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The night was still and had only just begun. The sunset, dissolving into a vibrant purple sky, looked very                   
serene as Lindsay Delfino walked the pavement, listening to the flat slap of her own footsteps. She                 
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passed shuttered shop windows that wouldn’t be opening any time soon. They were closed, abandoned               
and a reflection of the world’s financial despair. On the other side of the street there was a park, usually                    
teeming with people but like the street, seemingly empty of life. A stray dog scampered past the entrance                  
to the park, sniffed a lamp post and a bin that had overflowed with trash. Lindsay stopped walking for a                    
moment to watch the dog pick out its evening meal from the paper wrappers and discarded fast-food                 
boxes. The dog looked up and saw her as it munched a leftover burger. The dog looked beautiful with a                    
long grey coat, a black stripe down its flanks, patches of white on its underside, and startling blue eyes                   
that seemed intelligent, humanly so, she thought. She wasn’t sure of the dog’s breed, a Husky-cross,                
maybe. Lindsay considered that it may not be a stray but a runaway; it looked groomed and well-fed. 

She left the animal to its adventures and headed home, wanting to rid herself of the day. It had been a                     
long ass day at that. Having woken up at four-thirty in the morning, showered, dressed and caffeinated,                 
she had walked to work. Her office had been immensely busy. The mounds of data she had to input                   
appeared unreal and felt like it was never going to end. She had taken a few quiet moments during her                    
lunch hour to call the garage where her car was being repaired, only to be told it would be at least another                      
three weeks before they could get the parts needed. 

Now she reached her garden gate. With a frustrated sigh at the thought of walking to work for the                   
foreseeable future, Lindsay reached for her front door keys as she walked down the path towards the                 
door. As she fumbled around inside her handbag, something caught her eye at the garden gate - the dog.                   
Lindsay gasped. The sight of the dog and those eyes so close startled her. The dog gave her a strange                    
glare before looking away then continued its journey. She went back down the path to the gate with the                   
keys in her hand, but the dog had gone. Confused as to why the dog had followed and not approached                    
her, she went back to the front door and let herself into the house. 

The small house, nestled in a small suburb of Chicago was run down and in need of redecorating and                   
refurbishing. It would have been cosier if it wasn’t for the litter of her ex-boyfriend - Steven’s stuff. He'd left                    
it when he walked out on her, a week before. She hadn’t been able to get in touch with him after that night                       
of violent arguing. Message after message left, and he hadn’t returned any, not even to yell at her.                  
Lindsay felt relieved to be out from under Steven’s control and laziness. He'd been unemployed for                
almost a year and sunk into a deep depression. He drank heavily, stayed up all night. Jealousy plagued                  
him and everything came to a head a week ago when she went out with her girlfriends for drinks. Making                    
her way to the kitchen, she pondered trying to call Steven again then changed her mind. 

She put a light under a pan containing the remains of some chicken stew that she had cooked a day ago.                     
She wasn’t the obsessive type and knew that she was giving Steven more thought than he deserved. Ten                  
years they had spent together and this past year proved more of a nightmare with every passing                 
argument. Lindsay read her mail and listened to her answering machine, still not a word from Steven. She                  
shook her head as she made a pot of tea and buttered bread, trying to dismiss him from her thoughts.                    
The evening ritual began. This was her time and she relished being able to wind down over supper at her                    
laptop on the kitchen table. Her social networks were just as de-motivating as life seemed to be at that                   
moment. Her friends and family complained about work, kids and the weather as well as each other.                 
Finding things to feel good about had become hard, but she was never the sort of person to give up. She                     
was interrupted by the phone ringing and went to answer it. 

“Hello?” Silence…“Hello?” she repeated.  
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Lindsay heard a dragging and a scratching sound through the receiver. She pulled the phone away,                
stared at it with confusion and then returned it to her ear.  

“Hello?” Lindsay repeated again and just as she was about to hang up, she heard a voice. “The moon will                    
be high, the moon will be bright and it will call on you upon the night.” The harsh whisper sounded like a                      
lullaby. Who is this?” she asked, irritated. The phone line went dead and she had to hang up. Lindsay                   
held her head beneath her chin and clutched her hair with one hand as if it was too heavy for her body to                       
keep upright. 

She gave a heavy sigh; she didn’t need prank calls on top of everything else. Lindsay cleared the remains                   
of her meal, no longer hungry. She poured a large glass of Chardonnay from the fridge and took it                   
upstairs. She would drink it while taking a bath. She felt tired and the steep stairs hurt her calves. Wearily,                    
she reached the top and entered the bathroom. Lindsay perched her wine glass on a small wooden stool                  
beside the tub and began to run the taps. She shook in some bath salts and lit a couple of vanilla-scented                     
candles to help her relax. Laying back in the hot steamy bubbles and let them soak her aching muscles.                   
She found it hard to be in the moment as she lay there, her mind swimming with thoughts of work, the car,                      
Steven and the phone call. She washed her face and tried to quiet her mind. The loudest thoughts were                   
about the strange caller’s words - nagging at her and rattling around her mind. She took a sip of wine and                     
rinsed her hair. She massaged a soapy sponge around her shoulders, neck, her chest and breasts trying                 
to rid her muscles of stress and tension. The moon will be high, the moon will be bright and it will call on                       
you upon the night, floated through her mind like a nursery rhyme, loud and clear. She felt like the rhyme                    
was outside her head for a moment; the words and voice seemed next to her ear. She felt dizzy and a                     
cool breeze drifted over her. She shook her head hard. Why can’t I rid myself of that call? Heaving her                    
body out of the bath, she slipped into her bathrobe, wrapped her long, ash-blonde hair in a towel and took                    
her glass of wine into the bedroom. She lit her bedside lamp, perched the wine glass beside it and                   
flopped onto her bed. Lindsay picked up her kindle and found her place. It was an anthology called                  
‘Bloody Sexy’, edited by one of her favourite authors, Carmilla Voiez. She was just about to read                 
‘Blood-Drenched Eyes’, by Pamela Marie Osmond, when the phone rang downstairs. With an effort, she               
ignored it. She was too tired and wanted to relax. Answering the phone at this time of the night wasn’t                    
something she relished, especially if it was another prank call.  
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A clock ticked loudly, but there was no telling where the sound was coming from. Her heart pounded and 
her skin felt on fire. She ran through woodland, barefoot, wearing just her nightshirt and shorts. She didn’t 
want to look at her pursuer but knew it was fast on her heels. Rain lashed down, a gale blasted her and 
all the while she felt as though she was running towards the moon. It was bright and huge on the horizon. 
She fell hard, her breath caught in her lungs. As she turned onto her back, Lindsay screamed. Teeth and 
those eyes - crystal blue eyes. The dog, from the sidewalk and her garden gate, pinned her to the ground. 
The teeth, sharp and glistening with saliva that dripped on to Lindsay’s chest. It growled at her fiercely, 
opened its jaws wide and quickly came down on her face… 
Screaming and struggling with the bed covers, Lindsay jumped out of bed. She stared around her room 
and saw that the glass of Chardonnay had been tipped over and was dripping remnants onto the polished 
floorboards. Her lamp also overturned and her alarm clock was beeping away by the door at the other 
side of the room. The rest of the room was chaos; everything was turned upside down, drawers were 
open and clothes pulled out; her dressing table contents were scattered all over the floor. A cold breeze 
came from behind the curtains. 
Shivering, she went over, drew them back and saw the window wide open. Looking down into the cloudy 
dawn and rain-washed street, at first she saw nothing. Then she spotted the dog across the road, staring 
up at her. Shivers of fear rippled down her back. Her scalp and hands tingled at the memory of her 
dream. She closed the window and the curtains. Stepping away slowly, she turned to her room, cleaning 
the disarray. 
She felt exhausted as she made herself some coffee, a toasted bagel and sat eating her breakfast. The 
answering machine on the kitchen wall blinked red at her. Having decided not to listen to the message, 
she finished her breakfast and went for a shower. Realising that time had run away with her that morning, 
she hurriedly dressed and rushed out of the door. 
She felt nervous. Jogging along the sidewalk, looked frantically around and behind. The dog was nowhere 
to be seen but, somehow she knew it wasn’t far away. Having decided to take the bus, she arrived at 
work twenty minutes late. Her boss’s fierce eyebrows and frown told her that he wasn’t pleased as he 
watched her enter the office and take a seat at her desk. Lindsay started work as soon as her computer 
fired up. 
She jumped in fright as a hefty pile of data slammed onto her desk. Lindsay looked up and saw her boss. 
“You’re late, Delfino,” he told her in a flat tone, his slight New York accent lilting through. “Don’t make a 
habit of it.” He hesitated for a moment as if he was going to say something else but didn’t and went back 
to his office. Thumbing through her day's work, Lindsay organized it into alphabetical order and began 
inputting data with a sigh. She turned once and saw her boss watching her. He had a strange expression 
etched across his face. She didn’t know him that well. He usually didn’t say more than the occasional ‘Hi’ 
to her, but now his full attention appeared to be on her.  

* * * 
Lindsay looked up at the digital office clock and saw that the screen blinked 12:30. Her lunch hour was                   
still half an hour away. The desk phone beeped and she looked around the room to see if anyone was on                     
their phone. The calls she got were usually from somebody in her own office too lazy to leave their desk.                    
Nobody waved or indicated for her to answer their call. The office was quiet and everybody seemed                 
focused on their tasks or daydreaming as they stared at their computer screens. Her fingers tingled and                 
icy waves of fear began mounting as last night’s prank caller's words floated through her mind. She                 
grabbed the phone. “Hello, this is Lindsay Delfino. You are through to Waterman Accounting." 
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“The moon will rise, the sun will die and the world… and the world… will never be the same… and you                     
won’t see another soul the same way again,” a female voice sang out as if from a crackling radio station                    
or an old song played on vinyl. 
Lindsay slammed down the phone and stood. She felt her co-worker’s eyes burning into her as she                 
trembled and looked around for help. Her boss was coming towards her, his face angry but concerned.                 
“What’s wrong Lindsay?” he asked, his voice more gentle than his expression. 
“I had a phone call…” She saw him scowl at the statement. “I had a prank call last night at home and                      
nowhere.” 
“What did it say?” he asked with an urgent tone. 
“Some song or rhyme about the night, the voice was quiet last night, this time loud and just now it                    
sounded like a woman, it also sounded like a threat.” She sobbed. 
Her boss ushered Lindsay into his office and sat her down on the sofa. “I'll get you some tissues and                    
some water. Stay here.”  

* * * 
Lee headed to the staff room and found some napkins, a bottle of water, and a cookie that was still in its                      
plastic wrapper as an afterthought. He turned and saw his personal assistant, 
Matilda, hovering by the door. “Is everything okay, Lee?” she asked and began to play with a stray strand                   
of hair. In her other hand, she cradled her beloved mobile phone. 
Lee watched as she forcefully tried to keep her expression concerned but, when it wavered, he saw a                  
slight smirk, which made him feel cold towards her. He hated fake people, gossipers and rudeness. 
He was no angel but he liked to run a tight ship within his small company just as he had in his personal                       
life, although his life at that moment was a sinking wreck. Waterman Accounting was a wealthy                
businessman, and bigger corporations offered several times to buy him out, but he refused. If he couldn’t                 
control his personal life then he was damned if it would affect his business. Being at the top of the food                     
chain in his company meant doing the hiring and firing himself. Lee had given Matilda a job as his                   
personal assistant only for her father’s sake. Her father looked apologetic every time Matilda came in late,                 
took longer than the allotted time for lunch breaks or paid more attention to her cell phone than the tasks                    
she had been hired to do. 
Right now, Lee had no time for her. “Everything is fine thanks, get back to work,” he told her and waited                     
for her to step aside. When Lee returned to his office, Lindsay was bent forward with her arms stretched                   
out and her head in her lap, openly sobbing. She lifted her head as he ventured towards her. Her grey                    
eyes, surrounded by long black lashes, were clouded with tears; black streaks ran down her porcelain                
pale face and her neck reddened. “Here, drink this,” he said and gave her the water then placed the rest                    
of the items beside her. 
“Thank you,” she replied after a long gulp. “I am so very sorry that I freaked out. I have been under too                      
much stress lately and I think it has finally got to me.” 
“No need to apologise. Tell me, what has been going on?” He felt concerned but also noticed, to his                   
surprise, how very pretty if not sexy she was. 
He got up, went back to his desk and sat in his chair to observe her. 
“I broke up with my boyfriend; my cat went missing, and my car broke down all within a week. I can’t get                      
hold of my ex to give him his stuff. My car won’t be ready for three weeks and God only knows what’s                      
happened to Suki,” she said between gasps and sniffles. 
Lee rested his elbows on the desk and placed his hands prayer-like against his lips. Should he let Lindsay                   
go home? She could be in danger. Should he, keep her at work? 
Her co-workers would be having a field day with the break-in and it seemed that now the calls were                   
reaching her here at work she may not be safe here either. “Hmm… Let us go and have some lunch.” He                     
saw the look of surprise on her face. “We are all human, one of the many things that we have in common.                      
Another thing that we have in common is the need to feed ourselves,” he said and smiled. 
Lindsay smiled back. She seemed relieved. “Thank you, I would like that.” Her voice sounded weary. 
Lee gathered his things and watched Lindsay collect her handbag and a few papers. He saw her                 
co-workers tensely trying to concentrate on their work and fighting the urge to watch. He shook his head,                  
straightened his tie and flicked off his computer, people were so… he couldn’t find the words to describe                  
what he thought of people, but they irritated and frustrated him. Ignorant and arrogant, if they only knew                  
what he knew… 
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As he left the office, Matilda rushed over. “I will be out for the rest of the day, delegate all Lindsay’s                     
workload to everyone else and take down any messages and leave them on my desk,” he told her                  
abruptly and rushed toward the elevator to where Lindsay was waiting. 
She still looked very nervous and upset, and Lee found it hard to think about what to do to help her. He                      
couldn’t explain to himself why he suddenly cared or was attracted to an employee that had barely                 
spoken to him. His desire for her had started a few weeks ago. He hoped to control it or at the very least                       
hide those mounting emotions, but that nagging feeling was back. They rode the elevator in silence,                
broken every now and then with a sniffle from Lindsay.  

* * * 
Lindsay used the ground floor bathroom to clean up her face. Peering at her brightly lit reflection, she                  
wiped away the streaks of mascara and replaced her foundation. The lights flicked off; she thought                
nothing of it and waited for them to blink back on. She screamed in terror at the mirror, the reflection, still                     
an image of herself but very different. Bloody tears ran thickly down her face, her skin cracked as if made                    
of dried mud - her mouth, like the jaws of a wolf, snarling through bared teeth. Her eyes were spheres of                     
crimson light and a clawed hand reached out of the mirror towards her. Lindsay scurried away and felt her                   
shoulder collide into somebody… “Ah!”  

* * * 
Lee grabbed and dragged her out of the bathroom and into the lobby. He was shaking and sweating. He                   
had heard her scream and ran in to see what had happened. When he entered the bathroom, he saw                   
Lindsay terrified, but the image in the mirror had been something out of a nightmare. The reflection was                  
etched into his mind, obliterating his soul. He knew he had seen it; he knew it was real. He looked around                     
the reception. Bobby Riley, head of security, was walking towards him. 
“You ol’right, sir?” Bobby asked. He looked bewildered and oddly amused. 
“I think there is somebody in the bathroom that shouldn’t be there,” Lee told him and watched Bobby puff                   
out his chest and flick his fingers in the air. Another security guard came over. He was new; Lee had only                     
seen him a couple of times and hadn’t known his name until now. The name tag said Alan Rochet. Lee                    
nodded at him. “Looks like somebody may have gotten past us,” Bobby told his partner. The two of them                   
made for the ladies' bathroom without any more ceremony. 
Lee turned his attention back to Lindsay, she looked terrified and timid. One thing he had noticed about                  
Lindsay over the past six years, was her independent, confident and easy-going nature. To see her                
looking scared and panicked was just as disturbing as what he had seen in the mirror. He gently took her                    
hand and pulled her toward the lobby doors that led out on to the busy town street. 

* * * 
Lindsay let her boss lead her out of the building, feeling as though she was floating and he was the only                     
thing weighing her down. If he to let go of her hand, she might drift off into nowhere. The fresh air-cooled                     
her flushed face, but the noise made her head pound with pain and dizziness. A garbage truck beeped                  
and bins clanked and banged. Dogs' barks echoed loudly from all directions and people's footsteps on the                 
pavement sounded like thunder. She had to stop and stay still for a moment. 
She felt Lee tug her then hug her, holding her close as if they were lovers. It felt like the most natural thing                       
in the world even though she knew it wasn’t. It quietened her mind and noise. Her head still felt ready to                     
explode but the dizziness began to sink away. Lee kept his right arm around Lindsay’s slim waist and                  
navigated the busy pavement. He pointed towards a small bar across the road and guided Lindsay                
towards it when the traffic gave away. 
He had chosen wisely; the place was nearly empty. Behind the bar stood a bored-looking Goth woman                 
with black and purple hair in high bunches. Her pale face was decorated with piercings and her limbs                  
covered in all manner of tattoos. She wore a black leather vest, a short black skirt and black and purple                    
striped stockings that matched her hair. At the back of the bar, a couple of large men were playing pool,                    
also covered in tattoos, leather-clad but friendly. 
The men nodded, and the bartender gave them a friendly smile. “What will it be?” 
“Can we have two shots of whatever and two beers?” Lee hesitated and turned to look at Lindsay. “Do                   
you want anything to eat?” 
Lindsay nodded. “Anything, just order anything.” 
Lee turned back to face the bartender. “Along with two house special sandwiches.” He threw two fifties                 
down. “Keep the change.” 

https://enjaytaylor.wordpress.com/ 

https://enjaytaylor.wordpress.com/


The bartender smiled a little brighter and wider at him. “Please take a seat,” she told them with a                   
customer-friendly tone that hadn’t been there moments earlier. 
Lindsay slid into a booth at the far end of the bar. She dry washed her face and hands as she felt Lee                       
slide in across from her, feeling his stare just as much as she felt his fear. Letting her hands fall flat on the                       
table, she stared back at him. Her boss had been a distant acquaintance who clocked her time and paid                   
her salary every month. He gave her mountains of deadlines and he was, what she had assumed to be, a                    
power-mad controlling asshole. Now she saw him as her saviour or at the very least a good friend. His                   
handsome face, pure green eyes, long lashes and dark floppy hair that was sleek and fell into his eyes,                   
gave him a boyish look. He brushed it back and she noticed his clear sun-kissed skin was smooth and                   
subtle. Lindsay blinked and shook her head. There is no way on this earth that I could begin to fancy my                     
boss.’ 

* * * 
Lee reached across the table and laid his hands flat on top of hers. He felt compelled to touch her. There                     
was a need to protect her even though he felt that Lindsay was far stronger than she realised. One more                    
puzzling piece to this entire situation was his desire for her affection and acceptance, feelings, he couldn’t                 
explain were growing like wildfire. “I need…” he started to say when the bartender brought over the                 
drinks. “Two more shots please,” he told the bartender then slid one of the glasses of tequila over to                   
Lindsay. 
“Of course and your sandwiches will be about half an hour. We have a new chef and he is on the slow                      
side.” 
Lindsay and Lee downed their shots then took a long gulp of beer to wash away the burn. “I don’t know                     
what that was in the bathroom. I feel strange now and I am having a hard time trying to figuring this all                      
out.” Lindsay sounded as though she owed him an explanation. 
“Do you think it could be related to those prank calls?” Lee asked. He took another gulp of his beer as the                      
mirror image came blasting back into his mind. 
“I don’t know. The calls were strange, but I hadn’t thought much about the first call until that second call. I                     
even had a nightmare this morning and it felt connected, somehow.” She took a drink. 
“Tell me everything, maybe there is something that has happened in the past week that you are                 
overlooking and that may have led to these events,” he told her. 
Lindsay told him all that had happened that past week and of her dream, she even told him about the dog,                     
and then she told him about the upturned bedroom. Lee listened intently, mesmerised by her voice and                 
the way her smooth pink lips moved with her words. He saw irritation in her face whenever she mentioned                   
her ex. He was surprised that there was nothing unusual about the events prior to the phone calls. He                   
thought there would be more to it. 
The bartender returned with their sandwiches and shots and he was grateful for the food as well as the                   
alcohol. “I don’t want you to be alone tonight. My place or yours?” he asked her with a smile. Lindsay                    
smiled back. “Your place please, I am just reminded of unfinished business when I go home.” 
Lee’s smile grew bigger and brighter. “That’s really great. Should we swing by your place to collect a few                   
things or are you okay?” 
She eyed him carefully, as if thinking for a moment, “I'll get some things from nearby stores before we                   
head off.” Her tone sounded defeated and tired. 
  

https://enjaytaylor.wordpress.com/ 

https://enjaytaylor.wordpress.com/


Chapter Three 
For my books on Amazon https://goo.gl/e90hPC 

 

Lindsay felt in awe at Lee’s large penthouse apartment that overlooked the city skyline. She stepped out                 
onto the balcony and allowed the fresh evening breeze to blow the trauma of the day away. The sky was                    
clear; the stars blinked at her and there was the slither of a new moon. Lee wrapped his arms around her                     
shoulders as he stood behind her. It should have felt inappropriate, but it felt more than right, so she let                    
him comfort her.  

* * * 

Lee watched the skyline and saw the flashing lights of police helicopters in the distance. The street below                  
was washed in amber light. He leaned his head against Lindsay’s cheek and kissed her shoulders. Her                 
body pressed against his and her neck leaned away. He took it as an invitation to kiss her neck; she                    
whimpered a little as he did so. His hands brushed her arms and down her sides. He massaged her hips                    
through the blue cotton maxi dress that she wore. He caressed the tops of her thighs then ventured slowly                   
upwards to her breasts. All the while his kisses became more urgent and before he knew it, his desire for                    
Lindsay burned through his veins. 

* * * 

Lindsay turned to face him, without a word they moved together and studying one another, growing                
hunger in her desire for him. She had to have him and wasn’t going to even think about it. She hadn’t                     
been with anybody for over a year, not even her ex, and now Lee was overwhelming in his appeal.                   
Ripping open his shirt to reveal toned and defined muscle, his broad chest, shoulders and abs were                 
tantalisingly pleasing to her eyes. She pressed her body firmer against his, feeling his solidity and                
warmth. He pulled down her dress, unleashing her breasts from her bra without fumbling. Lindsay               
shimmied the rest of the way out of the dress and felt his tongue sink into her mouth. It made her hungry                      
for him. His kisses left her mouth and traced his tongue down to her breasts. Her nipples stiffened and                   
tingled as she felt him suck and nibble. Silkily his lips went down her ribs, to the rim of her panties. His                      
breath on her moistened panties made her tremble.  

Lee tugged off her panties and threw them aside. His eyes lit up and a smile crossed his lips. He lifted her                      
leg up over his shoulder, parted her labia and began to lick heavily and slowly at first, pressing his tongue                    
against her clitoris. She ran her hands through his hair, tugging at it gently. Lee sucked her clitoris and                   
delved his tongue into her grooves. Panting, he traced his kisses back up to her mouth then lifted and                   
perched her against the balcony wall. His cock pressed against the entrance of her wet pussy. He held                  
her close and ploughed deeply and slowly into her as they groaned in harmony. 

* * * 
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Lee could feel his cock sliding inside and her pussy pulsed with orgasm. She bit then sucked at his neck                     
and shoulders, hungrily. The sensations of his heavy slow thrusting took on a life and soul of its own                   
locomotion. He could hear her heaving breath in his ear and felt it on his shoulder. Feeling her desire for                    
him was more than a deep rumble of excitement in this carnal moment. He let her legs down and turned                    
her around before leaning her over the balcony railing. Reuniting his cock with her pulsing pussy, he                 
slammed into her fast and hard, panting as his hunger grew. He wanted to howl; his veins felt ablaze and                    
he pulled her back from the balcony wall. Still coupled, he guided her to the floor and she went on all                     
fours. He crouched behind her, grabbed her breasts hard and tugged at her nipples as he quickly and                  
deeply fucked her as though his life depended on it. He felt her trembling the same way he was. He                    
instinctively knew that she felt what he was feeling. He heard her growling and became even more                 
excited, more aroused, it felt primal.  

The more Lee pounded into her the more he wanted. The new depth of his thrust was painfully                  
pleasurable and the way he was tugging at her breasts and his desire to suck them, kiss and even nibble                    
her breast made his mouth water. He heard himself growling and his body took over his mind. Feelings of                   
lust, fear and desire were just as arousing as her body being ravished from the inside out by his rough,                    
deep and fast penetration. 

* * * 

Lindsay felt him clawing at her back and she made the primitive sound of a hound. Feeling the hotness of                    
her blood drizzle down over her ribs made her howl again. He licked her wounds and she rested her                   
forehead on the floor. Lindsay felt submissive and wanted to show him that she was.  

Lee knocked her to the ground and knelt above her. She felt his cock at her lips, opened her mouth and                     
allowed him to thrust into her. The ridges of her teeth gently grazed his skin. She felt he was close to                     
orgasm. He stiffened further and held her head back, kissed her then laid himself over her, ploughing into                  
her pussy once more. They growled, snarled and panted through a pulsation of ecstasy as his orgasm                 
spilt into her. 
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Chapter Four 
The sun broke on the horizon, coating the city skyline in gold. Lindsay looked over for Lee. He was just                    
stirring. She couldn’t remember falling asleep and couldn’t work out why they were still on the balcony.                 
Feeling cold, damp and stiff Lindsay tried to cover herself with her dress. Memories of the night before                  
flooded back and she blushed. Lee looked just as embarrassed and confused.  

* * * 

He looked around and saw the litter of their clothes, overturned plant pots and patio chairs. He became                  
aware of his aching muscles, scratches and bite marks not just on his body but Lindsay’s too. Lee prided                   
himself on being a good lover, gentle and generous. Last night’s passion felt too good, selfish, and                 
surreal. He still felt very aroused. He got up and helped Lindsay to stand.  

They stared at one another in tense silence. They picked up their clothes and made their way indoors.                  
Lee began to organise some breakfast and Lindsay headed for the bathroom.  

The phone rang, he went to answer. “Hello, you have reached Lee Waterman’s residence.” He heard                
music crackling. 

“Lee, help me. Please, the moon will be high, the moon will be bright and it will call on you upon the                      
night.”  

Lee slammed the phone down with a shaky hand, sweating and gripped with fear. He turned off the gas                   
on the hob, put the frying pan and eggs aside and went to see if Lindsay was okay.  

He heard the shower running and saw the bathroom door ajar. Lee opened it and pressed it flat against                   
the wall. Lindsay was humming. It reminded him of the music from the phone call. He held his breath to                    
quieten his rising terror as he approached the shower, pulling back the curtain and quickly jumped back                 
as a snarling dog rushed at him. The dog’s crystal blue eyes glared into his very soul. It snarled then was                     
gone. 

Lindsay was on her knees, naked and dripping wet beside him. She looked frightened. 

“What happened?” she asked, her voice almost a cry. 

“I saw a dog leap out at me from the shower. It was the same dog as you described and it came at me.”                        
His voice was shaking and sounded weak to his own ears. 

“I didn’t see the dog. I saw your reaction though. Then you fell on to your back.”  

Lee got up and though he felt terrified of what might be lurking in his apartment, he was also aware of                     
Lindsay naked wet body. All he could do was to pull her close and wrap his arms around her tightly. He                     
quietened his hunger for her and his fear of the unexpected. He didn’t want to let her go. 
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* * * 

Lindsay felt him trembling in her arms. This was her fault, and now it was affecting a person who'd meant                    
nothing more than a steady paycheck less than twenty-four hours ago. They were both in danger, but she                  
didn’t know what to do about that. They returned to the kitchen and Lee struggled to finish making                  
breakfast, still visibly shaken. He told Lindsay about the phone call. 

“This is crazy. How do we find out what is going on, how to stop the phone calls and the dog?” Lindsay                      
asked herself just as much as she was asking Lee. 

He shrugged then dished out scrambled eggs and toast onto the plates. “I think we ought to go to the                    
police about the phone calls. At least they can look into it and maybe trace them.” 

Lindsay tugged her plate towards her, she felt famished and very thirsty. “I agree, should we do that after                   
work?” 

Lee glanced at the clock. “Are you sure you want to work today? I sure as hell don’t.” 

Lindsay thought for a moment. “Yeah, you’re right. Let’s just go and talk to the police.” 
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Chapter Five 
 

Chicago police, district twenty at W, Monterey Ave. When Lindsay and Lee walked in, they weren’t                
surprised to see a busy office. This area of Chicago wasn’t a high crime area and it was apparent why                    
seeing all the officers were hard at work and focused on their cases. 

Lee took the initiative and went to the front desk. A young officer with thin-rimmed glasses and an even                   
thinner moustache stood up and held out a clipboard. 

“Please sign in and can I have your name?”  

“My name is Lee Waterman and my friend here is Lindsay Delfino. We work together and until yesterday                  
we were just boss and employee. We had a bad experience… prank calls and they were threatening                 
calls… and we would like to report it.” He knew it sounded crazy and didn’t know if he ought to tell the                      
officer the whole situation. 

“Okay, take a seat and I'll get an officer to take a statement,” the young officer told them. “My name is                     
Alan Sparks, Officer Sparks,” he said with a chuckle as he did what appeared to his take on a James                    
Bond impression. 

Lee grinned as he handed the clipboard back. He didn’t share the officer’s humour. He was too stressed                  
and tense for jokes, he was visibly shaking and stuffed his hands into his jeans pockets to hide the fact.                    
He and Lindsay took their seats across from the front desk and watched officer Sparks go about his                  
reception duties. 

* * * 

Lindsay watched as the police went in and out of offices and the main doors. She saw a drunk and dirty                     
middle-aged woman being guided to a desk by two officers. Fear seemed to circulate between Lee and                 
Lindsay as the drunken woman began singing loudly. “The moon will raise a whole. It will light the dark…                   
The moon will be high, the moon will be bright and it will call on you upon the night!” She cackled loudly                      
and all the while, staring at Lee and Lindsay. 

A sob escaped Lindsay as the rhyme was repeated and Lee put his arm around her shoulders. 

A female officer came over to the woman. “Come on Nancy. Let’s get you some coffee and a doughnut                   
and then you can sleep off that gin.” 

“Nah… get off of me. They need to know.” Nancy pointed at Lee. 

Lindsay stood up abruptly, she was shaking and trembling. Her face felt like it was draining of blood as                   
terror rose from within. “What should we know!” she yelled and heard her own voice as a panicked                  
screech. 
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Lee stood and got between Lindsay and Nancy. “Calm down, now isn’t the time for losing it.” He gently                   
pulled Lindsay further away. 

Nancy began clapping as if she was joyous and like she had been told some good news. She smiled and                    
revealed her black teeth or what was left of them. “The mists will come upon the next full moon. The world                     
for you will change forever!” she squealed. She repeated the rhyme as an officer guided her away                 
towards the cells. The officer looked over her shoulder and mouthed an apology. Lindsay looked at Lee,                 
dumbfounded. They both turned towards the cells in time to see a big man in a suit walk towards them                    
from one of the offices. He looked very serious and annoyed.  

“I am detective Marshal Anderson, please follow me.”  

* * * 

He ushered the couple into vinyl chairs opposite his littered desk of files, telephone directories and an old                  
computer. The office was plain, a fern plant looked miserable to be there and the walls were decorated                  
with awards and accolades. There was a white board with scribbled case notes that he had spent hours                  
staring at, hoping the cases would solve themselves.  

Marshal seated himself at his desk and took a long hard look at the couple before him. “Excuse the mess,                    
my wife always complains about how I am like a tornado leaving debris in my wake. Only I call it                    
organised chaos, what can I do for you?” he asked. His curiosity aroused by the exchange between them                  
and Nancy Drunk, as he had nicknamed her.  

“Well… Detective, it’s a strange one. Lindsay got a prank call two days ago now and the caller said the                    
same rhyme as that drunken woman if you heard.” Lee paused to wait for the detective to say if he had or                      
hadn’t. 

Marshal nodded without expression or a word. 

Lee continued. “Then she got another call at work yesterday saying something similar. I was trying to be a                   
good boss and make sure that my employee was safe. Seeing as she had just broken up from her                   
boyfriend, her car broke down and her cat went missing.”  

Marshal looked up and stopped scribbling notes on his jotter. “Please continue.” 

Lee cleared his throat. “I offered to take her to lunch and calm her down and try to figure out what was                      
going on. It was apparent to me that Lindsay was really scared and so I offered for her to stay at my                      
apartment until we could figure out who was making the calls and if she received one while I was with her,                     
she would then have a witness also.”  

Marshal sensed this was an edited version of events.  

Lindsay spoke, her voice quivering but clear. “Then, Lee received a prank call this morning saying a                 
similar thing only this time, somebody asked him for help. They didn’t give any details. That’s when we                  
decided to come here.” 
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Marshal sat back and rubbed at the day old grey stubble on his chin. “Did you recognise the voice?” he                    
asked looking at Lee then Lindsay. 

Lee sounded apologetic.“It was female and sounded like it was coming from a badly tuned radio but that’s                  
all…”  

Having sat for a while watching the couple, Marshal figured that they were lovers and somehow strangers                 
at the same time. He decided it was none of his business. He could see that the pair of them had had a                       
fright. Both were tense, wide-eyed and confused, but there was something else about them that he                
couldn’t quite put his finger on; Mr Waterman seemed like he was holding something back. Instead of                 
following his hunch he followed protocol. “What’s the name of your ex-boyfriend, Miss Delfino?” 

Lindsay glanced at Lee. The look on her face told the detective that his question had introduced the                  
sudden and horrifyingly idea that her ex could be responsible for the calls. “Steven Lomack. I have left                  
him a ton of messages asking him to come and pick up his clothes and stuff. He hasn’t returned voicemail                    
or text.” 

“Huh…” replied Marshal as he sat forward and made notes. “When did you last see him?” 

“It’s been over a week now. He just stormed out. My cat went missing at the same time. I figured that he                      
may have taken her.” Her voice was flat. She looked hopeful at the suggestion that this was all Steven’s                   
doing. Although Marshal got the notion that deep down that it had nothing to do with him. “But, how did                    
that Nancy, know what our prank calls were about?” Lindsay asked as an afterthought. 

Marshal looked up from his notes and directly at Lee and then Lindsay. “Good question and I intend on                   
having a word with our resident Nancy Drunk.” Marshal stood and indicated that the couple should do too.                  
“I have all I need for now and will make some enquiries. You gave contact details to the desk didn’t you?” 

Lee nodded and took hold of Lindsay’s hand. “When will we hear from you?” he asked. “It is probably a                    
coincidence that Nancy knew of the calls…” Lee's tone of voice, rather than his words, justified Marshal’s                 
suspicions that the man knew more than he was letting on. He wondered whether Lee might actually                 
know Nancy. Lindsay’s cell phone rang and she tugged it out of her jeans pocket. She looked at the                   
screen and tapped the answer button and loudspeaker. “Hello?” she said in a hoarse voice, caked in                 
trepidation. 

“Help, please help… it is in the mist… The moon is calling…”  

The first part of the message sounded like it came through a radio, and the voice sounded panicked; the                   
second part was even more crackly and whispered. The last part was very female and the voice sounded                  
both elderly and amused. 

“Help, please help… it is in the mist… The moon is calling…”  

Lindsay looked up from her phone and at the detective. “This is what we are talking about.” 

Marshal scratched his head then wiped his chin. “I see or heard rather. Very alarming indeed, I suggest                  
that you try and record all your calls from now on. We may need them if the case goes to court. We'll also                       
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tap your phone, with your permission of course, and I will be in touch soon” Lindsay struggled to pocket                   
her phone. Lee touched her shoulder to guide her towards the door.  

“Thanks, Detective,” Lee said with a slight grin. 
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Chapter Six 
It had been a few days since the last call that had come through at the police station. Lee and Lindsay                     
returned to work. He'd moved her desk to outside his office window so he could see if she needed his                    
attention. The other employees seemed confused and put out by furniture rearrangement and the fact that                
they were arriving and leaving work together. It had been hard to focus on their lives as boss and                   
employee. Dealing with the itineraries, tasks and paperwork on top of strong emotional and physical               
changes were almost as traumatic as the phone calls.  

Today was no exception, they had arrived at work before the other staff, set out the day's plan and made                    
plans for after work. Every evening after sunset, they were hungry for one another and at the mercy of                   
their desire. They woke up to injuries they didn't remember how they had occurred. 

 

*** 

 

Lindsay was inputting data. She felt tired like she hadn’t slept properly all week. All her needs seemed                  
heightened.  

Her fingers tapped her keyboard. She jerked her office chair back from her desk suddenly. Where there                 
should have been a spreadsheet on her monitor, instead it was black. A static image began to wave into                   
focus. Lindsay sat wide-eyed and open-mouthed as she saw an image of a woman in her early thirties                  
running through woodland barefoot, in shorts and a T-shirt. A dog was chasing her then the image faded                  
to black then another emerged. This time it showed a grainy picture of a cabin surrounded by woodland.                  
Lindsay became aware of Lee standing at her side and pointed at the computer screen.  

* * * 

Lee had seen Lindsay jerk back as if she had been electrocuted. She looked ridged and scared. He had                   
rushed out of the office and saw what she was pointing at; all he could do was watch in horror.  

The next image Lee and Lindsay saw was a black screen with a whole moon rising and falling. He heard                    
the other workers shuffling and peeking over their units. Some crowded around the back of them and                 
others began whispering.  

Lee switched Lindsay’s computer off quickly. “I have seen enough.” He turned to the rest of the people                  
around him. “Early finish today guys with full pay now get on home.” Everybody scrambled for their                 
belongings and made for the elevators. Lee wandered back into his office and slumped in his chair.                 
Lindsay followed and sat across from him in the heavy Italian leather chair.  

Lee dry washed his face then brushed his hair out of his eyes, only for it to fall back again. He leaned                      
over and reached into his desk drawer for two glasses and a bottle of scotch. He believed all                  
businessmen and cops had alcohol stashed as he did, like in the movies, for times of hardship, trauma or                   
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celebration. The first two of his reasons justified breaking out the scotch. He half filled one glass and held                   
it towards Lindsay, who took it and sat back down without a word. He poured his own and gulped down a                     
large mouth full, hissing as the burn ripped the inside of his throat. 

Lindsay shifted uncomfortably. “Tell me, please Lee.” With her words, his hopes to shield a secret died. 

He looked towards the window to his right, a large floor to ceiling tinted window. He saw bellowing storm                   
clouds racing over the city. “I know that cabin,” he said dryly and took a sip of scotch. “I used to be                      
married. Fresh out of high school, two highly strung teenagers in love and we took off into the sunset.                   
Only one of us came back.” 

The room seemed as dark as Lee's mood. He stood and walked over to the window and looked down into                    
the wet city streets, people with umbrellas and some holding newspaper over their heads as they dashed                 
along the sidewalks. Streaks of rain splattered across the glass, reflecting his inner turmoil. “We went to                 
the cabin, it was her father's, he died when she was still a young girl and it was all she had left of him. Her                         
mother was abusive and had too many lovers and didn’t care for Louise.”  

He turned and looked over at Lindsay and she nodded for him to continue. “One night she went out for                    
firewood and disappeared. I went looking for her but found nothing. I called the police who brought me                  
back to my parent’s house. I spent most of my time fighting to get back out there to look for Louise, but                      
the cops wouldn’t let me. I was a suspect, number one suspect.”  

* * * 

Lindsay listened; she felt a connection between herself and Louise and a sudden sadness spewed into                
her erratic panic and terror. Her relationship with her own mother was frayed and distant due to similar                  
behaviour. “Maybe the plea for help is Louise?” 

Lee came over and knelt at her side. “I hope that it isn’t anything to do with Louise, it would be too painful                       
to know what happened to her. As long as I don’t know, there is hope that she is okay and that I didn’t fail                        
to protect her.” He came over to her went to his knees in front of her and tears brimmed those hazel                     
silvery eyes, "she has to to be alive, I can't believe she isn't."  

Lindsay stroked his face as he buried his head in her lap and cried. She felt there was something off in his                      
story, but didn’t want to judge him. He was all she had in this whole situation. Lindsey rubbed his tense                    
shoulders and felt him clawing at the sides of her thighs. Lee tugged at her leggings and she heard the                    
material rip. He pulled her to the edge of the chair and spread her legs wide as he tugged off and threw                      
her leggings aside. He kissed her long and hard, she felt his fingers rubbing and probing roughly at her                   
pussy. Her clitoris bulged and the movements became slippery. 

* * * 

Lee wanted to banish all thoughts of Louise and that day from his mind and soul. Here and now, he felt                     
forgiven. Lindsay’s tongue explored his mouth and she was all he wanted. He heard her stifled gasp as                  
he sank two fingers deep into her dripping pussy. He slammed into her hard and felt her fingernails dig                   
into his shoulder. Lee played in and out of her with his fingers for a while before he kissed his way down                      
Lindsay’s body and then spread his tongue over her pussy. He tasted her sweet juices, running into his                  
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mouth and trickling down his throat. Her body was pushing against his mouth, moving in time with his                  
lapping and sucking. 

Lindsay pushed Lee back and he stood for his next move. He leaned back on the desk as she unbuttoned                    
his shirt, unzipped his trousers and unleashed his hard throbbing cock from his boxer shorts.  

Lee groaned and massaged her breasts. He felt her mouth around the end of his cock. Her sucking was                   
hard and hypnotic. Entranced by the sensation, he felt her tugging at his balls gently, felt her kisses on                   
them before she returned to her passionate sucking and rubbing as her tongue cradled his cock end. He                  
pulled her up into his arms. His tongue traced her lips before he sank it into her mouth. 

She panted as Lee roughly bent her over the desk. Lindsay brought up one leg and perched it on the                    
edge. The end of his cock nudged hard at her pussy and the anticipation turned into an internal scream of                    
pure selfish desire for penetration. Another nudge and the tip of his cock entered her a little way. She                   
yelled out in frustration. He was teasing her and she smiled to let him know she understood. He pulled out                    
and slapped her ass with a loud cracking sound. Lindsay cried out and he slapped her ass again. She                   
shuddered every time he slapped her and he found her arousal raising his own. He penetrated her just a                   
fraction then pulled out so he could fuck her with his tongue. He heard her cries of frustration as he                    
teased her more and more. Eventually, he couldn’t take much more of his own teasing and his cock dived                   
into her as he continued to slap her ass. He heard her murmuring between groans as he gave her quick                    
hard thrusts. With her hair entwined in his fingers, he pulled her head back and kissed her as he                   
continued to pump into her tight, drenched pussy.  

A primal and primitive feeling of desire came over him as they fucked and scratched at each other. She                   
pushed him back and swung him around, effortlessly and lent on him, kissing him all over. He lay back                   
and beneath Lindsay as she climbed on to of him on the desk as she pounded onto his cock, fast and                     
without inhabitation. They were locked into each other’s sexual demands without a coherent word. They               
were calling out, growling, screaming and moaning... unaware of the dark shadow in the corner of the                 
room, reaching towards them then, with a skeletal finger, pointing towards the window as the clouds gave                 
way to reveal the perfect half of a large moon. 

Lee howled through his orgasm. Lindsay clawed down his chest leaving gaping wounds that spilt blood                 
as she moaned with her own explosion of pleasure. She scrambled off the desk and began lapping at the                   
blood. Lee pulled her close, licked and sucked her bloody mouth. They were now lost to lust and                  
pleasure. 
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Chapter Seven 
The sound of a machine woke Lee. He looked up and saw one of the cleaning staff buffering the marble                    
flooring just outside his office. He gently patted Lindsay. “Come on, quietly. The cleaning staff will be in                  
here soon and we need to get dressed and get out of here.”  

Lindsay looked around, disorientated, grabbed her skirt and blouse. Taking her ripped leggings and              
shoving them into her handbag just in time to see an elderly janitor pop his head around the door.  

“Sorry, I hadn’t realised that you were still here Mr Waterman. I'll come back soon.” 

Lee glanced and blushed at Lindsay. He felt like a teenager caught by his grandfather. “No worries,                 
Charlie. We are just heading out.”  

Charlie smiled and backed out to give them privacy. 

They left the office building and went across the street to a coffee house to get some breakfast and plan                    
their day. As they waited for their order, Lee called his brother Cody and asked him to stand in for him at                      
the office. Cody was a freelance writer with a lot of spare time now his books and articles were selling in                     
their thousands. He had plenty of background knowledge of the business and was a silent partner in the                  
firm. Cody didn’t ask any questions and agreed with too much delight to stand in and hold down the fort.  

Lindsay sipped her coffee and then pointed at the list."I want to call in at my place after breakfast to check                     
mail and messages. Please, write that down on a ‘to do list." 

As they were halfway through eating their meal, Lindsay dropped her fork and dumped the coffee cup as                  
if she had just thought of something but then hesitated for a moment... 

“What is it?” Lee asked. She looked as though she was itching to ask a question. Her eyes lit up and a                      
delicate smile appeared on her face. 

Lindsay shifted her bacon from one side of the plate to the other, before speaking at last. “If this situation                    
involves Louise, you are going to have to face up to it just like I would have to face up to that Steven                       
maybe involved. As far-fetched as it might seem, we should explore all avenues.” 

Lee thought for a moment, Lindsay had a point and if it was the other way around then he would suggest                     
the same. Guilt shadowed his musing suddenly and he coughed to hide the wince at her suggestion                 
deciding that the less he said the better, he nodded. “Okay. What is your plan?” 

Lindsay eagerly continued. “While we are at my place, I am going to turn the place upside down. We need                    
to search for anything that could be related to the situation and Steven. And any hard evidence that he is                    
or isn’t involved so that we can move to the next area of search.” 

Lee stirred his coffee, he had a feeling what the next area would be. “Yes, I think that is a good idea. Tell                       
me, what will be the next search area?” His voice sounded lower and deeper than he had intended. 
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Lindsay reached out and held his fingers within hers. “Then we go to the last place you saw Louise.” She                    
lifted his hand and kissed his fingers as she said the name. “I am sorry that you have to go back there but                       
if there is any chance that it will put an end to all this then we must.” 

Lee leaned over and kissed her forehead. “Let’s get going.” 

* * * 

The rain lashed at the windscreen and made driving to Lindsay’s place tedious and slow. Eventually when                 
they pulled up the rain eased off. They made a run for the front door and Lindsay struggled with the key                     
as the wind blasted at her. The key engaged and turned; she shoved the door open with a bang.                   
Switching the lights on as they made their way to the kitchen, Lindsay heard a familiar sound. It was                   
coming from the back door and when she opened it, Suki, her cat came running in. The cat was thin and                     
her fur was dirty, patchy and wet. Lindsay lifted the wet cat into her arms and snuggled her. Suki instantly                    
began purring and mewing.  

Lee grabbed a towel and handed it to Lindsay. She wrapped the cat up into a bundle like a baby and                     
soothed her while Lee prepared Suki’s meal.  

They both watched as the cat gratefully scoffed the food. The sound of Suki purring was enough to show                   
Lindsay that the cat loved her as much as she loved it. Once the cat had been sorted, it was time for them                       
to start the search.  

Lindsay played her answering machine while going through some of both hers and Steven’s stuff. She                
searched their books too. The titles were as diverse as the authors, from Maz Marik to Carmilla Voiez,                  
Deborah Noel, Mike Casto and Paul Flewit. She and Steven had shared a love of horror stories. That was                   
before she started experiencing her own all too real horror story, but even now she longed to slip into                   
Carmilla’s dark seductive worlds of ‘Starblood’ and ‘Basement Beauty’ or tumble around in Maz Marik’s               
zombie infested ‘End Storm’. She glanced at Lee who was rummaging through some old papers in a box                  
labelled Steven’s files. Lindsay watched his face change between disinterested to confused and then              
back to concentration. She wondered if they would be a couple once this nightmare was over. 

One by one, Steven’s belonging were scrutinised and boxed up. Last on Lindsay’s plan was opening and                 
reading her mail. At the bottom of the pile, there was a plain yellow envelope. Scribbled italic handwriting                  
read, Lindsay & Lee, The moon. She showed it to Lee and he quickly came over and sat beside her on                     
the floor in the living room. They read the letter in silence, a fearful terror growing with every word. 

Lindsay and Lee, 

You are part of a cycle called turning of the worlds. A mist will find you and give you a quest. If you turn 
away from this, you will be bound to be a creature of the night for eternity. Come to the cabin as one of 

you did once before.  

The call of the moon is upon you. 

Lindsay shook as she read the letter over and over.  
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Lee eventually took it out of her hand and kissed her hard. “We will get through this.” He slammed the                    
letter on the coffee table and took out his cell phone. 

“Who are you calling?” she asked, standing up. 

Lee looked at her as he held the phone to his ear. “Hello, my name is Lee Waterman and I would like to                       
speak with Detective Marshal Anderson. Yes, I will hold.” 

Lindsay sat nervously on the sofa and listened to Lee tell the detective about the letter. All she could do                    
was stare at the yellow paper. How could such a simple object cause not just one soul but two to despair.                     
A tumble of questions spilt into her mind, was it a cruel practical joke? Was it a part of life nobody spoke                      
of? Was it all a game and if so what were the rules? 

* * * 

When Lee finished his call, Lindsay was staring wide eyed at the envelope. He felt responsible for her                  
fear, terror and the entire situation. Lindsay had been somehow caught up in his penance. The feelings                 
he had for her were growing stronger by the day. With his mind in total confusion and bewilderment, he                   
sat on the sofa beside Lindsay. She fell back on him and he wrapped his arms around her. They both                    
stared at the envelope. Suki jumped onto Lindsay’s lap and snuggled between her and Lee. Her purring                 
comforted him. What ever was going to happen next, he had to face up to the fact he could lose the                     
game, his life could end and so could Lindsay's... 
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Chapter Eight 
Twenty-four hours after the discovery of the letter, Lee and Lindsay were packing to visit the cabin where                  
Lee said was the last time he saw Lousia, they had made a copy and taken photos on their phone of the                      
letter for reference they may need it in future if they were to take it seriously. The police had taken the                     
letter into evidence and Detective Marshal Anderson had spoken to them about one of the phone traces,                 
it came up with a distant location as the origin for at least two of the calls. When Lee had looked up the                       
location, it seemed like the calls had been made from an abandoned town within the New York state                  
called Waterville. Lee recognised it as a place he knew well, he didn't tell Lindsay.  

The couple sat over morning coffee before preparing for the road trip.  

She glanced at him sitting across from her at the breakfast bar. “I started keeping track of the moon                   
cycles after the incident at the police station. Every message, call and clue seem to be related to the                   
moon. Tonight is going to be a full moon. I just know tonight something bad is going to happen.” Lindsay                    
explained as she took a sip of coffee, looking down at her notes. 

Lee shifted in his seat, un-easily as if nervous. “We have no option but to try and get to the bottom of this.                        
I know at first I was reluctant to go back to that cabin but now I have had time to think about it, I know I                          
have too, it may be just as upsetting for you.” He urged. 

She glared at him, "what do you mean?" 

Lee stood and began clearing breakfast away and didn't meet her eyes. “I feel with every moment closer                  
to nightfall that our lives hang in the balance. I want to preserve the good between us that is all and I feel                       
ghosts of the past should remain there.” 

A tense silence fell between them as Lee’s words sank in. She was getting an instinctual bad feeling                  
about Lee like he wasn't telling her everything. She shrugged, maybe he was just protecting her. 

When they set off, the day had a cold bite to the breeze and the autumn sunshine did nothing to warm                     
their skin.  

They dropped Suki off at Lindsay’s friend Maria’s house. 

Lee stayed the car while Lyndsay went to her friend. “Please look after her, we won’t be long I promise.” 

Maria’s concern was etched across her face. “Don’t worry, I will. I am worried about you though, you look                   
pale and stressed. Is that Steven causing trouble again?” 

Lindsay smiled reassuringly at Maria. “No, I… can’t explain in a short time and we and I mean, me and                    
my boss are on a time limit to get where we are headed.” 

Maria leaned to one side to get a glimpse of Lee. “Where are you going?” 
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“New York or just near. I also promise when I get back we will go for cocktails and I will tell you all about                        
it.” She told Maria. 

“He is nice, I like him and you must introduce us when you get back. You need romance in your life.” 

“Thank you again, Maria. I love you and I will be back soon.” Lindsay and Maria embraced quickly and                   
waved a farewell. 

Lindsay turned around once when she reached the car, Maria still had a troubled look on her face. She                   
blew her a kiss and hopped into the car. Lee pulled the car away from the curb. 

*** 

 

Lee wanted to make a stop by his office before their journey took them on to open road. He asked                    
Lindsay to say behind and wait for him, she had agreed although, when he reached the lobby, he                  
regretted not having her by his side.  

The lobby was quiet, dark and there was nobody about. It was Wednesday morning. There should have                 
been a bustle of people, but Lee could hear the reception phones ringing out and could feel the emptiness                   
around him. He chose to ignore the phones and made his way to the elevator. That too was dark as if the                      
power had been cut. He stepped inside and saw a grim outline of his reflection in the mirrors on all sides                     
of the elevator. Lee didn’t want to lean against the mirror, remembering what happened in the ladies'                 
bathroom. He closed his eyes on his reflection and began to hum as he waited for the bell and doors to                     
open at his third-floor offices. He glanced back the elevator, his reflection hadn’t turned with him and was                  
now watching as he stepped out into the corridor. He shivered and took a wide step away. 

The lights shone brightly on the third floor and stung his eyes after the darkness of the elevator and lobby.                    
The office looked empty. Lee opened the glass doors and saw Matilda at her desk with her back toward                   
him. She didn’t give him any indication that she knew he was there. She was stiff and sat upright in a                     
position that looked unnatural. 

He approached slowly.“Matilda? Where is everybody?” 

Matilda didn’t answer. Lee came up closer and swung her chair back, he almost urinated. 

Her skin was grey and cracked. Her eyes looked as though they had been burned out and were now                   
smoking holes within her dried up face. Her mouth gaped, toothless and blackened. As she sprang to life,                  
he stumbled back. 

“The call of the moon is upon you,” Matilda hissed. She stepped forward, hand outstretched, reaching for                 
Lee’s shirt. He heard her breath rasping, rattling as he stepped backwards and away from her. She                 
stumbled and fell; her body crumbled as it lay lifeless on the office floor.  

Lee jumped out of the way and ran past her to his office. He made his way quickly to the safe. He fumbled                       
the combination twice, terror shaken fingers hitting the wrong keys. Lee kept looking behind then back at                 
the safe waiting for it to blink green and allow him access to its contents. A crackling speaker played the                    
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same message over and over. ‘The moon will be high, the moon will be bright and it will call on you upon                      
the night.’  

He saw the safe’s green light blink on and opened the door. Inside was a handgun, some cash and, from                    
right at the back, Lee grabbed a yellow envelope and stuffed it into his pocket. He took the gun and cash                     
as an afterthought although he knew the gun would be useless. He wanted to destroy the letter as soon                   
as he got the chance and if anything went wrong, the police raided his office, at least they wouldn’t find                    
the letter. He didn’t want anybody getting any ideas, including Lindsay. 

Making his way back out of the office and to the elevator, he caught a glimpse of something outside the                    
offices of Coleman & Sons. Lee knew what it was and what it wanted. He walked quickly to the elevator                    
and stopped in his tracks as he saw his reflection waving back at him with a scowl, yellowed aged skin                    
and dark holes for eyes, like Matilda's. 

Lee sensed a movement further down the corridor coming ever closer. He slammed out of the fire-door                 
exit and took the stairs two at a time, slipping and sliding, until he reached the bottom then, with relief, he                     
let himself out into the parking lot. 

* * * 

Lindsay saw Lee running towards the car; he looked terrified. Something didn't make sense. The car                
shook as Lee opened the door and jumped in. Lindsay sat quietly and watched as he struggled to fire up                    
the engine and set off. He didn’t speak to her, he seemed distracted as if something had happened in the                    
office, and it was apparent that he wasn’t going to share the experience. 

They set off out of the city and on to the open road. 

The two them had been on the road for five hours, most in silent contemplation, the sun was beginning its                    
daily descent and Lindsay watched the blood red sunset in horror. They were nowhere near Waterville or                 
New York, they still had another five maybe six hours or more drive before they would be anywhere near                   
to where they needed to be.  

Lee pulled the car into a motel parking lot. 

“Why are we stopping. The sun is nearly set and that means nightfall is here. We need to keep going.”                    
Lindsay cried out. 

He could hear the panic in her voice, but there was nothing he could do. “We need a break, some food                     
and coffee. Then we will head out again,” he told her as he squeezed her hand in his. 

Lindsay looked horrified at his reply. “Promise we will be quick. I really don’t want to stop.” 

Lee leaned over and kissed her. “We will be okay, I promise.” 

They entered the diner and took a seat by the window. A plump waitress in a long skirt and flowery blouse                     
took their order and poured fresh coffee from a jug before walking away shaking her head. 

Lindsay watched as the last remains of the sun’s light becoming a crimson spear on the horizon. A thin                   
fog was rising from the asphalt, barely noticeable but it was there, and Lindsay began chewing her nails,                  
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something she hadn’t done since she was a teen. Her nerves were frayed and there wasn’t any way of                   
removing herself from what was to come. She almost jumped out of the booth when the waitress brought                  
over their order of chicken salad with wholemeal bread. Lindsay looked at her apologetically. She               
watched Lee tuck into his meal. It was strange that he didn’t seem agitated any more like he was                   
pretending to be in a normal situation and that this was an everyday moment... something about him had                  
changed and it wasn't just her imagination and frayed nerves making her paranoid. 

The noise of the diner fell away. Lee began to gag. Lindsay looked across the table and saw that the tasty                     
salad with succulent roasted chicken was ravished by mould, writhing with maggots and crawling with               
scuttling beetles. His coffee had a thick layer of gunk with green spots. He looked up at Lindsay,                  
disgusted. 

A radio auto-tuned through different channels before settling on the familiar rhyme. The air stank of                
mildew, rotten food and decay. They stood and studied their surroundings. Lindsay sobbed as she               
noticed the dead bodies slumped on the stools by the counter. A family of two adults and two small                   
children in one of the nearby booths sat lifeless, face down on mouldy food plates. She could see every                   
detail of the devastation surrounding them. 

Lee took hold of her hand and pulled her towards the exit. Walking slowly to the car, she noticed other                    
changes. There was woodland at either side of the road instead of open fields. The other cars in the                   
parking lot looked abandoned long ago - rusty and covered in dust. The radios all fired up to life with the                     
rhyme and the mist became thicker. 

Lindsay could still feel Lee clutching her hand and she tugged him closer so that she could see him.                   
Footsteps were coming closer and at a speed. The sound circled them and they tried to turn and follow                   
the direction the step was coming from. 

Then she saw it, a hooded figure at quite a distance, standing very still. The footsteps died away, and                   
they were left holding their breath and waiting for the hooded figure's next move.  

“I am the mist, I am the moon and I call upon you. Find your way back and you will move forward,” the                       
feminine voice whispered.  

The ground began to shake, breaking up the asphalt and revealing a chasm that appeared bottomless.                
Lindsay cried out and tried to regain a hold of Lee’s hand but it was too late. She began to fall. 
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Chapter Nine 
Lindsay woke on the floor of a classroom. She looked around as she got up from the dusty floorboards. 
The desks were old fashioned flip-lids, graffiti etched into the wood. She moved around the room and 
studied her new surroundings some more. There were dead plants on the windowsill. The lights flickered. 
There was a Roman blind bashing against the far end window and Lindsay hurried towards it to see what 
lay beyond. 
Pulling the cord, she jumped. The view was so unexpected, a brick wall. Lindsay couldn’t understand 
where the breeze was coming from. She didn’t want to touch the wall or anything else within the 
classroom. 
She spun around as another sound caught her attention. On the blackboard, a chalk-drawn message 
began to appear. She read aloud as she walked towards it. 
“Remember me, I am your task. I am your memories and your soul. Escape me and find the road.”  
The classroom door swung open and she saw the corridor beyond was in total darkness. Her heart 
pounded and her mind racing. All the while, tears ran down her face and her hands trembled. When she 
reached the door, Lindsay saw that a water pipe was loose and the floor was an inch deep with slush. 
She yanked the rest of the pipe free and shuffled forward into the darkness with her new weapon poised 
like a baseball player waiting for the shot of a lifetime.  
Having two choices, neither of which seemed very appealing, Lindsay chose to take the corridor ahead of 
her as she could see a light at the far end. The other corridor looked infinitely empty and dark. 
Step by step, she felt like each was another step towards death. Lindsay noticed noises, water dripping 
and sloshing. Hinges from the motionless classroom doors creaked as she passed them. Every now and 
then she heard the wind, whistling through the air vents.  
Something was moving, dragging or being dragged, at the far end of the corridor and out of sight. The 
only light was too far away to illuminate what was between her and the noise. Lindsay held her breath 
then sidestepped slowly to the edge of the corridor. Her shoulder clanged against a locker door. “Fuck!” 
she said in a harsh whisper. 
The dragging sound didn’t appear to be coming towards her, but she didn’t want to close the distance. 
She stood still and waited until mustering up the courage to continue. 
She only moved when she could hear the sound and could gauge how near or far away it was. Having 
edged her way towards what, she could now see, was a single lit candle in a jar and the end wall. She 
looked around the corner and bent over instantly and vomited. 
The torso of a small being, on the end of a rope, was swinging like a pendulum along the vinyl floor. A 
dark streak of smeared blood lubricated its momentum.  
There was another light at the end of the new corridor. She manoeuvred around the torso of a child or 
perhaps a very petite woman, it was hard to tell, and Lindsay didn’t want a closer look. She heard it, still 
dragging, behind her and had to breathe away the need to vomit again. 
A door swung open and a shard of milky-blue light spilt into her path. Lindsay yelped and jumped back, 
clutching the pipe, ready to hit anything that sprung out at her. 
Peering through the thin line between the door and the frame, the room looked empty. Lindsay ventured 
closer and took a wider view. It was just another dusty and abandoned classroom. The room empty bar 
one desk and one chair. “Please Jesus, the goddess, Satan or any of you that exist, please get me 
through this alive.” 
Lindsay shuffled into the room and bashed the door against the wall in case anything was hiding behind it. 
The chalkboard had a new message. “Are you ready to revisit a life lesson?” 
She had no choice but to do as this strange place and messages directed. She sat at the desk and 
suddenly the room was filled with other people, children. A teacher giving class and sunshine blasted in 
through the windows. She recognised the teacher. Her name was Mrs Fletcher, from elementary school. 

https://enjaytaylor.wordpress.com/ 

https://enjaytaylor.wordpress.com/


“Today, kids we are going to learn about families. I want you to write down a little information or a story 
telling me about your family,” she explained then turned to look directly at Lindsay. “Did you hear me, 
open your notebook and you can begin.” 
Lindsay remembered that lesson. It had been the week that her father and mother had split up. On that 
day during class, she had cried and hadn’t been able to write or draw anything. Mrs Fletcher called her 
mother and Lindsay had been in trouble when she got home. 
Her mother was a proud woman although to Lindsay there wasn’t much to be proud of. All the same, her 
mother punished her. Lindsay shivered at the memory and began to write and draw about her family like 
she should have all those years ago. The Lindsay finished and laid her pencil on the desk.  
Mrs Fletcher came over and picked up the paper and scrutinised it. Then she looked back at Lindsay. 
“You will get good marks for this.” 
Lindsay was about to say something when the room became dark, Mrs Fletcher turned skeletal and so 
too did the others as they all turned to look at her. 
She screamed and jumped out of the chair then backed out of the room. Back in the dark corridor the 
door slammed shut and Lindsay was left alone once more.  
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Chapter Ten 
 
Lee stumbled and tumbled over rough ground for what seemed like a lifetime. The ground beneath his 
feet became damp, the grass became longer and soon he was wading through a swamp. Tangled 
mangroves tugged at his trouser legs and shirt. He saw what looked to be a farmhouse in the distance.  
His wet clothing clung to his skin. Sweat beaded his brow and Lee winced as his headache was 
becoming worse. When he reached the porch of the house, he stopped dead in his tracks. His mouth 
became dry as sadness and fear seeped in. He sat on the porch steps, not wanting to continue. 
He knew what was behind that door and didn’t want to replay the scene. He held his hand over his dirty, 
sweaty face and tears started to flow.  
When Lee looked up he saw the hooded figure at the edge of the swamp. He had nothing short of 
contempt for it. 
He'd been caught up in all this for so long that he had allowed himself to feel the hope of being free. Now 
he knew it was an illusion and he was being made to play a game with unknown rules. Lee knew he had 
to find his way back to Lindsay but, like so many times before, he knew he would probably fail. 
With a deep breath, Lee heaved himself to stand. He turned to ascend the steps. He was going to play 
differently this time and instead of slowly turning the doorknob, Lee kicked it wide open with a bang. 
Within seconds, he found his way to the bedroom and saw the same woman as he had upon his first visit 
to the house. 
“Well, hello stranger.” A dark-haired woman greeted him. Her skin pale, she was very thin and her face 
had sharp features. Her lips were scarlet and at that moment were wrapped around an open bottle of 
Jack Daniels and if teasing a blowjob at him.  
“Tell me where to find her?” Lee asked, his stomach churning as he looked down at the woman. 
She was naked; her legs were widely spread and a man was kneeling between them. His only feature 
was a mouth and he was grunting as he lapped at the woman's pussy. With her free hand, she massaged 
the long thick cock of another featureless man. 
She stood up and kicked away the man on his knees. Her scarlet lips folded over the others cock and she 
sucked noisily. All the while her dark brown eyes watched Lee. 
Lee knew to just wait. It wouldn’t get him anywhere acting out now. The woman threw the empty bourbon 
bottle at him and laughed as it smashed at his feet. She was continuing to suck and the man, that had 
been on his knees, was now standing. 
Lee saw him aligning his cock with her anus. He heard her gasp as the man’s cock was slid slowly into 
her. The woman was guided backwards so that she sat on the man’s cock. The other positioned himself 
between her open thighs and entered her pussy. Both men fucking her, she began to heave and laugh 
and moan.  
“Your bitch was mine, first. She is probably whining to her fucking teachers!” she shrilled at him.  
Lee rubbed his chin. Something was different. He had never heard that line before. 
Suddenly the room was sunlit and he could smell bacon, toast and fresh coffee. He turned and looked 
into the kitchen and saw the same woman in a yellow dress with a white apron pouring coffee and orange 
juice. She was humming and smiling. She looked up and screamed and a look of surprise stared right at 
him. 
Her throat appeared to have been sliced by an unseen blade and Lee had to step out of the way of the 
spraying arterial blood. 
The house trembled and began falling apart around him.  
With an effort, he ran for the front door and expected to find himself in the swamp again. When Lee 
looked around, he was amazed. This was a new place and there was no telling what was in store for him. 
Lee surmised that he was now in a town, quiet and empty. He didn’t know if he ought to like it was a win, 
but he with a heavy exhale of breath, relieved to get away from that house. 
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He had lost count of how many times he had replayed that scene. He knew to prepare for what lay ahead 
of him and didn’t take the new ground for granted. The town was small with one central street. All the 
stores looked empty and closed. 
As he reached the end of the road, he saw a crossroads that led out towards several houses. None of 
them looked familiar; how was he to decide which one to search first?  
He saw a young girl at the end of the road to his left. Lee studied her for a moment and saw that she was 
waving. 
He took his first step towards her, the path had been chosen for him and it was probably best to follow. As 
he got closer, the little girl skipped away from the gate post. 
Lee didn’t want to lose her so his walk turned into a jog. When he reached the gate, the garden was 
deserted and the only thing moving was a rope swing with a tire on the end of it that dangled from a 
willow tree. He chose to search the grounds first and went over to the swing. In almost a whisper, "very 
cliche"  
A twig snapped behind, made him jump, “You should have played by the rules in the first place,” the girl’s 
voice sang out. 
Lee swung around then backed up against the tree. The young girl stood directly behind him, if he had to 
guess, she was about five maybe six years old. 
In her hands was a rabbit, bloody and skinned but, to his horror, still alive. The little girl had curly blonde 
hair and grey eyes that reminded him of Lindsay.  
“What are the fucking rules?” he asked. He wouldn’t have spoken to just any child that way, but he knew 
she wasn’t just any child, but something out of this nightmare. 
“You want to find her don’t you?”  
Lee stood up straight and calmed himself. “Yes, Yes I do. Please tell me where?” 
“You are her husband, are you not?” the little girl asked him, her voice high and giggly.  
Lee gulped at the question, stung by its honesty. 
He looked around the lawns then up at the house. It was a wooden clapboard structure that looked to 
have been built around the early nineteenth century. It was painted forget-me-not blue with white window 
and door frames. In any other circumstances, Lee would think this the ideal place to start and raise a 
family. 
When he tore his stare away from the house and down, the girl was gone, but she had left him something. 
He bent down and collected a yellow envelope from the grass. Lee opened it and began to read aloud. 
Somehow hearing his own voice brought him a sense of reality.  
“My Dearest Lee, 
We are nearly there. We will be married and ride out into the sunset for a new horizon. I want to watch the 
full moon and the stars every night with you by my side. I have a plan for us to escape, meet me by the 
bridge. 
Love L.” 
“Why! I need to find her. You fucking promised that we would both be safe and you would let me fucking 
go.” He screamed and then broke down. “Lindsay I need you so much. I love you so much. 
With tears rolling down his cheeks, Lee had to bend over and hold himself before screaming into the air. 
The pain of losing her was too much, much more painful than losing himself to this nightmare. He wanted 
Lindsay by his side. 
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Chapter Eleven 
 
At the sixth candle, Lindsay found some double doors that appeared to be an exit from this strange school 
of never-ending corridors. When she opened them, there was a blinding moment then she found herself 
at the edge of a mangrove swamp.  
Lindsay knew this place. It was her old house before moving to a new town. Her mother and father had 
broken up here. 
Lindsay remembered her once beautiful mother becoming a stranger. Her mother used to be gentle. She 
never swore, drank very little and never allowed a man to raise a hand to her daughter. After Lindsay’s 
father left, her mother turned into something unrecognisable and soon the rest of town had begun to 
notice. That was when they moved away. 
The path that used to lead to the house was now lost within the boggy earth and Lindsay had to half-swim 
and half-paddle towards the house. 
At the edge of the bank, Lindsay saw a scrap of material. She thought it looked like the same material as 
Lee’s trousers, but she couldn’t be sure. Having pocketed the scrap, Lindsay made her way towards the 
house. As she approached, she saw that the house lay in ruin. 
There didn’t seem anywhere else to go. There was woodland off to her right and swamp to her left. She 
chose to go right, at least she wouldn’t have to wade through filthy water, only guessing at what lay 
beneath the surface. 
Lindsay found a hefty branch that replaced the corroded rusted water pipe that she had been using as a 
weapon. The branch made for a heavier and longer weapon. The woodland contained a path, leading 
around the undergrowth and bushes and out of sight, but it was foreboding, to say the least. She took a 
deep breath and looked back over the landscape behind her; it was now filled with thick fog. 
The woodland was unfamiliar. Lindsay slowly made her way around the first bend in the path and was 
faced with two directions. She decided to mark the two paths, one with an ‘X’ and the other with a tick. It 
meant that she wouldn’t be going round in circles. Lindsay was tasked to make many of these choices as 
she navigated the woodland and, by the time she reached a clearing, she was exhausted. 
A fallen tree was a welcome seat and Lindsay rested her weary body. She surveyed the area and there 
was nothing remarkable about the woodland. She remembered her dream and wondered if this was the 
same woodland. Would nightfall bring out the dangers? 
With the moment's rest came a rush of emotion. She was tired and frightened and she wanted to find Lee. 
She needed to know if he was safe or if he was even alive. Her clothes were torn, dirty and damp. She 
had mud smeared over her face and encrusted into her hair. There wasn't a muscle that didn't hurt, 
Lindsay was exhausted, shaking and tears welled up in her eyes and stung. Wiping the tears away, she 
stood, ready to move onwards... 
Something rustled at the far side of the clearing and her head jerked upright. Her breathing shallow, her 
grip on the branch tightened. Another rustle but from the right this time and it was nearer. Lindsay 
sidestepped slowly away, towards the only other path leading away from the clearing. She turned and 
was stopped in her tracks, there was a door.  
Lindsay’s mind was now fractured and unable to think as she tried to understand how a door, a plain 
wooden door could just appear out of nowhere. It was certainly a testament that where ever this place 
was, it did not play by earthly laws of physics. “Looks like we’re not in Kansas any more, Toto,” she 
recited from one of her favourite movies.  
Having rubbed a sweating palm a few times her jeans to dry it before reaching out for the door handle, 
she whispered a prayer. Lindsay tugged the handle down and the door swung open easily. She tried to 
see what lay beyond without sticking her head over the threshold. There was nothing but darkness and a 
cool breeze… 
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Lindsay felt somebody shove her towards the door. By the time she recovered and looked back to see 
who had pushed her, the door was gone. 
A flash of light and Lindsay covered her eyes. She eventually took her hands away from her face. Looking 
around, she realised a house stood in front of her and she recognised it as her grandfather’s. Lindsay and 
her mother came to live for a time with her grandfather before finding their own place. It had been a happy 
time and Lindsay had worshipped her grandfather. He told her stories of far-off lands with goblins and 
fairies. She'd known they were just stories but loved them all the same. 
Taking a few steps further toward the front door, she saw it was open and went into the hallway. A radio 
was playing somewhere under her feet and she realised that it was coming from the basement. 
The basement was a room that was forbidden to her. Her grandfather said that he hoped that she would 
never have to know what was in that room. As an adult, she hadn’t given it much thought, but when she 
was small it had plagued her mind. Lindsay crossed the hall, but before she reached the basement door, 
she heard a cough. 
“I told you not to go in there.”  
She spun around in fright. How could it be? she wondered in utter confusion and terror. She backed up till 
her back was pressed against the door. Her eyes widened in fear of what she may see. 
“Are you not going to answer me?” 
Then she saw him. Her grandfather was now appearing in the doorway and smiling at her. Tears rolled 
down her cheeks as grief took over. Her grandfather had died many years ago and left a massive void in 
her life. “Why are you here? How can you be here?” 
He took a smoking pipe from his cardigan pocket, filled it then placed it to his lips, lighting it. A few quick 
puffs and the air between him and Lindsay became filled with an aromatic scent that was overwhelmingly 
nostalgic; a sweet chocolate type of smell. “You don’t need to know that, you just need to know how to not 
to be here.” 
“I don’t understand,” she whispered to him through sniffles. 
“Come and sit with me, you have time.” He turned and moved away from the doorway.  
Lindsay followed him. 
The sitting room was exactly how she remembered. Lots of brass ornaments decorated several shelves. 
There were seascape paintings and wooden model ships that her grandfather had spent many hours 
labouring over. There was a bookshelf behind his chair, filled to the brim with an array of authors and 
subjects, some fiction and others that she wasn’t so sure about. Lindsay took a seat in a green leather 
chair opposite her grandfather.  
“Have you ever heard of runes?” he asked and then puffed slowly on his pipe as he stared at her. 
“Runes as in the ones used for fortune telling?” Lindsay asked, more confused than ever. 
“Well, that is what they are used for these days. However, runes are so much more and to those who 
know how to use them, they are very magical and hold a lot of power.” He paused to take a few more 
puffs. “You see, my mother’s family came from Scandinavia. She was known as a world walker. She used 
runes to walk through the nine worlds upon a full moon and she was said to be a daughter of Niflheim, 
from the Mist World. Our family holds a great treasure that doesn’t belong to the world of humans. It is the 
blood of Hel and the children of the mist and they want it back. The only way this can happen is if you 
lose the game.” 
Lindsay looked at him aghast. She had heard a similar story as a child but thought it to be just that, a 
story. “What are you trying to tell me, that I am a child of the mist, that I am what this is all about?” 
Her grandfather began laughing and coughing as the smoke clouded his breath. “Listen to me carefully. 
Your boyfriend, Lee did something very stupid. He wasn’t to know what he had done until many years 
later. He knows this place and knows it well. I have seen him playing the game from which he cannot 
escape until you find him or he finds you playing the game correctly. It is a wicked trick to call you back 
into this world and lose the game, devised by Hel herself. Lee is so much more to you than you know right 
now, but have patience.” He leaned forward and placed his wrinkled hand on Lindsay’s knee. “I must go. 
In that forbidden room, you will find a book and it will help you.” 
Lindsay watched her grandfather stand up and walk into the hallway. She followed him and then he was 
gone. 
Back in the hallway, she couldn’t see any sign of him or where he may have gone. Lindsay also saw that 
the basement door was now open. “Here goes nothing,” she said to herself with a sigh. 
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Chapter Twelve 
Lee had explored all of the houses in the area and found nothing of interest. He'd set off out of town and                      
now he walked a back country lane with pastures on either side and without any landmarks to indicate                  
where he was or where he was heading. 

He considered how many times it had taken him to get away from the school, the swamps and then the                    
farmhouse before he reached this new place within this forsaken world. Lee had learned many things                
about this place or world whatever anyone wanted to call it, he thought it to be a world of nightmares. One                     
of those things was that he could be walking a swamp one minute and then the next a school corridor. 

He remembered a time when he had walked a landscape of snow for what felt like a lifetime and when he                     
had taken a moment to catch his breath and looked up to a new landscape of black rock and lava pools.                     
Explosions of molten rock had echoed all around. He didn’t understand the reason and this world scared                 
him witless. He kept reminding himself that every time he was brought into this world, it was another step                   
closer to being free of it or so he hoped. 

Lee wanted to find Lindsay and explain the truth about his part in all this mess. He wanted out and                    
Lindsay was the key. When he lied to her about his marriage and the way things went down, he had                    
known she would pay for his deceit. "How could I, have done that to her?" he wondered and kicked up a                     
stone in frustration. That was when he heard something unexpected, water. 

Lee looked up and faced a bridge. It was a rickety, wooden, old bridge over gushing deep water. He                   
looked to his left and right and saw that he was surrounded by woodland. Ahead, beyond the bridge, was                   
a wall of thick fog. 

Lee knew that he had neared the end of this phase and would either have to face the journey all over                     
again or find himself in unfamiliar territory for the second time in five years of playing the game. 

Out of the mist appeared a female figure. Lee knew better than to hope that it was Lindsay. As the female                     
figure came closer, he was reminded of how dangerously beautiful she was. Waist long vibrant blonde                
hair that was almost white. Piercing blue eyes set within a clear pale porcelain face. Her body was slim                   
and tall with curvaceous hips and full ripe breasts. She wore a cloak with a hood that was open in the                     
middle to reveal her mesmerising body adorned with sparkling jewels over her sex and nipples.  

Lee rubbed at his hands together nervously as she came closer. His instincts told him to run but he knew                    
it was futile.  

“Hello, Lee,” her voice sang out to him, rich, smooth and resounding as if she had spoken from a tomb. 

“Hi, I did everything you asked of me.” He took a deep breath as she halted, inches away. He could feel                     
the iciness radiating from her. 
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“Why don’t you address me for who I really am? You know now that I am no longer a meek human, that I                       
am something greater. I am this land.”  

“I will call you anything you want as long as it puts an end to all this.” Lee nervously looked away into the                       
water beneath the bridge and saw that it had begun to freeze. 

“How would you live with yourself if you didn’t leave here with Lindsay?” she asked. Lee looked back up                   
at her as she closed the distance once more. 

He considered her words momentarily. “You were never going to let me go, regardless of what I did. You                   
told me you weren’t going to hurt her. Hel, you really ought to show mercy.” 

Hel raised her arms and waved them in a peculiar way. Lee saw an outline of a blue symbol appear in the                      
wake of her movements. He continued to watch as she began to dance and then fade. “Fuck you!” he                   
called out after her. 

She had left him a present. Lee went over to the yellow shard of paper sticking out of the wooden slats                     
where Hel had been stood and fished it out.  

 

‘Dearest Lee, 

Find me the treasure and bring her to me. It will be your salvation. 

Yours eternally, 

Hel.’ 

 

He dropped the paper and watched it float on the breeze into the icy waters below. When the paper                   
landed on an island of ice, it blew up in flames and left a black ash pattern of a symbol. Lee didn’t know                       
what it meant nor did he care. He just wanted to find Lindsay and get out of this world. 

Lee crossed the bridge and took a deep unsteady breath as he walked headlong into the mist. He walked                   
a straight path through the fog for quite some time before he saw her. The area cleared and he saw                    
Lindsay at the far end of a corridor and realised that he was back at the school. “Hey Lindsay,” he called,                     
but she didn’t hear him. 

Lee began to jog towards her then stopped as she did. He watched her enter a classroom. When he                   
caught up and peered into the room, he saw a normal class of kids. Lee recognised the teacher, and Hel                    
played the part. Shivers went shooting up and down his spine as he continued watching. He saw Hel                  
addressing a cute little girl with ash blonde hair and sparkling grey eyes. Lee knew this little girl was                   
Lindsay. He could tell by her eyes and the heart-shaped face with a small star like birthmark on her cheek                    
that she still had as an adult although it was fade.  
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When he entered the room nobody appeared to notice, even Hel seemed oblivious. Lee looked over                
Lindsay’s shoulder and saw that she had drawn a family. He read her words… 

Daddy left Mommy and me. We have to go and live with Grandpa.  

The handwriting was an adult's and he felt a tinge of excitement as Lee realised he was following                  
Lindsay’s path into this world and all he needed to do was find her imprint. 

He made his way back into the corridor and saw Lindsay as an adult again. She was slowly edging her                    
way towards a light at the end of the corridor. He became aware of an unfamiliar noise. Lee nervously                   
watched as he heard her scream then saw her vomit. He didn’t relish seeing what lay ahead.  

It took all he had not to react the same way as Lindsay when he saw the child’s body swinging from a                      
rope. Lee didn’t dare to consider who the child may have been but he caught a glimpse of a piece of                     
clothing. It may have been that of the same little girl’s dress that he had seen back when he encountered                    
the blue house. Once again he caught up to Lindsay as she reached the double doors then they were                   
back at the swamp. He followed her path until reaching something that he had never seen before. The                  
woodland… 

Lee's heart was racing. At the same time, fear crawled over his skin like thousands of tiny spiders all                   
scurrying up his arms and legs and down his back. This was new territory. He lost sight of Lindsay but                    
followed her markings, only to come face to face with Hel again, she stood in the middle of the clearing. 

“You are a quick learner. It is one of the many things that I like about you.” She made a symbol in the air                        
and the woodland became a world of winter. Thick with snow, icicles hung from tree branches and frost                  
crept up the tree trunks. “Your world faces natural disasters, famine and disease because my world                
doesn’t have its finest treasure. That treasure is with Lindsay and she has no idea. She is about to learn                    
something of who she really is from an old friend. Until Lindsay knows everything, your predicament will                 
continue.” 

Lee scowled at her. “Now you are talking crazy, Bitch.”  

Hel began to laugh. Icicles chimed then fell to the ground. They created a hazardous journey if Lee                  
wanted to go further into the woodland. “You ignorant man. You and your friends opened the door                 
between worlds. I have watched and waited as I saw your life’s path cross with the one I needed to regain                     
my control of this world and balance yours. You could only open the door to this world if you were                    
destined to know one of us.” She came closer and clicked her fingers. 

The woodland was suddenly ablaze. “You played a talking board, not just any board but one carved from                  
an ancient ash tree. It was a magical object and one that belongs to us. You were never going to be                     
speaking with the devil, your ghosts and god.” 

Smoke and heat burned the air and Lee began to cough as he saw Hel turn and walk into the flames and                      
away from him. He crouched down low and scrambled over to the path leading out of the clearing. He                   
rolled out of the way of a falling tree and slammed hard into something before he felt as though he was                     
falling.  
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Chapter Thirteen 
Lindsay spent several hours scanning through all the books within her grandfather’s basement, all were               
blank. Except one, the moment she opened it the ground began to shake and tremble. The bookcases                 
spilt their contents on top of her and she began to feel as though she was falling. 

With a bang, Lindsay crashed hard on a rough surface. She felt somebody grab hold of her and pull her                    
aside. 

She was embraced by long strong arms that were wrapped around her shoulders. Lindsay felt a warmth                 
and solid muscle against her chest and she began to sob, realising that Lee was with her. They had found                    
each other and were back together. 

She pulled away and looked into his face. Lindsay felt his gentle lips on hers and she kissed him back.                    
They were breathless and staring at each other in silence before taking in their surroundings. Everything                
was as it had been when they had first rolled in at the motel and diner.  

The diner was full of people, there were cars pulling in and out of the parking lot and they could hear                     
doors slamming shut from an unseen area behind the reception.  

“Let’s get a room, clean ourselves up and then we need to talk,” Lee suggested as he took hold of her                     
hand and headed for the reception. 

Lindsay didn’t say anything. Her mind was still uncertain as to what had happened. Her confusion                
heightened her terror and she came to realise that she was still holding the book from her grandfather’s                  
basement. Unsure of herself, she stuffed the small leather-bound book into her jeans pocket then looked                
up and watched Lee arranging a room for the night. She noticed the time on the desk clock blinking at                    
her, 9:30. They had been gone for two hours which had felt like days. Lindsay was beginning to feel the                    
effects of shock as she let Lee guide her to their room. It was like being jetlagged, the world didn't seem                     
real and like it would fade away to reveal the nightmare world. They both sat on the bed for a long while in                       
silence. 

* * * 

Lee eventually got up and ordered room service, famished and sure that Lindsay would feel the same. He                  
always did when returning from the mist world. Lindsay headed for the bathroom without a word or                 
looking at him as if she was dazed, he understood. 

He took a beer from the mini-fridge and sat on the edge of the bed gulping down half. Lee was going to                      
need to feel a little drunk before telling Lindsay anything. He was more terrified of losing her than his life.                    
She needed to know. It was only the hope of keeping them both alive that gave him the courage to tell her                      
the truth. He was still battling with how much of the truth he would tell her. She re-entered the room and                     
the smell of shampoo and soap was arousing. He coughed and went to take a shower.  
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When the there was a knock at the door, he stepped out and saw Lindsay answering to room service and                    
he quickly wrapped the towel around his waist and went to join her at the table, in front of the window                     
looking out over the motel complex. 

There was a tense silence between them as they ate a ham sandwich and drank beer. 

“We need to talk,” Lee told her, his voice deep and flat. 

“Okay, what happened to you and then I will tell you what happened to me,” she said in a cautious tone.  

He got the feeling that Lindsay knew he had been hiding something about the whole situation. He could                  
see anger rising up in her eyes. 

Lee shifted uncomfortably in his seat, suddenly the chair was too hard to sit on and he wished he could                    
be anywhere else right now. “When a few friends and I got together a few years ago, we did something.                    
We didn’t know at the time how stupid we were. It was a reunion." he paused to see if she was going to                       
ask a question, her lips tightened and he continued. "A bunch of jock’s getting together after establishing                 
ourselves with careers and some of us, a family. One of my friends' wives used to collect antiques; she                   
bought an Ouija board and my friend thought that it would make a good party game. Her name was                   
Nancy…” He saw the look of shock on Lindsay's face - he had to look away before continuing. “…and as                    
we fired ourselves up and began our session, Nancy began to speak in a foreign language. We didn’t                  
understand any of it, we couldn’t do anything only watch. The board’s letters glowed in a blue light and                   
the room began to freeze over. Everything was covered in frost. We all started to stand away and try and                    
help Nancy but then she started to chant the rhyme, the same rhyme that you heard on the phone calls.”                    
Lee took a drink of his beer and stood and began to pace the floor. 

“So you knew all along what those calls were?” Lindsay asked him, her voice sounded shrill, but she                  
didn’t move or say anything further. 

Lee stopped pacing and looked at her longingly. “Please hear me. I had no idea all that mumbo jumbo                   
was real.” He got hold of a bottle of Jack Daniels from the fridge and poured two shorts out and handed                     
one over to Lindsay. “After the ice began to subside, Nancy became calm and normal again. We put the                   
board away and later Nancy told us that it had been sold and we all tried to forget about it. A few months                       
went by and nothing. One evening my friend called and told me that Nancy had just upped and left.                   
Nobody saw anything of her until that day in the police station, with me and you. There had been a search                     
party; police had tried to trace her and nothing turned up so the case went cold. It was also around this                     
time that I met Louise, I was married to her, she was the love of my life and the reason I told you that she                         
was the one that went missing was that I am a fucking fool. I wasn’t lying about being married but she did                      
go missing in a way, she couldn't remember who she was one day. It was as if her memory had been                     
totally wiped. I began having nightmares at around the same time. I would wake in the night screaming,                  
sweating and terrorised.” Lee came and sat on the edge of the bed, his back toward Lindsay. He couldn’t                   
stand to look at her, seeing how mad and hurt she was. 

“I need to know everything,” she told him, her voice calm but filled with venom. 

“Louise wasn’t who I said she was. I was trying to get her to remember who she was, I couldn't give up. I                       
wanted her back. We had a row and just when I thought I caught a glimpse of recognition in her eyes, I                      
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remember blacking out and when I came around, found myself in the mist world. I played out several                  
scenarios before entering the school. It was then that I learned why Louise lost her memory from                 
someone who's name is Hel, that she wouldn’t let me go until you were brought into her world.” Lee                   
turned a little and glanced over his shoulder at Lindsay, who was downing her drink. 

“Continue,” she simply said then went to the table and refilled her glass with more bourbon. “Tell me                  
everything means, tell me fucking everything.” She yelled the last words and then sat slumped in the hard                  
plastic chair by the window. 

Lee came over to sit in the other chair and topped up his drink and stared at her. She was still so very                       
beautiful even though she was mad at him. “I promise to put an end to all this. I am so very sorry.” He                       
waited for a reply and saw her gaze out to the view outside. He sipped and hissed at his bourbon. “You                     
see, I couldn’t say anything to you. She would have got to you one way or another. For the past five                     
years, I have been living a nightmare. In the mist world, you can affect this world. Sometimes the mist                   
world looks exactly like this one and it is hard to tell which world is real and that is how you got the phone                        
calls.”  

Lindsay looked over at him. He knew her trust in him was completely shattered. He now hoped that what                   
he had said was just enough but not too much, they needed to work together and get out of this mess, he                      
wanted her and loved her. He didn't want to cause her any pain but knew it was a possibility that he would                      
hurt her. She needed to remember... 

* * * 

She was beginning to feel stupid for having not figuring it all out sooner; she thought about the oddities                   
that she hadn’t paid attention to before. Could she have mistaken his fear that day, when she had told him                    
about the calls, for anger? Her mind raced for answers, she chose not to say anything. 

Lee sipped his drink then put the glass beside his temple as if to cure a headache. “The evening that you                     
received the first call, I was in the mist world. I found myself at this motel and diner. The phone was                     
ringing and when I answered it, I heard your voice asking ‘hello’. I tried to say something but you couldn’t                    
hear me. I came back to this world the next morning and watched as you took your seat. I had to come                      
over to you so I brought some papers and saw that you were flustered. I didn’t know that the call had                     
actually happened until you told me.” He paused and brushed his hair out of his face. “I am sorry and I                     
know that doesn’t quite cut it.” 

“Tell me, why does she want me?” Lindsay asked. She now was beginning to see Lee as a victim through                    
his own stupidity if what he had told her this time was true. Now she thought that her best bets were to                      
find out everything that he knew of the mist world and the part which she, and apparently her grandfather,                   
played in all this. 

“I couldn’t tell you as I don’t really know. She told me that you have a treasure that will ensure her                     
strength and control over her world to balance this world. I find everything tough to understand but I am                   
guessing that it just needs to be accepted for us to survive the other world.” He reached his hand out                    
across the table towards Lindsay. 
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She didn’t take his hand but instead, Lindsay stood and went to the bed. She undressed and got under                   
the covers then turned out the light. 

She had heard enough for one evening and tiredness was getting the better of her. She felt Lee get on                    
the bed and lie on top of the covers beside her. He came up close and wrapped his arm around her. She                      
didn’t object - he still felt safe and warm.  
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Chapter Fourteen 
Lindsay woke up with a start. Somehow she felt different and now, looking around, she understood why.                 
The motel suite was covered in dust. 

when she took a closer look, she realised that it was a thick layer of ash. Lee wasn’t anywhere in the                     
room and Lindsay slipped out of bed, she quickly checked the bathroom and he wasn't there either. 

Her clothes were on the floor where she had left them the night before and she began to shake off the                     
ash. It made her cough. Lindsay took another closer look at the furniture beneath the ash. She saw that                   
most had scorch marks and symbols etched into the surface. She began to panic. Having found a pad of                   
paper and a pen, she began to jot down the symbols. They appeared to be rune symbols, but Lindsay still                    
had no idea what they meant.  

After searching the entire room for all the symbols, Lindsay felt that she had no choice but to leave the                    
calm, strange sanctuary of the motel room. She opened the door and stepped out into the night. A large                   
lake spread out in front of her. A nature trail led off into a wooded area and on the far side of the lake, she                         
could see small cabins with little lights shining in the distance. There was a cool gentle breeze. The trees                   
rustled in a whisper and she heard crickets chirping. It was a familiar place, but the memory of why it was                     
familiar wouldn’t formulate.  

Following the nature trail seemed like her only option and Lindsay made her way down the path. In the                   
distance a very bright light lit up the forest, turning the distant trees into silhouettes. For some reason, the                   
fear she’d had when entering the mist world was now quiet and curiosity was taking over. 

Lindsay got closer to the light and saw that the woodland gave way to an urban city street and beyond                    
that was thick, brightly lit fog. Stepping through the fog gave her a very strange sensation. It felt prickly,                   
damp and icy cold. When the fog thinned and Lindsay got a glimpse of what lay ahead, she gasped. She                    
was home. 

Standing at her front door, Lindsay saw that it was ajar and pushed it slightly. It swung back with a                    
whining creak. Inside was dark and strange. The only light was strobe lighting obscuring her view. Taking                 
the first step over the threshold made her jump back because her feet clanked up on metal. Lindsay                  
crouched down and saw that the floor was a metal grid platform more suited to a factory or a warehouse.                    
“Fuck, me,” she said in amazement.  

Steadying her frayed nerves, Lindsay walked into what should have been her hallway. The walls were no                 
more, the only things she could see holding up the second floor were thick metal joists. When she peered                   
into the room that should have been her living room, Lindsay couldn’t believe her eyes. There was a man,                   
his arms spread out wide, held by chains that were attached to the metal scaffolding that replaced the                  
wall between the living room and kitchen. His legs were also spread and chained. His head was covered                  
in a black leather mask with a zip, closed over his mouth. Lindsay thought that his torso looked familiar,                   
and she could hear muffled grunts coming from him. She entered the room, her palms beginning to                 
sweat, she shook her hand as her fingers tingled and her fear was rising with every step.  
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Reaching out to the man, she snatched her hand away as he sensed that she was there. He began to                    
struggle and wrestle with his chains but to no avail. This made Lindsay feel better knowing that he                  
couldn’t get her even if she removed his mask. Still, it took all her strength to reach out once more and                     
pulled the leather off his head. She screamed and jumped back and away from him before recognising                 
the man. “Steven, oh my god, what the hell happened?”  

“Get me out of here,” he yelled. His voice was high and full of panic. 

Lindsay looked around for something to help her undo his restraints. Steven was still struggling against                
the chains and Lindsay took in some of the damage to his wrists that were lightly bleeding. Steven had                   
red slash marks across his chest and shoulders. There were bruises down his ribs and his face. Lindsay                  
looked towards a table. It was littered with torture implements of all manners. Among them was a pair of                   
pincers; they were a little rusty and she wasn’t sure if she had the strength needed to cut Steven’s chains,                    
but she had to try. Finding that the thinnest of the links were at the cuffs around Steven’s wrist, Lindsay                    
tried to cut the first one. Luckily it gave way and the chain broke. The second was more difficult and                    
Steven had to help her. By the time his wrist was free, he'd managed to free his own ankles. Though he                     
still had metal shackles around his wrists and ankles he was able to finally sit down and rest his sore                    
arms and shoulders. 

“How long have you been here?” Lindsay asked. She stood over him and watched as he gently rubbed                  
his forearms.  

Steven looked up and there were tears in his eyes. “I walked out on you that night and found myself                    
facing our front door, I turned away to walk away but I was still at our front door. When I opened it, I found                        
myself here. I don’t know how long it’s been. All I know is that there is a woman that comes to me, she                       
was the one who chained me up and then she beat me. Other times a dog comes in and just watches                     
me.” 

Lindsay listened in horror. Steven had been in this place for weeks. She needed to get him out but didn’t                    
know where to start. “How often does this woman visit you?” 

Steven tried to stand; he was wobbly and unsteady. Lindsay came in close and supported him. “Not very                  
often… I black out a lot though… so she could visit during those times…” His disorientation was                 
overwhelmingly clear.  

Supporting him as they walked, Lindsay guided Steven towards the front door. They heard a growl from                 
behind as they stepped into the hallway. Claws clattered against the metal flooring. She didn’t want to                 
face the dog. Lindsay just wanted to get them both out of here alive.  

Steven turned his head and looked behind them. “Shit. Fucking shit, we need to move.” 

Lindsay turned and saw the dog slowly walking towards them, its teeth bared. “We need to hurry,” she                  
whispered and felt Steven straighten and lighten his weight on her shoulder. She heard him wince in pain,                  
but Lindsay knew he would have to suck it up to move quicker.  

As they reached the door they heard the dog making its move. They stepped out just in time and                   
slammed the door behind them. 
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Both of them were out of breath and shaking. She took in the new scene. It looked to be at the other side                       
of the lake from where Lindsay had first stepped out of the motel. She looked behind her and her house                    
was gone. In its place was a log cabin and the lights were on. There was smoke rising from the chimney                     
and the smell of barbecue filled the air.  

Lindsay took hold of Steven’s hand and gently pulled him to the steps. “We should see what is in here.” 

Steven pulled her back. “Hold on, that damned mutt could be in there or that woman.” He looked at the                    
lake then back at Lindsay, “I don’t understand what the hell is going on, but I know I want to get out of                       
here.”  

Lindsay came close and hugged him. Even though their relationship was over and had ended badly, she                 
still cared a lot for Steven. “I think the way to get back to our world is to play out these scenes. There is                        
something I need to learn, and this world is showing me. I just need to fit the clues together. I will tell you                       
everything as soon as we get out of here. I promise this will be over soon.” 

Steven nodded. He was visibly confused and frightened but Lindsay felt stronger and assured. Lindsay               
knew then that her love for Lee was truer than anything she'd had with Steven. It was more real and                    
stronger. She wanted to see Steven safe and hopefully, his trauma would fade in time. 

Lindsay turned her attention back to the cabin and with her hand in Steven’s, they mounted the steps. 

The creaky floorboards on the porch were gritty beneath her feet. She got to the window and peered                  
inside. There was a fireplace, it was lit and an amber warming glow radiated outwards. She saw a leather                   
sofa, two armchairs and a roughly carved coffee table. There wasn’t anybody sitting in the lounge and she                  
couldn’t see anything else from where she stood. Slowly, they walked to the door. It was plain, wooden                  
and had cast iron hinges and a ring handle. She knocked on the door then turned to look at Steven. He                     
looked puzzled, shakey but he didn't say anything and gave a shrug. Lindsay hadn’t expected anybody to                 
answer the door. She had knocked just in case. After a few more minutes and a second knock, she tried                    
the handle and the door opened.  

They stepped inside and began to look around. It felt as though somebody had only just left the room.                   
Inside the cabin, she saw was spacious, more so than it looked from the outside. The lounge, dining and                   
kitchen area was open plan. Just as Lindsay was about to check down the hallway, where she assumed                  
the bathroom and bedrooms would be, the door to the cabin sprung open. 

A group of people came bustling in through the door. When she turned to see who was making the noise,                    
she saw Lee. He was with a group of people and two of them Lindsay recognised. One woman was                   
neatly dressed. Her brown hair with blonde sun-kissed streaks worn in a high ponytail and her face was                  
fresh with little make-up. She certainly didn’t look like the drunken hag in the police station, but sure                  
enough, Nancy was there and making her way to the kitchen. The other person was herself. She held                  
hands with Lee and they looked to be in love and to her horror of seeing herself amongst these people                    
was more than her mind could take. Was it an illusion of the Mist World? 

“Lee, what are you doing here?” she asked and her voice sounded small. 

He didn’t reply, in fact, it was as if he didn’t even see her. Lindsay walked over to him. “Lee?” Lindsay                      
couldn’t understand why he was ignoring her. She went to grab his arm but her hand just fell straight                   
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through. “What the fuck?” She waved in front of herself who was snuggling into Lee's embrace and she                  
didn't seem to acknowledge her other self, waving like a mad woman smack bang up in the face. 

* * * 

 

As she and Steven watched the group go about their business. Lindsay quickly came to realise that they                  
were going to watch the night that Lee had told her about. The night of the Ouija board and Lindsay’s                    
heart began to pound. It was one thing to be told about what had happened, but it was another to witness                     
it. She knew this world couldn’t be trusted, it was all too twisted. She was still so confused as to how she                      
could have been with Lee that day and not remember... slowly tears fell down her cheeks... "no... it can't                   
be. Am I the wife that lost her memory, but no... I couldn't be?" she whispered. 

Steven nudged her. "What?" 

She shook herself and cleared her throat then wiped her tears away. "Nothing. This world is cruel and                  
likes to mess with our minds."  

Nancy rearranged chairs around the dining table that had been pulled into the centre of the room by Lee                   
and his friend. Lindsay heard him address his friend as Oliver. He was around the same height as Lee,                   
which was at least six foot. He was just as stocky too. She remembered Lee telling her it was an all Jock                      
get together weekend. She saw Nancy place the Ouija board on the table. The woman jerked a little and                   
her eyes became glossy, but none of the others seemed to notice. Lindsay watched herself straightened                
the board and touched Nancy on the shoulder, that was when she glanced at the board. Lindsay saw the                   
letters glinting as if they were becoming charged. 

Lindsay stepped closer. Steven tugged her back, but she brushed him off. A few letters caught her                 
attention. The letters spelt out M.I.S.T. 

The group fell silent and serious as they congregated around the table and board. Lee and her other-self                  
were at the far end and opposite Lindsay. She wished he could see her and that they could speak. 

Lindsay’s hand bumped against a glass that was very close to the edge of the table. It fell and hit the                     
floor, shattering into hundreds of tiny pieces. Lindsay stared back at Steven who just shrugged, a thought                 
sprang to mind. She waited, the crowd sprung to attention and Lee jumped up along with Oliver to clean                   
up the broken glass.  

“Steven, I am going to try something.” 

“Don’t. Please let’s just get out of here.” 

“Please just trust me. I know this is hard for you right now, but all this seems to be a game of some sorts.                        
We play it, survive it and we will get out of here.” 

Lindsay stepped back and went around the table to where Nancy was doing some strange breathing                
exercise. Lee and Oliver returned to their seats, the group fell silent and all eyes were on Nancy. She                   
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placed her hands on the planchette, so did the others and Lindsay took her chance. She placed her hand                   
over the group's fingers and began to move the pointer over the letters. She spelt out... 

 

L. E. E. W. A. T. E. R. M. A. N. 

T. H. I.S. A. G. A. M. E. 

D. O. N. T. P. L. A. Y. 

 

Lee snatched his hand away. There was a hiss from Nancy. “Don’t take your hand from the planchette.                  
We can cause a rift between our world and that of the dead.” 

Just as Lee was about to put his hand back on the pointer, Lindsay ripped it out of the group’s fingers and                      
threw it to the other side of the room. She didn’t even see where it landed. She was shaking now and                     
watching as fear gripped the group.  

Steven came up close to the table now and stared at her. “What was that?” he asked. His eyes wide and                     
his face scrunched up with fright and confusion. “Are we supposed to interact? What if we do something                  
we shouldn’t?” 

Lindsay glanced back down at the table. The board was glowing with the letters she had used. “Steven,                  
Lee told me about this event. He told me that this is where it all began for him.” 

The room shook, and everyone’s breath came out as vapour as the temperature dropped. The windows                
frosted over, and a breeze lifted the curtains and blew out the fire. Steven grabbed Lindsay by the hand                   
but she pulled away. She didn’t want to move, she wanted to see what happened. A blast of freezing air                    
began whipping around her. The scent of ozone and burnt rubber stung her nostrils. She had no idea                  
where it was coming from but it grew stronger.  

The room fell into utter darkness… There were grunts and shuffling from the group around the table.                 
Lindsay felt Steven’s hand once again in hers and she let him tug her away from the table.  

The lights flickered on and standing in the centre of the room was a beautiful woman, certainly not of this                    
Earth. Her hair shocking white, her skin pearlescent and her eyes crystal blue. She wore a midnight-blue                 
robe and her presence radiated coldness, so cold that it was almost hot.  

“You have served your purpose to me.” Her musical voice announced as she stared at Steven. She                 
raised her hand, a bolt of lightning pierced out and shot at Steven. His head exploded as if he had been                     
shot.  

Lindsay screamed and turned away. She was suddenly awash with brain matter and blood. Steven’s body                
stood still and upright momentarily before falling to the ground in a dead heap.  

“This was the only way for me to communicate with you my child of the mist. You see, I could only talk to                       
you and meet you in my world. I found out that, even then I would need to pull something extra into                     
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making this happen. You are shielded from me by your blood - even now I cannot touch you. I won’t stop                     
until your blood runs from your body and upon my land. You will return to my world for eternity.” 

Another flash of light, a sensation of falling and Lindsay found herself back in the Motel room. Lee was led                    
on the bed asleep. 

She stood at the foot of the bed looking down on him. She could hear his steadying breathing and                   
suddenly she was grief-stricken for Steven now that the shock wore off. She began to cry and tremble. 

Lee stirred in his sleep rolled onto his back and opened his eyes. He frowned at her then sat up. He held                      
out his hand and, when she didn’t take it, he silently got up and came to her. Wrapping his arms around                     
her shoulders, he kissed the top of her head and she began to sob. 
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Chapter Fifteen 
They were back on the road. It took a while to tell Lee almost everything, she wanted to wait and see if he                       
would tell her the truth. She wasn't too sure if she believed her own eyes back at the cabin and seeing                     
herself beside Lee as if they were a loving couple. Surely the world of the Mist wouldn't show something                   
that happened and change a detail like that, whoever was behind all this would know that it would cause a                    
rift of trust between her and Lee. Ultimately causing the most pain. Was she the wife that Lee seemed so                    
broken over. She had to get it right in her own mind first before confronting him. She needed to                   
remember. The loss of Steven was wearing heavily on her heart. He had lost his life to the Mist World.                    
How could she not feel guilty, regardless of how badly he had treated her. 

Lee reached a hand over to her knee, "We ought to go back to your grandfather’s house and look in that                     
room, in this world. Maybe there would still be something that can help us." He made the suggestion and                   
then silence plagued the car for over an hour. 

“Okay, we will go. I have to make a stop at the next service station and call home. My mother lives in that                       
house and we haven’t spoken in so long.” 

*** 

 

 

Lee nodded, he wanted to meet her mother and see if it would jog her memory. It would be the one thing                      
he hadn't tried because before she lost her memory of who she was and the life they had together, he                    
knew her mother had caused her the most pain. When Louise who was now Lindsay first lost her                  
memory, he had given her the job at his office to keep her close, keep an eye on her and as her new life                        
took on a normal and productive one, he had resented her decision to begin dating Steven, he had felt so                    
guilty when he gave her lots of deadlines and overtime to keep her from Steven, when he learned of how                    
badly that relationship had become, he'd warned Steven a few times. Maybe he was jaded, and couldn't                 
feel bad for the loss of her ex. 

He thought Lindsay to be strong, beautiful and earthly as she had always been. To see her so reluctant to                    
go home, even though she knew as well as he did that it could be another part to the puzzle, he felt                      
pained that whatever had happened between mother and daughter had been traumatic. He also knew               
that it would be the point in which he would have to come clean and tell her, she was his wife, his Louise                       
and that she wasn't who she thought she was. 

The next service station came quickly, only a few miles down the road. Lindsay gave him the route and                   
the address so he could look for it on the map while she called home. He saw that they weren’t far away,                      
maybe forty miles. When she returned, Lindsay looked pale and drained. He didn’t know if they ought to                  
stop and rest or continue. It was wrong to press her, He needed her at full strength.  
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Lee had lost a number of friends to the Mist World before agreeing to make a bargain with Hel to bring                     
Lindsay into the situation. He'd became hardened to grief, but he knew it would kill him to lose Lindsay.                   
He had fallen in love with her long before this whole mess, he wanted his wife back. 

 

*** 

 

Finally setting off after a cool drink and a snack, the got back in the car and Lindsay broke the tension. “I                      
need you to know, my mother was once a good person but after my father left, she fell in on herself. She                      
became somebody else. She drank a lot, started cussing, smoking and had lots of lovers. I left when I                   
turned sixteen after a massive row, one of her lovers had tried to get in my bed with me and that’s when I                       
couldn’t take any more. I moved, not far away at first, I still wanted to keep in touch with her and keep an                       
eye out for her, but I fought a losing battle. She began emotionally blackmailing me, ended up in the                   
hospital for alcohol poisoning and attempted suicide. I knew then that I would never be free of her turmoil,                   
so I moved to Chicago. I stayed with a cousin at first and met Steven shortly afterwards." She saw Lee                    
wince at her conversation. Suddenly she wasn't so sure of her memory. She continued but paid close                 
attention to the points that made him look uncomfortable. "At the time we were happily in love. I called                   
home every couple of weeks, but that turned into once a month then only calling on holidays, and now I                    
don’t call at all.” Lindsay had to look away as she saw him grit his teeth and his jaw became stiff. from the                       
reflection in the wing mirror that he was holding back tears, maybe she ought to just ask him. 

He coughed and focused his attention on the road. “I think we ought to stop somewhere. Clear our heads,                   
rest and talk. We've been on the road for what feels like months.” 

Lindsay nodded. “Yes, I think that is a good idea. I need to prepare myself to go and see Mom.” 

Lee turned off the highway and into a roadway that led towards a small town that he had spotted on the                     
map. He thought there would be a good chance of getting somewhere to stay, eat and maybe even                  
somewhere they could let their hair down. He didn’t think they had a time limit to sorting out this mess.                    
They just had to survive until finding all the answers. He began to feel goosebumps on his skin as he                    
entered the town. It was the same small town from the other world. He didn’t want to tell Lindsay but felt                     
obligated after having lied to her in the first instance. So he told her what had happened. 

She listened intently, her mood was sombre but also attentive as always. Her empathy for others was a                  
quality that made him fall in love with her in the first place, before getting married, before that stupid                   
evening at the cabin and before all this terror. Finally, she said. “Well, I say let us explore. If it is part of                       
the Mist World then there has to be something here in our world we have to do,” 

Lee pointed out, of the window and even though the house was out of sight, he motioned in the direction                    
that he remembered it to be. “I know just where to start, the blue house.” 

They parked in a lot at the back of a mini market. Lee noticed there weren’t any people around. Hand in                     
hand they walked down the empty main street. He began to wonder if they had been brought into the Mist                    
world without knowing. Had Hel managed to trick them? 
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* * * 

Lindsay knew this town from her childhood. Her grandfather’s house was on the other side of the                 
woodland. No road route, but on foot, it would be quicker to get to the house. She didn’t want to tell Lee,                      
not just yet. She had a plan in mind and wanted to know more. She still didn’t trust Lee to tell her the                       
whole truth, but she trusted Hel when she said she wasn't able to touch her. Lindsay couldn’t be killed by                    
Hel, or so she figured. It meant that she could be smart and if there was one thing throughout her life that                      
she prided herself on, it was common sense and being able to think outside of the box.  

Making sure that she took in every detail of the town and looking for anything that may indicate why it                    
appeared to be part of the Mist World, suddenly she saw it and remembered. At the end of the main street                     
stood alone shop. It sold trinkets, arts and craft, but what she remembered most was that they also sold                   
magical tools used by pagans, Wiccans, druids and people who believed in the paranormal.  

“Let’s try in there,” she said, pointing at the store. 

Lee looked puzzled for a moment then took the lead towards the store. They peered through the large                  
storefront window. The display had a large crystal ball on plush purple velvet, tarot cards scatted in front                  
of it, packets of incense and runes. The runes were what caught Lindsay’s eye. She reached into her                  
pocket to find a scrap of paper with the symbols she had jotted down in the Mist World motel room. The                     
symbols resembled the runes. 

“What is it,” Lee asked as he loomed over her shoulder. 

“These were scorched into various places in the Mist World motel. They are runes, my grandfather                
mentioned runes. We need to know what they mean.” 

Lee looked impressed. “I've also seen them many times. I have seen Hel using them too. She dances and                   
her moves create these symbols in the air, lit up in a blue light, sometimes white or red.” 

“I am willing to bet that she is using elemental magic. I read about it in this book I found in my                      
grandfather's basement in the Mist World.” She tugged out the tattered little leather-bound book. 

Lee grabbed it and scanned the pages quickly, “Why didn’t you tell me about this?” 

Lindsay shrugged and looked away. “I didn’t know if I could trust you after lying to me.”  

He looked hurt, but put his arms around her and kissed her shoulder. “I am truly sorry,” he whispered. 

Lindsay pulled away slightly then kissed him on the lips. It turned into a long passionate kiss. “I know,                   
now. I also now know I am Louise, we were a couple but I still can't remember any of it.” 

Lee took a few moments, glaring at her in horror. "You know?" 

She nodded. "Yes. I saw myself with you in the cabin that evening, we were in love. We looked                   
unbreakable..." She fell silent as she realised tears were streaming down his face and hers as well. "We                  
need to keep going and you need to tell me everything when we get a moment. For now, let us keep on                      
track." 
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Lee quickly wiped away the tears, unable to speak he began to read the book while Lindsay went into the                    
shop.  

  

https://enjaytaylor.wordpress.com/ 

https://enjaytaylor.wordpress.com/


Chapter Sixteen 
The gloomy and dark shop was packed with knickknacks, there wasn't much room to walk about and 
seemed very disorganised. The walls were lined with bookcases crammed with books on the occult. The 
display cabinets brimmed with hundreds of crystals and runes. There were cauldrons, herbs, oils and 
wands that looked like twigs but were carved with symbols or adorned with ribbons and jewels.  
As Lindsay was about to cross the threshold to the area behind the counter so she could read the book 
titles, a noise startled her. Standing still, she held her breath and listened for the noise again. She could 
hear a shuffling, it came closer and then chimes rang as a curtain at the far right of the room was pulled 
aside. 
A plump, middle-aged and short woman stood in the doorway. She had a smile on her pale face, her 
impossible green eyes sparked at Lindsay who saw that the woman wore a long, dark and velvet gown 
and she wore dozens of gold chains and pendants around her neck.  
“Hello, my child. I have been waiting for you and that man out there. Go and get him and we will talk over 
some tea.” 
Lindsay couldn’t move. She couldn’t think and struggled to find her voice. “Who are you and how do you 
know of us?” 
The woman didn’t move either, she just smiled politely. “You are a child of the mist. We are family, now, 
get him in here.” 
Lindsay made herself move, and a jolt of intrigue and excitement. She opened the door and Lee instantly 
looked over. “Come,” she said and didn’t wait for a reply. 
Moments later Lee came into the store and the look of confusion and bemusement was apparent. The 
woman let the curtain fall and went into the room from which she had come. Lindsay went first and 
grabbed Lee’s hand as she followed the woman. 
The back room was as crowded as the front. It had a cosy feel to it, unlike the store. All the chairs and 
sofas were covered with velvet throws, and a crystal ball sat in the centre of a low, round coffee table. A 
small coal fire blazed away and the smell of herbs and spices perfumed the room. The woman stood in 
the little kitchenette preparing a teapot with steaming fragrant water, some teacups and biscuits. 
“Please, sit and make yourselves at home. I have been waiting a lifetime and then some for you two.” She 
brought in the tray and placed it on a side table. She poured hot tea into three cups then seated herself in 
an armchair. A white Persian cat pranced in and came to sit on its owner’s knee. 
Lindsay and Lee took their cups and sat on the sofa opposite the woman. “Thank you,” they both said at 
the same time. 
The woman smiled and sipped her tea. “My name is Salma. I am your grandmother's daughter, your 
mother's younger sister. I am the youngest of eight children and born from two people who loved each 
other so very much that they sacrificed everything to be together. Your grandmother was a world walker. 
She was able to do this because of her blood. Her blood was that of the mist children who never age as 
long as they stay in the mist. Your grandmother and grandfather met when your grandfather was a boy. 
He failed to tell you about his own heritage. His family came from a long line of travellers who knew rune 
magic. It was their practices that opened the veil to Niflheim, into the world of fire and ice, Hel’s world. He 
met your grandmother there, the two often met in secret, when they were kids, but every time Davina 
crossed into the human world she aged and by the time both of them were teenagers, they were in love. 
Hel found out only after your grandmother closed the portal to that world, shielded herself and your 
grandfather from Hel’s sight and married. That magic wavered over time and, by the time Hel caught up to 
your grandmother, it was too late, she had died but not before leaving the greatest treasure, her blood. 
She knew she couldn’t fight Hel but thought that future generations may be able too.” 
Lindsay felt aghast by what Salma told her... there were no words. She honestly didn’t even know what to 
think or say. She caught a glance of Lee staring at her, probably hoping she understood what Salma was 
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saying, but he was out of luck, she didn’t. “What does all this mean? Is there a way to stop Hel and stop 
us being dragged into the Mist World?” 
Salma sipped her tea and stroked the cat. She looked deep in thought for a few moments. “It is known as 
the World of Fire and Ice. Children of the Mist are a product of the veil between the two elements, we 
know it in this world as vapour, released from exceedingly hot or cold temperatures. The ancient Norse 
didn't know this is named it the Mist. The children of the mist are the guardians of the veil between worlds. 
You need to find your grandmothers blood. It’s in a small ornate bottle but it is spellbound so it cannot be 
touched by just anybody. Hel is after our family’s blood, your mother is exempt from all of this because 
when she was a child, and became sick and had to have a life-saving blood transfusion, tainting her 
blood. We need to find that bottle, add ours to it and then cast the right runes to close the door. I wish 
there was a more permanent solution, but Hel and her world are ancient. She was here long before ours 
and us, and they will be in existence far longer, but what we are doing may pacify her for a long time.” 
Lee held Lindsay’s shaking hands. “Where do we start looking for the bottle?” 
Salma lifted the cat off of her lap and stood. She went into a closet behind her armchair and began 
rummaging around. Then, suddenly, she turned and looked over at Lindsay with wide eyes and a broad 
smile before coming over and indicating that Lindsay should stand. “Here, it is a pendant. You can find 
the blood by using this and it will change temperature when you are near. It is now cold but it will get 
warmer when you are close to the bottle. When you are within reach the pendant with glow and vibrate,” 
she said as she fastened the clasp around Lindsay’s neck. “It should also protect you from Hel’s sight. 
Lee must stay very close to you. As long as you are together, she won’t find either of you in this world or 
that of the Mist. Bring it back to me when you have the bottle.” 
Lindsay looked down at the pendant. It was a silver quarter moon within a gold circle. It looked old, there 
was a little white diamond at the tip of the moon and a rune etched into the metal beneath the gem. 
“Thank you,” was all Lindsay managed to say before Salma kissed her forehead. 
“Now go and see your mother. Look in your grandfather’s basement, he will have his secrets in there. I 
will be watching you so don’t worry, be strong and kick ass.” 
Lindsay smiled, although she had only just met Salma, she felt love for her and the warmth that she 
radiated created a strong bond.  
Lindsay and Lee left Salma with her tea and cat. 
Outside, the sky was a twilight shade of purple that called out to Lindsay. She felt different although she 
couldn’t put words to it. She had a renewed energy to continue. 
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Chapter Seventeen 
Lindsay asked Lee to stop at a motel and they checked in for the night. For the first time in weeks, they                      
were relieved to finally be on the road to salvation. They were chatting casually over their evening meal,                  
the drinks were very welcome and some of the stress and tension between them dissipated. 

Lindsay watched Lee closely and had a sudden bout of sadness. "I hate that I can't remember our life                   
together." 

Lee downed some beer and looked away. It was evidently painful for him. "You were an artist, something                  
I deeply admired. You drew and painted surrealism, your free-spirited nature shone through in everything               
you did. I had grown up in a rigid household that valued strict education and I inherited the family                   
business while my younger brother pursued journalism to satisfy our parents because the would never               
have allowed him to write fiction, it had to a respectable and reliable job. You went where ever the wind                    
carried you, we met in the last year of high school and fell in love during the summer. By winter we were                      
married and a year later, we were planning a family. That got brought to a screeching halt at the cabin,                    
three weeks of nightmares and blackouts, you lost your memory and it was all I could do to keep an eye                     
on you to tell my parents we had split up and I got the business and told to keep my nose clean. I hired                        
you and well... you remember all that happened after, don't you?" 

Lindsay thought for a long moment, "You know something, no I don't. I have been trying to figure out what                    
I do remember and I remember my childhood, I remember the job at Watermans but nothing else. I                  
remember meeting Steven and getting my cat. It all seems patchy." 

He reached out to hold her hand and kissed her knuckles. "I have missed you so much. I hated seeing                    
you with Steven, I loved you enough to just know you were safe. I got roped into this mess about six                     
months after you lost your memory, I refused to bring you into the situation. Hel told me that if I did as she                       
said, we could be free of it all. I know I shouldn't have believed her but I was desperate." 

She squeezed his fingers, "I understand now. When this is all over maybe my memory will return or                  
Salma can help restore it. Let's get out of here." 

When they got to the motel room, Lindsay took a long hot shower. The hot water pelted her stiff and                    
aching muscles. Lee pulled back the curtain and stepped inside with her. Without a word, he took hold of                   
the sponge and began to massage her soapy skin. She leaned back on him. He took her weight and                   
supported her, his solidarity was reassuring. His caress floated down to her hips then her stomach.                
Tenderly he washed her breasts and letting his fingertips glide softly and teasingly over her nipples. 

Lindsay turned around and took the sponge from him. She returned the gesture and lathered up the                 
sponge with more soap before reaching up to Lee’s broad shoulders and squeezing out the tension.                
Smoothly massaging the sponge down and over his toned chest and the ridges of his abs. 
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He pulled her close and she felt his wet body, slippery against hers. Their lips connected, their tongues                  
explored and all the while their arms wrapped tightly around one another as the steamy water rained                 
down upon them. 

He took her breath away when he pushed her against the shower wall, not once did his lips leave hers as                     
he lifted her up. Lindsay wrapped her legs around his waist, and his cock pierced her pussy with ease.                   
His long hard thrusts were full of emotion. All the guilt, pain, stress and above all his love radiated through                    
his lavish thrusting. Her pussy pulsed with a long drawn out orgasm, she shuddered and could hear him                  
panting as he reached his own.  

“I love you so much,” he whispered in her ear with a raspy breath.  

He let her down gently and got out of the shower. Lee handed her a towel and then wrapped one around                     
himself.  

Lindsay felt more love than she thought possible. She knew that, when this was all over, she wanted to be                    
with him forever, get married and have his children, build new memories if the old couldn't be restored.                  
She knew that he was all she could ever want and more. “I love you too,” she simply said…  

For the rest of that evening, they watched a movie, drank beer and eventually fell asleep.  

 

* * * 

 

Lindsay woke up with a start, she became aware of being very cold and, when her eyes adjusted to                   
wakefulness, she scrambled to get up and out of bed. 

The whole room was covered in ice and snow. She patted Lee on the shoulder to wake him. He quickly                    
did the same as she had. Both of them rushed to throw on their clothes. Lee was the first to head for the                       
door. 

“Hold on, remember what Salma said, we need to stick together,” Lindsay said as she rushed up behind                  
him. 

He opened the door just a fraction, they both looked out and saw a wide-open landscape of fire and ice. A                     
blizzard raged and a large lake in the distance gleamed like sun hitting the glass. Rivers of lava ran in                    
forking lanes through the snow banks and pooled occasionally in areas. The landscape appeared              
desolate of life and there were no trees, animals or people. 

“We have no choice, we have to step out and see what this part of the mist world has to offer us,” he said                        
as he looked back at Lindsay who was inspecting the pendant. “Is it doing something?” 

Lindsay glanced up at him. “No, but I think we can test it to see if it does ward off Hel. Let’s go.” 

They shoved on some more layers of clothing before heading out, hand in hand. 
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The wind had such a bite that they covered their faces with torn T-shirts, making little holes for their eyes,                    
but even that didn’t take away the sting. They found it hard to walk and hold hands, they let go in favour of                       
balancing through the deep snow. Having walked for what felt like hours, they came to a rock formation. It                   
had runic symbols but gave no clues to its purpose. They heard a howl, an ear-piercing howl. The looked                   
behind them and saw the dog…  

Lindsay took hold of Lee’s hand and saw the dog stop in its tracks. It approached the rock formation                   
slowly, sniffed around the area before standing in the centre and morphing into Hel.  

“I know you are here. I now know that you have the pendant and I can’t see you, but I can feel you. Let                        
me tell you what your blood on my land means. Your world depends on the life of the other worlds. We                     
are not worshipped like we used to be and therefore we are weakened. This has an effect on your world                    
in a major way. My world is even more weakened by the fact that it is missing some of its life force, your                       
family's blood needs to run on our land to return its energy. Your world is suffering harsh winters, hotter                   
summers, wetter springs and shorter autumns. This is because I cannot keep the barrier between our                
worlds solid. I am weak and I need you to do the right thing for your kind. You think I am evil, a monster                        
and only want to do you harm, you are wrong. I want you to return here, give back your energy and help                      
the human world retain its balance.” 

Lindsay and Lee said nothing.  

“Fine, I will let you think about it,” Hel said and then made a runic sign in the air. 

They were back in their motel and out of the mist world. Looking at each other with fear, confusion and                    
wonder at the notion that the rest of the world might depend on Lindsay’s family blood. What were they                   
going to do? To believe Hel meant sadness for both of them, but not believing in what shad said, might                    
mean total devastation. 

Just then Lindsay's phone rang. 

“Hello?” 

“Hi dear, it’s Salma. Don’t fall off the trail now - do not fail in your task. We can save both worlds with that                        
bottle. I have been scrying and it seems the first thing you need to do and fast is visit your mother.” 

The phone line went dead before Lindsay could reply. She told Lee what had been said as they gathered                   
all their belongings and headed for the car and back on to the road. They weren’t far away from the house                     
and would only take twenty minutes. There had been something in Salma’s voice that suggested urgency.  

 

* * * 

 

Lee parked up, looking up at a house that he had seen so many times before in the Mist World. Would the                      
old gentleman who had spoken to him on his very first visit be there? The old gentleman could have been                    
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Lindsay’s grandfather who she had said had died years back. This suddenly moved him on a wave of                  
emotion, sadness and a sense of privilege to have known him just a little.  

“Are you coming?” Lindsay asked as she bent over into the passenger side while holding the door open.                  
She didn’t wait for his answer but slammed the door and made for the house. 

Lee got out with trepidation. He came to stand a little way behind Lindsay who knocked on the door and                    
rang the doorbell. 

They waited for a few minutes and were about to knock again when a middle-aged woman in a bathrobe                   
answered. She wore hair rollers, her skin had a slight yellow colour to it, and she stank of cigarettes and                    
alcohol. When she saw Lindsay, the woman frowned then looked up and down at Lee before shaking her                  
head and shuffling back into the house.  

Lindsay went ahead and followed her mother into the house. He was almost sick, it was the same woman                   
he had seen in the farmhouse being fucked by the featureless men. When his feet eventually moved and                  
took him into the house that smelled of smoke, gin and fried food, he looked around at the scruffy leather                    
furniture, the tattered living room and a study then he headed for the kitchen to where Lindsay was having                   
a strange and heated conversation with her mother. 

“Look at this place, what have you been doing? Aren’t you looking after yourself?” Lindsay asked, her                 
voice full of anger and concern. 

“You fucking left me, you little fucking tramp. Who’s the cock fucker?” her mother replied, her words                 
slurring. 

“He isn’t a cock fucker, Mom. He is my friend and he is called Lee Waterman. Lee, this is my mother,                     
Summer Delfino.”  

“What do you want?” Summer asked as she grabbed a bottle of gin and a filthy glass. 

“Mom, please don’t drink while we are here.” 

“Fuck off then” 

Lindsay looked at Lee with apologetic eyes, he put his hand on her shoulder and squeezed.  

“See - cock fucker,” Summer said, tartly. 

“We need to look in grandfather’s basement. Please tell me that it’s the way he left it, unlike the rest of the                      
house?” Lindsay asked. 

“You were never allowed in there,” Summer reminded her then her eyes lit up. “What the fuck are you                   
after?” 

“Mom, please. I have spoken to Salma. She needs me to look in that basement.” 

“Salma! No. That fat bitch is full of voodoo. Stay away from her,” Summer cried out. 
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“Mom, it’s okay. We just need to find something, get it to her then we can get out of your way.” 

“Fine, fuck off then. I know you.” Summer pointed at Lee, "You left me for this cock fucker, didn't you.                    
Who would have thought you two would still be together. I am busy, so let me be and fuck off." 

With that Lindsay seemed to give up trying to build a bridge with her mom through a reasonable                  
conversation. She backtracked into the hallway and opened the door to the basement. Lee stood behind                
her. They made their way down and could hear Summer singing a weird song that was almost incoherent. 

Lindsay's grandfather’s room looked like a library, far grander than the Mist World's version. 

Lee saw runic symbols, strange ornaments and other such objects. The walls were lined with thousands                
of books, the room smelled musty and stale from not having been used in so long. 

“Where the hell do we start?” Lee asked in almost a whisper. 

“I want to try the pendant,” Lindsay replied and held up the jewellery. 

 

 

She felt nothing at first, but as she walked closer to the right-hand bookcase, the metal was cooling. She                   
moved to the left side of the room and it heated up. The further into the room she went, the hotter it                      
became. It suddenly steamed and burned and she let it fall instantly. Though it didn’t burn through the                  
material of her shirt, she could still feel its heat. 

Lee followed her and now was checking out a large book on a book stand. The book had dozens of runic                     
symbols embedded into the brown leather. He opened the heavy cover and frowned. When Lindsay               
looked, she understood why. It had lines of text written in runic symbols. All the pages that were written in                    
the same script. She ran her hand over the page and suddenly some of the symbols lit up.  

“Quick, get me a pen and paper,” Lindsay said to Lee and he rushed around the room to find the items                     
and then brought them back to her. 

He jotted them down as Lindsay ran her hand over the pages.  

It took a good hour to go through the whole book. Lindsay made a call to Salma to tell her what they had                       
found. She sounded pleased and told them to find a wall in the room without any books, paintings or wall                    
hangings. They needed to trace the symbols with blood on to that wall and wait. 

Lindsay ventured back upstairs to get a knife and a bowl. Lee stood and the threshold to the kitchen, he                    
didn't want Lindsay to be out of his sight, he was getting his wife back and nothing was going to stop that. 

Her mother had the radio on full blast and sat at the kitchen table drinking gin and rolling cigarettes. She                    
seemed oblivious to Lindsay and Lee being there. Lindsay considered that it was probably for the best                 
that her mother wouldn’t remember her visit. After all this, things would go back to normal, although                 
Lindsay vowed to start calling her mother again more frequently.  
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Back in the basement, they found an alcove without anything on it or near it. Bracing herself, Lindsay                  
sliced through her palm and gasped at the pain. Lee held a bowl beneath to catch the flow of blood and                     
watched as it poured and swelled. She smiled at him wiping the wound and patching it up with a strip of                     
his t-shirt. Lindsay then began to draw the symbols on the brick as Lee held up the paper for her to follow.                      
Upon the last symbol, the wall shook and the runes lit up in a blue glowing light. 

The wall faded and showed another room or world, it was hard to tell. 

Lee went first and took hold of Lindsay's hand, taking care not to touch her wound. They stepped over the                    
threshold and saw a large tree on a grassy mound. Its flowers, radiant orange and pink, glistened slightly                  
and gave off a sweet aroma as they came closer. 

Somebody had carved symbols into the tree trunk. Lindsay touched the centre of the trunk and a hole                  
appeared. Inside was what they were hoping for - a bottle, ornate and small, Lindsay grabbed it then they                   
retreated to the library. 
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Chapter Eighteen 
On their way back to Salma, a storm raged in as if Hel was showing them that what she was livid at their 
accomplishment to get the vial of blood. 
They rushed into the little store at the end of the main street and were greeted by Salma, who already had 
hot cups of tea waiting for them.  
“We will have to wait out the storm to perform the magic needed to combine our blood with your 
grandmother's; then the hard part begins,” Salma said with a deep flat tone. 
Lindsay and Lee exchanged glances. “What is the hard part?” they both asked. Lee grabbed Lindsay's 
hand and squeezed. They were in this together. 
Salma sat stroking her cat who was purring contently on her lap while she sipped tea. She looked as 
serious as if somebody had died. “We need to pour the blood in a location whilst in the Mist World. 
Hopefully, we can open a doorway and throw it in without stepping foot into that world but it is a long shot 
at best. It will take all of our energy and all of our strength to do this. The storm has to pass and reveal the 
moon. Our power comes from the moon.” 
It had gone ten-thirty in the evening by the time the storm wore itself out. Salma prepared an altar with 
crystals and runes, a bowl of scented water and a silver dagger on her low coffee table. The bottle was 
placed at the centre of the table and all three of them surrounded it. Salma lit candles and recanted a 
verse that appeared to be a spell of some sort. 
Lindsay's was nervous and scared, she kept glancing down at the altar and then to Lee. He looked 
fascinated and eager. When the candles were lit, Salma continued her verse, took the dagger and sliced 
through her hand, allowing the blood to flow into the little bottle. When her blood touched the dark red, 
almost brown old blood inside it began to glow a fiery red. She took hold of Lindsay’s already sliced hand 
and made a small cut into the wound, it was enough to drip blood into the bottle. The red glow shone 
brighter as if a firefly had been caught and become angry. Another verse then a sprinkle of rose water 
around the bottle. The rune stones began to glow as blue as the sky on a summer’s day. Salma blew out 
the candles and all became dark. 
“It is done, now we have to open the door to the mist world,” she said as she moved around the room 
switching on lamps. 
She cleared a wall at the back of the pantry and began marking runes with her wounded hand, just as 
Lindsay had done at her Grandfather's house. “Are you both ready, don’t let go of one another. She will 
sense you but she will not see you.” 
Lindsay hesitated. “Aren’t we being selfish? What will happen to our world if our blood is not returned to 
hers?” 
Salma looked as though she had been slapped in the face with a kipper. “My child, she is lying. She has 
plenty of power. She is just bored and is toying with you. We will do a spell afterwards to appease her. It 
will give her a boost if she should need it, but I very much doubt that she does. Plus we are giving her our 
blood, just not at the cost of our lives. If we don't the Mist World will encompass this world and we will all 
be living in fire and ice and nightmares.” 
Lindsay nodded. She had a sense that there was more to it but didn't press the matter when she looked 
over at Lee she saw that he must have felt the same - his face told her that he had become hesitant about 
what they were doing.  
“If anything goes wrong…” He began. 
“It won’t, please trust me. All we need to do is throw the bottle into the world. We haven’t got much time, 
so please.” 
Lindsay didn’t know what to think; maybe the appeasement ritual that would be performed afterwards 
could be repeated every once in a while and it would be a compromise. She took hold of Salma’s hand, 
and Lee took hold of her hand. She stared at him and he nodded, giving her hand a squeeze to show that 
he was on her side. 
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Salma whispered some words, foreign to their ears and then their eyes were assaulted by a blasting white 
light. A cold icy breeze raged at them. 
When the light dimmed enough for them to open their eyes, the wall of the pantry had gone. It was a 
doorway and beyond it, a thick smoking mist that seemed alive. It snaked and spiralled like smoke in a 
bottle. 
“Go now. Throw it in there,” Salma called over to Lindsay. 
Lee didn’t give her time to react and grabbed the bottle, went over to the door. He hesitated for only a 
second. A hand came out of the smoky mist and dragged him and the bottle through the threshold then 
the wall returned to normal, solid and plain. 
“What happened?” Lindsay cried out. “Where is Lee?” 
Salma shook her head. “He is gone my dear, hopefully, he will save you and smash that bottle in her 
world. Even if he doesn’t, Lee is gone. He was foolish and should have thrown it without getting too 
close.” 
Lindsay felt the prickly spikes of shock running over her skin. Her mind blank, she suddenly found it hard 
to breathe. Her life would have been so happy after that bottle had been thrown, so comfortable, so cliché 
and so full of love. How could Lee just be gone?  
“Is there any way of knowing if he is still alive? Can you scry for him as you did before? I know you were 
watching us somehow? Teach me?” 
Salma looked at the wall then down at her crystal ball. There was something in her eyes that told Lindsay 
that even if she could, she wasn’t going to. Lindsay picked up Lee’s leather jacket from the sofa. It was as 
if she was floating out of the store and away from Salma. Dazed, grief-stricken and frightened, Lindsay 
sat in the car and cried, sobbed and sobbed.  
After a long while, she turned the ignition and set off for the highway with tear-streaked cheeks. She knew 
what she had to do and she wasn’t going to leave Lee behind, she had to find him and get him back. For 
now, she headed home with a new mission. 
 
 
 
To Be Continued Soon 
Visit my Amazon page for other books https://goo.gl/e90hPC 
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