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  Foreword


The Demon Detective Agency is a third iteration of a book originally entitled  The Writing on the Wall, written during NaNoWriMo in 2018. I wasn't happy with the genre or the book, so I unpublished and there it remained, languishing, for a couple of years.
By 2019, I had rewritten the book, renamed it and published it as The Demon Murders. I was still not satisfied with the book and removed it once more from sales. Again, the book languished, and I had other books to write. But still it lingered, gnawing away at my mind. Finally, I gave in and rewrote it again, this time releasing it in July 2023 as The Demon Detective Agency.
I must say, I like this version and am more than happy to give it my full blessing. They say, third time lucky. Let's see what happens this time round.






  
  Look and listen. Life will tell you everything.
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  The Devil is in the Detail


El Beheira Desert, Egypt 1963 
“This will be very interesting, Peter, I’m sure of it.”
Peter Samuels looked at his Uncle John and suppressed a snigger. 
Interesting? No, uncle, it won’t. It will be the same dull casket as before, full of sand.
The day had started out as any other. It was another sweltering day in the El Beheira Desert in Egypt, on his uncle’s archaeological dig. Sunny skies and rising temperatures threatened a cauldron of heat inside the chamber. If it hadn't been for the punkhawallahs his uncle had employed to continually fan the air in the chamber, it would have been too hot to bear.
As with all these things, the whole business was an unreserved bore. Peter Samuels didn't hate it, but he had friends back in London and it was currently the fab place to be. The Beatles had brought glamour and excitement to London, and he was young enough, only just turned twenty-one, and rich enough to enjoy it.
But no, his father had insisted he go with his uncle and 'dig a few fossils up, get an education and see what you want to do with your life.' He already knew what he wanted to do with his life, get drunk, get laid and get high, not necessarily in that order. 
Peter’s uncle John walked ahead of him, down the low shaft that led to the face of the tomb his uncle’s diggers had uncovered. Babu, the digger’s foreman, walked behind, alongside Peter. Peter and the older Babu had formed a close working relationship. They enjoyed each other’s company and Peter had learned a lot from his new tutor.
The Egyptian desert heat was stifling, despite the punkawallahs sterling attempts to keep the air moving, only giving them a limited relief.
“I don’t know how you stand it, Babu. This heat and all the clothes your diggers wear.”
“Master Peter, you should try wearing our rags sometime. They dissipate a lot of the heat. I will teach you how to wear our clothing at the next dig.”
Peter smiled down at Babu. “Do you think there will be another dig?”
Babu smiled a crooked smile, his toothless grin belying a mischievous youngster in an old man’s body. “Oh yes, at least one more. This I know from experience.”
“I see one of your assistants is a woman. Isn’t that forbidden, or at least unusual?”
“You are observant, Master Peter. She is a good worker. But not Egyptian. She has the mark of the Shaman about her. She brings us luck.”
Peter looked to his right, and just behind. Sure enough, the young woman was looking in his direction. Her head was hidden by the hood from her cloak, but her face was partially uncovered. Peter caught a glimpse of long auburn hair and an intensity in her eyes. Moments passed and Peter was entranced.
“Peter! Where are you boy?”
Peter looked toward his uncle; the spell broken. “Here, uncle.” Peter looked back at the woman, but she was nowhere to be seen.
At the shaft-head, the diggers had taken their shovels and pickaxes and moved away from the tomb’s entrance and awaited the arrival of the British to oversee the opening of the tomb. These diggers were mostly sutlers, men who followed the British army, offering services like charwallahs and punkawallahs.
The flickering oil lamps lining the shaft set off an odd array of shadows, some that looked truly frightening, caused by workers crouching down with their pickaxes on shoulders, the work tools making shadows that passed for the devil’s horns.
Peter and his uncle moved to the left side to allow Babu and his hand-picked men through. The other British contingent, the Egyptian expert professor Daniel Grey, a representative of Lord Harmend, who was funding the project, a representative of the British Governor’s office, a newspaper man and his photographer all moved to the right. 
A hush crept over the small gathering as Babu and his assistants worked their way round the opening to what they expected to be a burial tomb over 3,000 years old. The Mastaba, a pre-pyramid tomb made of mud bricks in the form of a low oblong structure had been buried for most of its 3,000-year existence. Now, Peter’s uncle was insisting his nephew would finally see an Egyptian mummy.
Peter wasn’t holding his breath. He had seen three tombs opened in the few months he had been in Egypt none of which had a mummy, let alone any treasure. No, Peter was certain this tomb would be no different than the others.
Babu called out for Peter’s uncle as the entrance to the tomb was finally unsealed and the huge stones removed.
Dust and the usual odd odour of damp sand, mixed with stagnant air that hadn’t been circulated for thousands of years, crept into Peter’s nostrils, and made him sneeze.
“Same smell as before, uncle. Grave robbers perhaps? Again.” Peter’s comments were ignored.
Uncle John held up a hurricane lamp and entered the tomb, followed by the small British contingent. Peter remained outside.
A few minutes passed and eventually Uncle John emerged from the tomb. He held an ornate casket in his hands and was grinning wildly.
“No mummy?” Peter asked.
His uncle shook his head. “But we have this. It may be full of priceless jewels.”
“Or sand, like the last one.”
“Oh, ye of little faith, Peter. I’ll hold it and you can be the first to look inside. The first human to see the inside in thousands of years.”
“No! No, Mister John. This is not for you,” Babu said, walking forward and trying to take the casket from John Samuels.
“What do you mean? I insist you let go, Babu. Let go of the casket, man.”
Peter walked up and pulled the foreman to one side.
“Please, Master Peter. Tell your uncle it is not wise to open this casket,” Babu said, fear evident in his pleading voice.
“Why, Babu. Why is it not good to open the casket.”
“Demons,” Babu whispered. “He will doom us all to eternal damnation. We will all die in this place if he opens the casket.”
“Babu,” Peter said, holding Babu’s shoulders and looking him in the eye. “There are no demons. It’s a fairytale. Be at peace and let me look inside.”
Babu began to object again, and Peter held up a warning hand. “No more nonsense, Babu. Step aside.”
Babu, clearly unhappy, complied and moved toward the exit from the cavern.
Peter looked at the front of the casket, no bigger than a rugby football, and located the hasp. He opened the hasp with a little difficulty and lifted the lid. By the light of the flickering oil lamps, Peter looked inside.
“Well,” his uncle said, unable to peer inside himself as the lid of the casket obscured his view.
“Sand,” Peter said. 
“Sand?”
“Yes, uncle. Sand, just like the last one. Wait a minute. There’s an odd glow in the sand.”
“Glow?”
“Yes, the sand is glowing, getting brighter. Good god!”
“What?”
An unearthly screech issued loudly from the depths of the casket. Making Peter step back and stumble, falling over into a recess in the tunnel.
His uncle dropped the casket as a swirling black mass erupted from it. 
“What is it? What is it?”
The British contingent gathered round John Samuels while the Egyptians kept their distance, backing away into the tunnel, ready to take flight.
The swirling black mass seemed to have attached itself to the tunnel’s low ceiling, gyrating, pulsing and almost throbbing with energy above the British.
In an almost instinctive way, the British had formed a circle, looking up at the swirling mass. It was within this circle that the mass suddenly dropped, exploded in a flash of blinding light, and resolved into an entity from mankind’s worst nightmare. A Minotaur, the head of a bull on the body of a man, roared its rage at the small gathering of humans and proceeded to rip into each and every one of them. The killing spree was short, dramatic, and horrific. Peter Samuels couldn’t take his eyes off the bloody spectacle, but still managed to shout to Babu.
“Run, Babu! Take your men and run!” 
The Egyptian workers ran for their lives, but the black fury that was the Minotaur charged after them.
Peter cringed in the small alcove, shocked at the scene of carnage before his eyes. The head of his poor uncle, staring down on Peter with mouth agape, topping the pile of body parts the Minotaur had ripped from its human prey.
The sounds of screams and the raging of the Minotaur in the tunnel told Peter the workers were meeting the same fate. He then realised it would be his turn next if the Minotaur returned.
As if on cue, all was silent with only the stamping feet of the Minotaur heralding the beast's passing down the tunnel. Then the monster appeared to Peter’s left, stopped, and sniffed the air. A deep growl emanated from the monster.
“Hooman,” it said, with a quivering bass voice, deep, deadly, and sinister. “I smell you, hooman.”
Peter lay still in the small recess and held his breath, then realised he had to breath. Panic almost hit him like a sledgehammer. 
The Minotaur moved forward, into the cavern area dug out by the Egyptian workers, sniffing the air.
“Hooman, I will find thee and tear thy heart from thy body.” The creature’s voice had an echo to it, giving off a reverberating mix coming from the walls, making Peter’s body quiver and shake.
The creature was tall, and not easily able to turn in the small cavern. It moved away from the fallen casket at the entrance and crunched its way across the pile of British remains, its dark black legs gaining an unearthly sheen of blood red.
Peter let out his breath, slowly. He calculated the distance he had to cross in as short a period of time as possible before the Minotaur could turn and attack. He realised, as the creature stood in the mound of body parts it had created, it would be slowed down by the slick of blood and guts. His erstwhile companions may prove to be a blessing in disguise. But even so, it would be a small advantage against the towering Minotaur.
“Use the knife, it has magical properties.”
Peter was startled by the voice of a woman in his head. He looked around the area slowly but could see no one. Then he saw her, opposite where he cowered in the small alcove. It was the Shaman, and she was in a similar alcove on the opposite side.
“See, the knife to your left.”
The voice again, but Peter could see the Shaman had not opened her mouth. He was finding it hard to understand what was going on, but he looked left and sure enough there was the remains of the casket, and a handle of bone was sticking out of the sand.
Peter felt sure it was a Jambiya, a curved dagger favoured by many Arabic men. Unthinking, Peter pushed himself up and ran the short distance to the casket, grabbing the bone handle, pulling it free and rolling over until he was at a standing position. Instinctively Peter took a crouching stance.
The Minotaur screamed its rage and turned, slowly, slipping and losing both balance and traction.
Peter took the time to examine the Jambiya. Sliding the blade from its weathered leather scabbard. The blade glistened as if it was new.
“Slice the beast’s blood and fire will consume it.”
Peter heard the voice again and had no idea what she meant.
The Minotaur saw the blade in Peter’s hands and screamed its rage once more.
“Is that all you’ve got, you devil?” Peter didn’t feel heroic, but in times of need fear had to be put aside.
Another scream issued forth and the Minotaur raised its ferocious Bull head and shook it.
It was an open invitation to Peter and his only chance as he saw the creature’s jugular stand out.
“Yes,” the Shaman said. 
Peter smiled. Now he understood. He leaped forward and ran at the beast and jumping up as high as he could, landing on the creature’s shoulder. He immediately stabbed and sliced the blade into the monster's jugular. To his surprise, each cut and slice caused a small fire in the creature’s neck, steam billowing out. The creature tried to grab Peter’s legs, but he held on for his life and managed to hack even deeper into the Minotaur. Finally, the monster grabbed Peter’s left leg and pulled him away, dashing him to the sandy floor.
Peter was stunned, but alive and alert enough to realise he must make his escape. Clutching the Jambiya and its sheath he ran up the tunnel for the exit, avoiding the carnage that may have hindered his escape.
The Minotaur raged and then lowered itself, headfirst, and charged up the tunnel after Peter.
Fresh, warm air hit Peter as he escaped the tunnel and ran down the crumbling side of the burial mound. 
The Minotaur was not far behind.
Peter looked back and could see the creature was in no way going to catch him. Swaths of dark gas and flames seemed to envelope the creature. Peter stopped, turned, and watched.
The Minotaur had also stopped and was swaying, back and forth, pathetic moans and half screams issuing from the smoky, fiery mass that suddenly vaporised.
The Minotaur was gone, and Peter Samuels was alone, in an Egyptian desert.

      [image: image-placeholder]The desert heat, sand and moaning wind all contrived to make Peter Samuels want to drop to his knees, lie down and go to sleep. He was exhausted, but a grim determination made him move forward, to keep putting that next step down and then move his other leaden leg in front of it. One step at a time. 
If that's what it takes, that's what it takes. One step at a time.
Alone and with no supplies, Peter headed off into the desert to try to find help. There was none to be had, and he was soon lost.
But at least he had found his forte in life. He now knew what he wanted to do. Find demons and destroy them as they had destroyed his uncle and the men at the dig. He would forsake the high life willingly, he wanted revenge. He bitterly regretted not listening to Babu’s obvious wise words. But who in this technological age would believe in demons. Well, Peter Samuels for one.
It was this desire for revenge that drove him forward, but exhaustion made him stumble. He staggered forward a few feet, lost his footing and crashed, face down to the sandy ground. He rolled forward and then slid down the sheer slope of a large sand dune. He tumbled to a stop at the bottom and rolled over onto his front, panting, and choking.
When he opened his eyes, he saw a pair of British Army boots. Inside the boots, as he looked up, was the biggest man he had ever seen. Dressed in Arabic robes, he would have mistaken the man for a Bedouin, but the boots gave it away.
"Hello mate. You lost?" The big man asked.
Peter Samuels nodded.
"Me too, pal," he said, offering his hand to pull the younger man up. The strength in the big man's arms was impressive as he pulled Peter to his feet. He swayed a little as he let go of the other man’s hand.
"Tell you what, how about you and I trying to find our way home from here?"
"Okay," Peter said, with a smile.
The big man held his hand out, and Peter shook on it.
"Cedric, Cedric Abuthnott," the big man said.
"Peter, Peter Samuels," Peter answered.
“What are you doing out here in the desert?” Cedric asked. “You look as though you should be down the King’s Road, Chelsea, having a good time.”
Peter Samuels smiled. “Getting an education, Cedric. And you?”
Cedric smiled back. “Pretty much the same, I guess.”
The wind whipped up and blew sand in the two men’s faces.
“I suggest we get moving,” Cedric said. “If I remember rightly, we need to go due east to get to Wadi El-Shabbad.”
“Isn’t that going to be dry this time of year.”
Cedric nodded. “Unless of course you happen to know how to find water left over after the rains.”
“And do you?”
Cedric nodded again. “We dig. But first, we walk. See, you’re learning already.” Cedric produced a compass from the depths of his thobe. He looked at it, put it away, turned and strode off.
Peter watched the big man stride away and realised their meeting had been fateful. He strode after Cedric and the two men marched as best they could to whatever fate had in store for them.






  
  Death of a Friend


Present Day. 
May Brubaker settled to her knees and crouched down below the wall's top line of bricks. The walled entrance to the new upmarket condominium was hot from being in the sun all day and now giving off its stored heat at the end of the day. The heat was seeping through Brubaker's body armour, causing beads of sweat to trickle down her back. The apartment block nestled between two other complexes on the newly developed LA waterfront. In the dim late September evening light, she fingered her Glock special and slowly slipped the safety to off. She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.
"I heard that, Brubaker," Gary Mitchell whispered.
Brubaker smiled and let out a soft sigh.
"Are you ever going to forgive me for that?" 
"Never," hissed Mitchell in response, amusement in his voice. 
Mitchell was a few feet in front of Brubaker, crouching behind a similar wall across the entrance pathway. Three years ago, Brubaker had been partnered with Mitchell as beat officers in downtown LA. The two had an instant rapport and over the next year became firm friends as well as devoted partners in the LAPD.
It had been during a routine stakeout, in much the same surroundings they found themselves in now, that Brubaker, an inexperienced rookie, had inadvertently shot her partner in his left buttock. It had only been a nick, but it belied the inherent danger all police officers lived with. A simple mistake could cost a life.
Mitchell had taken it in good grace, but the whole department had ribbed Brubaker incessantly. They had even drawn lots to see who would have the misfortune to partner her while Mitchell recovered. No one had won as the captain had put Brubaker on leave at the same time and told her to go away and think about what she had done.
Although the incident had been dangerous, Mitchell forgave Brubaker at once, but still couldn't resist pulling Brubaker's leg about it, even now, three years later.
"Okay! Okay! I still owe you on that one."
"Big time," Mitchell hissed, a broad smile on his face.
Brubaker was sick of crouching, but there was little she could do. Since she and Mitchell had both made detective grade at much the same time and found themselves as partners once more, they had carried out more drugs bust stakeouts than anyone on the force in the last year, and each one required a wall that had to be crouched behind. The pair were with a half dozen uniformed officers, all in various positions close to their location, and each were now starting the inevitable fidget routine associated with long-term crouching activities. May was getting exasperated.
"My back's killing me," Brubaker whispered.
Mitchell looked across at his partner and smiled.
A subtle click in their earpieces told them that control for the bust was about to make an announcement.
"This is control. This is control. All units stand down. Target has been apprehended. Repeat. Target has been apprehended."
Brubaker and Mitchell looked at each other with astonished expressions. They were the lead pair and if anyone was going to apprehend anyone it should have been them.
Brubaker clicked her wrist-com. "Unit one to control. Say again and advise."
"This is Control. You heard me Brubaker. Mission accomplished and time to go home."
Gary Mitchell stood up and stretched his back.
It happened so fast that Brubaker thought she was seeing things.
The shot rang out and as if in slow motion, the bullet, from an underpowered rifle, was already spinning when it hit Mitchell's forehead. A single low crack pierced the still evening air, and the top of Mitchell's head was history. As Brubaker watched, Mitchell almost turned, and a small smile crossed his lips before his knees buckled and he slumped backwards.
Brubaker was over three feet from her partner, but the blood and small chunks of grey matter from Gary Mitchell's brain still managed to splatter May's face.
May Brubaker screamed.

      [image: image-placeholder]May sat at the conference room table, head in her hands, staring at the shiny wooden table-top, numb to the activity going on around her. She was having a tough time making sense of Gary's death and had put the world on hold until she could work out what went wrong.
It was over; the bust had happened! What did we do wrong?
Questions tumbled through her tired mind, questions without answers. Only one thing was certain, Gary was dead. She would never see him again, never hear that infectious laugh.
"Brubaker! Brubaker!"
Captain Halloran's voice finally impinged on May Brubaker's stunned mind.
"Yes sir," May said, sitting up straight.
"Answer the question, Brubaker."
May shook her head. "Sorry, I missed that, what question?"
Halloran sighed and looked to Lieutenant Chapple. Chapple shrugged, not bothering to raise his eyes to meet that of his senior officer, concentrating instead on the pen he was twirling on the table. "I asked, Brubaker, why you and Gary stood down."
May frowned at the question. "It came over the comms, we were told the bust had happened and we were to stand down. I queried it, but as I did so Gary stood to stretch and…" May's voice trailed off.
"I didn't give any order to stand down," Chapple said in a deadpan voice, still not raising his eyes to look at anyone in the room.
"You told us to stand down," Brubaker almost shouted. "I heard you and so did Gary, why else would he stand up?"
Chapple shook his head, his tightly cropped blond hair almost twinkling under the glare of the neon lights. "We were on radio-silence, nobody transmitted."
"Are you telling me you didn't hear me query your orders?"
Chapple stood quickly and slammed a palm on the table, sending the pen he was toying with across the table and onto the floor. "I didn't give any orders! Are you calling me a liar, Brubaker?"
May also stood up, slamming both her palms onto the table, "Yes you son of a bitch, I am calling you a liar."
"Sit down, both of you," the captain’s voice boomed. "We have it all recorded, May, nobody broke radio silence, not even you."
May Brubaker screamed for the second time that day, this time in fury, as she stormed out of the conference room and out of the LAPD HQ.






  
  The Demons Domain


It was a darkness no human had ever experienced. Not only would it have been impossible for a human to see, but they would also have experienced a clinging, cloying and suffocating environment fit only for those banished to it. This was the demon’s domain, located at the end of all existence. A place only those dark of heart and intent inhabited. A part of the multiverse that was forever closed off to all others. A part of the cosmos that other domains refuted, ignored, or simply denied the existence.  
It was here the demon Lyssa spent her time plotting the revenge on her enemies she believed they richly deserved. Lyssa’s hate and the raging fury of her relative, Maniae, ruled this domain of ancient demons. Lyssa and Maniae’s anger were directed at human beings, these, they believed, were the cause of their banishment to the darkness. Lyssa plotted her revenge incessantly. But her hands were tied, both literally and figuratively. She could not escape the darkness without the aid of others who were, with enough power, able to escape the darkness into the human world. Once there, they could wreak havoc on the sorcerers of the world, culling their spirit energy and channelling it to herself. In that way, Lyssa believed she could break her bondage and escape to the world of humankind.
“There is a corruption in the power,” Lyssa said.
Lesser demons in her court acknowledged and agreed.
“I sense it too,” Polydorus, the demon-witch, hissed.
“Good,” Lyssa said. “There has been a shift in the balance of power. You, demon-witch, will use this power and invade the realm of humankind.”
“I shall lead your army to victory, Lyssa.”
“You will go alone.”
The demon-witch hissed in disgust. “To wreak revenge on humans I will need an army.”
“You will not. I have foreseen their destruction at my own hands. Yours is a different mission. You must seek out the Descalus.”
The demon-witch hissed once more, this time in obvious pleasure. “The Descalus? The ring? What of the blade and the challis.”
“You will seek only the ring. I will dispatch others to retrieve the blade and the challis.”
“To what purpose? The ring alone will not break your bonds, Lyssa.”
“I cannot afford for one to fail. All three I must possess. You will do my bidding or…”
The demon-witch shrank back at the implied threat. “I will do thy bidding, my mistress.”
“Good, time is short. Prepare for your departure.”






  
  Motherly Love


The darkness of the night fell abruptly at Jude Brubaker's desert home, matching the woman's mood. As she sat on the stone steps leading up to her front door, looking across the Arizona countryside, she could smell the fragrance of Whitethorn Acacia on the warm breeze. Though heady, the smell did nothing to lighten Jude's darkening mood. She recalled the title of a book she read years before,  Something Wicked This Way Comes. When she read the book, all those years ago, it was disturbing to her for some reason she could not put her finger on.  Years later, with a lifetime of experience under her belt, Jude understood the meaning of malevolence and understood there were powers in this mortal world that were never meant to be seen, let alone used. And now, right here and right now, Jude knew the creeping, crawling feeling on her skin and she knew why there were tears in her eyes. 
Fear of the unknown? Fear of dying, even? Mostly fear of the unknown. 
Something wicked was most certainly on its way and she knew where its first stop would be.
"Perception," a dark voice said, "I like that."
Jude stifled a scream as the skin on her back crawled. Something was behind her, something dark, wicked, cruel, and yes, malevolent.
"Oh, please don't stop there," the voice said in a mocking friendly tone. "You make me sound so… interesting. And yes, I can read your thoughts, human."
Jude detected a rasping hiss in the voice, indicating the being had only just arrived and had not assimilated, yet. But she knew it was there, knew it was a shapeless mass of swirling blackness, distorted, wispy even, but most definitely forming into a human shape. In all her years in this mortal world, she had never felt such hate before.
"Yes, only just arrived. No time to drop my bags off yet," the voice said, giggling hysterically. "Aren't you going to turn and face me? Face your mistress?"
Jude's head shook, her long auburn hair shining in the faint light given by a now rising quarter moon. "You are no mistress of mine, spirit," she managed to gasp the words, but something was constricting her throat, tightening its grip.
"Spirit?" The voice screeched and Jude still did not turn, but instead smiled inwardly. 
Round one to me.
"Hah, you think. You think you can better me?"
Jude shook her head once more. "No, I cannot best you. But I know someone who can." Jude’s thoughts quickly surged to picture her daughter, May, but she suppressed the image just as quickly.
The fearful scream that followed made Jude's body reverberate and the fear she felt was so intense she cried out in abject terror and wept the tears of someone who knew her very soul was at risk.






  
  A New Start


May Brubaker walked backwards across the sidewalk, the summer sun making her squint as she watched the sign to her shop going up. This was a new venture for the ex-cop, and she wanted so much to make it work. Having left the police, May was unsure what she wanted to do, but certainly leaving the LAPD was the right move. The death of Gary Mitchell had hit her hard, and this was a way to put her previous life well and truly behind her. 
Nothing had prepared her for the death of Gary, and the aftermath had been an awful journey through sleepless nights and guilt at not being able to do anything to save Gary.
Now, as she watched the sign going up, she had the chance to start over and at thirty; she was still young enough to make a real go at this new venture.
Brubaker's Bits 'n' Pieces
The sign was in red, white, and blue and that had been at Phil's insistence. Phil Campbell was an out-and-out patriot and his desire to expound on the good things in America never ceased to amaze May. But the fact was that this shop and its online equivalent sold computer bits and pieces and, as everyone knew these days, it was all made in China. Patriotism didn't seem to matter when it came to business, and Phil had ignored May's comment when she had pointed this fact out. 
"Looking good, May." Phil's smooth salesman's voice made May jump.
"I've told you before, don't sneak up on me like that, I'm liable to knock you down."
"May, I work out, so I'm pretty fit you know."
"Phil, I was a cop and I work out too. Believe me, you wouldn't know what hit you."
This type of banal banter was a regular feature of their relationship and May was getting a little tired of it. Phil was the type of guy who always talked about himself and always talked himself up, especially to women. His idea of a good night out was to have dinner with a good-looking woman and talk about himself and all the things he had achieved in life, embellishing the tale with a fair dollop of bullshit. But he was May's business partner, albeit her junior partner. May had the money, and he had the expertise. It should work, but May was slightly uneasy about it.
As the two of them reviewed the sign, and the early morning sunshine promising another glorious day, May felt a wave of nausea and fear sweep over her and she grabbed Phil's arm.
"You okay, May?" Phil asked, a startled expression on his face. "You look sick."
"Yeah, yeah I'm fine… I was just thinking about my mother, and suddenly I felt nauseous,” May said, her voice giving little away of the sickness she suddenly felt inside. She drew in a long breath. “It'll pass,” she said with a small smile.
Phil nodded; his concern short-lived as he turned back to look at the shop.
May passed a trembling hand over her forehead. "Listen; I have to shoot off home and get on with my decorating. Jimmy's coming over later, so I need to have everything straight before I meet Dan at the airport tomorrow."
Phil sighed and brushed a flop of his long blond hair from his brow. "May, why are you bothering with a loser like him?"
It was a sigh that May had heard before and it was another little something about Phil that also annoyed May.
"Dan? You've never even met him!"
"No, Jimmy, not Dan. Get a pro in to do your chores; Jimmy's not going to be able to do some of the specialised stuff you need with that house of yours; like security. I know people who will do it for you and do it professionally."
May gave Phil a disparaging look and turned to leave. "Jimmy's good at just about everything," she called over her shoulder. "If you know what I mean," she added, looking over her shoulder and winking at Phil.
Let him put that in his pipe and smoke it.

      [image: image-placeholder]The young man slid onto the bar stool and waited for the bartender to walk over. He looked around at the half-empty bar, noticed the shabby seating and knew why the place was empty. Nobody came here voluntarily, and he was no exception to the rule. He didn't usually respond to anonymous text messages but this one said it had news about his mother. A mother who had abandoned him at birth but had made contact when he was a teenager. Then came back into his life on an irregular basis, depending on when she needed money. Sure, he gave her money, but out of sympathy, not loyalty. This text message was her and he knew he would be a few hundred bucks lighter at the end of a brief visit.
The hand on his shoulder made him jump in his seat and he quickly turned. It was a woman, but not his mother.
"Hi," she said. A simple word accompanied by a flash of her dark eyes and at the same time, just for effect, she ran her left hand through her short, peroxide blonde hair.
The young man felt the physical stirring in his loins and was shockingly aware of the movement in his jeans. His right hand automatically dropped to his lap in an attempt to conceal any further potential embarrassment. 
"Oh err, oh." It was all he could say as she slid, no, oozed onto the stool beside him. Her black leather crop top and black leather miniskirt shimmering red under the shabby bars dim red lights.
"What'll it be," the barman said. It was more a mantra than a question. 
"Whisky," the women said, looking at the squirming man on the stool beside her. "Him too, he's gonna need it." She winked at the barman and turned her attention to her new companion, pulling herself to her full height on the stool, her breasts straining to leave the confines of her top. She pulled the crop top down slowly and the man beside her watched, beguiled by her. Then she squeezed her breasts, forming them into shape. "I hate bras," she said in a deep husky voice, "no need when you have breasts like mine, don't you think?"
The man whimpered.
"So, how about a couple of drinks and then you can take me to a cheap hotel and… well, I’m sure you don’t need me to paint a picture, do you, big boy." She licked her red lipped mouth once for effect and flashed brilliant white teeth. To finish off, she slid her right hand across and stroked the man’s knee, giving it a hard squeeze. The man had completely forgotten the reason he was in the bar in the first place. He was hers and he knew it.

      [image: image-placeholder]Time passed in a blur for the man, and he suddenly realised he was in a cheap hotel and he and the blond were naked in bed, him on his back and she was caressing his sweaty chest with her long multi-coloured fingernails. His smile said it all. He had never had it so good. Making love with this woman, had aroused a passion in him he had never felt before. The women he knew, was using and abusing him but he didn't care. No more than he cared for his girl whom he was supposed to be visiting tomorrow.
The flash of the blade was fast and sure, and the man gurgled briefly, his throat convulsing. The woman continued to caress him as his body writhed and convulsed, desperately trying to take a breath. His blood splattered across her breasts.
"Thoughts like that are gonna get you dead, buster," she said to him as her fingernails suddenly gripped his chest, drawing yet more blood from the dying man’s body. His final gasp at breath failed and his gaping mouth stopped moving.
She moved to kneel over the body, gazing into the man's dead eyes. "I'm so dead tired," she sighed with a yawn. Licking the man’s blood from her fingernails, her lips turned to a broad smile as she chuckled to herself. “Get it? Dead? No? Oh well, suit yourself buster. What a bad girl I am," she sighed, dismounting from the corpse, and heading for the shower. 







  
  Friends Will Be Friends


"Well, how does it look?" 
May Brubaker put the paint roller into the tray and wiped her hands on her paint splattered shirt. Using the back of her hand she wiped a trickle of white from her brow, getting a small dab of white paint on her short brown hair.
Jimmy Grey stepped back and admired the wall.
"It looks, kind of white; and you've got paint in your hair."
Brubaker slapped Jimmy's back, leaving a faint outline of a white hand on his black shirt.
"Hey, that's a good shirt," Jimmy complained.
"Jimmy, it's an old shirt."
Jimmy looked at her with an annoyed expression, but soon relented and burst out laughing.
"You did offer to help, Jimmy. So, I knew you would be wearing an old shirt."
Jimmy held up the plastic bag he had brought into Brubaker's house. "You mean the old shirt in here?"
"Ah,” May said and smiled that smile she knew Jimmy loved. "Sorry, Jimmy. I'm just a bit excited," she said.
"Yeah, I know. When's he arriving?"
"Flight lands in two hours. I better get cleaned up and ready. You okay to finish off here?"
Jimmy smiled at Brubaker. "Always ready to help you, May. You know that."
Brubaker tousled Jimmy's mop of unruly brown hair.
"Thanks Jimmy, you're like the kid brother I never had."
Jimmy watched Brubaker as she slipped off her moccasins and padded towards the utility room to get washed up.
"Anything for you, sweetheart," he whispered, a sad smile crossing his face briefly.

      [image: image-placeholder]The LAX terminal loomed ahead of Brubaker as she drove her vintage green Mustang under the sign indicating parking and drop-off lanes. Brubaker steered for the short-stay and found a space quickly. She put the car in park, got out and checked her watch.
Plenty of time, girl, no hurry, just keep calm. She had used this mantra many times in her life, but today was an especially good day to apply it. Her live-away boyfriend was arriving from Denver in thirty minutes, and she was feeling like a schoolgirl on a first date.
"Live-away," she chortled to herself, "but not once he sees the house."
Dan Panaski and Brubaker had met while on a self-help course in Chicago and had hit it off at once. Panaski was two years older than Brubaker and was a freelance software developer. As a self-proclaimed nerd, Dan attended the course in the hope of making himself more assertive. Brubaker did not consider him to be a nerd at all and thought he was assertive enough. She, on the other hand, had become something of a recluse since the death of Gary Mitchell. Her shrink had proclaimed her cured eighteen months after Mitchell's death, but she felt she needed more help. The self-help group seemed ideal. After the week-long course, both Dan and Brubaker had left the course firm friends and a lot happier than when they had first met.
Six months after the course and not only were they corresponding via email and telephone calls but had met again, several times, but always on neutral ground at Dan's insistence.
"There's no pressure on either of us, on neutral ground," he had insisted.
Brubaker saw the sense in that, but after the fifth meeting and four months into the long-distance relationship she was feeling a little frustrated. She knew little more about him than when they had first met, and she was sure he would have said the same. So, she had applied pressure. Visit me and stay at my house, or else. Dan didn't take much persuading.
Brubaker made her way to the arrivals lounge and looked at the board for information on the Denver flight.
"Delayed," she muttered. "Typical."
Brubaker had another hour to wait and decided on a coffee and Danish to relieve the stress she felt welling inside her. As she queued to pay a sudden thought hit her full force. What if he hates the house? Hates the neighbourhood. Hates me because he hates the house and what if... 
Shut up! Calm yourself.
Brubaker took a deep breath and moved along the queue. She laid out the money and smiled at the 'Have a nice day,’ the Barbie look-alike offered her. As May turned round to look for a free table, the Barbie-lookalike licked her red lips appreciatively, smiled and ran a ring encrusted hand through her short blonde hair.
Brubaker found an empty table and sat. She didn't really want the Danish but nibbled at the edges just to give her mind something else to concentrate on. Without a doubt she felt she was doing the right thing. She wanted so much to be with Dan, all the time, all other considerations meant nothing. But that thought suddenly made her guilty. She had left Jimmy to finish her job and hadn't giving it a second thought. She was so hyped at the thought of Dan arriving that she had simply given Jimmy his orders and marched out of the house.
Brubaker took her cell from her jacket pocket and called Jimmy.
"Hey, May, you there yet?"
"Yeah, he's delayed so I'm having a coffee."
"Could do with a cold beer myself, it's as hot as hell in this room."
Brubaker's face flushed with guilt.
"Jimmy, I'm so sorry. I've taken you for granted, haven't I?"
"No sweat, May. I'm happy to help. You just wait and see what I've done to this room. It looks fab."
"Jimmy, you're a national treasure. There's beer and food in the fridge, help yourself, I'm going to be late so don't wait around."
"I know three's a crowd."
"Didn't mean that, Jimmy. I love you loads. Talk soon."
Brubaker clicked the phone off.
Twenty miles away, Jimmy Grey looked at his cell and sighed. "Love you too, May," he said quietly.

      [image: image-placeholder]May waited outside the big double-doors to arrivals and watched people as they walked past her. Some checking their watches and cell phones and then joining the aimlessly milling crowd of people waiting for friends, loved ones and business associates to arrive. It was the same scene the world over. Airports across the globe had people being unloaded from aircraft into their bowels, while other aircraft were whisking more people away from airports to other destinations. And all the while people were milling around within those same airports. Waiting for people to arrive, waving at people as they leave. In some, very few cases, there were individuals stuck in some airports, never to be able to leave the airports ever again. May was sure she had read somewhere of a man stuck in France, due to a mix up with his papers. He had spent years in a French airport. Only to find when he eventually left the airport, he couldn’t cope with the outside world and yearned to go back to his little hideaway in the airport terminal. May didn’t know the full truth of the story, and even if any of the story was a fact. But it made for a great read on a quiet Sunday afternoon. 
May had spent her fair share of time at airports, as a cop, watching and waiting. Although no longer a cop, she found it hard not to go into surveillance mode. People watching is what most called it, but it amounted to the same thing. Looking for tell-tale signs of nervous twitches and maybe even panic. It was a way of life for a cop and it made for some very telling insights into a stranger's life.
May was watching for outward signs of stress and the Barbie-doll that had just teetered into view on her high heels and blond-from-a-bottle-hair was giving off signals as she stood and waited. Never standing in one place, shuffling her feet, constantly looking at her watch and fiddling with her appearance meant she was as nervous as hell. She was meeting her soon to be lover for the first time. Some fat-cat sugar daddy she had snared on the internet was about to be reeled in, hook, line, and sinker. 
A mother with a couple of kids in tow was waiting patiently for her husband, but she was irritated at this interruption to her normal routine. The guy was obviously a salesman stopping off to visit his wife on a whirlwind sales tour designed to drum up business. He was looking forward to 48 hours R&R but was in for a shock when he eventually found out his wife was having an affair with his brother.
Or maybe the laid-back surf-dude warranted further attention, May told herself, as the guy in the loud Hawaiian shirt laughed it up with a sidekick who was obviously dealing in something other than tanning oil.
Life at this airport is rich and varied, no different than the wildlife you see on glossy wildlife documentaries from the BBC or National Geo. 
At this thought, May realised she had been scanning people and assessing them, but with a degree of certainty in her assessment that she had never known before.
Am I reading minds suddenly?
May ignored the thought as the double doors to the arrivals opened. She stood on tiptoes trying to see over the crowd of expectant parents, siblings, lovers, and co-workers. After what seemed like an eternity, she spotted Dan's head of black curly hair above the crowd of passengers.
"Dan!" She shouted.
Dan looked up and spotted her and waved happily.
Brubaker squeezed and pushed through the crowd until she was at the barrier and Dan was holding her tightly.
"Oh boy have I missed you, babe." Dan laughed as he squeezed Brubaker ever tighter.
"I know, me too, sweetheart."
As they pulled apart, May noticed the roll top black shirt Dan was wearing, covering his neck. "Are you changing your look?"
Dan looked embarrassed. "Yeah, something like that. Got to move with the times."
The couple were oblivious to the same scene going on around them where small pockets of parents, lovers and friends were all hugging together. So much so that no one noticed the tall, thin man, at the rear of the crowd slip past everyone, without taking his eyes off Brubaker and Dan.

      [image: image-placeholder]Jimmy Grey wiped the sweat off his forehead and took another sip of his beer. He looked at the beer label and realised it was a brand he had once said he liked and ever since, May had made certain her fridge was stocked if Jimmy was doing jobs for her. His thoughts turned to May Brubaker, and he tried to push them aside. But as always, when May was on his mind, he couldn't push her out. She was like a fixation, or even a drug. He had to have her as close as possible, or he was miserable. 
He had been in love with her for almost twelve months, ever since she had hired him as an odd job man to maintain her house. They had become firm friends and even after Jimmy left her employ, to take up an IT college course, they had remained friends. Jimmy had even carried on doing anything May needed around her house, just so he could be close to her. Jimmy told himself to move on, but it never worked. He knew he was in love with May. He was happy and as miserable as a sin at the same time and was hurting inside knowing Dan was about to step back into her life. But he shrugged inwardly and hoped beyond hope that someday, one day, any day that May would notice him.
Jimmy finished his beer, put the bottle in the recycle trash and looked at his handy work.
"If she hates this there’s no justice in the world," he said, smiling as his eyes surveyed the room.

      [image: image-placeholder]The drive from LAX was uneventful and the freeway traffic flowed along in an amiable sort of way, as it usually did. There was no one speeding and no one going too slow and the usual gaggle of sports cars, pickups, compacts, semis and the odd, quirky, sort of vehicles that you expected to see in LA all seemed to be moving along in jumbled harmony. The day was the same as any other day, boring really, May told herself, as she reached across and held onto Dan's hand. 
That's cold. Poor circulation, perhaps?
She was puzzled at the coldness of his hand to her touch, but let it pass. Her thoughts soon wandered away. She liked days like this, where nothing bad happened. There was no really bad news on the radio, the traffic flowed, she was with her boyfriend. It was all rather mundane.
"Even dull," May said.
"What?"
May suddenly realised she had spoken aloud and look at Dan.
"You said something about being dull," Dan said.
"Did I?"
"Yup," Dan nodded and smiled at her.
"Just thinking out loud, I guess. I was just thinking the world was nice and dull."
"Yeah, guess it is," Dan agreed, looking around. "Nothing bad or good happening around about, I guess."
"Except for us," May said.
"Except for us," Dan agreed, returning her smile.
Then why do I feel a sudden disquiet? 
May shrugged the thought off, shooed it away to the back of her mind and concentrated on her driving. But her brow was deeply furrowed.

      [image: image-placeholder]May and Dan arrived at the house twenty minutes after Jimmy had left. As May pulled around the corner she smiled at Dan.
"Here she is, home sweet home." May smiled again and nodded toward the end of the broad avenue.
"Oh. My. God. May, that's a mansion," Dan said, running a hand through his hair. "I have never seen a house so..."
"Big?" May said, finishing Dan's sentence.
"Yeah, big is a good word for it."
"I know, scared the willies out of me when I first saw it."
Dan gave her a quizzical look. "You didn't know what it looked like before you bought it?"
May flushed. "I didn't buy it. I inherited it."
"Wow! Hope you earn enough to pay for it, looks to me that it will cost a fortune in upkeep."
May nodded. "It's not cheap. But I'm lucky there too."
As May drove her Mustang onto the drive and parked, switching the engine off. Dan sat looking at her, waiting for more information.
May sighed and took Dan's hand in hers. 
Still cold. 
"I've not told you everything."
Dan smiled and looked at the house. "That's pretty evident. Don't tell me you have your mother and eight sisters living here too."
"No, no, nothing at all like that. I inherited this and also a heap of money."
"How high a heap, I can imagine a pretty big heap. Not that I'm prying, but you've piqued my interest."
"Twenty-nine million bucks," May said in a quiet voice, watching and waiting as the information sank in.
Dan's jaw slackened and his mouth was agape. He turned to May and shook his head. "How much did you say?"
"Twenty-nine million dollars give or take a million."
"Okay, I'm duly impressed. Now you're going to introduce me to the mother and eight sisters."
May laughed, relieved Dan had taken the news so well. "No," she said, getting out the car, "there's only Jack and me."
Dan got out the car and stood gaping at the mansion. "Jack being?" he asked, raising a quizzical eyebrow.

      [image: image-placeholder]Dan was on his back, on the grass, with the biggest dog he had ever seen stood on his chest, licking his face, and drooling all over him.
"Meet Jack, Dan."
"Thank god he's not your dad; I would have been really worried at that news."
May laughed and walked into the house from the back patio.
"Don't leave me here to drown in drool," Dan pleaded.
"He'll not hurt you, but you will need to wash up before you can come in the house. There's a hose out back."
"Great," Dan muttered as Jack's slobber ran into his left ear. "Good boy," Dan said, trying a tentative smile.
Jack gave off a low, amiable sort of woof and opened his mouth. A dollop of drool slopped into Dan's left eye.
"Yuck, Jack for the love of… Jack! Can't you do that somewhere else? It's gross, man."
Jack woofed again and licked Dan's face, his tongue filling his face with one very long slurp.
"Pleased to meet you too, Jack," Dan whimpered, trying unsuccessfully not to swallow the big dog's drool.

      [image: image-placeholder]May had relented and let Dan take a shower. While she waited, she sat in her den with Jack snuggled up on the sofa next to her. She knew Dan would have a lot of questions, not least of which would be who had left her all the money and the property. May considered that going through this process was part of her healing process. Her thoughts were suddenly interrupted by her cell's insistent beeping.
Dan walked into the den as May was going through the usual question and answer routine with her mother. 
"Yes, Mom, no mom, yes I know what I'm doing. okay." May pointed to the seat next to her and Jack. Dan politely held his hand up and sat in a comfortable chair as far away from Jack as possible.
"Mom, I have a visitor, I've got to go... yes, a visitor. Never mind, it's just a friend. Bye, Mom. Bye.” May flipped her cell closed and sighed. "My Mom," she said with a shrug, "she worries."
"Okay, May, so how come you ended up with this place?"
"And the money, Jack, and this," May said, holding up her left middle finger.
"The dog I can understand, oh yeah, the money too. But you never mentioned any of this in the last six months. And that on your finger, never noticed that before either, looks like a ring."
"Yeah, he left me a mansion, a shit load of money, a dog and a wooden ring. A bit bizarre I suppose."
"Bizarre doesn't cover it, at all. You've kept a lot to yourself over the last six months."
May felt defensive. Maybe her ex-cop instincts we're firing up, she didn't know, but now she was on the attack.
"Well, a bit like yourself. I know nothing about you either, where you live, who your friends and family are. Not just me being secretive, Dan."
"Hold up, hold up. This isn't a secret," Dan said, waving his right arm in the air, indicating the plush surroundings. "This is something else."
"What?"
"I don't know I'm just in awe, that's all. It's a lot to take in."
"Much the same way I felt when I was told I had inherited all this. I was shocked, even more so in that my benefactor was my partner in the LAPD, Gary Mitchell."
Dan sat forward on his seat. He knew May had to get this out, get it off her chest. So, he smiled to encourage her and waited.
"Gary and I were on a stakeout, near some new condos on the waterfront. We had been crouching behind a wall for what seemed like hours. Finally, we got a call over the radio that the operation was finished, the target had been arrested."
May sat back on the sofa and gave Jack's head a rub. Jack settled himself down beside her and rolled over so May could tickle his tummy.
"It turned out the information on the arrest had been passed to the captain by a cop on the take. There had been no arrest and the target, a drug baron from Columbia called Enrique Sambilista, was in fact loose and ready for action." May didn't mention about the radio-silence issue, not wanting to delve too far into a painful subject. May got up and walked to a bar set in the corner. "You want a soda or beer?"
Dan checked his watch. "A beer's fine, we're passed the witching hour."
May smiled and topped two beers, handing one to Dan as she walked past him. May sat down and Jack sat up, waiting patiently for May to settle before he himself lay down and rolled on his back, his tongue lolling from his mouth.
"Silly dog," May said with great affection. "So, the target was actually not there. He had scarpered and left the bad cop with a henchman who had a .22 rifle. The rest is history. Gary stood up as we were told the stakeout was over and the henchman, I don't even remember his name, fired on Gary. It took one bullet, but the rifle wasn't powerful enough and the bullet began spinning just as it hit Gary in the forehead."
May felt an icy finger trace a line down her spine and she shivered.
"Are you okay?" Dan asked her.
She nodded. "It was instantaneous, or so they say. I didn't believe it then and don't believe it now. It took the top of his head off. But in that moment, he half turned and looked at me with a smile on his face. By this time, I had splats of his blood and brain over me, but I know what I saw. Gary was telling me not to worry, that it would be fine."
"What would be fine?"
"Don't know. That's just the way it felt in that brief instance before he died, as if he was somehow talking to me, telling me not to worry." May shook her head and sipped her beer.
Dan took a long pull on his beer and sat back in his seat.
"So, your partner left all this and the money, to you? How did he accumulate all that wealth?"
"Don't even go there," May said, with a warning glint in her eyes. "Gary was a good cop. The best I ever knew. His money came from the state lottery."
"May, cool it. I wasn't meaning what you think I was meaning."
"I know. Sorry but I'm a bit on edge. This is a hard story to tell."
Dan smiled at her and got up from his seat. Jack rolled off the sofa, as if he knew Dan's intention, and walked outside. Dan sat next to May and held her hand.
"Gary won a fortune on the state lottery and never said a thing to anyone. It was the measure of the man that he gave half of it away to charity and then simply sat on the rest. His attorney contacted me at the funeral and asked me to call in during the week. I did as I was told at the suggested time, only to find myself at the reading of the will. I was the only one there. I had no idea what was in store."
"He had no family?"
"Nope, just him and Jack, seemed Gary had considered that he and I would get together some day. I never knew he had feelings for me. I liked and admired him, but he was more like a big brother than a potential lover."
May finished her beer and got up, walked to the bar, and deposited the empty bottle on the counter. She turned to Dan and smiled. "Essentially that's the story of my friend's death and how I got wealthy. It's been a bitter pill for me to swallow."
Dan got up and followed May to the bar and pulled her towards him. "I'll help. You know I will."
May's cell played the theme from Star Wars.
"Oh shit, I forgot about Jimmy."
She pulled out her cell from her jeans pocket and flipped it open.
"Hey, Jimmy. Hi, yeah, sorry, kind of lost track of time. Okay. I'll go look now. Call you back."
May placed her cell on the counter and looked up at Dan. "Sorry, got to take a look at Jimmy's handiwork. I left him here painting one of the bedrooms that I'm going to make into my study."
"Okay," Dan said.
"I'll take a look if you want to get me another beer. We can eat afterwards. That okay with you?"
"Sure."

      [image: image-placeholder]Figuratively speaking Jude Brubaker sat in her favourite sofa, except her whole body was stiff and though seated her legs and arms were sticking out in front of her body at odd angles, making her look like a child's toy, tossed aside after something else caught the child’s eye. The evil that had penetrated her home defences had spent hours assimilating itself to its new surroundings, while Jude was forced to sit and watch. To watch an evil presence, go from a dark shifting mass to an obviously human form was deeply unsettling, but when the transformation had almost completed, Jude was then subjected to a malevolent tirade until the being had finally and literally spirited itself away, leaving Jude in this state of a living rigor mortis.
Jude had tried with every fibre of her body to move, but the spell was such that even she was overwhelmed, and she then knew the malevolence was one of the Furies, those ancient so-called goddesses of vengeance, born of vengeful malevolence in the underworld to wreak havoc on humanity, simply because humanity existed.
"You exist, therefore… I hate you." The voice was back, and a dark foreboding overcame Jude. The voice was just behind her and whispering in her right ear. Jude shuddered involuntarily. Don't show her your fear.
"You would do well to listen to yourself, human. But of course, you aren't, are you? Human I mean."
Jude said nothing, not wanting to give the demon-witch any advantage in the impending battle that would soon unfold.
"I spoke to your daughter."
If Jude's body could have stiffened any further, it would have. "Leave her out of this. This is between me and you, bitch!"
Footsteps behind and then to her right alerted Jude to the movement of the Fury. Finally, Jude saw what it was she was up against. Short blond hair, highlighted in pink, wearing ripped jeans and a cut-off denim jacket, mostly open at the front showing her cleavage. The toned and tanned body made her look like a rich kid beach babe, but the dark stare in her eyes soon cleared up that little illusion.
"Like the look, sorceress? I always love what human females can do to their men, especially in this modern era. Of course, I'm partial to women as well," she said. She looked at Jude's sticking out legs. "Looks uncomfortable," she said, then snapped a finger and Jude's legs dropped to a more normal position.
Jude sighed with relief and then looked up at the Fury. "Leave my child out of this."
"No, I will not. I want some fun while I'm here. We live in a perpetual dark existence on the other side, so when in Rome, I'll take my fun where and when I can get it." The Fury smiled. "It won't take me long to wrest control of the power from her," the fury moved forward and sat on Jude's lap, legs apart, and leaning forward licked Jude's left ear.
Jude squirmed, tried to resist, but was helpless.
"I need what your brat has, and I will use whatever is at hand to wrest that power from her."
Jude, powerless to move, felt the heat rising in her pelvis and realised the Fury was exerting her sexual power. Whatever it was the Fury was after she was willing to use the renowned sexual attraction, they exerted to bend Jude to her will.
"Not just this earthly, human, sexual quality, but also fear and pain to get what I was sent here for."
Jude almost gasped, realising this malevolence was under orders from…
"Never you mind who sent me," she said, standing. The Fury's silky voice was having a somnolent effect on Jude. The creature smiled at Jude.
Jude was beginning to succumb, she knew. A deep moan forming inside her. She desperately wanted to free herself, but the creature's powerful mental grasp made her cave in and enter a dark abyss.

      [image: image-placeholder]May trotted up the stairs. It was her way, she told herself, of keeping fit. By the time she had reached the top level of the house she was puffing slightly, small beads of sweat forming on her brow. Suddenly, she stumbled forward and landed heavily on the carpeted top step. Cursing she pulled herself up and felt a hot surge of sickness flush over her body. May shook her head, and the feeling passed. Confused and a little unfocused, May opened her study door and walked in. As she looked at the opposite wall her confusion turned to black thunder. In huge white letters on a bare red-brick wall May saw words daubed across the wall. 
May! Help me! She's going to destroy the world.
Dan, at his location in the den, heard May scream in rage.
"Jimmy! JIMMY!"
Dan could hear May screaming Jimmy's name as her footsteps pounded down the stairs.
"JIMMY!"
May burst into the room and Dan looked shocked at the rage on her face.
"He's gone too far this time, too far! It's his way of getting his own back, all because I ruined his new shirt!"
May yanked her cell off the counter and speed dialled Jimmy's number. She tapped her foot furiously as she waited for Jimmy to answer.
May took a deep breath and forced herself to be calm. In a voice that was sweetness and light she said into the cell, "Jimmy. Doing anything nice tonight? No? Good, because I have a job for you. Get over here as soon as you can, and I'll go through what I want doing."
May slapped the cell shut and banged it onto the counter.
"He'll be a few minutes," May said to Dan. "I'm going to start cooking. Help yourself to a beer. I'm going to have a large glass of Zinfandel. Wait here, please. I'll explain when Jimmy gets here."
Dan watched as May walked out of the room, her body language telling him to do as he was told.
Dan sat and listened to May clattering about the kitchen.

      [image: image-placeholder]May had virtually destroyed several heads of Broccoli with her large cutting knife, chopped carrots so badly they almost looked like a pile of orange mush and had caused havoc in the kitchen when the front doorbell rang.
May stabbed the small knife she was holding into the wooden chopping board and walked out of the kitchen.
Dan popped his head out of the den as May walked past towards the door.
Pulling the door open, May smiled her friendliest smile.
"Jimmy, how nice of you to come over at such short notice,” May said, taking Jimmy by his left arm and pulled him toward the stairs.
"I need to show you something upstairs. Your handiwork from earlier on isn't exactly what I had in mind."
Dan followed at a discreet distance, a look of concern on his face. Jimmy looked back at Dan, his face reflecting Dan's. Both men were silent, knowing full well that this was not the time to say anything. May was on a mission.
May stopped outside the door to her study. She turned to Jimmy and flicked a look at Dan standing just behind Jimmy that told him to say nothing.
"Remember, Jimmy, I said paint it plain white with a few deep red highlights?"
Jimmy nodded.
"What we have here is not what I wanted. I wanted highlights, Jimmy, highlights. Know what that word means, Jimmy? Highlights in deep red, not this shit," May said as she swung the door open and pushed Jimmy inside.
Jimmy took a few faltering steps and walked into the room. 
Dan looked at May and she looked back, nodding her head for him to go into the room after Jimmy.
May stood outside and waited.
"Hey, I like what you've done with this room, Jimmy." Dan's voice echoed from the empty room.
"Thanks." Jimmy's puzzled voice came echoing from the room.
May scowled and shouted, "You like it?" May entered the room, stopping dead in the doorway.
The two men turned to look at May, who stood in the doorway, a look of consternation on her face. "What the f…"
Jimmy looked at Dan and Dan returned the puzzled stare.
"Yeah, I think it looks great, not just nice, it's fabulous in fact."
Jimmy smiled his thanks at Dan.
"But this is not what was here earlier," May said, entering the room fully.
May walked around the door and did a complete three-sixty sweep of the room.
"What was here earlier?" Jimmy asked. "It's exactly as I left it. Not as dry as I expected it to be, but still the same. What did you expect, May?"
May, her mouth wide open, strode around the room, eyes wide and shocked.
"May?" Jimmy said, a little bit of concern in his voice.
"Help me! She's going to destroy the world."
Dan and Jimmy looked at May.
"What?" Dan asked.
"Help me! She's going to destroy the world," May said again. "That's what was written on the wall in big white letters. The wall was bare, bare red brick."
The two men looked on helplessly as May continued to walk around the room, shaking her head. She stopped at the offending wall and pointed to it. In a shaky voice May said, "Right here. That's what was written in big letters, right here." She stabbed at the wall to make her point, wiping at the white emulsion now sticking to the end of her finger.
"Can't see how that's possible," Dan said.
Jimmy nodded in agreement. "It's just as I left it. Is this a joke you two are pulling?"
"NO!" May shouted. "I am not going mad. That's what was written on this wall." May was furiously stabbing a finger at the offending wall and was equally furious that the two men doubted her word. So much so her body was quivering. "This wall here," she stabbed at it again, to emphasise her point. "In WHITE paint," she screamed.

      [image: image-placeholder]It was four in the morning and May was cold and shivering. She sat in the Den in total darkness except for the LED minutes slowly ticking over on her small desk clock. The writing on the wall had shocked her, but even more so was the realisation that neither Dan nor Jimmy believed her. But it was true, she knew it. But that thought begged two questions, assuming she wasn't insane. Who had written the words and who had removed them? Jimmy had stated the paint was surprisingly still wet. That proved nothing as May had no real idea how long the paint should take to dry. But she kept coming back to the fact that only Jimmy had the opportunity to write the words and only Dan had the opportunity to paint over them. Which led to the ludicrous assertion that the two men were working together, two men who had only briefly met that evening. Question after question entered her mind and there were no answers she could think of.
May yawned and reluctantly got up and went upstairs to her bedroom. She could hear Dan's soft snoring in the guest room and wondered if his snoring ever got louder, leading her to speculate on what it would be like to sleep with Dan.
"Don't go there," she muttered to herself, a brief smile flickering across her lips.
May opened her bedroom door, walked in, and closed the door behind her as softly as possible.







  
  Tell Her the Truth


Dawn had come up and May was still in bed when Dan awoke and made his way downstairs. 
Dressed in jeans and a roll-top shirt, Dan sat at the kitchen bar when he noticed Jimmy arriving in his pick-up.
Dan opened the front door and ushered Jimmy in.
"I'm in the kitchen, just made coffee, want one?"
"Yeah, cream if you have it, no sugar."
Jimmy sat at the kitchen table and watched Dan make him a coffee, neither wanting to mention the night before.
It was down to Jimmy to broach the subject. "What's your take on last night?" Jimmy asked, nonchalantly, belying the fact he was more than a little spooked about the events of last night and that he had briefly feared for May's sanity.
"May was a bit overwrought, yesterday. She had spent a good while telling me about her partner in the LAPD and how she had come into her fortune.
Jimmy nodded. "She's had a pretty rough time of it. I didn't know her before the money thing, only after she moved into the area. I don't know her that well, but I do know she's been on a knife edge at times."
Dan put a steaming mug of coffee in front of Jimmy, retrieved his own from the bar and sat opposite Jimmy.
"I've known her less time than you, I guess. But she has never opened-up to me until last night. I didn't even know she had any money or if she had a job."
Jimmy looked Dan in the eye. "She was changed when she came back from the course, seminar, whatever it was you two attended."
"The official title was self-help group and social stimulus, something or other, but I called it nerds-R-us or even nerds need to assert themselves."
Jimmy smiled and found himself warming to this new character in May's life. God knows there weren't many. He and now Dan were the closest to May, and that was about it. Even May's Mother rarely appeared. Jimmy opened his mouth as though to speak when he heard a low moan from upstairs becoming a much louder shriek.
The two men bolted for the kitchen door and raced up the stairs.
May was stood in the doorway to the room that she claims had writing on the wall yesterday. She held her head in her hands and was rocking back and forth. Dan grabbed her saying something inaudible to Jimmy as he pushed past the pair into the room.
"Oh my god!"
Dan heard Jimmy swear and leaving May he too walked into the room.
The wall had large writing on it made in what looked like blood. 
TELL HER THE TRUTH
The two men looked at the wall, eyes, and mouths wide open. May moaned behind them. Both turned to her, Dan pulling her towards him.
"What happened?" Dan asked May.
May shook her head. "Don't know. I was looking for you and opened this door, just to persuade myself it was a trick of the light or something."
Jimmy turned back into the room and let out a gasp. "Look at this!"
May and Dan walked back into the room, but found the walls were blank.
Just then, every door in the house opened with a whoosh. The trio gasped at the sound, looking at each other. Then all the doors in the house slammed shut with a deafening bang.

      [image: image-placeholder]Jude Brubaker shuddered to full wakefulness and tried to move, but she was stuck in the same position. Opposite, on her favourite chair, the demon-witch sat playing with the TV remote, switching channels so fast Jude couldn't keep up.
"So much drivel. Soaps, soaps, and more soaps. Where's all the sex and violence?"
"Wrong time of day," Jude said with some effort.
"Ah, you woke up. Had a nice nap?"
Jude stared at the Fury but made no comment.
"No matter. I see you're stronger than you look. Resisting me," the Fury said, running a hand between her legs, "is no mean feat. How are you with pain? And I don't mean the mental stuff most of my type use, I mean real bodily pain, say, a knife slash to your leg, or arm." The blade, unseen by Jude before, was in the Demon's hand and she was at Jude's side in an instant. "When I say slash, I mean a slow CUT!"
The pain was instant, and her scream would have frightened the hardiest human. Jude Brubaker hoped she would faint, but the Fury had other ideas.

      [image: image-placeholder]"Man, this is too much for me." Dan looked at both May and Jimmy, the nervousness in his eyes very evident to both. But neither responded, which made Dan even more scared. "It's an illusion, isn't it?" Dan looked at May but May shook her head. 
"I've seen some weird shit in my time as a cop, all easily explained, but this is something else. I can't explain it and I think it's as real as us three sitting here."
"No way. Are you saying this is some sort of ghost thing?" Dan, his voice almost breaking with emotion, was looking pleadingly at May.
"I think it may be," Jimmy said softly.
"Not you too, come on, man. There's no such thing as a ghost. The spirit world doesn't exist." Dan stood up and began pacing the room. The den felt claustrophobic to him. "Besides, there's proof that such things are nonsense… isn't there?"
Jimmy looked at Dan and shook his head. "I don't know. I know nothing about ghosts and even less about the spirit world. But who says that's what we've experienced?" Jimmy turned to look at May. "Why couldn't it be a trick of light, or a drop in air pressure, or something?"
May briefly smiled at Jimmy. "I guess a drop in air pressure could shut all the doors at once, but that doesn't explain them being opened, does it?"
Dan stopped his pacing. "Why not, it could be the answer, couldn't it?"
"I checked the doors, Dan. I checked all the doors." May said, pushing her left hand into her jeans pocket and pulling out a set of keys. "One of the doors, my office door, was locked." May shook the keys, to emphasise her point.
Dan sat down; a look of failure mixed with desperation crossing his features.
Suddenly, all the lights in the room went on and started to flash rapidly.
"Aw, hell," Dan screamed and leapt to his feet, running for the door. The door slammed in his face and Dan screamed again.
May was about to jump up from her seat to placate Dan, when the wooden ring on her finger began to throb and heat emanated from it. May held her hand in front of her eyes, astonished at this strange occurrence.
Jimmy noticed it first. "It's glowing," he muttered under his breath.
Dan turned from trying, unsuccessfully, to open the door and let out a long moan. "What the hell… what the hell…" he whimpered, pointing to May's finger.
May suddenly felt an excruciating pain in her left leg and she screamed in terror.






  
  The Thin Man


The thin man sat in his cheap motel room and eyed the web connection on his laptop. The visual flickered badly indicating a poor connection, probably an exceptionally low broadband connection. He slapped the side of the computer, picked it up and shook it, but nothing worked. 
"I know nothing about these damn things," he muttered to himself. "I can't see the point," he said.
"Exactly,” the punk-blonde woman on screen said, "you can't see the point, but I can. That's why I'm calling the shots. I can see the bigger picture."
The woman looked stunningly gorgeous, even to the thin man viewing with such a poor connection. He was no spring chicken, but his senses were always pumped up whenever he saw her. He slowly licked his lips and couldn't help but allow a slight dribble of saliva tumble from his thin, lower lip. He felt he was falling into her dark eyes, eyes that flashed menace but promised a fulfilment of all he desired. 
She says so much with her eyes!
"You need to let me in on whatever secrets it is you're keeping from me, because down here at the sharp end if there's something I need to know..."
The impossibly blond woman, who's shock of short cropped blond hair glistened even on the computer screen, screamed at the thin man. "You don't need to know anything!” She pulled a long dagger with a bone handle and serrated edge from an unseen scabbard and brandished it at the thin man. "You need to know what I tell you and only what I tell you." 
To the delight and absolute fear of the thin man she licked the serrated blade of the knife, keeping her eyes on him. 
"Who's paying you, anyway?" It was almost a purr and the thin man's mind flashed the image of a cat drinking blood from a bowl, blood glistening on its tongue and then dripping back into the bowl.
Sweat burst onto his forehead and he felt a shiver of fear. "I know," the thin man said, gasping a little for breath. "It's just that I need..."
"I need! I need! Is that all you can say? Well, Simmons, let me tell you something. I need Dan and his bitch watched, period."
Harl Simmons cut the connection and sat back, running his thin fingers through the grey thinning hair on his head. "Nothing but trouble that bitch. She's gonna be the death of me as sure as night turns into day."







  
  At the Shrink's Office


The next day, after the eerie goings on at her house, May had made an appointment with a shrink and wanted both Dan and Jimmy to be there. She felt the need of moral support having been to a shrink before and she knew how intimidating it could be. It almost felt like an admission that she had a mental problem. 
She told herself it was the LA way. Something happens you feel you are having a tough time handling, visit a shrink.
It had seemed like a good idea at the time. The events of the previous day had left all three stunned and not a little confused. May decided a shrink was the best place to start trying to understand what had gone on. After her glowing wooden ring, had suddenly become hot, followed by its sudden return to normality, coupled with the extreme pain in her leg, May and her two companions had simply sat and stared at each other, none of them knowing what to say. Now, however, sat in the shrink's office, May was beginning to wonder if this had been a good idea. The said Psychiatrist was more than a little stand-offish.
Doctor Phillip DeMille arched his hands and leaned back in his expensive leather office chair. He took a breath and let it out slowly, contemplating what May Brubaker had just told him. He was a tall, gangly man; whose pallor would have made most cadavers envious. His green eyes flashed at May as he sat forward in his seat. "You are seriously telling me that you have seen ghost writing on your wall?"
May squirmed slightly in the seat opposite DeMille's and suddenly realised, in the cold light of day, that what she had told the DeMille sounded a little crazy.
"I know it sounds crazy. But my friends in the waiting room will tell you the same thing. They saw it too, well, the second time it happened. Then there's the other stuff that happened afterwards. Doors slamming, lights flashing, the pain… I even felt…"
"Felt what?"
"My mother, I think. I felt I was my mother…"
"Just a moment, back up a little. You've seen it twice?" DeMille interrupted, placing his hands behind his head, and leaning back in his seat. He looked to the ceiling, as if waiting for divine inspiration. "You know,” DeMille began slowly, "I'm an elder in the church and I can't see how I can help you to..."
"You're a shrink, aren't you? Surely your profession forgoes any type of prejudice you may feel about your patients."
DeMille's face turned thunderous as he pushed forward in his chair and then stood up, towering over May.
He leaned forward toward May sat on the opposite side of his desk. "Firstly," he said, counting down on the fingers on his left hand, "I am a Psychiatrist, Secondly I am a professional. Third, you are not my patient, and I would appreciate it if you would leave and take your friends and your cock and bull story with you. There will be no charge."
May stood and looked DeMille in the eye. "Even if there was a charge, I wouldn't pay you; you waste of space supercilious prick."
May slammed the office door as hard as she could as she left and looked at a startled Dan and Jimmy.
"We're leaving," she said.

      [image: image-placeholder]As May drove her Mustang homeward, all three could feel the tension in the air. What they had experienced in May's house over the last twenty-four hours was not only bizarre, but incomprehensible.
Jimmy was in the passenger seat and glanced over at May. "You called him a supercilious prick?" he said, breaking into a broad grin. "I admire you for that." He and May exchanged a smile and a high-five.
Dan was in the back of the car, not saying too much, while Jimmy and May fell into another uneasy silence. It was May who broke the silence.
"We should sit down and analyse this. Try and figure out the logic behind it. Much the same as we would have done in the Police."
"You think that will do any good?" Dan asked, his voice barely a whisper.
"Can't hurt," Jimmy said.
"Okay, let's get back to my place and see where we get to on this. The shrink's a no go and I guess my own Doc would have a similar opinion. It looks like we're on our own so we're the ones who will have to sort it out."
The Mustang accelerated and joined the freeway.
The dark blue hire car following took up the pace and stuck to May's car like glue. Harl Simmons gritted his teeth and gripped the hire-car's steering wheel ever tighter. As a private eye he was pretty good, so he told himself. As a driver he was okay, except when it came to a freeway and especially in LA. 
Signs flashed by as did other vehicles and Harl Simmons felt his old vertigo feeling coming on. He couldn't explain it. Why a freeway would make him feel sick, the same way he felt when he was in a high rise or on a plane, was unknown to him, but sick is what he felt. 
Simmons gritted his teeth harder and tried to enjoy the drive, but with no luck.

      [image: image-placeholder]"I vote we make as much use of the internet as possible, to research possible causes."
May nodded at Dan then looked at Jimmy.
"Okay by me," Jimmy said. "I was never much good with computers, so I'll leave that to you guys."
Dan left the den and was soon back in the room with his Mac Book. Within minutes he sat up in triumph.
"Bingo." Dan exclaimed. "Hallucinations are perceptions without stimulus."
"Wouldn't you say that was a bit obvious? If there had been a stimulus, like someone stood there painting words on my wall I would have noticed," said May, cocking her head to one side.
"Okay, give me a bit of space and time here," Dan said tersely.
"Hey, there's a thought," Jimmy blurted out, "space and time, a time warp."
"Okay, enough of the Star Trek Rocky Horror claptrap." May was in no mood for silly banter, she wanted Jimmy and Dan to concentrate, not make it into some game.
"This is as real as you and me. I don't care if it was a ghost or a goblin or Captain Kirk. I saw it and now you've seen it too, so..." May fell silent and seemed to be staring into the distance.
Jimmy and Dan both looked concerned and were about to speak when May snapped out of it.
"That's odd. Neither of you saw the writing the first time, only me. Don't you think that's a bit strange?"
"I think the whole thing is strange, period," Jimmy said.
May looked at Dan who shrugged his shoulders and looked down at his Mac.
May hadn't mentioned the other odd feelings she had been getting, a growing concern for her mother. She pulled out her cell and speed dialled.
"Who are you calling?" Jimmy asked.
"My mom."
"You think she can enlighten you?"
"No, maybe. I don't know. But I have a growing foreboding of impending doom or disaster and I feel my mom is somehow involved."


      [image: image-placeholder]Harl Simmons listened intently to the conversation in May's house. Although a second-rate private eye, his current employer had provided him with some state-of-the-art gadgets and he was revelling in the ability to listen in from such a distance, instead of his usual glass to the wall trick.

      [image: image-placeholder]"No reply, she must be busy," May said, closing her cell phone. "Maybe we should try a spiritualist, or something?"
Dan was in the process of looking up anyone of that type in the LA area and let out a long whistle. "You would not believe how many mediums and paranormal investigators there are in the LA area."
"I bet I would," May said. "Being a cop in LA you come across some weird characters."
"Know anyone who may fit our particular experience?" Jimmy asked.
May looked askance at Jimmy, a thought forming in her head.
"Maybe I do. There was a guy downtown that was pulled in for murdering a hotel maid. We never got a confession, but he was staying in the room the maid was found in. He got off because some psychic came forward to tell us who the real murderer was. Turned out this guy was correct, and our suspect was innocent all along."
"What was his name?" Dan asked.
"Pendle or Pentacle, something like that."
"Pentacle's not a name, it's a thing," Jimmy said.
"You're right. It was Pentacle Paranormal Investigators and the guy's name was Peter Samuels."
Dan typed into the Mac and in a second or two had found the website. "It seems these guys do a lot of work exposing fraudulent cases." Dan said, slowly and quietly.
May looked over at Dan and nodded to herself.

      [image: image-placeholder]Harl Simmons pulled out his cell and speed dialled a number.
"Yeah, it's me. They're contacting some psychic guy called Peter Samuels. Okay. Okay. Yeah, I'll get some bugs out there tonight."
Simmons slipped his cell onto the dash, took a cup of coffee from the holder, and listened for a few more minutes, before he had heard enough and drove to downtown LA for a little breaking and entering and placing of bugs in a certain paranormal investigator's office.






  
  Professor Samuels


May, Dan, and Jimmy met Professor Samuels not in his office, but at his home on the outskirts of Cerritos City. May had telephoned first thing the following morning and although Samuels said he was in his office, he insisted that he met the group at his home. 
When they pulled up to Samuels' house, they were amazed to find it was bigger than May's house.
Samuels was at the door wearing a thick woollen three-piece tweed suit, looking every inch an eccentric Englishman. He looked in his sixties, but May had never been good at guessing people's ages. He greeted them warmly, a big furry cat in his arms and his grey hair, flowing freely in the breeze.
Samuels ushered them into his study and, sitting at his desk he shooed a ginger tom cat off the chair. It dropped to the floor, indifferent to its owner's visitors. 
"Welcome," Professor Samuels said. 
To May, Peter Samuels fitted exactly her belief of what a scatty, eccentric Englishman should be. And she was sure he drank never-ending cups of tea and had a lot of time for lost causes and stray cats and dogs. 
No sooner had May sat down than the tom cat took up residence on her lap.
"She likes you," Samuels said to May as she stroked the surprisingly heavy cat.
"She's cute," May said.
"Now you've done it," Samuels said in reply. "She's heard what you have said and will never leave you alone and will be your friend forever. She's the nearest thing I've ever come across to a familiar."
"A what," Dan said.
"A familiar, Mr. Panaski, a spirit used by, attached to or controlled by a witch."
"How did you know my name?"
"It's who you are, isn't it?"
"Yes, but how..."
"In that case I used the correct name. Now, I see you are all feeling on edge. So, let's have a pot of tea, always good for soothing the nerves."
Samuels picked up a small bell with a longish handle and rang it twice.
As they waited, they could hear the grumbling mutterings of a woman as her voice came closer to the study.
Eventually a portly woman of retirement age shambled into the room, shuffled around Samuels's desk picking up a tray that held a dark blue teapot and cup and proceeded to leave the study.
"More bloody tea, I suppose?" She said in a cockney accent, as she opened the study door.
Samuels nodded. “Yes please, Mrs. Mountford.” 
The woman looked back at those seated and tutted as she shuffled out of the room, muttering as she went.
"So, you have experienced an event?"
The three friends nodded in unison.
"One of quite unsettling proportions I gather?"
The three friends nodded in unison again.
"Writing on the Wall no less?"
Again, more nodding.
"Are any of you going to say anything, or are you just going to sit there and nod like some toy in the back shelf of an automobile?"
May shook herself. She felt as though she had been probed, it was the only way she could put it. As if someone had gently opened her mind, made a few notes, then gently left.
"I err, guess you're right, yes, Professor."
Samuels sat bolt upright in his seat.
"Did you say, Professor?"
"Yeah, that's what you are, aren't you?"
"My dear child, what an absolute delight it is to know you. You are so correct that it's amazing. Yes, I am a professor. But do you know what of?"
"Mathematics," May said with no hesitation.
"Correct!" Samuels exclaimed, hitting the air with a raised fist.
"Whoa, what's so amazing about that?" Jimmy asked, a little perturbed by Samuels eccentric behaviour.
Samuels looked all three in the eye, one at a time, with a degree of intensity that left each of them feeling a little edgy.
"May knew I was a professor, but not just that, a Professor of Mathematics. And I'll bet she knows where I got my degree."
May nodded, once. "Cambridge? In England?"
"And how, pray do tell my delightful child, how did you know?"
May's eyes blinked, and she seemed to slip into a trance and then quickly came out of it. "You told me, Professor," she said, quietly.
"Now hold on here," Dan said partially raising himself out of his chair.
"Dan, please, sit down," May said, pulling him down by his right arm.
Samuels smiled a broad smile. "Ahh! Tea!" 
Mrs. Mountford came in with a large tray, balancing on it cups and saucers, milk, sugar, biscuits, and a large pot of tea.
"On the desk, Mrs. Mountford, on the desk please." Samuels' voice boomed. "I'll be mother, shall I?"
As a worried Dan, smiling May and confused Jimmy looked on, Professor Samuels poured tea as Mrs. Mountford left the room muttering and mumbling.
“You know, I never forget a face, Ms. Brubaker, and yours is very familiar to me.”
“I don’t think we’ve ever met,” May said.
The professor finished pouring tea. “Oh, I know we haven’t met, but I have seen you before. Except the hair was longer and a glorious auburn.”
May took the proffered tea from the professor. “That sounds like my mother. But she lives in Arizona.”
“Well, the person I saw was in Egypt.”
“Egypt! I’ve never been there and I’m sure my mother hasn’t.”
“Perhaps I’m mistaken. It was a long time ago. A very long time ago.”

      [image: image-placeholder]A confused Harl Simmons sat in a side street in downtown LA and could not understand why his expensive bugs seemed to be picking up only static.

      [image: image-placeholder]Sgt. Manos Zapata and his partner Officer Jack Sullivan waited in their patrol car for despatch to give them details of the dark blue hire car. They had been watching the car for over twenty minutes and it was obvious to them that the driver was using some sort of listening device. Who he was listening to they had no idea, but as soon as they found out who he was it would only be as short while before they knew who he had bugged.

      [image: image-placeholder]"Good tea?" Samuels asked after taking a long sip of his own tea.
"Best I've tasted," said May.
Jimmy and Dan nodded.
"I can see you have questions. Well, I can see your two gentlemen friends have questions. But you, Ms. Brubaker, you already know, don't you?"
May nodded. "But I don't understand how?"
"Okay, enough of the bullshit," Dan said loudly.
"Yes," Samuels said, "I agree. What Ms. Brubaker and you two gentlemen have just experienced is called psychic transfer. Put simply, I asked all three of you questions and all of you answered. I then told you some details about myself and the lovely Ms. Brubaker listened."
"You mean, with your mind," a shocked Jimmy said.
Samuels nodded, his face lit up with obvious glee and delight. "Never known it to happen both ways so easily before."
"Let me get this straight. You're a psychic?" Dan asked, shaking his head with a wry smile on his face. "Like something out of a magic act."
"No! No! Mr. Panaski. Not an act and certainly not magic. No such thing as magic, well, not as you think. It's all in the mind,” he said, tapping the side of his head for effect.
"Come on, how is that possible?" Dan was getting increasingly agitated.
"It's possible," May said in a quiet voice. "I don't know how I know, but I do. And even now I can talk to the Professor at the same time I'm talking to you and Jimmy. It's not fully clear, but it's there. It's almost as though there's another me inside me who can simply separate herself and talk with her mind."
"So, let's not get bogged down in this too much. Suffice to say that if Ms. Brubaker knows this to be true and you have all three experienced remote writing, so then there is more than meets the eye in our everyday humdrum world, wouldn't you say?"

      [image: image-placeholder]Jude Brubaker's sobbing grew less and less as she lost consciousness. But as she slipped away, she knew she had beaten the Fury twice. She had not been tempted sexually and nor had the pain broken her mentally.
The Demon-witch seethed, like a steam engine ready to explode. "You will not thwart my plans, bitch. I have other ways and means, more subtle and more invasive. But for now, let's try a different tack. Time for a little fun and we'll see what mayhem a few zombies can bring."
Jude succumbed to the dark and lost consciousness as the Fury disappeared.

      [image: image-placeholder]The knock on the car window made Harl Simmons jump. The sight of two LAPD police officers in the side alley with guns drawn and pointing at him made him very uneasy. The sight of their blank expressions as if they were looking through him made him gasp. But in the end, when the officers unloaded their full clips into him Harl didn't even get the chance to whimper.

      [image: image-placeholder]"Remote writing, what in hell is that?" It was Jimmy, who asked, but Samuels didn't answer at first, his thoughts seemed far away. Suddenly he blinked and was back with them.
May frowned. Something had happened, she felt it, but could not put her finger on it.
"Yes, Jimmy, remote writing, which is the opposite of remote viewing, or RV. RFV has been under development by the CIA and others since the sixties. It's the ability to perceive an impression of something, a place, document, whatever, over a long distance, even spanning continents in some cases. Remote writing is a psychic ability to project writing onto a piece of paper, a wall," he said pointing to the three friends, "and even in the air, though this is sometimes referred to as smoke writing."
Jimmy was shaking his head and Dan began to giggle.
"You'll be handing me a light sabre next and telling me to use the force."
Dan's smile turned to confusion and shock as his name suddenly appeared in the air before his eyes, written in a dark, smoky script.
"Shit, what's that?" Dan shouted pushing his chair back, half jumping out of the chair.
Jimmy was up out of his chair and backing toward the door.
May simply sat back and smiled.
"It's in your head," May said. "It's not really there."
Samuels winked at May. "Gentlemen, please sit down. As I've already said there is more to this world than meets the eye. Believe me when I tell you that you will not understand everything, I tell you or show you. But please, keep an open mind and heart. In that way you may come to believe."
Dan and Jimmy sat down, slowly, as the foggy apparition melted away.
"As to the force, Mr. Panaski, you are closer to the truth than you know in that simple little statement. Except it isn't just some metaphysical force we are dealing with, though the dark side is an accurate way of describing part of the quantum universe. No, it's also the power of the human mind. We all have a degree of mental ability which allows us to sometimes know when something is going to happen, a touch of ESP here and mind reading there. In any event, some are naturals, and some can be taught. But there are those where the force as you put it is applied. Those individuals are extremely dangerous as they are a tool, sometimes a weapon, in the hands of others. In these cases, we are not talking about remote viewing or remote writing, we are talking about remote manipulation that can lead to injury or even death."







  
  Harl Simmons Lives


Harl Simmons awoke in his cheap, shabby, motel room and wondered why he had a splitting headache. He sat up from his bed and looked in the mirror on the wall opposite. He was shocked to see multiple bullet holes in his body and head, but even more shocked when he noticed they were slowly healing. The blood from his veins was splattered over his body and clothes. He counted twelve holes in his clothing alone. 
I've had better days.
The thought travelled through his mind and he wondered how that was possible, judging by the amount of grey matter from his splattered and torn brain covering his clothing.
I can't have much of a brain left, in fact, shouldn’t I be dead?
Wondering why he was still alive and with a brain splattered to the four winds, Harl assumed something weird had taken place. That thought triggered another... no, not a thought, a message.
Harl's rapidly healing eyes glazed over and he suddenly stood and walked into the bathroom and then into the shower. Reaching for the faucet, he turned the shower on. For the next forty minutes Harl showered, fully clothed, and then turned the water off and walked to the bedroom. There he waited, dripping bloody water and brain matter onto the cheap carpet. Harl waited until he was dry enough not to attract too much attention and then left the motel for the last time.

      [image: image-placeholder]Phil Campbell was pushing himself hard on the treadmill. Though he wouldn’t admit it to family and friends, he was trying hard to get to a point where he wasn't so chubby in the eyes of any girl he took a fancy to. But in his heart of hearts, he knew he wasn't just chubby; he was fat, and that there were no girls' heads being turned by him.
Not even May Brubaker. 
He sighed, but realised he had to keep up the pretence simply to make himself feel better. Same reason he talked himself up if he ever got a chance of a date with a good-looking girl. That was an occurrence that was not happening as often as he liked, if at all. No, Phil Campbell was overweight and no amount of running on the gym's treadmill seemed to help.
It was also probably why he did his 'training' late at night, borrowing the keys to the gym from his old-school pal, Dougie, with a promise to close the place for him. It gave Dougie an early night, and it gave Phil a chance to lose weight in privacy. He was, after all, self-conscious about his weight problem to a huge degree.
"Now that's what impresses me about fit guys."
The deep and sexy female voice behind him made Phil lose his footing and stumble on the treadmill. As he sprawled forward, his body twisted, and he fell on his back, immediately being dumped by the treadmill at the feet of a stunning goddess. 
"Shit," Phil exclaimed as he rubbed his left elbow. "Where the hell did you come from?"
The woman smiled, a knowing sort of smile. "Hell indeed," she said and gave Phil a dazzling smile with the wink of an eye. "The door was open. I saw a light, I came inside. Isn't that what a gym is for big boy? Or are you doing something you shouldn't have been doing?"
The pure, oozing sex in the voice was enough to get Phil's attention. The woman was statuesque, gorgeous and exactly what Phil wanted in a woman. Her red training vest and black leggings were so tight every curve was evident, and Phil's sexist male eyes were immediately onto the woman's breasts. The curves were everything any man had ever hoped for, and Phil knew he wanted her. He could feel the electricity in his body. Even his teeth were chattering as he licked his lips.
"I seem to have this effect on men… and women, anywhere I go."
"I can see why," Phil said, not bothering to hide his lascivious smile.
"Can I use this machine?" the blond woman said, pointing to the weights bench. "I need to do a little toning on my muscles." She lifted her left arm and squeezed the muscles.
Phil was suddenly transfixed by the woman's short blond hair, pink highlights glittering in the dimmed lights of the gym.
She turned and walked over to the bench. Phil sat up and watched as she lay down on the bench. "I always get a problem with benches. It makes my pants ride up; you know?" She wriggled and adjusted her leggings. "There's nobody here, is there?" she asked.
Phil shook his head.
"Good, I'll just slip these off, then. Don't look now."
Phil was still shaking his head, dumbstruck. His mouth was wide open.
"You're not supposed to look, I said."
Phil nodded, slowly closing his mouth. 
“And the eyes, big boy.”
Phil found it hard to close his eyes, but managed the feat with a supreme effort of his part.
“Okay, keep your eyes closed and just sit there like a good boy.”
Phil tried to oblige, but found his efforts were hampered by the wild arousal he felt and dirty thoughts going through his overtaxed mind.
“Maybe I should have said close your mind.”
“What… what? What do you mean?”
“I know what you’re thinking. I know what you want?”
The woman’s sexy voice and Phil’s overtaxed desire combined to make him wish he wasn’t in a gym, but somewhere else, like his bed.
“Now those thoughts are going to get you in trouble, Phil.”
Phil was busting a gut to open his eyes, to see the object of his desire. Then he realised she had used his name. “How do you know my name? Come to think of it, how do you know what I’m thinking?”
The woman gave out a brief chuckle.
“Can I open my eyes? Please?” Phil knew he was pleading, knew she had him in the palm of her hands and knew he would be like putty in those hands.
“Well, if you must, big boy. But I warn you, you may not like what you want.”
Phil smiled. “I’m more than prepared for you, honey.” As he opened his eyes, Phil frowned when he saw the long-bladed knife in the woman's hand. He looked up into those dark, evil eyes.
"Every big boy deserves favour," she said with a smile.
"What… what do you want?"
"To taste your blood. Time to pay the piper, Phil." 







  
  Hard to Understand


"I'm finding all this stuff a little hard to take in," Jimmy said to Peter Samuels. "And I don't think all the tea I've had is doing my nerves any good at all." 
"You all need a rest. I insist you stay the night. We have much to discuss."
"I need to get back for Jack," May said, a little uneasy at the thought of leaving him alone in such a big house.
"I have a business to run and clients who need me to finish jobs," Jimmy said, getting up to leave. "I'll pop by on the way home and feed Jack."
Peter Samuels' voice cut through the air like a knife. "Now is not the time for you three to separate. There is something evil in the air. You need to be prepared."
A shiver ran down all three of their spines at those words.
Jimmy sat back down.
"I'll call my friend Julie; she'll sort Jack out for me." May pulled out her cell phone and looked at Samuels. He looked concerned, and that concern transferred to May, but then it faded as if in a fog.
"Hi, Julie, yeah, fine thanks. Listen, I'm a bit stuck with something over in Cerrito. Can you do me a favour and call in to Jack tonight and feed him? Yeah, great, Okay, that's fine. I may not be back until the morning. Oh, you're a pal, Julie. Thanks. Help yourself to whatever you want. And don't spoil Jack. Bye."
May flipped her cell shut. "Julie will stay with Jack tonight. You okay Professor?"
Samuels was rubbing the side of his head with his left hand. He looked up at May's voice and smiled weakly. "Just a little tired. There's been a lot of mental power in this room today and things seem a lot foggier than usual. But I still have a feeling of impending doom. Something is coming, and it's aiming for you," he said, staring directly at May. "But there's more to just the feeling of doom, whatever's coming for you, Ms. Brubaker, it wants to find something in your possession. It needs to have something you own."
"What exactly do you mean by that?" Dan asked, the tiredness and irritation he felt very clear in his voice.
"I could see it plainly when you three first arrived here. In fact, when Ms. Brubaker first telephoned, I felt the connection at once and the feeling of doom soon manifested itself."
"I still think it's hokum, or a light show." Dan was clearly not ready for much more in the way of hokum, and the others felt that. Not much more would be achieved this night.
Mrs. Mountford was summoned, and she showed the Professor's guests to their rooms for the night.
Meanwhile, the Professor sat in his study and sipped a cup of tea, his eyes almost glazed over but his mind tuning itself to other possibilities.

      [image: image-placeholder]Julie Karissa mussed the hair on Jack's head as she sipped her coffee. "Good boy," she muttered. She was watching an old black and white Laurel and Hardy film. She simply adored those old comedies and had watched all the Laurel and Hardy's time and time again. Tonight's offering was one of her favourites, The Laurel-Hardy Murder Case. Jack, on the other hand, couldn't have cared less what was on May's flat-screen TV. All he cared about was the extra attention he was receiving. 
Julie placed her mug on the glass-top coffee table and reached for another handful of grapes. 
Another indulgence. 
Her life wasn't exactly full of indulgences, she knew, but neither was it full of anything much. Nobody special in her life and her job at the accountancy practice was as boring as hell.
All she ever looked forward to was seeing May. When she thought of May, her heart skipped a beat. She knew her feelings for May were not reciprocal. May probably didn't even realise Julie was a lesbian. But then she wasn't exactly a practising lesbian. Sure, she had the desires, and she wanted to be with another woman, but her crippling shyness didn't lend itself to having a passionate sex life. So, she watched old movies, ate grapes and looked after friend's dogs or kids. Boring! The doorbell chimed twice, and Jack barked loudly, making Julie jump.
"Okay, good boy, you stay here, and I'll see who it is. Hey, it could be May. She could have forgotten her key." Julie knew that wouldn't be the case. That's not how her luck worked. Despite dressing up for a just in case encounter, Julie knew it wasn't May at the door. Jack growled once, then turned his head toward the direction of the front door and barked again. "Don't be silly Jack," Julie said as she stood putting on her plain old black-rimmed eye-glasses, smoothing her black bodice and leather jeans, fumbling briefly to put on her boots, thinking better of it and walked barefoot into the hallway. Julie sighed once, stopping to fuss over her appearance a little more, using the hallway mirror to straighten her ponytail.
Julie pulled the large door open as far as the chain would allow and peered into the gloom. Night was fast approaching and the person standing on the other side of the door was in the shadows.
"Can I help you?" Julie asked.
The figure stepped into the light, and the woman made Julie gasp. Her short, red, three button jacket and figure-hugging matching skirt made her look like a business executive, but the dark eyes and short peroxide blond hair with blue highlights made her look like some cyber-punk rock chick.
"Hi, my name is Cherry Jones and I have a message for you from Ms. May Brubaker," the woman said, holding up a small white envelope.
"A message? Why didn't she call? She has my number."
"Yeah, sorry, but her phone's on the fritz. In fact, there are no phones working in the area. Some sort of problem in the Cerritos area. Try your phone. Call her."
Julie put her hand in her pocket and pulled out her cell, deftly speed-dialling May's number. After a few moments, she cut the call. "Nothing," she said simply.
"Okay, so here's the note," Cherry Jones said, handing the envelope to Julie through the part open door.
Julie took the envelope and looked at both sides. "What does it say?" Julie asked absent-mindedly.
"I do not know. Hey, do you mind if I use your bathroom? It's a long drive back."
Julie, still studying the envelope, absentmindedly slipped the chain off the door and stood aside. "Straight down and to the left," Julie said, showing the way and shutting the door after the woman had passed through.
Julie walked into the lounge and put the letter and her phone on the coffee table, then she noticed Jack was gone. "Jack," she called out.
"Whose Jack?"
Julie almost jumped in the air. "God, you frightened me," she gasped as she turned around. "Jack is May… Ms. Brubaker's dog."
The blond-punk nodded. "You work for her?"
Julie shook her head, her dark hair sweeping left and right, silver highlights glinting from the room lights.
"But you wish you did?"
Julie smiled and blushed.
"Hey, you're into this Brubaker chick? Big-time!"
“Hey, no, no, not really. I…”
“No need to persuade me, lady. I’m bi and happy to tell the world. Be happy with the hand life deals you, or you’re gonna be such a sad soul.”
“Tell me about it,” Julie said with a sigh.
“Yeah, I know. I was like you, once. Then I discovered I had this hold over men and women alike. And here I am, a messenger from the underworld.”
Julie’s smile dropped. “The underworld? What do you mean?”
"Of course," the punk woman said, "I don't suppose you've met my friend, Harl."
Julie's face changed from pleasure to shock and then fear as she realised someone stood behind her. Julie glanced back and screamed. The creature behind her simply smiled.
Harl Simmons thrust a long-bladed knife into the back of Julie's neck and blood spurted out her throat as the blade pierced her black skin. 
The punk woman bent forward and licked the blood from Julie's neck. Julie was helpless and could only watch, eyes flicking left, right, up and down as abject fear and panic made her body quiver convulsively. Julie's life was ebbing away. The punk woman brought her own long-bladed knife into Julie's line of sight. "Unrequited love… it's a bitch," she said and slashed Julie's neck.
The TV blared on in the background as blood splattered the screen. Rivulets of red ran down the screen imposed on Oliver Hardy's face as he looked scornfully into the camera and twirled his tie. "Well, here's another nice mess…"
"Yeah," the punk woman said, a big smile on her red lips, "sorry about that, Ollie. Now… where's Ms. Brubaker's doggy gone? Here boy," she shouted, then licked her silver blade clean, the bloody smile never leaving her lips.






  
  May's Powers


"You okay with all this rubbish, May?" 
May was behind the wheel of her beloved Mustang, and Dan's question just floated in the air. She had a disturbed night of sleep, wake, sleep, wake and when she finally got to sleep the bad dreams came thick and fast. Sex had figured largely in her dreams, but so too had death, bloody murder and mutilation. But when morning came, she certainly felt better, despite not sleeping well. She felt even better after having a full English breakfast, her initial reservations of eating something so loaded with grease and fat quashed by the tasty meal. But her real euphoria was because of her new awareness of her surroundings. She felt more alive than ever before and felt attuned to the world with nature.
The Professor had taken her to one side after breakfast and had questioned her on how long she had known her companions. May had honestly told him she trusted them implicitly, but had somehow not been truthful in that assertion. On the drive home, doubts about how well she knew Jimmy and Dan had niggled at her. Dan, sitting alongside her, was quiet and introspective on the journey. But Jimmy had kept up a constant chatter, especially about what May could now perceive and if her powers were some sort of mutation. She thought Jimmy's questions were leading him to a point where he believed she could do superhero feats, maybe like Storm, from the X-Men movies. May smiled at this thought as the trio drove on to May's home.

      [image: image-placeholder]What Harl Simmons had become was unknown to anyone except himself and whoever had perpetrated the abomination on his body. Harl, although he was dead and consequently had a distinct lack of physical brain, knew this. He also knew that he was a weapon.
Despite the healing process that was overtaking Harl; he still looked like a classic zombie from countless American horror movies. His eyes were whitened over to opacity and what was left of the fleshy part of his nose was glued by blood and brain matter under his left eye. Countless bullet wounds hadn't completely healed, and despite his enforced morning shower, Harl looked as grisly as the best that Hollywood could offer.
It was going to be a simple process, straightforward and one where his body would only provide the minimum of information, i.e., his dental records. That would lead to the police finding out who he was, but hopefully not link him to what he had done.
Harl limped into the gas station as the early morning sunshine dappled through the trees. There were two cars at the pumps and Harl chose the closest, an expensive looking black foreign SUV with a plump woman pumping gas into her vehicle.
As Harl approached the woman, she looked up. Her happy, chubby features instantly changed as her face distorted into a look of horror. She screamed and let go of the gas pump. The pump clattered to the ground as Mrs. Chubby backed away from Harl. Harl ignored her and picked the pump up and as he did so, his nose finally detached itself from his face and flopped silently onto the tarmac. Mrs. Chubby screamed and ran from the horror that was Harl Simmons, pressing the auto lock on her key ring as she ran. 
Harl heard the distinct sound of the car doors locking as he held the pump close to his chest and pulled on the handle. Gas spurted out, quickly covering his head and body, spurting into his eyes and making them sting. He fleetingly thought that this was very curious, that the undead could feel a twinge of pain. With his other hand, Harl pulled out his cigarette lighter. As he looked at the lighter, Harl saw two small faces in the SUV looking at him. Mrs. Chubby’s children were being taken to school, but this little horror diversion had them fascinated. They had both seen too many horror movies, even at their tender ages, to have been worried by Harl's appearance.
Harl looked at the children. He heard Mrs. Chubby scream as he mouthed 'sorry' to the children. Then he pressed the electronic stud on his cigarette lighter.
The dull thump from the ignition of the gas belied the raging inferno that followed. Harl Simmons was quickly consumed, but it took a couple of minutes for the SUV to catch light and a few more minutes where the children panicked and screamed as they tried to escape the inferno. Finally, the SUV exploded, bringing the children's agony to an abrupt closure.






  
  The Way it Works


The blond punk-woman lit a cigarette and sat back in her easy chair, smiling inwardly at a job well done. She could almost feel the heat on Simmons' body as he had ignited the fuel. Blowing smoke out, she sighed and picked a grape from a bunch that had once been in a bowl on May Brubaker's coffee-table. 
"A job well done deserves a treat," she said to herself.
Jude Brubaker could tell the Demon-witch was self-satisfied just from the voice. She sat, at least she was in a semi-comfortable position, and listened to anything and everything she heard, because the Demon-witch had bound her eyes, knowing Jude had a power of her own, emanating from her eyes, should she want to use it. The Demon-witch was taking no chances, so Jude waited and listened.
"You must be curious about what it is I'm after."
Jude shook her head, trying to give nothing away.
"Your daughter has it, this small, insignificant little thing."
Jude said nothing.
"Aw, c'mon, I'm trying to be friendly here," the Demon-witch said with a malevolent grin. "You know how it is, don't you? We have little fun in our realm, so when we get the chance, we like a little fun. Humans don't know how well off they are. All the emotions, the sex, it does get the emotions going, doesn't it? It's like a holiday to us." Her voice trailed off as she realised Jude was not taking the bait. She stood and walked over to Jude. "You're no fun, but you are a good emotional conduit to your daughter. So, let's see if we can get her attention." The punk-woman slapped Jude's face, hard, knocking her head to one side and making Jude gasp involuntarily. "Didn't see that coming, did you?" She sniggered at her own joke. "I bet your kid didn't either." She slapped Jude again and again until finally Jude screamed.
"At last! A reaction. Well, now we're getting somewhere. You know this is the way it works. Emotional turmoil, enough of it and multi-layered, induced by fear, pleasure, hate and anything else I can think of to throw at your snivelling offspring is going to be your bitch-daughter's state of mind until I can simply walk all over her and retrieve what is rightfully mine."
A slight smile appeared on Jude's face. "Why not just take it?"
"You know how this works as well as I do. She must willingly gift it to me. So, we play the game."
"Nothing you say and do will make any difference. You lost this game the moment you arrived," Jude said, quietly.
"Now we're on a roll," the Demon-witch said, licking her red lips and slapping Jude hard on the other side of her face.
In the labyrinth that was the Demon's lair, Jude Brubaker's cries went unheeded.






  
  More Writing on the Wall


May steered the car up the long drive to her house, thankful that she was home, but still a little disturbed. She wasn't relaxed and no matter how many times she had used her favourite mantra she was still unhappy at the way she suddenly felt. The day had started well, and she had felt fantastic as they had driven away from the Professor's home, but now she felt some sort of disturbance. Something had happened, was still happening, but she couldn't put a finger on what it was. 
The Mustang came to a halt, and all three piled out and headed for May's front door. As May unlocked the door she suddenly paused, door barely open.
Dan and Jimmy almost bumped into May as she came to a halt. The pair looked at each other as May just stood, hand on door handle.
"May, you okay?" Dan asked.
Initially there was no response from May, then, suddenly, she let out a low moan.
"No. No." May said, shaking her head.
"What?" Jimmy said urgently.
"Oh God, they're dead! They've been murdered."
"Who?" Dan and Jimmy said in unison.
"Julie's been murdered and Jack... Jack's dead."
"How the hell do you know that," Dan said, unable to stop his voice from quivering.
"Because I can't feel them, they're not alive." May pushed the door open and ran to the den quickly followed by Jimmy and Dan.
The scene of horror in the den made all three sick to their stomachs. Julie, or what remained of her, was spread over the den. May screamed as she saw Julie's severed head on the coffee table. She could hear Jimmy retching behind her, felt Dan's hand on her shoulder as he moved her to one side, trying, she thought, to shield her from the vision of hell before them.
"What in God's name happened here," Jimmy mumbled, his voice cracking with emotion.
May was sobbing now, her hands to her mouth, taking large gulps of air.
Her cell phone buzzed in her pocket and by instinct she took it out, flipped it open and sobbed, "Yes."
"May, it's Professor Samuels, don't go into the house. Call the police and..."
"It's too late," she sobbed as she dropped the phone and screamed.

      [image: image-placeholder]Mercifully May knew the detective in charge of the investigation. Detective Tony Donahue was a good cop and a sensitive man. The preliminaries were over quickly, and it was established quite soon that the killer had not forced entry to the house. Julie, it seemed, had simply let her killer in. Julie's death was something else. Her body had been torn apart by one, maybe two individuals. Some maniac had torn her limb from limb, literally, as the police had found human tissue on Julie's body parts that didn't belong to her.
May sat with her hands on her lap in the police interview room, feeling cold, lonely and vulnerable. Donahue sat opposite and was rifling through a sheaf of papers. His partner, a man May didn't know, stood near the door, hands in pockets and looking as bored as anyone could.
"I have a preliminary report from both the vet and the pathology people. It shows that Jack was poisoned, but they are unsure as to what the poison was. On the other hand, the path lab has a most definitive explanation as to who killed Julie and how it was achieved. I'm sure you don't want the full details.” It wasn't a question, but a statement. Donahue liked May and saw no reason to upset her more than he had to.
"But," he said with a sigh, "there's more to it than meets the eye."
May was looking down at her hands as Donahue spoke when she suddenly looked up at the Detective.
"Julie, was killed by a dead man,” May whispered in a matter-of-fact voice devoid of emotion. "That's what your report says. Am I right?"
Donahue went white and his partner took his hands out of his pocket as he sat down next to Donahue, the bored look replaced by an intense stare.
"How did you know that?"
May looked at the young detective, who was a Sikh and wore a dark blue turban. May had read somewhere that Sikhs never cut their hair and carried a small knife in their turban. She shook her head at the thought and concentrated on the here and now.
"I'm right, aren't I?"
The Sikh nodded.
Donahue gave his partner a withering stare. He hadn't wanted May to know that snippet of information, just yet. "Yes," he said. "Julie was apparently killed by another human being, who himself had been dead for at least twenty-four hours."
"How is that possible?" May's head was swimming, but in the cold light of day she knew it was the truth. But how?
"His name was Harl Simmons. He was a private eye who's been sailing close to the wind all his life. By pure luck we found a fingerprint on Jack's leather collar and one on the face of Julie's wristwatch. We even have a little evidence that shows it was him, despite his body being char grilled."
"He's dead? You've found the body?"
"Oh, he's dead all right. He walked into a gas station and poured gas all over himself and set light to it, even killed a couple of innocent bystanders in the process. Dental records show who he was, but, more importantly, there was a finger left that didn't burn. The same finger..."
"…you got the prints off," May muttered, finishing the Detective's sentence.
"Correct. Obviously, what we don't understand is how a dead man can be responsible for murdering your friend and also walk into a gas station and set fire to himself. Forensics have proven this beyond doubt. There's some weird shit going on here, no doubt about that."
"Something evil this way comes," May muttered.

      [image: image-placeholder]"Who can say what's real or unreal in a world where a dead person can kill another human being?" Jimmy threw his arms up in despair.
The trio were now ensconced in May's study, the den being off limits due to the cleaning up process. After a night in a hotel, May had decided she wanted to stay in the house, telling her friends that she felt there was something about the place that gave her some comfort, despite poor Julie's fate.
"Real or not, it happened. Until someone throws a bucket of water over me and shouts wake up, I'm assuming what's happening is actually happening."
Dan was on his cell phone talking to a someone and had just closed the call when May turned to him.
"Cat got your tongue, Dan?" May asked.
Dan looked at May as he slipped his cell into his right jeans pocket, but quickly averted his eyes.
"You've not said much on this subject, Dan. What are your thoughts?"
"That I should be getting home," Dan blurted out. "This is your house, not mine, your problem, not mine."
Dan didn't wait for a comment. He stood up and opened the study door, slamming it behind him.
"Let him go, he'll cool off." 
May looked at Jimmy and she could see fear in his eyes, but there was also a steely resolve in there too. Lately all she could see in Dan's eyes was conflict. Dan wanted to get away, but something kept him here and May was sure it wasn't his loyalty to her
"He's scared," May said.
"Aren't we all?"
"Yeah, I guess we are."
"But?"
May smiled at Jimmy who smiled back. She knew she could rely on Jimmy, but Dan? Well, Dan was now something of an unknown. Even so, May felt she needed his help, felt it deep inside her soul. Dan had a part to play in all this, she was sure of that.
The study door slowly opened, and a sheepish Dan peered around it. "Sorry, guys." Dan came into the room and re-took his seat. "I'm a bit jittery." As he sat, Dan pulled his cell out of his left jeans pocket.
His cell had been in his other pocket a few minutes earlier. He's been on the phone to someone while out of the room. 
"I'm sorry, a bit jittery doesn't really explain how I feel, but, hell, in for a penny. I can't say all this spooky stuff makes me feel happy, but we need to stick together, guys. Right?"
Someone has pulled your chain, Dan.
May had the distinct feeling that Dan was hiding something, a BIG something.
"Okay, gang,” Jimmy said, trying to cut the tension in the room, "what do we do now? Where do we go from here? To me it seems pretty clear that May was the actual target of the undead killer."
May looked at Jimmy. "Me? How do you work that out?"
"Who knew Julie was here?" Jimmy asked, warming to his Perry Mason role.
Dan pointed to May.
"Okay, so I knew she was here. She could have called any number of people to say where she was."
"You forget what the cops said. No calls in or out of the house that night and none on Julie's cell except the one you made to her." Jimmy smiled in satisfaction.
"You're enjoying this, aren't you Jimmy?" Dan said, somewhat oddly, almost as if there was a degree of hysteria inside Dan, waiting to scream and shout its way out of him.
"No, I'm not enjoying it, Dan, not at all. How could anyone enjoy someone's death?"
Dan said nothing and stared straight ahead.
You don't want to be here, but someone or something is making you stay. I feel the conflict in you, Dan.
May was somehow becoming attuned to Dan. She didn't know the how or the why, but she was somehow able to feel the emotional turmoil in Dan's head.
"It's late. I suggest we all go to bed and get some rest. Are you staying here Jimmy?"
"Yeah, I think I kind of owe that to you."
"Owe it to me?"
"Yeah, I feel bad about Julie and the thought it was intended for you makes me feel worse. I need to make sure you're okay."
Dan snorted in derision and got up. "Night all," was all he said as he left the room.
"That's sweet of you Jimmy, but I can take care of myself."
"I know, but it makes me feel better knowing I'm here for you." Jimmy blushed and made to go to bed.
"I think Dan has other ideas," May said reflectively. "The second guest room is all yours Jimmy."
"He's scared, but he'll come around. Night May. Take care."
May watched Jimmy leave and wondered why she couldn't feel anything about Jimmy. She shrugged the thought off and went to bed, knowing full well she would not sleep that night.

      [image: image-placeholder]Light suddenly flashed inside May's head and she was aware that she was asleep, but it seemed she was also awake. An odd feeling of fear mixed with awe crept up from her stomach. She became aware she was sat cross legged in the middle of a battlefield. All around her zombies and humans were battling each other, and the Zombies were winning.
A scared face, Dan's she thought, leapt into view. "You can't kill them. The bastards won't die." Then the face was gone.
The battlefield suddenly blinked out of existence and May found herself looking into the distance in a desert setting. Someone was coming toward her quickly. The Professor rode up on the back of a large dog.
"Jack!" May shouted, happy to see her dog once more.
"It wasn't your fault May, it was the punk-blond demon-lady," Jack said.
"How can you talk?"
"I'm not talking, I'm thinking."
May shook her head. "But you're dead."
The Professor dismounted from Jack and stood to one side as Jack turned into Jimmy.
"Nothing ever dies. We share the same goals, May," Jack/Jimmy said and then disappeared.
"Why? Why did Julie die Professor?"
"Tell me what you see, May," the Professor said, sweeping his left arm across a vast, never ending landscape.
"I see lines, lines of events all emanating from me."
May could see that where she stood was a timeline and that emanating from her were a variety of different timelines, each similar, but somehow not the same. What she was looking at was a kaleidoscope of events all happening at the same time. Some involved her and in some she was no longer in that timeline.
"It all depends on what you do. It's all a point of view, but it changes based on what you do at any given moment."
"Quantum," May said, in awe.
"Exactly! What happens in the world is dictated by you, by me and by everyone around us. Some dictate more than others. Even the lowly earthworm dictates a little bit to the quantum state of matter. But there are those who can dictate a lot and they can remotely manipulate matter, space and time. They perhaps don't realise it, as in your case, May. But some, like me, know what they are capable of."
Suddenly May was in a dark and brooding thunderstorm with rain lashing down and huge flashes of lightning streaking overhead.
"Others, though, know what they are capable of and will use that knowledge to bend the world to their will," said the Professor, his voice quivering as he seemed to be struggling to speak. "We know who they are," he gasped. "We know what they are trying to do. We struggle to stop them." Pain was now etched across the Professor's face.
May tried to reach for him, to help him, but her body moved in slow motion.
The Professor suddenly gasped and his body shattered before May's eyes. The Professor's body was swept away to be replaced by two dark eyes, that seemed to smile down on May, but in an evil, hateful manner.
May tried to shout, scream, anything to express her rage and fear. Then she was awake and sitting up in her bed. May let out a stifled scream as she became fully aware of her surroundings. She was in her bedroom, but except for the bed she was in, all her furniture was stacked up neatly in one corner. To her right all the glass in the window was missing, and the curtains were wafting idly in the breeze. And to her left, on what had been a plain white wall, there was a message written in blood.
I'M COMING TO GET YOU, MAY BRUBAKER






  
  Coming to Get You


Both Jimmy and Dan stood staring at the writing on the wall. Neither saying a word, but May, standing behind the two men, could see a nervous twitch in Dan's left hand, something she had never noticed before. May watched the hand, fascinated by the sudden, but small, convulsions as she listened to her cell ringing out. The Professor was not answering, and May was certain that something had happened to him during the night. 
It was Jimmy who made the obvious observation. "It looks like blood, doesn't it?"
Dan turned to May; a degree of terror mixed with awe in his eyes. May met his gaze, and they locked onto each other. May somehow was able to hear Dan's inner turmoil. Dan was silently pleading with May to make it all stop. He was frightened and wanted out of the situation, but something kept him there and it wasn't his love for May. In fact, May was quite sure that Dan had no feelings for her, whatsoever. She was pondering this revelation when the Professor answered his cell phone.
"May, Samuels here, how are you? You had a rough night, didn't you?"
"Professor, thank God you're Okay. I feared..."
"I know, you thought she had destroyed me."
"Yes," May said slowly, turning away from Dan's relentless staring eyes. "But who is she?"
"I can't say over the phone. We need to talk. Can you call over to my office, this afternoon, say at three?"
"Okay, Professor. We'll be there."
"No!" The Professor's voice had suddenly changed from his normal, kindly British accent to something a lot harder, grittier even. "Not all of you, only you. This is something best not shared with your friends."
"Okay, Professor, three this afternoon. Bye."
May flipped her cell shut and turned to the other two.
"What did the professor say," Jimmy asked, with his back to May as he continued to study the writing on the wall.
Dan saw a look of determination in May's eyes and turned back to look at the wall, his shoulders seemed to visibly sag.
"I'm going to see him later today." May said.
"We're going, you mean;" Jimmy said, turning around.
"No, I am. He wants to see me alone."
"You think that's wise, May?"
Dan turned at that point, and May could see tears in his eyes.
"Dan?" May said, concern showing on her face.
"I can't take much more of this. Oh God I'm scared to hell, May." Dan wiped his sleeve over his eyes and his bottom lip began to tremble.
May moved to comfort Dan and put her arm around his shoulder, the way a big sister would do to a frightened little brother. She looked up at Jimmy.
"I'll make coffee," Jimmy said and left the room.

      [image: image-placeholder]The coffee was percolating, and Jimmy had started on scrambled eggs when May and Dan came into the kitchen.
"Anyone for coffee and eggs?" Jimmy asked, taking a sidelong look at Dan. The puffiness around Dan's eyes told Jimmy all he needed to know, and he gave Dan a sympathetic smile. 
"I'll have a coffee," Dan said, smiling back at Jimmy. Dan looked a bit sheepish, and he obviously wasn't ready for a man-to-man conversation with Jimmy.
"Coffee and eggs sounds great, Jimmy. I'm just going upstairs to take a few shots of the writing for the professor."
"You should reconsider about this afternoon," Jimmy shouted as May left the kitchen. "You might regret it."
"What do you mean?" Dan asked.
Jimmy turned to Dan. "She shouldn't be alone, not with all this going on. And besides, what do we know about the professor?"
Dan shook his head. "Nothing, I guess."
"Exactly. Nada! Zip! Nothing!"
"You think May could be in danger?"
Jimmy handed Dan a coffee. "Wake up and smell the coffee my friend. Julie and Jack are dead. There's more writing on the wall and now May intends to go over to see the Professor on her own. What do you think? It isn't a shopping trip at Wal-Mart she's planning!"
Dan looked chastised and sipped his coffee.
"Sorry, man, I'm feeling a little edgy."
Dan managed a smile and said, "Tell me about it!"







  
  The Detectives


Detective Donahue took a big bite from his donut and followed this with a slurp of coffee. His wife had tried to stop his lifelong rush toward coronary but old habits die hard, and, he thought ruefully, eating donuts could also make you die hard. 
He picked up the case folder one more time and then dropped it back down on the desk. His partner, Andul Singh, sighed.
Donahue looked at Singh. "What?"
"That's the third time you've picked that folder up and the third time you've dropped it back on the desk without looking at it. What gives?" Singh was third generation American Sikh and his accent was pure Brooklyn. Donahue was often at pains to understand what he was saying, because of the accent, but this time he fully understood what his partner was saying.
Singh sighed. "Yeah, so it's hard to get a grip on this crap. How can a dead man kill someone, let alone walk into a gas station and set fire to himself? You tell me, Mr. Clever. I could spout a lot about there being no life after death and none of it would make any sense to you. It makes little sense to me. I'm not a fully practising Sikh. It's more following a tradition in our family, not really religion. So, the whys and wherefores of the undead are as much an unknown to me as it is to you, Tony."
Donahue stared at Singh for a while.
"It's a mystery," Singh said with a smile.
"Frigging right, man! A real frigging mystery."
"Perhaps the lab made a mistake?"
"Tried that. Been over it three times. No mistake."
"Have you asked their opinion?"
"What, those tit-headed geeks? Nope, I have not. They have no opinions or theories, only facts. Facts, facts, facts and more frigging facts."
Singh picked up the folder. "Then it isn't a mystery, it's a fact. People can die and come back from the dead and commit murder and then commit suicide. Maybe when you die, you have a choice. Maybe Simmons is the first to decide to come back."
"Maybe, schmaybe, that's bullshit, and you know it. If humans, us," he almost shouted, slapping his chest, "had a choice to come back after we died, then Simmons wouldn't have been the first. The first would have been my mother-in-law, as she truly hated the idea of dying, because it meant she couldn't carry on making my life an absolute frigging misery."
A knock at the office door calmed the discussion, and Donahue waved in the officer waiting outside. He carried another Manilla envelope, a new one, and Donahue knew what that meant.
"Sorry, the chief said this one's yours," the officer said, handing Donahue the offending item.
"Yeah, I'll bet it's another mysterious death."
The officer shrugged and left. Donahue opened the file and began reading. Minutes passed. Singh watched his partner's shoulders slump. "Well?"
"A body, male, Caucasian, found in a gym."
"Pretty straight forward then?"
Donahue glanced up at Singh. "Yeah," he said slowly, "except he bled to death. He was shackled, spread-eagle, to some gym equipment."
"Okay," Singh said slowly, knowing there was more, and that he would not like it.
"The man had had his genitalia sliced clean off. That's why he bled to death." To Donahue, Singh didn't look shocked. "Didn't you hear what I said?"
Singh nodded. "Yeah… I heard. You would need a seriously sharp knife for that. Maybe a Doctor or surgeon?"
"When I said clean, I meant clean. One long, accurate cut with no ragged bits." This time Singh trembled.
"Oh, gross, man!"
And then we have the clues… well, clue.
"Which is?"
"On one large wall, written in blood, were the words “Only the beginning, May."
"May what?"
Donahue shook his head. "Who knows. Maybe May is…"
"Yes?"
"…a person's name," said Donahue, lifting the file on the deaths in May Brubaker's home.







  
  Polydorus


May Brubaker didn't need a phone call from the Police to tell her Phil was also dead, she knew instinctively. But the call, when it came, was nonetheless a shock and she couldn't help but wish none of this was happening. She had pulled her Mustang into a side street and let the engine idle for a few minutes while she took the call, telling Donahue she would be with him right away. She knew it was a lie, another strange death was only going to bog the police down and her with them. So, she sat while she cleared her mind and concentrated on what it was she was about to do. She chided herself for being so melodramatic. She wasn't about to do anything. She was going to get some answers. Well, more answers to what was happening to her. The death of her friend and her dog had hit her hard, harder than she had let on to Jimmy and Dan. And that was another thing that puzzled and perturbed her. When had it become Jimmy and Dan and not Dan and Jimmy? And why was she feeling so randy when she thought of Jimmy. She wanted sex, for the first time in a long time. With shock, she found herself with a hot desire to rip Jimmy's clothes off and… 
Stop it! Too much going on and too much analysis. 
May took a deep breath as she climbed out of the car and shut the door.
May looked across the street to where a non-descript brown brick building was waiting for her. Yes, waiting was the only way to describe what May was feeling. She felt she was waiting for something to happen, but had no idea what. The building wasn't alive, that would be too weird. But the building was aware. May suppressed a tingle down her spine and approached the Professor's office.

      [image: image-placeholder]"What in hell are you doing here? And where is May?" Jimmy's look of consternation made the Professor uneasy. Jimmy pulled the front door fully open but blocked the Professor's way.
The Professor recognised that Jimmy's role in May's life was changing. For the better he hoped.
"I'm here to see May?"
"But she's gone. She's on her way to see you?"
"Did she make an appointment?"
"No! You rang her and told her to meet you at your office."
The Professor was shaking his head. "No. No I didn't. My office is closed. It's being decorated."
Without saying another word, the two men raced for the Professor's car and climbed into the back of the chauffeur driven limo.
"The office, Cedric and don't spare the horses."
The Professor's driver gunned the V8 engine of the black 1955 Bentley S1 and the car shot down the drive at an impressive speed for a classic vintage model.
"Nice ride," Jimmy said puffing from the short run.
Professor Samuels smiled, but inwardly he was overly concerned for May's safety, for he knew who had telephoned May, posing as himself. He was genuinely concerned that May could be in mortal danger.

      [image: image-placeholder]May opened the front office door, which led to a stark reception area. Grey, paint splattered sheets were everywhere, and the smell of new paint pervaded the room.
"Professor? Professor Samuels." May called out but could hear nothing in return. "Something's not right here," May whispered to herself in a singsong voice, trying to lift her spirits.
May peeked over the reception desk and saw all the paraphernalia of a busy office was gone, stored away somewhere.
Why would he call and tell me to meet him in this place?
May hadn't a clue, so she did the same thing anyone would have done, she opened the door leading into the office proper and investigated further.
The door led to a small passage with a set of stairs leading upwards at the end. There was one door off to the left, which turned out led to the John.
May walked up the slightly creaky and creepy stairs and was reminded of an old horror movie involving a vintage vampire, Nosferatu, as he slowly climbed the stairs that led to his victim, his long shadow seeming casting a spell on anyone watching the movie.
May reached the top of the stairs and the atmosphere had become gloomier.
"Professor," she called out as goose bumps developed across her neck. She knew there would be no answer from him because he wasn't here. He was somewhere else, and May was walking into a trap, with something waiting for her in the Professor's office. This she knew for certain.

      [image: image-placeholder]"What's going on? Hello?" Dan had come down the stairs from his room, where he'd been taking a nap, to find the front door open and no one around? In his already fragile mental state, Dan didn't need a mystery as well to make him feel better.
"Anyone here?" Dan shouted at the house. The house said nothing back to him.

      [image: image-placeholder]Detective Singh sat in the car looking at his partner, Detective Donahue. He calmly watched the blood trickling down from the head wound he had inflicted on Donahue moments before. He marvelled that blood from a bullet in the head could congeal so quickly. Well, it had been twenty minutes at least since he had shot his partner. Now it was his turn. The voice would not have it any other way, he had to comply. The last thing the person that was Detective Singh heard was the click of the hammer striking the cartridge case. The next thing he would hear would be a few minutes later and that would be the voice of the sexy blonde female punk… and he was so prepared to die for her.

      [image: image-placeholder]May took a deep breath and put her right foot on the top step of what she now thought of as the stairway to hell. She trod on a jet-black cat's tail and the creature screeched and ran down the stairs. May had to grab the walls to steady herself.
"Bloody animal," May hissed and took a deep breath, striding purposefully down the narrow corridor to the Professor's office. On the door, in scrolling, ethereal text, it said:
Professor A. J. Samuels
Psychic & Paranormal Research
But as she looked, the letters transformed themselves to something else:
The Sexy Blond Punk-Chick
Paranormal and Psychic Manipulation
"Screw with me & I'll screw your mind”
"Have a Nice Day”

      [image: image-placeholder]Cedric was a skilled driver, but even he couldn't ignore red lights and the journey from May's house to downtown LA seemed interminable to Jimmy and the Professor.
As the lights changed to green Cedric gunned the engine again then suddenly, he braked, hard.
"Professor, is that what I think it is?"
Samuels looked and Jimmy let out an involuntary expletive.
"That's an Elephant, isn't it?" Cedric was no fool, but this had him a little stymied.
"No, Cedric. Drive on, it's not there. She's using delaying tactics. Please drive on and I will try to counter her."
"Who the hell are you talking about?" Jimmy shouted over the roar of the Elephant as Cedric drove the car forward at high speed. The vehicle simply carried on as it hit the Elephant.
"As I said, dear boy, nothing there," the Professor muttered, a degree of discomfort in his voice.
Jimmy was feeling very frustrated at the Professor's inability to answer his urgent questions, but the next thing he saw made him shut up and let the Professor get on with whatever he was doing.
A T-Rex had just walked around the side of a large Taco-Bell and was eyeing up the customers, deciding between fajitas or a human for its evening meal.
"Good god," Jimmy blurted out.
"Same thing, Cedric, not much longer, I'm getting her measure."
As the Professor spoke, the T-Rex vanished, and Cedric had a clear road ahead.
"Professor, I…"
Professor Samuels held up a hand in a call for silence and Jimmy complied.
The rest of the journey was uneventful.

      [image: image-placeholder]As creepy horror films go, May had never seen one that made her scared or hide behind the couch. That had only ever happened to her once, and that was when she saw the film Alien on DVD. That movie really lit her fire. And now she had the awful feeling she was in her own version of the scariest film ever. No aliens this time (she hoped) but something very sinister was playing with her mind and that of her friends. She knew there was something behind the door, something so scary she would probably faint when she saw it. But she stayed true to herself and held her course. Finally, she stood before the door leading into the Professor's office. May took a deep breath and made to knock when a clearly pleasant female voice rang out.
"No need to knock, babe, just come on in and set for a while."
May was nonplussed. The voice reminded her of her friend Julie, sexy and dark. A pang of pain concentrated May's thoughts, but she couldn't help shuddering as she felt a shiver go down her spine. She gritted her teeth and opened the office door and entered.
"Hi babe!"
Sitting at an antique desk was a punk-rock chick who oozed sex appeal. Her shock of short, cropped peroxide blond hair with pink highlights belied the darkly malevolent twinkling eyes. 
I remember you, blonde-from-a-bottle… at the airport!
"Hey, bitch! This is natural. I'm a real Blondie," she exclaimed, putting May off her stride. "Never mind that, Hun. Come in and sit, your Professor has kindly provided you with a nice comfortable leather chair, so why not take the weight off?"
May shut the office door behind her and walked to the chair and as she gripped the top of the tall-backed chair with her left hand, the punk's eyes suddenly lit up.
"See something you like?" May said, sitting down and casting a quick glance to the wooden ring on her left middle finger.
"Could be, babe, could be."
"So, what brings me here? You sure sounded like the Professor on the phone, and right now I would swear you're using my friend…" May paused at the bitter thought of poor Julie and Jack, "…Julie's voice to make me feel more comfortable in your presence." May was gritting her teeth by the time she had stopped speaking.
I'm sat with Julie's killer!
"Not me, babe. Not responsible. But you're not slow, are you May Brubaker?"
"No flies on me, Ms…?"
"Oh, ain't the Prof told you? Okay, I'll introduce myself. My name is Polydorus, but you can call me Polly if you want, all my friends do." Polydorus stood and held out her right hand.
May reflexively put her hand forward, but suddenly felt sick as her hand almost touched Polydorus' hand. May snatched her hand back quickly.
"Now that wasn't very nice, was it?" Polydorus said.
"No, it wasn't, but then again I think we should keep this to a matter-of-fact business meeting. Friends don't invade their friend's home, murdering people and writing on their walls in blood, do they? Not to mention the other times." May sat back, forcing herself to relax, holding her hands clasped tightly on her lap.
A dark look passed over Polydorus' face. "Other times?"
"Yes! I've lost track it's bee…"
"No matter," Polydorus said, holding up a ring encrusted hand. "I suppose that was a bit melodramatic, but I was in a funny mood then. I'm a lot happier now I've met you. You seem a nice girl and I would hate for our friendship to be ruined before it even got off the ground. What do you say? Want to be friends?"
"Depends on the cost. What exactly do you want from me? You've tried intimidating me, but with the Professor's help I can see a lot clearer now. I know you are not who you seem to be."
Polydorus' face darkened once more, and the beginnings of a scowl flickered across her face. "You don't seem to understand, Ms. Brubaker. Unlike the Professor, I don't need to be pleasant; I can just take what I want."
"Try it," May said, challenging Polydorus' assertion.
Polydorus said nothing, but the scowl turned to a look of hatred, pure and evil in its intent. Her dark eyes flashed in anger.

      [image: image-placeholder]"We're here," the Professor said, his eyes closed tight and his voice weak from the strain of the journey. But quickly he snapped out of his self-induced trance like state and looked around. "She's using my office," he said with a hint of wonder in his voice.
"Who is she? You mean May?"
Professor Samuels looked at Jimmy and shook his head. "No, I mean the being that May is with, in my office. May has been lured by this being pretending to be me. She goes by the name of Polydorus. But she's neither Greek nor indeed human."
"Professor, you're beginning to give me the creeps! Not human? How is that so?"
The Professor sighed as Cedric brought the car to a halt outside of his office block.
"Polydorus is a Demon-witch. Not just any demon, she's an immensely powerful female demon late of Mesopotamia, called a Fury, possibly the Queen of the Furies called Arndabon. She's a destroyer, full of hate for humanity and our achievements. Her sole purpose is to destroy humanity in any way she can. She uses emotion in her victims, employing a range of devices such as fear, pain, sex and abject terror to illicit an emotional response that she then applies to her ultimate victim."
"She's the one who killed Julie?" Jimmy's question made the Professor smile.
"I suspect so, and I fear others may have met the same fate."
Cedric turned toward his employer.
"Would you like your kit, sir?"
"Yes Cedric, I fear it may come to that."
Cedric got out of the vehicle and walked to the trunk. He opened it and Jimmy could hear him moving things around in the trunk. Then the trunk was shut with a smooth clunk and Cedric opened the rear passenger door.
"Sir, your kit," Cedric said, handing the Professor a large, light green, canvas bag. Cedric shut the door and got back into the driver's seat.
Professor Samuels opened the bag and rummaged through it.
"Silver bullets, where are you?" he said, absently. "Ahh, there you are." The Professor pulled out a box of bullets, marked 'silver' in felt pen. This was followed by the biggest handgun Jimmy had ever seen.
"Smith & Wesson Model 500," Professor Samuels said, as he placed the gun on the car seat between himself and Jimmy. "It's the king of hand guns, takes a .50 calibre round." He picked up the box of shells and opened it. Inside Jimmy could see the bullets were dum-dums, designed to create the maximum damage.
"And those are…"
"Yes, silver bullets, especially made for me. Luckily, I've not used them very often. Though when the situation has called for it, they have never failed, great for despatching a demon."
"I thought silver bullets were for killing werewolves?"
The Professor stopped loading his handgun and looked with incredulity at Jimmy. "Jimmy, my dear boy, everyone knows there are no such things as werewolves. Now, let's go bag ourselves a demon."

      [image: image-placeholder]May Brubaker was eyeing Polydorus with deep suspicion. She knew what sat before her looked human, but it wasn't. How she knew this she had no idea, but she believed it, nonetheless.
Hate filled, yet full of desire for humans… desire to hurt, maim, kill and… lust? How sick is that?
Polydorus suddenly broke into a smile. "No need for name calling, doll. I don't want any harm to come to you."
"You only kill those around the person you actually want to kill, is that it?" Anger was welling up inside and May was finding it hard not to lash out at this seemingly defenceless woman.
Polydorus shrugged. "I have never killed anyone in my entire life... but then, I'm not really alive the way humans are."
"No, you get others to do your dirty work."
Polydorus' scowl returned. "I'm hurt, May. I do my fair share. But I'm tiring of this interminable conversation. What say you give me what is mine and you can then go on your way?"
Suddenly, May felt a warm feeling in the pit of her stomach. "Jimmy," she blurted out, before she could stop herself.
"Ah yes, the faithful friend always at your side when you need him. Has he told you yet that he loves you? Has he told you he wants you more than anything? No? I thought not. Maybe he's having second thoughts on getting hitched to a pernickety little tart like you."
May was shocked by Polydorus' revelation, but deep down she knew it to be true. But where did that leave her relationship with Dan?
"Never mind Dan," Polydorus shouted with glee, "he's not your problem anymore, Dan is mine." As she cackled with delight, Not giving May a chance to respond, Polydorus quickly stood and leaned toward May, bearing her glistening white teeth at her. "Give me what I want, or I'll tear your windpipe out with my teeth."
May cringed and settled back further into her chair as she saw Polydorus' fingers on the desktop turn to claws her teeth suddenly becoming fangs and her eyes turning a hideous and sickly green. In moments, the apparition was gone. "No time to tally here. Give me what is mine," Polydorus said, with sinister intent. "Now!" She screamed at May in a dark, powerful voice.
Some instinct in May made her cover the wooden ring on her left hand with her right and concentrate deeply on it. Polydorus saw this and pulled back, with a yelp.
May grinned. "You want this, don't you?" She said, pulling off the wooden ring and holding it up.
Polydorus looked shocked, but her face soon changed, a look of pure desire briefly showing. Spittle flecked her luscious red lips, turning to dribble salivating from her mouth.
May stood up and felt as though she was towering over Polydorus.
"What is it that's so special about this wooden ring?"
"Give it to me now or your Mother dies!"
Polydorus leaned forward once more, reaching out to touch the ring. Without thinking, May snatched it away, slipping it onto her right ring finger. As she did so, she realised what it was Polydorus had said about her Mother. "Leave my mother out…" she began to say, just as the world suddenly turned white and May found herself being thrown powerfully backwards.

      [image: image-placeholder]Jimmy and the Professor were out of the car when the Professor suddenly lurched and slid down against the side of the Bentley.
"Professor, what's…?"
"Jimmy!" Professor Samuels gasped. "May has the Descaulus. She's going to use it."
As the words left his lips, the upper floor of the small office block erupted with a violent roar and an intense white light flashed from all the windows for a few seconds before everything turned back to normal.
A faint screaming could be heard from the Professor's office, slowly dissipating.
"That's Arndabon. She's failed to get the ring, the Descalus. May's defeated her." There was wonder in the Professor's voice but mixed with concern.
"So, we've won? Is that what you're saying? May's defeated the demon?"
"May's stopped the demon, for now, that is until it regains strength."
"Let's go get May and celebrate, then."
As Jimmy made to pull the Professor up, the Professor grabbed Jimmy's arm and held on tight.
"You don't understand. May had no real understanding of what she was facing. Without knowing what she was doing, she used the ring. It defeated the demon, for now. But there was a price to pay. The ring, the Descaulus, exacts a high price from its owner. The ring will have consumed May's life force in payment for defeating the demon. I can't feel her life-force anymore… May is almost certainly dead.“







  
  May out West


May came round in a state of utter confusion. She was looking into a clear blue sky, lying on her back, surrounded by a carpet of green. The tall grass was waving slightly in a warm breeze and as May sat up, she could barely see over the top of the lush grass. 
How the hell did I get here?
May tried to stand but felt slightly queasy, so she sat for a while to catch her breath and settle her stomach. The warm air ruffled May's short hair, and she wondered what exactly had happened to the office and to Polydorus. Last thing she remembered was putting the wooden ring on her right ring finger. May looked down and received a shock. The wooden ring was gone and in its place was a ring of shining white metal. She assumed it was silver or white gold, maybe even platinum. But whatever it was, it was certainly not the wooden ring left to her by Gary Mitchell. It was then that May remembered what Polydorus had said about her Mother and panic hit her hard until a sudden calmness enveloped her. 
My mom is made of sterner stuff. She won't be put off by all this and maybe, just maybe, Polydorus has bitten off more than she can chew.
Thinking of Gary usually gave May a downer for quite a while, but this time, she felt quite upbeat, as if everything was fine and Gary hadn't actually died. She smiled to herself and tried once more to get up. As she stood, her aching body protested. All her joints and muscles told her she had run a marathon. At least that's what it felt like. May stretched and looked about her, trying to gauge where she was. As far as the eye could see, May could not see any break in the sea of grass. She turned, full circle, slowly, and there was nothing to see but green. May stooped to look at the grass and concluded that it was most like young wheat. Seed heads were developing and if it wasn't wheat, it was something similar. She realised that if this was wheat, then by the size of the area she was looking at, she must be in Iowa or some similar state that produces vast amounts of the grain.
"How in the hell did I get here?" She asked herself again, but out loud just so she could hear a voice. The lack of sound for a city girl was disquieting. 
Wherever here was, she would have to hike to the nearest town, wherever that was. Shading her eyes, she glanced up toward the sun and deduced it was about noon. 
Which way is the nearest town? 
She realised it was a stupid question, but one she had to ask herself. There was no answer, so choose a direction at random.
Let's hope there's no farmer out with his shotgun, looking for trespassers to shoot.
May set off and whistled, trying to keep her spirits up.
It wasn't long before May realised the going was quite easy, easier than it should have been in a ploughed field. May knelt and looked at the soil. She couldn't detect any furrows at all. Even she, as a dedicated city girl, realised there should be furrows. Wheat doesn't grow itself; it needs to be planted. As she stood up, May detected a faint noise, far off in the distance. She could also hear a tremor in the ground, very faint. It was too far to hear properly, but May thought it sounded like an old-fashioned steam train. The sound grew stronger, then faded as the breeze moved around her. But the tremor in the soil was growing stronger all the time. Suddenly, May had an idea and dropped to the ground, parted the wheat stalks and pressed her ear to the earth. Although she had never done this before, she believed she knew what the sound was. She felt the sound.
Horses?
May got up and looked around. Far off near the rise of a small hill, she thought she could see a dusty haze, which seemed to shimmer from the heat. 
The sound grew louder, and the earth was rumbling loudly.
Earthquake?
May was perplexed until a sudden movement caught her eye. Over the brow came a large, dark, flowing mass. It seemed to be a dark mass of fast-moving water, and May initially thought of a flash flood. That was until she saw the mass moving towards her and she finally realised what it was, but couldn't believe her own eyes. 
Buffalo!
Hundreds, thousands of buffalo were racing across the plain and they were coming toward her. May realised she had nowhere to run to escape the herd. There was no cover and certainly no trees to climb. As she walked backwards, she noticed the buffalo were veering left and right, away from smaller figures on the outside of the herd. As the astounding sight came closer, May could make out the smaller figures were men on horseback. May's mouth was open already when the penny finally dropped. It was a stampede of buffalo, unheard of in such numbers since the early 19th century. To make matters worse for her already stretched imagination, she now realised that the men on horses were North American Indians. And these warriors on horseback were hunting the buffalo with bows and arrows.
This is crazy!
May turned swiftly and ran, looking back as she did so, trying to gauge where the herd was headed and making sure she was going in the opposite direction. But she soon realised it was a waste of time and effort. The herd was so large and she was so close to it; she realised there was no hiding place. Within minutes, she would be trampled to death.
May stopped running and stood and faced the herd. She slowed her breathing and stood fast, calmly analysing the situation.
The herd closed in on her position and May calculated she had minutes before the massive beasts were upon her.
As she calmly watched and waited, May felt her sense of urgency leaving her and suddenly, all she could think of was her ring. The ring throbbed.
The herd was now a couple of minutes away and the lead animals were wildly running as fast as they could to avoid the stinging, deadly arrows.
May took a deep breath and closed her eyes. The ring throbbed and a powerful surge of energy seemed to course through her body. A white glare enveloped May just as the lead animals were upon her. May let out a small cry as the Herd flashed past her.
May opened her eyes and realised she was inside an energy bubble and the animals were steering a course around her as if she was a large boulder to avoid at all costs.
The herd flowed past May for what seemed like hours, but was less than thirty minutes. As the last animals ran around her bubble, it dissipated and May was left gasping for air and shuddering with fear.
As the dust settled, May could see dead buffalo littered the plain. Already there were women and men jumping off horses to claim their prizes and to carve up the carcasses.
May watched, fascinated. She realised this was not a historical re-enactment. In her time, there were fewer buffalo alive than had been in the herd she had just witnessed. And these were plains Indians, not the Indians of her time who were restricted to scraping a living together from government handouts.
"Wiya?"
The voice came from behind May and she turned to see a male warrior on horseback staring at her.
"Hi," she blurted, "I'm a little lost. Any idea which way to Los Angeles?"
May smiled demurely, and the warrior ignored her, looking around, trying to find someone else. He spied who he was looking for and called out to him to come over.
The second warrior rode over and reared his horse in front of May, splattering her with dust and crud left behind by the herd.
"Hey, watch it, man."
"Wiya?" the first warrior said to the second, pointing at May. The second warrior looked at May, sneered, and then laughed. "Wiya," he said with a nod, still chuckling to himself.
"Hey, don't you have manners around here?"
The second warrior's smile faded and suddenly his bow was in his hands with an arrow pointed at May's chest.
May's reflex was natural, and she pulled her hands to cover her face and forearms to shield her heart. The blinding light that followed knocked May backwards violently.
The two Sioux warriors' horses shied away, and when they had brought them under control, they realised the woman had vanished.







  
  May, Missing, Presumed Dead


"She can't be dead, Professor. Believe me, I would know if May was dead." 
Jimmy and the Professor were in the Professor's office where May had just confronted Polydorus. Only minutes had passed since the blinding white light.
"I too would know and I'm telling you, she is no longer with us. She's gone."
The blinding light suddenly returned, and Jimmy and the Professor shielded their eyes, the Professor crying out involuntarily.
The light disappeared as quickly as it came.
Jimmy turned and saw May lying on the floor and shouted out in utter disbelief, "May!"
May Brubaker lay on her back, gasping for breath and moaning softly. She turned on her side and pushed herself up from the floor with her left arm.
"Lord almighty, who hit me?"
Jimmy was down by her side in an instant, cradling her on his lap. "Where did you go to?"
"Hey, Jimmy. You're a sight for sore eyes, man."
May struggled to get to her feet and Jimmy helped, giving her a big hug once they were standing together. He kissed May's forehead and then suddenly pulled away, embarrassed. The two stood looking at each other and Jimmy felt himself blushing. May smiled and mouthed 'later' to him. Jimmy smiled and was happy at the thought there would be a later, minutes earlier he never thought he would see her again.
"Ms. Brubaker, you are a wonder, to be sure."
May turned to look at the Professor. 
"Thank you, Professor. I'm glad to see you too. I could sure do with a nice cup of Mrs. Mountford's tea. But first things first, I have to call my Mom."
May pulled her phone out and dialled. As she waited, she stared out of the window at the view of downtown Los Angeles. 
Nothing would be the same, not now I've found this power. 
A familiar voice came on the phone. "Hi sweetie, you woke me up."
"Mom, you okay?"
May's mother sounded tired. "Yeah, been doing too much. Maybe I should retire."
"Yeah, I keep telling you to take it easy."
"I know, sweetie, I'll remember. Anything important you want me for?"
"Just to tell you Dan arrived, okay?"
"Oh, good, glad everything's fine."
"Yeah, talk soon, mom. Bye."
May flicked the phone shut and put it back in her pocket.
"That was Polydorus. She has my Mother."

      [image: image-placeholder]Tea and biscuits. How very British, May thought. Though she had never visited Britain, May had always been a bit of an anglophile and had desperately wanted to have tea at the Savoy. She may never realise her dream, but Mrs. Mountford's tea was, she was sure, going to be the best tea she would ever taste.
"Thank you, Mrs. Mountford. This has to be the best tea ever."
"Thank you, my dear," Mrs. Mountford said, as she glared at Professor Samuels. "This one never compliments me, the old fossil."
Mrs. Mountford grumped her way out of the Professor's study and May smiled at her as she left.
"I needed this," May said, sipping her tea. "I needed the sugar from the biscuit, too. I feel as though I've been through the wringer."
Professor Samuels was watching May over the lip of his cup as he sipped on his own cup of tea. Jimmy, meanwhile, was eyeing the Professor in much the same way.
"So, how come you were wrong, Professor?" Jimmy said, putting his delicate teacup onto the equally delicate saucer.
"That's a good question, Jimmy."
"What are you two on about?"
"The Professor here thought you were dead."
"What I said was, Jimmy, she is no longer with us. And she wasn't. Were you May? You were somewhere else, somewhere else in time. Am I correct?"
May looked shocked, but her expression also gave away her innermost thoughts on the matter. "You're right," she said. "Come to think about it, that makes sense. I believe I was out west at around the time settlers were moving across the great plains. That explains why the Indians, the Sioux, I think, didn't know who or what I was."
"Sioux!" Jimmy exclaimed.
"Yes, Sioux warriors. I spoke to them. They kept saying 'wee-un' or something like that."
"Wee-yahn," the Professor said. "means women. With your hairstyle and clothing, they were unsure if you were a woman."
May looked indignant, but let it pass and quickly outlined what had transpired with Polydorus and the consequences of her encounter. How the wooden ring had become a heavy, light coloured metal ring and how it had throbbed on her finger during her time travelling experience.
"All this gets more and more bizarre by the day," Jimmy said.
"I suppose, to the uninitiated, it must seem somewhat odd," Professor Samuels said, while sipping more tea. "If you have been initiated into the parapsychology world, then it's pretty easy for people like myself to take a lot of this in my stride."
"I'm a country boy, Professor. None of this is easy for me to take in."
May leaned forward in her seat and patted Jimmy's knee. "The Professor has shown me a lot since we last met here, in what seems like years ago."
"I know what you're saying, but I'm not the chosen one, am I?" There was a bittersweet quality to Jimmy's statement, as though he wished he had been the chosen one, at least, chosen by May.
"People like me and Dan can't..."
"Dan!" May shouted. "Shit! I had forgotten about Dan. Polydorus made a threat against him."
May leapt to her feet and raced for the door, quickly followed by Jimmy and Samuels.
Cedric was outside, washing the Bentley as the trio exited the building. 
"Cedric, we need to get to Ms. Brubaker's house quickly. Get the other car ready.”
"Sir," Cedric said and ran toward the large garage at the side of the Professor's house. 
Within seconds there was the rumble of a powerful engine jumping to life, followed by a squeal of tyres. 
A large, black Porsche Cayenne Turbo S roared out of the garage and slewed to a halt next to the Professor.
"Hey, you've got your own Batmobile, Prof?" Jimmy said with obvious envy.
"I do indeed. You must be prepared for anything in my job, Jimmy."
The trio jumped into the vehicle and Cedric took off like a bat out of hell, certainly not paying attention to any speed limits.
"Our Sat nav system has a radar detector installed and some brilliant software that allows Cedric plenty of time to avoid the plods."
"Plods?" Jimmy asked.
"British colloquialism for police."
"I like that. Plods, got a good feel to it."
May was quiet throughout the journey, her concern for Dan growing as they neared her home.
She felt a hand on her knee and looked up to see Jimmy smiling. The smile said, don't worry, but May could see his eyes held the same concern she had. But May's concern was not just for Dan, her Mother figured more prominently. May needed time, though, to gather her strength before she could face Polydorus again.

      [image: image-placeholder]The Porsche came to a halt with a squeal on the tarmac outside May's house. The trio exited at speed and left the vehicle running.
As they approached the front door, May could see the door was already open. As she rushed into the hallway, a shot and then another rang out. May and the Professor ducked behind a heavy table, Jimmy flattening himself into an alcove.
Two more shots rang out, and then there was silence.
After a few minutes, the Professor's head appeared above the heavy table in May's hallway.
"I do believe it may be okay to come out. Cedric, are you there?"
Cedric appeared from the kitchen, pulling two inert forms by their collars into the hallway.
May and Jimmy came out from their hiding places.
"Where the hell did you come from, dude?"
"Cedric is ex SAS. He's lived most of his adult life in the shadows, appearing briefly, when the country needed him, doing his job and then disappearing back into the shadows. Cedric is a very handy ally and a good friend."
May could see from Jimmy's smile that he was impressed. "Who are these jokers and what are they doing in my house?"
The Professor knelt beside the inert forms and looked up at May. 
"Detectives Donahue and Singh,” May said with a shudder.
"Both dead with bullet shot wounds to the head," the Professor murmured, turning to examine the lifeless forms.
"Old wounds, sir," Cedric said. "Not of my doing. These two gentlemen have been dead for some time. They were both animate before I incapacitated them." Cedric said this in such a way as if he rendered zombies unconscious on a regular basis.
"Undead, then, Cedric?"
"Indeed, sir, both. However, you will notice bruising to their necks, a heavy enough blow to disorientate but not to kill."
"Not to kill," Jimmy said. "How do you kill someone who's dead already?"
"Same way you would with a normal human," Samuels explained. "Undead means they have come back from the dead. They have been regenerated. The only difference is their will has gone. They are now under the influence of a higher force. But they can still be incapacitated or killed."
"Dan," May said. "We must find Dan."
Instinct led May to race up the stairs and into the guest bedroom Dan had occupied since his arrival. The room was much the same as the last time she had seen it. Dan's stuff and clothes were on the bedside table and on the bed itself. The only difference was the writing on the wall.
MAY! POLYDORUS WANTS THE RING OR SHE WILL KILL ME






  
  Who Is Polydorus?


May's den had been completely cleaned and re-decorated. All the new furniture gave it the look of a show-house, but May knew what had happened here and sat down on the new couch with a shudder. 
Jimmy watched May as she sat and knew she was hurting. All he wanted to do was to hold her and make everything better, but didn't know the best way to approach her. This was not the time and place for his own emotions. Here and now, they had to work out a plan of action to combat Polydorus.
"Who is Polydorus?" May asked the Professor. 
"She isn't human, that's for sure."
May nodded at the Professor's statement. "I gathered that. I expected some awful demon to be sat at your desk before I opened the door. It was as if I could see the creature through the door, but in only a hazy sort of way."
"Indeed, Ms. Brubaker that is exactly what you were seeing. Arndabon is her name, and she is a Fury, the nemesis of humanity. Her sole desire is to destroy humanity. Though she also seems to have another purpose."
"Okay," Jimmy said, holding his hands up. "Demons? Really?"
"Yes, really, Jimmy, demons and lots of them."
"Next, you'll be telling me about hobgoblins and vampires."
The Professor rolled his eyes. "Really, Jimmy. Now you're being silly. Hobgoblins fine, they are a sort of demon. But vampires? No such thing."
"Glad to hear it," Jimmy sighed.
"Although there are demons that do like human blood and will partake of a sip or two if the opportunity arises.”
Jimmy looked at the Professor in wide-eyed amazement. "You know all about this stuff, don't you?"
"Yes, it's been my life's work, really."
May raised an eyebrow. "What exactly do you do, Professor? You have a lot of high-tech gadgetry and a real focus on your subject, but why? We plucked your name out of a phone book at random."
"There is nothing in this life that is truly random, Ms. Brubaker. You were led to my name for a reason." The Professor held a hand up as May began to say something. "Please, let me finish. Perhaps it's time for me to tell you my story, my real story."
The Professor explained that as a young man, growing up in England in the 1960s was a hedonistic affair as he came from a wealthy family, his father being a peer of the realm, Lord Avoncroft of Bletchley. His family wanted him to make something of his life and despatched him to Egypt, where his paternal grandfather was on a dig at the Pharaoh Ahmteknumar's newly discovered tomb. Samuels' story enthralled both May and Jimmy, and when he finished, he held up his right hand.
“I never again saw the young woman that saved me, after the demon burned, all that remained was the hilt of the knife and a permanent scar on my right-hand palm.”
Samuels opened his right hand to show May and Jimmy. Neatly burned into his right palm was the shape of a pentacle.
"The blade was silver, and the hilt was some exotic metal inlaid with jewels on a bone exterior. I've had the hilt tested, but no one can tell me what the metal is or what the jewels are. Personally, I don't think it's of this earth."
Samuels sat back, looking tired.
"So, what happened then? How come none of this is known about today?" Jimmy said, asking the obvious questions.
"Well, let me just say that back in 1963, there was little in the way of communication between Cairo and the location of the dig we were on. All the people involved were killed, except me, and I presume my young saviour. I was left alone and had to make my way back to civilisation. I was aided in this by a chance meeting with Cedric, who was a mercenary during the civil war in Yemen. Without Cedric's help, I would have died in the desert. Together, we made our way back to Britain. On my return to the family seat, I discovered my father had died, and that I was the new Lord Avoncroft."
Jimmy looked impressed, a beaming smile on his face. "A real live Lord. Wow!"
"Not something I flout, unless it gets me what I need in a pinch. Cedric and I joined forces and with my family fortune, we set out to discover as much about the paranormal and therefore demons as we could. Cedric, being an ex-SAS soldier, was sceptical, but a few more adventures soon opened his eyes, and my own."
"So, you're a sort of Buffy, but without the cute a...”
"Jimmy!" May said sharply, but with a broad grin on her face.
"The American TV show? I haven't watched it myself, more Cedric's cup of tea, I suppose. But I see where you're coming from. I would see myself more in the role of mentor, though."
Jimmy looked at the Professor and leaned forward. “You say this happened in the 1960s?”
“That’s correct.”
“Then how old are you?”
“Jimmy,” May shouted.
“No, Ms. Brubaker. It’s a very valid point. I’m eighty years old and Cedric is a spring chicken. He’s seventy-eight.”
“No way,” Jimmy said with a broad smile.
The professor nodded. “We were once on an adventure in the Philippines and were both subject to a curse. The curse said we would live forever. Maybe that curse had some truth to it.”
“I don’t believe it,” Jimmy said.
“Nor did we, Jimmy. Nor did we.”
Nobody spoke after that and Jimmy noticed the Professor was looking at May curiously, until May suddenly realised he was talking to her, mentally. Relaying information that he felt she would need in the coming weeks.
Jimmy could see there was an exchange between the two and watched quietly, not daring to interrupt.

      [image: image-placeholder]That night, after Cedric had dropped the Professor at home, he took the two sedated undead police officers, manacled with their own handcuffs, and got them into their precinct building unseen. He left them to be discovered by their colleagues.
Driving back to the mansion, Cedric felt someone, or maybe something, following him. He took slow and deliberate evasive action, yet the presence was still there. He saw a shadowy vehicle behind, but it was unlike any tail he had ever experienced. What it felt like was a creeping fear, a panic inducing desire to scream and hide. Cedric Abuthnott was made of sterner stuff than the average man. At his age and with his experience in the military and at the Professor's side, he knew how to suck up the fear and think in a cool and logical manner. 
He wasn't in the Bentley, rather the tired old BMW he used when going undercover. It was the sort of vehicle that didn't attract too much attention from anyone, including the law.
Cedric spent the next hour driving around the city, out to the suburbs and back again, not heading anywhere in particular. But still the tail persisted. He couldn't quite work out what the vehicle was that was following him, but he knew it was there and knew that he needed to lose them.






  
  Red Sky


The morning dawned red. May looked out of her bedroom window and watched the sun's rays light up the few scattered clouds with a red tinge. 
"Red sky at night, shepherd's delight. Red sky in the morning, shepherd's warning," she murmured to herself. "I think warning is correct. Polydorus is back and on the warpath."
The buzz from May's cell made her jump. She retrieved it from her bedside table and flipped it open.
"Professor, how are you this morning?"
"Not good, Ms. Brubaker, not good. Cedric is missing. He didn't return from his little errand last night. I believe we have another showdown coming with Polydorus and that both Cedric and Dan have been taken to ensure that we comply with Polydorus' will."
May didn't reply. Then the Professor heard, indeed felt May gasp.
"Ms. Brubaker, are you there?"
"Yes," May said quietly. "I think you're right. There's more writing suddenly appeared on my bedroom wall."
"Tell me what it says?"
May read the message out.
Professor Samuels had a friend,
on an errand he did send.
He lost his way and did stray,
find him well, let us pray.
"Yes, it has all the hallmarks of Polydorus," Samuels said, sadly.
"We need to get together and define our strategy," May said. "With Cedric and Dan both held by Polydorus, and we presume my mom too, we have to be aware of all eventualities. You need to explain to me what it is exactly that I have on my finger and why it seems to have a life of its own."
"What do you mean?"
"When I was in your office with Polydorus, the ring was on my left hand. When she attacked me, to snatch the ring, I had the ring in my left hand, I was holding it up to see what was so special about it. Without thinking, I put the ring back on, but on my right hand and ended up in the old west. When I returned, I found the ring back on my left hand with no memory of putting it there. Explain that to me."
"I will. There is a lot we need to go through, and we don't need any distractions. You and I are more than a match for Polydorus. The others are all potential victims. Polydorus has tried to attack you, if not kill you, through stealthy means and she seems to be using your emotions against you. She has used and killed people and let's not forget your dog, which has created emotional turmoil in you. So far, her strategy has not worked. Now she has resorted to kidnapping. But I must warn you, Ms. Brubaker, Polydorus will kill her hostages eventually, whether she has the ring or not. Now, you have to show extraordinary courage if we are all to survive this."

      [image: image-placeholder]May came down the stairs and walked into the kitchen, half expecting to see Jimmy making breakfast. She was disappointed when she saw the kitchen was empty.
May made coffee, she felt too sick to want any breakfast, and waited for Jimmy to stir. It was as she sat staring at her drive from the den, sipping her coffee that she noticed Jimmy's pickup wasn't parked there.
May flipped her cell open and speed dialled Jimmy. As she waited, Jimmy's pickup came down the drive and came to a halt behind her Mustang.
May raced outside to meet him and as he climbed down from his vehicle. May flung herself at him.
"I thought you had been taken," she sobbed as Jimmy tried to hold her full weight without toppling over. Thankfully, his truck took the weight of them both and they settled in together as May kissed him full on the lips. May suddenly disentangled herself from Jimmy, apologised profusely and walked back into the house, ashamed of her emotional outburst. To say that she was confused would have been an understatement. 
Jimmy simply stood there, mouth open, trying to speak but with nothing forming in his mouth or his mind. It was a sweet moment that suddenly turned sour and Jimmy stalked into the house to confront May. He found her in the kitchen pouring herself another coffee.
"What the hell was all that about?" Jimmy demanded.
May looked at him and burst into tears.
Jimmy went to her and held her tightly. He couldn't be angry with her for long and could see the strain she was going through in her eyes.
"Everything is slipping away from me and I thought you had been taken as well," she mumbled through Jimmy's leather jacket.
"Come on May, I'm not going anywhere."
"You may not get any choice. Cedric didn't and I'm sure Dan didn't either."
"Cedric's gone?" Jimmy said, pulling away from May, "When?"
"Last night," she said, wiping tears from her eyes. "Looks like Polydorus is stepping up the ante. She wants this badly," she said, holding up her hand, showing Jimmy the wooden ring.
"So, what's so important about a wooden ring?"
May slipped out of Jimmy's arms and walked to the kitchen bar and took a stool. "It's powerful; I can feel it even now. Here, in this reality, it's simply a ring made from wood. Over there, it's something else?"
"Over where?" Jimmy asked, pouring himself a coffee.
May sighed. "It's hard to explain. I understand it at a gut level, but not in a knowledge level," she said, tapping her head, to emphasise the point. "Here," she said pointing to Jimmy "is where we belong. Where we're from and where we live and where we die. Over there is a part of reality, a part of this reality, but it's in the same place and to one side." 
May saw the look of confusion on Jimmy's face.
"Think of a can of paint, sat on a shelf at eye-level," May said.
"Okay, got that."
"Now picture another can of paint in the same place, but slightly to one side."
"Yep, got that too."
"You can't completely see the second can of paint as the first is in the way, covering it so to speak."
"Okay."
"Now, think of the second can of paint as being invisible, but still there."
"Okay, I can see where you're going. The second can of paint is out of sync with the first, sort of phased out. It's there but we can't see it."
"Exactly, it's a short hop between the two realities if you know how to do it. The ring, in this reality, allows me to travel to the other reality if I put it on my right-hand ring finger and then somehow think about what I want. Otherwise, it's pretty much inert. In the other reality, however, it's immensely powerful and the holder of the ring can be all powerful. That's what Polydorus wants, that's why she's holding Dan, Cedric and probably my mom, to ransom, their lives for the ring."
"Your mom?” Jimmy was a little shocked, May had never really spoken about her parents before. 
Why would she, I'm the hired help.
"So, give her the damn ring. What does it matter to us? She'll be in her reality and we'll be in ours. It's no concern to us if she lays waste to an entire reality."
May looked at Jimmy aghast. She had never heard him be so cynical about anything. May frowned.
"But that's what she will do, lay waste to the other reality. She's a destroyer, a powerful demon. Then she'll find a way to lay waste to this reality. Where she comes from, she has been created, born, whatever, to lay waste to realities created by some other all-powerful being. It's a game to them, in a way. They can create our worlds and then destroy them at a whim. We have to stop it and stop it now."
Jimmy sipped his coffee and spluttered in his cup. His eyes blinked rapidly. He suddenly guffawed into his coffee cup and then laughed out loud.
"What's wrong, Jimmy?"
Jimmy coughed convulsively and his head flickered. Suddenly, Jimmy was Polydorus and May backed away from the impossibly blonde rock-chick.
"Son of a bitch," May shouted. "I kissed you!"
"Yeah, and it was great. I always wanted to kiss a girl."
"You bitch. Where's Jimmy?"
"Safe, for now, my dear. I couldn't keep up the charade any longer. Your pathetic explanation was so funny, May. You had me in stitches. C'mon, let's have another kiss, you liked it really."
May backed away as Polydorus moved toward her. Like a snake in the grass seeking out its prey, Polydorus flicked her tongue out and licked her lips.
"No tongues, I promise."
"Back off, bitch," May shouted, holding up her left hand and waving it at Polydorus.
"Or what, May? You have no idea how to use that and as you yourself said, to poor old Jimmy, it won't work over here."
May suddenly closed her eyes and took a step backward.
"Oh, don't faint on me now, May. I wanted you to see what I was going to do to you."
Polydorus moved forward quickly and as she did, May's eyes snapped open, and she quickly slipped the wooden ring onto her right-hand ring finger.
The blinding flash was the same as before, but this time May controlled the force that came with it. Instead of being shifted in time and space involuntarily, May controlled the forces she had unleashed and suddenly she and Polydorus were surrounded by a startling white light. There was no sense of up or down, left or right, just a sense of being. May looked at Polydorus and smiled. 
"Seems to me that I got the call just in time," May said to a visibly startled Polydorus.
"Where are we? What have you done?" Polydorus screamed at May, fear showing on her face for the first time.
"Professor Samuels just made a call and passed on some useful information. Now, let's just see what it is we're dealing with."
May lifted her right hand and the metal ring glowed. May concentrated on Polydorus and swept her ring finger across Polydorus' face. The rock-chick blonde disappeared to be replaced by a writhing serpent, taller than May, with a human head and smaller writhing serpents for hair.
May tut-tutted. "No, Polydorus, even I know my Greek mythology. That's not you at all, stop being coy and come out to play."
May quickly thrust her right arm toward Polydorus and a howling wind engulfed the serpent, quickly swirling around the figure, faster and faster and then as quickly as it came it disappeared. What was left standing was unusual and repulsive. The creature was no taller than May and looked like a human skeleton but was swathed in rotting flesh. The stench was, literally, out of this world. The creature slobbered from what was left of its mouth and its whole form was shrouded in a misty green glow.
"What in God's name are you?"
"You know what I am, human," the creature said, its mouth hardly articulating the words. "I am all that is bad about your world, all that is corrupt, all that is foul and evil. Your kind has built me over the millennia. From the earliest humans there has been evil and corruption in your world and from that time, slowly but surely your race's actions have built me into what I am. Humans like Hitler, Stalin and Pol-Pot have been adding their malevolence to me for centuries and they have made me powerful. Even this form is not really what I am. You can never see me for what I am because your puny mind would never understand."
"Whatever you are, you sure as hell smell bad."
"You should know, May Brubaker. You and your kind are responsible for me. But I tire of this game now. Give me the ring and I will set your friends free. Jimmy, Dan and Cedric will go back to their lives none the wiser. Even the Professor will be left unharmed."
"Until you come to destroy our world," May said.
"True, but then, it will not be in your time. It will be in the far future."
"Not in my time or any time, if I have anything to do with it."
The creature laughed a horrible gurgling sound.
"You don't understand, May. You are here, where I wanted you. This isn't your precious Professor's doing; this is my will at work. I fooled you into bringing us to the one place where you have no control over the ring."
"But, I just..."
"Revealed who I truly am? What I truly look like? No, May, this is a silly charade."
In an instant, Polydorus was back and the bright white light was replaced by a dark cavern. 
May could hear dripping water and as she turned to take in her surroundings her eyes alighted on a wall where Jimmy, Dan and Cedric were manacled, hanging from their wrists, agony etched in their faces.
"I told you they were safe."
May whirled back to confront Polydorus.
Polydorus held up a hand and May was transfixed. She couldn't move, not even her ring finger.
"Like I said, they are safe. But I never said anything about being well or cared for. Oh no, they are in agony."
Polydorus clicked her fingers and Jimmy screamed as the manacles attached to his wrists began to glow red hot.
"No, don't do this, please. Don't hurt them."
"Okay, May." Polydorus waved her hand, and the manacles returned to normal.
"What we need to do is a bit of bartering, May. You give me the ring and I will spare them and the Professor… maybe even your mom."
Tears welled inside May's eyes and overflowed down her cheeks.
"Ah, so sad isn't it. What do you choose? Your world or your friends?"
"I can't give you the ring. I can't, please, don't make me choose."
Polydorus smiled. "Okay, I won't make you choose." As she spoke, the ring suddenly turned back to wood and fell from May's finger.
"Because I don't need to make you choose. You're in my domain and what I want here I get, no exceptions."
Polydorus picked up the ring and slipped it onto her right-hand ring finger. The glow was bright but controlled.
"Welcome back, old friend," Polydorus said to the ring and kissed it once.
"Now, I'll keep my end of the bargain." She swept her hand toward the three manacled figures, and they vanished. "Back to their old lives, none the worse for wear."
"You won't win," May muttered.
"Oh, but I think I will."
"When you send me back, I'll try and find any way I can to defeat you."
"Send you back? Whatever makes you think I would do that?"
"You said..."
"I said I would not harm your friends. I never said anything about not harming you."
Polydorus laughed once and pointed her ring hand at May. May Brubaker disappeared in a flash of red fire, her scream only lingering a short while.






  
  The Labyrinth of Polydorus


"It's a certainty that Polydorus will have killed May by now." Jimmy knew when he uttered the words they would catch in his throat. The pain at feeling her loss was so intense. 
"We know nothing," Dan said in response. He was weak from days of being chained to a wall. At least, since May had come and gone, they could now stand. Standing was good, better than dangling, but what he would have given for a chair to sit on.
"It's not too much of a leap of faith. I'm telling you, Polydorus wanted May dead, badly."
"And why do you think we're alive if May is dead?"
"I spy with my little eye, something beginning with B."
Dan and Jimmy both looked at Cedric.
"What?" they said together.
"Something I learned in the desert, a little game I used to play when I was a kid, that keeps your mind alert and helps stop you wandering and coming up with foolish notions."
"How on earth do you play I spy in a desert? There's only sand and sky and both begin with s," Dan said cynically.
"That's what keeps you alert. Looking out for the odd skink or salamander," Cedric said with a chuckle.
"Give me strength," Jimmy muttered.
"That too. Strength is something we are all going to need before Polydorus is finished with us."
"Okay, Cedric. Enlighten us. What do you think she's up to now that she has the ring? We all saw May disappear in a flash of fire and heard the scream. What do you think? Is she dead?"
Jimmy felt the others could see he was grasping at straws, but if that's all he had left, then so be it.
"I think we should wait until the Professor has worked out the whys and wherefores of the situation and has rescued us and Ms. Brubaker.
"Now I'm getting annoyed. She's dead, Cedric. We saw it ourselves."
"We saw a flash of light, fire and a scream. I can scream like a girlie if so called upon. I can make pyrotechnics just like we've just seen if you give me the correct chemicals. I can do a lot of things given time and..." Cedric grunted, and shuddered, and suddenly his arms were free. "...effort. Now, gentleman, shall we see what our host is up to?"

      [image: image-placeholder]Professor Samuels sat at his desk in his office. His arms were folded across his chest and his eyes were closed. To the untrained eye, he could have been asleep. But the untrained eye sees little and the untrained brain understands even less. The Professor was communing, or rather, trying to commune with May Brubaker. Samuels knew she was in trouble, knew she had once more confronted Polydorus. The Professor knew May had lost the encounter and was now on a different astral plane. He was using techniques learned over many years to send out a signal, hoping signal would be returned. It was like finding a needle in a haystack, but he knew he could do it, knew he could find her, and he knew she wasn't dead.
Polydorus, on the other hand, knew exactly where May was and she knew exactly where the Professor was, right in front of her, just waiting to be taken down.
Polydorus stood on the other side of the Professor's desk and smiled at the unsuspecting Englishman.
The Demon-witch would not give herself the satisfaction of playing games with him, as she had with May. The Professor was powerful and wily, Polydorus had to strike and make the blow permanent. She would not get a second chance. Yet she hesitated. She felt something akin to fear. At the back of her mind, she knew there was something she had missed. Something that was a small piece of the larger jigsaw this game with May had become. But she had to strike or leave herself open to a retaliation from the Professor.
Polydorus looked down and in her hand a long-bladed knife appeared, with wickedly jagged edges on both sides. Polydorus thought it theatrical, but then she had to have a little fun in life, even when she was trying to be stealthy.
Polydorus raised the knife with both hands so that the blade was high above her head and then swept down, aiming for the Professor's head.
The satisfying crunch of bone never came. Polydorus pulled the blade at the last instance and in a shimmer of light, she was gone.
The Professor kept on with his meditation, blissfully unaware of how close he had come to death.

      [image: image-placeholder]"See. Told you it would be easy," Cedric said, as he watched the flames getting higher and the fire catching hold of the dead bodies of Polydorus' guards. 
These undead humans knew no better than to slavishly follow Polydorus to hell and back. Polydorus had snatched their minds away, made them commit suicide or kill each other and then brought them here as a ready-made subordinate race. They were no match for Cedric's SAS imbued skills.
"Now we will have Polydorus' attention. It won't be long before she's upon us, like some vengeful God."
"Or even Goddess," a female voice said behind the trio.
All three turned as one to see Polydorus smiling at them.
"If a snake could smile, that would be the sort of smile I would expect," Dan said to his companions.
"Takes one to know one, Dan," Polydorus said, a knowing look on her face.
"What does she mean by that?" Jimmy asked, turning to Dan.
"Keep your eye on the ball, Jimmy. No distractions. Concentrate on the now." Cedric was a big man, and he was getting on in years, but his cat-like stance, ready to move in any direction, swiftly gave Jimmy cause for confidence. They were in excellent hands with Cedric.
Polydorus was an enigma to all three. Even Cedric's experience of demons, working with the Professor, would not have prepared him for what this Fury had in mind. But then a Fury could never know the human experience and the cunning born of thousands of years trying to tame an entire planet. As Polydorus was about to strike, the three men ran away in different directions.






  
  The Trials of Jude Brubaker


"Let me go," Jude pleaded with Polydorus. "Let me go to May and I'll persuade her to give you the Descalus." 
Polydorus laughed in Jude's face. She didn't say anything. She was fuming from having her attack on the Professor and Cedric's party thwarted. She had arrived in her lair, released Jude, though taking care to keep Jude's blindfold in place, and now stood in front of the woman, laughing hysterically. Unexpectedly, Polydorus ripped off Jude's blindfold and held up her right hand.
Jude gasped. Once more, her body was held rigid, including her eyes. She could only see what Polydorus wanted her to see. She found she could speak, but had very little control otherwise.
Polydorus walked a full 360 degrees around Jude. When once more she faced her, Polydorus produced her long-bladed knife and tapped Jude's chin with the point. "I've wanted to taste you ever since we first met," she said quietly. "Time's up, bitch." Polydorus sliced Jude’s chin and blood seeped from the wound. Polydorus licked her lips and bent forward, her tongue tracing across the red blood.
Anticipation was building in Jude, much like the last time, but then she had the will and power to resist. Polydorus was more powerful, and Jude knew she was losing the battle.
"I'm going to humiliate you a little first," Polydorus said from behind Jude as she slowly cut into Jude's left arm. The demon-witch walked round to face Jude. "You know what's coming, don't you?" Polydorus said in a surprisingly silky and sexy voice. Jude simply trembled, and she felt the Fury's hand stroking her auburn hair.
“Are you going to kill me?”
Polydorus ignored the question. "I can be human, you know. I have feelings, wants, and desires. Right now, I want your blood," she said in Jude's ear. Jude's body was shaking badly, and she was dribbling involuntarily from her mouth. Abject terror stalked her mind.
Polydorus stood in full view of Jude and put her knife at her throat. The Demon released Jude's right arm and watched Jude's eyes as she forced her hand onto Jude’s throat. 
Jude felt her ability to resist waver and then fly away from her. She knew the end had come.
"Now you're mine, bitch," Polydorus said quietly.
"Yes," Jude sobbed, "I am yours…"






  
  May Is Alive


I must be dead .
May Brubaker's body screamed out in pain. Everything ached, muscles, bones, joints, even the hair on her head seemed to ache. She was on her back, in the dark and had no way of knowing where she was. For all she knew she could be dead.
May sat up and groaned.
"Who's that," a voice said. It sounded like a child, a little girl maybe.
"Hello," May said, gently, not wanting to frighten the child.
"Where am I?" The child asked.
"I don't know where we are. Keep talking, I'll try and find you."
"I'm scared," the child said, the fear in her voice self-evident. "I want my Mom."
"Me too," May said, stifling a laugh. "Can you see anything?" May tried to distract the child's thoughts, to make her concentrate on her surroundings.
"I guess not, it's just black."
"Okay, I think I can see something, and your voice is closer. Keep talking. What's your name?"
"Mayweather," what's yours.
May stopped moving, stunned by the revelation that the child's name was the same as hers.
"What's your last name?"
"Brubaker, I think I can see something. Have you got a red jacket on?"
"Yes," May said quietly. She was hesitating because she sensed something odd. Not just because the child's name was the same as hers, but because there was an odd drag to her voice, as if there was an odd echo when she spoke.
"Where are you? Why have you stopped talking?"
"Sorry, Mayweather, I just stumbled on something."
"You okay? Don't hurt yourself."
"I'm fine, keep talking. Are you alone down here?"
"I hope so. But I have heard some odd sounds, way off in the distance."
"Okay, I can see you. You have a light blue sweatshirt, yes?"
"Yeah," The relief in the child's voice was obvious.

      [image: image-placeholder]"What is this smelly crap you've smeared on us?"
Cedric looked at Jimmy and smiled at his question. "Guano."
"Which is?"
"Bat shit. Helps put demons off the scent. Works like a charm too."
"Also helps put women off the scent, I would guess." Jimmy chuckled.
"Look, we have to keep Polydorus occupied. This cave system may be real, or we may be wandering around in fresh air, a figment of her imagination. Either way we must make sure she's occupied. To give the Professor and May time to work out..."
"She's dead," Jimmy said, with finality.
"No! She's not dead." Cedric emphasised the no, strongly.
"How do you know?"
"Trust me, or rather trust my SAS survival skills. Now, we split up again and remember what I told you."
"Memorise the terrain," Jimmy and Dan said, both with the same degree of schoolboy boredom.
"Hey! Your life depends on you knowing where you are, where you've been and where your buddies are. Remember that."

      [image: image-placeholder]Professor Samuels was concerned for May's welfare, but he was also concerned for her mental state. Having located her, he was suddenly aware he was feeling what appeared to be multiple personalities, all of which seemed to be May, yet only one seemed to have a true-life force. The others all seemed to be out of sync. The Professor sighed and continued to try to make mental contact.

      [image: image-placeholder]"Well, now that we've met, tell me how you think you got here."
May looked at the child in the deep gloom. Her features reminded her of how she looked when she was ten years old. So similar. But she didn't remember owning a light blue sweat with a large NY on the front in black.
"Where do you hail from, Mayweather?"
"New York. And you?"
"I've lived in LA all my life."
"Hey, I lived in LA when I was young. But my dad died in a car crash and we had to move in with a relative, in upstate New York."
"Okay, so how did you get here, Mayweather?"
The child ignored the question. Instead she asked, "What's your name?"
"May," May blurted out, "short for Mabel," she added, hating the idea of being a liar, but not wanting to let her guard down. The child was making her feel uneasy.
"Why are we here, May?"
"A good question. What's the last thing you remember?"
"Falling asleep on the couch watching TV."
"What were you watching?"
"Star Trek repeats. It's my favourite."
May smiled at the revelation, it was her favourite too.
"The original series, of course?"
The little girl smiled, "Of course."
"Well, no clues there as to how you came to be here."
"Doh!" the girl said.
"What?"
"Teleported, of course."
May suddenly felt stupid in the face of this little girl's knowledge.
Of course, teleportation. Polydorus.
"Do you know, or have you seen a lady with really short, blond hair? Hair so blond it almost hurts to look at it?"
"Yeah, my Aunt Polly."
"Polydorus," May muttered.
"Hello," another female voice called out from the thick darkness. "Anyone hear me?"
"Yeah, we do. Who are you?"
My names May, May Mitchell. I can't see you."
May was stunned. Another version of her, but one presumably who had married Gary Mitchell in a previous life.
May involuntarily thought of Gary and his ready smile. That brought back the vision of horror of Gary's death... and then it started to fit into place. Gary's smile as he died, that knowledge he had somehow passed to her that everything would be fine. The wooden ring.
May's reverie was broken as a stumbling figure came into view. An old lady, grey hair, tattered jeans and a ragged woolly jumper. It appeared she had been here for years. 
"HI May," she said to May. "Gary told me I would find you here."

      [image: image-placeholder]The Professor's eyes snapped open at the sudden revelation. He had three distinct May Brubaker's on his radar and each was slightly uncoordinated with the other. They came from separate and different plains of existence, and now, the latest May's life-force revealed something startling to the professor. Something so profound it shook her to the core. The hunt was now on in deadly earnest. The Professor had to move quickly before this latest version of her got its hooks into May. The Professor realised the new May was evil.

      [image: image-placeholder]"You know Gary?"
"Of course, as well as any wife would."
"Oh boy, this is a bit spooky."
"What are you talking about?" Mayweather asked a look of concern on her face. She feared she was losing a friend, in May, but also feared this newcomer as someone she didn't trust and would never like.
"Who's the kid? Is she yours?"
"No," May said. "We've just met."
"Another version of us?"
"What does she mean, May?"
May shot the older May a glance that said shut up, but it was ignored.
"Hey, kid. Don't you know who you are? You're me and her," she said, nodding toward May. "We're all the same in this hole and we have the bitch Polly-Dolly to thank for it. Sneaky, cowardly bitch!" The older May's shout made Mayweather cringe and cuddled in close to May.
"You're frightening the child. Keep it down."
Older May sneered. "Get a grip, sister. We're up to our necks in shit and there's no way out except down. That bitch Polly-Dolly double crossed us and we're paying the price."
"If you mean Polydorus then she's pure evil. No way was I in cahoots with her."
"Cahoots! Who in hell talks like that anymore? Are you for real? Listen, Polly-Dolly promised me power, money and fame. What did I get? Stinking clothes and a lifetime in hell."
"A lifetime?"
"I've been here for years. I was forty when I got here, got to be best part of five years. Just look at the clothes."
"How is that possible? What is there to eat and drink?"
"Oh boy you are you so dumb. There's no more beer and no more Twinkies! Wake up and smell the shit. Welcome to hell, May."
May had heard enough from the older May.
"You're frightening the child. I want you to either stop, shut up or leave us."
"Or what?"
"Or I'll make you stop."
"Oh, fighting talk. Don't you want to know what Gary told me to tell you?"
"My Gary, I would have listened to, your Gary, if you're anything to go by, is not going to be of interest to me."
Mayweather clutched at May's hand and began to sob. "I want my Mom. Where's my mom?"
"Okay, sweetheart, we'll find her for you. Come on, let's try and find a way out of here. I don't like the neighbourhood."
May, clutching Mayweather's hand, made her tentative way in the dark. Trying to walk as best she could and be aware that she may be walking into a bottomless pit.
"You'll never get out of here," Older May shouted after them. "It's hell all the way. Oh, and watch out for the sharks."
May stopped and Mayweather bumped into her.
"What does she mean by sharks?" Mayweather asked.
May was able to hear older May's almost hysterical laughter as they resumed their tentative journey into the dark and the unknown.

      [image: image-placeholder]The darkness was alive, almost palpable. May and Mayweather could hear noises, the occasional scream and voices. If this was May's own personal living hell, then Polydorus had taken all versions of her out of their timeline and dumped them into this awful place. She was hearing different versions of herself going mad and some were even fighting each other. There were a multitude of May Brubaker's living and dying in this nightmare.
She's trying to drive me mad! 
The sudden realisation gave May Brubaker a little bit more hope. Obviously Polydorus had not studied her too closely. May realised she could get through this.
"Do you think there are really sharks here?" Mayweather had obviously been thinking hard on the subject.
"Can't see how, Mayweather, we're on dry land, well, it's dry at least, not sure you can call it land. Sharks live in water, so I doubt there can be any sharks here. Tell me about the world you're from. Maybe it's different to mine. Who's the President?"
"That's easy," Mayweather said, "Clinton."
"It's different then. In my world Biden's the President."
"Is that the old man?"
May smiled inwardly and nodded. "I'm afraid our two worlds are different, Mayweather."
"Why are we from different worlds?"
"It's a bit complicated, but from what I can gather there are multiple universes that all occupy the same space and time, but are slightly out of synchronisation, which means you can never see them all at the same time. Does that make sense?"
"Sort of. Has my Aunt Polly done this to me and to you?"
"I think so, Mayweather. To me she's Polydorus, to you she's your Aunt Polly, though she's like no Aunt I've ever known. I think she is the one constant in all this, there's one of her. But as far as we May Brubakers are concerned, there are multiples and all from different times as well as different places, just to make things a little more complicated."
May was beginning to realise that hours must have passed, yet she wasn't feeling hungry. There was obviously some truth to what the Older May had said. Maybe she was right about the sharks. As that thought passed through her mind, May suddenly realised it was getting lighter. Maybe this world had day and night after all. 
A deep rumbling growl came from May’s left. The sort of growl that was a cross between a grizzly and a dinosaur in a Hollywood movie.
Mayweather stopped in her tracks and looked up at May, tears welling in her eyes. "I'm scared, May. What is it?"
"I think its Polydorus playing with our minds."
"I think it's a shark," Mayweather said.
The darkness was now lifting rapidly and although it wasn't a conventional dawn, it was obviously this world's version of dawn. The thought suddenly hit May. If there are multiple universes and therefore multiple Earths, then there had to be different versions of Earth. Some with a moon, some without, somewhere dinosaurs still ruled, others where insects ruled and others still where sharks developed on land...
The scream was intense and short lived.
Both May and Mayweather jumped at the sound and looked around for the source.
The sound didn't carry in the same way as it did on May's earth. She couldn't see anything and couldn't hear anything. It indicated that this world was vast and maybe sound was instantaneous. Who knew, she certainly didn't.
The day was in full swing now, but this obviously wasn't any earth like world. The 'ground' was flat, grey, and featureless. The sky was also grey, albeit a little lighter, and there were no clouds. The overall impression was of grey on grey with literally very little to show as a horizon.
No wonder people go mad here.
A roar followed by another scream indicated something was hunting and its prey was the Mays of this world.
"We must be careful, Mayweather. Keep your eyes peeled."
"You bet, May," the little girl said in a small voice, her eyes wide with fear, scanning this way and that.
The flat, barren landscape was as monotonous as it was boring. May had the feeling she wasn't walking. It was the odd effect of feeling the landscape was moving and she was walking, but at a standstill.
"So, in your world is it like this, grey and barren?"
Mayweather looked at May as if she were mad. "No, this is awful. Where I come from the days are wonderful, even in the city. There's not much in the way of bluey in the city, but it's still lovely."
"Bluey?" May asked, somewhat confused.
"Yes, bluey. You know trees and grass."
"Are you saying your grass and the leaves on your trees are blue?"
"Yes! Why, aren't yours?"
May shook her head. "No, on my world all the plants are green based mainly. I have never seen blue grass."
"Wow... Green grass, that has to be the oddest thing." Mayweather seemed to be impressed by the green of May's world.
"Well, to me, your blue grass would be a fabulous change as well. I wonder if there are other colours in other worlds?"
"I'll bet there are," Mayweather said and then pointed toward the horizon. "Is that a man running towards us?"
May looked at where the little girl was pointing. "I do believe you're right. It is a man."
"How can that be in a world of May Brubakers?" Mayweather asked.
"Good question. A better question is why is he running?"
"Because of the other man chasing him?"
"I can't see... oh yes," May said. "He's being chased by a man. No, it's not a man." May shielded her eyes from the glare. "It's not a man, it's a... Son of a… it's a shark with legs."
"Shit!” Mayweather said and before May could admonish her, she had turned and was running full pelt away from the man-shark. May hesitated for a second and then turned and followed Mayweather."
May soon caught up with the little girl and managed to scoop her up as she overtook her. But the two were never going to be fast enough to keep the man and legged shark from catching them. Now they could hear the man screaming. But he wasn't screaming in fear, he was screaming at May and Mayweather to keep away.
"Get out of the way, move," the man shouted.
May complied and took Mayweather with her and ran at an angle taking her away from the man and shark. As she did, the man ran past her followed by the shark, which was so intent on its prey it ignored May and Mayweather.
The man had gone a few feet past May when he suddenly leapt upwards and caught onto something May could not see. It became apparent it was a rope as the man caught hold of it and swung away from the ground. The shark saw this and was looking upwards, towards the man as it suddenly dropped downward from sight.
The man completed his upward arc and then, as he came back toward the grey earth, he dropped from the rope, tumbled forward and managed to bring himself to a halt.
"Whoa! That was a pretty fast shark," he said, grinning up at a bemused May and Mayweather.
"You Okay," Mayweather asked.
"Out of breath, but fine otherwise, little girl," the man said.
"That was a shark, with legs and arms," May said.
"Of course," the man said. "Are there any other types of sharks?"
"Yes, plenty," May answered. "But mostly they live in the sea."
The young man stood up and examined May as if it was the first time he had seen a young woman.
"Sea? What's a sea?"
"A large body of water," May answered.
"You mean a lake!"
"No! I mean a sea, thousands of miles across in some places, like the Atlantic for example, or the Pacific Ocean."
"I know Lake Pacific and its satellite lakes, but I've never heard of a sea or an ocean."
"In my world," Mayweather said, "we have oceans and seas and lakes. May's world seems to be the same," she said, pointing to May.
"Not on mine," the man said.
"And that was a shark chasing you," May said. "Are they normal on your world|?"
"They were, until they became extinct. But tell me, who are you and where do you come from?"
"I'm May Brubaker," May said, "and this is Mayweather Brubaker."
"Hey, that's my name," the man said with a smile.
May frowned. "Which one?" She asked.
"May," the man said, holding out his hand to May. "I'm Maynard Brubaker the third. Please to meet you."

      [image: image-placeholder]Cedric moved silently through the caverns. They seemed endless and always the same. But he noticed subtle differences. The problem was that he wasn't sure if the caverns were real or if they were a figment of Polydorus' imagination. If they were a figment of her imagination, then the trio could spend the rest of their lives wandering the caverns. Cedric was also beginning to doubt the wisdom of the three splitting up. How do they get back to each other if Polydorus is manipulating what it is they are seeing? In the end, Cedric shrugged and realised that Polydorus was as likely to have killed them as waste the time creating a false Labyrinth to keep them in. He decided that the Labyrinth was real and that most likely, Polydorus had forgotten about them, assuming they would eventually starve to death.
Cedric carried on with mentally mapping what he saw, but suddenly felt the need for human company.
"I spy with my little eye, something beginning with... S." Cedric smiled at his own joke and moved off.

      [image: image-placeholder]Dan, on the other hand, was not having a good day. He hadn't wanted to split up from the other two and was now wandering aimlessly around the Labyrinth; all thoughts of mapping the place had completely left his mind. He was now concentrating more and more on panicking. Fear gripped his heart like a vice, and he expected to meet monsters, or worse, at every turn.
"How the hell do I get myself into this mess?" Dan asked himself, out loud. "I don't know, but it happens on a regular basis," he answered himself.
"You and me both," a voice behind Dan said.
Dan whirled around and expected some monster. Instead, he gasped in relief as he saw Jimmy's smiling face.
"Oh Man! Am I glad to see you, Jimmy!"
"I can tell," Jimmy gasped as Dan gave Jimmy a bear hug.
"You have no idea what it's been like for me. This has got me spooked, I don't mind admitting."
Jimmy extricated himself from Dan's grip and smiled at him, which quickly turned to a concerned look. Dan's eyes were wild with fear. Jimmy realised he was close to cracking.
"Okay, Dan. Let's just take a break here and I can tell you what I've discovered."
The pair sat against the wall of the never-ending cavern system. Jimmy settled down and Dan was eager to be told some good news.
"This damn labyrinth is never ending," Jimmy said. "It all looks the same though there are differences, but not much of a difference."
Dan looked shocked and distraught. "I already know that. I've been tramping past these walls for hours, man. I thought you had found something?"
"Well, like I said, there are differences, but very subtle and easily missed."
"Christ almighty, man. I need something positive here. Are we ever getting out of here? Shit, we're never gonna leave here, are we?"
"No! No! I never said that Dan. I'm trying to tell you what I've found."
But it was too late for Dan. He pushed Jimmy's arm off his shoulder and sunk his head into his hands. His shoulders shuddered and Jimmy could hear the muffled sobbing. Jimmy patted Dan on the back, embarrassed to say anything.
"Oh God, why did I try this on?"
Jimmy heard the muffled words coming from Dan as his shoulders continued to heave.
"I knew it was a mistake. Now I'm gonna pay for it."
Jimmy frowned. "What was a mistake? What is it you shouldn't have tried, Dan?"
"Oh god, I knew she was rich, but it got out of hand. I got greedy and wanted a piece of it." Dan had raised his head and tears were streaming down his eyes. He looked tired and wretched and his shoulders were slumped as if the weight of the entire world were on them.
"I don't love May, never have. It was the money I wanted, always the money." Dan held his head in his hands again and he sobbed uncontrollably.
Jimmy sat back with a gasp. He was shocked, so shocked he was almost lost for words. 
"A scam?"
Dan wasn't answering, but Jimmy didn't need Dan to confirm it. He had sort of thought that all along, although he believed his thoughts were generated by jealousy, not reality.
"What's his problem?" Jimmy almost jumped out of his skin as Cedric came striding down the tunnel to his left.
"He's confessed to trying to scam May, for her money."
"So, the truth is finally out. The Prof knew it would come out eventually."
"You knew?" Jimmy asked.
"Yes and so did you, didn't you? Deep down."
Jimmy could only nod as he stood up. The two men looked down on Dan, more in pity than anger or hatred.
"Leave him to stew in his own self-pity for a while. I have something interesting to show you."
With Cedric leading the way, Jimmy followed, occasionally peering back toward Dan. It was slowly dawning on Jimmy that he would now have a fighting chance to win May over. Jimmy smiled.

      [image: image-placeholder]"You're a man," May said to Maynard Brubaker III, mentally trying to ensure she called him Maynard, to stop all the potential confusion.
"Very observant of you. And you two lovely ladies are?"
"May Brubaker and Mayweather Brubaker," May said, flatly.
"Well," Maynard said, "that's a little odd isn't it? What are the chances of finding oneself in Poll's little empire with not one, but two other Brubakers? What is she up to?"
"So, you have a Polydorus, too?"
"A Poll? Yes. Not sure about her full title, but then destroyers tend to be a little circumspect when it comes to telling us the full truth."
"Yeah, guess so. Say, what sort of an accent is that?"
Maynard cocked his head to one side, as dogs sometimes do when listening to their master. "American of course."
"You sound more British, than American. You sound remarkably like Professor Samuels."
"Uncle Peter!" Maynard exclaimed. "Yes, I suppose I do a little. But he's full blood British, I have a little of the yank in me, but not much."
"You know the Professor and he's your uncle?"
"Long story, but yes. Do you know him?"
"He's as much to blame for me being here as Polydorus. If I hadn't asked for his help I wouldn't be here now. But getting back to your accent, is that a New England accent."
"Good lord no, pure bred Los Angeles."
"Can't be. I'm pure bred LA and you don't sound like me. In fact, you don't sound like anyone from the USA."
"What's the USA?"
May looked at Mayweather, who shrugged. "The United States of America?"
"Never heard of it," Maynard said, looking around with concern on his face.
"What country do you live in?"
"Virginia now, but I was born in California. I do believe we should be making tracks. Sharks will be sniffing out our dead friend in the pit and we'll end up being their supper if we're not careful. Follow me, your welcome to hide in my hole for the night."
May and Mayweather watched as Maynard loped off at a quick pace. The pair looked at each other and followed suit, Mayweather finding it difficult to keep up.

      [image: image-placeholder]Cedric led Jimmy around a couple of bends and then through a series of twists and turns that left Jimmy lost after a couple of minutes. Finally, they came to a long straight, but narrow, tunnel. Jimmy could not see the end of the tunnel but was sure he could feel a draft of air.
"Feel it?" Cedric asked.
"Yeah, there's a draft of air coming from somewhere ahead."
"We'll make a soldier out of you yet, my lad. It's a bit of a trek I'm afraid."
After walking for a while, Jimmy decided to strike up a conversation, just to keep his spirits up after the revelation by Dan. He needed to feel something positive in all this, to keep him sane.
"So, what did you do in the army, Cedric?"
"As little as possible," Cedric said.
"I thought the SAS were elite soldiers?"
"We are, but a lot of the time we spend sitting still and doing nothing."
"That doesn't sound particularly exciting," Jimmy observed.
"It's not, especially when you have a group of potential killers a couple of feet below you who may hear you if you move."
"Where was this?"
"In Aden, in the 60s. I was in a two-story building, a house of sorts, searching for information on terrorists in the upstairs rooms. I could hear talking outside and realised the terrorists I was seeking information on had come back. I was trapped. I hoisted myself up through a trapdoor into the roof area, where I squatted down, trying to make myself as comfortable as possible, while remaining hidden. Then one of the insurgents walked into the room below, followed by two more. They lay their guns and equipment down and made themselves comfortable. It was dusk, and they were going to sleep. I had to wait until they left."
"You were crouched down, all night, with a bunch of armed terrorists below you?"
"I certainly was. Not the best night I have ever had. But the pain soon passed after they left the next day."
"Did you get the information?"
"No. But I found a great cure for lumbago! Here we are. Here's where we leave this shit hole."
Cedric had stopped before a large, wooden, door. On the door there were six words.
PLEASE SHUT THE DOOR
BEHIND YOU
"What on earth is this? I thought we were in some figment of Polydorus' imagination.
"Nope, this is a doorway to freedom."
"What's on the other side?"
"Take a look," Cedric said, indicating for Jimmy to open the door.
Jimmy grabbed the large wooden handle and pulled. The door scraped open with a good deal of noise and dust flying about. Suddenly daylight flooded into the tunnel followed by the unmistakeable sound of birds chirping. Jimmy walked through the opening and stood looking at the town below.
"This is the San Fernando Valley," Jimmy said, turning to Cedric.
"It is," the big man said with a grin. "Looks like we've made it out."
Jimmy whooped and hollered and tried to hug Cedric, who put his hands up, before succumbing to an attempted bear hug… Cedric was too big for Jimmy to get his arms around.
"Let's go get Dan and then we have a long haul to get to the Prof's place, before nightfall."
"Why before nightfall?"
"Because Polydorus has ignored us all this time, which means she has forgotten us. That means she has other fish to fry, namely Ms. Brubaker."
"I'm not sensing anything in that respect."
"Because you're not ESP ready, my lad, trust me. She's alive, but not for long if we can't get to her through the Prof."
Jimmy turned to go back for Dan and Cedric grabbed his arm.
"One more thing and this is most important."
"Which is?"
"Don't tell the Professor I've been calling him the Prof. He hates that. He'll ban me from driving the Porsche."
Jimmy smiled and slapped Cedric's back. "Your secret is safe with me, Cedric."
The two men grinned and made their way back into the labyrinth.

      [image: image-placeholder]Maynard's hole was exactly that. You would have missed it if you hadn't known it was there. Maynard had managed to make it look like the surrounding greyness, somehow, and the three of them settled down for the night to arrive.
"So," May said to Maynard, "you lived in the great state of Virginia?"
"Certainly did, on a tobacco plantation."
"Not exactly PC," Mayweather said.
"PC?" Maynard asked.
"Politically Correct," May said in answer.
"Never heard that term."
"In my world and I suppose the same in Mayweather's, tobacco and smoking are frowned upon, bad for your health and bad for those around you too."
"No, not something I've ever heard. Come to think of it, I miss my pipe."
"Yuck!" Mayweather said, pulling a face.
"Ever tired it?" Maynard asked.
Mayweather shook her head for no.
"Then don't knock it."
"If you live in Virginia, how come you've never heard of the USA and how come you have a British accent?"
Maynard looked at May as if she had two heads. "All of His Majesty's subjects speak with a British accent, the world over."
"His majesty? You mean the King of England. You mean King Charles III?"
Maynard nodded. "I actually mean the Emperor Charles, but King of England is still correct, depending on circumstance. Likewise, King of Virginia, King of California, King of…"
"Whoa," May said, holding a hand up. "You mean to tell me the British Empire is alive and kicking?"
"Yes, of course, the world over."
"Britain rules the world?"
"Yes, well, England rules the world actually,"
"All of it? The whole world including Russia and China?"
"Yes, why not?"
May shook her head and looked at Mayweather. "How about that? A completely different world. Even the Brubaker is a man!"
Mayweather smiled and looked at Maynard, who was ignoring them and listening to something else.
"There's a Rex nearby, and it's getting closer."
"A Rex?" May asked.
Just then, Mayweather shrieked involuntarily as the most savage sound ever heard in history bellowed its welcome to May and her friends.

      [image: image-placeholder]The tension in Professor Samuels face was showing as each hour passed. He had lost track of the number of hours he had spent trying to locate May and her companions, as well as his old friend Cedric. It was as evening was coming on that the Professor suddenly sensed Cedric. Suddenly, things became clearer and he could also sense Jimmy, but of Dan there was nothing.
May too was something of a blank canvas. He could sense her sometimes, but then she seemed to meld into other entities, and all became muddled. He knew she was in grave danger though and strived to guide her out of her predicament. But Polydorus had been very clever in hiding May from him. But then, he suddenly thought, that could be her undoing.
The Professor stopped his searching and started to think about where May was. He knew that she was some place of Polydorus' making and that there were multiple versions of her in the same place, maybe even all the Mays that existed in the multiple universes, a multiverse that obviously existed. That being the case, he told himself, then surely there were also multiple versions of him. If he could contact them, he could wield enough power to put a stop to Polydorus' reign of terror. But how to do that? As he pondered on this, his cell phone rang.
"Samuels," he said, feeling old and tired.
"I was hoping it was," a familiar voice said with a chuckle.
"Cedric, my old friend. Finally, you've made it out. I am so happy. All three of you made it, I hope. I can't detect Dan."
"He's here, but in a sorry state I'm afraid. He's very much lost the will to live, I think."
"I'm sorry to hear that. Despite his obvious shortcomings, I liked him. I assume you would like me to come and pick you up?"
"That would be nice, and just in time for tea."
"Always time for tea, Cedric. I'll inform Mrs. Mountford and tea will be ready when we get back."
"Any news on Ms. Brubaker?"
"None, I'm afraid. Only glimpses every now and then. Very unsatisfactory."
"You'll find a way to help her, Professor. You always do."

      [image: image-placeholder]It was help on a grand scale that May and her companions needed now. The rex was a Tyrannosaurus Rex. May wasn't an expert but it looked about the same as those she had seen in the movies and those she had seen in books and at the museum when she was a kid.
This baby, May told herself from her lowly vantage point, was huge, at least as tall as her house.
May turned to Maynard and was about to speak when he put a finger to her lips and shook his head. He already had his other hand over Mayweather's mouth and the poor girl was clinging to him grimly, shaking with fear.
When all this started, I expected ghosts a plenty, but never a dinosaur or sharks with legs.
Maynard was looking up as the creature walked past, the ground shaking and rocks crumbling under the massive weight as each leg pounded downward.
It was only minutes, but seemed like hours, before the Rex finally moved away and the trio could speak.
"What in the name of heaven next?" May asked.
Maynard smiled and hugged Mayweather to his chest.
"It's okay little one, I won't let the beastie hurt you," Maynard said with obvious feeling.
"Well, I don't know about you two, but I feel it's time to get the hell out of this nightmare." May said, looking about her as if she would suddenly notice an escape method she hadn't noticed before.
Tears were welling up in Mayweather's eyes and Maynard wiped them with his sleeve. 
"Don't worry, little one. This will all be over soon. You wait and see; May here will sort everything out and sweep it all away with her magic wand." Maynard swept his left arm up as if he were casting a spell. It was then that May noticed his left-hand index finger. He was wearing a wooden ring.

      [image: image-placeholder]Jimmy luxuriated in his bubble bath. He had always been a shower man, rarely taking a bath. But this was something else, until Mrs. Mountford walked in, unannounced, to drop off clean clothes and fresh towels.
Jimmy sank into the deep bath, down below his nose so all Mrs. Mountford could see was Jimmy's eyes and mop of hair. 
Mrs. Mountford pulled a small table to the bath and laid out the clothes and towels. "Seen it all before, young man, you haven't got anything new to offer."
As quickly as she came in, Mrs. Mountford was closing the door and a red-faced Jimmy rose to the surface, ready to luxuriate once more.
On the other side of the Professors large house, he and Cedric were in his office with a prone Dan on the couch, mumbling nonsense. He had been in a semi-catatonic state ever since Cedric and Dan had literally man-handled him out of the cave system to be greeted by a relieved Professor Samuels.
"Anything Professor?" Cedric asked genuine concern in his voice.
"I'm getting there, just be patient, Cedric. Another cup of tea would be nice," he said, smiling up at Cedric.
"I'll go and find Mrs. Mountford."
The Professor sat back in the chair he had pulled up close to the couch and watched Dan's troubled expression change on a constant basis. Suddenly, Dan's eyes opened wide and fear was written across his features. "She will destroy this world and all others that cling to this wretched place." A brief smile flickered across his lips and Dan looked at the Professor, obviously recognising him, however briefly, before lapsing back into a semi-catatonic state.
Cedric came into the room with a large tray of tea and biscuits.
The Professor smiled up at him. "That's the ticket, Cedric, my boy, Dan here is coming out of it and he's coming up with information at the same time. It appears Polydorus has been toying with his mind and left many impressions there."
"Anything of any use?"
"It's all a bit muddled, but as yet, unknown. It's early days."
"I hate to rain on your parade, Professor, but time is of the essence, as far as Ms. Brubaker is concerned."
"I know, but I do have a plan, Cedric."
Cedric smiled. "I thought you might have."

      [image: image-placeholder]"How long have you been wearing that ring?" May asked Maynard.
Maynard looked at the ring. "Years, I guess. I was briefly in the police force, as a detective and was given this by a man called…"
"Gary Mitchell," May said, finishing Maynard's sentence.
"Yes. How did you know that?"
May ignored the question and looked at Mayweather. The girl was still shaken by the ordeal with the Rex and was hugging Maynard.
"You've never met Gary Mitchell, have you, Mayweather?"
The girl shook her head.
"No, you're too young. It hasn't happened to you yet."
May turned her attention back to Maynard.
"You were a detective in the LAPD and your partner was Gary Mitchell?"
"No, not quite," Maynard said, shaking his head. It was the Los Angeles Police Force and Gary Mitchell was my lover but was never in the Police himself. He was a children's entertainer, a magician, to be precise.”
"A magician? And he was gay?"
"Well, he was pretty happy most of the time, but not always gay. That's a bit of an old-fashioned term to use, isn't it?"
"Being homosexual is probably illegal then, in your world?"
Maynard nodded, red faced and embarrassed.
"Don't be shy about it. It's perfectly legal where I come from and not frowned upon in most social circles, in the western world at least."
"Gary and I were together for only a year, before we were discovered, and he was carted off to prison and I was drummed out of the police. This is all I have left," he said, holding up his hand.
The ring was identical to the one May had, the one Polydorus had stolen from her. May wondered, hoped, that this ring had a similar power, although clearly, Maynard knew nothing of what the ring was capable of.
"Would you give the ring to me?"
Maynard put his right hand over the left and looked extremely uncomfortable at the thought of voluntarily giving up his ring.
There's something there, some force he has no knowledge of, and the ring wants to stay where it is.
"I won't force you, Maynard. But for us to be able to leave here, you must give me your ring, of your own free will."
Maynard shook his head and got up to leave.






  
  The Professor's Mind


Jimmy sat in an easy chair, opposite the couch Dan occupied. The Professor was still trying to create a mental bridge with Dan, but it was hard going. Cedric had retired to his rooms for an hour, to clean up and have a brief nap. Jimmy was dozing, despite trying to keep awake and be of any assistance to the Professor. But it was a losing battle, and it wasn't long before Jimmy was breathing deeply and in a deep sleep. 
Jimmy dreamed of a world where people were mermaids, being chased by sharks. The sharks were huge, much bigger than a Great White, and fast. Jimmy was a merman, in love with a beautiful Mermaid Princess and they were constantly in danger of being caught, and eaten, by the killer sharks. Suddenly, the scene changed, and he and the Princess were on dry land, running from the sharks. He was no longer a merman and his Princess was now May… and the sharks had legs. As the pair ran for their lives, May turned to Jimmy and shouted, “I have another ring.”
Jimmy sat up with a start and Cedric was shaking him. "What's happened?"
"The Prof's in a catatonic state as well, and Dan's gone."
Jimmy looked around and saw the Professor staring at the couch, leaning over as if touching an invisible person. There was no sign of Dan.

      [image: image-placeholder]Professor Samuels shook his head and looked around. Dan had disappeared, and he was sitting, alone, at his desk.
"Where's Dan gone?" He asked the room, but there was no response. No one answered his question, until, in the far distance, the Professor heard a voice, female, calling his name.
"Hello," the Professor called out, but the reply was still very faint. "I can't hear you."
"Of course, you can't hear her. She's not in the same dimension as you, idiot."
Dan suddenly reappeared and was laying on the couch like some matinee idol, his left hand to his forehead and looking as though he was about to faint away. "She's not here, Professor. Stop trying to contact her. She's gone."
"What about you, Dan. Where are you?"
"Here and there, but was I ever real, do you think? Maybe Polydorus invented me. She employed me, that's for sure."
"Employed you? How do you mean?"
"She approached me, asked me to contact May at the self-help group. Told me to get friendly with her and she would pay me handsomely."
"And you did?"
"Yes, but it never happened the way I wanted it to. She made me hurt myself."
"Who, May did?"
"No, Polydorus made me hurt myself and I wasn't the same again. I was different. I was. I had known May for over six months. I fell in love with her, I think, or was that what Polydorus suggested. I didn't want to hurt her. Did Polly Dolly make me love her; do you think? Was it real? I'm not sure, Professor. I don't know. She made me hurt myself."
"How, Dan? Dow did she make you hurt yourself?"
"I met her, did the deal and then the day before I flew to meet May, I was in a bar, waiting for my mother. She came in, but I didn't know it was her. She took me…" Dan sobbed, but carried on, "…took me to a hotel. She made me… made me do it. It was exciting and then, then she sliced my neck. Killed me. The bitch killed me!" Dan screamed at the sudden realisation of what he had just said. "Polly Dolly made me do it. I had no choice. I have no choice now. I can't think for myself. You'll be like me soon, Professor. Run while you can. I hate what I'm doing, and I can still feel fear, she doesn't take that away, oh no. She rips your life and your soul out of you, but you can still feel fear. Only fear, nothing else."
"Dan! What did she intend you to do?"
"She made me do it, I had no choice."
"What, Dan? What is it she wants you to do?"
"Kill May."
Dan's screams shook the Professor and brought him out of his catatonic state with an extreme jolt.
Cedric and Jimmy jumped back as the Professor jumped up with a gasp.
"Oh, dear god, that poor boy."
"What? What Professor?" Cedric shouted, holding onto his friend so he didn't fall.
"Dan's been Polydorus' tool and working against us, since day one."
"How do you know?" Jimmy asked.
"He's just told me. Dan's been dead since day one. Polydorus had sex with him before he arrived in LA, enslaved him in that way and then slit his throat."
"Where is he now?" Cedric asked.
"Gone," the Professor said, "to kill May, wherever she is he’s her Nemesis."

      [image: image-placeholder]May and Mayweather had caught up with Maynard and all three were sitting on a dank log.
"It means a lot to me," Maynard said, looking at the wooden ring on his finger.
"I know," May said, patting Maynard's knee. "Unrequited love is bad enough, but to be with the love of your life and not be able to tell anyone must be awful. And then to have it taken away, snatched away, I do understand. I would never force you, Maynard. I'll find another way."
It was getting lighter. What passed for a dawn on this world was fast approaching and May realised time was running out. For all she knew, time had already run out, and this was really hell. She shuddered at the thought and stood up, walking away from her newfound friends, kicking dirt on the floor and listening to sounds in the distance.
A finger tapped May on her left shoulder, and she turned.
Maynard stood, smiling at her, holding up the ring. "If you feel it can do some good, May, then take it with my blessing. Be brave, be bold and always be true to yourself and those you love."
May took the ring and smiled at her companions. "We will probably never meet again, but you will always be in my heart. Go home and live your lives in peace."
May slipped the ring on her right-hand ring finger and immediately her surroundings began to shudder. It wasn't the same as when she put on her ring, it was somehow offset, and she felt a disharmony in the energy. May concentrated hard and watched as her companions suddenly disappeared, followed by the grey world they had lived in for what seemed like years until finally the familiar bright light hit her and she was pushed upwards by a heavy force.

      [image: image-placeholder]May came around and was flat on her back, once again.
"This is getting to be a habit," May said to herself.
"Yes, but one I enjoy," a familiar voice said.
May turned her head to the sound of the voice and gasped in shock. "How the hell did you get here?"
"Same way you did, in my Mustang. Are you okay?"
"Yes, but, you're dead."
"You're right there, dead tired," Gary Mitchell said with a smile as he got out of the bed, they lay in. He stretched his naked body, held his hands to his short cropped black hair and rubbed it quickly, then looked down on May. "Want some breakfast? Or do you want something else?" 
May blushed as Gary Mitchell walked out of the bedroom, laughing to himself.
"Now what?" May muttered.

      [image: image-placeholder]"I have her. May is back in the land of the living."
Both Jimmy and Cedric looked up from their breakfasts.
"Where?" Jimmy asked.
"In reality, but what reality, I have no idea. All I know is that I can sense her fully now, but I somehow doubt that she's in our reality. The best we can hope for is that May can make sense of where she is and somehow steer herself in our direction."
"How the hell's she going to do that, Professor? It's not like sitting in your car at an intersection and looking at the road signs to see where you want to go."
"Actually, Jimmy. It is a lot like that. Except the road signs are a feeling, rather than a physical sign."
"A feeling?"
"Yes, it's a little bit like a train driver. If he does the same journey, day in day out, in the same train, he will get accustomed to the train's noises and accustomed to the sound of the points as he passes over them. Give him a new train and the experience is different. The Universe hums in a certain way and even the earth has a physical manifestation of that in gravity. We too have a certain resonance with our universe and that also applies to those who live in parallel universes. Believe me, May understands that and she will recognise her own universe the closer she gets to it and will even begin to steer herself toward her home universe."
"I'm glad you have faith in her and so do I, but I'm not as au fait with all the supernatural stuff as you are, Professor."
Cedric laid a hand on Jimmy's shoulder. "Believe me, the Professor is the only man you want to be in your corner when the going gets tough."
"Well, I'll take your collective words for it, but I still have my nagging doubts. At this moment she's probably afraid, alone and very unsure of herself."

      [image: image-placeholder]"I'm as sure as sure can be," May said as she scrabbled around for clothes. "Believe me, Gary, I'm not the woman you think I am."
May found her pants and bra… well, someone's pants and bra, on the floor, and hurriedly put them on, then dropped to the floor to look for more clothes. Pulling out a pair of jeans and T-shirt from under the bed May put them on.
"I don't understand," is all Gary Mitchell could say. He was naked in bed, sipping a coffee, looking at May with bemused curiosity. "Yesterday you couldn't wait for us to get here and hit the sack. Now you want to leave? Why? What have I done?"
"Nothing that I know of but, then I don't know you very well."
"We worked together for years, you know me very well and it's not as if this is the first time. Even your husband knows what you get up to. Besides," he said nodding downwards, "this big boy is being wasted."
May followed his eyes downward and involuntarily smiled at Gary. She found her thoughts trailing away, when she suddenly realised what Gary had said. "Husband? I'm married?"
Gary shook his head and laughed at May trying to pull on the jeans.
”I'll bet this is the work of Polydorus," May muttered, falling onto the bed with only one leg secured in the jeans.
"Polly O' Dorus! How do you know her?"
"Oh please," May said loudly, looking up as if for inspiration. "How many more stupid names is she going to come up with?"
"Answer the question?"
"What question," May blurted out, finally getting both legs into the jeans and zipping them up.
"How do you know Polly?"
"I know all the Pollys, every single one of the bitches, and I am sick to the back teeth with all of them - believe me!"
"But there's only one, the everlasting Destroyer. The only…"
"Whoa!" May shouted. "You know what she is?"
"Of course, I'm her student."
"Student!" May exclaimed. "You make her sound like some French teacher. She destroys worlds Gary. She's a demon."
"Demon-witch, Queen of the Furies, to be precise, she's very particular about that."
"Where are you coming from with this Gary? Are you into demonology? Do you want this world to end? Explain it to me."
May sat on the corner of the bed and waited.
"I don't really see that it's any of your business, May."
"Enough!" May gave Gary a sad shake of her head and took the ring from the left hand and placed it on her right hand. The ensuing flash of brilliant white was gratefully welcomed by May.

      [image: image-placeholder]"She's on the move and getting closer. It won't be long now Jimmy."
"But what happens if Dan somehow catches up with her. She will still see him as a friend. She will have no idea that he's actually undead and working for Polydorus."
"True. But what we must understand is that May is growing stronger with every encounter she has with Polydorus and with every new universe she visits. It won't be long before she surpasses my abilities and, indeed, she may even surpass Polydorus' abilities as well. I believe she will see through Dan and I believe she will soon be on her way home."
Jimmy bit his lower lip and tried to settle his mind. But all the time, he knew there was something not right. With what, he didn't know, but he felt there was a huge gap in their knowledge and that this gap could well be May's downfall.






  
  Demon-witch of the Furies


Polydorus was neither man nor woman, but it suited her to be thought of as a she. Humans were such frail things and easily manipulated, so much so that they responded to their base instincts. Some would be fearful of a female demon and others would hate a female demon. Some would wish to be allied with her; some would run a mile from her. In the grand scheme of things, though, she was a non-descript entity and a pretty low one at that. She had no following in the demon world and she wasn't even allowed to be a follower. She was simply a destroyer. Okay, Demon-witch of the Furies, great title, but something of a spent force in the world she came from. She was only as good as the power she wielded, and that power came from whatever means possible. From the undead she gained some power, but the ring, now that was something else. The ring gave her enormous power, and that was what she craved, power to destroy, yes, but also power over others like her. Her desire was to be a leading demon, to make the rules and to make others bend to her will. In fact, she would only be satisfied with absolute power and the ring was going to give her that power. 
Polydorus gazed in admiration at the ring and felt the power throbbing through her body.
"One day soon," she cooed at the ring, "you will give me what I want."
Polydorus looked up at the figure standing quietly in the gloomy corner of her cavernous lair. "I think I deserve some fun. We never finished what we started, did we, Dan?"
Dan opened his eyes and walked toward Polydorus. He knew what was going on, could feel the fear building inside, but had no willpower to stop what was going to happen. The hapless Dan simply lay back and let himself be used. He had no choice and felt no pleasure from the act. Polydorus, on the other hand, was loving every minute.
After a while, she looked up into Dan's eyes. "The first of many, Dan. You will so enjoy a lifetime of me using and abusing you. So much so, I may keep you alive forever… assuming you don't rot away first," Polydorus said, licking her lips. "Let's try that again, big boy." Polydorus suddenly smiled, wickedly. "How about a threesome? Ever had a threesome, Dan? Me neither, so let's invite someone sexy, my new girlfriend. Oh, Jude, honey, come over here and give me some more pleasure."
Jude Brubaker stumbled forward from her alcove, still naked after she had been turned by Polydorus.
"Come to me, honey," she said.
Jude had no option but to comply. Though Polydorus hadn't killed her, her will-power had been stripped from her and she had no choice. She climbed onto the bed next to Polydorus. Jude Brubaker's will-power had been whittled away to nothing. But Jude was so disgusted at the thought of what Polydorus was going to make her do, she gritted her teeth and summoned her inner strength. There was a glimmer of hope. Jude stood facing Polydorus. 
"No," she said, simply and finally.
Polydorus sat up, then stood on the bed, towering above the diminutive Jude. "What did you say?"
"I said no, I am not yours to command." Jude felt the urgent power of Polydorus, the immense strength of her will trying to force compliance in her, but she fought back in the only way remaining to her. "You will not control me," she gasped through gritted teeth.
Polydorus was struggling to control Jude. "You are a strong sorceress, aren't you? Which means I must be wary of your offspring. But I grow tired of your games and…"
"So do I spirit," Jude said,Polydorus. When laughing.
Her use of the word spirit had the desired effect and Polydorus, when she screamed at Jude, relinquished control over her, just long enough. Jude used those vital seconds and did the unthinkable. She concentrated enough of her own weak power and stopped her heart. Jude Brubaker's body collapsed in a heap and Polydorus stood back, stunned.
Jude whispered three words as her life ebbed away, and Polydorus knelt to listen. "You – have - lost." 
Polydorus stood and staggered back, dropping onto the bed, shaking her head in disbelief. For once, she didn't know what to do next. Jude Brubaker had defeated her three times and, in the end, committed suicide to release herself from the Demon-witch's grip.
"If she is capable of this, what can her daughter do?" Polydorus looked longingly at the ring. The Descaulus suddenly flickered and faded, then brightened and regained its previous level of power.
Something was wrong. Polydorus closed her eyes and contemplated the universe. It was then that she detected another power source, rapidly approaching the universe Polydorus resided in.
"Another ring," Polydorus gasped, "a challenger?"
She concentrated harder and sucked in the energy from the ring that allowed her to project her senses into the void. Each universe was separated by a tenuous but resilient membrane. Only a being with the power, but also versed in the laws of the universe, could traverse these membranes. Someone was doing so with ease and that someone was making a beeline for Polydorus' universe, or even Polydorus herself.
Polydorus believed it was another demon. May Brubaker no longer registered on her thoughts as she believed May had perished.

      [image: image-placeholder]May was feeling the strain of traversing so many universes. In some she was married, in others she was dead, in many she was a man and in some she was a gay man. In many more she was wise and in a few she was stupid and on occasions she was pure evil, enough to match Polydorus. In all these encounters, she gained some insight into the physique of the being she became. Unlike the grey jungle, where the other Mays were in the same place that she was, these Mays had now all been placed back into their own universe by the very act of May escaping, and Polydorus hadn't even noticed. 
When May visited an alternative universe, she somehow took over from the indigenous May and existed with her by shifting her to one side. She wasn't doing it wilfully or even knowingly. It just seemed to be a law of nature. May now realised she was leap frogging in and out of universes and getting closer to her own universe with each leap. May was on a mission and she would not let Polydorus stop her.
But May had not reckoned on Dan and he was waiting for May along the way, ready to confuse and beguile her, ready to kill her.






  
  Home


No matter what, Jimmy was determined to ensure that May came back to somewhere that she could call home. To this end he was at May's house tidying up and even re-decorating where he felt it was needed. He had even gone out and bought a puppy dog for May's homecoming. But he couldn't help but feel a sense of foreboding. 
The Professor was preoccupied trying to locate May, but not through any sense that he could do anything to help with. That was beyond his power until May entered the local universe. Cedric was also powerless and all he could do was wait with the Professor, to protect him and May if she ever came through to this universe and through all this there was one constant, Mrs. Mountford. Mrs. Mountford made tea and kept them fed.
But Jimmy was powerless to do anything, so he determined that he would come here, to May's home, and make it back into a real home for her.
It was towards the evening and Jimmy had finished for the day. He had contacted the Professor who could only say she was closer but doubted it would be that day or even that week before May finally arrived. He had elected to stay in May's house, figuring that she would appear close to here and that he wanted to be close at hand to help her if need be.
Jimmy had made himself a cup of cocoa and settled down in the guest bedroom for the night when the writing on the wall re-appeared before his very eyes.
JIMMY, HELP. THE OFFICE…
It was a shock to Jimmy and at first, he thought it was a joke. He rang the professor and Cedric's cell phones, but frustratingly there was no signal. Jimmy sat and thought the message over, only briefly, before getting dressed and driving into LA toward the Professor's office. There was no other office he could think of that both he and May knew. It had to mean the Professor's office, and it had to be a message from May.

      [image: image-placeholder]May knew that in this last jump she was one step away from her home. One more transfer and she would be there. The ordeal would not be over, she knew that, but she also knew that the end was in sight.
As she opened her eyes May was surprised at how earth like everything was. She had been to many Earths and had even ended up on a Martian colony and a lunar colony, but this Earth was almost her Earth. 
It was getting dark as she took in her surroundings, a park in downtown LA, May saw a little girl, playing on her own. The girl looked up as May watched her and then the little girl squealed with delight and ran toward May.
Mayweather flung her arms around May and hugged her as tightly as she could.
"May! May!" The little girl repeated, "I was hoping I would see you again. I've missed you."
"I've missed you too, but how can this be. I'm out of my time as well as out of my universe and haven't taken your place. That's not possible."
May pulled the little girl away from her and cupped the girl's face in her hands.
"Are you really Mayweather?"
"Of course I am," the little girl said, taken aback that May could doubt her.
"Where's Maynard?" May asked.
"I don't know! He disappeared at the same time you disappeared, and I found myself here, all alone."
"You've been here, all alone, ever since I put the ring on?"
"Yes," Mayweather said simply, tears welling in her eyes.
"This isn't right, there's something wrong here." May looked around. They were on the outskirts of the city but there was no city noise. There were no aircraft overhead and there was no sound of birds. Silence was all she could hear, absolute silence.
"I bet you've been lonely while you've been here?"
"And hungry," Mayweather said.
"There is something wrong here, Mayweather. Somehow, I think you and I are back in the place we first met, except that the scenery is a little different. Do you know how many days you've been here?"
Mayweather shook her head, then tentatively said, "Three, maybe four days. I've lost track a little, I guess because I'm hungry."
May smiled at her friend. 
"I'm not surprised. Shall we take a walk and see what we can find to eat if anything. Though I doubt we'll be hunting, there doesn't seem to be any wildlife."
"I've not seen any animals, not even an insect."
"So, this isn't where you're from, Mayweather?"
"Nope, this isn't my world and I'm guessing it's not yours either."
"Too true, though it is kind of peaceful. My world, well, LA, is an extremely noisy place and you can't go more than a few minutes without hearing an emergency services siren."
"My world's much the same. This place is spooky."
May took Mayweather's hand and squeezed it tightly. "We'll do fine, Mayweather. Let's go."
The pair walked toward the city, if for no other reason than the fact there was a city and someone had to have built it.

      [image: image-placeholder]Jimmy arrived at the office and was greeted by absolute silence. As he got out of his pickup, he noticed it at once. That time of night there was usually at least a few birds twittering as they settled down for the night and then there would normally be the sound of traffic and sirens. But there was nothing, except for the sound of an engine in the distance. He could hear an engine in the distance, and it was getting louder.
Around the corner came the Professor's Porsche driven by Cedric with the Professor in the back seat. The Porsche stopped and Cedric got out, a frown on his face.
"What are you doing here?"
"I was about to ask you the same question. There was a message, more writing on the wall; I assumed it was from May."
The Professor got out of the car, and shut the door, leaning heavily on a walking stick Jimmy had never noticed him use before.
"You Okay, Professor?"
"Fine, fine I'm just very tired, Jimmy. I assume you had the same message?"
Jimmy nodded, "Jimmy, help me. The office…"
"Yeah," Cedric said. "We got it too. We tried to call you."
"I tried to call you, no signal."
"Suspicious, to say the least," said Cedric.
All three walked toward the office but not before Jimmy grabbed something wrapped in an oily cloth from his pickup's cab. He took the rag off and dropped it into the back of the pickup and revealed a large colt automatic.
"Expecting bears?" Cedric asked with a smile.
"I'm ready for anything this time, man." Jimmy then stopped and walked back to his truck, got in and tried to start the vehicle. The engine was dead. "Just been serviced, so I guess this was all arranged for sure."
"Anything could happen," the Professor said as all three walked toward the office, "so we need to be prepared."
At the door, something caught Jimmy's eye, and he turned to his right. He saw two figures walking towards them in the distance and couldn't quite see who it was in the gloom. He looked up and saw that none of the street lighting was working. When he looked back at the figures coming toward them, he gasped. "May? Is that you?"
Jimmy ran toward the figures and the taller of the two suddenly ran toward him, and she was shouting his name.
Jimmy and May crashed into each other and were a jumble of legs and arms as they hugged and crashed to the floor at the same time. May kissed Jimmy as she had never kissed a man before and Jimmy kissed her back with gusto.
The two of them managed to get to their knees before bursting into fits of laughing and giggling. Before long they realised, they had an audience and looked up to see Mayweather, Cedric and the Professor smiling broadly.
"Finally, Ms. Brubaker, finally you're home."
May and Jimmy stood as one and laughed out loud. Cedric patted Jimmy on the back and gave May a fumbled hug. Finally, May hugged the Professor who harrumphed and gasped as May hugged him tight.
"Thank you all, so much." May was close to tears. "It feels so good to be home." May turned toward Mayweather and put an arm around the little girl's shoulder. "This is Mayweather Brubaker, my friend and companion through long nights and…"
May stopped when she saw the expression on Mayweather's face.
Mayweather looked at all of them and shook her head. "This can't be right. Why am I here if this is your world?"
May nodded. "She's right, either she shouldn't be here, or we shouldn't. We can't be in the same place at the same time…"
"Unless Polydorus had arranged it, May." Dan's voice came from the shadows. Dan stepped out from the alleyway to the side of the Professor's office block. He was looking dishevelled and gaunt. His eyes were sunken and dark, and his hair was lank. A certain stink emanated from him and May suddenly realised that Dan was undead.
"Oh Dan, not you too, please not you."
Dan stared at the group and pointed at Jimmy. "You stole my girl, Jimmy, and for that you will pay."
Mayweather screamed loudly, and the others gasped as the two undead detectives, Donahue and Singh came into view behind Dan. They were even more repulsive, and the smell was so bad that both Jimmy and Mayweather retched.
"Oh God, now what?" Jimmy gasped.
The group backed away as the party of undead suddenly grew as Dan's entourage was swelled by detectives killed at the precinct by Donahue and Singh.
"There are more to come, my friends. In fact, welcome to the city of the dead. LA has been renamed in honour of Polydorus, the Destroyer of all. Welcome to LA, Los Alborotador, the troublemakers!" Dan shouted and burst into a cackling coughing fit.
The undead took a step forward as one and May's group fell back, Jimmy holding onto Mayweather's hand tightly.
"Hold on kid, we may be doing a lot of running before this night is out," Jimmy said to the girl with a grin.
"I will," she said, smiling weakly.
Jimmy raised his gun and shot Donahue through the heart. A lucky shot, he thought to himself, but not lucky enough. Donahue staggered backwards and then carried on walking forward.
"This isn't going to be easy," Jimmy shouted to Cedric.
"Is anything?" Cedric shouted back as the group turned as one and ran for their lives.
The undead gave chase and were howling for blood.
May scooped up Mayweather from Jimmy's gasp and pumped her legs hard to put a gap between themselves and the undead. May knew that Polydorus didn't need her ring, she had the original. But what she did want was May and her companions dead and then she would have free reign, freedom to destroy this world and all others.
May, however, was determined to stop her, whatever happened.






  
  The Streets of LA


There is one thing about being an undead that is obviously going to impede your pursuit and destruction of the living. You can't walk or run as fast as those you pursue. It's all down to the fact that going from alive to undead plays havoc, not only with your metabolism, hence the stink, but also your muscles and joints. Slow, rigid, walking is the order of the day, and Dan and his crew were no better or worse at it than any other of the undead through the ages. 
Consequently, it wasn't long before May and her group had put some distance between them and their pursuers.
But carrying Mayweather was slowing May down and the Professor obviously wasn't in the best of health, so their escape was hampered, making them marginally quicker than their pursuers.
Overall, it was becoming a game of cat and mouse.
"We need to rest up," May said. "I'm pretty whacked with carrying Mayweather."
"I'll take her," Cedric said.
The little girl was passed between the two. She had already been exchanged between the adults several times and was used to being moved around, almost like a living piece of luggage.
"I'll scout around for somewhere to hide out," May said and walked away from the group.
"I concur with Ms. Brubaker, the Professor said, out of breath. “I'm afraid I'm not as young as I was."
"You're only a few years older than me, Professor. If you had done what I said when we first met, you would be in better shape now."
"What was that?" Jimmy asked, a little out of breath himself.
"Give up the fags."
Jimmy smiled at the Professor.
"He means cigarettes. He always says that to get a reaction from our American cousins." The Professor said, with a smile. "I've been smoking forty a day since I was knee high to something or other. My lifestyle was quite different before Cedric and I first met."
May shouted the group over, "I've found a place we can hole up for a while!"
They followed May to a two-block warehouse with only one obvious entrance.
"There's a cellar, and the cellar has one entrance, but is connected to the next building, where we can escape to and then back out into the streets."
"Not sure that's a good idea," Cedric said, "but I guess it's better than nothing at this stage of the game."
They all followed May as she led them into the building. 
Cedric assessed the situation as they entered the building, looking for areas that could hold traps or maybe places they could set traps, anything to slow down the undead. "I'll take the first watch and Jimmy can spell me after an hour, then May and then the Professor. By which time dawn will be approaching and we can then… Well, we need to work out a plan of action, don't we?"

      [image: image-placeholder]Cedric's watch was uneventful, but in the distance, he could hear howls of rage as their pursuers searched high and low. But the sounds were getting ominously closer with the passing of each minute.
When Jimmy took over, Cedric warned him about the closeness of the undead.
"How on earth did we get into this mess?" Jimmy asked Cedric.
The big man smiled at Jimmy. "We're not on earth, are we?" Cedric was still chuckling as he walked away.
Jimmy had to laugh, despite the fear now welling up inside him. He had been having a bad feeling about all this since May had disappeared, and even more so while she was lost in space, as it were. But now she was back and their feelings for each other were self-evident, so he was ever more fearful of May's safety.
"How are you doing?" May's voice came from behind Jimmy and he felt her hand on his shoulder.
"I'm Okay, how about you?"
"Been better," she said, sitting down next to him in the alcove like entrance to the building.
"Haven't we all," Jimmy said, taking May's hand in his and kissing her cheek.
May smiled and leaned her head on his shoulder. It felt right; it felt good and better than that; it was comfortable.
"Does this make us an item now?" Jimmy mused, never taking his eyes off the darkened streets.
May nodded. "I think so. Especially since my previous boyfriend seems to have abandoned me."
"Not his fault, May. He was just too weak for Polydorus. But I thank my lucky stars I wasn't your boyfriend earlier."
"Why?"
"Because it may have been me out there, wandering around like something out of a cheap B movie."
"Never," May laughed, "you're too strong willed. Besides, it is what it is. No point speculating on what might have been. I could have been Dan's widow by now."
"You need to have a dead husband to be a widow."
"Dan's not exactly alive and kicking now."
"Not yet, but give him time. Good job you didn't marry him though, think of the legal repercussions. Do the undead have legal rights? The blood sucking lawyers would have a field day on this one."
May squeezed Jimmy's hand and smiled at the thought of Dan being in court, contesting his rights.
"Why don't you get some sleep, Jimmy? I'll take it from here."
"You sure, May. I can stay with you just in case you need me."
"If I need help, Jimmy, I'll holler louder than I've ever hollered before, believe me."
Jimmy reluctantly made his way back into the building, leaving May to muse on what had become of Dan. She blamed herself, but from what Jimmy had told her earlier, Dan had been on a mission right from the start.
May felt, rather than heard something, in the gloom ahead. She leaned forward enough to feel a breeze pushing into the alcove from the outside. She was sure she could hear whispering, but realised it could have been the breeze. Careful not to show herself, May stood and leaned further out. Now she was sure she could hear someone whispering.
May used the pre-arranged signal and threw a handful of pebbles onto Cedric's back, which was the closest to the alcove. Cedric was instantly awake and quickly by May's side.
"What is it?"
"I hear whispering."
Cedric took May's place by the alcove entrance and listened intently.
"You're right," he said in May's ear. "Wake the others. We're moving."






  
  The Nightmare and the Daylight


It wasn't a moment too soon. The group had made their way into the other building and Cedric had then led them up onto the rooftops, in the belief that it would be difficult for the undead to see their movements. As they gained the rooftop, there came a mass blood-curdling cry from below as the undead horde attacked their previous position. 
May and her friends were shocked by the ferocity and hurried from the area in order to establish a new base.
They found a large, deserted warehouse with a lot of space around it. Ideal to track anyone coming up to it and it would fit their needs temporarily. The group soon settled themselves down into the same routine. It was the Professor on watch when May came out of the warehouse and onto the roof where he was keeping watch. "This is how they will wear us down," the Professor said to May. "We settle, they find us, we move. On and on it will go until we are just too weary to go on. The undead do not need sleep or rest."
"Then we need to stop them. Forgive the stupid remark, if it is stupid, but we need to find a way of killing them."
The Professor smiled at May. "Funnily enough, it's not a stupid question. The undead are exactly that, undead. There is no reason that I know of that means we cannot kill them again."
"You've never told me very much about your dealings with the paranormal. I know how you and Cedric teamed up? But what made you want to be a demon hunter?"
"I think it was down to my hedonistic lifestyle before I met Cedric. But after my uncle died and the manner of his death, I knew that demon hunting was what I wanted to do. I guess it was very much a modern version of the big game hunter. I needed the excitement to satisfy my desire for a thrill out of life, but vengeance was also a powerful motivator. I wanted to avenge my uncle, but also to rid the world of the scourge of demons."
"Now that's where I would have had a problem with your story if I hadn't known better. Demons in this day and age. Who would have thought it? Sure, in ancient times the people were pretty simple and anything from a fiery meteor to methane gas could have been misconstrued to become a demon, but these days?" May shook her head.
"You would be surprised at what people see and believe. Look at UFOs, crop circles and alien abductions. You would pooh-pooh them if you didn't have proof. Well, the same can be said of demons. Just because you have never seen one, it doesn't mean to say they don't exist."
"What are demons? I know of only Polydorus and what she is, but I'm sure there is more to it than that."
The Professor nodded his agreement. "There certainly is more to the subject than what Polydorus has brought to the table. The problem is that most people, if they ever think of a demon, they think of some sort of devil that's rampantly ugly and bent on hell fire and destruction. It's a lot more complicated than that. They are corporeal beings, but equally, they are beings of mist and time. Now you see them, now you don't."
The Professor was speaking in general terms and his explanations were simple, to make May at ease with the world of demons. He didn't mention all the subcategories.
May's brow furrowed as the conversation became more real. And not a silly talk about ghosts and ghouls.
"It's as hard to take in now as it was when all this started. What I need to know is what Polydorus is after, or has she got what she wanted, the ring?"
"The ring was obviously her goal, initially," the Professor said with a sigh. "But since she has what she wants, why are we still being pursued? Is that what you're asking?"
"Yes. Why are we not left to perish when she destroys the world?"
"She's afraid of you. She fears your abilities and can see outcomes from your actions, her actions, everyone's actions and she knows not only can she be defeated, but she can also be destroyed."
"Me? I'm what she fears?"
The Professor nodded and shifted his position, trying, in vain, to make himself more comfortable.
"What you have to understand is that Polydorus knows what's going to happen. She sees the future. But it's multi-faceted to her and the outcome depends on a lot of interactions between all humans and her actions against humans."
"I'm not sure what you're getting at," May said with a puzzled expression.
"Let's take one set of interactions, you and Polydorus. Go back and say that Polydorus never gained access to your ring. Let's say you kept it and became immensely powerful because you kept it and fully understood how the ring worked and what you could do with it. That would probably mean you had destroyed the destroyer by now and could be on a beach in Barbados, with Dan at your side."
May nodded her understanding.
"Now layer on that the possibility that you had kept the ring but didn't understand it or what to do with it. Consequences of that is the possibility we could still battle Polydorus here, or someplace else. It's all about consequences from actions and the reactions to those actions. Polydorus sees these multiple layers of possibilities and can, in her own way, react to certain situations to steer her way to the ultimate outcome that she wants. But, and it's a big but, she could get it wrong. Indeed, knowing an outcome actually immediately changes that outcome."
"Einstein's got nothing on you, Professor," May said with a humourless laugh.
"I have to admit, it takes a while to get your head around it, but it will come with perseverance and time."
"Which we don't have a lot of."
"True, Ms. Brubaker. But now we need to try to plan our strategy. You and I need to defeat Polydorus."






  
  Undead


Dan sat cross legged on the floor of an apartment block he, and the bulk of his undead troops had taken over earlier in the night. 
Questions on the nature of the universe and whether there was life after death didn't worry Dan. Nothing worried Dan. He had died and been resurrected, by Polydorus. That meant he was hers to do with as she pleased. The agony of his situation is that he could still feel fear, and he knew that being undead meant that he could also be dead again. It didn't take much. A shot to the head and that was it. Goodnight Vienna.
It was that fear that drove him and his undead troops, his motley crew from the Police precinct. Fear that they may end up dead again.
His goal was to find and kill May Brubaker and all who followed her. He knew who they were, and he knew he had to find them quickly. But he had limitations just as May and her people had. Both humans and the undead would get tired and needed to sleep. Both need to eat to have energy to carry on. But that's where the similarities ended. May's sustenance was food. She could get that from fruit in the trees and bushes, even eating grass if necessary. Water was abundant in the rivers and as this world was deserted, the rivers were probably not polluted. Dan and his crew, on the other hand, gained no sustenance from conventional means. No, what they needed was meat, human meat, and as none of them had eaten of late, they were all ravenous and all needed to find something to eat, very soon; otherwise their bodies would deteriorate more and more, until it would be impossible to function.

      [image: image-placeholder]May managed to get to sleep due to exhaustion. Despite how worried she was for her friends; sleep came quickly and with it came the dreams again.
May was standing on a grassy cliff top, looking down at a broiling, grey sea. It wasn't anywhere she recognised. To her right there were white cliffs and to her left the ground sloped downwards and became a path and then a road that led to a small town, a hamlet, she thought. It's odd how dreams work, she thought to herself. Hamlet was not a word she would have used normally. May looked down at herself and realised she wasn't wearing her normal jeans and sweatshirt, but a full-length skirt made of a rough, grey material which had layers of linen underskirts under it, giving the effect of a billowed-out skirt. The sweatshirt had been replaced by a laced-up bodice and beneath that was a linen blouse. All this made May think of the old Frankenstein movies. It seemed May had gone back in time again. 
Suddenly, May jumped straight upwards and floated down to earth again, very gently. She had no idea why she had done that, but she did it again and achieved a higher height, but once again floating back down to earth. She did it several more times and each time she got higher and higher until, suddenly, May was flying. She maintained her height and tentatively tried turns, diving and increasing her speed. Like an early version of Superwoman, May, an arm outstretched, was flying over the cliffs and suddenly realised where she was. The White Cliffs of Dover, May was in medieval England.
It seemed to be early morning and May was swooping over the cliffs, whooping with delight. She was quite a distance from the small hamlet but knew she must maintain that distance, lest she be seen by the villagers. It would bode ill for her should she be caught in the act of flying.
May was so thrilled and pleased to be able to fly that she soared atop the cliffs happier than she had ever been in her life.
May suddenly realised it wasn't her life she was referring to; it was the life of Jane Baden. She was in Jane Baden's body, experiencing all the thoughts and emotions that Jane Baden felt during her lifetime. She was sharing Jane's life.
May was enjoying herself so much, she at first didn't realise Jane had strayed too far toward the village and she saw, with a gasp, that villagers were looking up at her, at least five of them pointing in her direction. There was no mistake; she had been seen, caught red-handed in England, in the middle ages. There was only going to be one outcome to this.
The scene shifted and Jane/May was now in the local gaol, a woodcutter's small shed, awaiting her trial for witchcraft. She had hardly eaten for days and had only a few sips of water. She was cold, dishevelled and feeling faint from hunger. A classic way of ensuring the prisoner would be compliant during the trial.
The scene shifted once more.
Jane/May was in the dock at the local assizes in the town of Dover. She was listening to the arguments to and fro between the magistrates and the local scribe who had been appointed as Jane/May's lawyer. May too was feeling the hunger, and she was beginning to get a fever, so the last thing on her mind was paying attention to the goings on of a dream trial. That was until the scribe stood to talk.
"I maintain, magistrates, that this person, May Brubaker, is innocent of all charges."
May was suddenly alert. The scribe had used her name, not that of Jane Baden.
"You see, magistrates, May Brubaker is trapped in the body of this wench, Jane Baden. It's Jane Baden who is the witch. Not May Brubaker."
The scribe had his back to Jane/May but nonetheless, May recognised something about him. She wasn't sure what it was at first, but then a chill swept down her spine. She had seen that back, many times.
The scribe turned, looked directly at May and winked.
Gary Mitchell hadn't changed since the last time May had seen him alive and well, despite the slightly longer and unkempt hair and odd clothes, it was still Gary Mitchell.
"I'm watching your back, Brubaker," the scribe whispered. "You have hellfire and damnation to go through, but you will be victorious."
Jane/May's mouth was open, but words were not forming.
The scribe was still talking, but to the magistrates this time and there didn't seem to be any more mention of May's name.
It was becoming hard for May to concentrate and she could feel that Jane Baden was also getting slightly delirious.
The scene shifted one more time.
Jane/May was thrown bodily into a cart, pulled by an ox. Her hands were tied behind her back. Her long hair had been roughly shorn. She was bruised and battered by the watching crowd as they had punched and kicked her as she was dragged toward the cart.
Jane/May huddled in the corner, knowing full well what was about to happen to her. She was still weak from lack of food and she still had a fever, but her mind was crystal clear. She was being taken for execution. May dreaded to think what form the execution would take but had a fairly good idea.
As the cart trundled through the muddy streets of Dover, people lined the streets and jeered at her, many with hate, pure hate in their eyes, some had pity, but most were indifferent and would soon be on their way to do their daily business safe in the knowledge that another witch had been despatched and the world was a safer place.
The cart rounded a corner and May glanced at the crowd. As she came past a group of men with tankards with beer slopping over the edge as they drunkenly shouted at Jane/May she suddenly saw Gary… standing next to Polydorus.
May was shocked. Was he on her side? What did it mean? May forced her will on Jane and made her stand up, tottering in the cart she shouted at Gary, "Why?"
Gary smiled back at her. "Keep your friends close but keep your enemies closer. Good luck." And then he was gone.
The scene changed again, and Jane/May was dragged to a large tangle of wood and rags. Here she was unceremoniously tied to a stake set in the middle of the wood pile and then more wood and twigs and branches were stacked around her.
A man stepped forward with a large wooden bucket of pitch and another of some foul smelling greasy oil.
"Please, sir. Pour oil on my person, please." May felt Jane's anguish as pleaded with the man. The man simply poured pitch around the base of the bonfire and then sprinkled the greasy oil over the sticks and wood surrounding Jane/May, but not a drop did he pour on Jane/May. If he had, the fire would have caught on her clothing sooner and her agonising death would have been that little bit swifter.
The man walked away with a sneer at Jane/May and the executioner walked forward, a large blazing torch in her right hand. Polydorus smiled at Jane/May. "In the end, you knew in your heart that I would win, didn't you May Brubaker?"
May stood, secured to the stake, with no way of stopping Polydorus. The Demon-witch walked around the bonfire igniting the pitch as she went.
Whoever had put the wood on the bonfire was not concerned about whether the wood was green or not and as it ignited it caused a lot of smoke. Jane/May's view of the crowd and Polydorus was blocked by the stifling smoke.
The wretched woman coughed and spluttered and her eyes watered and stung. She involuntarily inhaled smoke and coughed uncontrollably. 
Nothing stopped the relentless smoke and fire and soon the base of the bonfire was a roaring inferno. The smell of burning pitch made Jane/May cough even more, but that was the least of her worries. The heat from the fire was now making her sweat profusely and her clothing, the hem of her skirt, was smouldering and giving off its own foul stanch.
As the flames rose higher and higher, Jane/May could just make out Polydorus' cackle as she triumphantly skipped around the bonfire.
She knew it was only seconds away, but when it came it was a complete shock to Jane/May. Her skirt caught fire with a brief crackle and the flames quickly spread upwards. Her bodice was made of a thick leathery material and as the heat in it built up it constricted and Jane/May was caught in an agonising vice like grip, pushing what air she had in her lungs outward. She screamed and tried to take a deep breath, but the constriction was too great. Then the linen underskirts burst into flames and her legs were rapidly scorched as they were roasted. Skin boiled and peeled off, the fat from her legs also igniting. Then her bodice finally caught fire and her linen blouse quickly burned away. What was left of the hair on her head soon singed and scorched her scalp. But by this time, most feeling in the lower part of her body was, thankfully, gone. The upper body was now burning, and Jane/May was losing consciousness. 
One final, deep, moan escaped her body and Jane/May crumpled to a heap of burning flesh as what remained of her legs could no longer support her body.
The conflagration continued on for quite a while after Jane Baden had died and the onlookers had long since moved away, the stench of burnt human flesh was too sickly for even the most diehard of ghouls who regularly watched these medieval executions.

      [image: image-placeholder]May sat up and screamed.
Jimmy was immediately awake and at her side, holding her hand and wiping the sweat from her forehead as she gasped for air. May was still able to smell the heady mix of burning wood and human flesh.
"You've had a nightmare," Jimmy said, concern in his voice.
"Yes," she answered weakly. “It was awful.”
The others were now arriving from their various positions in the warehouse, all concerned at May's wellbeing.
May quickly described the nightmare and that both Gary Mitchell and Polydorus were in it. She described what had happened to poor Jane Baden and why they had burned her at the stake.
"Seems to me there's a message in there somewhere," the Professor said.
"That occurred to me as well," May said, shivering uncontrollably with cold.
"Try and get some sleep," Jimmy said. But as he spoke, they all heard Mayweather's scream and the sound of shouting outside.
"They've found us!" May shouted.






  
  In the Cover of the Night


May reached Mayweather first and grabbed the girl just as the undead were making their way into the warehouse. May raced away from the entrance and left Cedric in charge. 
Cedric had scouted the warehouse out and knew of two other entrances to the building, both of which were secure. He felt confident that this was the only way the undead could get into the warehouse.
Jimmy was at his side and the Professor was walking back the way May had come. The Professor knew his abilities lay in demon hunting, not dealing with the undead.
Cedric turned to Jimmy. "Still got that big gun of yours?"
Jimmy nodded and pulled it out of the knapsack slung over his shoulder.
"Want me to shoot one of them?"
Cedric smiled. "Only if you can aim straight and hit them in the head, as per the Prof's orders."
Jimmy could feel his hand shaking, so much so that the barrel was wavering alarmingly. Jimmy turned the gun butt first and offered it to Cedric.
Cedric took the weapon, checked it out, raised it and fired.
The lead figure's head snapped backward violently, and the body crumpled to the floor. It had been a test to see what the undead’s reaction would be in the face of death. There was no reaction, and they carried on coming, though still very slow.
It was at that point, as Jimmy and Cedric retreated, that the roar of a vehicle, the Professor's own Porsche, no less, could be heard outside. The big vehicle crashed through one of the locked doors Cedric had checked only minutes earlier, and behind it came another procession of the undead.
"Never thought of that," Cedric sighed. "Must be going soft in the head. Now we have a problem. There are lots of them and we don't have enough ammunition to kill them all. So, what's the solution?"
Jimmy looked at Cedric, and Cedric nodded.
"Run!" they shouted together and made for the only doorway not full of the undead trying to get in. Cedric knew the doorway was locked, but believed he could force it open if he charged hard enough at it.
Cedric hit the door while running full steam and the old door crashed in under his weight. But as he came through, Cedric suddenly realised one undead was on the other side, kneeling with a long wooden pole sharpened at one end. The pole went into Cedric's body easily and he could hear the crunching of shattered bone as it came out the other side. Cedric felt the blistering pain immediately, but had the presence of mind to shoot his undead assailant in the head as he crashed to the floor, his undead nemesis falling by his side. It was a woman, a uniformed police sergeant by the name of Maddox.
"Always said it would be a woman who would lay me low," Cedric said with a grimace. 
Jimmy was quickly kneeling at the big man's side. Cedric gave the gun to Jimmy as he held the pole. Only a few inches were sticking out of his back, but there must have been a foot inside him and the rest was protruding from his lower rib cage.
"We need to move," Cedric gasped. "They will be on us soon."
Cedric groaned as he stood and moved off, following the others as Jimmy tried to help him walk. Cedric was shaking his head, trying to ignore the pain and clear his thoughts. But it was no good. For the first time in his life, he didn't know what to do for the best.

      [image: image-placeholder]It was an agonising journey for Cedric. There was a good foot of solid wood sticking out of his stomach, but with little blood. The pole was a good fit against his wounds and therefore kept the external blood loss to a minimum. But judging by the white pallor of Cedric's skin, he was bleeding massively internally.
"We must stop, Cedric," Professor Samuels pleaded with his friend.
But Cedric was having none of it. "You know, as well as I do, that they will find us quickly if we don't put some distance between us and them. By now they will have smelled the blood and they will want to taste it more than anything. Enough talk, we must walk."
Cedric stumbled as he set off and Jimmy caught him, steadying him before they set off again.
As they walked, Cedric whispered to Jimmy. "It will be you in charge soon. The Prof. and Ms. Brubaker need time to organise their defences against Polydorus. You need to find a way to kill the undead, and we only have four shots left, and there are at least twenty of them. Make it work, Jimmy."
Jimmy could only acknowledge Cedric with a faint smile and nod of the head. He didn't know what to do about the undead. He was an odd job man, not a military leader. As they staggered on, Jimmy could feel Cedric slipping away and then jerking himself to keep from fainting.
Jimmy called to May. "We must stop soon, for Cedric's sake."
As luck would have it, Cedric saw the firehouse first, a two-story building with another two-story building to the left and rear.
"There, we can make camp there and wait for the night. We can go on under cover of darkness."

      [image: image-placeholder]Jimmy settled Cedric down as best he could and then left him and the Professor together. Mayweather sat and watched Cedric with mawkish fascination, but no one seemed to notice.
Jimmy made sure the fire house's doors were closed and barred as best he could. He went upstairs and scavenged around for food, managing to find a few cans of vegetables and two cans of beans. He didn't know what the date was on this world and therefore no idea if the sell by date was relevant. Two of the cans had ring pulls, but the others didn't. Frustrated, Jimmy threw a can against a wall and it dented the wall but failed to open.
"I take it peas are off?"
May stood at the door, smiling. But Jimmy could see the pain in that smile. She, like Jimmy, had grown very fond of Cedric and they both hated that they could do nothing to help their friend.
"Why is this happening, May? What's it all about? Cedric's in the next room and for all we know, he could be dead by now. Why does he have to die like this?"
"Polydorus…"
"Polydorus is why? Is that right, May? Some demented demon has taken to make our lives a misery and we are powerless to do anything about it."
May just shook her head and moved closer, taking Jimmy's hands in hers. "I really don't understand a lot more than you, Jimmy. She has the ring, but she obviously wants something else. What that is, I don't know and nor does the Professor."
"Cedric has made me promise to look after you, to give you time to defeat Polydorus. I have no idea how I'm going to combat twenty odd undead humans with one handgun and four bullets. A shot to the head. Is that what it takes? Is that all that we can do, May?"
May nodded. "The Professor seems to think it's the only way."
"I can't even experiment by shooting one of them in the heart. Hell, I can't even shoot straight, period. How am I supposed to do this?"
May could see the hurt in his eyes and was about to give him a hug, when she heard the Professor call them from the next room.
May and Jimmy rushed in to see the Professor closing Cedric's eyes. Tears were flowing freely down the Professor's face, but this was mixed with anger in his eyes. As he stood up, leaning heavily on his cane, May noticed Mayweather sat near Cedric, her eyes glued to his inert body. As the Professor stood and walked toward May and Jimmy, Mayweather began shuffling forward on her bottom, trying to get closer to Cedric's body.
"Don't get too close, Mayweather. There may be infec…"
May never finished the sentence. 
She stood, shocked, as she watched Mayweather bare her teeth, no, her fangs and leap onto Cedric's body, ripping at his throat with her teeth and sucking down great globs of flesh and blood.
"Jesus H Christ," Jimmy shouted.
"She's undead," the Professor shouted at the same time. "Stand aside."
The Professor pulled his gun from the folds of his greatcoat and aimed at Mayweather.
"NO!" Shouted May, but it was too late. The weapon discharged, and Mayweather's head exploded.
The Professor shook his head as if in denial.
"She was one of them." Jimmy's statement said it all. "She was leading them to us, somehow. That's how they found us so quickly."
May was silently crying, for all the time she spent with Mayweather and for all the others out there who were equally infected through no fault of their own.
"Enough," she said, a finality in her voice. "This shit has to end here and now. We have to destroy Polydorus."
"But first we need to bring her out in the open and we have to destroy her troops to do that. Now we only have nine bullets and still twenty of them to get rid of. Anyone have any suggestions?"
None of the three had any ideas. The day was getting late and May was tired.
"Can we at least try to get some sleep? I'm bushed."






  
  Necromancer


They moved their small camp a couple of blocks down as the light faded, leaving behind the smell and the blood and gore. It was Jimmy who believed leaving the fire house was necessary in case the undead had some sort of super sense of smell. Anything was possible in this mad world. 
Inside their new camp, a furniture store with actual beds upstairs, it was pitch black and May could only hear the Professor as he settled down for the night. May and Jimmy decided to share in the guard duty, allowing the Professor to grieve over his dead friend. Jimmy was on the roof acting as a sentry, making sure none of the undead were sneaking up on them. But he believed that even the undead needed to rest.
May took off her jeans and T-shirt and slipped between a thin blanket on a Queen-Sized bed, settling down with a musty pillow. Despite the chill in the air, she was soon asleep and dreaming.

      [image: image-placeholder]May was watching the night sky, not knowing what it was she was looking at. She knew they were stars but had no real idea of what a star was. To her, these small points of light were holes in a black canvas where light shone through. She watched in awe as the occasional streak of light flashed across the sky and sometimes, if she was lucky, huge splashes of white light spread across the sky and then was quickly gone. Sometimes, though rarely, she had seen small splashes of light skip across the sky. To her, it seemed that all of this was for her benefit only. Some celestial painter was painting a picture in the heavens and she could see snippets of the greater canvas as it was being created.
She knew she was a little girl, and that she had snuck out of bed and onto the roof below her window. The roof wasn't a steep angle and she could easily put a blanket beneath her for comfort and another draped over her to keep out the desert's chilly air. With her arms behind her head, May Brubaker watched the painter in the sky do his work.
The scene changed and at that point May realised this was a dream. But instead of being in someone else's body, she was in her own. May as a child and May as an adult occupied the same ten-year olds body. May also realised this dream had been prompted by Mayweather's violent death.
Now May was sat with her Mother, holding hands and gently crying. The room was occupied by a lot of adults dressed in black and there was a large coffin, centre piece in the room. May knew that it was her father in the coffin and that he had died a couple of days before. This was the Irish in the family coming out, the wake, where people paid their last respects, drank to your health and sang a few songs.
Her father, Paul, a big strong man, had died falling from a building on a construction site. The safety gear was substandard and on more than one occasion the contractor had been told by May's father that they should upgrade to protect the workers. Being a staunch union man, May's father had intended alerting the local branch to what was going on at the site. It never got that far. He had fallen from five stories up and landed on concrete.
May's father had lived on for two days after the fall, but intensive care had not been able to do much about the brain damage.
Some on the site, Paul Brubaker's friends mostly, had muttered that May's father had been pushed. But nothing came of the rumours and the company had managed to brush aside any attempts at holding them to account. The work continued at the site for another twelve months and two more workers died before an investigation was held. It turned out the rumours were true; Paul Brubaker had been pushed and the man who had done the pushing had himself been pushed. The third death, ironically, had been an actual accident, and it had been the site owner, the one responsible for Paul Brubaker's death, who had fallen to his death due to faulty safety equipment. What goes around comes around.
May sat and held her Mom's hand tightly; neither wanting to do what was expected of them. Neither wanting to look into the coffin and see the piss poor job of reconstruction the drunk who passed for a mortician had done. They knew it was true, they had seen his handiwork before. It was the horror of it, it was the fact they wanted to see Paul one more time the way they remembered him.
Not gonna happen, no way Jose.
They stood as one when the time came and walked resolutely to the coffin. May was just tall enough to see in and what she saw shocked her. She looked up at her Mother who didn't say or do anything. In fact, May had to do a double take. Her Mother seemed frozen in time, almost like a waxwork.
May looked back into the coffin and Gary Mitchell sat up and smiled at her.
It was most definitely him, and it was his head the mortician had made a piss poor job of reconstructing. Strands of hair stuck all along the fault line where his skull had blown off and the stitching would have been neater if a kid from kindergarten had taken the job on.
"Surprise," Gary said in that sing song way that had so endeared him to May. "Bet you didn't expect me?"
"What the…" May said, then she did a double take and realised she was now an adult and the whole room was frozen in time. "What are you up to? You're supposed to be dead, but you keep popping up in the least expected places. What are you doing in my father's coffin? Get out of it."
Gary shot May a sheepish grin and struggled to get out of the coffin.
"Here, take my hand," May said, holding her left hand out. It was at that point she suddenly realised there was a ring on that hand. THE RING!
"Are you offering me your ring, May?"
May snatched her hand back and looked darkly at Gary Mitchell. "How did this get on my finger; it was on Polydorus' hand."
"Poor Polly-Dolly. She forfeited the right when she attempted to assassinate me."
May walked back a pace. "Assassinate you? You're already dead. And another thing, you're dead but still alive or am I still in a dream or…"
"So many questions, May, take a chill pill and cool down. Let me explain some home truths. Things I was going to tell you over time, but thanks to Polydorus I didn't quite get the chance. It's taken me a number of years to reconstruct myself and as you can see from the head, I have a little way to go."
Gary smiled, but soon stopped that in the face of May's scowl.
"Anyway, there I was all happy and getting on great with life, when some half-baked idiot demon manipulates some hick drug lord and pop, I'm dead. Not good for a Necromancer, believe me."
"A Necro what?"
"Necromancer, you know, conjures with spirits of the dead to foretell the future. Well, that's the official definition in Webster's, I think, or was it the Oxfor…"
"Gary!"
Mitchell jumped and gave May the sheepish grin again.
"Okay, Okay. I'm a sort of wizardy, warlocky, necromancer who does a bit of time manipulation on the side for certain parties who will remain anonymous."
"You're not human then? You're not Gary Mitchell?"
"I was, almost certainly I was Gary Mitchell. But I was also a Necromancer at the same time."
May slapped her forehead with her right hand. "What in hell is going on here, Gary?"
"Think of me as a sort of detective, no, better still a secret agent, a sort of Supernatural Jimmy Bond.  They seek me here; they seek me there. They seek the secret Necromancer everywhere… doesn't quite work, does it?"
May shook her head.
"Is this the result of losing the top part of your brain? Is that what's making you weird and freaking me out?"
"It wouldn't help, would it? When you think about it the top part of your brain is there for a reason, it's not a cover for a saucepan that's been misplaced, is it?"
"Gary!"
"Sorry, I know, a friend died tonight, and my feelings go out to all of you. But honestly, I can help you and have been doing so. But I've been a little limited due to reconstruction work," he said pointing to his head. "Takes a lot out of a fellah, you know?"
"Fine, fine and dandy, so you're a supernatural detective and you're on the trail of?"
"Polydorus, of course, pay attention Brubaker."
It was at that point that May realised it was Gary Mitchell in front of her. Only he called her Brubaker and he said it in that sing-song voice of his.
"So where do I fit in all this?"
"Well, you were my partner in the other world, and you were going to be my partner in this world too."
"Partner? A necromancer, like you?"
"Yeah, except I would have been the top honcho and you would have been my sidekick."
"In your dreams Mitchell," May laughed. "So, what happens now? We have hordes of the undead after us, one of our own has been killed and another of our own tried to eat him. It's a bit far out, don't you think?"
"Not once you get the hang of it. Look at it like starting out as a rookie cop; it's not much different than that. The hours are bit odd, but you're still a detective, detecting wrong doers, you know, the bad guys, those who don't play by the rules."
"Is that what Polydorus is guilty of not playing by the rules?"
"Exactly, she's taken my ring, the one I gave to you in my will."
"So, it's my ring, let's establish that from the get-go."
"Okay," Mitchell smiled his lopsided smile, "she stole from a Necromancer, but more importantly, she took a hit out on a Necromancer. Hey, we're the good guys. Paranormal and Supernatural are our middle names and we will detect crimes against the state, and we will bring them to justice."
"And what state would that be? Certainly not New York State I think."
"Correct. The state is a sort of figurative statement. What we're talking about here is the force to hold reality together. It's very much a quantum thing. The state is the only way I can get my head around it. Demons and such like…"
"There's others, as well as demons?"
"Oh yes, many, many others."
"Oh boy."
"So, what do you say, Brubaker? Are you game to join me?"
"What just like that?"
"Not quite, there's a lot of training required I'm afraid, which, I might add, will begin with the apprehension and possible demise of one Polydorus."
"Okay, so how do I deal with the undead?"
"That, I'm afraid you're on your own with. Call it lesson one in the guide to Necromancy. Just remember, you have the ring and you have an awful lot of power at your disposal. Use it wisely and use it well. I'm off to finish up with the re-building, so I'll see you after your little show's over."






  
  I Love You


May was back in the bed and fully alert as someone or something was moving toward her. She slowly pushed her hand under the pillow, thinking she had left a gun there, but before she could do anything, the blanket was pulled back and someone was getting into the bed with her and pushing their body into her back. May held her breath as a hand touched her shoulder and then she was being kissed on the neck. May smiled. "How did you know I liked that?" 
"I guessed," Jimmy whispered as he ran his hand down May's shoulder and onto the lithe form of her body. His hand momentarily stroked her thigh, then travelled around to her bottom. His fingers flexed the thin elastic on her panties and pushed in to caress her bottom.
May was responding to Jimmy's kisses and his caress. Despite her worry and tiredness, she could feel the wanting building up inside, a warm glow in the pit of her stomach.
"I love you," Jimmy whispered.
May smiled and put her left hand back to stroke Jimmy's leg. She suddenly realised the Jimmy was naked. 
"I love you too, Jimmy. Always have, I think."
May kissed Jimmy fully on the lips and then gently bit his lower lip. She moved down to his chest and then followed his stomach with her tongue.
The couple abandoned all thoughts of their current situation and gave in to base instincts. Thoughts of Polydorus, Mayweather, Cedric and even the Professor were left out of their minds as they moved together, base instincts taking over from fear.






  
  A Crowded House


May awoke with a smile on her face and opened her eyes.  
"Had a good night's sleep?" Jimmy asked.
"Oh, did I sleep straight through?"
"You did."
"And you let me?"
"You looked like you could use it. Besides, we have a situation here that defies logic. Well, I know all this defies logic, but this one takes the biscuit. Come and have a look at what I mean."
May got dressed and Jimmy led her to the balcony where the Professor greeted her. The wind was whipping up over the parapet and the Professor's wispy hair was writhing around like snakes on hot coals.
"This is something I've never encountered. Look."
May looked over the parapet and could see over twenty of the undead in the street below. None were moving. All seemed in mid-stride and sometimes, they had one foot off the ground and the other was balanced on the ball of their foot, yet none had fallen over. Even the stiff breeze was not affecting them.
"Now that is bizarre, isn't it?" May said.
"Been like this half the night. They came marching down in their usual goonish manner and then suddenly all of them stopped, at the same time, like pausing a picture on a DVD. It was very odd to see it."
May looked at Dan, leading the way. Nothing stirred.
"Have you been down to look?"
"No, we waited for you as there didn't seem any urgency. They're not going anywhere."
"We don't know what stopped them, so we do not know when, if ever, they are going to start again. They could suddenly start up when we get down there. In which case, one of us should go down and the other two watch his or her back."
"Okay, that sounds like a plan," Jimmy said, handing his gun to May.
"I don't know how to shoot this?"
"Course you do," Jimmy said. "You were a policewoman."
May smiled and blew Jimmy a kiss. "Take care."
Jimmy waved as he headed for the fire escape stairs down to the ground floor.
May and the Professor kept a close eye on him and their guns at the ready.
"Don't take chances," The Professor said. "We shoot at the slightest danger and worry about the ammunition later."
"Just make sure you don't hit Jimmy."
The Professor feigned fake annoyance. "I'll have you know I was taught to shoot by an expert marksman."
"Cedric?" May asked.
The Professor nodded.
"I miss him already," May said with a small tear in her eye.
"Me too, but, as Cedric would have said, onwards and upwards."






  
  This is it!


Jimmy opened the door tentatively and stepped outside into the sunshine, the glare making him squint. His eyes began to water, and he placed his left hand over his eyebrows, trying to lower the glare. 
"This is it! This is it!" Jimmy said, in a sing-song voice, trying desperately to remember a song he had heard once on the radio. Anything to distract his mind from what he was about to do. Confronting a small army of zombies was not how he had expected to start any of his days. He mostly expected his life to be long and interspersed with the odd high and low, but nothing specific to zombies.
How we are all mistaken in our beliefs.
He smiled at the thought and walk with a purpose towards the group of zombies.
May and the Professor watched Jimmy and May smiled at Jimmy's determined stride. She had always known Jimmy to do a good job in anything he attempted, never realising those jobs she gave him would one day include confronting a bunch of undead killers bent on his destruction.
"More exciting than fixing a fuse, I suppose," May muttered.
"I beg your pardon," The Professor said, looking at May with a quizzical expression.
May turned to the Professor and smiled. "I was just thinking aloud. Looking at Jimmy walking toward these zombies made me think about all the fuses he fixed for me when I first got the house. He said it was as if the house needed a kick up the ass to keep it going."
The Professor smiled at May, but that was quickly replaced with a frown. "Say that again."
"I said Jimmy thought the fuses…"
"Fused… too much energy. She's regulating the energy. That's why they have all stopped mid stride."
"She's re-booting them!" May almost shouted. Suddenly she was standing at the parapet and shouting as loud as she could to Jimmy.
Jimmy stood before Dan; who's right leg was stuck out in front at a ridiculous angle that made Jimmy smile. "There's a joke in this picture, somewhere, Dan. Only wish I could share it with you buddy."
Jimmy had a huge smile on his face as he looked the immobile Dan in the eyes, all life literally drained from them. May's voice suddenly caught his attention and Jimmy turned to see her and the Professor stood at the parapet, arms waving and shouting.
The glare was brighter in that direction and Jimmy was hard pressed to see them let alone hear them.
"What did you say?" Jimmy shouted at his companions.
"Run! Run, Jimmy."
The hairs on Jimmy's neck suddenly tingled and the chill he felt on his spinal column made him feel sick. "Oh shit," he muttered as he turned.
May shrieked as she watched Dan pull Jimmy toward him and sink his teeth into the hapless Jimmy's neck. Blood, bright and steaming in the chill morning air spurted from Jimmy's neck before the rest of the undead jumped on May's lover's back and forced him down.
The loud bark from the Professor's handgun galvanised May into action and she raced for the fire escape while the Professor used what little ammunition he had to kill as many of the undead as he could.
By the time may reached the mass of screaming zombies there was little left of Jimmy. She saw one blood spattered women stumbling away from the scrimmage with what looked like Jimmy's left hand. May saw Jimmy's gun on the ground, picked it up and shot the woman in the head. The loud retort stopped the undead in their tracks and they all stood and turned, as one, bloodied and unseeing in the conventional sense. All looked to where May stood. A jostling in the crowd saw Dan emerge from the group, even more bloodied than the rest.
May looked up at the Professor who sat, slumped, on the edge of the parapet.
"He knows the inevitable will happen soon, my love."
Dan's voice made May turn and confront him.
"I was never your love, Dan. Only your ticket to what you believed would be a better life. Look where that ticket has taken you."
"My mistress, Polydorus, has a message for you, May."
"This is for Jimmy and Cedric," May said as she fired her last shot at Dan's head.
All that remained of Dan's head was a shattered smile as his body slumped backwards. May tossed her gun to one side and looked up at the Professor.
The early morning glare had gone, and May could clearly see the Professor, standing at the parapet, pointing to the distance. May turned, not caring what the remaining zombies could do to her and looked to where the Professor was pointing.
Stumbling down the street, in that ungainly undead gait, May saw with horror what the Professor was pointing to.
"Hello, Ms. Brubaker," Cedric said.
May felt, rather than heard, the crump of something falling to the ground and looked instinctively to where the Professor should have been. What she saw made her heart sink lower than ever. At the foot of the wall to the furniture store there was a crumpled body. As May ran to her mentor's inert form, she suddenly realised she was alone in the Universe, except for one other life-force, her Mom was still alive, yet not alive. Her family, as she came to think of them, had been Jimmy, the Professor, Cedric, Mayweather and even Dan. May's thoughts blurred as she approached the body and saw the blood seeping from the Professor's smashed head.
"Heart attacks are a bugger, aren't they?" Cedric said as he shuffled up to stand beside May. "Always happen when you least expect it."
"Doesn't the sight of him, dead and smashed, make you sad?" May asked.
"Don't feel a thing, except pain and fear, Ms. Brubaker."
May had to admit to herself she could only feel pain and fear at that moment, too. Pain for all those she had lost and fear for the future. For herself, she felt no fear. She wasn't afraid to die, and that was something she had lived with daily as a police office. She was used to that thought. But she did fear that humanity's future was uncertain, and it was that fear that kept her going.
"Well now. It didn't need to have come to this, did it May?" The soft, gentle tones of her mother made May turn and strike out.
Polydorus wasn't used to such treatment and fell backwards as she tried to avoid the blow. The Demon-witch sat in the billows of dust caused by her fall, an expression of amazement on her face.
"What… wha…"
"What do I think I'm doing?" May shouted at Polydorus with a snarl. "I think I'm about to start having fun, bitch. You've fooled me with that trick for the last time."
Polydorus' stunned look soon turned to rage as she scrambled to stand up. "You want to have fun, Brubaker? Then let's start the party."
A roar of voices suddenly filled the air, making May turn. Where the motley bunch of undead from the police precinct had stood there was now a crowd of a few hundred zombies. This swiftly multiplied and at the same time the buildings, roads and other human paraphernalia linked with the city disappeared to be replaced by a flat expanse of grey plain. May recognised this after her experiences in Polydorus' alternate May world.
"You don't have much of much of an imagination, do you demon?" May said.
The demon slight, May knew, rankled Polydorus. She was determined to make Polydorus as angry as she could in the belief that even a demon would make mistakes when not thinking clearly.
Polydorus simply smiled at May. "We'll see who has the imagination at the end of the day, Ms. Brubaker. You have managed to purloin my ring, I see, but it will not help you. You don't have the imagination to use it to your advantage."
The undead hundreds suddenly changed to thousands as the plain was filled with zombies from all walks of life.
Walks of life, May told herself, is an unfortunate turn of phrase. But at the end of the day, she knew Polydorus was correct in her view that May didn't know how to use the ring to her advantage.
"Could do with a hand, just about now, Gary," May muttered to herself. But of course, there was no reply.
May viewed the thousands of undead and saw a small knot of them at the forefront of what she was rapidly coming to believe as an army of the undead. To her dismay, this small group included the Professor and Cedric. Others were people she had known during her short life - even poor Phil was there. Polydorus was obviously selecting her army with care and attention to detail, designed to put pressure on her. She thanked her lucky stars that this group didn't include Jimmy. The thought of Jimmy's body, torn apart and eaten by the undead both sickened and angered May at the same time.
"This is unreal," May said to herself as the zombie army grew exponentially.
"It's as real as it gets, honey." Polydorus had sidled up to stand beside May and she was watching the expression of dismay grow on her opponent's face. "To defeat me, you have to defeat them," Polydorus said, pointing towards the zombie army. "By the time they finish with you, all that will be left is the ring."
May turned to Polydorus and opened her mouth to speak, but Polydorus was nowhere to be seen. She had gone and was no doubt watching from some dimensional vantage point.
May fingered the ring on her left hand and slipped it off.
"Let battle commence then," she said and placed the ring on the index finger of her right hand.
To May Brubaker's dismay, nothing happened. Her ring's power was gone. She tried each finger in turn and then the same with her left hand. Nothing happened. There was no throb of power and the ring stubbornly remained an inert piece of wood.
May could feel panic rising from the pit of her stomach, something she hadn't felt since the first stakeout she had been part of as a rookie cop. Then, as now, May Brubaker felt alone in the world and simply wanted to scream in terror.
As if to compound that feeling of panic, the army of the undead stumbled forward, toward the lonely figure of May Brubaker.







  
  The Power of Thought


May Brubaker felt the panic rising in her chest, her heart was racing and despite the slow and stumbling march of the zombie army, she feared the inevitable. 
I could do with a wall right now.
The thought, an honest to goodness hope, had no sooner been thought than May noticed the zombie army doing something peculiar.
The main bulk seemed to have hit a wall and were now stumbling around a hidden obstacle, some going left and some going right but must just stumbling in a pack at the barrier.
A barrier? I've created a barrier just by thinking I wanted one.
May shook her head, not grasping what was happening. But her eyes were not deceiving her. In the end, she had to believe that she had somehow created a barrier between herself and the huge zombie army in front. They were walking around forming a circle. May Brubaker had created a force field with the power of thought alone, and this gave her hope. 
In the dark recesses of her mind, May could hear a female voice raging and screaming against her. Polydorus!
May smiled. A weapon. Her thoughts had turned to defence again, unbidden. Again, she could hear another voice, male this time, perhaps Gary, telling her she was a weapon.
I have the power. I can do this.
May closed her eyes and concentrated her thoughts on her inner self, gauging what she believed, hoped, she was capable of. When she opened them again, the Professor was inside the force field and smiling at her.
"You seem to master the abilities you have well, Ms. Brubaker. Very good."
"How are you… you were a zombie; I saw it all!"
"That you did, but it seems you have the power of life as we all know it, over death as they know it," the Professor said, pointing to the zombie army, which by now surrounded them.
"If that's the case," May said, shutting her eyes once more for a few brief minutes. When she opened them, Cedric was standing beside the Professor looking for all the world like a little boy lost.
"What happened?" Cedric said, turning full circle and whistling at the sight of the zombie army.
"You were a zombie dear boy, but May here, she's fixed us both up, just as new."
"I wish I understood what it is I'm doing," May said to the Professor. "I have a feeling, a sort of tip of the tongue feeling, that I know what's happening, but can't put it into words."
The Professor patted May on her back as he moved to stand alongside her.
"It will come, dear girl. It will come. But right now, we have a more pressing problem. I doubt even your abilities can do much to help these poor souls."
As the words came out of the Professor's mouth, May suddenly had the insight she needed. May Brubaker understood what it was she had to do.
"Professor, you have hit the nail on the head."
"I have?"
"He has?" Cedric chimed in.
“Yep, it's all to do with souls, or rather, the power of the soul. It's the engine that drives these abilities. A Demon's soul is powerful enough to create illusions, whole worlds, which seem real. Humans, mostly, don't understand that their souls are a means to channel psychic power, a way of tapping into the life-force of the universe and projecting it to wherever they want, to create or destroy as their consciousness dictates. Some humans, it seems, can make a difference. I can make that difference right now.
May looked at the Professor as his face wrinkled into a smile. May smiled back and then her brow furrowed as she concentrated on the task at hand. Her force-field wobbled and reality tilted one way and then another. A wailing scream came from far away when suddenly all of existence, the existence they were currently in, disappeared to be replaced by… 
"Reality," May said with a shudder as she fell to her knees, gasping for air. Professor Samuels and Cedric were at her side, holding on to her convulsing form.
All around them, their reality was replacing the make-believe world Polydorus had so painstakingly created. And she was not happy.
The surrounding abandoned warehouse was suddenly alive with people going about their normal daily routines, blissfully unaware of what was taking place in their midst.
May staggered to her feet with the help of her friends. "Jimmy?" She looked at the Professor and then Cedric. Both shook their heads. "That bitch will pay for the loss of Jimmy," May hissed as she nodded to the figure standing several metres away.
Polydorus was seething. Hands on hips and glaring at May, she sauntered forward. "Your death will be my pleasure, bitch. Just the way it was with dear mommy."
The revelation of what she had already known deep down, but suppressed, hit May like a sledgehammer and she screamed her hatred at the Demon-witch.
"Let's have it out then, bitch," Polydorus screamed back and tried to step forward, but couldn't raise her leg. "What have you done?"
May shook her head. "Nothing, yet." She was as puzzled as Polydorus.
It was the Professor that noticed the swirling dust on the ground where Polydorus stood. Then, slowly at first, a wispy, dark smoke circle traced its way around the Demon until the full circle of dark, swirlingBrubaker? smoke was complete.
"What magic is this May Brubaker," Polydorus called out. The Demon's eyes showed genuine fear as the dark smoke swirled faster and then slowly rose. Tendrils of smoke forced themselves out from five points in the circle and met to form lines.
"It's a pentacle," Cedric shouted.
Polydorus looked up at the trio, genuinely fearful of what was happening. "May Brubaker, what are you doing to me? I can't move!"
"It's not what my daughter is doing to you, demon." The voice was soft yet had a hard edge, and all four seemed to hear it in their heads. But only two of them recognised the owner of the voice.
"Mom? Is that you?"
Polydorus screamed in fear as she realised her time was drawing nigh.
"You have a lot to learn, May. I always told you that from an early age and it's truer now than ever before. It's true what they say, there is more to heaven and earth than meets the eye. You are not like any other human; you realise that by now. There is another life beyond what you experience in the here and now. That's where I am going. But don't worry, I'll be around to look in on you from time to time. Now, I have to do some cleaning up of the filth on this planet."
"It was you… you wrote the messages on the wall," May said, tears welling in her eyes.
"Yes, sweetheart, except for one or two others, it was mostly me. I had to warn you about what was coming. To tell you what you are."
"And what am I? I'm certainly not human."
"Half human, May."
"And the other half? Some sort of witch?" May was losing control emotionally.
"It's okay, let go. Your job is done, for now. As for the other half, your father. Everything will be revealed in good time."
May Brubaker broke down, sobbing, as she dropped to the floor, landing heavily on her knees.
Jude Brubaker's spirit turned her attention to Polydorus. "I am the Angel of Death, Polydorus. I am your doom and the doom of those like you who would prey on others. Your time has come, your end is now." 
The swirling pentacle cloud had reached above Polydorus' head and suddenly solidified into a black mass, piercing the Demon-witch in several places, her screams testifying to her agonising destruction. But even in her agonised death, Polydorus managed one last jibe at May Brubaker. "You will never see your precious Jimmy alive again, Brubaker. Do you hear me? Never again, bitch." An intense light filled the cloud pentacle and a beam shot into the sky, before blinking out of existence, cutting off the Demon's scream, leaving an eerie silence in its wake.
May looked up into the clouds and whispered, "Mom, I've lost so much," she sobbed. The Professor knelt and put a consoling arm around May's shoulder, but he knew May Brubaker, from this time onwards, would be a changed woman.






  
  A New Beginning


It did not surprise Professor Samuels when May Brubaker arrived at his newly decorated office carrying a small puppy. 
"You seem to be getting on with your life, Ms. Brubaker."
"Aw, c'mon Professor, surely you can call me May now, after all we've been through."
The Professor smiled his we will see smile. "So, who is this little chap?"
"Professor, meet Harley. He's an English Springer and quite a handful. A parting gift from Jimmy, though I'm sure he intended to give it to me personally."
"I'm sure you two will be well suited and incredibly happy. You deserve a happy life after all the loss you have suffered."
May smiled back and thought of her mom and of Jimmy, as well as all those others she would never see again.”
"Maybe all is not lost," the Professor said.
"Oh, and what makes you say that?"
"Take a seat, please, and I'll explain."
May sat and let the puppy down onto the floor, where he immediately relieved himself on the Professor's new carpet.
"Oh my! I'm so sorry Professor. Let me…"
"Not to worry, let the little chap do his thing."
"So, what's on your mind?"
Professor Samuels leaned back in his chair. "Two things. First off, I now know where I have seen your face before."
"And where was that?"
"In Egypt. Remember the tale I told you about how I came to be in this line of business?"
May nodded, intrigued.
"Well, the young woman at the dig helped me defeat the Minotaur. Without her, I wouldn't be here. That young lady, I'm convinced, was your mother."
"What! That's impossible."
"Impossible? Is it? Consider the impossible things you have achieved recently."
May sat back in her chair, and a small smile emerged. "Okay, I'll keep that thought ticking over. Next time I see my mother, and I'm now sure there will be a next time, I'll ask her about Egypt. What was the other thing?" 
"I've been doing some extensive research into our erstwhile foe, Polydorus. The Furies like to keep a memento of their forays into our realm. Let’s call it a keepsake."
"As many humans would buy a memento or keepsake of a holiday," May said.
"Indeed, and while a human on vacation may buy a fridge magnet, a demon might try for something a little different."
May's brow had furrowed, then a sudden realisation surged through her whole being. "Jimmy! You think she has taken Jimmy?"
"I do indeed, Ms. Brubaker, I do indeed."
May jumped up from her seat, making the puppy bolt for the cover of the Professor's legs. The Professor picked up the little black and white bundle of fur and sat him on his lap, stroking the dog like a villain from a Bond movie.
"What do we do?" May asked, leaning forward intently, hands firmly planted on the Professor's desk. "Where do we go?"
"Not so fast. This is going to be a dangerous undertaking, and you still have a lot to learn. To facilitate this learning, I have a proposal."
May sat back down and waited impatiently.
"How would you like to go into partnership with me?"
May's puzzlement showed. "Doing what?"
"Doing what you do best," the Professor said.
May was still at a loss.
"You have new and very special powers, Ms. Brubaker. Sorry, May, but before these attributes were acquired, what did you do for a living?"
"I was a cop, a detective. But how would that mix in with…"
May's new insight kicked in and she stood up and walked to the Professor's office door, opened it, and read the freshly painted writing on the stained-glass window.
May shut the door and turned to the Professor. "The Demon Detective Agency," May said, a wide grin spreading across her face.
"Well?" Professor Samuels said.
May's smile broadened. "On one condition."
"Which is?"
"Our first job is to find Jimmy."
Professor Samuels stood and offered his hand to May. May took the proffered hand, and the pair shook.
"It's a deal," Peter Samuels said.







  
  Epilogue


The darkness of the void intimidated him and, at the same time, struck fear into his heart. He didn't know where he was or even who he was. There was no sense of standing or floating in this darkness. That made him fearful, and he knew he was in great danger. 
Is this death? Am I dead? I remember people, dead people. Horrible dead people.
There was no answer to his question. That was when instinct made him call out.
“Hello! Can anyone hear me?”
He heard a rustling. Something snuffled.
“I hear you. Do not be afraid… hooman.”
But he was he afraid. Jimmy Grey was petrified.


The End
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