a larger bin.  He walks back 

to his office and says, “I suppose you’d better come in!” 

Kevin is surprised when he hears David tell him to 

come into his office.  He has not expected him to see him.  

He curses lightly under his breath – not even a swear word 

but still quite a big deal as far as he is concerned.  The 

element of surprise he anticipated has now been lost. 

David leaves the door open for him and Kevin 

follows him through into the beautifully decorated room.  

David sits down and, without a word, motions for Kevin to 

sit down in the seat across from him. 

In the light of the office, Kevin and David face each 

other for the first time.  They wear identical looking suits; 

the only difference being that Kevin’s is lighter than David’s.  

These gentlemen obviously know the same tailor.  For a few 

moments nothing is said and it is Kevin who finally breaks 

the silence. 

“I suppose you’re wondering why I called by 

tonight?” 

“Not at all!” David replies.  “I have a good memory 

for dates.” 

Kevin nods.  Today is an anniversary that affects 

both of them. 

 

David, who had been sitting up straight, slouches 

forward in his chair and clasps his hands together.  “Kevin, 

you know that the answer is still no don’t you?  I mean 

you’re not coming here to me tonight thinking that I would 

have some sudden change of heart because of the date?” 
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Kevin flashes a dangerous smile at David.  “I don’t 

know why you’re fighting this.  You’ve read the same books 

that I have.  You know where you belong.” 

“Let’s just say I’m not a hundred percent sure of 

that yet.” 

Kevin looks completely humourless now.  “You 

must know I am getting pretty desperate now.  People are 

beginning to question my decision.” 

“You can leave!” 

Kevin laughs at this but there is not a trace of 

humour in it.  “And where would I go?  You seem to be the 

only person who can survive in the middle.” 

“You wouldn’t be alone.  I could help.” 

“That’s a backward step David.  You should be 

coming to me, not me to you.  We both know that.” 

“Kevin I can’t help you.  Not right now, anyway” 

“It’s reaching the stage where I am going to have to 

take more desperate measures.”  Kevin waits for the answer 

with baited breath. 

David sits straight again.  His smile is even more 

dangerous than the one Kevin has displayed moments 

before.  “Was that a threat?” 

Kevin stands up.  “You can take it whatever way 

you want.” 

“Sit down!”  David orders. 

Before he even knows what he is doing, Kevin is 

back on the seat. 

“Let’s get one thing straight.  You do anything that 

compromises me or my employees and not only will I not 

join you, but I will destroy you…” 
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Kevin looks angry.  “Is that any way to talk to a 

friend?” 

“You ceased to be my friend the moment the 

thought to ‘Take more desperate measures’ crossed your 

mind.” 

Kevin’s mouth dries up.  David is not joking.  He 

has fucked this meeting up. 

“Now leave.  I don’t want to see you here again.  

The next time we meet will be on my terms.” 

Kevin stands up again and walks out of the office.  

He doesn’t look back but gets out as quickly as he can, 

simply out of the fear that his legs are going to give way 

underneath him. 

 

2. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

0:04 

 

Gary Ingalls, one of the employees of David Oswald has just 

stepped through the door of his house, expecting to have to 

apologise to his girlfriend for coming in so late from work.  

He is surprised when he discovers that he has managed to 

get back to the flat before her. 

He had been the last person to leave the office 

having got into a conversation with David before leaving for 

the night.  David has a habit of keeping people hanging onto 

his every word and making them lose track of time. 



 

   17 

Maybe that is one of the reasons that Gary stays 

working for the man despite all the personal risk. 

Gary is a computer programmer.  He was not long 

out of University and had landed on his feet with the highly 

paid job at Progression.  He found out quickly just why the 

job was paying so well. 

It had taken just under a week.  There were three 

employees then instead of the five David had now – Gary 

and two women called Alice and Belinda.  He liked them 

both from the start but he sometimes worried about Alice.  

She could be a little volatile.  Belinda was very funny and 

more his type of girl.  He sometimes wondered if Isabelle 

had not been on the scene if he would have ever got together 

with her. 

David took Gary into his office and had told him 

that there was actually a little more to the company than he 

had initially led him to believe in the interview.  He told him 

that there had been a few carefully structured questions in 

the interview, the answers to which had secured his position 

in the company.  Gary did not have a clue what he was 

talking then. 

“I was kind of hoping that we could push you into this a little 

more slowly but it seems that you’re going to have a baptism 

of fire…” 

  “When?” 

  “Tonight.” 

And so Gary had been forced to call his girlfriend 

and tell her that he was working late that night.  It was not a 

lie.  But that was just the beginning of the life of deception 

that he had found it was easier to live than to tell her the 

truth.  She couldn’t handle the truth. 

He was very concerned when he got off the phone 

and saw how serious Alice and Belinda were.  He understood 
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then there was a good chance that the job paid so well 

because they were going to do something illegal that night.  

There was no way that he could ever have been ready for 

what was actually going to happen 

In hindsight he wondered what the carefully 

structured questions that David had talked about that made 

him a “suitable candidate” for this line of work were.  He 

tried to remember the interview and could not think which 

answers would have led him to believe this. 

`But the first thing he learned about David Oswald was that 

he was never wrong or it was so rare an occurrence that 

Gary didn’t even notice. 

They had gone in David’s car and Gary had been 

allowed to sit in the front even though Belinda called 

shotgun.  He soon saw why David had wanted him in the 

front.  Alice appeared to be doing a weapons check in the 

back.  At that point he could have happily told David that he 

was no longer interested in working for the company. 

But how does one walk away from an armed 

criminal organisation and stay alive?  Gary chose to stay 

where he was and see what happened.  He was sure that he 

would regret that more than actually leaving and being shot 

down like a dog. 

Of course, by the end of the evening he felt that it 

might have been better if he was working for a criminal 

organisation.  The risks were probably lower. 

The car stopped in the hills outside the city and 

Alice stepped outside, armed with a gun that someone with 

her frame should have had trouble carrying.  But she 

managed somehow.  David could see the look on Gary’s 

face. 

“Don’t worry.  I don’t envisage any real problems.” 
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That was comforting. 

Gary managed to get out of the car because it was 

obvious that David and Belinda were not going to get out 

before him.  He looked very nervous seeing Alice armed.  

She could tell. 

“David, are you sure that he was the right guy?” 

David got out of the car and was followed by 

Belinda. 

“You said the same thing about Belinda!” 

There was an awkward silence.  Belinda looked at 

Alice.  “Did you?” 

Alice said nothing and smiled slightly. 

“Bitch!” was all Belinda said, but they both laughed. 

“What the hell’s going on?”  Gary asked. 

Belinda handed him a gun.  He didn’t take it 

“Somebody tell me what’s going on?” 

“See, an inquisitive mind.  That’s exactly the type of 

person we’re looking for.” 

Gary spun round to look at David.  “I have an 

inquisitive mind, do I?  You’d have to be a fucking vegetable 

to not be a little inquisitive about what’s going on here.” 

David seemed a little taken aback by this. 

“David doesn’t really like swearing”, Belinda told 

Gary, as if that managed to explain the whole thing. 

Belinda offered him the gun again and he shook his 

head. 

“Gary, I’m afraid that if you don’t take that gun you 

can’t come with us.  I don’t think I made a mistake with you.  

I’m pretty sure you want to know what this is all about, and 
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that you will want to be a part of it when you find out.  If 

you don’t want the gun, you can stay at the car and we will 

speak no more about it.  You will have to appreciate that if 

this is the case then I will not be able to keep you on my 

staff.” 

“Of course I want to know what this is all about.  

I’d just rather know instead of being handed a gun and being 

told to follow you into… whatever this is.” 

“Trust me”, Alice said.  “You’d rather not know.  If 

you did know you wouldn’t come.  But once you’re there 

you’ll understand that you had to come.” 

Belinda handed him the gun and this time, Gary 

took it. 

He could still see David’s smile as he led the way 

from the car, unarmed. 

Gary learned a lot that night and had no idea why 

David lived this life but knew there was also programming to 

be done too.  He wondered if there was a link somewhere.  If 

there was then he could not find it. 

Gary, bless his heart, decided recently that he 

should tell his girlfriend about his new life before she starts 

to wonder why he sometimes doesn’t come home until the 

early hours of the morning.  God forbid she would start 

thinking that he was having an affair. 

He wonders what she will think?  Would she 

believe him?  Would she ask him to quit? 

Gary hopes not because, for the first time since he 

was a kid, he is having fun.  Of course everything has its bad 

points.  Since Gary had started this job he had seen more 

death than he cared to mention.  Luckily it has not been 

anyone that Gary knew.  Not yet, at any rate. 
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He does not know at what point exactly he starts to 

worry about the fact that she hasn’t come home.  But it 

comes.  They have a mutual agreement that if they were 

tired they would not wait up for each other.  Gary can feel 

his eyes going together but he is never able to go to bed 

without her – not unless he knows that she is going to be 

away all night.  He has always made an excuse when she 

comes in and sees that he is still up; he had just got up for a 

glass of water or something.  He knows that she never 

believes him. 

It is not even that late when he begins to worry.  

It’s just because of the line of work he is in now that he is 

thinking this way.  He knows what can sometimes be lurking 

out in the dark.  He has wanted to tell her all about the 

things he has seen.  If she were to walk in the door right now 

then he would break down and tell her everything. 

But she doesn’t. 

 

3. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

00:07 

 

Robert Alloway is David Oswald’s newest recruit and he is 

also trying his hardest to be noticed more by him and 

considered part of, if not the defining member, of the team.  

He knows in his heart of hearts this will never happen – at 

least not while Alice and Belinda are there.  Or Robert and 

Edward for that matter. 
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One of the problems he is currently having – a 

problem that all of the members had to face with the 

exception of one – is that he cannot come to terms with his 

normal everyday life outside of his new line of work. 

He used to try and go out with his friends every 

night (money willing) just because he didn’t want to lose 

touch with the people that he grew up with.  He had 

managed to do this all the way through University (which 

had been tougher than he thought) and had realised that it 

would probably be easier to do it in a work situation too. 

He has been very wrong on that count. 

A lot of people stop seeing friends so much when 

they start working because they are simply too tired.  

Friendships simply cease because the people change, getting 

used to going to bed that bit earlier because of the stress they 

had to induce during that day of work.  They still 

acknowledge each other in the street and say, “We really 

have to meet up soon”, but it just doesn’t happen. 

Robert has a different problem.  Work is just so 

cool.  He has seen so much in the short time that he has been 

in David Oswald’s employ.  The people he works with are 

cool, especially David Oswald, who seems like he can do 

anything.  He also really likes Gary Ingalls, who is simply a 

frame of reference.  He can’t be like David Oswald – why not 

try to be like Gary? 

He still remembers the exhilaration when Gary 

handed him a gun.  Everyone looked so comfortable holding 

one with the exception of Edward.  David never seems to 

carry one but Robert was sure on that first night that he was 

packing one.  There was no way that you could walk into the 

situations they did and not have more backup than your bare 

fists. 

But, boy, he has seen David improvise. 
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They had gone to a warehouse that first night.  

Apparently there was a lot of activity in a collection of 

abandoned buildings around this way.  Robert had first 

thought that they were a secret crime-fighting organisation.  

He wasn’t really that far wrong when it came down to it. 

He found out later on that he had taken the gun 

with a lot less fuss than Gary and Edward had.  He had been 

proud of this fact for a little while until he thought more 

about it.  Surely that made Gary and Edward better people 

than he was.  He would have to work on that 

He doesn’t like thinking about things like that for 

too long and puts it to the back of his mind.  This is not the 

type of work that let you get away with self-doubt. 

They had gone into the warehouse.  Things seemed 

to be very quiet.  Robert was not a great fan of clichés but 

things did seem to be too quiet. 

That was when the trouble started.  A group of 

cloaked figures came in wielding knives.  Their stances 

seemed to denote that they were guarding something and 

were willing to die for it. 

Fair enough. 

Robert raised his gun.  Nobody else did. 

David looked at him and coldly said, “Put it down.” 

Gary helpfully told him “they might be human.” 

Of course they were human, what else could they 

be? 

David ran forward and started to fight with them.  

There were too many for him and the other joined the fray.  

Robert did not like the idea of fighting armed people with his 

fists when he had access to a gun. 
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David seemed to be doing the best.  He managed to 

disarm a few of them and knock them into unconsciousness.  

Alice and Belinda also seemed to be quite skilled in this.  

Robert, to his disgrace, did not manage to subdue any of the 

cloaked figures.  He looked a little ashamed. 

Once the fight was over, David made sure that 

none of them were going to wake up any time soon.  He 

removed their knives from them and put them in a bag that 

Alice was carrying. 

“Why didn’t we threaten to shoot them?”  Robert 

asked confused as to what was happening. 

“It’s an empty threat!”  Edward answered for him. 

“They don’t respond to it.  They’re willing to die 

for what they are protecting.” 

“And what are they protecting?” 

Nobody answered.  They were obviously not 

willing to spoil the surprised for Robert.  Why should they?  

Nobody had spoiled it for them. 

“So can somebody clear something up for me?” 

“What?”  Belinda asked. 

“Just why do we carry guns then?” 

She smiled but didn’t answer. 

Robert found out what the guns were for a short 

time later. 

Going out with your friends after you have done 

some of the things that he has been a part of recently seems 

really boring.  If anything, Robert has even more energy 

since he started.  But he simply cannot be bothered with the 

hassle of pretending to be interested in his friends’ lives any 

more. 
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He thought this way for a little while but, of course, 

he eventually noticed that working for Progression Software 

had turned him into nothing more than an arrogant fool.  It 

was good that he was able to notice such things and it was 

better that he noticed now instead of when it was too late to 

change what he had become. 

This was what made him decide that tonight was 

the night to organise a night out with his friends while he 

still had some.  Luckily it had not reached that awkward 

stage and all of them came with the exception of a friend 

who had arranged to go on Holiday. 

He was very surprised that he managed to really 

enjoy himself in the bar; despite the raw adrenaline he felt 

fighting alongside David and the others.  He has had quite a 

bit to drink but it is allowed – he cannot remember the last 

time he has done this. 

It is just so good to chill a little sometimes and he is 

pretty sure that he needs it.  Already the relaxation has been 

enough to make his body realise he is really tired and the 

aching has begun.  He welcomes this, knowing that it is a 

sign that he has taken things too far of late and has simply 

blocked out the pain he has been feeling because there 

simply wasn’t enough time to feel it. 

He vows to do this more often.  But, like the “I’ll 

never drink again after that”, hangover vow, he doesn’t 

manage to keep to it.  Of course, there is a story to why he 

doesn’t but this will come later. 

 

4. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 
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00:10 

 

Gary cannot, at the moment, comprehend how much 

trouble Isabelle is actually in.  He is still expecting her to 

come through the door at any moment.  This is not likely. 

Six minutes after Gary got into the house, she was 

still where she had been for a couple of hours.  By the time 

Gary starts to really worry about her she is still there.  She is 

currently tied up in the basement of a disused building, 

struggling in vain to get free with only a vague recollection 

of events leading up to this moment. 

She is not in possession of all the facts either.  For 

instance, she has no idea what her boyfriend’s job entails and 

how he has become part of a group, led by David Oswald, 

which stops the people who currently have her imprisoned 

in the substandard accommodations she is currently residing 

in. 

She also has no idea that the men who grabbed her 

have had their humanity almost snuffed out by forces of 

great darkness that she was not even aware existed. 

The third and final thing that she does not have a 

clue about is what they want with her.  This is the only 

thought that is conscious in her mind and, is the thought that 

is the most frightening to her. 

So how did she get here? 

She had been walking home a little late after one 

drink too many (maybe two) with one of her friends from 

work.  The thought highest on her mind was whether or not 

she would manage to get back to the house before her 

workaholic boyfriend stumbled in with apologies that he had 
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a lot on at the moment.  She had almost not heard the noise 

that came from the alleyway she passed by. 

She did not consider herself to be a very brave 

person so decided to continue walking on her way.  

Whatever was going on in there had nothing to do with her 

and she was sure that it was nothing really.  But suddenly she 

heard a voice that sounded more like the way a snake would 

speak English, if it were able to do so, than a human voice. 

It said her name. 

“Isabelle!” 

She spun round at the sound of her name, spoken 

in such a horrifying way.  Her body started to cool 

immediately and goose bumps appeared on her arm.  Not 

that she was even remotely aware of this.  Her body had 

simply numbed.  She was not a superstitious person but she 

did not think that it had sounded remotely human.  She had 

seen enough horror movies with Gary (or not seen them, as 

the case may be, with her face driven into the crook of his 

arm, asking for him to tell her when the bad bit was away) to 

know that this was not a good scenario. 

Just about then she spotted something that put a 

lump in her throat and, in a more rational setting, she would 

have known for a fact that it couldn’t be her heart.  But there 

was no rationale here right now, in this place.  The main 

street that she was on, usually bustling with life at this time 

of night, was completely devoid of anyone except for her.  It 

was almost as if there was some sort of bad feeling associated 

with this street, something that had warned off everyone 

except for her. 

Foolish Isabelle, she thought. 

The voice came again, as horrible as before.  

“Isabelle!” 
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She is still unsure about whether the voice had 

rooted her to the spot because the hypnotic snake like sound 

had transfixed her or it had frozen her with some sort of 

incomprehensible fear. 

Now she struggles with her bonds, fearing that her 

next few minutes might be her last, spent in a stinking 

disused basement. 

The time that she was transfixed would have been 

enough to make an escape if she had been able to.  But she 

had stayed too long.  Suddenly dozens of pairs of arms shot 

out from the darkness.  She could not make out much but 

could see that her attackers were wearing cloaks, which 

covered their faces. 

At that point, Isabelle managed to let out a scream.  

She still thought of it as a loud thing, enough to summon 

someone to help her.  But, in reality, it had been nothing 

more than a dull croak that even her attackers would have 

had trouble hearing if they had not been close enough to feel 

her terrified fast breathing on their covered faces. 

To say that she went quietly would have been a lie.  

She tried as hard as she could to fight them off, but the fact 

of the matter was she was but one woman and there were 

too many attackers for her too handle.  It would come as no 

relief to her as she did not even know the woman, but Alice 

Cuthbert would have lost a fight with these odds too and she 

was David’s best warrior. 

As she tried, in vain, to fight the men off, she 

managed to knock on of their heads back with such force 

that she was convinced for a moment that she had killed 

him.  But his head came back up from the almost impossible 

angle that it had been placed in, now minus the hood that he 

had worn moments before. 
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He was completely bald but Isabelle did not even 

notice this.  The things that struck her were his eyes.  Even 

now she would have trouble describing them to anyone, 

despite the fact that she had thought of not much else, but at 

that point so many thoughts had come into her head to 

describe those eyes, all of them now gone. 

The unmasked man licked his lips and sneered at 

her horribly as he pushed a wet handkerchief into her face.  

For a brief moment she could concentrate on nothing more 

than a very strong smell, which was almost like bleach. 

Her nose got used to the smell in a matter of 

seconds, although to her it felt like a lot longer.  Her mind 

swiftly returned to the bald man.  He’s on drugs, she 

thought.  He has to be. 

There was no other rational explanation for it. 

Rational explanation. 

But then the chloroform took effect and she knew 

no more. 

And when she came back round the sight of the 

man and his cloaked companions was nothing but a distant 

memory.  She has been awake for a little while now and is 

still in the exact same situation, tied up too tightly to ever 

hope to escape on her own. 

But she is a very determined woman and this little 

factoid does not stop her from trying.  There is no way that 

she is going to give up.  Gary will be worried sick.  She 

wonders if he has called the Police yet. 

The thought of Gary is the one thing that keeps her 

trying to escape.  But deep in her mind she is already 

thinking that she has seen one of her kidnappers faces.  

There is a very good (if good is an appropriate word to be 
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using in such a situation) chance that she might never get out 

of here alive.  She might never see Gary’s face again. 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO 

 

1. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

00:43 

 

David Oswald does not wear a big badge telling the world 

what he does for a living.  But he doesn’t have to.  The grey 

suit that he wears has come to symbolise something amongst 

the… enemies that he fights that seems to strike more fear 

than similar suits of different colours. 

He is sipping on a glass of water that he has just 

taken from the main office water cooler when he turns 

round and sees a man wearing one of these different 

coloured suits – a black one – staring at him. 

There is a look of recognition on David’s face and 

he smiles, putting the glass down on a desk.  This is a much 

warmer smile than the one he used to greet his previous 

visitor with. 

Still his question is a strange one.  Not “How are 

you, old friend”, but, instead, “What do you want?” 

The man puts on a good show of faking shock.  “Is 

that any way to talk to an old friend?” 
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“Would you like a glass of water?” 

The newcomer finds this amusing for some reason.  

“You’re funny do you know that?” 

David picks up his glass and took a sip.  “You didn’t 

answer my question.” 

“You don’t trust Kevin is going to let this lie are 

you?”  The man asks. 

Now it is David’s turn to fake shock.  “You were 

listening into my conversation?” 

“Naturally.  Things are slow right now and it is 

always entertaining hanging around here.” 

“You haven’t been around for a while.  Things been 

busy?” 

“It’s been so-so!”  

He walks round David’s office; as if this is the first 

time he has taken the tour.  He pays particular interest to the 

painting.  The man in it has an identical black suit to the one 

the visitor is wearing. 

“It is a fantastic likeness of him.” 

He turns round and raises his arm, sticking a thumb 

at the picture behind him. 

“I’m very surprised that Kevin doesn’t bring him up 

in your conversations.  Surely that would sway you?” 

“No it wouldn’t and he wouldn’t dare.” 

“Anyway, I was just calling to warn you that I’ll 

have business around here soon.  A lot of it.” 

David’s smile disappears at the implication.  “Is it 

anyone I know?” 

The man shrugs.  “You know I can’t tell you that.” 
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Just then, the phone starts to ring.  The man turns 

to walk out of the room.   

“You really should get that.  It’s important.” 

And then he is gone. 

 

 

 

2. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

00:45 

 

For some strange reason, Alice Cuthbert wakes up with the 

smell of bacon in her nostrils.  Maybe it is from a dream that 

she was having.  She can think of no other rational 

explanation.  Whatever her dream was, it is gone now and 

she will never remember it.  They occasionally come back to 

her through the course of the day when there is some sort of 

memory brought on by a sight or a sound… or a smell. 

She has not been asleep for long.  It has been 

another late night at work so maybe she hadn’t even gone 

deep enough to dream yet.  She had read somewhere that 

the average person takes four hours to go into deep sleep but 

that sounds wrong.  She cannot remember the last time she 

even slept for four hours straight but the memories she has 

of dreams that do return to her prove the theory wrong.  

Now she is even wondering if it was four hours…  She will 

have to check that out. 
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She has become so used to the phone ringing in the 

dead of the night that she is usually running out of the room 

to answer it before she is even fully awake. 

This thoroughly annoys her boyfriend.  He cannot 

understand why she has such devotion to work.  When the 

phone rings it is always work related. 

Alice, like Gary, has never told her partner about 

what kind of work she is involved in.  There is just no easy 

way to do it. 

She was the first person to join David’s group.  This 

has caused her to be one of his more trusted employees.  She 

is almost the second in command (although she would never 

claim such a thing).  Everyone reckons that she knows what 

David is thinking, but the fact of the matter is that she has 

just about as much clue as everyone else. 

Not that she doesn’t fake it sometimes and pretends 

that she knows what is going to happen. 

Right now David has a plan that involves her and 

they are going to make the move very soon.  She is very 

nervous about it but does not let it show.  This is the first 

time she has ever had to infiltrate a group.  There is a 

company that she and David have been investigating for 

sometime now and they need someone on the inside. 

She is pretty sure that this is what the phone call is 

about.  She just knows that David needs her to do something 

tonight.  Can she not just have a break for just one night? 

  She had met David for the first time a few years 

before when he had come to her University to do a talk.  He 

had started Progression Software and worked for himself and 

had managed to make it a hit success.  She had always 

wanted to be a computer programmer and this was her last 
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year in Uni.  She was sure that the jobs would come thick 

and fast as soon as she left. 

There had been a Q and A session and she had 

asked him lots of questions.  David seemed to take careful 

note of what she was saying and asked her some questions in 

return.  At one point it almost became as if there was nobody 

else in the room and one of her friends later on asked if she 

was interested in him. 

“Of course not!”  She had said. 

But who wouldn’t be?  He was intelligent and very 

attractive.  He just had to loosen up a little more.  Those 

clothes, for instance.  He could do a lot better. 

But they seemed to be as much a part of David 

Oswald as anything else. 

He had been waiting for her outside the hall after 

her final exam.  She had been surprised to see him, having 

expected to never see him again.  He asked her flat out if she 

wanted a job. 

“I thought you enjoyed working alone!”  She said. 

He shrugged.  “Things change.  I have a massive 

workload on right now and I need some help with it.” 

“I don’t know if I’ve passed or not.” 

“Oh, you’ve passed.”  He said. 

“How do you know?” 

“I only want the best working for me!” 

And she had passed but she had accepted the job 

offer long before she got her results.  She had the best mark 

in her class and that had hardly surprised David.  He had 

done a lot of research on her.  Alice wondered if he knew her 

better than she knew herself sometimes. 
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David soon introduced her to his “extra workload!” 

Out of all of David’s employees she was the most 

enthusiastic about the work.  She had taken to it like a duck 

to water.  She had hardly seemed surprised when she was 

faced with the creature in the basement of the dead couple’s 

flat that they visited that first night.  It was guarded; they 

always were before they reached full strength in this world. 

Alice had beaten David to the punch in killing it.  

The… things demise ruined her clothes but she had to admit 

that she had a really good time doing it. 

And, like a drug, she had become addicted – just 

like everyone else, with the possible exception of Edward, 

who still seems to be wary of the whole thing.  He is not 

scared by any stretch of the imagination but he is always 

slightly on edge about things. 

She is only half listening to what David is telling her 

on the phone.  She tells him that she will get to the office as 

quickly as she can.  It is only while she is getting dressed that 

it dawns on her what has been said in the phone 

conversation and she tries to speed up. 

Christopher Harris watches, as his girlfriend gets 

dressed for work in the early hours of the morning.  He does 

not like the power that David Oswald holds over her.  His 

friends have told him that this will soon change but he does 

not believe it.  Alice looks more besotted with this man than 

she was with him.  That isn’t right; it isn’t right at all. 

“What can be so important that you have to go into 

the office at…?” He looks at the clock and sees the time, 

“Fuck’s sake you’ve only been in for an hour?” 

Alice shrugs.  “We have an important job on right 

now and we have to jump to attention whenever another 

programmer comes up with a solution.” 
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The lie sounds implausible in Alice’s head as she 

says it. 

“Are you having an affair with your Boss?”  

Christopher asks, in a joking manner to try and cover the fact 

that Alice is lying to him. 

He knows that she isn’t having an affair and, truth 

be told, also knows more about her job than he lets on. 

Alice laughs at this and nods.  “Yes, but we have to 

have group sex so the whole workforce is coming in.” 

“Is Gary Ingalls going to be there?  I bet you’d have 

an affair with him.” 

Christopher has only met Gary briefly but took an 

instant dislike to him. 

Alice’s demeanour changes immediately.  She 

hopes that Christopher will not take that the wrong way – 

after all, Gary is the reason she is being called into the office 

at this time. 

“No I wouldn’t.  Anyway he’s got a girlfriend.  You 

met her.” 

“Yes, so I did… Isabelle wasn’t it?” 

Alice nods and kisses him lightly on the lips before 

running out of the door.  “Don’t wait up.” 

Christopher smiles and lies down in bed.  “Isabelle 

Simons.  She was nice.  I don’t know what she saw in that 

prick.” 

He flicks the side lamp off and falls back to sleep 

almost right away. 

 

3. 
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Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

01:03 

 

Belinda has not bothered trying to look her best, something 

that she could be accused of quite often, and, since she 

actually lives nearest to the Progression Software building, 

she reaches David relatively quickly after his phone call. 

  There is still one member of the group David 

cannot get through to and that is Robert Alloway.  She is 

trying to call him at this moment. 

  After a few tries, she slams the phone down with 

great annoyance and makes an incomprehensible noise to 

back her feelings up. 

David sees her frustration and decides to try and 

calm her down a little.  He walks over to her, knowing the 

smile on his face is full of concern but unable to do anything 

about it. 

  “Still no luck?” 

Belinda is renowned for her sarcasm and so many 

replies come into her head.  But she manages to resist the 

urge to say any of them and merely shakes her head. 

She forgets about her own frustration for a moment 

when she sees Gary walk into the office, a glazed look in his 

eyes.  He appears to be completely numbed by the shock of 

the whole situation. 

She wants to go over and tell him that she is sure 

that everything is okay, that Isabelle will probably turn up 

any moment and that they have worried about nothing. 
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She wants to tell him all this but she cannot.  She 

would be lying to him if she does.  Something about this 

situation doesn’t feel right at all and Belinda’s personality 

dictates that she has to take the anger and frustration that she 

is feeling out on someone else. 

“Robert’s probably out at a nightclub or 

somewhere.  He’s nothing but a kid.  He’s not reliable David.  

You really have to have a word with him. 

David frowns at her argument.  “He has to have a 

life outside the office.” 

Belinda gets angrier, if that is possible.  “Why?  I 

don’t have a life.  I know you don’t have a life.  What makes 

Robert so special.” 

 “Look, it doesn’t matter”, Gary finally says.  

“Thanks for coming to help.  But we don’t need everyone 

here.” 

Belinda wants to say something but doesn’t.  They 

all wait for the others to arrive. 

She does not like to think much about the situation 

that has led her to be David’s second employee.  The only 

people who know the story are David and Alice, and, truth 

be told, she would rather that it was only David.  Sometimes 

she still cries herself to sleep. 

It is the not knowing that is the worst.  She knows 

exactly how Gary feels right now but can’t voice this.  Maybe 

one day she can tell them… but not now. 

David seems to sense what she is thinking and puts 

a hand on her shoulder.  He wants to grab her and hug her, 

pull Gary over too.  Hug them both. 

Tell them it is going to be okay. 
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But he can tell them that no more than Belinda 

could tell Gary that Isabelle was going to be okay. 

Not counting the AWOL Robert Alloway, Edward 

Davis is the last member of staff of Progression Software to 

get there.  They have no idea that the youngest employee is, 

as Belinda has stated, enjoying himself in a nightclub. 

Edward apologises to everyone for being late but, 

like everyone else, he has managed to get here in the record 

time that they all manage now.  Everyone in the room has 

had their fair share of being woken up in the dead of night by 

the telephone. 

Like all the others, Edward has been briefed on the 

phone of the situation – Gary’s girlfriend was missing and 

nobody has any idea where she might be.  David reiterates to 

them all again that they are here that it might be nothing.  

But now the phrase hangs in the air like nobody actually 

believes that this is a possibility any more. 

David decides to give everyone tasks to aid the 

search for Isabelle. 

“Belinda, Edward, I want you two to check out the 

local haunts to see if there’s any clues about a kidnapping for 

ritual purposes.” 

Belinda, Edward and Alice are all very surprised 

that David has made that decision. 

“Alice, you come with me.  I have a couple of ideas 

I want to play around with.” 

There is no surprise there.  Alice and David were 

virtually inseparable when it came to things like this. 

“Gary, I want you to go back home and wait to see 

if Isabelle appears.  You can get us on our mobile phones if 

she does.” 
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The first group to leave is Edward and Belinda.  He 

is secretly glad that the two of them are doing this together, 

despite the fact that he still feels uncomfortable visiting the 

haunts.  He enjoys working with Belinda and feels that she is 

maybe the only person in the office that he really gets on 

with. 

He has worked out the evening before that it has 

been on the tip of his tongue just under a dozen times to ask 

her out for a drink.  The reason he never asks is because he is 

certain that she will say no and that it might spoil the 

friendship they have.  He also reckons that is one of the 

reasons why he likes her.  Insane as it sounds, there is safety 

in a woman who will refuse you. 

He also knows that she has faced some kind of 

personal tragedy in her life and that is why she is working 

with David, but he has no idea what it is and he has never 

felt there was a right time to ask.  Maybe one day he would 

find out but it now definitely isn’t that right time – not when 

you are looking for the missing girlfriend of one of your co-

workers. 

Their mission is to head for one of the local haunts.  

The haunts are places where, for want of a better way of 

describing it is where people less than human hang out.  

Both of them have been to these haunts through the course 

of their time together with David, and in fact Edward’s first 

night on the job in Progression had taken him to one of these 

unholy places.  They didn’t hold the same fear for the two of 

them that they once had. 

They get there relatively quickly by car, the nearest 

haunt not being too far away from Progression Software.  

Edward wonders why they don’t move somewhere else.  

This is always the first place that David comes to hassle 
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people.  But tonight it is just the two of them.  This is the bar 

where he had first fought the Brethren. 

When they walk in to the place there is complete 

silence.  It is as if some of the people in this really seedy 

looking dive have been expecting them to walk through the 

door all night. 

The place looks like your average bar, except there 

are bloodstains on the wall and none of the people look like 

normal patrons of the drinking scene.  Edward scans around 

the place in distaste. 

“I don’t like this!”  He says to Belinda, who smiles 

sweetly and walks to the bar. 

“I don’t like this one little bit!”  He feels the need to 

finish, despite the fact that Belinda can’t even hear him any 

more. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE 
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1. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

01:31 

 

She has seen some surreal moments in her tenure at 

Progression Software, but for the first time in as long as she 

can remember, Alice finds that she is not exactly sure what is 

going on in David’s head.  She is desperate to voice this but 

she’s not one to admit this sudden weakness to anyone - 

especially not to him. 

She had honestly expected him to take her to the 

haunts.  It is the most natural place to go to hear word on 

what the enemy is up to.  There is always someone willing 

to talk, even though sometimes it takes a little bit of David’s 

natural charm and a smidgeon of Alice’s natural aggression. 

But instead he has entrusted that particular job to 

Belinda and Edward.  Alice does not like to think about what 

kind of trouble they are already in.  She likes both of them 

(well sometimes Belinda just pisses her off) but she has to 

admit that she does not think that they will be able to handle 

the mission they have been given quite as well as David and 

Alice could have.  The haunts are not the safest place in the 

city. 

But, of course, when David has a plan it always 

works out for the best, as far as Alice is concerned.  She has 

no doubts in her mind that this will be the same situation.  

She is a little freaked out by the fact that he has, so far, not 

said a word throughout the whole journey, 



 

   43 

She wants to ask where they are going but the 

question gets caught in her throat and she simply can’t voice 

it.  She has the feeling that their mission is very important, 

though.  Can it be that David already has half an idea where 

Isabelle is? 

David continues to look ahead for the rest of the 

journey.  Usually he is quite chatty when they drive, even 

when there is danger on the horizon.  It is very strange to see 

him like this and Alice does not like it one little bit.  There 

are times he is so caught up in the chatting that, later on, 

everyone else in the car has debated about how he had been 

able to keep control of the vehicle. 

But right now he seems to be thinking about 

nothing else but the journey. 

Or maybe he is thinking of the destination. 

 

2. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

01:32 

 

Karen Anderson has the look of a woman in power; her hair 

dragged back along her head so that it looks like the skin at 

the hairline is ready to tear open.  The hair continues back 

and is tied up with the use of those things that can be bought 

in pharmacies to keep hair in order, the name of which 

escapes her at the moment.  The excess hair, which is never 

seen down but is kept for the sake of her womanhood, hangs 

in a ponytail down to the centre of her back. 
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She is not an unattractive woman; she just looks 

harsh, her hair dyed peroxide blonde (she is supposed to be a 

brunette but the dyeing has been done so well that an 

observer would never know for sure) and the dark suit she 

wears – not like the kind that David and his two visitors wear 

but that power suit that wouldn’t have looked out of place in 

the bitch role in a television show. 

As usual, she is still sifting through documents at 

her desk just after half past one in the morning.  Sometimes 

the offices of Orson Industries seem busier at this time of 

night than during the day.  She smiles humourlessly at this 

thought.  When you have been in this job for long enough, 

you really don’t want to sleep that much any more. 

One of Karen’s main jobs is to keep tabs on David 

Oswald and his cohorts.  She was as amazed as everyone else 

when she got this job, as it was a very important task to give 

to someone who still didn’t have the same level of 

recognition as some people in the company had – people 

who had been overlooked for the position. 

That is one of the main reasons for her crazy hours.  

David Oswald never seems to sleep so why should she? 

She is in deep concentration reading the most 

recent report when there is a knock at her office door.  She 

ignores it just for a moment.  She is too busy reading that 

David had been visited by one of the men in light grey suits.  

She knew that the key to what David was all about lay in 

these men who visited at night. 

She knows that her superiors know who these men 

are (a file she had read once name dropped a couple of 

organisations – she remembers one of them as Nemesis but 

the other one was fairly non descript and disappeared from 

her mind within a day of reading the report – drowned from 

memory by the intimidating presence of Nemesis) and she 
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curses under her breath that now she is not being given 

access to any files which pertains to the organisations in any 

great detail.  She wants badly to know who they are and 

what their relationship to David is.  There might be answers 

about his past that would give her clues about how to 

proceed in investigating his present. 

The door knocks again.  Whoever is there was 

going to be in a serious amount of trouble disturbing her 

while she is trying to concentrate on these important 

documents, and in Orson Industries trouble is a dangerous 

thing.  “Come in.!” 

She is glad it is not one of the Directors.  The anger 

is too apparent on that wonderful face of hers that has 

trouble with a smile but has no problem with the sterner 

emotions.  It is just an underling, an unattractive looking 

man that she remembers throwing coffee over a few weeks 

ago.  He seems to have no scarring.  She thinks to herself 

that this is a shame. 

She asks in a gentle tone, as tough as someone 

enquiring after an elderly relative, “What the fuck is it?” 

The man seems a little fazed by this and her eyes 

seem to burrow into his soul compelling him to tell her just 

why he is here. 

“We’ve just received word that David has brought 

his team in.” 

She will forgive him for the interruption.  She 

makes a mental note to remember to put milk in the coffee 

next time she loses her temper. 

She looks at her watch.  “He only ever does this 

when there’s something important happening.” 

The man nods.  “I thought you might like to 

know…” 
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Suddenly another man appears at the door.  Karen 

doesn’t like him much either but she has refrained from 

burning him with hot liquids so maybe this guy is 

redeemable. 

“We just got word!”  The new guy tells them.  

“They’re moving.” 

And, with that, it is time to get busy.  Karen looks 

at the two men standing in front of her.  “I want them 

followed.  I want to know where they’re going.” 

They leave to do her bidding and she finds once 

again that she still enjoys the power she has.  Suddenly things 

start to happen. 

She might manage to stay awake a little longer after 

all. 

 

3. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:04 

 

Gary has been in the house for some time and there was no 

surprise when he returned to find that his house was just as 

empty as it had been when he last left.  Part of him had 

hoped that Isabelle would be here and that he would be able 

to call the whole thing off.  But he knows that it is too late 

for that, especially now. 

He is sitting on a couch and feels a sharp pain in his 

upper thigh.  It takes him a moment to work out just what it 

is before he jumps up and pulls the offending object out of 
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his pocket.  His house keys are now in his hand and he 

cannot even begin to convey the feelings coming over him.  

This one little thing would have annoyed him in the past but 

right now he is furious – the impotent fury of a man who 

cannot do anything else for the moment. 

He throws his keys onto his glass table and, for a 

split second, as they fly through the air; he is convinced that 

the impact is going to smash it.  They land with a loud 

clatter, that’s all; he gives out a small sigh of relief. 

He slumps down onto the couch again, right beside 

where he threw his jacket earlier.  He rubs his face 

vigorously to shake out the fatigue he is feeling.  Little 

pinpricks of stinging shoot up all over his face.  It isn’t exactly 

pain but it is very unpleasant.  He winces just a little and 

regrets what he has done. 

He knows that Isabelle is in a lot of trouble and 

feels useless, sitting around in the house and doing nothing 

to help her.  He understands why David has sent him back to 

the house to wait and see if she arrives home safe and 

unharmed.  He is too involved with the whole situation and 

is no good to anybody considering the frame of mind he is in 

right now.  David needs 100% from his team and it is 

something that Gary is unable to deliver. 

But isn’t everyone involved really?  No matter how 

briefly, everybody else who is with David Oswald knows 

Isabelle.  The fact that she has disappeared and it’s 

implications on him should have an affect on everyone. 

Gary shakes his head.  That would make them all 

the more determined to get her back, but still not have the 

clouding of judgment that Gary is experiencing.  He decides 

the best bet is to make another cup of coffee and hope for 

the best - there is no way that he is going to be sleeping 

tonight. 



 

48 

He wanders into the Kitchen, flicking the light on.  

He jumps back in surprise when he spots the face that is 

peering into the window.  Before he has the chance to 

compose himself and run over to see where the figure is 

heading, it is gone into the night. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

4. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:05 

 

Beside Walter Ingalls bed is a very old style phone, which 

somehow manages to look new.  It has something to do with 

the design; as if modern technology can no longer look like 

the style from a past era.  It is designed for a retro feel but it 

just looks so new, so shiny.  Downstairs he has a candlestick 

style phone from the time when phones were first invented, 

black with an almost bone like shine to it.  This one is the 

same colour but it is a simple box, slightly raised at the back, 

two turrets pushing up with a golden branch (to perfect to 

resemble a branch and its random wanderings but it is the 

only way Walter can describe them) on each side, acting as a 

cradle for the receiver.  Walter has fallen asleep whilst 

reading a book.   
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Suddenly Walter is awake.  He woke up to the 

sound of the ringing phone.  To say that he is very displeased 

to be getting a call at this time of night is an understatement.  

He is a very light sleeper and he has woken up very quickly.  

The thought, “this had better be damned important”, is 

already running through his head.  Who would be calling 

him now? 

He picks up the phone.  There is no way for him to 

be pleasant right now and the way he says, “Hello”, reflects 

this. 

“Hi Dad it’s me…” 

Suddenly Walter’s demeanour changes.  His voice 

softens slightly.  Gary is a smart kid and there is no way he 

would be calling this early in the morning unless there is 

something serious happening. 

“Gary?” 

“I’m sorry to call this late…” 

Walter shakes his head, forgetting for a moment 

that his son will be unable to see him doing so.  It is funny 

what goes through your mind at this time in the morning.  

He instantly thinks, “It’s not late, it’s early.” 

“Don’t worry about that.  What’s wrong?” 

“I want to give you a phone number.  If I don’t call 

you back every ten minutes until I say otherwise, I want you 

to call this number and tell the man who answers that you 

think Gary is in trouble.” 

“What are you talking about?  What the hell’s 

going on son?” 

“It’s a long story.  I’ll explain it later, dad.  Could 

you just take down this number?” 

“I don’t have a pen and paper.  Give me a minute.” 
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As Walter has a quick search for pen and paper, he 

feels violent shivers running up and down his spine.  He 

hasn’t experienced a sensation like that since he had found 

his wife dead all those years before.  He starts to think about 

her.  He misses her so much.  It doesn’t matter, though; he 

knows that he will be seeing her again soon. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

5. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:06 

 

Isabelle is not known to exaggerate but she is sure that she 

has been asleep for months when she finally wakes up.  She 

cannot believe that she had managed to fall asleep during her 

attempt to escape from the bonds that are holding her in 

place.  She has no idea why she feels so tired. 

She tries to accustom her eyes to the dark and 

shapes begin to form around her, seeming to come out of the 

darkness.  She realises that she is no longer alone in the 

room. 
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She guesses that there are about half a dozen 

figures in the room with her.  From the shapes she guesses 

that they are cloaked figures like the ones who had 

kidnapped her.  It is hard to tell but she can imagine that they 

are all facing her and staring.  As her eyes adjust more to the 

dark, she starts to make out more details. 

“What do you want?”  She finally asks.  Just then, 

she feels something drip down onto her lips.  It is a very 

unpleasant, ticklish sensation, all the more because it has 

surprised her and she does not have the power to wipe it 

away. 

Suddenly she is aware of a wet patch on her 

forehead, which she hadn’t felt moments before.  He tongue 

flicks out onto her lips to taste the liquid in an automatic 

response.  Her mind is already on overdrive and she does not 

want to know the origins of the liquid. 

She immediately tastes the distinctive coppery tang 

of blood.  This is too much.  Panic and bile rise up from her 

stomach.  She lets out the loudest scream that she can 

muster in the circumstances; a fairly pitiful shriek as her 

rapidly filling and emptying lungs seem to be too caught up 

in the panicking process to issue anything stronger. 

“Quiet child.  The blood is not yours.  It is the 

blood of someone else taken by the Brethren tonight.” 

She manages to stifle her useless screams down to 

self conscious and disgusted sobs.  “You mean that you killed 

someone?” 

The silence that is returned speaks more volumes 

than anything they could possibly have said in answer to this. 

“Are you going to kill me?” 

There are a few more seconds of silence and, in this 

time, Isabelle manages to think the worst.  They are going to 
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kill her and she has been right.  She is never going to see 

Gary again.  But then quiet laughter breaks out amongst the 

cloaked figures.  The whole thing is so absurd sounding that 

Isabelle feels like she could start laughing too, if the 

circumstances were ever so slightly different. 

“Of course we are not going to kill you.  You are 

important to us.” 

“Then please untie me!”  She begs. 

The cloaked figure closest to her raises a hand.  He 

has been the one who has been doing all the talking.  Isabelle 

is already thinking of him as the leader of the group. 

“Not yet, Isabelle.  There is something we must do 

first.” 

Suddenly the chanting starts and the whole 

situation scares Isabelle even more.  She is in the middle of 

some kind of satanic ceremony.  She should have known 

from the blood on her forehead but, up until now, the 

thought hasn’t even crossed her mind.  The talk of sacrifice 

didn’t even lead her to this conclusion. 

  She is very surprised to feel the blood dry and 

solidify on her forehead.  It is a warm sensation at first and 

she has to admit that it is quite pleasant.  She is glad that she 

can no longer feel the blood; she had wanted nothing more 

than to wipe it off.  It had been like having an itch under a 

plaster when you have broken your arm.  It was there and 

there was nothing that you could do about it. 

She becomes aware of a faint glow on the floor 

around her chair.  It seems to brighten as the chanting 

becomes louder.  She looks around at the shape of the glow 

and realises that she is sitting in the centre of a pentagram.  

That would make sense if she were part of some satanic 

ceremony. 
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Suddenly she can feel the shape of the dried blood 

on her forehead and just knows that it, too, is a pentagram.  

It is no longer a nice sensation and she wants to scream 

again, sure that her lungs are now capable of bringing the 

whole building down.  But now she is unable to move a 

muscle, let alone scream.  She finds that she can’t even blink, 

although her eyes are drying up and stinging quite badly. 

There is a sudden loud electrical crackle.  Sparks of 

electricity come from the points of the pentagram around 

her. 

And then Isabelle knows no more. 
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There are a few things that the people under Ingrid 

Sanderson’s command know.  The first thing is that when 

you are on surveillance with her, you had better have money 

because she doesn’t carry any and gets angry if there is 

nobody about to pay for her.  People joke about this being 

down to false royal connections that she might have - but not 

to her face. 

The second thing is that they should never make 

her angry, under any circumstances.  There is a reason why 

she has risen through the ranks of Orson Industries so 

quickly.  She never gives anybody the chance to make more 

than one mistake. 

Tonight someone has made his first mistake and he 

is standing in front of her, quivering with fear. 

Somehow she manages to put all the energy of a 

shout into the whispering voice, and this makes it all the 

more intimidating.  “I can’t believe you let him see you!” 

The van that they are in is parked across the street 

from Gary’s house.  It is ready to make a move away from 

the place if he comes into sight. 

“I had no way of knowing that he was going to 

come into the Kitchen.” 

He had tried to keep out of sight.  He swiftly 

jumped out of Gary’s view as soon as the light had flicked 

on.  He had been very quick considering the fact he had not 

been expecting the target’s sudden appearance.  Ingrid would 

never have got out of the way without him spotting her 

either. 

Ingrid is not the sort of person who is used to being 

answered back.   

“What did you say?” 
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“Nothing!”  He mutters humbly, instantly realising 

the mistake that he has made with his retort. 

Ingrid seems to calm down a little and looks to the 

other group members assembled in the cramped van.  “The 

fact of the matter is that Gary Ingalls now knows that he’s 

being watched.  If he has any sense, he’ll be on the phone to 

Oswald as we speak.  Then, he might spot the group on his 

tail.  Suggestions?” 

Someone puts his hand up.  “We could go in and 

grab Ingalls before he makes the call?”  Only Ingrid calls him 

Gary as the other people in the group manage to get some 

sleep at night by not getting close to their targets.  If they 

were ever ordered to kill one of these people they would 

rather not think of them as people. 

Ingrid shakes her head.  “That call will have been 

made already if he’s going to make it.” 

Ingrid doesn’t mind people coming up with stupid 

answers.  She isn’t going to reprimand anyone for that.  It is 

better to say what is on your mind and make a fool of 

yourself than to do it in the field like the stupid bastard in 

front of her has done.  She doesn’t even seem annoyed by 

the suggestion. 

“We could warn the other two groups that they 

might have been compromised,” comes another suggestion 

Ingrid clicks her fingers at the man who came up 

with this idea and nods.  “That’s more like it.” 

Once more she turns her attention to the man who 

has failed her.  She moves forward almost seductively and 

puts her hands on his temples, moving them down slowly to 

his cheeks and then his jaw line. 
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It looks for a moment like she is going to kiss him.  

A couple of people look uncomfortable at the sight, 

especially the ones who have seen such a scene before. 

The fool who has crossed her shivers slightly and 

isn’t sure whether it is the fear or the look in here eyes that 

seem almost like lust.  Her hands are so soft and part of him 

feels like he could stay in this lock forever. 

Then, in one swift motion, she snaps his neck and 

he falls to the floor.  Everyone reels. 

 

2. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:10 

 

It is quite obvious to anyone who cares to check that Alice 

has a strong attraction to David Oswald.  It is not for moral 

reasons that she doesn’t make this known to him; she does 

have a boyfriend after all – someone she does love even 

though he does bore her a little.  At the moment she would 

be quite pleased if he managed to do something that would 

surprise her.  But their relationship has reached that 

mundane level where you know everything that is going to 

happen. 

Alice is attracted to David even though she would 

not admit it to herself.  The reason she doesn’t make it plain 

is a fear of rejection.  She has never feared this in her life, 

mainly because she has never been in a position where it 

would happen to her.  David is different.  Maybe that is why 
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she is so attracted to him.  Anyone can love someone who 

loves him or her back after all. 

Meanwhile she tried to distract herself by working 

out just where David was taking her in the car.  Alice has 

never been very good with directions.  However, she tries to 

follow the route that David is driving through.  She is sure 

that they have never gone this way before.  She doesn’t do a 

very good job of keeping track and, before she knows it, they 

are going through back roads out of the city and are heading 

into a heavily wooded area. 

It has been a long time since she has seen her boss 

looking so sombre.  In most situations, he is able to find 

some sort of answer to the problem that they are facing.  

But, somehow, Isabelle’s disappearance seems to have put 

him into a frame of mind that she has never seen before and 

doesn’t like very much. 

The car comes to a sudden halt.  Without a word, 

David is out of the car.  Alice unbuckles her seatbelt and gets 

out without the ease and fluidity that he has managed.  She 

follows him as he walks towards a house that she has not 

spotted from the car.  It is just off the road in the forest that 

they have been driving through. 

She has no idea why she is so nervous, a trait that 

she doesn’t normally possess.  She jumps slightly when light 

suddenly blazes from the house security system.  She can just 

make out the front door opening through the dazzling light. 

She is very surprised to see two men in suits almost 

identical to David’s.  She finds it hard to tell in the light but it 

appears the only difference is that they are lighter grey than 

his.  They move forward and one of them raises a gun in the 

two visitor’s direction. 

Alice doesn’t even see the movement as David 

disarms him and pushes him to the ground without a second 
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thought.  The other man looks ready to make a move but 

one warning look from her boss seems to stop him in his 

tracks. 

“Where is he?” 

Alice manages to get beside David, having been left 

slightly behind.  The suited man who is still standing points 

at the door.  She looks at where the finger is pointed to see a 

third man in a grey suit.  She has to admit that she has no 

idea what is going on. 

David suddenly sprints forward.  He is beside the 

man in seconds.  David pulls him out of the house and has 

one hand wrapped round his throat. 

“Where is she Kevin?  Tell me or, so help me God, 

I’ll tear your head off.” 

The man struggles a little but it isn’t until it is clear 

that he can’t breathe that David finally lets him go.  He falls 

to the ground instantly, grasping his throat and clawing for 

air. 

Alice does not even notice that two more men in 

identical suits have come from inside the house until they are 

standing beside the fallen man.  They help the man that 

David has called Kevin to his feet. 

Kevin looks angrily at the two men who had 

originally greeted Alice and David.  The one who had been 

disarmed has managed to get to his feet during the 

altercation between the two men. 

“Why the hell did you let him get this close to me.  

You’ve got guns.” 

“You think we’re going to shoot HIM?” 
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Alice is sure that she managed to detect both 

admiration and contempt in the man’s tone of voice but 

can’t be sure which of the two was more dominant. 

Kevin returns his attention to David and can see 

that he is still furious but, for the moment, he is not moving. 

“What’s this all about?” 

“I think you know already.” 

Kevin takes the time to fix his shirt and crumpled 

tie.  “I wouldn’t waste my breath asking if I knew.” 

 “You came to me tonight in a threatening manner.  

Then suddenly someone close to one of my employees 

disappears.” 

For a moment Kevin does not seem to comprehend 

what it is that David is saying.  Suddenly his eyes widen. 

“And you think I kidnapped her?” 

Alice sees this is her moment to appear useful.  

“How do you know it was a she?” 

Kevin regards her for the first time.  He gives her a 

gracious smile.  “He grabbed me by the throat and said to 

me, ‘where is she Kevin?’” 

David takes this as a cue to grab Kevin again, not 

being quite as violent as he was the first time.  Alice is not 

sure if it is because he has four henchmen now instead of 

two or because he has taken time to calm down. 

“I need to know where she is!” 

A smile flickers briefly on Kevin’s lips.  “What’s 

this, David?  Desperation?” 

David doesn’t reply to this but tightens his fist once 

more round Kevin’s rumpled suit jacket. 
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“Would you do anything to know where she is?” 

Kevin will never know how close David comes to 

nodding in response to this.  He manages to stop himself 

before the thought of it has even fully formulated in his 

mind.  He lets Kevin go. 

“You don’t have her!” 

He turns away from Kevin and starts to walk away.  

He flickers a glance at Alice.  “Come on, we’re leaving.” 

Alice cannot help but get more confused with every 

passing second.  She has no idea what is going on or whom 

these men are.  She does not like the one thing that David 

can’t see right now – the look of triumph on the man called 

Kevin’s face.  She does not like that one little bit. 

She turns to follow David, not wanting to dwell on 

the image for any longer than she has to. 

“You’re reaction surprises me David.  I had no 

idea…” 

He suddenly stops, despite the lack of reaction from 

David’s retreating figure.  It is Alice who turns round to say 

something.  Kevin manages to beat her to it, though. 

“It was nice to meet you Alice.  I hope we meet 

again real soon.” 

And, with that, the five men, led by Kevin, turn and 

walked back into the house, the door closing very loudly 

behind them. 
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3. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:13 

 

Belinda and Edward are still alive and just walking into the 

second haunt of the night.  Edward looks from left to right as 

they come in, just to see if he can spot something suspect.  

Once it becomes apparent that there are employees of David 

Oswald in the building anything they have to hide will be 

covered up immediately. 

The barman regards them with an angry glower, 

very similar to the manager of the previous establishment.  

“Why don’t you just do yourselves a favour and get the hell 

out of here while you’ve still got your fucking legs?”  

Charming, eh? 

Edward looks the man up and down and, without 

saying a word, shakes his head.  Belinda knows from his 

body language in the last bar that he isn’t comfortable with 

this aspect of the job but thinks that he handles himself really 

well.  He does learn things very quickly.  Her first instinct is 

always to consider turning round and leaving, but she knows 

that it is something that she can’t do. 

“You know who we work for?”  Edward asks.  His 

voice doesn’t even crack. 
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There are a variety of shady looking individuals 

regarding the two newcomers.  Most of them are human but 

it is very apparent that some of them are not.  Belinda and 

Edward try to ignore them for the moment, although it is 

not that easy. 

“Of course I do.  I can almost smell him off you.  

Tell him we don’t know anything.” 

Belinda decides that she has to get in some of the 

action or she will be annoyed at herself.  “You don’t know 

what we’re looking for… or do you?” 

“We don’t know anything about anything.” 

Belinda can feel the beginnings of a sarcastic 

comment bubbling up in her throat and she knows that there 

is nothing that she can do to stop herself from delivering it.  

It is the sort of answer that might inevitably lead to a fight 

but she is not in control of that part of her sense of humour.  

She is a prisoner of sarcasm. 

Still, it cannot be considered a godsend when the 

comment is lost to the sound of the bar door bursting open, 

with a force that makes it sound like it is being wrenched off 

it’s hinges.  The comment is trapped in Belinda’s throat and 

then lost before it can constrict her breathing.  She and 

Edward both spin round in synchronisation, something that 

might almost be considered cute under other circumstances. 

“Is that any way to treat guests?”  The newcomer 

purrs in a seductive voice, gently closing the almost ruined 

door behind her. 

Edward cocks his head slightly, more out of 

confusion than anything else. 

“Isabelle?” 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

 

1. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:14 

 

To say that coincidence does not exist and fate and destiny 

control everything is part of a larger argument that isn’t 

important right now.  Suffice to say, Robert is walking home 

with a couple of his friends around about the time that 

Edward and Belinda have walked into the Brethren Haunt, 

completely unaware of the messages that his co-workers 

have left on his answering machine. 

A strange twist of coincidence or fate or destiny… a 

strange twist of something anyway… is going to mean that 

he will find out about the events of the night before he 

reaches his house. 

As they walk home, one of his friends suddenly 

points over at the most horribly dingy bar that he has ever 
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seen in his life.  It is just on the edge of an Industrial Estate 

that they are passing. 

“Has anyone ever been in there?  Who would drink 

in a place like that?” 

Robert shakes his head and the whole world spins.  

The alcohol is affecting his judgement ever so slightly.  If he 

had been more sober he would never have said a word.  “I’ve 

not been in that one, but I know for a fact that you wouldn’t 

want to go in.” 

“Why not?”  His other companion just has to know. 

“You probably wouldn’t get back out!”  He 

manages to say before he can stop himself. 

They both laugh at this. 

“The place is a dive but it can’t be that bad.” 

Robert is just about to give them an answer to that, 

despite the fact that practically every part of his mind 

screams out for him to end this conversation right this 

minute, when he spots Belinda’s car sitting outside the bar. 

“I know that car!”  He says. 

“Which one?” 

He points at the car.  He has no idea what the make 

is; he isn’t very good at that sort of thing.  It has four doors 

and it is dark green.  “I know the woman who owns it!” 

“Well she doesn’t seem to have a problem going 

into bars like that!” 

It is amazing how quickly a human being can sober 

up.  This is exactly what happens to Robert.  Suddenly he is 

aware of everything and he feels a horrible shiver run up his 

face.  It isn’t pleasant.  He hates that sensation and wishes 

that he didn’t suffer from it.  Why can’t he have shivers up 
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his back like the people in horror films and novels?  No, he 

has to get that horrible cold spasm in his face, threatening to 

cramp his jaw just at the climax. 

Just why is Belinda in this bar tonight?  Recently 

there has been nothing happening and he had been 

convinced that it would be safe to go out tonight without 

David having a reason to assemble the team. 

His hand thrusts into his pocket, and his friends 

wonder what is going on and why there is this sudden 

change in Robert’s demeanour.  He pulls out his wallet and 

opens it quickly.  He quickly flicks out a card, which he 

hands over to the nearest one of his companions. 

“I want you to go to the nearest phone box and call 

this number right now.  A man called David Oswald will 

answer.  I want you to tell him that Robert is going into 

Haunt 9 and might need some backup.” 

“What the fuck are you talking about, Robert?” 

Robert looks at the two of them.  They will 

comment the next time they meet (in just under a weeks 

time both significantly better dressed than they are now) that 

they have never seen him look so serious in their lives.  

“Please just listen to me.  This is very important.” 

Without waiting for their reaction, he away and 

starts running towards the bar that he just before described 

as being a danger to whoever entered.  The two remaining 

members of the group watch him for a moment before 

kicking into action and heading towards the nearest 

payphone just across the road.  They have no idea what was 

going on, but don’t like it, even in their drunken state. 

By the time they are beside the phone, Robert has 

reached the bar.  The two groups are now out of sight of one 

another and he suddenly feels even less safe than he had a 
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moment before.  He can see that there is something wrong 

with the door, as if it has been wrenched open.  Something is 

beyond this door that he is sure he won’t like. 

He opens the door and it almost falls away in his 

hands.  But somehow it manages to stay on its hinges.  It 

seems dangerously quiet inside and this just seems to make 

Robert’s suspicions worse.  He tries not to make a noise and 

he opens the broken door as much as he can so he can peer 

inside. 

His heart misses a beat as a hand flashes out from 

the darkness within, as if from nowhere.  It is attached to an 

arm, naturally; it grabs him by the throat, dragging him 

inside before he has the chance to resist. 

 

2. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:16 

 

 

David has remained just as quiet on the journey back from 

their impromptu visit to Kevin Reilly, but for a completely 

different set of reasons than his silence on the way there.   

The silence is so complete that Alice jumps a little 

when his phone rings.  Her mind has been on other things 

since she is unable to have a conversation with her boss.  She 

was trying to think of an appropriate nickname for him.  So 

far she had not got beyond Dave, which, frankly, was quite 

rubbish. 
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Without taking much notice, he pulls the phone 

out of his suit jacket pocket and flips open the activation flap, 

his driving unaffected in anyway.  Alice is sure that she 

would have swerved off the road. 

“David Oswald.”  He tells the phone. 

“Is that David Oswald?”  Asks a timid voice. 

“Yes!”  He replies. 

“Robert told us to call.” 

This attracts David’s attention.  “Who is this?” 

“We’re friends of Robert.  He told us to call and tell 

you that he’s going to…” 

There is silence on the other end of the phone for a 

moment 

Then:  “What did he say again?” 

Another voice pipes up, the first evidence that the 

caller is not alone.  “Haunt 9!” 

“Oh yeah.  Robert said he’s going to Haunt 9.  He 

also said he might need backup.” 

“I understand.  Thank you!” 

With that, David flips his phone off, his eyes still 

concentrating on the road.  He hasn’t missed a beat. 

Alice is looking at him, wanting to know what was 

going on.  “What is it?” 

“I have no idea how but Robert seems to have got 

himself involved in the nights events after all.” 

“You’re joking?” 

David shakes his head solemnly.  “I’m really not in 

the mood to be joking right now. 
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3. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:17 

 

Kevin is sitting in his office, staring out into space and 

thinking dark thoughts.  It just so happens that there is a 

window in front of him and anyone coming in would assume 

that something outside had caught his eye.  Strangely 

enough he is staring at a spot where a girl had been brutally 

raped and murdered six years before.  He has no idea about 

this but is aware that something is not right about that spot.  

It’s just a damn creepy coincidence. 

A smile plays on his lips.  Just then, he hears a noise 

and turns around.  The man in the black suit who had visited 

David earlier tonight… this morning is more appropriate… is 

standing at the corner of the office. 

“You should have knocked.” 

“Everyone’s a comedian tonight.” 

“What do you want?  You shouldn’t really be 

paying me a visit unless…” 

“Don’t worry, I’m just bored and seeking 

intellectual stimulation.  I visited David earlier.” 

Kevin looks more interested.  “Did you?” 

The man nods. 

“I haven’t seen you in ages.  How have you been?” 
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“Okay, I lied.  This isn’t really a social visit, Kevin.  

We’re not exactly on the same side any more…” 

“That’s a matter of opinion.  I mean we’re both 

fighting the Brethren.” 

The man cuts him off with the wave of a hand.  

“Don’t do it, Kevin.” 

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 

“I have no idea either.  You’re aware how this 

works.  I just know that the path that you’re considering will 

not end well for someone.” 

“And you know which person?” 

“I certainly do.” 

Kevin sits back in his chair and his hands form a 

steeple, unconsciously mimicking a posture that he has seen 

David in a hundred times. 

“And pray tell, who may that be?” 

The man shrugs.  “You know that I can’t say!” 

“It’s not like you to issue warnings.  Can you not 

get into trouble for that?” 

“You’re right.  I probably could if I got found out.  

The fact of the matter is that there is nobody around at the 

moment in a position to be aware of this meeting; ergo there 

is nothing they can do to reprimand me.  The reason I am 

telling you this is because I happen to like this said person.  I 

would never admit it but… he’s a friend.” 

“People in your line of business shouldn’t have 

friends.” 

The man laughs.  “You couldn’t be closer to the 

truth.  Just think about it Kevin!  I don’t know what you’re 

planning but… well just think about it.” 
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Kevin nods slowly, already sure that he isn’t going 

to heed his advice.  With that, the man is gone. 

 

4. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:19 

 

Another victim of coincidence or something more cosmic, 

Gary is just heading towards the phone to give his father yet 

another one of his promised calls, when it starts to ring.  

Suddenly hoping for the best, he picks it up, short bursts of 

exciting breath issuing from his mouth. 

“Hello?”  He so desperately wants to add, 

“Isabelle?”  But he manages to resist. 

“Gary, it’s David.” 

There is a mixture of disappointment and relief in 

his voice.  “Hi David.  I’m glad to hear from you.  

Somebody’s spying on my house.” 

“Really?”  David does not sound overly surprised by 

this, for some reason. 

“Yeah.” 

“You should have called me.  Things could have 

become dangerous.” 

“I know.  I took precautions.  Any word?” 

“Not yet.  But I just got a message that Robert has 

gone to Haunt 9.” 
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This news surprises Gary as much as it had Alice.  

He had expected that Robert would have nothing to do with 

the events of the night.  “Why the hell would he do that?” 

“I’ve no idea… yet.  But it might be related to 

Isabelle’s disappearance.  I just thought I would keep you up 

to date.” 

“Thanks David, I appreciate that.” 

“Just sit tight Gary.” 

“Okay.  Thanks David.  Speak to you soon.” 

“Goodbye.” 

Gary puts the phone down and waits for a few 

seconds before picking it up again.  He swiftly dials a 

number.  He hits the wrong digit and has to replace the 

handset before picking it up and starting again.  He is too 

psyched up by now.  After a few seconds there is an answer. 

“Hi dad.  It’s Gary.” 

“Gary?  You okay?”  He has asked that every time 

Gary has called this morning. 

“Yeah dad.  Everything’s under control now!  Sorry 

if I scared you.” 

“Gary what the hell’s…” 

“Look, I’ll explain it all tomorrow.  You should get 

some rest.  I’m really sorry… Goodnight.” 

Before his dad can say anything, Gary replaces the 

handset back on the cradle.  For a couple of seconds a few 

things go through his head and then, almost as if by 

automatic pilot, he gets up and grabs his jacket, heading for 

the front door. 
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5. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:21 

 

Time perception is not good and he is unaware that he went 

back to sleep for no more than an hour and a half.  Horrible 

dreams have made him think that he has been at that place 

forever… he doesn’t want to go back, despite the erection he 

has managed to gain from that hellhole.  Life really is 

screwed up, isn’t it? 

There are a couple of moments when he is not too 

sure where he actually is or what is going on.  But that is 

normal for Christopher when he wakes up because he can be 

a very deep sleeper.  It takes him a few moments longer to 

realise that he is alone and that Alice is gone.  It all comes 

back to him in bits and pieces, with the horrors of his sleep 

cutting in between like a shard of a mirror cutting into his 

wrists… That place!!! 

“Fuck!” This is the most legible thing that he can 

utter. 

His plan had been to wait for a couple of minutes 

after Alice had left the house and then follow her at a discreet 

distance to her office. 

Part of him says that it is too late and he should just 

stay where he is and drift back into some sort of semblance 

of sleep (but what about the nightmares?) and save his 

investigating for another night.  It isn’t as if this scenario is 

not going to present itself again. 
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But he finally manages to force himself out of bed, 

knowing that this is the time for action, even though every 

muscle in his body tells him otherwise, along with the 

phantom pains in his arms.  He flips his legs round and 

shivers as they touch the colder than he expected carpet.  

When he flicks on the bedside lamp the argument in his 

body is over.  For better or worse, Christopher is awake. 

His head seems to be just one itchy mass and he is 

not sure why he always feels like this when he wakes up.  He 

doesn’t have any dandruff to speak of and wonders if it is the 

phantom of the childhood skin condition he had, rearing its 

ugly head in his subconscious.  He can almost cry sometimes 

from the pain of his nails scratching his skull.  But then, as 

soon as he is fully awake, it is always gone.  After a brief 

scratching session, he gets up and walks over to the window. 

It is still pitch black outside and the streets are 

empty.  He likes this time of night.  Sometimes, when he is 

awake he imagines that he is the only person in the world 

who is awake at that moment, knowing that it is complete 

nonsense.  He sometimes wonders what it would be like to 

be the only human alive on the face of the earth and has to 

admit that it is an appealing thought. 

He feels the tiredness begin to creep back and 

decided to fight the yawns.  He has to dress before the 

thoughts of returning to bed overcome him and he gives up 

his night’s excursion.  The clothes he has worn the evening 

before are hanging over a chair and he slips them on quickly, 

feeling a little disgusted that he is going to wear the same 

boxer shorts, even if it is just for a short period of time.  He 

doesn’t plan to be staying out for too long. 

As soon as he is dressed, he grabs his car keys and 

leaves the house, heading for the car, realising on the way 

that he could really do with a glass of water.  He remembers 
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reading in a book that if you didn’t need to piss then you 

were dehydrated.  He has no idea how true that is.  It sounds 

like bullshit to him but the book was written by someone 

smarter than he was so who was he to argue? 

He ignores the theory, however, deciding that he 

could drown himself in water when he gets back to the 

house if he so desires.  He gets into the car and rubs the final 

remnants of sleep out of his eyes before he starts the short 

drive to the Progression Software office. 

He wonders what he will do if Alice and the others 

are there and see that he is spying on them.  She would not 

take kindly to him doing this.  Alice can be a very private 

person and it takes a lot to get her to talk about anything, 

especially work.  And even then, she only speaks about the 

computer programming side of it.  Does she think 

Christopher is some sort of idiot?  That he is oblivious to 

what her real job is? 

It is a moot point because, as he had suspected, the 

offices are empty, even David Oswald’s office light is no 

longer shining like a beacon in the night.  He sits there for a 

little while, wondering when they will be back and wanting 

to make sure that he isn’t there when they come.  If he had 

been here earlier he could have followed them.  But that is a 

job for another night, he decides. 

Just before he is about to leave, he has a swift look 

around to make sure the coast is clear.  It is then that he 

spots the van that is also staking out the building.  He can see 

people looking out of the windows and notices that they are 

also watching him with equal curiosity.  They obviously 

don’t know who he is. 

He gets out of the car and starts to walk over to the 

van.  He decides to have a little fun with them before he 

leaves.  If he isn’t going to get any joy out of his stakeout 
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then neither should these guys.  He knows that they will 

evacuate soon after the conversation he is about to have 

with them.  He is very surprised that they don’t even give 

him a chance to talk, instead being very unprofessional in 

their task.  The engine bursts into life and the van is gone 

before he is even halfway there. 

He smiles a little at this and turns back to the car.  

He gets inside and sits for a couple of moments in silent 

contemplation before turning the ignition key and starting 

off on his journey back to the house. 

 

6. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:16 

 

Robert had no idea what was going on, although a strange 

urge for a bar of chocolate had gripped him for no noticeable 

reason.  Suddenly he found himself on the floor, his throat 

flared with agony where he had been dragged into the 

Haunt.  He managed to get up, his legs quivering like jelly 

underneath him as he struggled to breathe. 

The first people that he saw were Belinda and 

Edward.  He saw that they both looked very scared and, 

although he was not sure what the danger was yet, he could 

understand why.  He was sure he was going to cough up 

blood.  Whoever had grabbed his neck had a grip like a vice. 

The other people around Belinda and Edward were 

a mixture of demonic and human faces.  They all leered with 

equal loathing at the newcomer and Robert had a sudden 
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feeling that everybody here was out of their depth.  He still 

had not seen the face of his attacker and was aware of a 

presence behind him.  He slowly turned round to see just 

what he was dealing with. 

His attacker was examining a broken fingernail 

when Robert saw her standing there.  She decided eventually 

to disregard it and finally gave them her attention. 

“The gang’s all here!” 

She looked at the three prisoners. 

“Well not quite but you kids will do for starters.” 

Robert suddenly realised that he was a lot closer to 

her than Edward and Belinda were and didn’t like this little 

fact.  He started to take some steps backwards, hoping that 

she didn’t move forward and finish the job of choking him. 

“Is that…?”  Robert asked, his voice croaking out 

the words and pain shooting through the front of his throat. 

“Yes!”  Said Edward.  He didn’t have to say 

anything else. 

Isabelle beamed a smile at them all.  It was a little 

disarming because, for a moment she did not look psychotic 

in the slightest. 

“The thing that really hurts is that Gary lied about 

what he did for a living.  That’s really bad, don’t you think?” 

Nobody answered her. 

“He’ll have to be the next person I kill…” she put a 

hand to her mouth melodramatically.  “Sorry, I mean visit!” 

“You know David’s going to find us, and he’s going 

to be pissed!”  Belinda finally had the courage to say. 

Isabelle smiled again, this time in a more suitably 

psychotic way. 
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“Will he?  You told him you were coming to this 

place specifically?  He might take all night to find you three.  

And I’m not sure he’ll ever find all of you.  There might be 

bits missing.  Vital bits!  Like you’re fucking head!” 

Belinda felt that she sensed a little discomfort under 

the words.  She was sure that Isabelle, or whatever had taken 

control of Isabelle, still had the common sense to fear David.  

She decided to use this to her advantage.  She moved 

forward a little, now slightly ahead of the retreated Robert. 

“You don’t scare us!” 

Edward moved forward and put a hand on her 

shoulder, to pull her back.  But the damage was already 

done.  Isabelle flashed a very dangerous smile at them. 

“Oh don’t I?  Well we’ll have to change that.” 

Suddenly Isabelle charged forward, pulling out a 

very sharp looking knife, seemingly from nowhere. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

 

1. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:18 

 

What happened next appeared in slow motion to everyone 

involved, and later on they all had a slightly different view on 

events, although none of the stories were different enough to 

be considered untrue.  Time somehow seemed to stretch 

and the next few seconds seemed to take an eternity to pass.  

Each of them had always thought that this was just 

something that happened in films. 

Edward Davis saw Isabelle coming towards the 

woman he couldn’t say he loved but definitely had strong 

warm fuzzy feelings for.  Belinda seemed rooted with sudden 

fear and it looked like this was not at all going to end too 

well for her. 

With one extra hard push, he took Belinda out of 

the way of the knife and found himself facing Isabelle head 

on.  His cry of agony seemed to float into eternity as the 

knife slid into his arm like warm butter. 

Time sped up again and everyone watched with 

sickened fascination as the two fighters tumbled to the 

ground.  The knife, now out of Edward’s arm, was knocked 

from Isabelle’s hands by his agonised thrashing.  Belinda, 
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suddenly out of her shock, saw an opportunity and went for 

it. 

Before she even got near to it, the knife seemed to 

shoot away from her and was back in Isabelle’s hands in 

seconds.  A look of fury crossed her eyes at the thought that 

things hadn’t gone quite as she had planned.  She made to 

slash at the wounded Progression Software employee, who 

rolled away and barely avoided her second blow. 

With catlike grace, Isabelle was on her feet.  She 

looked down at Edward, who had left a trail of blood as he 

had rolled away, he seemed to be very badly wounded 

indeed.  She sneered at his fallen form. 

Before she could do anything to make his situation 

graver, Robert ran from nowhere to save the day.  Without 

even thinking twice, Isabelle batted him to the ground again.  

It looked, to anyone who cared to see, like she hadn’t even 

touched him. 

Isabelle didn’t take her eyes off Edward at any time 

and now that the distractions were all gone again, for the 

moment, she took a couple of steps forward and stood over 

him. 

“I hate to be the bearer, of bad news and all, but it’s 

time that I killed you!” 

To be honest she did not look like she hated to be 

the bearer of this particular bad news. 

She only staggered slightly and made a few small 

steps forward when the chair that Belinda was now 

clutching, was smashed over her back.  It broke into pieces, 

once again looking more like something from a movie.  

Belinda was sure that there would have been a sickening 

crunch under other circumstances and, judging from where 
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she hit the woman, there might have been a fifty/fifty 

chance she would have ever walked again. 

But Isabelle was different now and she merely 

turned round to see just who of the assembled group had the 

nerve to try (and fail) to inflict such injury upon her.  Belinda 

was sure that, when she saw her prey in full view, Isabelle’s 

eyes glowed, just a little bit. 

Edward used this very short period of time to his 

advantage, scurrying away and getting back onto his feet as 

quickly as he could.  The left arm of his shirt was covered in 

blood, which was continuously dripping down onto the floor 

around him.  He was sure that he had lost enough blood to 

pass out but he still appeared to be completely aware of his 

surroundings.  He reckoned that perhaps an influx of 

adrenaline was keeping him going. 

Robert, thanks to his being gracefully removed by 

Isabelle, lay the furthest away from the confrontation 

between Isabelle and Belinda.  He ached and couldn’t bring 

himself to get up from the floor, his body telling him over 

and over again that he would just end up back down here in 

a few moments.  He couldn’t take his eyes off the two 

women facing each other off.  He realised that everyone else 

in the Haunt felt the same way. 

“You really do want to fuck with me, don’t you?”  

Isabelle asked. 

“Can I get back to you on that one?”  Belinda asked, 

dimly hoping that this psychotic bitch from hell might have a 

sense of humour. 

She did.  She laughed at Belinda’s joke as she 

slashed the knife at the computer programmer’s stomach. 
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2. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:20 

 

It didn’t take much to excite Alice and get her in the mood 

for action.  She was full of adrenaline as the quick drive to 

Haunt 9 continued Now that she was sure that she might be 

some use that evening.  David did not seem to bother that he 

was going well over the speed limit.  She could tell that he 

was too worried about what was waiting for them, despite 

the fact that he didn’t show any sign of it.  The roads were 

empty and they did not have to slow down for anything at 

this early hour of the morning. 

But to the excited and agitated Alice Cuthbert, it 

still felt like they were not getting there quickly enough. 

David’s car almost knocked the two people who 

had made the call earlier like skittles.  They had appeared out 

of nowhere, having hung around close to the bar, on the off 

chance that they saw something exciting come out of the 

whole thing. 
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Both of them had been too scared to actually follow 

Robert in, though, as they had suddenly felt an instinctive 

fear about the place.  Something just didn’t seem right about 

this at all and they had been torn between trying to find out 

and staying outside in the safety of the night. 

When David’s car screeched to a halt and nearly 

knocked them down, they realised that they’d had enough of 

the events of the evening and did the only thing they could 

think of.  They fled into the night, determined to discover 

what was going on from the safe distance of home, in the 

warm light of day that dawn would bring. 

David got out of the car, not even seeming to 

notice that he had nearly killed Robert’s two friends and 

started his walk to the front entrance of the bar.  Alice, once 

again, found that she had been left in the car on her own.  

She tried to quickly catch up with him, sparing a quick 

glance to the retreating duo, not sure if they were friend or 

foe and casting it from her mind for the moment. 

“It’s very quiet!”  She managed to say. 

David nodded in agreement and smiled at her 

humourlessly.  “Worrying, isn’t it?” 

She nodded her agreement and both of them 

walked to the unlocked door of Haunt 9.  David opened the 

almost ruined door slowly and then… 

All hell broke loose. 

 

3. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 
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02:53 

 

The predominant sound in the room is that of Karen 

breathing.  The events in Haunt 9 are now over, but she is 

unaware of the outcome for now.  She is reading a report 

and is not very happy with the contents.  After a few 

moments she looks up at the woman in front of her. 

“So you thought it was prudent to cancel the whole 

operation because of this… mistake?” 

“That wasn’t my decision”, Ingrid answers, trying 

to keep cool in front of her boss.  “When we informed the 

other groups of what had happened they backed off.” 

“Did we get anything from tonight?  Something I 

can give to the Directors to show it wasn’t a complete loss?” 

Ingrid shrugs.  “I don’t know how important any of 

this is.  Something seems to have rattled Oswald’s cage quite 

badly.  He also exposed the location of the men in the grey 

suits who occasionally visit him.  The Directors have wanted 

that information for some time as I recall.” 

“That’s no good to me.  The location is fine and 

well but nobody above me would sanction an approach 

anyway.  I get the feeling the Directors know who these men 

are but don’t think we need to know yet.” 

Ingrid knows that by we, Karen really means herself 

and this thought must worry her greatly.  Her underling 

cannot hide her sneer.  “Maybe they just don’t trust you.” 

Karen flashes her a dangerous look.  “That will be 

all.” 

Ingrid knows that she has got to her boss and she 

likes the feeling a lot.  She turns and walks to the door. 

“Just one more thing Ingrid.” 
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She stops and turns, trying to disguise the smile that 

is on her face as best she can. 

“If I were you then I would pray that this report 

goes down well with the Directors. Because if it doesn’t… 

there might be more than one broken neck in your 

department from tonight’s activities.” 

The smiled disappears when the words register 

with Ingrid.  With that, she turns and leaves.  Karen makes 

sure that she gives Ingrid enough time to be out of earshot 

before she slams down on the desk with both fists, hard 

enough for it to hurt. 

 

4. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:24 

 

Despite the kind of work that she did, Belinda did not really 

consider herself to be that superstitious.  However once the 

shock from the initial attack was over, she was still unable to 

fathom how she managed to jump back from the attack with 

the grace that she had.  When her feet touched the ground 

again she knew that there was no way she was going to be as 

lucky with the next swipe. 

But, before Isabelle could slash at her again, the 

door was flung open.  The hinges finally gave up and the 

doorway fell to the ground.  David and Alice stood at the 

entrance.  Isabelle spun round to look at the newcomers. 
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“And you said, they wouldn’t find us in time!”  

Belinda, said, feeling cocky and very impressed at David and 

Alice for getting here. 

Robert wanted to shout over that he had got his 

friends to call David and tell them where they were.  But it 

just didn’t seem appropriate.  The need for attention and 

congratulation was almost too much for him but he decided 

that the time for that would come later.  He tried to get on 

to his feet, wincing in pain as he did so. 

Isabelle did not appear to be fazed by this new turn 

of events.  Her face twisted into a sneer.  “So, Oswald, do 

you want to show me what you’re made of?” 

David stepped inside.  “What have you done to 

her?” 

“Isabelle has become a member of the Brethren!” 

Belinda was aware of movement behind her and 

she twisted round to see the bar emptying through the back 

door with the entrance of David Oswald.  Isabelle seemed to 

notice this too and she laughed.  “They might be scared of 

you, Oswald, but I’m not!” 

“You really should be!” 

Isabelle shook her head and looked very 

sympathetic.  “You just don’t understand do you, Oswald.  

I’m not just any old member of the Brethren.  I’m the main 

man…if you’ll pardon the expression.”  She ran her hands 

down her body and gave the most horrible leer that Alice 

had ever seen in her life.  David ignored it. 

David took another step forward and Belinda saw 

Isabelle lift a foot, as if about to take a step backward.  The 

foot was placed back down on the surface and she knew then 

that he/she/it had wanted to retreat but didn’t want to lose 

face. 
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“Do you like it?  It has been written that I would 

come.  Who better to inhabit than someone close to one of 

your friends?” 

“You think that the body you’ve inhabited might 

stop me from killing you?”  David asked her. 

“Give me a break.  If you kill me I will just be raised 

again in another body.  And just what will poor Gary Ingalls 

say about you killing his girlfriend for no reason.  He really 

does love her, you know.  And…” Isabelle stopped talking 

for a second while her eyes seemed to glaze over.  But before 

David could use that to his advantage, she was back to 

normal.  “Yeah, just checking.  She really loves him too.  Is 

that not the sweetest thing you’ve heard all night?  Do you 

really want to get in the way of these lovebirds just to hold 

me back for a short while?” 

The only thing that managed to stop Isabelle from 

her spiel was the sudden appearance of David Oswald’s gun 

appearing from nowhere and pressing against her face. 

Edward shuffled over to Belinda, impressed by the 

sudden movement.  He was now completely disregarding 

the bleeding, although it followed him in a dripping trail and 

he unconsciously continued to grip the wound.  “I didn’t 

know that David had a gun!”  He whispered to her. 

Isabelle looked very nervous but still managed to 

make an attempt at laughing in the face of this new 

adversity.  “Kill me and I will be back…” 

David cocked the trigger.  “Do you think that I 

would have come here without getting these bullets blessed 

first?  You’re right.  Isabelle is going to die.  But these bullets 

are as lethal to you as they are to her.  You could be a minion 

or the head of the Brethren or Satan himself.  If these kill you 

then you’re going back to hell and you’re not coming back!” 
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Isabelle had no answer and continued her attempts 

to look unfazed.  She could sense that David’s finger was 

tightening on the trigger. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

 

1. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

02:54 

 

Walter’s car comes to a stop outside his son’s house and the 

moon reflects on his face like static on a television screen.  

He gets out and starts up the small path through the garden 

to the front door.  He knows already that Gary isn’t going to 

be here.  The car is gone and he is too late. 
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He knocks on the door anyway and waits for a few 

moments, hoping that perhaps Gary has been out for a 

couple of drinks with people from work and has left his car 

in town, coming home by Taxi.  It isn’t that much of a 

stretch of the imagination is it? 

After he feels that he has waited long enough he 

walks down the path, back towards his car.  He can drive 

around and see if he can find his son anywhere.  It is then 

that something catches his eye across the road. 

He could swear that he is looking at a body lying 

over there, and for a moment his fear is that it is Gary.  It 

would make a lot of sense.  He does seem to be in some sort 

of trouble, even though Walter does not know what it is.   

It is so hard to see in the dark, though, large moon 

in the sky aside, and he has to go over to investigate.  He 

runs over and, sure enough, sees a man stare up at him with 

sightless eyes.  Walter brings his hands to the man’s neck, 

trying to feel for a pulse that isn’t there.  He feels obliged to 

close the man’s eyes before he stands up, only because he has 

seen it in movies and television. 

He is already starting to dial the number for the 

Police on his mobile phone, when a van spins round the 

corner.  He immediately senses that he is in danger if he is 

found here.  This van has something to do with the dead 

man he is standing beside. 

He lets himself fall back onto the pavement before 

he is spotted, something he had been able to do when he was 

younger but which now sends pain shooting up his back.  

There is no time for him to worry about this though and he 

scuttles away, out of view behind parked cars.  He moves to 

an open gate beside the body and manages to close it gently 

just as the van comes to a stop. 
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He can’t see anything from his hiding place but 

hears two doors open and then swiftly slam shut.  

Surprisingly these men are not being subtle considering they 

are obviously here for the body.  Then there is a noise 

coming from the opening of the rolling slide door on the side 

of the van. 

The horrible sound of the body being dragged to 

the van comes next.  It sounds like they are dragging a large 

sack of potatoes.  Walter wonders if they are used to doing 

this sort of thing on a daily basis.  Someone who was picking 

up a body for the first time might be more careful with it.  

He feels horrified that these men are treating the moving of 

this body as commonplace.  But this is all just conjecture in 

Walter’s head. 

“Fuck getting on the wrong side of Sanderson!”  

One of the voices says.  He does sound more pissed off than 

freaked out, Walter notes. 

“I can’t believe she just threw him out of the van 

and told them to drive off!” 

“She’s a heartless bitch man!” 

“It’s just as well that nobody found the body.  It 

could get traced back to us!” 

“Sanderson wouldn’t have lasted five minutes if we 

became part of a public enquiry.  Her boss is just waiting for 

an excuse to make her disappear.” 

“How do you know that?” 

“Have you ever seen them talk to each other?” 

“It was his fault that the whole Progression 

stakeout got ruined tonight, I can understand why Sanderson 

might have been pissed off.” 
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As soon as he hears the name Progression, Walter’s 

ears prick up.  That is all the confirmation he needs.  

Progression is the company that his son works for.  This 

body is obviously related to the strange phone calls that he 

has received tonight from Gary.  He had thought so but you 

need more evidence than gut instinct. 

“Hey, I agree man.  Still, give the guy a written 

warning.  Don’t snap his fucking neck!” 

“You’re working for the wrong company, do you 

know that, Frank?” 

The two men laugh at this and the rolling door 

closes.  Walter hears the two men get into the van and then, 

without a moment’s hesitation, it drives away into the night 

and back to wherever it came from. 

Walter waits a little while before he comes out of 

hiding.  He is paranoid that someone is waiting for him to 

leave the scene.  Could someone have spotted him and 

decided to wait until he come out before disposing of him 

like they would that poor dead man? 

He has a quick look around as soon as he has 

gathered the courage to stand up again.  He crawls out of his 

hiding place with infinitely less grace than he had managed 

to scuttle in with. 

“What the fuck have you gotten yourself into, 

Gary?”  He asks. 

 

2. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 
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02:26 

 

The sight of David Oswald holding a gun was an ugly one 

indeed.  Alice could not believe that any of this was 

happening.  “David, what are you doing?  That’s Isabelle!” 

David did not look away from the woman that he 

was aiming the gun at.  “She’s not in control anymore.  You 

don’t understand the implications.  This thing must be 

stopped!” 

Isabelle could see in David’s eyes that he was 

deadly serious.  “Gary would never forgive you if you killed 

her,” she said, in a last ditch attempt to save herself. 

“None of us would forgive you!”  Alice added. 

Edward took a look at his cut arm and muttered, 

“Speak for yourself.”  The shock had worn off and the pain 

was coming back with a vengeance, threatening to send him 

into unconsciousness. 

Belinda was the only person in earshot of him 

saying this and it took every inch of her willpower to stop 

herself from laughing.  She had to remind herself what a 

horrible situation they were all in. 

Isabelle went for another tact.  “Okay then, David.  

Just pull the trigger.  I can be replaced.  Do you think we 

would make it that easy for you to defeat the Brethren?  

There are other forces just waiting to take control.” 

She started to see the anger in David’s eyes.  She 

thought that it would make him slow and unable to make 

decisions.  It should not have been this easy for him to decide 

to sacrifice her.  His anger seemed to have made him sharper 

and willing to do what the Brethren thought he would have 

considered unthinkable. 
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“Why did you do it?  Why did you take her?” 

Isabelle sneered at this but it was completely 

fabricated because now the creature inside her truly knew 

fear for the first time in what felt like an eternity.  “Because 

we really like fucking with you, Oswald.  That is very 

important to us!” 

“Because you know that we’ll win?” 

Robert gave Belinda a very confused glance at this 

statement.  She gave him an equally confused look and 

shrugged. 

“You really don’t read your own press do you, 

Oswald.  If you did you would know that we’re not destined 

to lose this struggle.  I’m beginning to get a little bored with 

this now.  Are you going to pull that trigger or not?” 

“I want you to go.  Get the hell out of here!” 

“Why should I?” 

“Because I’m the one with the gun and we both 

know I could shoot you before you disarm me.  If you don’t 

leave by the time I count to ten you’re gone.  I warn you that 

I’m going to free Isabelle from you if it’s the last thing I 

do…” 

“We’ll see about that.” 

“One…” 

Isabelle did not respond to the threat, deciding to 

stay exactly where she was. 

“Two…” 

With amazing timing, Gary appeared at the 

entranceway where the door had once been, having broken 

every speed law in the book getting here.  He saw Isabelle 

standing there, with David’s gun pressed into her face. 



 

   93 

  “Three…” 

Gary wanted to scream out at him.  But the words 

couldn’t come at that moment. 

“Four…” 

“What are you doing?”  Gary finally managed to 

yell out. 

  David didn’t reply; didn’t even acknowledge Gary’s 

existence. 

“Five…” 

Isabelle was the only person in the room who 

seemed to see Gary.  She smiled sweetly at him and blew 

him a kiss. 

“Six…” 

“I’ll see you in hell, lover.” 

“Seven…” 

Suddenly Isabelle turned and, faster than should 

ever have been humanly possible, hurtled towards the back 

exit.  The door flew open and she was gone, the remains of 

the exit in a not much better state of repair than the now 

destroyed entrance. 

Gary ran over to the others but concentrated more 

on David.  “What the fuck is going on?” 

Alice still seemed to ignore Gary and pushed past 

him to face David.  She was very shaken and angry looking.  

“I can’t believe that you were going to kill her.  You were 

going to shoot her in the face!” 

David looked at Gary.  “You know I don’t 

appreciate swearing!”  He then turned his attention to Alice, 

tossing the gun at her.  “Check it.  It’s empty.  If she knew 
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that then there would have been a good chance that none of 

us would be walking out of here alive!” 

Without missing a beat, he turned and started 

towards the front entrance.  Gary was not happy with what 

had been said since he had arrived on the scene.  He wanted 

answers.  He grabbed David to stop him from going.  “What 

the f… What the hell is going on?” 

“You know those demonic forces that we fight?  

Well they’ve taken possession of your girlfriend!” 

Despite the events he had seen, the answer seemed 

to send Gary into a state of shock.  He couldn’t believe what 

he had just been told.  The news showed on his face.  David’s 

seemed to deflate slightly as he realised he had been 

insensitive.  He put his hands on Gary’s shoulders. 

“I give you my word that I will find a way to 

remove this creature from her mind.  We’re going to get 

Isabelle back again.” 

David removed his hands from Gary’s shoulders, 

and with nothing more to say, walked past the group and 

towards where the door used to be once more.  He paused 

just before stepping through. 

“Edward, come with me.  I’ll take you to the 

Hospital.” 

Edward looked very grateful and followed, still 

clutching his arm.  Once they left, the others stood there for 

a while, very close to one another in the now deserted bar.  

Nobody else was going to come near this place for the rest of 

the night, so they were safe enough. 
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3. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

05:56 

 

A very tired but still completely alert Ingrid Sanderson 

trudges into a darkened office, deep in the belly of the Orson 

Industries building. 

The only other person in the room, and one of the 

few people who is currently in the entire building is a young 

computer nerd.  People who have been working all night 

have gone home and the people who remain part of the day 

shift have not started to arrive yet, and will not do so for 

another hour or two. 

He smiles at Ingrid, looking up briefly from his 

computer.  “Good morning!”  He is way too enthusiastic for 

Ingrid’s liking. 

“What the fuck’s so good about it?”  She mutters to 

him. 

“Why are you in so early?”  He asks her. 

“I could ask you the same thing!” 

He shrugs at this as if it is obvious.  “I’ve got 

nothing better to do.” 

Ingrid really doesn’t have an answer to this.  She 

wants to make a sarcastic comment telling the nerd that he 

really has to get out more, if it wasn’t for the fact that what 
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he said actually hits home.  For a completely different set of 

reasons, work is Ingrid’s life.  She decides not to dwell on this 

fact. 

“I need to use a terminal to do a quick check on one 

of my men.” 

“This wouldn’t be the poor bastard whose neck you 

snapped a few hours ago, would it?”  He asks, innocently 

enough. 

“And just what would you know about that?”  She 

asks him. 

“Hey Sanderson, you should know that word 

travels fast around here.” 

“Well Karen wants me to make sure that there are 

no loose ends to deal with.  Like family or whatever.  She 

thinks we should make up some bullshit story about a 

robbery or…” 

“And if that doesn’t wash what are you going to do 

then?  Kill the family?” 

This question pisses her off more than most of what 

has happened to her in the last few hours.  “Look buddy, 

we’re not monsters!” 

With complete nonchalance, he replies, “You could 

have fooled me!” 

The thing that amazes Ingrid more than anything is 

that he seems to be completely oblivious to the danger he is 

putting himself under.  He simply points to a nearby 

terminal.  Ingrid decides she is in too much trouble already 

and shouldn’t kill the little prick.  Instead she simply walks 

over and sits down at the terminal, which displays a box on 

the screen asking for her user ID and password. 
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She turns round to make sure that he isn’t looking 

and types her information.  She doesn’t want this little nerd 

getting into her stuff.  She considers that he will be able to 

hack in to it anyway if he is half as good as people say he is. 

It only takes her a few minutes to collate all the 

information she needs about the man she had killed earlier in 

the morning.  She turns round again to check on the 

computer geek before typing in new info.  She has a sudden 

urge to do a check on Karen Anderson, something she has 

never thought of doing before. 

An information box pops up on the screen telling 

her that access to Karen Anderson’s file is denied to anyone 

without a Sigma clearance level.  This surprises her.  Only 

Directors have Sigma clearance. 

This means that not even Karen Anderson is able to 

check her own file.  It seems a trifle strange.  Ingrid has 

checked her own file quite a few times out of curiosity.  She 

knows that if the company turned against her and wanted 

her dead they would probably not make it public on the 

company intranet. 

With this revelation, her lip twitches ever so 

slightly into a sneer.  She whispers, so that the other 

inhabitant of the room won’t hear.  “So if that’s the case 

Karen, why the hell do the Directors have your personnel 

record locked up?” 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

 

1. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

07:58 

 

Having just finished a particularly greasy breakfast in what 

referred to itself as a “restaurant” round the corner, Gary 

gets into the office earlier than anyone else, despite or 

because of the fact that he has not managed to get anything 

resembling sleep. 

He is not surprised to discover that the only person 

there is David Oswald.  He looks very bright and alert 

considering they have only left the Haunt just over five 

hours before, which is more than can be said for Gary. 

“Good morning, Gary!”  He says. 
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David is by no means chipper when he says it, but 

he manages to rile Gary. 

“‘Good morning’, is that all you can say to me?” 

David looks slightly downcast.  “I’m sorry about 

Isabelle.” 

“I don’t understand what is happening,” Gary can 

hear the despair in his own voice. 

“The Brethren kidnapped her and they’ve…” 

Gary waves him off, and David’s voice comes to a 

halt. 

“I understand all of that.  What I want to know is 

why did it happen?” 

David seems to have no clear answer to this and it 

takes a few moments for him to find the words.  “I think that 

they just realised that it was the best way to get to me…” 

This is the straw that breaks the camel’s back.  He 

raises his voice suddenly.  “But don’t you realise that they 

were wrong.  It’s not got to you.  You’re so fucking calm 

about the whole thing.  It’s got to me!” 

David appears hurt by this remark.  Anyone that 

can’t see it in his eyes would be able to hear it in his voice.  

“But don’t you see, Gary?  They got to me the only way that 

they could.  By getting to someone that I consider to be a 

friend.” 

It is this sudden and honest admission that stops 

Gary in his tracks.  His face blanches slightly out of 

embarrassment for the way he has treated David since he has 

come into his office, as well as the thought that David 

considers him to be a friend.  He calms down and wishes that 

he could come into the room and start the conversation 
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again, beginning from the less angry stance that he is 

adopting now. 

“So what do we do?” 

“Well I’ve been doing a bit of research since I 

dropped Edward off at the Hospital…” 

Belinda, Alice and Robert had filled Gary in on the 

story after Edward and David had left the night before and 

he had seen from the amount of blood that was lying around 

that his co-worker and friend had received quite a cut from 

the knife. 

“How is he doing?”  Gary asks, feeling bad that he 

hasn’t asked the question earlier, concentrating more on 

what had happened to Isabelle. 

“They reckon that he’ll probably lose some use of 

his arm, but nothing major.” 

“I can’t believe that Isabelle stabbed him!” 

David stands up and stares Gary straight in the 

eyes.  “It’s not Isabelle, you have to remember that more 

than anything else.” 

“I can’t help but think it is Isabelle.  That thing is in 

her body!” 

“Well hopefully we can do something about that.  

As I was saying, I’ve been researching since I dropped 

Edward off at the Hospital.  I reckon that there might be a 

way that we can bring the Isabelle you know and love back!” 

“Whatever it takes, David.  We have to do it!” 

“I’m warning you now that it is going to take a lot 

of preparation.” 

“I’m willing to do anything.  Just get her back!” 



 

   101 

“It won’t be easy.  I’d go as far as saying it’s going 

to be dangerous.” 

“That’s a risk that I’m willing to take.” 

David smiles at this remark, not unpleasantly.  “It’s 

not going to be dangerous for you.” 

Gary is confused by this remark.  “What do you 

mean?  Who’s going to be in danger?” 

“I just mean that you should go home and get a bit 

of rest.” 

“But if there’s going to be stuff to prepare…” 

David decides that he has to be brutally honest.  

“You’re no good to me right now, in the state you are in, 

Gary!” 

Gary is very close to protesting about this but 

suddenly realises that David is actually right.  He nods and 

drops his head in resignation.  “I’m going home.” 

With this he turns and walks out of David’s office.  

Nobody else has arrived yet so he lets himself out and 

decides to try and get some sleep before attempting a return 

to the office. 

 

2. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

08:30 

 

The sound of sirens fills the air, a group of fire engines 

heading off to a call.  Their mission is a dangerous one; and 
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not all of the firemen will return alive.  There will be an 

article about the fire in the newspapers the next day. 

None of this bothers Kevin Reilly as he taps the 

steering wheel of his van to the sound of a song that he liked 

back in the seventies.  The song is stuck in his head, despite 

the fact that the radio has moved onto a tune from Crowded 

House.  The sound of fire engines are still filling the air 

outside, he has not got past it yet. 

He cannot for the life of him remember who had 

sung it or what the song is called but there is no way that he 

is going to let these nagging facts ruin his enjoyment of the 

music.  The tapping of the tune merges with the different 

sounds around him to create a strange beat; a not unpleasant 

one to Kevin’s ears. 

He is not alone in the van.  Behind him are six men 

who are waiting for any movement to occur in the house 

they are watching.  Kevin has another quick look at his 

watch, even though the time is displayed on the dashboard, 

just beside the radio that he has been staring at so intently. 

He lets out a little sigh.  It is hard to tell whether it 

is annoyance or boredom that has caused this exhalation of 

whistling breath.  Whatever it is, Kevin wants things to 

move on quickly.  The music in his head is distracting him. 

At this moment the front door to the house opens.  

Without any surprise in the slightest, he turns to the men 

behind him. 

“It’s time to move.” 

The six men in the back all nod in unison.  They are 

all wearing identical grey suits to the one that Kevin has on. 

The van door slides open and they all get out in 

what appears to be one fluid moment.  They head towards 

the house.  The owner of the place is walking down the 
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garden path and looks very tired indeed, something that 

Kevin has been banking on.  She is exhausted and does not 

notice the men coming towards her until they enter through 

the garden gate she is about to walk out of. 

Her boyfriend is standing at the door, having run 

downstairs to wave goodbye to her.  He looks just as tired as 

she is and Kevin wonders if he has also joined David’s ranks 

and had a late night. 

She spots the six men and in a split second spins 

round to her boyfriend and screams, “Call David, and tell 

him that the men in the grey suits are here!” 

He only just begins to realise that something is 

wrong, despite the scene in front of him.  Four of the men 

grab the woman, who struggles as best she can.  The two 

others start towards the front door to get the witness to the 

crime.  The door shuts.  The woman screams as loudly as 

she can while being dragged to the van.  Meanwhile the two 

grey suited men start to kick at the front door of her house. 

Kevin opens the door to the van.  “Leave him 

alone.  I think it is best for us if David knows it was us who 

was here today.” 

Actually they are not sure that this is the best idea. 

They heard about David coming by to see Kevin last night.  

Still, the men shrug and obey, heading back to the van to 

help their compatriots get the struggling woman inside. 

She continues her struggle against these four highly 

trained professionals.  It looks to Kevin, despite the 

insurmountable odds against her, she has a better than usual 

chance of escaping from them.  He sighs and gets out of the 

van to help out. 

“Hi there Alice.  Remember me?” 
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“Let me fucking go or David’s going to rip you a 

new…” 

“Hush Alice.  We’re going to be looking after you 

for a couple of days.” 

She struggles some more and Kevin’s eyes widen 

slightly, transfixing her.  “It would be best for everyone if 

you slept now!” 

With that, her whole body goes limp.  She is 

carefully placed into the van and, once the six men in suits 

climb in after her, Kevin slides the door shut.  Nobody has 

seen a thing except for Christopher. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

3. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

08:32 

 

The creature that has taken control of Isabelle’s body stands 

– well more floats if truth be told - in front of the other 

members of the demonic Brethren – the ones who have 
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brought this new personality into existence from the lower 

depths of hell. 

“So what are our plans for today?”  She asks them.  

Her floating is a symbolic one.  Everyone assembled can do 

it but she feels the need to slightly elevate herself above the 

others at this point in time. 

The one who had led the Brethren before her takes 

a step forward.  She has been graceful enough to retain his 

important position and has named him the new second in 

command of the group.  He knows that his powers are 

nowhere near hers and thinks that this is a great honour.  He 

hopes that the Great Fallen One might increase his powers 

once he has proven his worth. 

“Oh great leader, we have come up with many 

ideas for dealing with David Oswald and any other who 

stands between us and our goal.” 

“Oswald will be fine for now.  Once he is out of the 

way, it will be a great thorn removed from our side.” 

“As you say, oh great one.” 

“Well let me hear some of these ideas!” 

“As you are aware, he had a great weakness for his 

friends.  In bringing you from the depths of…” 

Isabelle waves a hand to stop him in mid-flow.  

“Been there done that.  We’ve already hurt him from that 

angle.  No, I want David…” 

“But we can’t” Says the newly appointed second in 

command, instantly regretting his contradiction.  Brethren 

Members have died for less. 

“Why the hell not!” 



 

106 

She seems to be very angry but not because of the 

interruption.  She continues.  “It’s not as if we’ve not killed 

Society Members before.” 

“But he isn’t…” The second in command ventures 

on. 

The smile that his leader flashes is a very dangerous 

one.  “And you think that I don’t know that.  David has an 

important part to play.  That’s why I want him out of the 

way.  We have a better chance of winning if he’s not there.  

He is proving to be a more dangerous enemy.” 

The second in command’s voice is now down to a 

murmur, aware that he is treading on a very dangerous path.  

“We have tried to take him out of the equation before.” 

Isabelle’s voice softens now.  She seems to be 

treating him like a pet who has done wrong but is forgiven 

for it.  “I know that.  But you have me here now and my plan 

has more merit.  I know that you must have heard of the 

prophecy of the merging!” 

There are murmurs of assent from the ones who 

are assembled.  The second in command speaks for them 

once more.  “Of course we have, great Leader.  It is one of 

the most important prophecies we have been given.” 

“Well then we’re about to make the prophecy into 

a reality!  This is the only way that we’re going to get 

anywhere in this war.” 

 

 

4. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 
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08:34 

 

Dark plans remain unfinished in Robert’s head.  Last night he 

had planned to say goodbye to his friends and go looking for 

a woman.  Sometimes the need comes over him and it has 

been so long since he has had sex, down mainly to the hours 

he has worked.  He knows that he would probably have 

gone to a prostitute but there was nothing really sinful in 

that – was there? 

He is the first to stumbled in after Gary has left and 

he is pleased to see that David has already put on the coffee 

percolator for him.  He has a bit of a hangover despite the 

sobering experience he had been through a few hours before.  

The experience had made him briefly forget just how horny 

he is, though. 

“I really need that!” Is about all that he could 

manage.  He is referring to the coffee, in case there is any 

doubt in your mind. 

David smiles at this.  “So how was the night out?” 

“I’ve had better!”  He manages.  I really need to get 

laid. 

He has a quick look around the office and moves a 

little too quickly; it feels like his brain has just smashed off 

the side of his skull.  He moves his hand up to his head, but 

such a movement will do nothing to help. 

“There’s no way that I can be the first person in.  

I’ve got a hangover.” 

“Gary was in for a short while but, as you can 

imagine, I thought it was better if he went home.” 
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“And how’s Eddie doing?”  Robert is the only one 

who calls him Eddie, and never to his face. 

“He’s not going to be in today.  I can understand 

why.  That was his first really bad wound.” 

Robert smiles humourlessly.  “I’ve still got that 

honour to look forward to.” 

David does not know what to say.  He puts these 

people’s lives in danger every day.  He knows that it is for 

the greater good but that doesn’t help him feel any better 

when he sits in the office alone at night.  What has happened 

to Isabelle makes this crystal clear. 

Robert, who had not been expecting an answer 

anyway, pours himself a coffee and takes a sip.  David gets 

himself a glass of water and is just about to take his first sip, 

when the phone rings. 

 

5. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

09:05 

 

She is dreaming.  She is with another woman.  She is sure 

she knows the person, but at the same time, the name is that 

of a stranger.  Then reality comes back. 

Although she is unaware of this little nugget of 

information, Alice comes back round in a much nicer 

environment than her fellow kidnap victim Isabelle had the 

night before.  She is, however, handcuffed to a chair but you 
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can’t have everything.  Kevin Reilly is standing in front of 

her. 

“It’s good to see that you’re awake, Alice.  I trust 

that you slept well?” 

She struggles slightly but to no avail.  “You had 

better hope that I don’t get out of these you bastard!” 

“I will let you take them off.  But not until I am sure 

that you’re not going to run away from me!” 

Alice smiles sweetly at this.  “Looks like I’m going 

to be wearing them for quite a long time then.” 

Kevin shrugs at this, showing none of the 

annoyance that Alice had hoped for.  “I suppose that’s up to 

you.” 

“Just why are you doing this?  Are you nuts?  Did 

you not see how angry David was last night when he 

thought that you had kidnapped Isabelle?  Have you got 

some kind of death wish?” 

There is a flicker in his eyes for a moment and Alice 

is sure that it is fear.  He recovers well and smiles.  “Yes, 

poor David.  Last night he inadvertently made me aware of a 

weakness.  One I did not know he possessed.” 

“Oh?  You mean compassion and a caring for 

others?” 

Kevin says nothing.  Alice continues. 

“Just what are you to David?  Why would you want 

to find a weakness in him?  Do you work for the Brethren?” 

Kevin cannot contain his laughter with the last 

question.  “You’re a very inquisitive young lady.” 

“Don’t patronise me!” 



 

110 

“I don’t work for the Brethren.  On the contrary, I 

am trying to stop them just as much as David claims to be.” 

“What do you mean, claims to be?  David is 

fighting body and soul to stop them…” 

“But he has been given opportunities to make more 

of a difference…” 

“The David I know would have taken those 

opportunities if it saved more lives…” 

Kevin clicks his fingers and points to her.  “That’s 

exactly what I think he should be doing.  I want David to 

work with me.” 

“And kidnapping his friends is going to help your 

case?” 

The smile that has covered his face disappears with 

that question.  “I think that it will if I tell him that he’ll never 

see you alive again if he doesn’t join Nemesis.” 

She tries to appear unfazed by the threat on her life.  

“Just what is Nemesis?” 

“I am Nemesis.” 

Alice looks confused. 

“Or rather, I am the leader of the organisation 

known as Nemesis.  I have been here waiting to stand down 

for many years, as it is not my place to be in command.  We 

all believe that David should take over.” 

“And your problem is that he doesn’t want to?” 

Kevin shakes his head.  “He has decided not to take 

sides.” 

“He has taken sides.  He is fighting the Brethren.” 
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Kevin seems to have a strange sense of humour, 

because he finds this amusing too.  “He really has not told 

you much has he?  How long have you known him for?” 

Alice thinks for a moment.  “I’d say about three 

years.” 

“David has decided not to choose sides between 

Nemesis and the Society.” 

Alice cocks her head slightly at the sound of yet 

another name she has not heard before.  “The Society?” 

“David and myself… in fact every member of 

Nemesis is an ex member of the Society.  We left them 

because we didn’t believe that they were using the correct 

methods in their war to defeat the Brethren.” 

Alice looks very surprised and cannot find the 

words to convey what she is thinking.  Finally she manages 

to find them.  There is a mixture of the evident surprise as 

well as some hurt in her voice.  “David hasn’t told me any of 

this.” 

Kevin strikes a blow of victory on his part when he 

confides in her, “maybe he just doesn’t trust you.” 
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CHAPTER NINE 

 

1. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

08:37 

 

David’s face creased up with worry and he slammed the 

receiver down onto its cradle.  He turned to Robert. 

“That was Christopher…” 

“Christopher?”  Robert asked, not making any 

connections with the name. 

“Alice’s boyfriend.  She’s just been kidnapped.” 

Robert, who had chosen the wrong moment to 

take a swig of coffee, spat out the contents of his mouth onto 

the floor.  David looked at it with mild distaste for a second 

before remembering that there were more important things 

to contend with. 

“What?”  Robert asked. 
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David turned and strode towards his office.  “Get 

Belinda on the phone.  I want her in here as soon as possible.  

And Robert…” 

“Yeah?” 

“Mop the floor up when you get off the phone…” 

Robert nodded.  “Was it the Brethren?” 

David turned at his door and shook his head.  “No.  

I know exactly who did this.” 

With that, David went inside his office, closing the 

door behind him.  As soon as he was out of sight of Robert 

his demeanour changed and he slumped ever so slightly. 

“You just can’t show weakness in front of others, 

can you?” 

The man in the black suit stood in front of him, 

trying to look a little amused by this but failing miserably.  

David stared at him with mild annoyance. 

“What is it that you want now?” 

“I was just in the neighbourhood…” 

David slammed a fist against the door, not realising 

that he gave Robert a nasty fright in doing so, just as he was 

checking his mobile phone for Belinda’s number. 

“You’re never just in the neighbourhood.  Has this 

got something to do with what you mentioned to me last 

night?” 

The man in the black suit gave a quick nod. 

“Is it Alice?” 

The only reply that David received was a shrug.  

After a few moments of tense silence it was added with, “you 

know that I can’t tell you that.” 



 

114 

“I know who it’s going to be if I get my hands on 

him.” 

“David, you’re letting your feelings stop you from 

seeing the bigger picture here…” 

“He’s kidnapped Alice.  I take it that I’m just 

supposed to sit back and let him get away with that.” 

The man in the black suit shook his head.  “You 

know that I’m not saying that.  I just think that you have to 

understand why he’s… chosen that particular course of 

action.” 

“Oh I know why he’s done it.  I’ve had enough.  

I’m going to make sure it’s the last thing he ever does…” 

This answer worried the man in the black suit.  “Do 

you know, David, I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this 

angry…” 

David’s smile was humourless.  “Oh yes you have.  

And you of all people know that it doesn’t end well…” 

 

2. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

08:47 

 

Belinda had been writing something obscene in the dust that 

had accumulated on her coffee table when the phone call 

had come and it took her less than ten minutes to get to the 

office after she put the phone down.  As soon as she stepped 
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in, David walked out and gave her a quick appraising look 

before getting down to business. 

“We’re all that’s left of the group at the moment.  

The Brethren managed to take two of us out of the equation 

yesterday.  I get the feeling that their plan worked even 

better than they thought it was going to.” 

“Where is Gary?”  Belinda had to enquire. 

David shook his head.  “I had to send him home.  

He’s too close to this.  His emotions may get in the way of 

what has to be done with Isabelle.” 

Belinda did not like the wording of his answer one 

little bit.  “And what exactly has to be done with Isabelle?” 

“I’m not one hundred percent sure at the moment 

but I promise I’m working on it.” 

Robert had another question.  “Who were you 

talking to in there?” 

David replied curtly, “I had to make a phone call!” 

“Speaking of phone calls, I really think that we 

should call Gary!”  Belinda said. 

“No!”  David said with calmness that he did not 

feel. 

“But if what you’re saying is true and the Brethren 

have kidnapped Alice too then he would want to know.” 

David shook his head.  “You don’t get it.  It’s not 

the Brethren.  It’s something else.” 

This angered Belinda no end.  “Is it Orson 

Industries?” 

“You don’t know the people who have done this.” 

“Who did it?” 
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“They’re called Nemesis…” 

“Nemesis?”  Robert asked. 

“Yes and it’s a difficult situation for me because 

most of them used to be friends of mine.” 

Belinda felt quite a few questions jumping to her 

throat at that moment, and would have asked all of them, 

were it not for the fact that Christopher Harris chose that 

moment to walk through the front door with a gun pointed 

right at her boss. 

“What the fuck is going on?”  He asked David, 

which, strangely enough was one of the first questions 

Belinda had wanted to ask. 

David ignored the fact that the newcomer had 

sworn at him, probably based on the gun he was carrying.  

“It’s good of you to join us Christopher.” 

“Don’t give me any of your bullshit.  I came by 

here last night to check up on Alice and she wasn’t here.  I 

thought that she might have been lying to me and was 

having an affair.  But that that’s not it at all, is it?  Those 

bastards were wearing suits that are identical to yours…” 

Robert and Belinda, although a little tense about 

the situation, looked to David for an answer. 

David looked down at his suit and then to 

Christopher.  “Identical?” 

“Identical!”  Confirmed the crazed boyfriend. 

“The suits are most certainly not identical.  Their 

suits are grey.  Mine is more of a charcoal colour…” 

“I’m going to blow you’re fucking head off!” 

David shook his head.  “I know you really don’t 

want to do that Christopher.” 



 

   117 

“And how the fuck do you know what I want?  I’ll 

tell you what I want.  I want my girlfriend back and I want 

her back right the fuck now…” 

With that, he tightened his finger on the trigger.  

Suddenly, David had moved and was no longer in front of 

the gun.  Christopher had not even seen any movement, but 

felt his gun arm being grabbed from behind.  David applied 

his finger to a pressure point that caused Christopher to drop 

the gun. 

“How the fuck did you do that?”  Robert had to ask. 

David looked at him.  “You know what I think 

about swearing, Robert…” 

He spun the surprised Christopher round, seeing 

the look of shock on the man’s face and feeling a little bit 

amused by it.  “Now you listen to me.  There is a good 

chance that I’m the only person who can get Alice back alive 

and well.  So what I think you should do is walk out of here 

and go home and wait and we’ll forget that this ever 

happened.  Do you understand me?” 

Christopher muttered something under his breath 

in way of reply.  David shook him a little bit, by the lapels of 

his jacket, which he was clutching firmly. 

“I asked you if you understand me?” 

Christopher nodded this time.  “Yes, I understand 

you.” 

With that he managed to shrug David off and 

walked towards the door, pausing only to pick up his gun.  In 

one fluid movement he spun round and aimed it at David, 

who had turned away from him. 

Belinda was about to scream something out when 

David said, “Go home, Christopher!”  The bullets from the 
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now empty barrel spilled from his hands and loudly landed 

on the floor. 

Christopher checked the barrel and saw that these 

were definitely the bullets to his gun.  He turned and walked 

towards the exit, cursing under his breath as he went on his 

way. 

David focused his attention on Belinda and Robert 

once again.  “I really think that we should leave now.  The 

three of us are going to the Nemesis headquarters to get 

Alice back.” 

Robert was more interested in another topic.  

“How the hell did you do that?” 

“Which bit?  The disarming or the removal of the 

bullets?” 

“The disarming!”  Robert and Belinda said in 

unison. 

David’s face fell slightly at that.  “I thought the 

removal of the bullets was far more impressive.” 

He picked up his abandoned glass of water and took 

a long sip from it.  He walked towards the front door and 

stopped when he realised that Belinda and Robert were not 

following him. 

“Are you coming or not?” 

“So we’re just going to walk up to the front door 

and ask for Alice back?”  Belinda felt the need to ask. 

David nodded. 

“Okay, as long as we have a plan”, she said and the 

three of them headed for the reception and the exit. 

Edward Davis, who had not missed a day of work 

in his entire life to date and was damned if he was going to 
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start now, was just walking through reception and into the 

office when he banged into his three colleagues. 

Robert looked at the sling that was supporting his 

wounded arm.  “Does it hurt much?” 

“God yeah!”  Edward replied.  It hurt like hell. 

“May I ask why you’re here, Edward?”  David asked 

him, innocently. 

“I was going absolutely nuts in the house doing 

nothing.” 

“It’s only ten in the morning.  You didn’t even get a 

full night’s rest!”  David exclaimed. 

“And you guys did?  Give me a break.” 

“We weren’t the ones who were stabbed!”  Belinda 

pointed out before anyone else could beat her to it. 

“I wasn’t stabbed!”  He retorted.  “It was more of a 

slash! 

“Honestly, Edward.  I would prefer if you just went 

home.”  David answered, diplomatically. 

“And where are you guys going?  Have you got a 

lead on the case?  Do you know where Isabelle is?” 

“Not yet.  Alice got kidnapped this morning”, 

Robert told him. 

David shot a venomous glare at his colleague 

“You’re kidding?” 

Robert, who was completely unaware of the angry 

look on his boss’s face, shook his head. 

“The Brethren kidnapped Alice too?” 
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Belinda figured that the cat was out of the bag so 

she should put her money’s worth in.  “Of course not silly.  It 

was Nemesis.” 

This confused Edward.  David put a hand on his 

unwounded shoulder. 

“Edward, if you really insist on coming in to work 

then please go into the office and await my instructions…” 

“But I want to do something.  I want to help find 

Alice…” 

David gave him a look.  “You know that you’re in 

no fit state to do that right now.  I would prefer it if you… 

went into the office and… programmed or something.” 

Edwards nodded enthusiastically to this idea and 

went inside, while David and the others headed towards the 

car. 

 

3. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

08:51 

 

Gary had taken to pacing up and down the living room in an 

effort to take his mind off how impotent he was feeling, 

when the doorbell rang.  He rushed to the door, hoping for 

good news and, instead, saw his dad standing there. 

Suddenly he remembered that he had not 

apologised about last night and was about to, had even got as 

far as saying, “Hi dad, look about last night…” when Walter 
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Ingalls pushed into the house and turned round to look at his 

son, with a stern look that had instilled fear in Gary 

throughout his whole life.  No need for a beating from dad 

when he was younger – the look was worse. 

“Just what do you do for a living, son?” 

Gary took a couple of seconds to close the front 

door, composing himself while he did so before turning 

round to face the glower his father had on his face.  “Dad, 

I’m a programmer.” 

“Don’t lie to me.” 

Not – “Son I don’t believe you’re being one 

hundred percent honest with the truth”, or “are you sure?”  

But – “Don’t lie to me.” 

And there was more – “What do you do?” 

“I promise you dad – I’m a programmer.  You paid 

for me to go to University for all that time, remember?  I 

walked away with…”” 

Walter’s face softened a little.  “Okay, son, you’re 

right.” 

And then. 

“So why don’t you explain to me how I found a 

dead body across the road from your house in the early 

hours of this morning?” 

Gary felt himself flush at this, although, ironically, 

his father noticed his complexion pale somewhat at the 

sound of this news.  “What?” 

His father looked a lot calmer now, almost laid 

back.  “Hey son, don’t worry about it.  Two guys came in a 

van and picked it up after I found it.  No probs.  It’s all dealt 

with.  I’m sure you’ll sleep better tonight knowing that.  

They also mentioned the Progression stakeout.  Gee, isn’t 
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that the company you work for?  I can understand how I 

might jump to the wrong conclusions here, what with you 

phoning me in the middle of the night about some sort of 

trouble you were having and…” 

Gary did not appreciate the humour his father 

found in the situation.  “Why did you come to my house in 

the night, dad?  It could have been dangerous.” 

“And since when did it become dangerous to be a 

programmer?  I can understand sitting in front of a fucking 

computer screen could affect your posture or strain your 

eyes but this?” 

“Dad…” Gary had rarely heard his father swear.  In 

that respect he reminded him of David Oswald, but the 

likeness ended there. 

“Are these guys from some sort of rival company?” 

“I suppose you could say that?” 

“Gary, I want you to tell me what’s going on!” 

Gary felt tears spring up in his eyes but tried to fight 

them back.  “To be honest, dad, I don’t think you would 

believe me.” 

Walter’s face was impassive, his mood unreadable.  

“Try me!” 

 

4. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

08:53 

 



 

   123 

Karen Anderson was reading the report that had been lodged 

about the man who had been killed by Ingrid Sanderson 

outside Gary’s house, trying to ignore one she had just 

received telling her that a gateway had been found that 

showed all signs of opening sometime soon.  She was not in 

the best of moods when she finished it and picked up the 

phone, punching in an internal phone number. 

It was a man who answered the phone. 

“Put Ingrid Sanderson on right now!” 

“She’s not on the premises at the moment, sir.” 

“What do you mean, she’s not on the premises?  

Where the fuck is she?” 

“She got called into the Boardroom this morning 

and…” 

“What do you mean?” 

“On of the Directors wanted to see her this 

morning.  She left shortly afterwards…” 

Karen paled slightly at this, but hoped her sudden 

change in demeanour did not show in her voice.  “Which 

Director?” 

“I honestly have no idea, sir.  Will I leave her a 

message to come see you when she returns?” 

Karen shook her head and when she received no 

reply, she remembered that the person on the other side 

could not see this action.  “No”, she quickly said.  “It’s okay.  

I can catch up with her later.” 

And with that she put the phone down and picked 

the report up once again.  But her hands were shaking and 

she eventually had to drop it back down onto the table, right 

beside the other report that needed her immediate review. 
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5. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

08:54 

 

Isabelle even managed to snap her cell phone shut with a god 

like arrogance before looking at the other Brethren Members 

that she had congregated around her, all of whom were 

waiting to see what she would do next. 

“One of our contacts has just informed me that 

Alice Cuthbert is in the custody of Nemesis.” 

The Brethren Member, who had been leader up 

until the creature that occupied Isabelle had been raised, 

stepped forward.  “This can only be a good thing.  It keeps 

Oswald occupied while we plan our next move.” 

Isabelle smashed her hand through the wall she was 

standing beside.  It captured everyone’s attention 

immediately. 

“And what if Miss Cuthbert were to die?” 

“That is of little consequence to us,” the ex leader 

replied. 

“Oh isn’t it?”  Isabelle’s lip turned up in a sneer.  “I 

think that you might need to have a long, hard think about 

that.  Alice Cuthbert is a vital part of our future plans.” 

She stormed over to a large chart on the far wall.  

She pointed at a map of the area that was positioned on it.  “I 
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need to know right now where the Nemesis base of 

operations is.” 

“Why would you need to know that?”  The ex 

leader blustered, before realising.  “You can’t be thinking of 

going there?  They’ll destroy you.” 

He knew it was a mistake to say that as soon as it 

came out of his mouth.  Isabelle turned round, the fury 

showing in here eyes.  “I think that you underestimate me!”  

She almost screamed at the now powerless Brethren 

Member who had dared to question her.  “I think it would be 

in your best interest to be careful not to do it again.”  She 

managed the last part in a much more controlled voice. 

The ex leader moved forward and pointed out the 

Nemesis Headquarters to her.  He did not say a word to her, 

from fear that she lashed out and his time on this world was 

ended. 

A smile formed on her lips and there was a 

collective sigh of relief in the room, so subdued that she was 

not aware of it.  “I think that it would be best if I went there 

alone.” 

And with that, Isabelle was gone from the room. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TEN 
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1. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

09:06 

 

Walter is arrogant enough to think that he knows everything 

about the world, something that he will never tell his son.  

Despite this (or perhaps because of this) he studies his son’s 

face at the end of the long spiel he has just been through. 

“You’re not joking?”  He asks, although the tone of 

his voice indicates that it is less of a question and more of a 

statement. 

Gary does not seem to catch his tone, though, and 

lets out a sigh.  “I knew you wouldn’t believe me.” 

Walter relaxes slightly.  The whole conversation up 

until this point has made him more than a little tense.  “Well 

you have to admit that it is a little too much to take in but it 

would explain a lot!” 

“So the concept that, assuming your son hasn’t 

gone mad, that we’re living in a world that is inhabited by 

supernatural beings – demons and monsters – doesn’t freak 

you out that much?” 

Walter has to smile at this as he shakes his head.  

“Not as much as you would think, son!” 

But there is no way that he is ready yet to go too 

much into that with his son.  He knows that the time will 

come when he will have to explain himself but not now. 
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“So now Isabelle has been possessed by this group 

of demons called the Brethren.  David wants me to keep out 

of it!” 

“Well, to be honest, I think that it would be for the 

best.  It might be the most sensible thing I have heard all 

day.” 

“It’s really difficult, knowing that she’s out there 

right now and in a lot of trouble.” 

Gary can actually see his father become instantly 

serious.  He knows this is never a good sign.  “I really think 

that you should leave that company.  This seems to be 

becoming a very dangerous situation.” 

Despite this, Gary has to laugh.  “You don’t 

understand, dad.  It’s always been dangerous.  It’s just never 

affected my personal life before.  This is the first time Isabelle 

has ever been a part of this…” 

“And do you have faith that this guy David can save 

her?” 

Gary nods before he even has the chance to think 

about this and knows his automatic respect for his boss has 

kicked in, as it always does when he is asked a question 

about him.  “It’s really hard not to believe in him.” 

“I just want you to be very carefully.  From what 

I’ve just heard, I’m not so sure that I would be able to trust 

him.” 

“You really should meet him before you make a 

decision like that!” 

Gary notices that his dad has stopped to consider 

this for a moment.  He has not really expected him to 

continue down that line, has hoped that he wouldn’t.  He 

instantly curses himself for saying it.  He doesn’t want to be 



 

128 

in a position where he stands between his father’s wishes and 

David’s. 

“Yes, you’re right.  I probably should meet him 

first!” 

Fuck. 

 

2. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

09:38 

 

The door opens, and Kevin comes back into the room where 

Alice is being kept.  The first thing he notices is that Alice 

appears to have become used to her surroundings.  He has a 

glass of water and he sits down in the chair that has been 

placed in front of her.  He has the smile on his face that Alice 

has come to associate with his entrances in the short time 

that they have known one another. 

“Hello Alice.” 

He moves forward and places the glass to her lips.  

She clamps her mouth shut as tightly as she can and refuses 

to drink from it. 

“I’m not trying to poison you, if that’s what you’re 

worried about.  You’re no use to me dead.” 

Alice wants to tell him that her motto is to never 

trust someone who would kidnap her and tie her to a chair 

but to do so she would have to open her mouth and it would 
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never come out as well saying it, as it would do when she 

thought it so she manages to resist the temptation. 

Instead she tries to resist the temptation that the 

water presents, but feels the cold liquid spill against her 

clamped shut lips.  She has not realised how thirsty she was 

and it does not take long for her to give into his demands.  

She starts to sip from it and feels the chill of the water as it 

runs down her throat and to her stomach. 

When he is sure that she has drunk enough, Kevin 

takes the glass away from her lips and beams yet another 

smile.  “I was just wondering what else David has neglected 

to tell you about himself.” 

“Well I can’t really answer that if he hasn’t told 

me!”  Alice replies.  Try to keep your sense of humour, she 

tells herself.  If you lose it then he’ll start to think he’s going 

to win. 

Kevin is amused by her answer, though.  “Did he 

tell you, just for example, how old he is?” 

Alice can’t hide the look of bewilderment on her 

face.  That is a really strange question to be asking.  “We 

haven’t really talked about it.  He knows my age.  I can guess 

that he’s maybe ten years older than me, at most.” 

“So you think that David is thirty one?”  Kevin has 

to enquire. 

Alice laughs.  “You are the most charming 

kidnapper that I’ve ever met!”  But you’re still a fucking 

kidnapper, she adds inwardly.  “But I just bet that you know 

I’m twenty five.” 

The smile on Kevin’s lips is almost overwhelming.  

“Oh yes, how silly of me.” 
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There are a few moments of silence, which Alice 

comes to think of as a lot longer when she thinks of this 

scene later on.  This is probably because the moment marks 

a drastic change in her life.  It is almost impossible to think of 

something like this happening so quickly. 

“But you are wrong about his age.” 

She shrugs as well as she could in the 

circumstances.  “Oh well, you can’t win them all.” 

For once, Kevin’s face remains completely straight 

when he tells her, “David’s actually the same age as I am.  

We’re both…” He seems to be making a mental calculation.  

“Seventy three years old… if you count it in your terms.” 

Her jaw drops slightly.  She isn’t sure if this is 

because he has surprised her with this statement, or if she 

finds herself believing what he has told her. 

Kevin is very good at this sort of thing, and waits a 

few moments for it to sink in.  Alice looks at him and it 

seems like she has stopped blinking.  He is secretly happy 

with the reaction.  He decides not to say another word until 

she does.  There is more silence, a lot longer than the last 

interval, before she finally speaks to him. 

She sounds a lot less confident in her humour than 

she did before.  “Just what do you mean, count it in our 

terms?  You trying to tell me that David’s an alien as well as 

being past retirement age?” 

He shakes his head at this point, but the smile is 

back, as disarming as ever.  “He’s not an alien… Well maybe 

in a way he is… we are.  But not the way that you’re 

thinking!  I meant in our terms, as in, the last time that he 

came down was seventy three years ago.” 
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“You’re a crazy bastard, do you know that?  Is there 

something wrong with you?”  She feels the need to ask.  

“You’re not making any sense.” 

Kevin’s laugh is nowhere near as dazzling as his 

smile.  Maybe that is why he hasn’t really made this horrible 

sound in her presence until now.  “None of this makes any 

kind of sense to you?” 

“You’re fucking right about that!” 

Kevin seems to wince in the same way as David 

does when he hears her swearing.  She realises at that point 

just how alike the two men are.  Except David would never 

kidnap her, she has to tell herself. 

Kevin moves his chair a little bit closer to her and 

his face is close enough to her that she wonders for a second 

if he is going to kiss her.  She is wondering if she could bite 

his nose off or something, but something stops her. 

“Alice, have you ever read the bible?” 

Her head shakes a little.  “No more than I ever had 

to.  My parents used to make me go to Church.” 

She wonders if her real parents would have made 

her go.  She never knew them so this isn’t something she 

even has the slightest clue about. 

“They used to make you go to Church?  How 

terrible?” 

She has no idea if he is patronizing her or not. 

She nods, in spite of her doubts.  “They said that it 

was important that I knew about God.  Once day it would 

become important.  They never made much sense in that 

respect, although they’re so cool in different ways.  Mum 

once told me that there was a decision to be made at some 

point in my life.  It was a choice that we all had to make at 
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one point or another, although to some it was more 

important than others.  She said that I had to choose whether 

or not to be on the side of the angels.” 

Kevin puts his hands together in a very slow clap 

that makes Alice want to break free and launch herself at him 

– if only she could. 

“Bravo to mommy!” 

“I figured it was a really shitty way to make kids go 

to Church.  When I was younger, they scared me into it.” 

The smile clouds over a little and Alice has to admit 

that she feels a little victory over him at this point. 

“So they made you resent it?” 

“Yeah, I guess that’s exactly what they did.  I just 

don’t believe in God and it pissed me off having it rammed 

down my throat in Church every week.” 

An unpleasant smirk crosses Kevin’s face.  “You 

don’t believe in God?” 

Alice doesn’t say anything to this.  She just shakes 

her head.  For some reason, she has started to feel pretty 

foolish. 

“So you’re telling me that, despite the fact that 

since you’ve started to work with David, you’ve seen 

Demons rising from the pits of hell and you don’t believe in 

God?  You don’t believe that there is a balance?” 

She shrugs again.  “I’m like most people.  I’ve only 

ever really seen evil on this world.  David is maybe the only 

person in the whole world who would be able to make me 

believe in God.” 

She stops for a moment. 
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“And let me tell you that there is not a fucking 

chance in hell that he’s seventy three years old.” 

Kevin seems to find her whole spiel hilarious.  The 

laugh comes back and she wants to smash his face in just to 

shut him up.  It takes him a couple of moments to get his act 

together and stop himself from laughing.  “David is the only 

person in the whole world who would be able to make you 

believe in God?  Gee whiz, that’s ironic in more ways than 

I’d be able to mention.” 

Alice is pretty sure that she knows the way that 

Kevin Reilly works now.  She beams a smile that has broken 

men’s hearts in the past.  “So what are you trying to tell me, 

Kevin?  Is David Oswald God?” 

She is shocked by the sudden change in Kevin’s 

features – how the anger seems to burst onto his cheeks, 

reddening them so quickly.  She thinks for a second that the 

crazy bastard is going to hit her.  But he doesn’t. 

Instead he screams, “Don’t you dare blaspheme in 

my presence!” 

Alice has no idea how to take this.  But she doesn’t 

have to worry because, almost as suddenly as it has begun, 

the anger disperses, and he is back to the way he had been 

moments before. 

“I have to admit that David is arrogant enough to 

think that he’s God sometimes!”  He concedes. 

Alice isn’t sure whether she should agree or not 

considering what has happened when she had brought the 

subject up. 

“But he isn’t.”  Kevin continues. 

She is glad that his mood has returned to the way it 

was.  It does her well to remember that this man has 
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kidnapped her and it is possible that she could be hurt really 

badly or even be killed before David appears to rescue her. 

“He’s just a lowly angel like the other members of 

the Society and Nemesis!” 

She hopes that he will come soon and rescue… 

“What?”  She suddenly feels the need to ask. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

 

1. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

09:42 
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She is aware of a slight crackling noise while she is riding 

shotgun but she dismisses it.  She has to admit that it feels a 

but strange sitting in the front passenger seat of the car 

beside David – a seat that she knows Alice normally 

occupies, if only because she always managed to call it first.  

Robert does not seem to be paying much attention to 

anything, instead opting to look out of the window at the 

trees in the woods that they have just entered. 

“So why would these guys want to kidnap Alice?”  

Belinda asks. 

“Because they want me to join them,” David 

replies, although from the tone of his voice, his mind seems 

to be elsewhere. 

“I thought that you said that these guys were 

friends of yours?  Why didn’t they just ask you?” 

“They have asked me before… as recently as last 

night in fact.  I keep telling them that the answer is no!” 

This confuses Belinda.  “Why did you say no if 

they’re friends of yours?” 

David sounds a little bit huffy that he has to justify 

himself to her.  “I said no to them because I also have friends 

in the Society who would think that I am choosing sides.” 

Robert, who has obviously been paying attention 

after all, asks, “What is the Society?” 

“They’re the people that I used to work with.  The 

people from Nemesis also used to work with them.  There 

were some… company policies that we didn’t quite agree on 

so I chose to leave them.  Other Society Members did the 

same and formed Nemesis because of that.” 

“Oh right!”  Robert replies, although he does not 

feel any the wiser. 
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Belinda is not so easily satisfied.  “I can’t help but 

think that there are things that you’re not telling us.” 

“If I am keeping things from you then it is only for 

your own safety,” David tells her. 

And after that, he says nothing more on the matter. 

Robert cannot believe that the house they finally 

stop at is anything more than the abode of a kindly old 

woman who has decided that she has finally had enough of 

the city and wants to move slightly more outfield to a place 

where she will have a wonderfully large back garden and no 

real trouble or neighbours for miles in every direction. 

“Well,” David says upon hearing Robert’s opinion, 

“looks can be deceiving.” 

They park the car quite a distance away from the 

house, which is barely in sight.  “There’s a good chance that 

they know we’re here but we may still have the element of 

surprise if we move fast!” 

“So what do we do?”  Robert asks. 

David smiles.  “We do exactly what Belinda said in 

the office.  We walk up to the door and ask for Alice back.  

Or at least that’s what I’m going to do.” 

“And what is it that you want us to do?”  Belinda 

asks, getting a bad feeling. 

“Well, just in case your excellently well formulated 

rescue plan doesn’t work out, I want you both to go round 

the back and see if there’s another way in!” 

And before either of them has a chance to complain 

about that idea, David is gone and heading for the house. 

Belinda and Robert know that they don’t have 

much time and start to circle through the trees round to the 

back of the house, keeping David in sight for as long as they 
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can.  This is not anywhere near as long as they would like 

but soon they are at the rear of the house. 

Belinda is very paranoid and looks around as they 

approach.  There does not seem to be any kind of 

surveillance equipment on show – but that doesn’t mean 

that their approach isn’t being monitored. 

Robert is paranoid for a completely different set of 

reasons.  “Are we sure that we’ve got the right house?”  He 

asks, his voice lowered to a whisper.  “I don’t want to be 

arrested for breaking and entering.” 

“Have you ever known David to be wrong about 

things like this?  About anything, for that matter?” 

He doesn’t need to reply and they continue to the 

back entrance, Belinda jumping slightly (although she would 

never admit it to anyone) when the door is wrenched open 

suddenly. 

A man in a grey suit, a few subtle shades lighter 

than David’s charcoal one, stands at the door, looking a little 

curious.  He has one arm raised to the top left hand corner of 

the entrance, trying to make it look as though he is relaxed, 

but it crosses Belinda and Robert’s minds at the same time 

that it is quite obvious that the other arm, hidden behind the 

door, is being kept out of view because it holds a gun. 

 

2. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

09:54 
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On your mark 

Get set 

Go 

David opens the front door of the house and is not 

surprised to find that there is nobody behind it.  He pushes 

the door open quickly, sure that there will be a squeak or 

something to mark the opening if he were to push it slowly.  

He knows the way that the people in this house operate and 

the little traps like this are easy enough to spot when you 

have this mindset. 

Ahead of him he sees a long corridor that leads 

straight through to the back of the house.  He enters when 

he is finally sure that he will be out of the line of sight of 

anyone who is looking around the house, making sure when 

he steps inside that his feet go onto the long strip of carpet 

that runs down the centre line of the hall, and not on the 

creaking wood floor. 

With the help of the long strip of carpet, which, for 

some reason, looks completely out of place in this grand 

house – way too tacky, he is able to quietly walk towards the 

door that he assumes to be the Kitchen (he has never set foot 

in this house before but already his mind is working through 

the layout) after closing the front door fast enough to avoid 

the squeaking but not so fast that it slams. 

The Kitchen door is completely closed too and he 

knows that there will be someone on the other side of this 

one, so it is going to be a little trickier than his front door 

entrance.  He fixes his hand onto the doorknob and makes a 

swift clockwise turn, the latch making an almost inaudible 

click (although one louder than he would have liked – he 

now has fractions of a second to react).  He pushes the 

Kitchen door open quickly and noiselessly and moves 

forward before it has opened completely, towards the man in 
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the grey suit, who has not even had time to turn round yet 

and has not moved the gun that he has hidden behind the 

door. 

“What exactly do you want?”  The man asks the 

people on the other side of the door.  David cannot see them 

but knows that it is Belinda and Robert that he is talking to.  

He is a little amazed as he realises that the man has been too 

caught up in asking the two of them questions that he has 

not heard David, entering the room, despite him making 

what he has considered to be a lot of noise. 

As he moves slowly forward, David hears Belinda’s 

voice.  “Our car had broken down and we were wondering if 

you could give us directions to the nearest town.” 

The man cocks his gun while he is talking to her, 

obviously not believing their story one little bit.  “I have a 

phone if you would like to use it…” 

Before he can say any more, David moves forward 

and knocks the man who is about to kill his friends 

unconscious with a vicious punch to the back of the neck.  

He tumbles to the ground, out for the count before he is 

even aware what has happened to him.  David catches him 

before he manages to hit the ground and lowers him slowly, 

more out of fear that he makes noise than out of 

compassion.  The gun has fallen from his hand and makes a 

small thudding noise on the carpet, but nothing that David is 

greatly worried about.  He picks the gun up and ushers 

Belinda and Robert into the Kitchen. 

“How the hell did you get in?”  Belinda has to ask. 

“I know Kevin and he’s not one to waste resources.  

There’s one man on guard to alert the others if there is any 

trouble.” 
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David points to the door to the Kitchen.  “Back 

through there, there would be a row of television screens 

connected to hidden cameras outside.  I knew that he would 

have spotted you both before me because… I have more of a 

talent for sneaking about.   Then, when I was sure that he 

would be going to the back to check up on you, I took my 

cue and walked out of hiding and to the house.” 

Belinda looks confused.  “And why didn’t he alert 

the others if he spotted us?” 

“He would have definitely raised the alarm had he 

seen me – that is who they’re expecting to come today.  But 

all he saw was two curious people hanging about the house 

and he arrogantly assumed that he could handle it without 

any help!” 

“God, you’re amazing!”  Belinda feels she has to 

say. 

 

3. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

09:56 

 

Kevin is thinking of locks and closes the door to Alice’s room 

quietly behind him before looking up to see the man in the 

black suit standing there. 

“I thought you were on some kind of schedule.” 

The man in the black suit shrugs.  “I get some free 

time now and again.” 
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“I wouldn’t know it from what I see on the news.” 

“Why did you have to tell her about David?” 

Kevin smiles.  “I can’t believe he hasn’t told his 

friends what he really is.” 

But the man in the black suit can’t be appeased by 

the friendly tone. “You’ve crossed a line.  You’re actions will 

cost everybody dearly.” 

The smile disappears and a frown crosses Kevin’s 

forehead.  “What do you mean?” 

“You’re kidnapping of her was bad enough.  But 

your comments a few moments ago just gave the situation 

another couple of problems.  One of them was inevitable 

anyway but it has been moved forward.  It’s typical of you 

Kevin, other people always pay for your actions.” 

Kevin, clearly sick of this conversation, says, “You 

just love talking in riddles, don’t you?” 

“I have to go Kevin”, the man in the black suit says.   

“But I promise I’ll see you soon.” 

The smile disappears from Kevin’s face. 

 

4. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

09:57 

 

Gary sometimes forgets why he loves his father so much - 

why he is the most charismatic man in his family in 

everyone’s opinion.  He hates the thought that he is standing 
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between a rock and a hard place with the two most 

important men in his life.  Things are going to get worse; he 

can sense it. 

When Gary brings him into the main office of 

Progression Software and sees that the only person around is 

Edward sitting in front of his computer screen, he knows 

immediately that something is wrong and it might be the 

wrong time to bring his father here. 

Edward gets up from his desk quickly and walks 

over, offering his unwounded hand to Walter.  “You must be 

Gary’s dad.  I’ve heard a lot about you.” 

Walter shakes the hand in front of him and smiles, 

deciding not to ask too much about how Edward has come 

to be wearing the sling.  He has no doubt that it has to do 

with the excitement of last night. 

“We were just in the neighbourhood and Gary 

decided to show me where he worked.  I’ve never been here 

before so I thought it was as good a time as any to check it 

out.” 

“Where is David?”  Gary asks. 

“He had to go out with Belinda and Robert.  

Something has come up.” 

“About Isabelle?”  Gary asks.  Walter’s eyes turn on 

Edward again, and at this moment the programmer knows 

that Gary has told his dad everything. 

He looks down at his feet.  “No, Gary.  Sorry.” 

“If David’s out with Belinda and Robert then 

where’s Alice?” 

Edward is quiet for a moment, not sure what he 

should say.  Walter looks at him with a gaze that he has 

previously thought only David Oswald is capable of. 
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“That’s why they’re out…” 

“What’s happened?”  Gary asks. 

Edward doesn’t answer.  He doesn’t know what he 

can say. 

“Answer him!”  Walter snaps. 

“Alice got kidnapped this morning!” 

Walter turns to his son, the fury in his eyes.  

“Another one?  First it’s Isabelle and now it’s someone you 

work with?  And you think that it’s safe to work here?” 

Gary reels at this attack from his father.  He knows 

that if he is told to resign this instant he will obey.  He feels 

like a school kid again and, frankly, he does not like it much.  

But he is much too intimidated to say. 

Edward, helpfully, explains that, “it wasn’t the same 

people who kidnapped Isabelle.” 

Walter turns casually back to Edward.  “Oh it 

wasn’t?  Well that’s okay then.  And just how did your arm 

get into that sling?” 

“Ah well…” 

“Well?” 

“Gary’s possessed girlfriend stabbed me.” 

Walter smacks himself on the forehead and turns 

round to his son again.  “Gary, I won’t be happy until you 

quit your job.” 

“Dad…” He starts, although he already knows that 

is what he has to do. 

Walter doesn’t wait for an agreement though and 

pushes past him, heading out of the office.  He is gone.  Gary 

turns to follow him but Edward grabs his shoulder with his 
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good arm, although he must hurt himself because Gary hears 

a wince escape from his lips. 

“Gary, he needs time to calm down.” 

Gary nods in agreement and puts his business head 

on.  “Who’s got Alice?” 

“Belinda said it was something called Nemesis.” 

“What the hell is Nemesis?” 

“She’s the Greek Goddess of vengeance and 

retribution…” 

“I knew that…” Gary stops himself.  “Actually I 

didn’t know that… but what is Nemesis in this context?” 

Edward shrugs and the look of pain reappears on 

his face, although it is never truly gone at the moment.  “I 

don’t have a clue.  But knowing David, would you be that 

surprised if there was a Goddess kicking around the city 

kidnapping people?” 

“Good point!” 

 

5. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

SOME TIME LATER 

 

Thoughts of a strip club that he visited once will come up in 

his mind and he will push them away, trying to forget about 

the erection that he is going to get.  He will pace up and 

down his room.  He will not have been home for too long 

but soon his mind will be working on what he can do.  And 



 

   145 

then it will come to him.  “I have to kill him!”  It’ll be that 

simple.  Killing him will solve everything.  “NO!” A voice is 

going to scream in his head.  He will clutch his head in 

agony.  He hates when the voice does this.  It is okay when it 

whispers to him but when it screams it is like a file scraping 

against his brain.  He is going to fall to his knees and think he 

is going to black out.  “WE HAVE PLANS FOR OSWALD.  

HE MUST NOT DIE… YET!”  That will be too much.  He is 

going to black out… 

 

6. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

09:59 

 

Dealing with things that happen too quickly is David’s 

speciality.  The following events were inevitable but when 

they come it happens fast - maybe almost too fast for most 

people. 

All hell breaks loose.  Just as David, Belinda and 

Robert are starting to ascend the stairs, the front door is 

smashed off its hinges.  David’s head spins round in 

synchronicity with his two companions.  Isabelle is standing 

at the door, looking up at them. 

“Hi guys.  Did I miss anything?” 

To say that David looks very worried is an 

understatement.  “What are you doing here?” 

“I have business here, Oswald.  Get out of my 

way.” 
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David looks at Belinda and Robert.  “Get Alice!” 

“But…” Begins Belinda. 

“No buts.” 

They scamper upstairs past David as he walks back 

down to the demonic force standing at the doorway.  “You 

won’t get her.  I won’t let you near her.” 

Isabelle laughs at this.  “I don’t want her.  But I 

don’t want anyone else to have her either.” 

David fakes hurt.  “Not even me?” 

Isabelle’s new trademark sneer crops up on her 

face.  “I’m quite happy for her to stay with you for now.” 

“And why would that be?” 

“Don’t patronize me.” 

Isabelle jumps at David and, before he can do 

anything about it, she wrestles him to the floor.  He manages 

to kick her off, more out of luck than anything else, and both 

of them are back on their feet in an instant, facing off. 

“You’re a fool if you think that you can stop me!”  

She hisses. 

But David is willing to try.  He rushes at her.  

Isabelle bats him out of the way as if he weighs nothing.  He 

falls to the ground badly, striking his head off the wall.  Most 

people would be out cold, but David is not most of people.  

However, by the time he is up, Isabelle is already racing up 

the stairs. 

 

7. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 
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10:00 

 

Caffeine is one of the most dangerous drugs in the world.  

Hyperactivity can be deadly.  What is worse is when you 

drink coffee and have nothing to do with the pent up energy 

it gives you. 

Oblivious to the events that are unfolding and 

powerless to do anything to stop them from where they are 

anyway, Edward and Gary sit in the office of Progression 

Software, drinking this drug of choice.  Gary takes a look at 

his friend’s sling. 

“How is the arm?” 

Edward looks down at it.  “It hurts like hell, but I’m 

sure that’s a good sign.” 

Gary laughs at this.  “You have a bizarre definition 

of a good sign.” 

“It’s when the pain stops that the worrying starts.” 

Gary takes a sip of his coffee and there is a moment 

of silence before he says, “I wonder if my Dad is right.” 

“You mean about you leaving Progression?” 

Gary says nothing but merely nods. 

“Do you really think after this job anything that 

you did would be as interesting?” 

“Probably not…  Definitely not!  But I would feel 

safer.” 

Edward shakes his head.  He is not very good 

talking to people at the best of times, but talking people out 

of things might be his ultimate failing.  But he has a good go 
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at it.  “If I were you I would wait until David comes up with 

a solution about Isabelle and then take it from there.” 

He is very surprised to find Gary nods in agreement 

to his idea.  “There’s no way I can leave until I know one 

way or another about whether she is going to be okay.” 

 

 

 

 

 

8. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

10:01 

 

Everyone has had a conversation that they begin to forget 

almost the second it is finished?  Did he say he was coming at 

half past seven on Friday or that I would never see him 

again? 

Kevin is so shocked by the implications of what the 

man in the Black suit had said that, instead of going 

downstairs, he goes back into Alice’s room.  Already it seems 

like a dim nightmarish memory.  If Kevin had gone 

downstairs the next few moments would turn out very 

differently. 

He is in mid conversation with the girl, when he 

hears the noises outside the room.  He gets up, aware that 

the time has come.  He has not expected it to be so soon.  
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The door bursts open and he accepts his fate almost without 

thinking about it. 

But it is Belinda and Robert who pile into the room, 

wrestling a couple of the men in grey suits.  They all pile to 

the ground in front of them.  Kevin returns to his normal self 

immediately.  These people will be no trouble to him. 

Did he say he was coming at half past seven on 

Friday or that I would never see him again? 

The men in grey suits manage to gain the upper 

hand and subdue Belinda and Robert.  She flashes a smile at 

Alice, who returns it without thinking.  “Hi Alice.” 

As they are picked up from the ground, Kevin looks 

them up and down. 

Alice’s eyes roll.  “Please don’t tell me you guys are 

the rescue party?” 

 “Kind of!”  Robert admits, as they are lifted up 

from the ground. 

“That’s just fucking great!”  Alice mutters. 

But the doubt has already returned into Kevin’s 

mind.  “There’s no way you would be alone.” 

He looks at the two men in grey suits.  “If they’re 

here then David must be with them.” 

“You really are an idiot, aren’t you?”  Belinda says. 

Kevin cocks his head to one side.  “And why is that, 

pray tell?” 

The stress that Belinda is feeling starts to show 

again.  “It’s not David that you have to worry about!” 

“Oh really?”  Asks Kevin.  “And who should I be 

worried about?” 
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Suddenly the four people standing in front of Kevin 

are batted out of the way.  Isabelle stands in front of Kevin, a 

smile playing on her lips.  “Me!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWELVE 

 

1. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

10:02 

 

She is having trouble maintaining control of the way that she 

is feeling. 

It has been over an hour since her last attempt to 

get in touch with Ingrid Sanderson and she is informed that 

her subordinate has returned to the building now, but is 

currently in the boardroom with one of the Directors. 

Karen asks which Director. 
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The identity of the Director is unknown. 

Without a thank you, she slams the phone back 

down onto its cradle.  She does not like this one little bit.  

Something is wrong with this picture. 

But what can she do about it?  Despite the fact that 

the Anderson family has been linked with Orson Industries 

for quite some time, she knows that means nothing.  If Ingrid 

has a new friend on the board then she can kiss her job 

goodbye.  That fucking bitch is going to take everything 

from her - she can just sense it. 

She doesn’t even feel any pain but is surprised 

when her own fist slams down on the table.  She knows that 

any moment someone could come in and escort her from 

the office.  And nobody really leaves the company in one 

piece. 

 

 

2. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

10:03 

 

Who knows why such things happen at this time but Belinda 

instantly remembers that she really has to go to a petrol 

station on the way home tonight because her car is riding on 

fumes. 

The next few moments seem to move very slowly.  

Belinda always finds this strange and can’t help but think it is 

just something that happens in movies – slow enough for 
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you to see everything that is happening around you, but too 

fast for you to do anything about it.  When things go slow-

mo everyone is affected. 

She watches the events unfold from the comfort of 

the hard floor that the latest addition to the room has 

thrown her to seconds before.  Isabelle stalks forward to 

Kevin Reilly, the person that Belinda has come to think of as 

the other villain of the piece. 

“Just who the hell are you?”  He starts to ask, 

getting as far as hell before he stops.  A tremble appears in his 

upper lip as the answer comes to him.  “You’ve been tainted.  

The Brethren owns you.” 

Isabelle neither confirms nor denies this, though 

everybody in the room knows the truth.  “What is the 

meaning of this?  Why did you kidnap this girl, Nemesis?” 

Alice finds that she is struggling to get out of her 

handcuffs but it isn’t going to happen.  This doesn’t stop her 

from trying some more.  She is unaware that the metal 

digging into her skin has cut into her and blood is starting to 

flow. 

One of the men in grey suits is getting up from the 

ground and is pulling out a gun, bringing it up to aim at the 

back of Isabelle’s head. 

Belinda has no doubt that this will just make the 

Brethren Member angry, unless the bullets are blessed in the 

way that David had fooled the creature inside Isabelle just a 

few short hours before.  If that is the case then Isabelle is 

about to die.  Belinda can’t let that happen. 

She screams, “No!” 

But events are already in motion.  The finger has 

pulled the trigger and it is already leaving the gun.  Isabelle, 

who has been unaware of events behind her, too caught up 
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in her anger, is only alerted at the last moment by the 

scream.  She darts quickly out of the way. 

The bullet does not deviate from its flight plan.  It is 

not a magic bullet capable of following its target, although 

such things are available.  It continues in the direction it has 

been fired in and eventually strikes its target – the first thing 

in its way.  Kevin falls to the ground, his hands flying 

unconsciously up to his throat, to quench the flow of blood. 

David Oswald chooses that moment to burst into 

the room.  He does not notice anything else around him, 

running over to a man that he had once considered his friend 

and ignoring that laugher that is coming from Isabelle’s vocal 

chords, controlled by the creature inside her. 

“Well David, there’s another friend gone.  It really 

is quite dangerous knowing you.” 

Isabelle shoots over to Alice, snapping the chair that 

she is handcuffed to and letting the prisoner fall to the 

ground among the pieces.  She stalks out of the room, 

pausing only to throw the man who tried to kill her to the 

ground.  She proceeds to kick him in the face so hard that his 

skull caves in, before leaving. 

Alice gets up and stumbles over to David, her hands 

still handcuffed and blood dripping from her wrists.  She 

looks down and sees him cradling the dying Kevin Reilly in 

his arms. 

Suddenly the man in the Black suit is beside Kevin 

and David, bent down beside the two of them, much in the 

same way that David is.  He is smiling, despite the pain in his 

eyes.  “It’s over Kevin.” 

Kevin tries to say something but can’t.  David looks 

to the man in the black suit.  “This is what you tried to warn 

me about, isn’t it?” 
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The man nods.  “In part.” 

“Where is he going?” 

“Where he belongs.” 

And, at that moment, Kevin dies.  Alice looks at 

Belinda.  “Who the fuck’s he talking to?” 

Belinda shrugs.  As far as she can tell, David had 

gone mad.  He is crouched beside Kevin’s dead body talking 

to mid-air. 

Robert and Belinda finally get up from the ground, 

just as more Nemesis men come running in.  They stop in 

their tracks when they see the mess in the room, and David 

sitting with Kevin.  He stands up and looks at them, their 

leader’s blood splashed over his charcoal suit. 

“I want you to make sure that he is given the 

proper burial.” 

“He was our leader.  We had to obey him,” one of 

the members feels that he has to justify. 

“In his heart he thought he was doing the right 

thing”, David finally finds that he can admit.  “But if any of 

you try such a thing as what he did today, I will bring 

Nemesis to its knees.  That is a promise.” 

He looks down once more at the dead man, a tear 

starting to form in his left eye.  “I’ll see you on the other side, 

my friend.” 

And, with that, David decides that it is time to 

leave.  He pushes past the man, with Belinda, Robert and a 

still handcuffed Alice in tow.  They move out of the way for 

him, and Belinda thinks it looks like they do so almost in 

reverence. 
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But things aren’t quite over yet.  As they approach 

the car, Alice finally decides to ask the thing that is bugging 

her most about this.  “Is it true what Kevin told me?” 

David looks at her, surprised.  “We have to get you 

out of those cuffs.” 

“David?  Are you an angel?” 

The others stop dead in their tracks.  Belinda looks 

at Alice as if she is insane, and Robert gives a single grunting 

laugh at the madness of the question.  He mutters an 

apology but nobody hears him or, for that matter, has even 

paid the slightest bit attention to his outburst. 

David looks at the woman that he considers, to be 

not just an employee, but also his friend.  “Alice, I lost a close 

friend of mine today…” 

“Answer me!”  She looks hurt, but more than 

anything else, she is angry. 

The silence is almost deafening and you can cut the 

atmosphere with a knife.  Belinda thinks that David is going 

to explode into flames, before he says… 

“Yes!” 

 

 

 

3. 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

10:06 
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Walter is sitting in his living room, feeling a little bit more 

comfortable now than he did earlier with his altercation with 

his son.  When he is working on his project the rest of the 

world cannot get him down. 

He looks down at the components of a small machine that 

he is building.  The pieces are all lying on his coffee table.  

He fits a couple of things together before sitting back. 

“It won’t be long, darling.  I promise you.” 

A sound like soft laugher seems to come from the hall.  But 

Walter doesn’t seem to notice, caught up in his own 

thoughts. Before he can react, the living door is flung open 

and the voice makes itself known  

“Hello… Walter” 

Walter turns round to see who the voice belongs to, but 

before he can react a fist comes out of nowhere and smacks 

him hard in the face and he stumbles over the small coffee 

table. He uneasily gets up and is covered in blood and he 

looks at the person who hit him. 

“Just thought I’d pop by, and see how you were…Walter” 

Walter slowly recognizes who had hit him so violently 

          “Isabelle… you look… different.” 

Isabelle stands there smirking. “Yes, I have my dear Walter… 

but not the way you think”  

Walter stands up slowly and hazily sits in a nearby chair, 

trying to stop the flow of blood gushing from his nose which 

after several seconds it stops. “As I was saying, I have 

changed… but for the better. My mind is so much clearer 

now” Walter looks at her confusingly trying to figure out 

why, is she talking like this, so coldly. 

“I know, that you have heard about me” She says scowling at 

him through narrow eyes  
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 “I don’t know what you’re talking about”  

“Please, don’t make me laugh” She says ironically “If you 

don’t tell me the truth then, I’ll have to beat it out you.”   

Walter just stares at her thinking why she is acting like this. 

“Isabelle… what’s wrong with you? Why are you being so 

aggressive to me, I haven’t done anything, or do I know 

what your on about” He stares at Isabelle, and her eyes glaze 

over. 

“Walter… Help… help me” But the glimmer of hope that he 

witnessed is quashed as her face returns to the uneasy smirk 

that scares him. 

   “Nice try, but it wont work” Before he can speak she 

moves so quick that he doesn’t notice. He tries to move but 

he’s tied to the chair. 

        “Now, let us continue our… conversation, I want you to 

tell me everything, if you hold back, the result won’t be 

pleasant”.  Walter struggles to break his bonds, but they hold 

tight.  

“Tell me, where is your son and the people he works with”  

Walter hesitates before answering and is hit in the face hard. 

He winces in pain and builds up the blood which is gathering 

in this mouth and spits it at her in defiance “ Your not 

Isabelle, she wouldn’t act in this way, I wont tell you where 
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he is, because I don’t know, and who he works for” Isabelle 

paced around him slowly, eyeing up and down in contempt 

“You’re starting to piss me off” 

 She walks up to him and grabs him by the throat and 

squeezes hard.  

        “TELL ME” 

         Walter gasps desperately for air and Isabelle lets him 

go. “Now you will tell me, where your son is, and the people 

he works for. Walter looks her in the eye 

 “N… No, and you know why I wont tell you. It’s because 

you’re not the Isabelle he fell in love with. Look at the way 

you’re dressed, and your acting like a psycho bitch”. 

      The anger grew in Isabelle and she screamed aloud and 

started punching Walter hard in the face again and again. 

After several moments she relented, exhausted. Walter just 

sat there bloodied; he raised his weakened head slowly and 

looked her through his remaining good eye. He looked at 
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her with contempt and signaled her to come close to her and 

spat blood in her face.  

   “You’ll never…. Know where my…. My son is… 

 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

10:10 

Gary and David are standing outside Haunt 18. David is on 

his phone while Gary peers nervously inside.  David finishes 

his phone call and walks over to Gary   “You sure you’ll get 

some information here? 

  “I’m positive” David says confidently. 

  They both walk inside, Gary follows a little behind and 

keeping his hand on his gun inside his jacket. They both walk 

to the bar. David ignores the glares that he and Gary are 

getting, but Gary is a little uneasy. The barman walks up to 

them, glaring at them through blood red eyes. 

   “Your kind isn’t welcome here, turn round and walk back 

out while you still got your legs”    

   David suddenly grabs him and pulls him down hard onto 

the bar in an arm lock.  “You have information and I want 

it… now! 

   “I’m not telling you shit! “  

The barman says defiantly. The other figures in the bar 

slowly stand up. Gary starts to get frightened. 

 “I…I think, we best get out of here David”  
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David turns and glances at Gary then turns back to the 

barman. “You’re going to tell me what you know or I’ll 

break your fucking arm” He says calmly.  

The barman relents and signals David to let him go. The 

figures in the bar sit back down and the barman winces, and 

reflexively rubs his shoulder  

“All I know is that she was in here, looking for some old 

man”  “Give me the name” David says calmly 

 The barman thinks for a moment 

“It’s… Wally… Yeah that’s it, Wally!” Gary looks at the 

barman confused, and then in realization. 

“Shit, shit, shit, shit!” David looks at him with a puzzled look 

on his face. “What’s the matter?! 

“ I know who Isabelle was looking for!”  David just stares at 

him for a moment then realizes what Gary is saying. 

“Fuck”  

David says angrily. They both rush out the bar while David 

takes out his gun and Gary does the same. 

 

4. 

Tuesday 27th April 2010 

 

10:15 

Alice wakes up to find that she is still being captive; she looks 

around to see if her captors are still around. She can’t see 

them but she knows there hiding in the shadows. 

   “Your finally awake I see” An eerily whispering voice said. 

  Alice looks around her to see who the voice belongs to, but 

gives up  
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“What…. What do you want from me?” She says nervously 

“All in due time, all in due time, I suggest you get…. 

comfortable.  You will be here for some time” 

Alice looks ahead of her and her eyes are drawn to a pair of 

eerie bright red eyes staring back at her. She gulps nervously. 

They seem to look into her very soul. They eyes suddenly 

disappeared and Alice shuddered involuntary. 

“Man, those eyes scared the shit out me”  

She said laughing nervously. She looked down at her bonds 

which were still wrapped tight around her. She tried to 

wriggle them loose, to no avail. 

“Looks like, I’m not going anywhere” she said slightly 

admitting some defeat. 

 

5 

Tuesday 27th April 

10:17 

Gary and David were both sitting in silence as the car sped 

fast into the night. It started to rain heavily. After what 

seemed like an eternity Gary finally spoke. 

“I hope were not too late”  

David said nothing. He just stared at the road ahead. “Are 

you going to at least, answer me.” Gary said a little annoyed” 

David slammed on the brakes hard and almost made Gary 

smack his head on the dashboard. He turns and looks at him. 

“There is the possibility, that we might be too late” 

Gary looked at him annoyed. “Then why the hell did you 

stop the car. 

David turned back to the road and just stared into space.  
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“ I don’t want anyone seriously hurt in what, we are trying 

to achieve” He slammed is foot on the accelerator and the 

car sped off 
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AFTERWORD 

 

My next book is entitled “Robert” and will take place where 

this one left off. 

 I always envisaged “Isabelle” and “Robert” as one 

story but then it came to me that the revelation about David 

Oswald as given to Alice by Kevin, was the perfect end to 

this story. 

 Kevin simply cannot be trusted and I figured ending 

at that exact moment would have driven anyone reading it 

to send me death threats.  You can’t leave Alice tied to a 

chair after all.  For one, I don’t think she would have liked it 

much. 

 So the perfect point to end would be when we hear 

the truth from David Oswald’s mouth. 

 He is telling the truth.  He is not some mad man 

who believes a lie.  I am sure you will agree that the 

evidence in the Last Waltz shows there is more to him than 

meets the eye. 

 So how angry are you?  Isabelle is still possessed by 

the Brethren Leader.  That is something I am going to have 

to address real soon. 

 It wouldn’t be right to leave you hanging on now, 

would it? 

Besides you want to know what happens, right? And it 

wouldn’t be fair to end the story right there. You would 
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want to know what happens to Isabelle and Alice, wouldn’t 

be fair to end the story there now would it? 
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