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A collection of short thrillers written by Y9 students at School21 during the Covid19 lockdown of 
summer 2020. These stories were crafted as part of the 6 week ‘write your own thriller’ elective.   
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*some of these stories are not suitable for young children - they contain themes of violence, 
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Dawn of Evil 

by Z Yusef 

 

Hayden Roberts was the town’s gem; the star quarterback as well as being the captain of the chess and debate team 
and do not forget he is doing all of this while maintaining a 4.0 GPA.He was the kid that was going to make the town 
famous and yes he made the town famous but for all the wrong reasons. 

Hayden Roberts was the beginning of the end. 

 

Brandon Roberts: 

“There is no elevator to success,you have to take the stairs” 

The school motto is everywhere, an imposing reminder of the privilege that walks through these corridors.Whitewashed 
walls hiding the dark secrets that consume everyone in the town.A fresh coat of paint hiding the blood upon which this 
town was built. 

Chase High is your average high school and yet every single person who enters these doors thinks they are better than 
you. You see Chase High is full of perfect kids who come from perfect families who live in perfect homes or that’s how 
people see it looking from the outside. 

Only when you looked in my brother's eyes you saw a glint. 

You saw hope. 

My Granny always used to say that behind the snobbish facade rested an evil which would never go away, an evil which 
would haunt the residents of Chase for the rest of their lives and oh boy were we unprepared for the rude awakening 
that beared down on us. 

You see it all started on a fine summer's morning back in 1965 when 5 kids went missing, hurling Chase into the 
spotlight; they were known as the Chase 5. 

5 kids all with promising futures suddenly disappeared and the media was all over it interviewing anything with 2 legs.A 
town shocked and reeling from the losses of 5 kids. 

Parents in denial. 

The curse of the small town of Chase had only just begun and yet the long lasting effects would exist for years to come. 

 

Alex Paris: 

As the leader of the scouts, expeditions into the Mojave were very common and they were also good training for my 
troops so we were always very well prepared for any issue should it occur. I have a duty to the parents of these children 
to keep them safe and i have always upheld promises.I believe sometimes there are things which are out of our control 
and I have always prepared for the controllable.The horrors of the night of the 27th of November was the only time in 
my career where I haven’t been able to protect my scouts and this was simply uncontrollable. 

 

Alexander Scott: 

My life looks average and looking at me you would never even begin to understand the darkness that has taken over 
me.I have never been ok.Years on Years of living in this town has grasped every single last bit of human I had in me. 



 

I used to love but now I only hate;the devil on my left has taken the throne and to him I am simply a servant.In fact I hate 
humans so much that I talk to myself 

I am the only person who is worthy. 

I will unveil the truth about Chase even if it is the death of me. 

 

Memphis Schmidt: 

27th November 1965: 

Tradition is outdated. 

It was tradition for scouts to go on a trip to the Mojave the day after Thanksgiving and to this day I wished I had skipped 
the trip to stay home with my family because the truth is I was the unlucky kid that stumbled upon 5 bodies.The 5 bodies 
of people I had become all to familiar with. So familiar I fainted right beside them or that was what i was told.I was the 
unlucky kid who hasn’t slept for the last 29 years because of the horrors i saw that night.The 4 bodies I had stumbled 
upon were left there for a reason and the 5 bodies were not murdered. 

They were mutilated beyond recognition. 

They were dehumanized and every night I lay my head on my pillow to sleep. I see their lifeless faces staring at me. 

I was the kid who awoke the town of Chase to the real evil that existed within OUR town. 

 

Narrator: 

You see Hayden Roberts was the glue that kept the Roberts family together and from the day he died the town of 
Chase saw the perfect image of the Roberts family begin to be distorted by the harsh reality which was Hayden Roberts 
was gone and he would never be back.In fact Hayden Roberts was the image the town of Chase had always wanted to 
portray and yet to this day it is an image the people of Chase are failing to escape from. 

The reality is the town of Chase will never escape from its past and I am a prime example of this. 

These were no ordinary 5 bodies; these were 5 bodies which had made Chase a tourist attraction;the mysterious 
disappearance of 5 kids, a conspiracy theorist’s dream. 

Matt Arnock 

Joshua Lazarus 

Betty Turner 

Ashley Ross 

Brandon Roberts 

The names of the kids who wouldn’t stop looking. 

They were told it wasn’t safe ;they knew something was wrong but they never stopped looking and paid for it with their 
lives. 

Now you may be wondering how I got here telling you about my great cousin's death and the demise of our beloved 
town; well don't worry I will tell you. 

Our story began one fateful winter day,where the scouts went on their yearly expedition into the desert.Now there are 
many tales about the darkness that lies within the desert but the scouts always brushed it off and played it cool.The tale 
of the 5 kids who went missing always the topic of discussion around that time.You see Chase is very average and the 



 

missing of those kids it shook up the town and although this was many winters ago the ugly truth lingered to this day 
that Chase wasn’t average,in fact it was far from it. 

Anyway as those brave scouts began their journey into the snowy hills little did they know the horrors that lay 
ahead.They hiked and trekked and struggled all their way to their campsite marked with the flag they stuck the previous 
year and as they always did and they played games and told scary stories until one of the scouts needed to use the 
toilet.Although Memphis Schmidt was a kind and calm scout leader he followed the book to the letter of the law and 
insisted someone go with him . 

So they both walked over to the surrounding forest one relieving himself and the other facing the opposite direction. 
Annoyed and embarrassed he got picked and as he waited,kicking leaves in front of him; he kicked something hard. He 
rolled around in pain and when his friend has relieved himself he found his fellow scout on the floor and assumed it was 
a prank. 

Little did he know that his fellow scout just kicked the only remaining evidence in a quintuple homicide.He soon realised 
his friend was in actual pain and he helped him up.As he turned to see how his friend hurt himself he saw the 
unseeable. 

The faces of dead people. 

Faces mutilated beyond recognition. 

A young lady with piercing eyes;the kind of eyes that sparkled like stars in the sky. 

A young man who couldn’t be more than 18. 

The third body was so brutally annihilated that they couldn’t even tell if the person was human. 

After this time escaped them leaving them behind in pieces. 

Hours of crying and silence. 

Pin drop silence. 

The young man recoiled and screamed that blood curdling scream sliced through the winter’s air and this is the scream 
that torments the mind of many children till this day. 

 

Memphis Schmidt: 

Some would call me paranoid. 

I would call it instincts but whatever it was that compelled me to check up on my scouts that fateful day probably saved 
the mental health of many children. 

As I stared in the eyes of Josh and Andrew Mcinlee I realised 2 things.One that they would never be the same and 2 the 
innocence had been sucked right out of them. 

They both stood there …. Physically there. 

Mentally Vacant. 

Everything seemed to slow down and time ceased to exist. 

Because time no longer mattered. 

Nothing did. 

*********** 



 

 

Narrator: 

Within 30 minutes of the horrisome discovery word of the body infected the camp Memphis doing everything in his 
power to protect his scouts knowing not a single word could console them for the horrors they had just witnessed.But he 
soon realised he was the adult and his scouts were in danger. 

They had to get home. 

They had to escape. 

The once excited and talkative kids had gone silent and if you looked into their eyes you could see they were no longer 
children.Although they were all 14 their expressions were those of someone who had lived to tell 100 tales. 

They just wanted to be back in their room worrying about whether their homework was due or not and yet they were in 
the middle of the Mojave Desert clearing 5 dead bodies of people who could have been their cousin or their brother. 

Memphis acted as he always acted calm and collected ; unfazed by the mountain that glared at them. 

 

Memphis Schmidt: 

My mind was in a million places right then and I was on the brink of collapsing but I couldn’t allow myself to fall.16 kids 
relied on me to lead them away from this.They looked to me for a glint of hope. 

“WE HAVE TO GET OUT OF HERE,!” I exclaimed, trying to steady my voice. 

We didn’t deserve this. 

I didn’t deserve this. 

But this wasn’t about me; this was bigger than me and this was why I had to take these kids home safely. It is human 
nature to want to survive and look after yourself but when you find 5 bodies in the middle of one of the most remote 
places on Earth there is no such thing as rules. 

There is no human nature. 

Along with the other 16 people who came on this journey with me we lost humanity along with every single other 
emotion because you are never taught in how to recover from seeing what we have seen and no one should ever. 

 

Narrator: 

As Memphis instructed his scouts to pack up,thousands of things darted around his mind whilst the scouts feebly 
packed up not a single expression.You could see the weight of the trauma they had experienced on their shoulders. 

They began their journey with 17 people and now as they began to head back there were 22 of them all lifeless. 

They walk every step a journey in itself and the once energetic kids drag themselves. 

Dead weight. 

Alexander Scott: 

I came from a good family. 

I came from an evil town. 



 

Chase is hell on Earth literally and there is no escaping it ; everyday you get up and go to school smiling at everything.In 
fact both of you smile whilst secretly hating each other because Chase is full of hateful people. 

I have gone to Chase High for 4 years and not once has anyone acknowledged my existence and every night as I lay 
my head I tell myself that's how I like it but I don't. 

I hate it. 

Every Night I cry tears, swamp my face,eyes red and I dream of a life where things change. 

I cry about the choices I made and I do it all to please the demons who occupy my mind ; the gatekeepers I call them. 

I don’t know why I was in the Mojave desert on the day after Thanksgiving ; I suppose it is because the solitude is 
comforting.I walk for hours on hours each grain penetrating my shoes but I don’t care because the tranquility is the only 
reason I am alive.It keeps me sane;the breeze caressing my mopy blond hair. 

 

I feel pain all the time,unexplainable pain that I've felt since young I began to push myself away from anything that loved 
me. 

I’m depressed regardless. 

I have never felt content but I have never had anyone to talk about it with. 

Dad left us because of me.Mum is always working to get away from me. 

I’m the reason my brother will never have a real family and I’m part of the evil that belongs in this cursed town. 

 

Narrator: 

As they both walk through the Mojave you begin to see what this town does to people and you see lifeless people.The 
paint begins to rot. They both experience pain inexplicable and it brings them to the Mojave, the bridge to hell. 

 

Memphis Schmidt: 

We begin to slow down and in unison all of us set camp for the night.All of the kids set up the tents moving like robots in 
perfect symmetry.I would commend them for their skill if we hadn’t just found 5 bodies but I quickly remove irrelevant 
thoughts like that to the back of my head. 

They slowly get into their tents and begin to sleep almost instantly. 

For hours I sit here head in my palms and for the first time in hours I collapse, a burst of emotion, I can’t handle this 
anymore.The veins on my head protrude as if they are trying to leave my head and I fall to the ground. I give up. 

 

Alexander Scott: 

I have been walking for hours with no sleep or food and my eyes beg me to rest to allow them to shut;but I cannot.My 
head begins to throb joining the list of pain I feel and my mind starts to play tricks on me or so I think.. 

I squint my eyes in indescribable pain. 

I see people in the distance ;little people moving around in synchronization; they move slowly like they have no purpose 
and as I edge closer to these things I can see them better. 



 

 

They ar- 

They are…. 

Kids. 

I mumble the words failing to escape my dry bloody lips. 

So very peaceful; their leader on the floor. He looks like he has experienced pain as well and for the first time I see I am 
not the only one struggling.I sit there from afar watching them wake up and eat.They look no more than 16 and most of 
them look dead as well. Even though I am only 100 metres away no-one sees me.They all walk with their heads down 
and from afar it's hard to tell they are even walking. 

Angels. 

They remind me of angels the way they float. 

I hate them. 

The way they walk pretending they are upset so they can go home and whinge about nothing because they have 
everything. 

I on the other hand come from a broken home. 

A place I hope to get away from. 

Forever. 

They look upset but it is because they have never experienced true sorrow;they have never experienced real pain.Pain 
is an emotion that they think they have experienced but it only in exists in their imagination.So I sit their and make 
peace with all those I have hurt and I sit there praying that at the end of the day all will be forgiven. 

I am not religious but I search for a higher power to cleanse my soul and release me from the shackles of the evil which 
has resided inside me eating away at me slowly. 

 

Narrator: 

As Alexander sat there soul searching, the sun beamed at the boys who sat quietly chewing away at their sandwiches 
not knowing what lurked only 100 metres from them. 

 

Alexander Scott: 

I say goodbye to everyone I love, which is only 1 person. 

Goodbye Ollie. 

I love you brother. 

I pray that you get through chemo and that you live a happy and long life and I am sorry I was never the brother that I 
should’ve been.I should’ve of looked after you after they all failed us. 

Regret won’t help me now neither will God or anyone else; I have come too far to turn back so I do what I have been 
waiting to do. 

My calling. 



 

My purpose. 

*********** 

6 months later 

TV Reporter: 

On the night after Thanksgiving Alexander Scott ,a boy described as troubled and lonely followed a group of scouts into 
the Mojave Desert before unleashing years of neglect and abuse by shooting all 17 scouts in the head.At which point he 
is believed to have dug a ditch burying all the bodies before turning the gun on himself and ending it all. 

A search party has failed to find any bodies however a gun was recovered from the scene and this was immediately 
handed over to the Chase Police Department. 

A police inquiry looking into the deaths of 23 teens has found that the murderer was a Chase resident Alexander Scott 
with DNA results coming back on the hair found on the gun.The inquiry also found that if Mr Scott had received the right 
help a lot earlier this might have not happened with the inquiry showing that Mr Scott suffered from Schizophrenia but 
chose to never seek help. 

 

Narrator: 

The town of Chase had just experienced a very rude awakening and the people of this evil town knew this had been 
brewing for years and this was simply inevitable. 

On the night after Thanksgiving Alexander Scott killed 17 scouts. 

To this day 22 bodies lie in a ditch in the middle of the Mojave desert. 

 

Unknown: 

“Are you sure the Scott kid killed them all,?” asked the man with the thin scar running along his face in his monotone 
voice. 

“Yes sir,.” replied the teenager in a piping voice. 

“He proved himself quite resourceful,.” he states in a matter of fact voice. 

“Send the payment to the hospital. We shall keep our side of the bargain,.” he said. 

 

Narrator: 

When death and destruction faces us only the cockroaches will rise and as If by a miracle a little bruised hand appears 
at the surface.The hand of a witness of the evil that lives in Chase. 

  



 

The Trophy 

by A Abdi 

 

It’s a big day tomorrow, only one thing torments my mind- Adam. 

I’ve been tossing and turning in my bed, feeling too hot like my room is the Sahara desert ; I was unable to relax, unable 
to think. I’m dreading the moment I encounter him. The only thing I remember is his face. I can’t get it out of my mind. 
I'm losing myself slowly bit by bit. My throat is uncomfortably itchy and dry. I really want to rip my neck out and scratch it 
to bits. It yearns for water. I can’t withstand the heat. I feel like I am going to collapse. All of this was caused by Adam. 
The image of his face is burnt into my mind; the thick black slugs on his scarred face dancing when he scowls; his 
bloodshot eyes bulged out of his sockets, it seemed to me that they were only hanging on by an invisible thread. 

He hates me. He's been bullying me continuously, it’s as if he has a heart made of stone. I don't even remember the 
time I went to bed. 

It's the first Monday back at school and I'm very anxious; Adam is back. I catch a glimpse of him with the corner of my 
eye, I sprint towards my classroom and sit down. I tried to avoid eye contact with him at all times. I can’t concentrate at 
all in lessons. I feel his eyes behind me, waiting for me to turn. His gaze feels like laser beams going through my skull. 
His breath is heavy, droplets of his spit pounced onto the back of my neck. His warm breath tickles the small hairs, 
raising them like soldiers ready for battle. I am unsure if all this is a figment of imagination my terrified mind is making up 
or if it is happening in real time. 

Hours...days...weeks go by very slowly. But surprisingly there is no trouble from my tormentor. 

Finally, it is the last day of term. We’ve been told some of us will be getting the ‘Above and Beyond’ trophy. I think I 
deserve it, despite all the harassment and bullying that I face every day, I am working very hard. Adam is very smart 
regardless of the cruelty of his heart. He is my only competitor. Maybe that competition between us is the reason for his 
hate towards me. 

Our teacher mentions that they will be announced on Wednesday. 

The day I call hell…. 

The day my life has been dramatically changed. 

The day I see the world from one eye…. 

Two days later I’m at the award ceremony and my heart starts galloping like wild horses, the names are starting to get 
called up; the teacher says: “if you hear your name getting called please make your way up onto the stage”. The first 
rewards were attendance so I didn’t pay much attention to it until I heard “ Next we have the ‘Above and Beyond’ trophy” 
Only one person can get this but two people are nominated and must compete against each other. I end up dozing off 
and daydreaming until a sudden cold howling wind blows open one of the windows in the assembly hall. I feel a 
sickening shiver down my spine and whatever excitement I was suppressing now completely gone. 

Adam and I are called up onto the stage and it is as if my soul got sucked out of me; yet, I still won and got the trophy. I 
grabbed the trophy in an unsettling way and it gave off bad vibes. Panic sets in, sweat trickles down my spine slowly, 
each drop like a spider crawling its way aimlessly. I think I am done for and dash out of the hall, dragging my feet as 
quickly as I can muster. 

Adam follows me, feigning a concerned look, pretending to be a caring friend in front of the class. I end up in a deserted 
eerie hallway, the claps getting fainter and fainter. I pause for a second and I hear creeping footsteps that are getting 
louder with each step. I turn around and felt a hand grab me, a voice then barks “Go to hell Kai!” 

He snatches the trophy out of my hand and for a brief moment, his faint touch caresses my arm. He hit me on the left 
side of my face, then pushed me down the stairs….time slows down, my vision blacks out, I see a bright light coming 
towards me. 

 



 

I wake up at the hospital with pain all over my body, with a bandage on my left eye. 

Have I lost my eye? 

Have I deprived half of my sight? 

I have been asked what happened; I tell a lie and say I fell over the stairs. My parents put me into homeschooling after 
refusing to go back to school so that is my last time seeing Adam. 

It is the beginning of the end, the end of my social life and the beginning of …… 

My friends were my books and movies but I used to see Adam between the words and in the characters. I could never 
erase him from my mind, whenever I see my face, I see him. 

Year after year … ten years pass and I graduate as a maths teacher 

;I became a maths teacher at a local primary school. I am going to teach the subject that I like, but the school 
environment brings all the bad memories. I struggle with my appearance and some children laugh at me but I love what 
I’m doing. I love teaching. 

On the first parent evening at my new primary school, I enjoy meeting my student’s parents. It is a lovely day and most 
of the feedback is good. I check my time table. It's 6:20 pm, Ava’s slot time. She is one of my smartest students in 
maths class. Ava arrives with her father. As soon as I saw him, I felt sick. I feel traumatised …. 

It’s him. He’s back! 

He recognises me too, I can tell from his tense body language. 

Hours pass by and I finally finish with the parents. without thinking I go to look for Ava’s address. There was tension in 
the air as if everyone in the world was looking at me, I took a quick picture of her file and ran for it. 

I'm now in my car, what’s next? 

What is in my mind? 

I want ….. 

I get ready and wear all black. I clench the murder weapon in my hands, it is… 

I go to the address which is less than a mile away; it seems he lived in my neighbourhood. Perfect! 

I sneak to the house from the back door and my footsteps are louder. Another creak, another shuffle, just down the 
corridor. Now only seconds away from dispatching him to hell! I want him dead, I don’t even care what happens if I am 
going to die, he is going to die with me. 

The floorboards squeak with each step and Adam emerges from his room, I shuffle towards him with a malicious smile 
on my face and hiss, “Remember me, FRIEND”. Adam freezes, he stutters and just stands there, not muttering a word.I 
lunge towards him, colliding like railway-trains, we meet with an impact; the shock of battle between Adam and I… 

He gulps very loudly. I could tell he was nervous. I laugh out loud and Adam still stands there with his eyes wide open. 
He grabs me by my arm and says “Get out of my house, you really think you can come in just because of something I 
did when I was a kid?” 

I snap “You deserve death!” He sobbs saying he’s sorry; he really thought I cared. I smashed him with the trophy 
without hesitation, I kept banging his head until he was gone. 

I wanted him to suffer the way he made me suffer. I was scarred for life. 

I had to see everything with one eye ….. 

I almost died that day. My heart was skipping beats, my hands and feet were numbed. 



 

 

I look at the bloody trophy…..Is this what I wanted to be? A killer? 

Policeman arrives on scene and completes an investigation. 

On the radio line he reports to a colleague: “There seems to be no sign of forced entry, just a dead bloodied body on the 
floor.” 

(Long pause.) 

“It’s like no one else was here”. 

  



 

It Lies at the Bottom of the Fishtank 

by A Ahmed 

 

Chapter 1: 

I can't breath. 

Everything in my body feels numb. 

Especially my heart. 

I'm swimming up but never seem to get to the top as powerful waves resistantly wash over me. 

I'm about to give up but I remember. 

I remember how all of this is my fault. I use the rest of me to get to the top and stagger onto the boiling sand taking deep 
dramatic breaths inhaling the chemical element that keeps me alive. 

And hating it too. 

Looking down at my pale wrinkled hands and ragged clothing I notice a leaflet on the ground sitting next to me. I 
gingerly pick it up and notice in big orange writing ~WELCOME TO THE TOWN OF ANEACO~ I take a minute to 
process this information. 

Aneaco is in Arole and- 

Ohnononononononono. 

I CAN'T. 

My sister- 

My sister was sent here to be FAR away from me, wherever I go danger follows and I can't put her in that situation. 

Like how I did to my mother.. 

I fling myself back into the water screaming at it telling it to take me somewhere else but it wont. I'm stuck here. 

I brush my dripping jet back hair away from my eyes. 

I only know two things about myself 

1: My name is Walter. 

2: Someone is after me. 

 

Chapter 2: 

I wake up rubbing my eyes in exhaustion tiredly looking around me, unfamiliar of the dull pale yellow walls slightly tea 
stained.. I think. I'm not sure. I slowly get my legs out from under the grimy covers, my feet pallid from the temperature 
of the room. As they hit the smeary ice cold floor, I see a dark figure in the corner of the room looking out of the only 
window in the room which provides the dim light in here. I look closer at the strange figure and notice something in its 
hands.. It's her hands.. It's the same bracelet as my mothers.. Is it mom..? 



 

I step closer making no noise at all standing beside the figure and realising it's not my mom but my sister.. Her gothly 
hair is the same as always in that plait with a flashing strike of white going through it. I cautiously place my hand on her 
frail shoulder quietly saying, "Nice view, eh?" 

She looks at me, her startling crystal blue eyes filled with tears and hugs me. "Walter", she whispers. 

"Yes, yes" I reply, "I erm.. miss you too but i'm not supposed to be here-" 

"Walter", she repeats in an unusually calm tone. I ignore her and stagger towards the door, and unsuccessfully try and 
open it. 

"It's locked..?" I whisper trying to act nonchalant. 

"Walter", she says again for the millionth time, " You can't leave.. You're in an asylum. 

 

Chapter 3: 

"W-what?" I stammer in shock. 

"Yes." She replies shortly, "I know." 

"B-but what d-did i do?" I hiccup. My sister, July reassuringly rubs my back and beckons me to sit on the scruffy bed. 

I start to have a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach and the scar running through my eyebrow suddenly begins to ache. 
Everything around me starts to blur, July's screams start to fade and just as I'm about to pass out I see from the corner 
of my eye those strange but unique fishes splashing away in their tank like there's no tomorrow. 

 

*********** 

 

I rub my eyes tiredly, waking up to hear the piercing screams and cries that seem to be coming from.. everywhere..? 

I sit up, confused, leaning against the cold dampened walls and notice something dark and slimy slithering its way 
through the cracks of the ceiling, I look around for July but all I can see is the silver bracelet I saw her clutching earlier.. 

I grab it and tie it around my thin wrist. I try to get up clutching my waist suddenly realising the situation I am in. I notice 
the clip that probably fell out of July's hair when she...disappeared? I pick it up carefully, feeling the cool metal against 
my hot sticky fingers and feel a huge weight of anxiety lift itself over my shoulders as I hear the satisfying clunk of when 
the lock turns… 

As I open the overused door the deafening screams rise full blast and I stumble back in surprise. There's people 
everywhere running in directions but from what..? 

Then I saw it. 

A girl about 6 years old trying to protect a boy half her age from a humongous spider the size of an overweight elephant. 
I look closer at the large spider. I notice its grimy mouth and see a blue veiny foot. I try my best not to puke as my 
arachnophobia starts to kick in. I rip off a pipe hanging from the wall and whack the spider’s hairy legs. The spider's 
head slowly turns to me and I gulp. I jump on top of the spiders head and see a jar of peppermint oil on the kitchen 
counter, jump of the gigantic spider and- 

The ignorant creature's teeth sinks into my left shoulder;grunt in surprise grabbing a chair with all my strength and trying 
my best to wack the hell out of it. To my misfortune this only seems to provoke it more. The spider grabs me but all of a 
sudden a girl about my age swings off the pipe and fires a... peppermint oil gun into the spiders mouth? The spider jerks 
abruptly and begins to lose consciousness.. 



 

The girl jumps off the creature tucking a lock of ginger hair back underneath her headscarf, wipes a bit of sweat off her 
eyebrow and looks at me with her dark brown eyes for a moment. 

I stare back at her in awe and she says, "Nice to meet you, the name’s Isla." The brazen girl extends a hand out, I take 
it and she whispers, "Don't worry i'm gonna get you out of here." 

I nod enthusiastically and see a movement in the corner of the asylum. 

I see my sister leaning against the banister, arms cross grinning away like the Cheshire Cat as she calls out, "I already 
have." 

 

Chapter 4: 

42 hours later it was safe to say that i wasn't a threat to Anaeco but more of a 'hero.' But yeah the main hero was Isla. 

I run my hands through my hair remembering the slug-like creature forcing itself through the tight cracks of the ceiling. I 
haven't told anyone about it, I don't want them to worry. As I wonder around the lonely streets, the 2 girls are looking for 
an apartment for us to stay in and I'm supposed to be ordering Chinese but I can't help but ponder in the empty streets. 

I round the corner of a narrower cobbled street with tall houses rising up on their side, casting deep shadows into the 
road. To my left, I spot a dirty cracked mirror laying abandoned leaning against a red brick wall.. 

I look in the cracked dirty mirror and lift a lock of silvery black hair that covers the protruding scar across my bloodless 
forehead, running through my left eyebrow. 

It happened when I was 4 years of age, I remember that day so vividly like it was yesterday. 

It was the day my mother.. died. 

I ran to her, arms wrapped around her thin waist trying not to let my emotions out, i felt her cool breath against my ear 
and she whispered to me, "Always know that i am with you in here", she pointed to my chest and handed me a tank. Not 
just any tank, that tank that held the 3 opposed fish that keeps me in this world today. "B-but mom..-" 

All of a sudden I felt a painful jolt go straight to my forehead and heard the last shrill cry of my mother's voice. 

 

*********** 

 

"HEY!" "OI YOU BOY" "LISTEN MATE I AIN'T GON BE FLYING HERE ALL DAY I'M-" 

I shudder coming back to reality hearing a small vexed voice. I look around seeing nothing but then a flying.. fairy? 
Caught my eye it was as small as my pinkie wearing all green, looking like a mini version of peter pan.. Isla would love 
him. 

"Erm, hullo?" I say rubbing my eyes. My imagination has gone to the next level. 

"Nah trust me i'm real, and you're gonna be seeing a lot of questionable things today by the way i'm Bob." Says Bob like 
he does this daily. 

"H-how d-di-" I managed to stammer out."I can read minds" Bob says irritatedly "Anyways that's not the point, today, 
she's coming, today.." 

"Today? Who's coming toda-" 

"Her" The strange creature breathed with a slight fear in his voice. Instantaneously he reached into his tiny pocket and 
fished out a fishing net the size of my hand. I was about to ask how the hell he did that then I thought better, i've seen a 
lot of crazy things for the past few days. 



 

Bob clicks his tiny fingers twice and in a trice my fish tank falls from the air into my hands. 

"Wh-" I stutter. 

"Urgh just listen for pete sake grab the net an-" 

I let out a gasp because there in my hands was a note and a small emerald gem like stone clutched in his hands. He 
hold up the note reading: 

"You have found me, 

But not too late, 

There in your hand, 

Is as sweet as a gland, 

And shall free you from the curse, 

That has made things worse." 

He stares at the note in shock and excitement and whispers, "I think i'm supposed to eat it." 

"Who invited Sherlock?" Bob says sarcastically. 

I roll my eyes and toss the gem into my mouth crunching away noisily. 

Suddenly i feel a gush of pain passing through my body, i grab onto the mirror groaning in agony and manage to 
splutter out, "BAH-WHAT'S I-IN THIS ..-" 

"Don't ask me." The useless fairy shrugs boredly. 

All of a sudden I feel a surge of power electrifying through my arms, legs... 

Everywhere. 

I grip more tightly onto the mirror and in a sudden flash the neglected mirror burst and pieces of broken glass rain 
around me. I look at my hands in absolute shock. 

Bob finally looks up in astonishment and a sprint flies to my mouth grabbing it and forcing it open. 

"GERROFFMEHGGSF" I muffled. 

"Shut up, you speak more than Kayne West" Scoffs Bob. 

Bob analyses my mouth and arms tutting and mumbling quietly then finally looks up at me with his small round bulging 
eyes and says, "Who knew the chosen one was gonna be a boffin." 

I'm too stunned to talk... Chosen one? How did the mirror break? What was in that thing I just ate? Who is this 'he'? 

"Whoa, whoa easy there tiger, remember i can read minds" Bob says wearily. "Lemme sum it down for you, so when 
you young you were cursed by an evil witch. The only things that protected you were your mother and the fish. And 
today that witch is back, to finish you off." 

"I- Oh yeah that is totally normal I get that news everyday!" I say sarcastically. 

Bob rolls his eyes and flies to a nearby leaf curved in the shave of a teardrop and says yawning, "Welp I'm off to sleep". 
"WAIT!" I shout, this fairy is unbelievable. "Why does the 'evil witch' hate me so much?!" 

"Well,'' says Bob, sitting up "You have this secret power nobody but you knows about until you reach your full potential 
and she wants to take that from you." 



 

"But I literally have no powers, I'm useless!" 

"Stop feeling sorry for yourself" sighs Bob" Like I said you will figure out when you meet your full potential. 

I'm about to ask another question but before I can say anything Bob quickly says, Well imma head off now and I'll meet 
you back when you've won the battle." And with a flash disappeared in a puff. 

"B-BUT WHAT DON'T LEAVE ME LIKE THIS!" I scream at nothing. I kicked the wall in frustration instantly regretting it 
as it came tumbling down. I didn't need the witch to kill me. I'd end up killing myself the way things are going on. 

I grab my phone from my back pocket and call Isla and July on our group chat. Its gone to voicemail. I swear under my 
breath and record a voice message explaining everything that's going on and for them not to come as i will sort it out 
myself as it is my fault. I don't want to put them in danger too. I can't bear to lose the only family I have left. Even though 
it has only been about 2 days knowing Isla she's an orphan and she ran away from her orphanage at the age of 8 and 
has been coping all by herself ever since. She's like family, like another sister.. 

 

 

Chapter 5: 

As I stuff my phone back into my pocket I feel something wet and sticky wrapping itself around my waist. I slowly look 
down and see that same thing I saw in the asylum. I trace down to what the gruesome thing was connected to and 
would've fell back if it wasn't for the..tentacle wrapped around me. There 8 meters away from me was a murky 
coloured.. blob? 

Its wide green eyes as large as saucers it's long eyelashes like splintered branches, lying on top of its head was a 
massive tall witches hat that reminded me of the sorting hat from Harry Potter but WAY bigger. 

Eight on its large mucilaginous tentacles slithering on the ground leaving behind a trail of dark grimy paste. 

"WHAT DO YOU WANT FROM ME, I'M USELESS!" I scream at the top of my lungs at the wicked witch. 

"Oh Darrrrlingggg" The evil witch taunts in a slight French accent" I know you're useless but your powers are not." 

"I DON’T HAVE ANY POWERS" I gasp as my grip tightens. 

"LET HIM GOOO!!" I hear a familiar voice scream. I look around and see my sister being held back from Isla and 
looking furious. I told them specifically not to come;why didn't they listen to me and h- 

"AH YOU CALLED YOUR LIKKLE WIKKLE FWENDS TO SAVE YOU" The evil witch spits sourly . 

I see a movement in the corner of my eye;Isla who happened to spot hair gel in an abandoned bag tosses it over to me, 
careful that the witch wasn't looking i catched it and applied it around my waist and gently slid out. I see a gun on the 
floor but think better of it. 

I think i know my power. I grab one of Isla's hands and one of July's and shout, "I KNOW MY POWER!" The two girls 
look at me in confusion and Isla looks like she's gonna burst out laughing any second. 

"THEN GIVE IT TO ME!!!!" The evil witch crackles greedily. 

"I CAN'T GIVE IT TO YOU, YOU MUST FIND IT!" 

The witch gasps and slashes out at us but the power is too strong it creates a force around us. "THE POWER I HAVE 
IS LOVE!" 

The witch is slowly cracking light bursting through it, when horrifyingly out of nowhere guns are being shot at it. This is 
not good. The witch is becoming bigger and more powerful due to fear and hatred. The evil monster stretches and its 
long claw suddenly penetrates through Isla's chest. 



 

"ISLA!!!" July screams, tears running down her face automatically. I stand still trying to process what just happened. I 
slowly walk up to her and kneel as I feel her pulse and whisper, "she's not going to make it.." 

July lets out a sob and screams madly at the witch while she just crackles wickedly. I hold Isla's hand and say to her, 
"You are loved but when you weren't it didn't mean you weren't worthy of it." Using all her fortitude to playfully punch me 
on the arm whispering, "where'd you get that quote from?" 

I gape at her then scoff, "Anne wit-" 

Isla's eyes go wide looking behind me as she tries to push me away but she dies trying. In shock i look behind me an- 

"NOOOOOO JULY!!!!!" July launches in front of the stupid ignorant monster as the mighty tentacle hits her with a loud 
thump her body slams against the cold hard concrete. Due to this fearsome act of saviour and love the evil witch 
screams a horrible ear-piercing scream and fades into a grey dust leaving only the sorting hat. 

I sprint to my sister but by the time I get there she has gone to heaven. I'm about to bash the concrete floor but see a 
note lying next to her. I pick it up tears fill my eyes i fiercely brush them away i look down at the note and read: 

"its ok to cry :)" 

I gasp and throw the note fiercely onto the ground. and forcefully pass my way through the nosy crowd. And I see those 
3 fish. Those 3 fish I never got to thank. 

They too are spilt laying still on the ground. I grab them quickly and sprint to the nearby fountain and throw them in 
praying for at least them to come back to life but they lay there as stiff as dried clay.. 

 

*********** 

 

4 hours later Walter stands there at the edge of the rooftop and feels something in his pocket he fishes it out and there 
in his hand is the note, the note July left for him.. But h-how? He thought then remembers when he was passing through 
the crowd he felt a pink in his back pocket...He thought it wa- 

"Bob" He tuts with a small smile. He lets out a sob reading the note and cries until the sun arises. 

"I-i'm sorry" He whispers and falls down, 

down, 

down. 

 

  



 

Untitled 

by M Price 

 

She stared at me. A cold cold hearted stare. It was like she was looking deep into my soul; taking apart my whole life 
right before my eyes. My hands were trembling. My palms were sweating. What had I done; if only I had just listened to 
everyone...if only. 

The dark gloomy clouds looking down upon me. The cars spectating, watching this tribulation unfold. The two walls 
closing in on me. Just me and her. What was going to happen. Was someone going to run round the corner and come 
save me or was this the end. My whole life, every single mistake I ever made running through my brain like clockwork. I 
should have left it when I had the chance. The only person I can blame is myself. I thought I was different. Like what 
happened to the others wouldn’t happen to me. 

Boom...boom...boom...boom...boom. My heart was pounding. I could feel it throughout my whole body. It was like drums 
in my head declaring the end. It was over. I knew it was. I know how it ends. It was the same ending for everyone else 
and now it was me. 

Every second was what felt like hours. Everything was happening so fast in my head but everything felt so slow. 

She started walking towards me. Sweat was dripping from my head. Each step echoed throughout my head. With each 
step came another level of trepidation. I felt like I was gonna pass out. It was coming. The end was approaching me. 

What if I had just left it? I just had to do it didn’t I. If I had just left it alone like they told me, me and my family could have 
been at home right now all safe and happy, but because of me it got them and now it’s my turn. My sister warned me: 
as soon as she saw that thing in my room she knew. She had heard the stories just like me. She knew. She knew what 
would happen. She knew. She knew. She told me to get rid of it. But I didn’t . She told me to and I should have. Maybe 
then they would all still be here. But because of me they’re gone. Gone, gone because of me. And now it’s me. 

She was getting closer and closer and closer and closer and closer. My anxiety hitting unknown levels knowing exactly 
what’s going to happen to me. I could feel my body gradually stiffening. I had no way out. The walls stared down on me 
knowing what’s going to happen. These three giants towering above me waiting for her to take me. 

She was getting close now. I could smell death getting closer and closer. I could hear my family speaking to me. All the 
people like me, I could hear them. I could hear all the arguments I had with the people I loved and held close to my 
heart. I knew it was the end. 

This is how they all describe it. ‘Your whole life flashes before your eyes’ I didn’t believe it until now. 

She was in arms reach… this was the end. 

 

 

  



 

Untitled 

by I Mocirla 

 

Long after school all I wanted to do was sleep. I had no strength to even change,shower just sleep.I put my hand on the 
door handle,twisted the key into the perfectly matched hole. But then I noticed a box on the floor. I thought it was a 
package I might have ordered but I looked at my phone and the package is coming next week. 

I picked up the box not thinking much about it.The box was quite small and the letters G.S(Gaia Smith) on the side - my 
initials - and suddenly my body turned cold. It was 40degrees outside but I was shivering. 

Incoming facetime call from Rome I read on my phone,it was my best friend.We talked for a bit and I decided not tell 
him about the box,I didn't really think it was a big deal maybe a coincidence. 

The box was sitting there. I hadn’t touched it ever since I put it on my table, I was curious to see what's inside but I was 
convinced it wasn't for me. 

 

*********** 

 

It was 2pm in the morning and i was still up. I have the biggest exam of my life tomorrow but i couldn't sleep. I'd been 
stressed all day and this box wasn’t helping one bit. My eyes just got drawn to it. It was telling me to open it but with 
everything that was going on. I didn't want to open something like that. It seemed too suspicious. 

I rested my head on my pillow finally feeling sleepy. I set my alarm for 8 in the morning the next day so I could make it to 
school by 9. 

3:33 I read on my phone and my alarm went off.I thought this stress got to me. I got up and washed my face to make 
sure I was reading right. I went rushing back to my phone. 3:34 it read and all I had in mind was the box. 

I sat on the side of my bed with the box in my hands. I wrapped it like it was a box on diamonds but little did i know that 
box had way more value than diamonds it was one of the most beautiful necklace i've ever seen and there was a note 
on the side that read 

“I need your help,My name is Reighn and all my life i looked for someone to help me and i found you I will be telling you 
step by step what to do,everyday you will find a new task at your door,you must also wear the necklace everytime you 
complete your mission.There will be only 5 tasks waiting for you and if you don't complete you will pay the same price i 
did. Most importantly this is between us no one will know!” 

 

  



 

Untitled 

by S Ceraj 

 

So today was the 10th of July 2006. One year ago today my mother passed away and I’ve been hearing a lot of news 
that is told to be fake about who killed her, how she died and when did she die. What I have been told by my father is 
that she got caught in a crossfire. 

Today was the day me and my father were moving into the new house. I was upset because I wanted to have the day 
off just thinking about my mother. The house we were moving into seemed a bit dodgy. The door to the back was 
barracadied,after we moved everything in the house my father said “ Claiza Zanzo you are not to go down to the 
basement without my permission.” This now made me worried. I had thoughts circling my head . What was hiding there 
or was someone else living here or was there something valuable there. But then I tried to stop overthinking it and I just 
went to bed still confused. 

It had been a week since we have lived in this and I was still worried about what was in the basement, so today was the 
day I was going down there no matter what. I waited for my dad to water the plants then I started sneaking downstairs 
the stairs, screeching while going down slowly. and I started seeing a blue glowing light coming from the bottom of the 
door.This got me more worried but I still went in then there was something that looked like wireless headphones which I 
have never seen before .As I get close the colour started to get into a dark red then I picked it up and all I heard was. 
BEEP BEEP BEEP. BEEP BEEP BEEP. Then the sound of my dad's footsteps coming down the stairs made my heart 
beat rapidly. “ What are you doing down here? I told you not to come here !” 

I then asked him “ What is it?” “ Stop getting mad please, it just got me worried.” 

He then exclaimed “You are not to leave your rooms for a week!” 

During the time I was grounded I was texting my friend called Mendy telling him everything that happened. He was my 
best friend. I always went to him for advice when something bad happened. He just told me to say sorry to your dad, but 
then he had a suspicion he started saying “ Why would your dad pick that house that is so far from your old city and 
close to where your mum died; maybe that thing you found tells you stuff about your mom's death.” He then said “ When 
your dad starts work I will come over and help you out.” I then replied “ What if we get caught I don’t want you to get in 
trouble.” He stopped me mid way and said “ It is my choice don’t worry about me .” 

It has now been a month since we moved in and my dad started a job as a school cleaner. I told my friend to come to 
my house and we straight away went down to the basement and he had a bag. “ What do you have in your bag?” I 
asked him. 

“Clothes.” He said, so I thought he wanted to sleep over but then… he said “ We are running away, go pack your 
clothes.” I was confused but I went with the plan so I went and packed my bag then went back down to the basement. 
He then picked up the headphones and examined them and on the back they said AirPods so we started calling them 
AirPods. He then exclaimed “ Run!!” So we started running and minutes turned into hours and days turned in weeks. My 
friend already had a little cottage ready for us but it took us a long time to get there and we would stop at fast food 
restaurants to not starve. 

My dad had no suspicion because I told him I’m staying over at my friend's house for a long time because it was 
summer holiday and the noise didn’t go off because I wrapped it in a towel. Then my phone started beeping and it was 
my father. I didn't know if I should answer but then I picked up and he said “ Have you gone down to the basement 
again!?” I replied and said “No” he then hung up. He seemed really worried. I started to feel bad but then Mendy's dads 
friend the investigator came and realised that if you put on headphones it is a path too something and then he came up 
with an idea that it could be linked to my mother’s death. 

30 of July 2006 the day was and my friend said “ Why don’t you put the headphones on and see what happens.” I 
wasn’t scared that my dad would find out I took it because the investigator covered the sensor up with a sock and taped 
it up. Thoughts started circling my head again. For some reason I thought the investigator was dodgy because he kept 
sneaking off to talk on the phone. I don’t know who but it could’ve been the police. So I rushed into my friends room and 
urgently said “ WE HAVE TO GET OUT OF THIS HOUSE!” He was very confused and he said “ What’s wrong are you 
feeling ok?” And then I explained everything and to clear my worries he actually did so he found another little house that 
apparently his uncle owns so a few hours passed in that house and then an old lady came in, “ Hi are you guys lost?” 
We didn’t know what to say we just ran, we reached a restaurant and without asking he explained he said “ Even the 
first cottage I didn’t know who’s it was I’m sorry I was just trying to help.” I replied “ Don’t be silly if it wasn’t for you I 
would be stressed out by now. So we just bought a tent and slept there. Two days later we went to go buy snacks and 



 

on the news it reported “ A cottage has been broken into by armed police. They are looking for some headphones that 
have been stolen from the Queen. And then when we stopped at a grocery store and the college 

Said “Son?” 

I replied “HUH who are you!” Then the police raided the store and all I heard was BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! All the blood 
was splattered everywhere it was ... 

 

 

  



 

Untitled 

by A Patel 

 

*Music blares in the background* I sighed and stoped dancing. I hadn't been able to concentrate these days. Not since 
he'd left. I’d been seeing things, weird things, after he'd gone. I didn't know if it was my imagination or if it was real, but 
I'd seen an old photo of our group, with him in it. The photo was covered in bright blood….and he suddenly had a 
sinister smile on the photo…. Had the photo changed?? But how… the way I remembered it was that he was smiling so 
brightly that day… was this real? This couldn't be real. Right? Photos couldn't be changed like that so it must not be 
real, however, every inch in my body shivered, the thoughts in my head screamed out one thing: This was real. 

 

*********** 

 

“Wow, that was kind of difficult,” I said. 

“Yeah I know, but at least we finished the choreography for our new music video” said Jisung 

“True” 

I panted, grabbed a water bottle and started to chug it down. 

“We should grab something to eat” 

“Sure!” I exclaimed. 

Suddenly the lights started to flicker. We looked up in shock. Hm.. strange, we just got our lights repaired yesterday.. 

Darkness. Darkness surrounded me. 

“What’s happening?” 

“I’m not sure” I replied 

Thud. What was that? Bang. It seemed like someone was trying to open the door. I quickly clung to Jisung‘s arms. This 
seemed like it was coming straight out of a horror film, and I hated horror films. I couldn’t see, but I could tell he was as 
scared as I was. Bang. The door slammed wide open and standing there was a dark shadowy figure. 

They had glowing red eyes and scars covering their face. They were staring at me. Grinning. 

I screamed 

“You should see the look on your face! It’s priceless!” the person said 

I opened my eyes and saw Chenle. 

“Hey! Why’d you scare me like that” 

“Because it was fun” 

I guess I let my imagination take over me, I’m glad it’s just Chenle tho. After feeling relieved we all went out to eat, whilst 
walking out of the practice room I noticed blood on the floor. I didn’t think about it much, but for some reason I had a 
strange feeling growing inside of me. 

 



 

The rest of the afternoon was just us relaxing and eating, it was very refreshing. However, I went back to the practice 
room because I remembered that I forgot something, whilst I slowly reached out my hand to open the door I heard a 
strange noise. I listened in carefully. Sharp nails scratching against a chalkboard, that’s what it sounded like. I heard 
breathing. Short breaths. I could hear ear-splitting heartbeats, it sounded like someone was in there. I tried to peek 
through the glass on the door but it was pitch black; I couldn’t see anything apart from an eerie glow. I didn’t move. I 
couldn’t decide whether I should go in or not. Then I heard a whisper that said “Turn back. Don’t go in there. You won’t 
ever come back.” My heart wanted to jump out of my chest, I looked around me to find the person who said that. No one 
was there. I was alone. I looked through the glass again and saw a smirking face staring into my soul… The face. It 
looked familiar. All of a sudden, the figure took out a long, lustrous blade and walked. Slowly. Towards someone 
crawling into a ball shivering. I realised that the frightened person was… Haechan. 

Haechan was my bandmate. What’s going on!? I looked at him and saw tears rolling off his face. “P-please.. don't-“ he 
stuttered. Immediately, I tried opening the door. It was locked. I kicked the door, trying my very best to open it. 
“Haechan!” I yelled. 

“Jaemin..” he whispered “Help me..” His pleading eyes sparkled, but it was too late. With one swing his head dropped to 
the floor, blood spilled everywhere… Finally the door unlocked, I rushed into the room, and the figure was gone… All 
that was left was Haechan’s lifeless body and his head lying on the red cold floor. 

There were too many questions in my head that I couldn’t think straight, the next thing I knew I was crying my eyes out 
with people patting me on the shoulder saying “It’s ok”. It wasn’t ok. None of this was even remotely okay. My t-shirt was 
moist, my body was numb and my heart ached. I slowly looked up and saw Chenle, Jisung, Renjun and Jeno. “Jaemin” 
Jeno said softly “Jaemin, it’s okay.. we’re here. We need you to tell us what happened.” I sniffed and began to tell them 
what I saw, my voice breaking in between each sentence. Once I finished they all looked at me with worried eyes, Jeno 
sighed and asked if everyone else could step outside the room, leaving me alone. A few minutes went by, I still sat 
there, crying. Then, everyone came back. “Jaemin, you know when a loved one passes away, it can be very difficult for 
some people to cope with it… and um.. the story that you told us seems a bit unbelievable… we think it would be best if 
you have a good rest” 

I stared at Jeno. He didn’t believe me. None of them did. They all thought I was crazy. 

All of a sudden I clenched my fists and yelled at the top of my lungs, “You all think I’m crazy don’t you? You think I’ve 
gone mad don’t you? Well I don’t need any of you to believe me! Haechan is gone because of th-that thing and it was all 
my fault. I let it happen, it was my fault and now Haechan is- he-...” I became reckless and started to throw things on the 
ground, books, mugs, anything in sight. Suddenly, I felt an arm pull me into a tight hug. It was Renjun. “Jaemin, we all 
are upset about the death of Haechan, but we all need to stay strong as well.” I sighed heavily. 

Sleep did not come to me easily; it was a warm night, yet I felt as cold as ice. I replayed everything in my head over and 
over, maybe if I had tried to go in sooner he still would’ve been alive… Wait. The blood I'd seen earlier, could that have 
been from Haechan? Maybe something had happened to him at first, then that thing came back to finish the job? These 
thoughts and questions were racing in my head and it made it even more difficult for me to sleep. I sat up on my bed 
and went to the window, I opened it and the warm breeze hit my face. I felt the softness of it on my cheeks, it made me 
feel a little bit better. I savoured the warm breeze as I stared out the window, the streets were empty and the only light 
to be seen was the streetlights, the deafening silence creeped me out so I laid back in my bed. 

Creak. I quickly sat up and looked around. Strange, I thought I heard a creaking sound.  

 

  



 

The Host 

by E Buivys 

 

The loud ringing noise takes up the whole room. I open my eyes, looking around the small, red lit room. We are 
standing in a weird formation, on our own platform, surrounding an empty and dark pod in the very centre. I look down 
at my hand, bringing it up closer to my face, seeing a weird mark on my middle finger. It’s brand new; I never got a 
tattoo that looks like this. I stare at it more closely. It is a small black triangle with a dot in the middle. I look around the 
room and see that I am not the only one who has it. Everyone else in the same room, has the same mark, on the same 
finger. 

Everyone is looking at everyone else, around the room. How did we end up here? 

I hear the same loud noise ring in our ears; it sounds like a horn, to let us know something has just begun. Everyone 
covers our head, frightened by the noise. 

''What the hell is going on?'' I hear someone say. I look up to an older aged man, somewhere in his fourties., his pupils 
dilated and his entire body is frozen, as in shock. 

''How are we supposed to know?'' asks a female, in her twenties, her eyebrows furrowed. 

We all go quiet and then hear a timer count down. As each second goes by, I felt my palms drenched with sweat, is a 
human even allowed to sweat this much? Am I even a human anymore? 

We panic, looking around at each other and breathing heavily. Our chests rising up and down, afraid of what is going 
on. 

''What does this mean? Who is counting down? Stop it!'' shouts an older lady. 

''Shut up! We all know nothing about what is going on, so do not expect us to understand every little thing, why we're 
here and how we're here.'' scoffs a man, wearing a posh suit, hair slicked back, eyebrows frowned. 

The lady goes quiet, and we all do. Apart from the timer. 

The lights go out, people scream and pant, even everyone's breathing is heard. 

The triangle lights up. A platform slowly starts to rise right in front of us. I shut my eyes, terrified of what will happen 
next; it could be a gun, an alien, or a- 

''What in god's name is this?'' 

I open my eyes to see someone with a black circle in their hands. It hisses, lights up, and that's when we realise, it's a 
bomb. 

The man holding it panics, and looks around the room, frantically, reading everyone's faces. I hear him curse under his 
breath and he throws it to the lady beside him. That's when the timer starts to speed up, signalling that time is running 
out and the lady should throw it before she blows up and dies in front of us. 

She does the same thing, passing it around until it reaches a teenager. A boy who looks eighteen, ripped pants, 
trainers, and his hair all ruffled up. Before we know it, the timer stops, and the boy is gone. 

''W-what the fuck was that all about?!'' shouts the guy who first held the bomb. 

''Oh god.'' I turn over to the lady who was standing beside the boy who blew up just a minute ago. I see her entire body 
shaking, her whispering something under her breath, and forming a cross with her hands. 

I gulp and notice the platform is gone and everything is silent. No timer. 

 



 

''Alright, in case that ever happens again. We should know who we shouldn't kill.'' explains the man with the suit. 

''What do you mean? We shouldn't kill anyone, that's illegal!'' shouts back another man. 

''Well apparently it isn't here.'' I whisper-shout, causing everyone to look at me. I back down and go quiet after saying 
that, feeling intimidated by everyone staring at me. 

''Well in case any of you are planning to kill me, I have a wife and kids at home. They are probably waiting for me now, 
considering I am in my uniform and I remember going back home from work.'' the man explains. ''If you need to know 
my name, it's Charlie.'' 

We nod in response, looking around once more if anyone else needs to say something. Then, we hear the timer go off 
again. That haunting noise, counting down, again. 

The lights go off again, us losing vision of everyone that is surrounding us. No matter how near they are towards you, it 
is pitch black. 

This time, no platform rises. Instead, I hear a bang and the lights flicker, causing us to see someone fall off their 
platform and drop down below, and whoever killed them. 

The lights are back on and I see that Charlie just died. I scoff a little, finding it slightly funny that after him being the only 
one introducing himself, got shot a few seconds later. 

Our eyes are on the lady with the gun; she is the one who was praying. 

''Why did you do that?'' someone asks. 

''I-I didn't have a choice...it said to pick someone a-and shoot..publicly or privately.'' She stutters and throws the gun 
away. 

''Who said that? I didn't hear anything, you're insane..'' replies a pregnant woman, her hair in a messy bun, and her 
hands resting on her stomach. 

''I'm not insane! I-it told me too!'' she shouts back. 

Everyone shakes their head in disbelief, not believing the woman and her stupid lies. 

''Okay, everyone..please listen to me.'' Everyone's eyes go towards a male, twenty-ish, fidgeting with his hands. ''My 
name is Chris and I just wanted to say..please don't try and kill me, I don't have a family yet but-'' 

''Oh shut up, you're just like us. Either we kill you or not, we are all going to die anyways, most likely.'' Interrupts an older 
man. 

''That isn't true, don't say things like that. There's a freaking child here!'' Replies the pregnant women, pointing towards 
an actual kid, whose silently crying, her head in her hands. 

Everyone goes quiet. Nobody knows what to say or do. Nobody knows anything. 

But what we do know is that the timer is still going, it's counting, each second that passes by, our nerves grow, fidgeting 
with our rings, fingernails, looking at the weird tattoo that each of us have, biting our lip. The lights go off again. 

''Do you want to shoot with the lights off, or on?'' asks a robotic voice, it feels like someone is whispering in my ear. I 
feel the cold sweat run down my spine as I hear that question. I look down at my hands and see the small pistol in my 
hands, exactly like the woman's. 

''Public..I-I mean..private.'' I messed up, I stutter and mix my words up. 

I swear under my breath and see the red lit room turn back on again, everyone's eyes on me, gasping as they see the 
gun in my hands. 

I look around the room frantically, slowly lifting up my gun and moving it around the room. Each time it points to a 
person, I see the weird symbol on the floor, move. The vertex of the triangle, points to the person the gun is at. 



 

 

The timer starts to speed up, letting me know I don't have much time and I suddenly pull the trigger, only for it to jam. I 
look at who I was pointing at and see Chris. His jaw and eyes wide open. 

I look back down at my hands, embarrassed of what I just did and see the gun was gone already. 

''So you were trying to shoot me after I just told you not to?'' Chris asks, I heard the cold and angry tone in his voice. 

''I-I didn't even shoot you though. The gun jammed.'' I reply, looking back up at him. 

He moves his hands and I flinch, even though he is a few metres away from me and diagonally opposite me in the weird 
formation. I get scared by his actions. We don't know what people are capable of here. 

He crosses his arms and kisses his teeth. ''You still pointed at me, watch what's going to happen.'' He mumbles. 

''Alright everyone, I think I may know what's going on.'' someone breaks the rough and harsh atmosphere between 
Chris and I. Everyone else goes silent, wanting to hear what they have to say. I look up to a guy in a military outfit. ''This 
is a game-'' 

''Well it's not a very fun one. This is killing people and-'' 

''We are aware of that.'' The soldier cuts off the lady. She rolls her eyes at him and he continues to speak. ''There's a 
timer that goes on for about..a minute and there's a new round, right?'' He looks around the room, hoping to see if 
everyone understands. ''So, each round there's a game where at least one person dies. What we need to do is-'' 

''What we need to do is to not murder anyone and leave this game. This is such a horrible game, I don't even know how 
I got here.'' interrupts the same lady. 

''Shut up and let him explain!'' shouts an elder guy. 

''Do not speak to me like that, I hope you know that-'' 

''If you continue speaking, I'll shoot you next.'' I reply, making the both of them shut up. I look back at the soldier and 
give a faint smile, receiving a small nod by him. 

''What I was going to say is that we need to know who we should kill and who we shouldn't.'' he explains briefly, 
completely going to the point. 

Around the room, there was a few nods, but mostly it was filled with shouts. I started to observe each person around the 
room, seeing who might be the first few to go. There were a few elderly people, some young adults, a pregnant woman, 
and a kid. 

''Well, the elders should go first. They're going to die pretty soon anyways, right?'' a boy with ruffled hair, ripped black 
jeans and a leather jacket says, looking at the older people in the room, who start to shout at him. ''You can't argue with 
me, you know it's true. Listen, we don't have much time-'' 

Before he can say anything else, the timer starts to count down again, letting us know that this game is still going. I 
move my eyes around, detecting each person who I see that seems older than all of us. 

''Each of you, tell us your age. The oldest one goes first.'' I say coldly. I point towards one of the few old ladies and wait 
for her age. 

''I-I'm 49.'' She says, looking down at the floor and fiddling with her fingers. 

''Now that's a lie, tell us the truth! We do not have much time left, stop playing.'' 

''F-fine, I'm 56..but age shouldn't matter at this point. M-my grandchildren are at home waiting f-for-'' 

''Okay, next.'' I say again, pointing to the next person. 

 



 

A few more questions go by and we receive everyone's ages. I anticipate most of the time, getting anxious by the timer 
as it progressively gets louder and faster, to the point I fell like my ears might start bleeding. In the end, we find out the 
oldest is a 63 year old man who looked absolutely terrified. I would understand why, he knows that he's going to die, 
and he has to be prepared for it. But it is the only way it could save us time and think about what to do next, to find out 
where the hell we are and what we're doing here. 

Before we know it, the games tricks us again. There's no gun, no bomb, instead our hands are pulled up in front of us. 
Each time I try to move my finger, I see the person that I am pointing at has a number right above them. I look around 
and see that everyone is slightly fascinated by the technology of this whole thing, but the target we have all agreed on, 
wasn't. This was the last time he'd see something like this, and it's not a very good thing either. Standing in one certain 
spot, not being able to move nor avoid what is going on, having everyone's fingers pointed at him and the number 
above his head. 

''We're sorry.'' we all mumble, before the timer shuts off and we see the target disappear, falling off his platform to 
whatever is down below. 

I shudder, feeling the cold sweat down my back, my skin crawling and the goosebumps on my arm, rising. I bite my lip, 
looking around the room. At the same time, I am absolutely petrified of what is happening here, but I am slightly cool, 
not only with the breeze around my body, but I won't be the next few people who will die in a few minutes. Perhaps we'll 
find out how to solve this and save everyone else? 

Everyone's eyes are on the soldier again, who seems pressured by the intense glares everyone is giving him. 

''Please just let me process something at least. In the meantime, we have to keep going down by age, that's the only 
strategy we can go for.'' 

 

 

  



 

November 19th, 1996 

by M Marina 

 

Silence… that’s all I heard. No-one dared disturb it. On one side of the room, there stood a tall creature of destruction. 
Plain robes fell to the ground, its posture signifying the one of a demon. Its eyes were giant voids, anyone who dared to 
look at them would be lost in an immaculate ocean of nightmares, death and would stand days on end in a stance like 
the one of a zombie. The lych appeared thankful for coming back to life. And I, his master, would eventually be so naïve 
that I would let him engulf the world in death… 

It was a mysterious Monday noon, like none that I’ve seen. The palin sky showed no sign of life, apart from some small 
wriggles in the clouds. There was no trace of the sun, as if he was chased by ghosts. No bird or creature took the risk of 
stopping the silence. The heavy thumping on my window arose from my eternal slumber, and forced me to check it out. 
If those hooligans are vandalising my property for yet another time, I swear I’ll kill them. As soon as I got to the door, a 
letter appeared under the door. I silently opened the ancient paper and read its contents. The writing was smooth and 
elegant, with no scribbling. It only contained one word ‘library’. 

I went to my bedroom, thinking of what the hidden meaning this letter had. As I took my ragged jacket, thousands of 
eviction flyers antlers my room. Go on, pay the landlord so that he doesn’t ‘KICK YOU OUT’. I just ignored the yellow 
papers and went on my way. 

As I found myself on the way to the town’s library, I sensed I was being investigated by someone who wouldn’t dare 
show their face. Suddenly, out of nowhere, the ground was spinning and I felt the world was slipping by me. I cried for 
help, no-one was there… 

I woke up in a chamber of sorts. Sycamore wood filled the tiny walls, each of the crevices left unattended. There were 
no windows and no furniture, only a chair, a platter and a blue plastic bucket. On the tray, there was a meat tart that was 
full of mould, as if it was there waiting for someone to eat it for months. The historical wood was turning black, the 
texture hardening as time flew faster. Suddenly, I realised that I was previously unconscious and tried to get up, but I 
found myself stuck to the ground. The only light that was there was from a minuscule crack the size of a mouse right 
next to the bucket. The ropes holding me were easy to untie and I found myself free, of sorts. You see, there was only 
one exit, and the mahogany door wouldn’t budge an inch. I was so thirsty that I would lick my own sweat. I tried to find 
any supply of water, but all I had was that rickety metal stool, that tart on the platter and the plastic bucket. What on 
earth am I supposed to do with this? I went and immediately found something in what appeared to be a crack disturbing 
the symmetry of the wood. I extracted a piece of paper that recited ‘Use the sto…’ 

Looks like he didn’t have any ink left. I took the stool and after what felt like hours, I managed to break the door. When I 
got out, I was standing in my bedroom, untouched… 

 

*********** 

 

I met Jenny later that year. We have met during one of our school terms. We met in a history lesson, and I didn’t know 
who she was as I was friends with everyone in my year group. I entered the classroom to meet Mr Higgs, and I found 
myself sitting right next to her. I introduced myself to her “Hi, my name is Mark and I noticed that you’re new to this 
class. It’s nice to meet you” to which she replied “Oh, hi. My name is Jennifer, but you can call me Jenny”. During the 
lesson we talked more about each other and soon became friends. She was beautiful, had a nice smile and was kind. I 
later found out that she loved Music and History, just like I did. As time passed, we became closer until we started a 
boyfriend-girlfriend relationship. We then moved into my house and started making arrangements to please both of us. 
We started dating and after we graduated, we married. It was all happily ever after… 

Everything turned upside down early though. Both me and Jenny became teachers and started being appreciated by 
the school and the students. However, she started feeling ill and one day collapsed in class. When the doctors analysed 
her, they said that she had terminal cancer and she would die in 3 weeks. I tried everything I could to help her, but there 
was nothing I could do. 

I went into depression thinking that I would lose her, until one night, I had a dream. Inside it, I found myself in a 
graveyard at night, with mist everywhere. I was glued to the ground and wouldn’t budge. Suddenly, in the brink of my 



 

right eye, I spotted a rotten corpse rising from the ground, as if it was floating. It said something in a silent but 
screaming, calming and scary voice “If you wish to save your wife, then meet me at the town’s graveyard at night. 
Alone…” and all of a sudden, I found myself in my bed at home. Hmm, that must’ve been a prediction. Later that day, I 
found myself going to the library, and a random book dropped open on a page in front of me. Instantly, I recognised the 
image on the page, it was the corpse from earlier in his dream. In the book, he read a letter dating back from 1996 
about how this creature would end the world. I then realised that I shouldn’t go to death’s chambers, so I went to return 
home. But on the way, a car hit me and broke my body. I realised that I was a ghost and could see my own body. I 
looked at the driver and saw something peculiar. He had black eyes and looked possessed. Then, the lich materialised 
out of the driver’s body, and the driver saw my body on the street and ran and took it to the hospital. The lich spoke “ 
You dare let your wife die?” to which I answered “Not by killing everyone else”. The lich then attacked me, only to find 
out that his body was disintegrating. “What’s happening to me?” he yelled as he turned to a pile of ash. Then, I woke up 
in my body, next to my wife. She was treated and won the battle. I then knew what happened: The lich did this to my 
wife, and through truth and love. 

I beat the lich. We then continued living our own live and caring about each other. 

  



 

Untitled 

by O Kamieniecka 

 

(Sujin POV 23:05 ) 

It's just red paint. It's just red paint. It's just red paint. My knees are huddled close to my chest so much that my chest 
barely has any room to breathe. My back pushed up against a ragged wooden wall with little pieces of wood biting at my 
back. The skin on my neck damp with sweat but my throat sore and dry from lack of air. I look at my hands once more. 
Stained with crimson, my body shudders at the long history I have with this liquid. Yet although I'm a 21 year old I act as 
though I'm an innocent child, or blameless person, I pretend. I pretend that it's just red paint. 

 

(Neo POV 23:15) 

I curse under my breath as the loud echo of gunshots engulf me. I look around helplessly for an exit or some form of 
escape, yet once again I find myself in the wrong place at the wrong time. I try to concentrate my thoughts on what's 
going on, zone in on just one action to feel a sense of control over myself, however the pacing footsteps and shouts 
around me only mislead me into confusion and insecurity. Coming here was a mistake, I knew it from the second I 
walked through the door, I knew that no matter what reason I thought was justifiable I shouldn't have walked in. But I 
did. Regret isn't going to save me from getting killed though. I get onto my knees crouching low behind the table I was 
sitting at, vibrations from the commotion around me rattle through the floorboards and power me with adrenaline. I 
scavenge my surroundings for something to defend myself with and although I believe you could kill someone with 
anything if you wanted to, I don't see much that would protect me from several men with guns whose reason for being 
here I still haven't figured out. I grab my hair in frustration. The footsteps around me now spreading up, small pellets 
surging past me barely missing the table sheltering me. I can feel my breathing speed up and an invisible timer places 
itself in my mind, counting down to what the outcome of my situation will be. I hear screams and pleading and 
commands and shouts of pain, yet I stay silent. I look frantically around once more, fear creeping up behind me as I can 
no longer hold it back. My head pounding with lack of options of what I should do, yet out of all the insanely dangerous 
ones, I see a chance. Just run. I try to make myself forget the reality of the situation I'm in. Forget about the chance of 
getting shot and forget about the fact that I may see people that I could die trying to save. I just think about myself. Just 
me and a way out of here. I position myself ready to run into the danger I've been hiding from. The setting of the casino 
shifts its mood from a place where you could win or lose to a place where loss is the only option. I breathe in and stand. 
My legs are already weaving past the chairs and bystanders that cover the floor, the scene is brutal yet I don't let myself 
stop because I see a door. I'm going to get out, I'm going to live. I run faster and faster feeling as though I'm just metres 
away from my goal.But then I drop to the ground. The hope I had of leaving turning to dust and falling down a ravine of 
pain. I feel a stiffness in me and my hand rushes to my shoulder grabbing it tightly as though to conserve the little 
amount of life that my body has left. I move my head with a groan as I lay on my back amongst those injured in this 
unforeseeable shooting. My eyes begin to blink slower and slower and my body begins to go limp. Yet that's when I see 
it. I see him. A bushel of red hair appears before me and that hope that cascaded down the deep ravine seems to have 
risen up. It's Sujin. 

 

(POV Sujin 23:10) 

“Sujin, are you okay? What the hell are you doing? Let me help you up, we haven't finished our job yet.” 

I look up and see one of my colleagues crouching beside me with a gun in his hand. I gulp and try to clear my mind, 

“Was it really necessary shooting all these people, we only have one target?" I ask as I see him smirk as he pulls me 
onto my feet. 

"Are you worried we'll run out of bullets?" he says as I stare at him blankly as the dim lighting of the casino reflects in his 
green eyes. 

"You know what, stay here whilst the rest of us head upstairs, just make sure no one gets in the way, I'll take care of it." 

I give him a nod and I feel my hands turn into fists, I'm meant to be leading the group today and I've just caved in on 
myself. I hate how whenever I just need a second to process anything I'm automatically classified as unstable or unsure. 



 

It's just- I just don't understand how they can feel nothing. Killing all these people just to fulfil someone's request, how 
can they just act like there's nothing morally wrong? I guess that's just what being a hit man is. 

I hear his footsteps and he rushes up the staircase to the left of me and more gunshots go off on the floor I'm on. I 
remember my instructions and sigh in disappointment, my mind fills with flashes of the mission I've been on and how I 
could swiftly complete the assignment. But this time it's different, this time it feels really wrong. . I look around the walls 
for the neon exit signs and head to the main doorway, all the injured people lying on the ground, it's my fault and I feel 
guilty but as I walk on I just seem to get used to it. After all this is for a reason, right? Soon I see the doorway in my 
view, tables and chairs toppled over the once elegant casino now turned into a deadly shooting range. I make my way 
over a counter and suddenly the floorboards begin to rattle. Someone is running. I head to the source of the sound and 
a tall boy is running for the door, his swift legs picking up the pace as he realises he's been spotted my hand drifts to my 
back pocket yet someone else has already noticed.A single bang is heard And soon the speeding figure plummets to 
the ground. I take another look at the body lying on the ground. I know why it felt wrong. I didn't realise it. The body lying 
before me is different from the others. It's Neo. 

 

(Neo POV 23:30) 

Sujin crouches in front of me, his hands stained with dry blood and the skin beneath his eyes purple. It's almost been 
too long to remember the last time we saw one another but not long enough to forget what happened between us. 
Looking at him hurts me more than the wound I'm clutching beneath my hand. He looks panicked as I see his eyes dart 
from one side of the room to another. My whole body aches and I try to sit myself upright but in doing so cause more 
blood to spill from the wound in my shoulder. I look at Sujin trying to figure out what he's thinking and I notice his attire. 
He's wearing a suit too, it's jet black yet one of the rims of his sleeves are torn. He looks back at me and I see his mouth 
move, he's saying something but I just can't hear, my vision starts spinning and what was once Sujin looking down at 
me is now just black nothingness. 

 

(Sujin POV 23:35) 

My hands are shaking, for the first time in my life I'm completely clueless on what to do. He gives me a sharp glance 
and the greyish eyes I see are full of hate. He hasn't changed since that day. I start asking questions but the dark grey 
slowly disappears as his eyes close. That's when I know I have to start doing something. Neo lies helpless before me 
and I can't even gather my thoughts to do anything about it. I notice the tear in my sleeve and use it to make a bandage 
around Neos shoulder, the force of the fabric against my skin burns yet I'm only focused on saving him. It's time I did 
something good for once. I look around for any sign of my team yet all I can hear is the distant rushing of footsteps. I 
place my arms beneath his slender figure and lift his lifeless body. And with that my feet just start moving, I search for 
the car I had parked not far from here and place Neo carefully in the back seats, then I sit in the driver's seat and my 
hands grip around the steering wheel, I feel the pedal beneath my foot yet I don't step on it, I do r know where I'm going. 
I can't take him to the hospital, it's too far and I'm not allowed, my location will be tracked. I can only go home, I look in 
the mirror and see Neo's skin turn whiter and whiter, I curse under my breath and drive into the main street, nearby cars 
blaring at me as I recklessly cross an intersection. Red and orange headlights are flashing yet in only looking for green, 
I make a sharp left and my head hits the window beside me, I groan yet keep my eyes on the road. People are crossing. 
Stop Sujin. I can't. I press harder on the pedal as the light on the crossing turns red and people jump back in surprise, I 
can hear the engine roaring and my hands fill with sweat. All I can think of is how indebted I am to Neo and how if I lose 
him now I won't be able to live with the guilt. I already can't. I come to the familiar street and the bustling around me 
begins to fade out, I come to a sharp stop in my driveway and immediately get out. I close my eyes for a split second 
hoping for the best and I feel Neos body in my hands once more. It's ice. I didn't stop to think though, I burst into my 
house almost tripping on the small step and placed Neo on the sofa. I stare at him for a moment searching for a sign of 
life or movement, it's almost nothing but a small rise and fall of his chest. The fabric I had used to cover his wound is 
soaked in blood. I've treated gun wounds before. They were my own. 

I move fast and search for the first aid kit in the kitchen cupboard, I retrieve the necessary supplies and return to Neo. 
He's unconscious,but at least he's breathing. I sigh in relief as my head looks up to the pale ceiling above me. I begin to 
treat his wound, the sense of adrenaline fading yet being replaced with pure concentration, my phone is ringing in the 
background and I know exactly who's calling but I have no time to think, I can only do. He was only shot once and I use 
the tweezers to retrieve the bullet, I don't wince, I don't look away because I'm used to it. I just want to save somebody 
instead of taking their life. 

 



 

(Neo POV 6:00) 

My eyes sting from the bright light that seeps in through the gaps in the room. For a split second I feel like everything is 
perfect and I escape the terrible reality I caused for myself. Yet as my focus begins to draw in I begin to see unfamiliar 
surroundings and my body tenses. 

"agh". My hand drifts to my shoulder as I try to sit myself upright. 

"what the hell happened to me?" 

I pull the collar of the shirt I'm wearing, the cheap material coloured with dark crimson, I soon find myself staring at a 
large scar, the skin around it still healing. The intricate stitches moving between each other as though whoever did them 
has done this a million times. I shake my head trying to force memories into my mind but it's just blank. I begin to notice 
where I am, my fingers brushing against smooth leather and mvy feet drop to the soft rug beneath me. This isn't where I 
live, that's for sure. The walls are a perfect white reflecting the sunlight filling the room as if trying to raise your spirit. I 
aim to rise to my feet but I immediately reach out for support, I wince at the movement and afa salty water appears at 
the brim of my eyes. I fight the urge to sit back down and begin to move through the modern room. My body leans 
forward and I regret getting up yet just as I begin to fall I'm caught by a pair of hands. “ You really shouldn't be moving 
around with the state you're in" I'm placed back on the grey sofa and a recognisable face appears before me. Why him. 
I haven't forgotten what happened and I never will. He who used to be a friend is now a stranger and has been for a 
while. 

"Leave me alone sujin, don't think that whatever you did will earn you forgiveness," I say as his narrow eyes stare 
straight into mine and his mouth curves downward. He sighs but his posture stays upright acting like he's not hurt by my 
words. 

"I get it okay? I know that what I did hurt you but I just wanted to help why can't you understand that," he explains and It 
doesn't take me long before my hands bawl into fits yet I calm myself to be able to respond to him 

"No you don't understand Sujin-" my head hurts from getting so riled up that I just lay back whilst Sujin still sits opposite 
me 

"Can you just tell me whatever happened yesterday," I say as he gets up and walks over to the kitchen but continues 
talking as he does so, almost as if he's avoiding being close to me, did I come off too strong? 

“I was visiting a friend in the hospital when I saw you being rushed in. I knew you wouldn't have to money for the 
hospital bill, I took care of it and brought you here since I don't know where you live," he explains as he returns with a 
glass of water and places it in front of me, the clear liquid still rippling from being set down too hastily. 

"I don't understand, wouldn't I have to stay there longer and what is this wound even from? Where was I? How-" I 
hurriedly speak. Sujin quickly gets up again and stuffs his hands into his pockets before speaking again. 

"Damn it, why can't you just appreciate the fact that you're here, is it too much for you to even look at me. You know 
how sorry I am and you know I've been through the same pain. The hospital didn't tell me the information so I'm sorry I 
can't tell you. Just get some rest. I'll be upstairs," Sujin shouts. He quickly turns around and something about him seems 
so off, although it could just be the fact that I haven't seen him in so long. I watch him walk up the stairs, every step 
faster than to others as though he's trying to get away from me. I groan in frustration before taking a second to calm 
down. I'm not even thinking about what he's told me anymore. I'm just thinking about what will happen next. I pick up the 
glass on the table and next to it lies a newspaper, the pages more solid and firm than the free ones you can get 
anywhere, but what draws my attention is the headline. Shooting at (blah blah casino), no suspects currently found. My 
mind hovers over it for a second and my hand is tempted to turn to the next page. Except I don't because I'm too tired to 
process all this. Instead I just go limp and get lost in thought. 

 

(Sujin POV 6:15) 

As soon as I walk through my door I break down. I wanted to fix my friendship with Neo yet all I'm doing is lying to him, I 
look at my phone and see the several missed calls from the night before. As if it wasn't obvious, just then in that 
moment I realise how serious the situation I've put myself in is going to be. My feet carry me to my desk chair whilst my 
head and arms fall beside me. My brightly coloured room doesn't lift my spirits and I end up looking at the mirror beside 
me, my eyes have purple beneath them and my posture is slumped. I hadn't slept all night yesterday, I spent the hours 



 

thinking of what I'd do next and what meeting Neo will mean. In the end my mind was just blank, my ears hurt from the 
constant ringing of my phone yet I didn't turn it off. I take another look at my tired face and close my eyes 

“Just sort this all out Sujin. And be quick about it" i say to myself 

My first instinct is to check the news coverage on the shooting again. No suspects. As always. There is a list of names 
of injured people and the length of it makes my body shudder. No witnesses have yet given a statement. Yet the fact 
that there really is no information seems to be good to be true, such a large scale job should surely leave behind some 
evidence, or it could just be that the A tier was better than I thought. I pick up my phone and with a shaky hand scroll 
through the calls I've missed. Most of them from colleges there with me that night. Yet just as I come to the bottom of 
the list I see the one person I'm afraid to contact, (insert epic Japanese name). The one person that brought me into all 
this, she said it was for the better, and I fell for it because I'm still trying to find who killed my parents. At least that's what 
she promised I'd find out. As soon as I had majored in programming I received her offer, I was just supposed to design 
an app. Except it was a lot darker than I had imagined. It became a place to sell and buy weapons, hire hitmen and a 
place to talk to people who commit crimes just as scarring as you. Soon I found myself working on the app, my father 
taught me hand to hand combat and I had just enough experience to pass as a C tier hitman. At this point I was juggling 
my real life with this sadistic job I was Doing. My mind was being torn between right and wrong yet I continued to hide it 
with a painful smile. Yet being an accomplice on a team wouldn't last for long. I was told if I wanted to advance to B tier, 
I would have to be the one to take someone's life. The higher the tier the more important the target, and so I thought 
that would give me a better chance to find the murderer. Yet little did I realise I was only becoming more of one myself. 

I looked down at the shirt I was wearing my fingers drifting to the rim of the material.It was the shirt I had worn on that 
day. The day where I spiralled into the killing spree I decided to continue. 

 

(Flashback ; 1 year ago ) 

I had blood on my hands. Red trickling down so smoothly, a waterfall forming from my palm to the ground pooling at my 
knees mixing with small pieces of gravel. I stared down and although dark filled the narrow street I was in, I could feel 
the presence of the lifeless body in front of me. My head forced itself up as though looking for some sort of reassurance 
from above yet not even the small flicker of streetlights could be seen. I sat there for a while, replaying the actions in my 
head, how I steadily grabbed the shoulder of a boy and retrieved the knife which I had used to make an incision in his 
stomach. His eyes full of grief and sorrow as I drained the life from him, and as the seconds ticked by I watched him 
clutch the wound and fall to his knees, and then on his back. He opened his mouth as if to say something to me yet all 
that followed was a stream of crimson whilst his hazel eyes stayed open looking up at the sky. His chest heaving for air, 
the pace slowing and slowing until it came to a stop, and then all that followed was silence. I didn’t move, instead I let 
the darkness engulf me. As I pulled my cap further over my eyes and felt the material of my mask dampen with salty 
water, I stood up and closed my eyes, pretending that what I had just done wasn’t my fault, and that it never happened. 
I turned away so that my back was facing the body now motionless on the ground when I could just make out the 
muffled words. “Remember this, because even if you don’t. I will.” My hands turn into fists, and even through the gloves 
I was wearing I could feel my nails piercing into my palm. I didn’t turn around . I didn’t want to see what I had caused. I 
was just going to leave it behind. Just like I always do. And so I walked back to my apartment, through the cold and 
dusty night. 

I force my thoughts out of mind and I find myself breathing heavily, as though the moments I've remembered had 
somehow become a reality. I reach for my phone and brace myself, I'm going to have to explain what happened last 
night. But I won't be telling the truth. 

 

(Neo POV 6:10) 

I decide to take on the task of regaining my memory of what happened. My head rests against the sofa and closes my 
eyes.Toppled tables and chairs. I was running. Then I was on the floor. Little snippets are all I can make out before I 
give up. I put my hands on my head and stop thinking because it just hurts me more. I look at the clothes I'm wearing 
and can't seem to find my phone. Well now I'm screwed. I push myself up whilst grabbing my shoulder and notice my 
coat not far from where I'm sitting. My arms tense and I reach for the hangar and my arm feels as though it's being 
ripped apart, I shout in agony before pulling my coat onto my lap and finding my phone in the back pocket. The screen 
is cracked but it still has battery. I've already received a text from my workplace asking about where I am, I just say that 
I'm sick and to use the vacation days I have left to cover my absence. My eyes drift back to the paper. Could I have 
been at that shooting? Is this even a bullet wound? From what Sujin said I'd have to go to the hospital I'd stayed at to 
get the information but the story just sounds so jumbled I can't even understand. Yet at the same time I realise that I 
won't be leaving Sujins home for another few days. My first reaction to that thought is disappointment, but somewhere in 
me I know that all those childhood years I spent with him are what I miss the most. The way I live now could make you 



 

think that I'm a complete opposite to my past self, and only Sujin knows who I used to be. Right now I have nothing, just 
like I always did. Actually no, back then I had happiness. Me and my mother were a poor family, we didn't have much 
but I didn't care, she worked so hard to keep me in school and it was really easy for me to make friends. I walked to 
school every day passing by our street, the nice breeze and the bright sky, it was as though I didn't need anything. I was 
completely happy. One day my mother had brought home a bike. I had longed for one ever since I saw the cycling race 
in our neighbourhood, it wasn't shiny or sleek, the tires were worn and the frame was covered in rust. But I made that 
bike into my best friend, I rode on the streets of the small town all day my feet firmly planted on the pedals. However 
something was still missing, my mother was usually busy at work and she spent the precious moments she could with 
me, but she also needed rest. I soon realised that an object couldn't replace what a human could do. I wanted a real 
friend. I sat on my bed that night hoping that something new would brighten up my life, and just like magic I walked into 
my class the next day my feet eagerly skipping along the hall when I noticed a small boy looking for somewhere to be. 
The environment that surrounded him seemed just as new to him as the presence of him being there was to me. I didn't 
hesitate to approach him and began striking up a conversation, yet being the energetic 8 year old I was little did I know 
he didn't understand. When I finally gave him a chance to speak all I heard was foreign words and my confused 
expression seemed to leave him unsettled. "You don't speak English do you?" He shook his head and a frown appeared 
on his face, I smiled brightly and nudged his shoulder. "That's okay, I can teach you. Do you wanna be friends?" His 
dark Hazel eyes seemed to light up as though somehow he knew that the years ahead of us were going to change our 
lives for the better. That boy was Sujin. And he made me the happiest boy in the world. But what I didn't know is that he 
could also make me the saddest. 

 

(Sujin POV 6:30) 

" Did everything go as planned? I'm sorry I left, I noticed people outside and went to steer them away, I had no 
intention-" My hand griply my phone tightly as I hear the echo of my voice on the other line. 

"Sujin don't worry, everything is fine. I understand that your leaving was necessary, yet I prefer that you inform me next 
time. Are you busy now? I'd like to schedule a meeting with you later today" 

I sigh in relief knowing the mission was successful however the thought of the meeting stirs fear inside me. I clear my 
throat and focus on speaking steadily, "No, Im free, when did you want to meet?" 

"Come to my office at 3, I promise not to take up too much of your time. I have some information I'd like you to know." 

"ah I see, I'll see you then (insert epic Japanese name)" 

I hear the call disconnect and I pace around the room, pretending that my footsteps will somehow get rid of my nerves. I 
decide to forget that for now, I have more important things to take care of. I put my hands in my pockets and made my 
way down the staircase seeing Neo sitting upright with his phone in his hand. Yet he's not looking at it, he's just staring 
blankly at the wall in front of him. My voice shakes him out of whatever thoughts he's lost in right now. "Is your shoulder 
okay?" 

He looks at me as though whatever sarcastic remark he's going to say is being conceived through his eyes. "I'm fine." 

I take a seat in the armchair opposite him letting my legs hand off the arm rest whilst my back rests against the other. 
"well I haven't seen you in a while" 

He looks away and takes the glass of water I put in front of him earlier, " I wonder why" 

"Come on Neo, can't you just forget it for now, please. You know how much I've missed our friendship and you still 
choose to treat me like a stranger." 

Neo scoffs, " I'm not treating you like a stranger, why do you have to victimise yourself. You did what you did and I felt 
how I felt." 

I open my mouth and shout at him but close it before I make the situation worse. 

"Listen, you're going to have to stay here another day or two so stop giving me so much attitude and take this as a 
chance to resolve the past. Or better yet forget about it and start again" 



 

"No Sujin, all you want to do is forget and forget. You have some obsession with just pretending that everything is okay. 
I hate to break it to you but it's not. We aren't kids anymore, I'm not your best friend anymore and I don't want to spend 
time with you anymore. Come back when you have some sentiment to the past, when you remember things for once." 

Every word Neo says just rushes the guilt up me more and more as though its some evil spirit trapped in me. I want to 
tell him everything right now. Tell him how hard it is living with the fact that I'm killing people, living with the fact that I'm 
buried in wrongdoings. Except I can't tell him. I won't let myself. I sit on the armchair properly and look right into his 
eyes, trying to see if he really means what he's saying. " I know what I did to you Neo. You don't have to remind me, 
every time you do I'm being pushed further into a dark place that I can't survive in. I forget because it's the only way to 
forgive myself, yet even when I say forget I'm just burning those memories into me even more. However I remember. I 
remember the bike I remember the race, I remember all the times we spent together, " My feet carry me to the shelf in 
the corner of the room filled with books and dust, I reach for a tattered scrapbook and bring it back to him. 

"It's all in here, so before you tell me all I do is forget, just remember that I can't. I saved it all" 

He looks at me in shock as his hands take the book I placed and he begins to flip through the pages. "You're one hell of 
a friend Sujin." 

With that we don't say anymore, I search his expression for any sign of sarcasm but he genuinely means it. The corners 
of his mouth turn up and a bright expression appears on his face just like the time we first met. 

"wanna play video games?" he scoffs at my suggestion, "I never got that rematch you promised" we both laugh and I go 
ahead to look for the controller yet as I turn away from him the salty water stings my eyes and I realise just how many 
lies I'll have to say to keep the real person I am hidden. 

 

(Sujin 14:30) 

I turn the sink tap off after washing the dishes. I spent most of the day catching up with Neo and managed to take my 
mind off the meeting I was having with (insert epic Japanese name here). I told Neo I was going out for a business 
meeting, which I was. Except it just wasn't the kind of business he's thought it was. I walked out the door after putting on 
a little more formal clothes and made my way to my car, I was glad it was still intact after last night. I sat in the driver's 
seat once again and looked at myself in the mirror, I didn't have any thoughts on my mind. I put the keys in the ignition 
and drove. The journey to my destination was short, so short in fact that the bright colours of the main street turned into 
dark gloomy pallets in the blink of an eye. The building before me seemed just like any other in the suburbs of the city, 
the walls a little faded but not enough to make it seem abandoned. I parked my car on the side of the street and made 
my way inside. There were black walls now, and white furniture along with a desk at the front, behind it sat a girl with 
black hair, the tips dyed red. I approached her and began to explain why I was here, 

" Kim Sujin, I'm here to see-" 

"I already know why you're here just head upstairs." Her reply was cold and the look on her eyes showed anger, I didn't 
know who she was but clearly she knew me. I soon forgot about the girl when I reached the floor I needed, there was no 
carpeting here and a long corridor with a few doors, each one identical yet the labels on them different. My slow 
footsteps making the floorboards creak beneath them I took a deep breath and raised my hand to knock yet the door 
had already opened. 

"Ah Sujin, you're here" (iejnh) gave me a bright smile and put a hand around my shoulder, she led me to a leather chair 
opposite her desk. I looked around the room and not much has changed since I was last here, still the shame layout 
except for a new plant. She looks at me with what I think is compassion however I know she's a far more darker person 
than what I see here. Managing a hit man business does a lot to you. 

"I just wanted to clear up what happened yesterday, abandoning your post without telling anyone isn't acceptable but I'm 
sure your intentions were good." 

My fingernails dig into my palm and my mind focuses on keeping my expression blank. A strange silence fills the room 
as though she's waiting for me to confess something. I keep the room silent. 

" well then, I brought you here to tell you some exciting news," 

She says brightly before resting her chin on her hands 



 

" I'm promoting you to S tier" 

My eyes widen in surprise and a cold shiver rattles through my spine, my hands begin gesturing before I set them on 
the desk in front of me 

"r-really? Are you sure that I'm qualified enough? I don't even have expert aim yet-" 

Toru takes my hands and her ominous stare tells me that there's something behind this 

"Sujin, you've done so much for our organisation, and with everything I've thrown at you over the past year you're still 
able to fulfil all our clients requests. I'm really proud of you. And I know that you're hoping to confront your parents' killer 
and I think that maybe higher stake requests will help you with your search. I hope you can accept" 

I know that deep inside me I want to run from all this yet there's something keeping me here. But it's not free will for 
sure. 

"of course, thank you so much Toru. I really appreciate it." 

I make out a nervous smile before she leads me out of the room 

"be careful out there Sujin" 

"I will." 

I open the wooden door and make my way back down to the lobby before the same girl bumps into me. Her eyes full of 
disgust and I can see the wrinkles in her hoodie as he grips the material through her pockets. 

"Well done" she says in a sarcastic tone 

"I'm sorry do I know you?" I look at her confused and notice a small slit on her cheek 

"No." 

I scoff and fold my arms, what the hell does she want. I see her turn around and begin to walk to the room I just came 
from acting as though the conversation is finished. 

"Hey!" my voice echoes in the narrow corridor yet she's already walked through the door. I choose to ignore the 
interactions I've had with her but that cold expression would be hard to forget. 

 

(Neo POV 17:00) 

I laid on the sofa with my hands by my sides, the room was quiet. I hated staying here, I couldn't do anything but wait 
until I gained some stability. I looked over to the clock on the wall and noted the time, Sujin said he'd be back half an 
hour ago. I sigh knowing he was never really punctual and i felt like those few hours we spent together was what i really 
missed.. I start to feel my eyelids get heavy and I pull a blanket onto myself. The doorbell rings. 3 times actually. Then 
what follows is a series of organised knocks, morse code maybe? My eyes are now wide open and I look over to the 
door. Did he forget his keys? I listen for a voice or another ring but it's silent; i stay silent too. Mind tells me to at least 
get to the window but my body won't allow it. What the hell was that. I go to the door. My left arm is weak and unsteady 
and a sharp jolt of pain shoots through me as soon as I start moving. Curiosity urges me on, once I finally stubble to the 
front door I look through the peephole. There's no one there. I don't stop there though, I lean on a nearby shelf hoping 
it'll hold my weight. My hand wraps around the could metal handle and i slowly open it, daylight flooding in through to 
small slit, i look around the street, people are casually walking by and it seems as though there's nothing suspicious, i 
take a step forward but my leg hits something, a sealed cardboard box addressed to sujin. It was just a package, the 
knocks were unnecessary though. I cautiously crouch down and lift the package, whatever contents it holds are slightly 
heavy. Yet what catches my eyes the most is that the box is black with its tape a dull silvery colour, the address sticker 
looks completely normal yet i can't seem to find the return address. I take the package inside with me, I think of just 
sliding it along the floor but it looks too expensive for me to treat it so recklessly. I put it under my arm whilst fumbling 
around for things to hold onto and support myself. Once im finally back on the sofa i set it in front of me. My fingers 
slowly sliding along the edges early wanting to reveal what's inside. Curiosity did kill the cat, but I opened the door and 
I'm still alive. I try to convince myself that i have no right to be receiving sujins mail, however i can't help but desperately 
want to find out. My hand stops at the beginning of the tape and my fingernails catch the edge. The door opens again. 



 

Sujin is home. He immediately rushes over to me as though he was already expectant of this delivery. “Did you hold up 
alright whilst i was gone?” he sits opposite me and moves the package onto his lap. 

“Yeah i was fine, but collecting that was a little hard” 

I smile and he looks back at me 

“You should probably put a new bandage on that.” The conversation doesn't seem to develop as i can tell that both his 
and my thoughts are centred around the package yet he doesn't open it “Well i'm going to head upstairs and change, 
this sweater is killing me” Sujin replies 

“‘Always dress to impress’ i see” i say. He scoffs but heads upstairs with the package. He's hiding what's inside, and I 
can tell he doesn't want to. 

 

(Sujin POV 17:15) 

There was a gun inside. 

I broke down. 

Then I tried to sleep. 

 

*********** 

 

I could just feel it. The force of something reaching at me and tightening around my waist then my arms then neck, it 
was always the same. It was like being suffocated with no way to escape it. It’s guilt. The same horrible nightmare that 
made me fear trying to rest at all since I would know it’d come back. My breathing gets heavier panting for air and I feel 
as though I’m in a hostile environment I can’t escape, but I know in some form it’s a reality. All those thoughts I have, 
wondering if I should even bother trying to make friends, the way I wish I could go back and erase my past it all hits me 
so much harder in this nightmare. I can’t blame it on anything, because I know it’s my own fault. 

 

(Neo POV 7:15) 

I wake up in the same spot I haven't moved from since yesterday. Sujin didn't come back down after he went upstairs. I 
look at the gloomy wooden steps and the darkness above them and Sujin walks right into it, and I can only blame myself 
for not stopping him. I suddenly hear faint footsteps and Sujin makes his way down the steps, the smile on his face so 
desperately trying to tell me he's fine. 

"oh hey Neo, sorry I didn't come back down yesterday I was really tired and I just fell asleep, i'll make a great breakfast 
to make up for it" Sujin looks like he hasn't slept for years, his red hair ragged and messy and he looks a lot skinnier 
than usual. Looks like he isn't the only one that suffered once we parted ways. 

"why don't you tell me what the hell is going on" 

I demand. He looks taken aback and his tired eyes are full of sorrow. 

" I'm just tired, oh I almost forgot let me bandage your wound again and if you want I can drive you home today" 

He tries even harder to look happier but his eyes begin to blur and I feel myself breaking just as I look at him. He walks 
away and swipes his sleeve across his eyes. He soon comes back with a roll of bandage and wraps it around my arms 
to cover my shoulder. His bony fingers gripping the material so tight his knuckles turn white. He doesn't say anything 
just gives me another smile and goes back to the kitchen, my shoulder feels better and I feel more mobile than 
yesterday. I walked over to the dining table and saw an array of dishes. I didn't know Sujin could cook. He sits opposite 
me and we both begin to eat in silence. "Sujin are you sure you're okay?" 



 

His expression changes to more of an angry look "Neo I told you I am just tired, i'll drive you home after breakfast, 
where do you live?" 

I scoff and give him the address. It's only a 10 minute drive from here, but I'm only worried about what he'll think when 
he gets there. After I've finished eating sujin cleans the plates and we head outside, my thoughts brighten as the shining 
sun warms my body, I follow him to his car and take the passenger seat. 

"are you sure you've told me the address right?" 

"yeah I'm sure" I sigh knowing that the short amount of time together will be missed and I feel like I want to get to know 
him more, maybe then I can find out what's wrong. "uh sujin," 

"hm?" He doesn't look away from the gps and continues checking the route. 

"do you wanna go to a pc cafe sometime, I don't really have much to do here in Seoul and it'd be good to spend more 
time with you." 

He turns to face me and a bright smile beams from him. "I would really like that Neo'' I scoff and he finally starts the car 
and we begin heading to where I live, the road becomes more uneven and the buildings more compact, once we arrive 
it's as though we're in two completely different places, I see Sujins concerned expression but I give him a reassuring 
look. 

"Well, thanks for everything Sujin." 

"make sure you change your bandage often" 

I gave him a nod and get out of the car and watch him drive away,and I walked up the countless steps being sure to turn 
the light on if it was off on the next floor before proceeding upwards. I arrived at the 7th floor and travelled along the 
hallway meeting the already dead plant our neighbours kept. I opened the door being sure to put my strength into it as it 
was rusty and the lock only opened about halfway before you had to push the door to get it open. As I walked through 
the doorframe the cold of the apartment hit me and I decided to keep my jacket on. I walked to the boiler trying to turn it 
on however I wasn’t surprised to find out that it wasn’t working. The tattered walls around me desperate for renovation 
and the smell of dust clogging my throat. I need money, everyone does, and the only way to get it would be to work. 
When 6am would arrive tomorrow I would get up and go back to the same cafe I had worked in upon coming to Korea. 
Yet little did I know that going there would send me to the beginning of a very, very dark path. 

 

*********** 

 

The ringing sound of my alarm stirs me awake, I stretch my arms and stand up, my body stumbling from the force from 
getting up too fast, I rub my eyes and begin to see a little clearer however the state of my room is not a sight that I want 
to be seeing. I push the thought of my living conditions aside and focus on getting dressed, my hand grips the rusty 
handle of my closet and searches for my work uniform, it's clean. Thank god for that. I put on the black shirt that I 
usually wear the material resting against my skin and put on my only pair of formal trousers. My attire looks like a 
normal working boy however my expression makes me seem like a person with deep sorrow, and that's true. However I 
need to learn how to hideit, or find somewhere to let it out. 

 

*********** 

 

I walk through the door and the small bell above me rings, as usual the place is crowded and a deep smell of coffee 
overwhelms me as well as the faint hint of herbs pinching at my nose. 

“Neo! You're here,” My boss somehow manages to spot my shy figure from the counter and approaches me with his 
confident stride and formal posture making him seem powerful among the crowd. 



 

“ H-hey boss, how are you doing?” I give him a nervous smile and breathe in the heavy smell of coffee surrounding him, 
sometimes I feel as though it's so strong I could pass out. 

“ I'm great, why don't you head back and get ready for your shift? Haechan hasn't stopped complaining about his break,” 
I scoff before giving him a nod and moving past the queue to the staff room towards the back of the cafe. The lights in 
the room are dimly lit before I find my apron and leave my backpack on a hanger. I see Haechan coming toward me and 
hurriedly gets his things. 

“About time you showed up my break should've started five minutes ago” He walks out the door with a bitter smell 
following him. I head back out again and stand behind the counter and begin doing the only thing I seem to be good at. I 
receive the orders and begin making whatever drinks people are craving before going to work. I'm not usually the one to 
take orders, i just feel like talking to people isn't really my thing, it used to be, but not anymore. I work full time here so 
i've pretty much familiarised myself with the several combos and recipes you can make, thicafe is a friendly place, my 
morning shift allows me to see the many lives people lead, all sorts of people walk through that door each morning their 
only purpose to grab their drink and continue with the bsy day they may or may not be having. However despite being in 
the centre of this bustling environment i still feel as though the world i'm living in is slow and dull, maybe that's because 
there's no one else in my world, nothing special for me to pay attention to or care for. I lost that one thing a while ago, 
whether that was my best friend's fault I don't know. I continue grinding coffee beans and serving slices of cakes for 
another two hours or so, my mind constantly occupied by the thought of how my life has turned out. It's not a pretty 
thought. I'm 22 living alone and practically broke. I'm alone and lonely, i lost my mom and distanced myself from the 
people around me,and i'm not even making an effort to chang- 

“OH WHAT THE HELL” I look down and see the coffee cup I was carrying spilt all over the floor and the wave of moving 
people has suddenly stopped, the world i had just thought was completely oblivious of me now seemed to have its eyes 
fixed on me. It didn't feel good. 

I suddenly felt a hand on my shoulder and the familiar scent of caffeine overwhelmed me. 

“ Neo, are you okay? “ My boss looks at me with a sincere expression and gives an apology to the customers, he takes 
my arm and leads me into the staffroom, my feet almost tripping at the speed I'm moving at. 

“What do you think you're doing, i've never seen an outburst like that from you” i clutch my hands together and pick at 
the skin on the edge of my nail. 

“ I just had a lot on my mind, I wasn't thinking straight. I'm really sorry Mr Park, I promise to work double the hours to 
make up for it.” 

He sighs and reaches into his pocket. 

“So you've been taking some too, huh, i didnt think youd find out or even be brave enough to try but just make sure 
you're sober before you start working.” 

my mind suddenly clears itself of all thoughts i had, i was more worried about having no clue as to what he's saying. 
Does he think i'm on drugs? Why the hell is he okay with that? I see a sinister grin appear on his face and he moves a 
little closer as though he was about to tell me a secret. 

“Most of the boys here earn a lot more dealing for me you know, you've always worked really hard. Don't you wanna 
earn a little more?” 

I gulp and I soon draw blood from picking at my nail so much, I feel sweat start to form on my forehead and the thought 
of decision begins tugging on my conscience. I've never been well off but I've always managed to be happy with what I 
have. But i'm not happy now. I've already gotten myself in trouble by being aware of what's going on. I was so blind to 
see that behind all this caffeine was really just another scandal. That bitter smell, the redness in Haechans eyes, the 
amount of customers we receive at late hours. My mind tells me its the wrong decision and so does my body. I know it's 
wrong but i need that money. And sometimes people will do anything for money. 

“What do i have to do?” His face lights up with encouragement and pats me on the back. 

“Well you can start by helping me restock, i'm not sure if you're familiar with (insert app name )” I can't help but peak 
interest, i felt secluded in this world i had created yet there was a more sinister side that i had not discovered. An app? 
What kind of person chooses to encourage illegal activity. People's lives could be at stake. Suddenly the realization hits 
me so hard I feel as though someone had just smashed a brick against my head. My life is at stake now too. I fiddle with 
the edge of my apron and shake my head, 



 

“Well you just go ahead and download it and you've pretty much got access to everything, i just recommend getting 
yourself another device. You don't wanna be tracked.” 

 

(Sujin POV 12;00 ) 

My head was pounding and adrenaline was rushing through me as though there was an endless supply to keep me 
going. I kept swinging, my fist connecting so effortlessly with the leather.My mind targeting all my fears and anger as 
though the bag in front of me was a phantom of myself. As though I was getting the punishment I deserved. Everything 
That had happened up until now was just piling up on top of me and the weight was just getting heavier and heavier my 
arms barely managing to keep themselves up. They would soon break. But what would break them. I have a feeling that 
i already know the answer. 

“Hello?” 

My head jerks behind me to see who has entered the gym I was in. 

“Sujin dude calm down you're gonna get exhausted,” I see a familiar face walk up to me, I recognise him from the list of 
S tier members. I don't remember his name but his distinctive ginger hair sparks a memory. I quickly shake my head in 
an attempt to give my mind room to function. 

“Oh uh, just practice i guess,” he looks at me concerned 

“ are you sure, that was some really rough punching, you know you can speak to Toru if you're having trouble, you 
know, handling things” 

He gulps as though the advice he's giving me is some he needs to take himself. I wipe the sweat off my head and 
remove the gloves I had on revealing hues of blue and purple. 

“I'm doing okay, is there something you need ?” 

His face suddenly shifts into a more serious expression and zips up the jacket he has on. 

“Our unit is being called out, someone hired us.” I get my backpack and run a hand through my hair, everything around 
me suddenly making sense as though doing my job is the only thing that keeps me sane. 

“Then let's go.” 

Killing Isn't something that is new to me, in this web of darkness and crime I had reckoned that it was all worth it. That 
maybe one day I'd come face to face with the criminal who was responsible for my parents death. This job brought me 
money and skill, it brought me power and protection,but i still haven't gotten what i want. I just want answers. 

I find myself following the ginger haired boy into a small conference room,several other people sitting around a glass 
table, some resting their heads others eating and some sitting upright with their bodies subtly shaking. They all have a 
reason for being here, whether they are just here. There is always a motive behind killing someone. Yet have I found 
mine? I tell myself i have, i tell myself every day to avoid the truth of what i'm really doing. I'm killing people, and it's for 
my own gain. However what i don't understand is how some people can have such a casual approach towards being a 
hitman, do they not care? Do they not realise what kind of a crime taking someone's life is? I find myself staring at the 
shaking boy, his eyes wide in desperation as though he's looking for a way out. I decide to make my way over to where 
he's sitting before a boy enters the room and begins speaking, his deep voice echoing against the black walls around 
us. 

“Alright everyone, our target goes by the name Klein Ryoutarou, he's a member of the Japan First Party and has 
unfinished business with our clintWere splitting into three units. One will cover the ground floor, the other going up to the 
4th floor and the last following as back up in case he tries to escape. I've been told the target my be prepared for your 
arrival so be careful,” 

I watch him speak in awe as his strong body leans against the wall effortlessly giving directions to the rest of us, a 
natural leader guiding us in our mission. 



 

“Wear casual clothing and keep your weapons hidden, only open fire if it's absolutely necessary,we need to do this as 
quietly as possible. Do you all understand” 

He finished his instructions and we nod, I'm instructed to be part of the group going to the fourth floor, my muscles are 
tense and I can feel my head burning up. My first mission as an S-tier. Better not fuck it up. 

 

*********** 

 

I arrive at the building, it's a towering modern hotel with a sort of traditional theme to it, there are small sculptures 
outside and a brightly decorated lobby, i rearrange to mask on my face and follow the guy in front of me, we act as 
though were total strangers, yet were here for the same purpose, we're here to kill. I walk into the elevator only 
recognising two of my colleagues, my gaze pans around the small elevator whilst my head facing the doors in front of 
me. The metal surrounding me caused the temperature to be cool and refreshing, slowly calming my nerves, the red 
glint of the buttons beside me signaling that were going up. Floor one. I take deep breaths and prepare myself for what 
is to come, I make a wall around my mind to make sure i dont turn back. Floor Two. Two women get off the elevator the 
smell of perfume and conversation following them leaving the elevator in a deadly silence. To men then enter the 
elevator both dressed in formal attire, neither one presses a floor to go to. Floor three. I shift my gaze as far left as I can 
go, my vision blurring from the strain, the man has his hand in his pocket and what looks like some wireless earphones. 
The elevator keeps going up but I feel as though it's moving a lot slower. 

Something is wrong. Something is really really wrong. 

My hands begin to tremble and I move them into my pockets as my right hand tightens itself around the trigger. I look up 
waiting for the three to go to four. THe elevator is still silent only the mechanical whirring from the lift can be heard. I 
look around again allowing only my eyes to scan the surroundings not daring to move in the tense atmosphere. I can't 
see my colleges. They aren't there. The sound of a gun reloading. People are scrambling around me. The elevator loses 
its steady motion. The red digital three changed to four. The door opens. A gun presses hard against my back. It pushes 
me forward. I'm at my destination now, but unknowing of whether I'll get back. 

“Put your hands up and walk towards the wall.” 

A monotonous voice commands me as the gun pushes further into my back. My hands don't go up. 

“I said, put your hands up goddammit.” 

My fingers wrap tightly around the rubber grip and I get ready to move, there's two of them and one of me. I'm not very 
agile but if i can just- 

I kick my leg back immediately rolling forward, the man who was behind my trips over and the other tries to swing a 
punch at me. I duck and his fist carries him forward, I stand back up and hold my gun steadily in front of me, aiming in at 
the man I first pushed onto the ground. I feel a sting in my leg as a shot goes off. I lean on the wall beside me and aim 
my fist at the man in front of me hearing the connection of my punch and his jaw. He falls back and lies motionless with 
his chest still heaving. I'm soon pushed onto my back and my spine feels the sudden slam of the floor against it robbing 
my lungs of air. My chest is pinned down with a heavy boot stopping me from moving and I feel another fist ram into my 
cheek, I see it coming for a second time and manage to escape the clutching arms that were holding me down. I 
aimlessly shoot my gun and before I know it the man is lying on the ground beside the other. I lean against the wall and 
take a second to examine my actions and my leg, the bullet just skimmed my skin leaving a red trail as though a knife 
had been hurriedly dragged across it. I hear the elevator ding and run towards the door ahead of me, another boy 
happens to arrive through the emergency staircase and i recognise him as the leader from earlier, he gives me an 
affirmative nod and i run into the apartment ahead of me ready to kill the one target we've been assigned. 

 

(Neo POV 14:00) 

I sit at one of the tables in the cafe and wrap my hands around the cup in front of me as it warms my hands. I've been 
told to wait for my boss to finish his meeting so that he can show me something. I scoff at how ridiculous this situation 
is, one outburst and I'm pinned as an addict. I mean what the hell even is this place anymore? I feel my mind beginning 



 

to doubt everything I've trusted and questioning whether the world really is as innocent as it appears.The things I see 
and the people I meet could all have a much darker side to them, maybe even the ones I consider closest. 

“Hey Neo, I haven't got long so i'll just go over this quickly.” 

My boss sits in the chair in front of me and i can already smell the weed coming off of him, 

“Okay well I'm listening” I reply whilst seeing him take out his phone. He has a pastel blue case with a photo of 
someone. , 

“ it's pretty simple, here, give me your phone,” I hesitantly hand him my device after unlocking it 

“Jeez kid this thing is sure damn cracked,” i give him and unsure look before he starts tapping away on my screen, 

“Okay so all in all there's this app called Critter, “ He shows me the screen of my phone and a pink looking animal app 
appears with a download page, i squint my eyes and read the description 

“ a fun filled game to collect your favorite pets both cute and cuddly. Are you kidding me?” 

I say. I roll my eyes and he presses the download button, 

“I'm not gonna start playing this with you even if i get twice the pay.” 

“Gosh would you just listen for a second, this isn't some cute game kid,” 

I see the installing circle turn to the open button and he opens the app hits the taskbar menu and selects an option 
called dark mode and just like that what was once a screen full of pastel colours is now a dark homepage “This is the 
goddamn black market.” He hands me back the phone and keeps talking moving closer to me and lowering his tone 

“ You can buy weapons, drugs, passports and even hire hitmen for god's sake. This isn't a place you want to be 
messing around in okay. I'll give you the name of the seller you need to buy from and paypal you the money, he'll 
arrange a pickup at some point, tell him you're buying a panda. You got that?” He finishes speaking before handing me 
back the phone, and I take it with shaking hands and give him a nervous expression, he pats me on the shoulder and 
leaves. This app can't be that dark right? 

*********** 

I lie awake on my bed staring at the evil side of the internet I've been exposed to, I scroll through the endless stores and 
sellers until I come to a stop, ‘global chatroom’. What the hell, you can actually talk to these people. I feel a strange 
excitement at the thought of communicating with these strangers anonymously. So I do the thing I would regret, i start a 
chat. 

*you have been connected to another user* 

 

RedF0x 

yo 

greyP3bble 

Hello? 

 

 

RedFox 

So... why are you here? 



 

greyP3bble 

Im just looking around. 

RedF0x 

Curious huh? 

This isnt really the place you wanna be looking around in 

greyP3bble 

Well how do you know i dont need something. 

You must be here for a reason too. 

RedF0x 

Weapon and drug seekers don't really say theyre looking around u know. 

ive got guns if you need them 

U wanna talk? 

greyP3bble 

Well i dont know, you're the first person im meeting on here and im already getting mixed feelings from this place. 

Aren't you supposed to be offering me drugs or some illegal shit. 

RedF0x 

I already did 

greyP3bble 

You know my boss thinks im drug addict and wants me to help him deal lol 

RedF0x 

Well thats not very good is it how come you agreed? 

R u sure you don't actually want some for yourself ha 

greyP3bble 

Im broke af i need the money 

 

RedF0x 

Work exists, or cant u just room with someone if you aren't already 

You know once you're on here you can't really leave 

 

greyP3bble 

I don't think my friend would appreciate me stinking up his house 



 

And so what if i can't leave what's so bad about it 

RedF0x 

Ur the stupidest kid ive met on here you do realise that right 

greyP3bble 

Well how the hell would you know, you some experienced seller huh? 

Redf0x 

Hm well no not a seller 

greyP3bble 

What r u den 

RedF0x 

It dont matter just know that ive done some terrible shit 

greyP3bble 

I bet its not that bad bro just tell me 

RedF0x 

Just dont tell anyone 

greyP3bble 

Fine i promise 

RedF0x 

Im a hitman... 

greyP3bble 

Say sike rn 

RedF0x 

… 

greyP3bble 

Oh fuck 

 

* Redf0x has disconnected* 

 

End of Part 1  



 

Death Comes Alive 

by Y Patel 

 

1 minute.1 minute until my 16th birthday.1 minute until my whole life could change.I keep wondering if it's true or not.I 
never believed in any of this. I always keep thinking that it’s all just a stupid myth,some old family curse that was just 
used to scare me whenever I irritated my parents. BUZZ! BUZZ! 00:00,8th May 2016..the day it all started,the day Hell 
suddenly became very clear to me.. 

It was 00:01 and I had already laughed to myself at how paranoid I was,like how foolish could I have been to think the 
Devil was really going to show up and take over my soul or something like that.I couldn’t believe how ridiculous it was of 
me to believe all those crazy stories my father had once told me.All that mattered was that I was now 16 and everything 
was still the same as it was just a minute ago.But little did I know what the night had in store for me. 

“Take it off!The ring will do you injustice!” 

 

“Take it off!The ring will do you injustice!” 

 

“Take it off!The ring will do you injustice!” 
I jumped up.My head was pounding.Sweat was pouring down my whole body like a waterfall.The room suddenly felt 
very unfamiliar.My head couldn’t focus,my eyes couldn’t focus.It was like I was still asleep but I knew I wasn’t.I forced 
myself to stand up and I stumbled my way to the bathroom.I gripped onto the sink like it was my life,I held onto it so tight 
while I struggled to balance.Slowly but carefully,I let go of the sink as I regained stability.The first thing I did was look in 
the mirror and stared at myself trying to figure out what had just happened. 

Not moments after had my hands started to burn,and I could feel my fingers cracking.As I looked down at my hands;my 
eyes burned at the vision of my veins popping out and blood trickling down my ring finger,where I was wearing the ring. 
It wasn’t just any ring though ,it was my father's ring. He had given it to me the day he died. I pulled and I pulled but it 
just wasn’t coming off;it was stuck. How? I was so confused because there had never been a problem taking it off 
before. As I was pulling, my head started pounding again and my eyesight blurred..and all the memories came flooding 
back… 

I hadn’t thought about it in so long, I had kept the memories and feelings locked away to keep myself from tearing my 
life away in pain and grief, but there it was; the image of my father dying, the image of him struggling to breath as our 
family’s past ripped him apart piece by piece as I stood there speechless and mute watching as it all happened. His last 
words kept screaming at me…”Take it off!The ring will do you injustice!” 

I never understood what he meant by that so I had always just ignored it,but now I realised that I should’ve listened to 
him and taken the ring off a long time ago. I didn’t listen and now I’ve got to face the consequences. My feelings were 
swirling around in my head and I couldn’t think straight. I didn’t want to die like my father did. I wanted to be better then 
him. I hadn’t even had my first love yet, and I hadn’t even gotten the chance to become a father yet, and I definitely 
didn’t want to die being the last generation of my family in this world. I couldn’t let this steal away my whole life, and I 
knew I needed to do something about this, but I didn’t know what. 

A normal person would have talked to a friend or family about this, but I was never really close with any relatives, and 
well I didn’t have any friends. I was kind of known as the loner sad boy who was orphaned at such a young age,and no 
one really bothered speaking to me because they were either too scared or they just thought I was a sensitive freak who 
could explode any second. 

It was now 03:57am and all I could think about was how every second the ring was still on my finger brought me a 
second closer to my death. It was like a ticking time bomb except no one knew how to turn it off. 

 

 



 

Untitled 

By Blagovest Petrov 

 

Hello my name is Alfie and I am 13 year old boy that has been living on the streets all my life.One day my family went 
shopping.I was left in our abandoned house in the middle of nowhere.Every time I walk to the bathroom I always think 
that someone or SOMETHING was watching me. 

Then someone started knocking on the front door and started screaming open the flippin door or I am going to come in 
and kill you.So when I heard what he said I hid under my bed and did not say a thing.I could not dare to. 

2 minutes later 

Suddenly,I heard the front door open.Someone started running up the stairs and started knocking on my door and he 
asked.Is there someone there.But that did not sound like the guy that was screaming for me to open the door.I opened 
the door it was a cop.He said that a serial killer was in front of the house.My heart dropped from chest to my legs. 

But something that the cop told me later made me feel really sad.The cop said that the guy who was at the door had hit 
my parents car and killed them and my little brother.And also the last words the cop said was that the guy that had killed 
my parents and tried to kill me was my stepdad… 

5 years before the accident 

 

Dear diary, 

I am writing this diary because I want to tell you what happened 5 years ago.I was 
walking down the empty street that led to my house and in the corner of my eye I saw 
a shadow figure approaching me in the distance.So like the dumb kid I was I started 
walking towards the man but the closer I got the further he went I did not know how 
this was happening. 

 

Then I came to a stop in the middle of the street where there were 4 pathways and I released I was not alone.In every 
single pathway there was a man.As I started looking at one man the other three came closer and closer to me.Then I 
felt a HAND on my back and someone was whispering in my ear.EVERYTHING WILL BE ALRIGHT… 

And then I blacked out 

I was locked in a room that seemed familiar to me and then I saw a book that I was reading THEN I RELEASED THAT 
THIS WAS MY HOUSE… 

The guys that had kidnapped me turned out to be my parents' friends.They were waiting for me to come home because 
my parents have told me never to go to that street without them because they were really dangerous. 

 

 

 

  



 

Untitled 

by H Rahman 

 

Previously, this happened to Dr Berkin before the G-virus was released to the air… 

One day, on a stormy night there was a evil,demented scientist called Dr William Berkin. He worked for an evil company 
called U.M.B.R.E.L.L.A.While he was working on a TOP-secret project, making a menacing virus called ‘Golgotha’ 
known as the ‘G- virus’ that could turn anyone into a mutant ghastly brute.He got brainwashed by umbrella and created 
the virus so that the world would be impressed by his work. Once he made the virus he was very cheerful and 
amused.Unfortunately ‘U.M.B.R.E.L.L.A’ smashed the door and asked for the virus. Umbrella had betrayed him, and 
sent special forces to collect the G-virus from Dr William Berkin. But William Berkin was smart and knew they would 
betray him and created another sample of the G-virus but he kept it where no one would know. When the Special forces 
came they asked him for the virus and he refused to accept. The virus meant everything to him, it was all his life’s work. 
William Berkin got his gun out for defence but in a flash. 

Gunshot… 

Soldier 1: “why did you shoot him, we were meant to bring him alive.” 

Soldier 2: “he was about to shoot” 

The special force left with the virus and Berkin was there laying on his last seconds. Slowly slowly, Dr William Berkin 
managed to get up and get the other sample of the virus when his wife Dr Annette came in and shockley said “Berkin, 
what happened to you, who did this?” 

Berkin couldn't speak but injected himself. Slowly his arm was starting to mutate, he grew a ugly head, many yellow 
eyes, and his nails were transforming into ten big,sharp claws. He had muscles everywhere. He became a 
mutated,dangerous ghastly brute who wants revenge. Berkin was on his way to the headquarters of ’U.M.B.R.E.L.L.A’. 
He killed everyone in his way. The authorities were alerted and tried to escape with the virus but they were too late, 
Berkin was quick and there. He grabbed the authorities with his mutated,humungus claws that ripped their body. The 
virus had fallen off their hands,fell on the floor and cracked. The virus was released into the air and started to infect 
everyone. People turned to a mutated,ghastly brute. There was blood everywhere the creatures were killing innocent 
people in raccoon city. Luckily there were only a few survivors left. 

Leon S Kennedy was on his first day at work in the police force but it turned to be a nightmare. He was in his office 
when he heard painful screams. He looked out through the window and was surprised to see mutated,scary looking 
zombies. He quickly called his friends Claire Redfield, Chris Redfield to come with him and call survivors to come inside 
the police department. Once they had the survivors inside they closed the door and locked it. 

“What the hell is happening out there?” said Claire. 

“People are turning into ZOMBIES!” said one of the survivors. 

“How did this happen,” said Leon 

“We don’t know,” said another survivor. 

“That’s William Berkin” said an umbrella employee. 

“Who’s that?” 

“ he is a doctor, he created the virus that turn people to these walkers,” 

“Umbrella brainwashed him and said he the world will be impressed by his work, and Berkin was a little demented,” 

“Tell us the story and what happened to him? Is he alive? maybe he could create a vaccine that could cure them,” said 
Chris. 

 



 

“Berkin probably had another sample,and after umbrella betrayed him,he injected himself with the virus, and now he is a 
mutated brute.” 

Suddenly there was a Big Bang on the door, something was trying to break the door and come inside. Chris ordered 
everyone to hold back the door with heavy objects luckily it held him. Claire looked out the window to see what was 
causing it and screamed she saw a ugly mutated creature with many enormous eyes. People went to the window and 
saw it. Everyone got scared. The umbrella employee was scared, he thought Berkin was here for him, and he was 
shivering. 

“What happened,” said Leon 

“It….it’s..him Berkin and he is probably here for me as I am an umbrella employee.” 

Time went by and Berkin gave up. 

The people were hungry and there were only a few vending machines left. So they had to get more food and supplies. 
Some of the police officers along with Chris and Leon were skilled and could go outside to get the food and supplies. 

“I’ll come as well” said Claire as she loaded the gun 

They were ready, and went outside. 

“Be careful,” said survivors 

The officers were being careful not to make a noise but sadly an officer stepped on a twig and broke the silence. 
Zombies were running towards them and they had to run quickly. They were close to the shops. Claire reached first, 
keeping the doors open for the officers to come in. Everybody came in except a slow officer, he tripped while running 
and the zombies bit him. It was so gruesome and horrible, the flesh was ripped from the body and the officer started to 
mutate… 

Leon and the team had to move on and searched for food. They were lucky and found supplies but then there was a 
noise coming from the basement. Everyone froze. What could it be? Leon and the team had to go down and check 
because it could be an innocent citizen. They slowly creeped down the stairs scared but still armoured they were ready 
to fire at anything. 

Freeze! Came a voice from the back. Everyone was scared the nerves were breaking through and the tension was 
building up. Everyone turned around slowly still armed. To their surprise they found a scientist. 

“Are you infected” he said 

“No...No we’re not” replied Leon 

“We are members of the R.P.D” said Chris as he showed him the badge. 

Everybody else did the same. 

“What are you doing here?” said Fin. 

“Keeping away from the zombies” answered the scientist 

“Can you find a cure for this virus?”said Leon 

“Maybe I can but I’ll need to go to my lab, it’s just across the street.” 

“We’ll take you there.” 

 

The team and the scientist were heading towards the lab. It was really hard to get there because there was ugly,flesh 
eating zombies attacking and ambushing. Fortunately they made it. The scientist was setting up his station, and said 
“It’ll take me a few days to come up with the cure, and I’ll have to work extremely hard.” 



 

“But we cant come here everyday when there’s a Hurd of mad blood drinking zombies” said Leon. 

“I know! You can bring your stuff with you to our hideout. It's safe there” said Claire Redfield. The team left with the 
things. They arrived at the destination. Once they got there the scientific doctor was setting up. Days went by and after 
a lot of hard work the scientist came up with a cure he called ‘cure-V’. The scientist was told to make a stink bomb to 
pollute the air with the cure. The scientist was done, and now they had to throw it outside. Fin was brave, and said he’ll 
do it. Everyone was waiting looking at Fin through the window as Fin went outside steady and armed he had his gun 
ready to shoot at anything that attacks but he shouldn’t be seen by the zombies or they’ll attack him all at once. Fin was 
doing a risky job as his life was on a string. His sweat was dripping down his face while his heart was pounding out of 
his chest. Fin was ready to throw, When suddenly Berkin came... 

 

 

  



 

The Price is Blood 

by K French 

 

Prologue: 

I need to leave. I need to leave! There isn’t a single drop of blood in sight. And yet everything is red. All I hear is red. All 
I see is red. All I feel is red. Everything screams red! 

 

Chapter1: 

“Inspector Wolf!” The stern voice shook him to his feet. “Get over here, we got a new report!” The cold winds that 
seeped into the police station’s main office via the windows chased Edric around wherever he went, which had led to 
him just sitting down in the warmest chair he could find. 

“Yes, sir!” Edric called back, in a voice too high-pitched for his liking. As he made his way over, quickly, he thought to 
himself that this new case could be his chance. The one chance that would let him prove himself to everyone, once and 
for all. 

“So, what’s it about?” Edric questioned, furrowing his eyebrows as he squinted at the blue light that was being emitted 
from the Detective Superintendent ’s glaring laptop screen. 

“Suspicious movement has been reported around an apartment at ______. There’s been mentions of some weapons 
and other items; axes, knives, syringes.. Even blood bags…” He took a deep sigh before he continued, “So, we need 
someon-” 

“Someone to be ready to go to the scene if anything happens?” Edric beamed before shrinking back down again, when 
he saw his boss begin to frown. 

“Yes, there’ll be other people, I just needed someone… responsible to join in on this. Not that the others aren’t… so, 
don’t think you’re special or anything.” Edric nodded eagerly at every word the Detective Superintendent said, a smile 
threatening to break out on his face. He slowly stopped nodding when the chief turned in his chair and looked him dead 
in the eyes. 

“Do you think you can do it, Edric?” 

 

*********** 

 

“So, what information have you got so far?” Edric asked, leaning against an uncomfortable, brick wall. He was waiting 
with a group of other police officers who were all standing by in case of an incident or emergency. It had been around 
five hours of them splitting into groups of three and patrolling the nearby area before coming back empty handed at their 
meeting point. So, here they stood. 

“Well, they found some footprints while searching those old apartments up there.” The sergeant next to him pointed to 
the cracked concrete walls and the boarded up windows of the building on the other side of the street. It was only about 
three stories tall and there seemed to be plants growing from the cracks in its off-white walls. 

“What if it’s just a drug dealer? Do you think the chief is overestimating this?” Edric rolled his head to look at the man, as 
the wind ruffled his thick, messy dull brown hair.. 

“I wouldn’t assume such things at this point. It’ll be better if we just wait and see.” The sergeant responded, bluntly. 

 



 

*********** 

 

“Go, quickly!” Someone shouted from across the street, where they had been waiting. Edric listened in on his intercom 
and, with his group of three, made their way down the back alley. The static of the intercom started up again and a voice 
ordered, “Go to “_______”, activity has been spotted there!” 

“What? But that’s way off from the location we’re at now!” Edric cursed under his breath. He glanced back at the 
abandoned apartment, that was slowly fading out of his sight, once more before catching up with his group. 

 

*********** 

 

Edric skidded to a stop, placing his hands on his knees as he regained his breath. 

“See anything?” he called to the sergeant, checking his surroundings. 

“Nothing, I don’t think…” He answered back, hesitantly. They had been sent to another old looking apartment building, 
where seemingly no one lived. There was something off about this apartment. Maybe it was how it was four stories tall, 
not three. Or how it was a dark grey instead of a faded off white. 

It just wasn’t right.. 

“This isn’t it…” Edric whispered, scratching his head. He and his group searched around the building, along with the 
other groups, who had arrived at the same building. 

“Yeah, tell me about it.” The sergeant had appeared next to him and was shaking his head at the building that stood in 
front of them. 

“Come on! Go find an entrance! Don’t just stand there!” Another police officer shouted out to them from somewhere in 
the crowd of police officers, Edric rolled his eyes and made his way behind the building, taking a look at it from the back. 

There had seemed to be no visible entrance anywhere until a glint of metal caught his eye. Behind all the rubbish that 
had accumulated over time, was a gate. He and the sergeant pushed it out of the way and Edric began tackling with the 
gate, before giving up and climbing over it. He grunted as he pushed himself over and then stumbled down on the other 
side. 

“Are you sure you should be going in there, alone?” The sergeant nodded towards the stairs that he assumed would 
lead inside. 

“What? Do you wanna come?” Edric laughed, dryly. “I’ll be back in a second, it’s fine.” The light in the stairwell was 
flickering and barely hanging on to the ceiling by a thread. The concrete floor was damp but there seemed to be no 
plants growing, anywhere. Unlike the other building. 

At the top of the stairwell, Edric pulled his gun out, holding it steadily as he made his way down the corridor, twisting 
every door knob he could until one clicked open. The door creaked open to reveal a small room, maybe 6 x 6 metres, 
with curtains covering the only window there was. The wallpaper was ripped, revealing plain, grey walls behind the 
intricate, lime green patterns that used to be there. The floorboards creaked with every cautious step Edric made to look 
around the small room. He slowly peered around the bathroom door to see nothing there but himself in the mirror. He 
looked pretty stern, like he wanted, so people would respect him. But now wasn’t the time for that. 

The eerie silence haunted him as he searched the room, alone. But then he heard it. The monotonous, faltering ticking 
of a broken clock. He went back out to the main room, where he spotted a tattered sofa, which was practically falling 
apart. As he edged closer, still clutching his gun, he heard the ticking get louder… He flipped over the sofa cushions in 
one rapid movement and found the annoying, broken clock. The irritating sound went on as he examined the note on 
the front of it. It read, ‘Back.’ 

“‘Back’? That’s weird…” Edric thought out loud as he turned the clock over in his sweaty hand. 



 

 

It read, ‘You f-cked up.’ 

 

*********** 

 

“Oh god… We have to go now!” Edric stammered as he ran out of the building. As soon as he’d read the note, he’d 
sprinted out of there as quickly as possible, because there was only one thing that could mean… Or at least he hoped 
so. It was a trap. 

“That apartment we were at before,” Edric panted as he ran down the excited streets alongside the sergeant, “That’s the 
one we were supposed to search this entire time!” 

The sergeant wailed, almost out of breath after taking a sharp turn into an alleyway, “What! Well… Why did they… Tell 
us to go... To the… Other place… Then?” 

Edric shook his head, “ I have no idea…” They came to a halt at the back of the apartment they’d been at, originally. 

“Surely we should inform them of this, shouldn’t we?” The sergeant pointed to the building, whilst catching his breath. 

“They’ll come anytime now. I may as well go in.” Edric was already making his way over the back gate of this building, 
which led to a staircase just like the other had. As Edric ran up the stairs into the building, the sergeant stood, 
impatiently outside as new coming police cars arrived on the main street where the building was. 

“...I wonder what he’ll find in there.” 

 

*********** 

 

“We were too late.” A police officer sighed in defeat, crossing their arms. 

“Dammit…” Edric stared at the ground where the blood-drained corpse lay. She had been a young woman, in her mid 
20s, who lived in this apartment. Someone had drained all the blood from her before escaping the scene with it. 

“What the fuck would they be doing with blood…”The sergeant muttered in a low tone, clenching his jaw, “And an entire 
body’s worth of it…” 

The loud wailing of police sirens outside the building rang in Edric’s ears. This was going to be much harder to solve 
than he thought. 

“It’s pretty horrible, isn’t it.” Edric jerked around at the velvety voice that sounded behind him. 

As Edric regained his footing he let some rushed words stumble from his mouth, “Uh.. Yeah.. yeah it is…” 

The detective that had been standing behind him chuckled dryly, “Why are you so nervous? This is your job, isn’t it?” 
Edric hesitantly nodded. 

“Well… yeah. It’s just that… that you just...“ He mumbled, hardly being able to meet her strong gaze. 

“I scared you?” She slowly laughed again. 

Edric gathered all his courage and looked up into her dark eyes which could melt his insides in seconds. Her facial 
features were sharp and the way she stood, looming over him, was probably the most intimidating thing he’d ever 
experienced in his life. 



 

“I’m Detective Endthern.” She stated, mustering a small smile on her otherwise stern face. 

“Oh. Uh... I’m Inspector Wolf.” Edric hastily replied. 

“Nice to meet you, then, Inspector Wolf.” She spoke one last time before turning and walking away, disappearing into 
the crowd of police officers and such that filled the small room of the crime scene. 

“I guess we should be looking for witnesses till we get further notice, then.” The Sergeant’s voice brought him back. 

“Yeah- yeah. We should.” Edric felt a certain warmth fill his heart. ‘Detective Endthern? What a name.’ 

 

Chapter2: 

“Ok. You’ll each be assigned a location to stand by with a partner, you understand?” The chief announced. 

“Yes sir.” They all replied, standing in a neat cluster somewhere in the cold police station. Edric listened carefully to 
each and every word the chief bellowed, until his name was called. 

“Inspector Wolf and Sergeant Terren.” He began, “You will go to _________. You should make your way there, now.” 
Edric stepped out to meet the Sergeant. It was the same one he’d been working with yesterday. They left the room at a 
brisk pace and went out onto the damp street. The pattering of rain on the pavement could be faintly heard. Puddles 
were forming by the sides of the uneven roads and Edric could feel himself begin to shiver in the cold as the harsh 
winds nipped at him and Terren. 

“Do you have an umbrella?” Edric asked, with a pitiful look on his face. 

Terren nodded as he opened it and held it over the both of them, “It’s funny how we’re a team again, right?” They began 
walking down the dull streets. 

“Yeah, I guess.” Edric chuckled, checking the location on his phone, again. Silence plagued them, only occasionally 
being interrupted by the noisy cars or the loud birds that stormed through the streets in flocks. 

 

*********** 

 

Edric checked his phone once more before pointing at the worn down building in front of them, “This is where we’re 
supposed to be.” Edric had been told to enter through the entrance in the alleyway so they’d shuffled through it to where 
the locked door stood in place. Terren took out a small set of keys and fiddled with them a little before putting one in the 
keyhole of the sturdy door. 

In a few seconds of metal clanging in the key hole, the door creaked open and they hurried inside before closing the 
umbrella and shaking some of the water off it. 

 

*********** 

 

“Hey… Detective Endthern.” Edric sat, looking out of the boarded up window they were sat by. It had turned out that the 
detective was also on their team and she was now sitting with a small laptop, trying to track down the murderer, he 
guessed. It’d been a surprise to walk into the building to see her already there. 

“You can call me Tessa,” She continued to click and type on the laptop. “What can I call you?” The room they were in 
had plain walls and dark floor boards. They were on the second floor where there was the equipment Tessa needed. 
Terren was downstairs keeping watch for intruders. Edric was sitting on the only sofa there was, positioned next to the 
desk and chair where Tessa sat. 



 

“...Edric... Is my name.” Edric mumbled trying to get a look at what she was doing. He sighed and slumped back into his 
spot on the sofa. 

“What a lame name...considering that your surname’s ‘Wolf’.” Tessa laughed, shaking her head. 

Edric smiled slightly, “It’s not up to me. I didn’t choose it.” He looked down then back to her again, “You’re cool, you 
know…” 

“I don’t like you.” She let out a quiet chuckle this time. “Listen, we’re here to catch a murderer that drains blood from 
people’s bodies. We don’t have time for lovey dovey stuff right now.” She snapped, staring at Edric with narrowed eyes. 

“Oh! I’ve got something!” She shouted, getting the attention of Terren. 

“Really!” He called from downstairs, “Let’s get going then!” Edric and Tessa leapt to their feet and went down the stairs 
like a stampede before bursting out into the street, with Terren, where the rain was still pouring down in buckets. 

 

*********** 

 

“This way!” Terren called out as they all raced down streets and edged through tight alleyways. Tessa sent out a 
message with her walkie-talkie as they continued to keep an eye out for the culprit. With the rain showing no signs of 
stopping, they tried hard to squint their eyes and see past the mist it had created. Every corner they turned seemed to 
be a discouragement. Something stopping them from succeeded in getting closer to the culprit behind the murder. 

Tessa skidded to a stop, making Terren and Edric stumble back in surprise. 

“There. They’re there.” Tessa whispered, pointing through a cramped alleyway, where a vague figure could be seen 
vanishing into the shadows. 

Edric didn’t waste a second skimming past the old TVs and cardboard boxes that littered the alleyway to get to the 
street where they’d seen the culprit. 

“Hurry up!” Edric shouted back to the other two as he ran off down the street and after the mysterious perpetrator. 

Whilst chasing after them, Edric began to wonder if the person they were chasing was just a marathon runner, since 
they hadn’t stopped for breath even once. Or maybe they had; he couldn’t tell. 

He heard his light footsteps on the damp pavement, water splashing at his ankles as he ran. He turned another sharp 
corner and launched himself through another tight alleyway out into a small street. While sprinting through it, his hand 
caught on some piping on the wall. He flinched in pain, wincing as he went on. On the street, there was no road so no 
cars could be seen or heard. He’d ended up in a strange building with an open front. He quickly caught his breath 
before scanning the area. Terren and Tessa skidded to a stop behind him. 

“Where on Earth did that person go!” Terren let out in frustration. Tessa shrugged, with a pout on her face. 

Then, Edric checked his surroundings again. It was an old arcade. It had neon lights on the front which no longer 
worked and the walls and floor were covered in dust. There even seemed to be plants frowning from the cracks in the 
tiles. It was grey and could easily go unnoticed if you just ran past it. 

“Shit. They got away..” Edric paced around the arcade machines. He placed his hands harshly on a claw machine, the 
only one in there that seemed to be well maintained. Except for the fact that it’s lights were off and he couldn’t quite 
make out what was behind the glass. 

 

*********** 

 



 

All of a sudden, the lights of the machine flickered on, blinding him. 

“What the fuck?” Terren stepped towards the machine, examining it. His curious gaze hovered over the control panel. 
The handles… the buttons… and the coin slot, Tainted with fresh blood. Droplets of the dark red liquid dropped in one 
by one. Terren flicked his gaze to Edric and his bleeding hand, his eyes widened in shock. 

“Hey Edric… I think the blood on your hand… activated the machine.” 

“What?” Tessa scoffed, strolling closer, with her arms crossed. “There’s no way that could happen.” 

Edric was puzzled. Unless the machine glitched and thought his blood was money, there was no way that was possible, 
“Doesn’t the machine… need force to activate? Like an actual, physical coin?” 

“Well-“ Terren was cut off by a grunting Tessa. 

“The others should be here soon. They’ll look into it.” 

“Yeah… Huh?” Edric stumbled back, his mouth agape. 

“What?” Tessa questioned, unbothered. 

“The- the machine!” Edric’s face scrunched his face and felt his stomach turn upside down. Terren squeaked in horror, 
eyes growing wide, and Tessa stared at it, disgusted. 

 

*********** 

 

Chapter3: 

Blood oozed from the bottom of the machine. Not from a hole or something. It just accumulated and pooled around it, 
slowly reaching out for their feet. It seemed into every crack in the floor, staining its surroundings a deep, menacing red. 

“Why is there so much blood in the machine…” Terren murmured, backing away from it. Edric froze, letting the blood 
catch up to him, spreading beyond his black shoes. His face went pale, wondering what this case was going to have to 
offer him in the future. Maybe I should just quit. He pondered to himself. 

“You guys should leave. It’s my job to investigate this.” Tessa ordered, prompting them to make their way away from the 
pool of blood that had spread to a marginal degree from the claw machine. 

Edric looked at her, her focused and thoughtful eyes meeting his lost and doubtful ones. She had a frown on her face 
and her eyebrows were furrowed as she leaned forward, trying to get a better look. Edric guessed she was just doing 
detective stuff, like a detective would. 

 

*********** 

 

“So, they blocked off the area, right?” Edric studied Tessa’s cold face. Her dark hair fell smoothly from the top of her 
head and flicked up at the sides of her neck. The faded sunlight that seeped in through the rain clouds lit up her sharp 
features as her eyes flickered between him and the window, painted with rain. The muted tones of her apartment suited 
the dull weather of that day. It had been rainy and cloudy non-stop but it wasn’t like that wasn’t to be expected, 
especially in London. 

 



 

“Yeah.” Tessa confirmed, casually, sweeping her hair behind her ear, revealing various shiny piercings on her lobe and 
helix. They sat at her small wooden dining table, where a small vase sat by the window. There was no plant in it, 
though. 

“Those are… pretty.” Edric stuttered. He meant it, he really did but he wasn’t sure how to compliment them. Were they 
cool? Edgy? Rebellious? Elegant? Meaningful? Representative? Maybe they were something else. But he just had to 
say ‘pretty’. Edric winced at his own stupidity. 

“You don’t seem like someone who’d be into piercings.” Tessa perked up, scratching her ear. 

“Well, I’m… not. Really… but they’re cool! Don’t get me wrong!” Edric spurted out, reaching his hands out. 

Tessa leaned back in her chair, chuckling, “Of course.” 

“Do you really not like me?” Edric mumbled, looking down at the glazed table, littered with a few noticeable stains. 

“No, too busy right now.” Tessa folded her arms. 

“So if you weren’t busy… you-“ Edric started. 

“You're not offering anything right now. You have nothing to show. If you had something that made you worth it, I’d drop 
everything for you right now.” 

“A hot body? You want a muscly man?” Edric straightened his back. “I- I can work out more if you want! Then we 
could… you know...” 

Tessa laughed again, confusing Edric even more, “No, Edric. That would just make you a fuckbuddy to me. I want 
something to make me proud of you as a person. You don’t have much character.” 

And so, they sat, staring at each other with the muffled sound of rain outside the window. 

 

*********** 

 

It’d been a week. No more crimes of the kind as before had occurred. Maybe it had just been a one off thing. Maybe not. 
Either way, Edric sat by his desk, staring off into the blue tinted abyss that was his laptop screen. His eyes dropped as 
he rolled his head over to check the time. 5am? Damn, that’s late. 

His hands felt numb from all the typing and clicking he’d been doing overnight. It dawned on him that at 7am he’d have 
to get up again, zombie or not, and go back to the police station. Or would he? He could just quit. Then he wouldn’t 
have to put up with this anymore. 

“Why am I doing this? Why did I even choose to do this job?” Edric buried his face in his hands. 

 

*********** 

 

I chose to do this service to get people to like and forgive me. They don’t know what I did but I do and I want them to get 
to know the good side of me. Not whatever selfish and invisible person I used to be. Back in year 6. I was only 9, how 
could I have done anything? 

“Hey Edric! What’s up?” One of his friends, Ben, popped up behind him and swung his arm over Edric’s shoulder as 
they strolled into school. The rest of his friends appeared in a crowd, laughing and chatting. Everytime he was with them 
he felt himself shrink and turn away, since it felt like he wasn’t supposed to be with them. He wasn’t cool like them. He 
wasn’t loud and fun like them. He was just Edric. 



 

“Look over there, do you see that guy?” Edric heard Ben whisper in his ear as he pointed to a student, who Edric 
recognised as someone who’d just come to their school. 

Edric felt shivers crawl up his spine as he stuttered, “Yea-Yeah? Um, what… what about them?” 

“We’re gonna have some fun with them.” Ben chuckled as he walked through the school doors. “D’ya wanna join in?” 

Edric knew from everything he’d been taught his entire life that he shouldn’t, but it would let him prove himself. To his 
friends and to the rest of his classmates. They’d all respect him. Then he’d have a reputation. 

‘But they’d only fear you.’ 

Edric knew that wasn’t true. Noone would ever fear someone as weak as him. He’d just become average. He’d become 
like everyone else. He’d fit in with his friends. 

“Sure… I- I will.” Edric nervously nodded to the scheming Ben. 

I know now. I need to stop doing things to please people. 

 

*********** 

 

Long story short, the new student got expelled after they’d framed him for smoking. Edric had been mortified as they’d 
snuck it into the student’s bag when he wasn’t looking. Edric had been mortified that they’d get caught. There was no 
way the person would keep quiet about something like that. There was no way. 

But they were never seen again after that. 

So, Edric became a police officer to try to gain a reputation from something good. So people would like him and forget 
about what he did before. 

After having thought his values over and over, he came to a conclusion: 

‘I know now. I need to stop doing things to please people. 

I’ll quit my job.’ 

 

Chapter4: 

Edric shot up in his chair, the hot sun beat down on him through his window. His back ached from sitting there all night 
and his shoulders felt stiff. He brought his hand up to cover his eyes, as he squinted to check the time on the clock. 
7:24am. Damn, that’s 24 minutes of my morning wasted. 

He brought himself to his feet and dragged himself out of his bedroom and into the kitchen. He wasn’t going to have 
time to eat since he planned to go to the police station to quit his job as early as possible. So he went to the bathroom to 
wash his face and brush his teeth before he left his small apartment. 

“At least… it’s sunny today.” 

 

*********** 

 



 

Edric swung open the door to the police station and spotted the chief. He hesitantly made his way towards him and 
shook his hand. Is it even legal for me to just quit like this? 

“Good morning, sir. I wanted—“ Edric was cut off by a shout through someone’s intercom. 

“Oh it looks like this is important. Tell me later, ok?” The chief dismissed him before turning to ask about the report. 

“Detective Endthern is in trouble!” The chief announced, gathering everyone’s attention. 

Edric ran from the station before another word could be uttered. The last thing he heard as the sounds from the station 
faded out was the location; _________. 

 

*********** 

 

Edric came to an abrupt stop at the steps that led down into the underground station. It seemed empty, possibly 
abandoned, despite the entrance being open. He went down the stairs, his footsteps echoing in the dark train station. 
Cobwebs hung from the ceiling and the light flickered, leaving a yellow haze on everything. 

“Tessa?” Edric called in a low voice. He had his gun propped up near his chest as he slowly went down some more 
stairs to a platform. The silence was suffocating. Every second that went by was more confirmation that Tessa might be 
dead. Even though he knew she probably wasn’t. But she could be. 

“I’m here.” He stopped in his tracks at her gravelly voice. He sprinted in the direction of her voice and reached another 
platform. On either side of it were train tracks, leading into mysterious dark tunnels and in the middle was Tessa leaning 
against a pillar. Edric stopped when he stood face to face with her. 

“Are you okay? What happened? Who did this to you?” Edric bombarded her with questions, staring at the grazes on 
her face and hands. 

“Some guys came. They had the same equipment as the other person had from before.” 

“Like the syringes?” Edric asked, softly. 

“Yeah, but I got them off me. I don’t know where they went. They might come back.” She warned, her eyes shifting from 
place to place. 

A looming dark figure creeped closer and got up behind Edric. A smile spread on his cracked lips and he slid out a 
sharp knife. 

“Edric!” Tessa shot her hand out to try and push Edric out of the way. 

But the knife in his hand had already come plummeting down on him. 

Tessa flinched back and squeezed her eyes shut. 

But there was no scream. No spraying of blood. Just a loud echoing bang! Not of a gun. More like a hollow sound. Like 
a metal shovel? 

Tessa un surely let her eyes open. 

“Damn, I sure do hate… bad people!” 

“Terren!” She exclaimed, frowning . “Could’ve gotten here sooner…” 

“If I’d been here before I would’ve been just as distracted as the both of you!” Terren argued, putting down the shovel 
that he was still holding. “Then we’d all be dead.” 



 

Edric spun around, dumbfounded, and squealed when he saw the body sprawled on the tiled floor behind him. He 
breathed out in relief when he saw there wasn’t any blood spilling from his head. 

“Thank god you didn’t kill him…” Edric scratched the back of his head. 

“Yeah.” Terren smiled. “I guess they’ll question him then, since he’s probably connected to the case. 

“Yes. And I will certainly be a part of that.” Tessa snarled, glaring down at the bruised man. 

Someone popped up next to them offering, “Do you need any first aid for those grazes?” 

“No, thank you. It’s fine.” Tessa muttered, staring on at Edric. 

“Why’s she staring at me?” Edric leaned into Terren. 

“Dunno.” Terren scratched his chin, as in deep thought. 

“Thanks for the input.” Edric patted him on the back, sarcastically. 

“You’re welcome.” Terren put a hand on Edric’s shoulder before walking off to another cluster of police officers. Edric 
sighed in defeat and glanced up at Tessa again. 

She was still staring at him but this time she smirked before rolling her eyes and looking away, her face back to the firm 
expression it was before. 

“It scared me. I’ll admit that.” 

 

*********** 

 

As Edric made his way down the dark corridor of the police station, he thought to himself again, ‘I need to do this. So, I 
can help people. I can’t just stand by and let bad things happen.’ He reached for the door handle and swung the door 
open, letting in the bright light of the outdoors. ‘The sun is out. ’ 

“What info did you get?” Edric sat down next to Terren’s desk. “Well, not much. He only talked about how they went 
after Tessa because she seemed like an ‘easy target’. Pretty misogynistic if you ask me.” Terren tilted his eyebrows in 
disapproval. “Other than that, though, there wasn’t much else we got from him…” 

 

Chapter5: 

“It’s time.” Terren’s strong tone filled the air. 

Edric nodded, “Yes, it is.” He loaded his gun and put it in his holster before turning to Tessa. 

“Let’s go.” She looked onward as she took firm strides towards the police department building door. 

As they sat impatiently in the cramped car, Edric peered out of the window, spotting the withered arcade in the distance. 

“You know, I have a hunch about this whole thing.” Tessa mumbled, her head resting on her hand. 

Edric nodded so she continued, “It seems like a cult thing. I was thinking about it and it was the only logical explanation I 
could come up with for all this.” 

“For a detective, you don’t do very much… searching around and stuff, do you?” Terren asked, keeping his eyes on the 
road as his hands glided on the steering wheel. 



 

“I- I do!” She sat up in her seat, blood rushing to her face. “Just… not when you’re looking… it’s awkward.” She looked 
down into her lap. 

Just then, the car came to a screeching stop and there they were, parked a careful distance away from the arcade. 

 

*********** 

 

They couldn’t spot them, but tons of other police officers were guaranteed to be stalling around the old arcade. Also, the 
cold, grey weather didn’t make the place look any more welcoming. The three of them had been patrolling the area, 
disguised as civilians, for about two hours now and they were beginning to believe the information they’d gotten from 
the suspect had been false. 

But then, out of the shadows of the arcade, came a different person, who glanced around skeptically before scurrying 
back inside. They were scrawny and unkept, but Edric couldn’t make out their face. So, with approval from their 
walkie-talkies, they made their way inside via the back door of the arcade. The creaky metal door swung open, letting 
the gloomy haze from outside seep in. 

 

*********** 

 

A sickening silence plagued the arcade, or should I say murder house. The blood that had leaked from the claw 
machine still stained the black and white tiled floor, leaving a red reflection on everything in sight. Slow footsteps 
echoed in the desolate building, torch lights flicking from wall to wall. 

There was a rustle coming from behind Edric and he felt like a magazine stand as he creaked around, flicking his torch 
up, the blood draining from his face. It was nothing. He let out a sigh of relief and kept on walking. Tessa and Terren’s 
silhouettes were blurred in the darkness, barely able to be seen. 

Terren came across another large arcade machine, aged and rusted. It may have once been a vibrant blue with white 
accents, but now it was just a muddle of greys. 

Terren peeked around the back of it to find a person, hunched over, similar in shape to the person who’d stepped 
outside before. Terren steadied his feet and pulled his gun out, “This is the police, put your hands up!” 

“I can’t do that…” The person’s voice shook as they shivered. They slowly stood up and slipped their hand next to them. 

The next thing they knew, the person had a gun held, shakily, to their head. 

“Wait!” Edric called out, helplessly. 

“I need to do this quickly… before they come.” Was the last thing they heard that person say before the deafening shot 
of a gun blast could be heard throughout the entire dark space. 

 

*********** 

 

Edric cautiously fluttered his wary eyes open after having tightly shut them. There was still a ringing in his ears as he 
looked onward at where the person had been standing. Except, they weren’t there anymore. 

“What…” Tessa edged forward, “They… disappeared…” Edric dropped his gaze to scan the ground. There was no gun. 
No blood. No culprit. 



 

 

“Dammit.” Edric scratched his head and paced around the spot where the person had been, craning his neck out to find 
any trace of a clue. The darkness of the arcade tickled at his skin, only falting when the torches of the police flickered 
past him. 

“They left a note.” Tessa kneeled down on the cold ground to pick up the crumpled piece of paper. She unfolded it and 
her smooth voice began to fill the dark atmosphere of the arcade. 

Dear the person who finds this (hopefully the police), 

I didn’t mean to do all this. Yes, I killed some people for their blood... but I didn’t want to. I was forced into this. I don’t 
have long to write this before ‘they’ get to me. So, I’ll write down all that I can. About a year ago, I was dared by my 
friends to go to this place… 

 

*********** 

 

The culprit had been out with his friends one time. It was a cool evening, the breeze nipping at his ears. They were 
standing by a bush that seemed to be an imaginary border between the outside world and the dark, mysterious building 
that stood before them. As withered as it seemed, he didn’t want to go anywhere near it, in fear that it could eat him 
alive. 

“Do I really have to?” He asked, jokingly, standing idly by his two other friends. They shivered in the cold as they looked 
on into the abyss. The arcade. 

“Come on, Charlie! It’s been abandoned for years! Just go in and come out, that’s all!” One of his friends laughed, 
nudging him forward. He gulped and took a cautious step forward into the wide open area outside the arcade. The 
pavement was cracked and shadows creeped out, lurking around, as he edged into the gaping mouth of the arcade. 
The once colourful machines lined the walls. There was debris littered all over the floor and the eerie silence crawled in 
and out of the game consoles. Charlie creeped over to one of the machines, where the floor around it was spotlessly 
clean. There wasn’t a scratch on the claw machine, the colours were intact, maybe even recently repainted. He could 
see the shiny checkerboard floor pattern in this one spot that surrounded this strange machine. 

Charlie reached out his trembling fingers, trying to touch the game controls. The buttons were smooth and the machine 
was stuffed with… nothing? Charlie flinched and pulled his hand back to him. He could’ve sworn that the machine was 
full of something; he just didn’t know what. 

“Shhh” Charlie spun around, his eyes wide, trying to locate the sound. He hurriedly peeked to one side of the claw 
machine, then the other, and then behind him. He heard it again, “Shhh” It felt like it was coming from everywhere. 

“Charlie! We can leave now, hurry up!” The distant voice of his friend, who maybe he didn’t like, was being drowned out 
by the haunting sound of the slow whispering. Even now, he’d rather run off to go and meet them, even if he hated 
them. So, he began walking towards the exit. It was only five metres away! But his friends were all the way by that 
stupid bush! They’d never see him coming! Or see what happened… as he tried to leave! 

And then the darkness hit him. Literally and metaphorically. 

 

*********** 

 

After I’d woken up, I was somewhere else. It was cold and dark. They didn’t exactly tell me much but they did threaten 
me to go out and ‘collect the blood of their precious sacrifices’. They said they were giving it to their ‘god’ so they could 
unlock something. Listen, I don’t know. I’m just sorry. I’m so sorry. I don’t think I’d be able to live knowing what I’ve 
done. So, if you find me, I will kill myself, because there would be no point in me continuing on. After everything. Unless 
‘they’ find me… 



 

 

*********** 

 

The police had continued to patrol the area that night, searching for the two mysterious people. Or just Charlie and one 
mysterious person. They came up empty-handed, leaving everyone confused and in awe at their miraculous 
disappearance. 

 

Chapter 6: 

“Dammit!” Tessa had her arms crossed, huffing in frustration, “They got him!” 

The atmosphere in the police station was like a ticking time bomb, everyone threatening to explode at the tiniest thing. 

“We haven’t been able to take control of the area around and inside the arcade… It seems the ‘cult’ as we now call it… 
has taken over it.” 

Tessa let out a small breathy chuckle and nudged Edric in the arm. He jumped and tilted his head at her. 

“I was right about that hunch.” She smiled sadly, “About this being a cult thing.” 

“I wish you weren’t.” Edric shook his head, feeling a content wave wash over him. He knew it wasn’t funny; the things 
that were going on. But getting to have a lighthearted interaction with Tessa was something he cherished. He never 
thought he’d get to share the same humour with someone as good a person as her. 

It was the time in the afternoon when the sun shone through the stained glass window of the police station, bringing to 
light all the dust that lingered around. The rays of sunlight landed perfectly on Tessa’s face, making her stern features 
glisten. 

 

*********** 

 

But now, Edric was back in his apartment, his laptop shut and his lamp turned off. 

“I thought this was going to be the end.” Edric sat on the edge of his bed, sifting through some documents he couldn’t 
be bothered to read. “Why is this case still going on? We should’ve caught the culprit, arrested them and then closed 
the case!” He ran his sweaty hand through his dishevelled hair. “So… why hasn’t that happened yet?” He let himself fall 
into his uncomfortable mattress, which refused to mold to the shape of his body. He shuffled around a bit before slowly 
shutting his eyes and falling into a deep sleep. 

 

*********** 

 

Edric had somehow forced himself to move his body to the police station. So, now he was standing, leaning against the 
hard concrete wall. The light grey paint was beginning to wear off but it wasn’t like that was the biggest of their problems 
at the moment. The chief(?) was going over the briefing on the situation, saying every single word in the most 
monotonous tone ever. ‘Maybe he doesn’t want to be here, doing this, either.’ Edric gazed off into the distance, spotting 
the same dirty window as yesterday. Except now, there wasn’t any sunlight shining through. He’d have to wait till the 
afternoon. That one specific time in the afternoon, when everyone and everything was painted in a rich, golden haze. 

“Hey, Edric.” Edric lazily turned his head to face, none other than Terren, who was staring at him with worried eyes, “Did 
you sleep last night?” 



 

Each time Edric tried to blink, it began becoming harder and harder to open them again, “Yeah, but I feel like I didn’t.” 

“I get that… but right now we sort of have a job to prepare for!” Terren grabbed him by the shoulders and pushed him to 
his desk, that was now just a cluttered mess of stationery and paper documents. Edric sighed, deeply, staring glumly at 
his pile of work. 

“I reall-” Edric’s groan was cut off by a grinning Terren, “No, you idiot! Just take a break for once! Tessa wants to see 
you.” 

 

*********** 

 

“Tessa wants to see you.” The words ran in Edric’s ears as he hurried over to her apartment, the address scribbled 
messily on a small piece of paper. Terren had almost seemed jealous as he handed over the note that Tessa had 
entrusted to him. Whether Terren was jealous of Edric or Tessa, he could not tell. “Tessa wants to see you” Tessa 
wants to see me? Edric’s mind was flooded with thoughts of all the scenarios that could play out once he arrived at her 
apartment. They might confess their love to each other . Or they might kiss… or even… No! That would be going too 
far. Edric tried to get his hopes down by guessing it was about their work but this lingering feeling of love left him 
wondering if maybe there was something more to her wanting to see him. 

 

*********** 

 

“Hey.” Tessa’s eyes were now soft and gentle as they stared out of the glazed window. It was a nice change but Edric 
usually liked the dominant feel she gave off as she strutted around the police station with her head up high. She never 
stuttered a single word or stumbled for even a second. 

But now her hair floated in the soft breeze and curled up at her shoulders like smooth, elegant waves. She had a warm 
mug held firmly in her hands; Edric had one too. His eyes flickered between the soothing dark liquid in his mug and 
Tessa’s pensive expression. 

“You wanted to talk to me?” Nervously, Edric struggled to find a comfortable way to fit his fingers into the mug handle. 

“Yeah… maybe” she sucked in a breath, “Maybe I was wrong about you.” 

Edric got flushed back to the last time they’d talked to each other and recalled her saying there wasn’t much to him. He 
wondered what he’d done to change his mind. 

“Don’t stare at me like a puppy...” Tessa chuckled as she looked at Edric, who’s eyes were bright and eager. 

“So… you’ll give me a chance?” Edric leaned in, his eyes still wide. 

“Yeah, but it sounds… weird if you say it like that…” Tessa awkwardly tucked her hair behind her ear. Edric scuffled 
back, sitting up straight. 

“I will not disappoint you!” Edric smiled, softly, at Tessa who just slowly sipped the hot tea from her mug. 

 

*********** 

 

“Listen up! I want there to be no mistakes during this mission. No huge commotion and no civil witnesses. Do you 
understand?” The Chief bellowed in a low tone, furrowing his eyebrows. 



 

Everyone replied in a determined unison, listening intently. 

“We will invade the arcade and overrun the cult. They can’t continue to terrorize us anymore!” The Chief’s strong voice 
echoed throughout the silent room. 

Terren nudged Edric, laughing quietly, “Get a load of this guy! He thinks they’re the ones who terrorize people!” 

“I mean…” Edric scratched the back of his head. “Aren’t they sort of killing people and draining their blood?” Terren 
shook his head and let a sly smile fall on his lips. Edric stood, dumfounded, and directed his attention back to the Chief. 

“We’ll go tomorrow in the early morning. Don’t let us lose.” 

 

*********** 

 

‘We’ll wait far away with the arcade in sight’ They all crouched in their positions, glaring like eagles at the broken down 
building that stood at least 50 metres away. 

‘They won’t see us coming so we’ll be able to catch them off guard and ambush them.’ Except, it was clear to all of them 
that the cult knew. And they were prepared. 

There were clusters of them patrolling the area, with masks covering their faces. It was impossible to tell if they were 
staring directly into your eyes or not. Edric had to squint to make out the details but the masks were a deep red with 
large black eyes and black lines streaming down the face, like tears. 

Through his walky talky, Edric and the other officers around him got the signal to move forward. They emerged from the 
bushes they’d hid in, like shadows at dusk, slowly covering everything in a dark shade. With his gun clutched in his firm 
hands, Edric gulped and edged forward before running to hide behind another bush. They’d been told to just move 
closer but not to attack. 

The silence was deafening and even though there was no clock in sight, Edric felt a loud ticking in his ears as the 
seconds passed by. Over the minutes that had seemed to pass, more and more of the cult members began to gather in 
a crowd in the arcade entrance. They held large speakers, with thin, black wires trailing into the darkness of the arcade. 
Edric started to think that maybe there actually was a clock ticking somewhere in the distance. As he looked closer, with 
his strained eyes, a small round, white-rimmed clock came into his sight, held firmly in the hands of a cult member. 

The time was 6:28am. 

“In two minutes!” A voice announced from the speakers placed around the area, “We will attack!” Edric felt all of his 
co-workers tense in their places, tightening their grips on their guns. Edric wanted to scoff at them for being scared, but 
he knew he was no different. 

He thought of Tessa, sitting back in her office chair, twirling her silky hair around her finger. Or maybe she had her nose 
six foot deep in a file, researching a case. 

Edric snapped back to reality. The street lights had just turned off. The sun was visible in the horizon, colours of blue 
and black blending in the sky. The last traces of stars faded away and the time on the clock kept ticking. And ticking. 
And ticking. And then it stopped. 

The time read 6:30am. 

The cult members brought out knives, and metal poles as they began to race towards Edric and his co-workers. They 
hunched in panic until they heard the order to fight. So, they charged forwards and merged with the hoards of cult 
members. They swung and stabbed as the officers dodged and shot. Blood splattered onto every inch of every bush. 
Every pebble. Every piece of the pavement. 

 

It all became red. 



 

 

A pole of rusty metal came crashing down on him and he brought his hand up to block it. He felt the vibrations of the 
collision run through his body. He winced and stumbled back, before regaining his footing. He gritted his teeth and 
dodged the next blow that could’ve hit his head. The cult member ran towards him, and although they wore a mask, 
Edric could feel the emotion of hatred that was driving them, with the pole in hand. They swung. He ducked. They 
charged. He dodged. 

 

Edric let himself get used to the cycle before he alternated his steps and punched them in the stomach, with his 
uninjured arm. The arm he’d gotten hit on was slowly turning numb from the bruising he knew would form later. After 
this was all over. 

Edric slid past the cult member as their body crumbled over in pain. He threaded his way through the crowds until he 
burst out into the arcade. Still dark and gloomy. Still covered in dust. Apart from the claw machine. The blood leaking 
claw machine. His eyes flicked from side to side before he leapt to hide behind a row of arcade machines. He could 
hear the sound of people fighting and shouting outside but it sounded drowned out. As if this decrepit arcade really was 
in a different dimension from the outside world. 

His breathing was ragged and uneven as he let his eyes wander to the open entrance. The small clock lay shattered on 
the floor, pieces of it scattered on the ground. He could see tiny cogs and parts splattered out like organs. It was funny 
he hadn’t even heard it drop by the time the fighting had broken out. Edric sat with his back against the behind of a 
machine. He heard a whirring noise from within it, like a low rumble, although he was sure it was out of use. 

From what he could tell, his co-workers we’re managing to push through and he could see others hiding around the 
arcade. Edric picked himself up off the ground and scurried over to a room in the back, since he wasn’t being useful by 
just sitting around doing nothing. It was located near the bathrooms and the door was half open, rusting away. The grey 
and green hues were haunting and almost foreboding. Nonetheless, Edric swung the door open and burst in, his gun in 
hand. His footsteps echoed in the small room. The walls were stained and lined with copper piping. Some of it may have 
been leaking but that was the least of his worries in that moment. The low humming of the ventilator filled his ears as he 
spun in every direction he could. 

Until he heard a shuffle; a crash. He swivelled to face the direction of the noise only to be met with darkness. He 
creeped forward, trying to find something in the dark abyss. But then, all he could see was darkness. All he could hear 
was darkness. All he could feel was darkness. It was nice, though. It felt like a good ending, since Edric felt like that 
wasn’t going to be coming anytime soon. This... is... the… 

No! Edric kicked his leg back into whatever it was that had attacked him. He felt his eyes fill with light, even though the 
room was dark, and he could hear the shouts of his co-workers battling and he could feel the adrenaline race through 
him. So, he punched the mysterious figure. And then the mysterious figure punched him. They slid around in the 
shadows like a snake looking where to attack. But every time they pounced, Edric was able to meet them in the middle 
and push them backwards. They kicked their leg out in a swift movement but Edric was able to dodge. With their 
balance lost, he plunged towards them and tackled them to the ground. 

Having won the fight, even if it had been so small and short-lived, Edric let his breaths slow down, whilst keeping an eye 
out for anyone else that might’ve been lurking in the dark room. His eyes fell to the dull, checkered floor which reflected 
his moody expression back at him. His skin glistening with sweat and his teeth gritted out of frustration. Then, he 
noticed a small shiny piece of rectangular metal on the floor. It was only about ten centimetres wide and it was imprinted 
with black text that read ‘Key Card’. 

Edric almost chuckled at how straight forward this cult was. They could’ve at least tried to keep it secret. Edric pocketed 
the small key card and stood up, his unknown enemy defeated beneath his feet. 

 

Chapter 7: 

It had been an outrage between the gritty police officers and the mysterious cult members. But now the fighting had died 
down to only a few stray cult members popping up out of the blue to finish some incomplete fight. So now, they stood in 
the open of the arcade. Terren moved to investigate a machine that was scratched and stained with splatters of blood. 
The greyish tint of the metal seeped through the red. 



 

 

A stray cult member popped up out of the blue and sprung onto Terren, like a fierce cat onto a weak mouse. Terren 
squeaked in surprise and fell onto the hard floor with a crash. 

But that wasn’t what shocked everyone. 

It was the screeching and the sound of cogs turning that caught everyone’s attention. The floor began to move and 
shake. The loud humming of machines was not coming from malfunctioning machines. 

It was coming from below. Below the ground. 

 

*********** 

 

Terren skidded back from where he’d fallen on the floor, which was now splitting apart. Two panels of the floor had 
lowered and were now being retracted to reveal a clean and shiny set of stairs. At the bottom of the stairs was a metal 
door. A loud thud sounded and the cogs beneath the ground stopped. The world felt like it had frozen. It was open. 

The remaining cult members came out into the dim light of the arcade. They seemed in awe of the staircase. Or 
rather… Admiration? Worship? Edric couldn’t tell. One thing he could tell, though, was that the door at the bottom of the 
staircase needed a key card. 

Nobody spoke. Not because they were bad at communicating. But because they were scared. They were curious. So, 
they followed Edric like a flock of sheep down scarily polished stairs. 

“Wait!” An officer raised their hand as a signal to stop. “Only five of us should go. We shouldn’t risk us all getting killed.” 

As the officers all nodded in agreement, the cult members that circled the staircase entrance just shook their heads and 
let out dry chuckles and laughs. 

They decided the first five people at the front of the crowd of police officers would go down. Unfortunately, or fortunately, 
depending on which way you look at it, both Edric and Terren had been at the front. As well as them, three others joined 
them. 

The descent down the stairs was a lot more underwhelming than Edric had expected. It was just an ordinary set of 
stairs. The metal door however, was not. It looked freshly polished, with not a single scratch in sight. It had a key card 
lock on it and there was no way of telling what lay beyond it. As Edric brought out the key card he’d found, the floor 
panels began to slide out again and close the entrance. 

One of the officers wailed and tried to sprint up the stairs, only to get caught in between. The panels stopped where the 
officer’s body was squashed in the middle, for only a second, before slamming shut and letting out a loud cracking 
noise. There was no scream, though, that Edric could hear. It probably got cut off by the floor panels. 

Their spine. Their spine. Their spine snapped. 

Edric was mostly glad that he couldn’t see the officer’s face as they got cut in half. All they got, the four of them that 
were remaining, were the legs of the person, which were now limp and tumbling down the stairs. 

“Can’t you hear us!” Terren shouted, trying to reach out to the people on the surface. 

“They can’t.” Edric looked down as he swiped the key card on the lock, almost feeling bad for letting out a sigh of relief 
as the person had been killed. There was a high pitched chime that followed and the metal door proceeded to slide to 
the right, allowing them to enter. 

 

*********** 



 

 

The elevator went down a really long way. For at least ten minutes, they stood, then sat, then stood, then sat, in the lift 
that just never stopped. Although the silence was awkward, it wasn’t the sort of awkward silence he liked. The type of 
awkward silence when he met Tessa for the first time. When no words would come to his mouth. I mean, they did, but 
they weren’t good words at least. 

Edric longed for her. He missed her and it’d only been a minimum of ten hours since they’d last seen each other. He 
wondered if she missed him the same way, knowing where he was right now. 

Again, nobody spoke. Not a single word. Not with what had just happened with the floor panels. Terren still had a trace 
of that person's blood on his face. 

 

*********** 

 

Thud! They all jumped in their spots as the lift came to a halting stop. A door on the opposite side they’d entered 
through slid open, leading to an equally as clean hallway. Once they’d exited, the doors shut closed within seconds, 
causing a loud snap to echo throughout them. Terren grabbed the key card off Edric and continuously tried to swipe it 
on the lock. But it wouldn’t budge. So, he heaved and turned around to face the long, looming corridor that faced them. 
The floor was a smooth, dark grey and the walls were a sleek white.it was dimly lit in the corridor despite the place 
feeling so expensive. 

“What the hell is this place?” One of the other officers questioned looking at the walls up and down, as they strolled 
through it. 

“I don’t know...” Edric stretched his head to see the end of the corridor, quickening his pace. There was a light. A bright 
light, at the end of the corridor. And Edric just wanted to see it. The ending. The finishing line. When this would all be 
over. 

 

*********** 

 

But no. 

No! What do you mean, no? Why can’t this be over already. I’ve done my best and I want a conclusion! Something to 
end my story... 

Except this isn’t the end. 

 

*********** 

 

Edric almost felt his knees go weak once they reached the end. Not because it was a long walk but because of the thing 
that now lay out a new road in front of them. 

There was a massive open underground hall. Stretching up far and down even further. Like it was almost about to reach 
hell, if that even did exist. There were paths lined with railings that scaled all the walls. And in the middle. The horror. 
The tank. The tank that stretched all the way from the bottom to the top of this whole space. The tank with smaller glass 
pipes slithering out from it. The tank filled with blood. If it weren’t for that tank, all the walls would be red. But it seemed 
the only way this cult could prove their humanity would be to keep their walls and floors clean. So, in short, make sure 
they were anything but red. 



 

What was this cult doing? Edric could understand pricking your finger to give a single drop of your blood to some demon 
you worshipped. But this. Why did they need this much blood? 

The dark reality dawned on the four people who were standing there. On that balcony. They were like ants in this place. 
Just tiny insignificant creatures. 

“Well, fuck.” 

 

Epilogue: 

So, that’s how this all ends? It’s been two years. So, I’ll just sit here with my mug of warm tea and you’ll be somewhere 
else. Are you in another city? Another country? Another continent? Another planet? Another world? Another dimension? 
Another- 

Never mind. I’ll stop guessing. I didn’t mean to drag you so deep into this. Please come back… 

Listen! You may not know it… But I miss you... Where are you… 

Tessa burst out from her chair and turned around to see... 

“Edric?” 

 

 

 


