
        
            
                
            
        

 
   
    Foreword 
 
    When I first wrote Lore I was in my twenties, and probably a little disillusioned. I never really thought that at any point someone would read the things I wrote down, but my Grandfather, he believed in me, believed I had a talent. 
 
    So I wrote stuff down -the ideas were mostly short stories and stuff that will never see the light of day - then I woke from what must’ve been a fever dream, and I remember a dream of two brothers fighting with magic. 
 
    My concept was born, and I began to write the words down, began to construct a world of my own design. Over the course of several months, I wrote Lore and it quickly expanded into Part 2, and the beginnings of Part 3. 
 
    At the time, however, I sat on the work; I didn’t know anything, didn’t know where to go, then I stumbled across a company who do what is known as ‘print-on-demand’ - they seemed to like my work, seemed to want to support me, seemed to believe in Lore. 
 
    But alas, what I got was less than half hearted, for example, I wrote Lore Volume 1, passed it on to them, got a version back, being told that it had been proofed, edited and was ready to go, so I gave it the go ahead. 
 
    Later I would find out that it hadn’t been edited, and that errors that occur in writing, especially writing something so mad, and it kind of went to pot - I was gutted. 
 
    I separated from them, moved on, then years later (ten from September 2015) I came to a point where I was ready to move on, so I re-edited and partly re-wrote Lore - minor changes, tweaks and such. 
 
    I would also finish Lore Volumes 2 & 3, and put them back out there, and now, without much more stalling, I present the work that has taken over a decade to get right.  
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    Chapter One 
 
    He stands at the graveside, wondering “How did this come to pass? How is it that time was so cruel and limited, when eternity was a word associated with love?” He had hoped to have something to live for, but now they had taken from him the one thing he had hoped for. 
 
    His mind focusing on the facts of what had happened, what it was he was up against, though now truly knowing, he thought for a moment of all the books, the fairy tales and fables of old, but this was 2010 the age of mobile phones and digital music players. 
 
    He knew she had been visited by the ‘Bean-shith’ or Banshee, according to Irish folklore, as he had found out from old text books. The Banshee visits those who are close to death. He also knew that she wasn’t ill and that she kept saying that “He was coming for her.” 
 
    His suit was black, as was his shirt and tie. The sky grey, and rain began to drizzle down. A hand grasped his shoulder and he turned to face a tall skinny man in a grey suit. 
 
    The skinny man smiles, a solemn look beneath the pretence, light blue eyes bloodshot yet peaceful. 
 
    “Mark, I’m so sorry.” The skinny man moves his hand to Mark’s cheek “You’re my brother and I’m here, man. I mean it, you need anything, anything at all, just tell me.” 
 
    “You want to know what I need Clive? I need a drink” Mark grunts, his voice breaking up, a lump in his throat keeping most of the words wavering. “But first I need you to help me find somebody, or more accurately something.” 
 
    “Who or what?” Clive pauses as Mark takes hold of Clive’s wrist and points at a strange scar on Clive’s inner forearm “No, you’re not serious, not now.” 
 
    “I need to, I don’t care about the consequences” Mark’s voice grows stronger and angrier, “I don’t give a damn about the consequences” he repeats himself with boundless conviction and fury. “You bring me that thing and I will make a deal, brother.” 
 
    “Brother, you’re playing a dangerous game.” Clive closes his eyes, a tear streaming down his cheek. He remains still, opening his eyes, now silver, he smiles a crooked smile and holds up his arm to show the scar is gone. 
 
    “You seek a deal?” the voice is coming from Clive yet is clearly another “No deals for you, not until you do something for me.” 
 
    “Why do this to Clive? Why not come here yourself?” Mark’s voice becomes riddled with anxious desperation “I want her back!” 
 
    “Impossible!” the voice blasts “She has been banished now.” The voice begins to chuckle “I know who can free her, and I can help you, but I need something in return.” Black veins begin to spread under Clive’s skin from his eyes downwards. “Set Kai free and you will have your meeting with one who can help.” The veins fade and Clive’s eyes roll back, turning blue again. 
 
    “Thank you, brother” Mark sighs as Clive spits blood onto the floor. “Who’s Kai?” Clive’s face fills with dread in an instant. “Don’t hold back on me, who is he?” 
 
    “Well, she is a witch, sort of a summoner, I suppose. He wants freedom.” Clive checks his arm to see that the scar has returned, “I think this is a little out of our depth” Clive brushes another spot of blood from his bottom lip. “I’ll contact the Librarian, see if he can source Kai’s whereabouts.” 
 
    “He told me to set her free, what does that mean?” 
 
    “I suppose she’s locked away somewhere, I don’t know. The fact is we’ve only really known about this stuff for several months, since Laura showed you the truth and gave me this damned curse.” Looking down at the grave Clive reads aloud “Here lies Laura Keep, beloved daughter and friend. Pity, it doesn’t tell you that she betrayed the man who loved her and his fat brother. 
 
    “I lost ten stone in 7 weeks, then she died and I stopped losing weight. Just saying she must’ve been working some heavy duty magic on me!” Clive stopped for a second and smiled “I’ll call the Librarian later.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Truth be told, and as much as Mark didn’t want to admit it, in his stubbornness Clive was right. This had all started a few months previously, though they had both always known Laura. She was a quiet girl, a sad girl. 
 
    She had brown eyes and short choppy brown hair, she’d always wore black or grey, even at Christmas. Her adopted parents were always bright and caring, but she had seemed so distant. 
 
    Even right through puberty when everyone was noticing everyone else, she kept herself in a corner. 
 
    Mark noticed her then, he was drawn to her. 
 
    The night they first kissed, Mark was sat in the old church. He had been working there in the evenings, doing restoration and maintenance of the old organ. 
 
    He had learned to fix organs from his dad, it was a family tradition and he was seemingly destined to be nothing more than a musical instrument repairer. 
 
    Sat on the stairs in front of the main altar, he was polishing a silver cross, when a loud knocking echoed throughout the church. The large black iron knocker was about fifty years old but still as heavy and dense as ever. 
 
    Placing the cross down, he stood up and walked towards the door, unlocking the bolt and easing the door back. 
 
    “Hello Mark” Laura smiled, and his heart skipped a beat, the blood rushing through his neck at a million miles per second. 
 
    His brain echoed with clever and deep things to say -things like how pretty she looked in that red dress which showed off her curves, and a black ribbon around her neck, with a rose in her hair, almost a Latin look - but nothing came out. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to invite me in?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah…. sure, please come in” He stumbled over his word;, she giggled, scrunching her nose and sticking her tongue out so the tip barely passed her 2 front teeth. “You look, umm…. Yeah, how are you?” He awkwardly scrambles for anything of merit to say. 
 
    “I needed to speak to you” she smiles as she walks past him. His eyes followed her, watching her hips gently sway - she was a plump girl, but her curves were still sexy. She looked straight at him, her eyes a brown so dark they could’ve been black. “What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue?” she smiled. Mark had a reputation for being a chatterbox, but now his words stopped in his throat. 
 
    She took Mark’s hand and placed it on her hip. Smiling she stroked the side of his face running her painted black nails against the back of his neck. 
 
    He was captured and captivated by her. They had exchanged glances for a short while in the past, only talking to say “Hi”, but he had fallen, and now he was weak, his entire body shook for her. 
 
    “I know how you feel about me, the way I look, my body.” She began “You don’t know what I have become, do you?” A look of confusion filled Mark’s eyes “I used to slip under your radar until I changed. I need you, and I know you want me.” She inched closer with her words and her red lips shook with anticipation, she gently kissed him, and adrenaline filled Mark’s body. 
 
    He pulled away for a few seconds and looked into her eyes - they glow a brilliant emerald colour, and his skin crawls, but he loses control pulling her close again. 
 
    *** 
 
    Standing there at the side of her grave, tears stream down his face and for a moment he can taste her lips. 
 
    He begins to walk away before feeling a sharp pain in his shoulder. His vision blurs and his feet grow heavy, hands grab him and he is facing a masked individual, unable to control himself, he passes out. 
 
    *** 
 
    “You want to know the truth Mark?” the nightmare is the same most nights “You want to love her, want to give yourself to that monster?” He is sat in a dark room, covered in blood a gaping hole in his neck, with Laura reaching out to him with her eyes green. “You know the consequence of standing against me.” 
 
    He then finds himself in a large room, blood running upwards. He knows he’s dreaming, but this place seems familiar - there in the corner is a cot, cobwebs stretching from the cot to the floor. 
 
    He approaches slowly and he can see a man reaching into the cot - it is Laura’s adopted father. His eyes turn green and he smiles looking straight at Mark. 
 
    “She belongs to me. You have no right to her.” 
 
    *** 
 
    It suddenly becomes unbearably loud and in an instant, a brilliant light fills Mark’s head. Jerking upwards, he finds himself awake and sitting in a large office. 
 
    He looks around to see if he can figure out where he is. 
 
    He spots a large wooden door, and tries to stand, but his balance is wobbly. Head fuzzy, he sits down again abruptly. 
 
    The door creaks open and in walks a man in a hooded sweater and jeans, his face covered by a silver mask. 
 
    “Mark Hope, you don’t see my face” he begins, his voice distorted by the mask, some kind of device possibly, “but I know everything about you, and I can’t let you bring her back.” The masked man kneels down in front of Mark. “I am not a bad guy, I just can’t have this done this any other way.” 
 
    “Who are you?” Mark grunts, trying to lift his arms, but the effects of the sedative have left him too weak. “What have you done to me?” 
 
    “You have to trust me. Don’t bring Laura back, if you do, it is all lost.” The masked man stands and turns to leave. Reaching into his pocket he pulls out a letter, dropping it to the floor. “This will help. Also look under the 6th floor board from the right in the Barn House attic, you’ll see why. Oh and Mark, don’t trust the Librarian - he may look harmless but he is….” Mark manages to stand up and the masked man beats a hasty retreat. 
 
    “Come back here!” Mark roars as he staggers out of the room. He stumbles into the main office, tables with phones on gathering dust. Mark realises in that moment that he had worked in this place before it was closed down. 
 
    He was employed as a coffee and errand boy. 
 
    He stumbles between the dusty tables trying to gain his bearings before he falls down, resting up against an overturned desk. Mark feels his head clear, his pulse steadying, and he goes back to takes a closer look at the note. He recognises the handwriting straight away. 
 
    The handwriting was his dad’s. For a second he thought the masked man could’ve have been his dad, but it was impossible, his dad was dead, long since too.  
 
    He recalls the day his dad died - heart attack - but he quickly brings himself back to the letter in his hand, opening it quickly and taking out. As he begins reading, he can hear his father’s voice. 
 
    “Dear Mark, knowing that one day you’ll know the whole truth about the world scares me. Knowing that one day you’ll know that the Keep girl is what she is and that you are going to fall, bad. 
 
    “I should’ve told you the truth, about your mum, your destiny, the masked man. Everything.” Pausing for a moment Mark’s brain begins to ache with what this note means. “There is a man named Derek Cole, he will help you any way he can. I cannot, but I implore you to think about what you’re doing” Mark’s heart skips a beat. 
 
    Standing up, his bearings clear and his mind focused, he walks to the exit of the office block, tucking the note into his pocket before he feels his feet stumble - not all of his functions area hundred percent - he sits down and catches his breath, before he takes the note from his pocket. 
 
    *** 
 
    Remembering being sat in front garden watching his dad clean the family saloon, holding a book about a murderer and the cops trying to catch him. He recalls the last lines of the third chapter: 
 
    In life there is little that is for certain - life only guarantees death; love only guarantees heartache; hope only guarantees pain. Of these things there are rules, those rules are to be observed and conformed to. Rules like trust and being steadfast, follow your heart for only you know what is and what isn’t worth fighting for.’ 
 
    “Dad, this book doesn’t make sense” Mark yelled across the garden. His dad looked back and smiled “Seriously, it’s all dark and violent, and now suddenly it’s all philosophical and out of a psychiatrist’s note book?” 
 
    “Life doesn’t make sense. The beliefs and opinions of different religions and cultures, all the deep set folklore, all that stuff has got to come from somewhere,” Mark’s dad ran water over the car and smiled “but maybe you’ll understand one day.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Sat in the old office block, Mark’s phone rang pulling him out of his recollection back to the here and now. Taking it from his pocket, there was a text message from Clive. 
 
    ‘The Librarian will meet us at the old factory’ Mark stands, ready to go, knowing that the Librarian had never been one of Laura’s favourite people, but if anyone knew where to find Kai, it’d be him. 
 
    Mark walks out of the door and down the dusty cut off stairs, racial slurs and gang symbols plastered everywhere. Carefully pushing debris to the side, he slinks past and eases his way down the flights of stairs between dead animals and broken bottles. 
 
    He reaches the ground floor and stumbles out of the door. Looking up he could see the sky had clouded over, dark clouds hung over the day. 
 
    He knew he only had a few minutes of walking to do to get to the warehouse which had once been a hive of jobs and activity, but after a massive amount of debt the owning company had suffered five years previously it had been closed down. 
 
    Rain began to fall and the night drew close. Looking at his watch Mark noted the time - 19:37. He made haste to try and get to his destination as soon as possible. 
 
    At the courtyard of the old warehouse, he pushes the door open. Clive is sat with a man in a long brown coat and a brown bowler hat. He was a large fat man, wearing a netting vest under the coat, five o’clock stubble and blood shot eyes. His hair is thick and curly and full of chunks of dirt and dust. 
 
    Holding a bottle of whisky in a brown bag, a cigarette teetering on his bottom lip, the man turns, smiling, to face Mark. In his other hand, he is holding a book.


 
   





 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    The behemoth grins with yellow teeth and bloody gums, beard with bits of old food in it. He giggles and grunts incoherently.  
 
    He twitches his head to the right side twice, chuckles again and holds out the book, opening it to the centre the pages, which are blank. He double twitches his head again. 
 
    “This one here is a real hum-dinger” the big lug begins, grunting in a disjointed yokel accent “Touch the book, the words will show you the next part of yer life, warts ‘n’ all. There is one slight, tiny problem” twitching again, he pauses “being that I be that there Librarian, I kind of know them old consequences.” He pauses again, his head twitching again “Hold it for too long and ye be dead, yer brain can’t handle it.” 
 
    Mark ignores the warning and grabs the book, snatching it away. Staring at the pages, his brain begins to burn, a warm sensation rushing into his nose, and blood drops down in several splashes onto the thin paper sheets, then a bright light engulfs the warehouse. 
 
    *** 
 
    His eyes open, slowly adjusting to the light. He looks around, wondering where he is. Seeing distant fires, smoke pluming into the air and the floor covered with ash, Mark stands, brushing some dust from his shoulder, and looks to the horizon, walking forward. 
 
    Dust had consumed daylight, leaving everything a bitter orange in the twilight. Mark feels a bitter chill run down his spine, the place is somehow familiar. 
 
    In that moment, he spies a person standing in the distance. Walking towards the silhouette, the dust bothers his chest. He stops, realising the silhouette was the Librarian. 
 
    “Hello Mark. This is the world as it exists.” The Librarian’s eyes were blood red, his tick and accent gone, his voice sounding more solid with a deep growl becoming almost demonic resonance. “This is the world in one of a few futures where the choices we make may or may not come to change it at all. 
 
    “If Kai is unleashed and the King achieves full power, this is what will happen. If you are decided on releasing her, then you must find some special stones – the first one is called ‘The Ember Key’.” Pausing for a second before continuing “Find the vampire Synn, he’s the only one who can tell you where the stone is.” 
 
    Mark feels a strange presence behind him, turning, he finds a woman standing in front of him – her eyes a brilliant yellow. She touches his face and smiles, tilting her head to the side and pushing her thumb against his bottom lip. 
 
    “You cannot be him because you’re not reacting. And yet you are him because I can see the darkness inside you. You cannot know just how bad things are going to get, but she can never love you like I can, she will never give you what I will give you.” Hearing a primal scream, Mark looks up to see a streak of light break through the clouds - something fast moving, something flying. It hits the ground to Mark’s right. Staring at the smoke cloud, he sees a figure emerge. 
 
    “Go, see what happens if you choose to let him live” the woman smiles. Mark walks towards the impact zone, the figure becoming clearer as the dust settles. Mark realises he is facing his brother Clive, with the same bright yellow eyes, and scars cover the right side of Clive’s face. 
 
    “Brother dearest, so you don’t know everything because you’ve used the book. I did too and saw you die, that’s why I was so quiet when you arrived.  
 
    “Back in that warehouse, the fat guy wants more than you think - you must find Synn, and he wants Synn’s watch. Vampirism is a big gift and will spare a few from this apocalypse.  
 
    “Only the creatures of lore exist now, mankind is gone, long since forgotten and you with them, or at least you should be. But she chooses to serve the strongest and you wouldn’t kill me.” 
 
    “Of course not, I’m your brother,” Mark hisses trying to focus, his head spinning “but I will stop you.” 
 
    “That’s half the problem. Here’s the thing: you choose to try and bring her back, try and save her, try and stop the King. The vampires come after you and you keep running and running, and eventually you die, you get stabbed and you die.” Clive smirks, a sick satisfaction filling his smile. 
 
    “Who’s the King? And why do I have to stop him?” Mark barks. 
 
    “Wait and see.” Clive’s eyes grow brighter. 
 
    *** 
 
    Another bright light and a burning sensation and Mark finds himself face down on the warehouse floor. Blood mixing with the dirt on the floor, clumping on his face, Clive grabs him and picks him up. 
 
    Mark looks at the Librarian who is holding the book open to show a blood covered page. He flicks a few back to show other bloody pages - one was still damp. 
 
    “Nobody’s future is set in stone” the Librarian’s voice once again sounded like a country farmer, rather than the clear voice Mark had heard in his vision “Time is beyond that which we can see - there are several paths you could take kid, but things being as they are, you be too stubborn to change.” 
 
    “No” Mark grunted as he tries to regain his balance “I love her, and would give everything to bring her back.” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” the Librarian chuckles, a strange glow beginning to emanate from him “you will give everything.” In a blinding flash, the Librarian was gone, vanished into thin air. Mark looks at Clive with a raised eyebrow of confusion. 
 
    “You and I need to talk!” Mark grunts still clearly disoriented, and the right side of his face is covered in blood, gunk and dust. “What I saw in that vision, the things I’ve seen - I need you to not become that thing.” 
 
    “The page before yours was mine!” Clive interrupted, “I saw something, and when I came back I fell onto the floor and the Librarian told me something very interesting - what I am,  requires only belief.” 
 
    “What?” Mark’s brain rattles and he locks eyes with Clive’s - the faintest glow of yellow was there. “You’ve started to change.” 
 
    “Let me show you” Clive grabs Mark’s wrist and smiles “I’m sorry, brother.” Punching Mark, Clive lets out a bestial roar, and Mark flies back, smashing through the door, skidding along the floor. Mark coughs heavily –a surging pain in his chest and blood dripping from his mouth. 
 
    Coming out into the daylight, Clive’s eyes grew brighter, and more golden. He picks up Mark, Clive holding his brother by the throat and smiles, his face distorting with a faint outline of a skeletal figure pushing through. 
 
    A loud thud and Clive collapses, Mark falling to his knees. The masked man stands over Clive’s unconscious body holding a purple stone in his hands. 
 
    “Your family is blessed and cursed - the power that your brother tapped into has always been there, but you have to want it. Your reasoning will either corrupt you or save you, and this stone will keep your brother’s powers at bay for a few days.” The man puts the stone back into his pocket.  
 
    “What must I do?” Mark coughs, trying to pull himself up. The masked man pulls Mark up, lifting up his t-shirt, a huge bruise is visible. The man presses his hand against Mark’s wound, and Mark grunts in agony. 
 
    “Heal.” A burning bright light emanates from both hand and bruise, Mark feels numb and can see nothing for a few seconds. 
 
    When the light fades, Mark found himself on the ground. Lifting up his top he can’t see any bruising, and looking around he couldn’t see the masked man either. He didn’t know who or what he was but he knew that this man was on his side. 
 
    “Mark, I’m sorry” Clive’s eyes were normal and his voice shaky, “I don’t know what came over me - it was a rush, and I felt so strong and now…nothing.” Clive meant his apology, Mark could tell, he had always been able to read people in that respect, or at least he thought so. 
 
    “What did you see?” Mark struggles to his feet, a level of fatigue still pulling him down. “Why did you attack me?” 
 
    “Dad has been dead a year and a bit, right?” Clive begins “Well, I saw him in the vision, in the future, he isn’t dead, and he told me that you bring about the end of mankind, the end of everything.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “He didn’t say, just told me that we have power, gifts, traits stored in our blood from the old legends. He said we have to want to achieve our goals badly enough, and that mine was to kill you here, so he wouldn’t have to come back.” Clive was visibly in shock - the last few minutes of his life, didn’t make sense - he was a regular guy. 
 
    “Well, I saw a future where only you and Kai were around, everything else was dead, and apparently that was my fault.” Mark laughs “What the hell would Landon say if he were here?” 
 
    “He’d probably be kicking the living daylights out of both of us and telling us to find a way of saving her and the world” Clive smirks. “Must be hard for you.” 
 
    “He was your brother too. I mean yeah, alright, we were twins, but he’s long since gone.” Mark dusts himself down as he starts to walk away from the warehouse, “Look, what just happened, I know it's cause of the thing inside you, that’s likely to feed off of this ‘power’ and I bet you if you don’t use those gifts then you’ll be safe.” 
 
    “You changed the subject. Why don’t you ever talk about his death?” Clive grabs Mark’s wrist and pulls him back “Why don’t you tell me how you feel?”  
 
    “You shouldn’t push for something you don’t want to hear. Don’t try to gain perspective on the stuff you don’t need to know.” Mark grunts. 
 
    “You are still so messed up by the whole thing that maybe talking about it might actually alleviate some of your burden.” Clive pleads with Mark. 
 
    “Let it go.” Mark shoves Clive back, and Clive looks down at his scar. “What?” Mark's eyes fix on the scar that starts to glow red. “What is it doing?” 
 
    “I don’t know – it’s never done that before.” Clive places his hand on the scar “It’s really cold, like freezing” Clive then clutches his head and falls down to his knees. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Mark’s voice becomes panicked as he kneels down on the floor with Clive. Holding Clive’s shoulders, he repeats himself “Dude, what’s wrong?” Clive was now shaking like a leaf. Mark tries to steady his brother. 
 
    “Red car, black shoes, white eyes, coming.” Clive’s voice was erratic and mildly distorted almost like two voices were pouring out “Red car, black shoes, white eyes, coming.” he repeats. Tilting his head up, his eyes are pitch black, but now he seems much calmer. “A man in a red car, wearing black shoes, a demon with white eyes, he’s coming to get us. 
 
    “He has a message for you- there is something else - a small girl, very angry, dead ghost girl. You have to help her.” Clive's eyes return back to normal. “What the hell just happened?” Clive mumbles “I just black out?” 
 
    “No, something else. Your eyes were all messed up and you told me to be wary of a ghost girl and a demon with white eyes in a red car who wears black shoes, that I have to help the ghost. You were really out of it” Mark explains in a rushed manner “You need to tell me exactly what you remember.” 
 
    “I don’t remember anything” Clive begins “I remember asking you about Landon and then I blacked out. Wait, my scar got really cold, didn’t it?” 
 
    Both brothers stand and dust themselves off again. As they both turn to continue down the street, a young girl runs past them giggling. The faintest music could be heard - a music box. Its distorted and slightly eerie tune send chills down the brother’s spines. Then they heard her singing. 
 
    “Ring a ring o’ roses, a pocket full of posies, ashes, ashes, we all fall down.” Mark notices something damp on a wall opposite them, walks over and places his hand on it. As he pulls his hand away, the thick red liquid was clearly blood. “Ring a ring o’ roses, a pocket full of posies, ashes, ashes, we all fall down” the voice echoes again. The distant running footsteps and giggling made Mark walk with conviction and speed, Clive hastened to follow. 
 
    “Play with me” the voice echoes again “You are going to die, nothing can save you, not even Dian Cecht.”  
 
    “What the hell does that mean?” Mark mutters looking around, trying to see the girl. Both brothers stop in their tracks “And where the hell is she?” 
 
    “Here I am,” the girl was suddenly standing there in a pale blue dress, her eyes blood red. “Dian Cecht means healing god in old Irish. That’s the masked man. He is covered in the scars of the people he has healed, and a few of his own.” She explains, “I am Sayena, which means phoenix, my dad is the Librarian, everyone calls him the oracle.” 
 
    “Why are your eyes red?” Clive asks her. 
 
    “Why are yours golden? Why are his green?” she smiles looking at Mark. 
 
    “My eyes are blue” Mark corrects her. 
 
    “When the time comes, they will be green. In the meantime I must return home, there are souls to torture and facts to learn.” She smiles, pulling a lollipop from her pocket. “Ring a ring o’ roses…” she starts to sing, fading into a dark red smoke, her humming still audible, sending a chill down Mark's spine. 
 
    Clive and Mark remain silent the whole way back to their flat, an undecorated and messy studio apartment. Neither speak, look at anyone or refer to what had just happened. The path was just a blur ahead of them now. Time was not a factor, it was simply a matter of how they responded to what was shown to them. 
 
    Mark knew in the deepest part of his soul that he would risk the entire world just to hold her again. He also knew, judging from the vision he had been shown, that the likelihood of him surviving what was to come was little or none. 
 
    What Clive knew was a different scenario - he knew his brother would try to bring her back, Kai the witch will unleash her vengeance killing everything, and everyone, because she is Laura’s grandmother, and she wants revenge for her granddaughter’s second death. 
 
    Mankind should not be aware of its impending doom, nor should it be in charge of its own destiny. 
 
    These things are not for the hands of mortals. 
 
      
 
    


 
   



 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Sat in his bedroom staring at the picture of the angel on his wall, Mark could feel his eye lids growing heavy. As his body grew tired, he fell backwards onto his bed. Sayena was suddenly standing on his bed looking down at him. Mark tried to react, but she was somehow manipulating his sleep. 
 
    *** 
 
    He was stood in a garden, and a tall, attractive woman stood holding Sayena’s hand. He looked around - all the flowers seemed to glow and all the distant people seemed to leave a colourful trail behind them as they moved forward. 
 
    “Hello, my name is Christina, and this is my daughter. I believe you’ve already met.” The tall woman’s hair was silky and black and run all the way to her hips. Her white dress hugged her figure and, for a second, Mark could’ve been tempted to stay asleep forever. “You don’t know where you are, do you?” she smiled before continuing “This is the garden of truth, no lies will be spoken here.”  
 
    “OK.Is she a ghost? Your daughter, I mean” Mark asked his voice echoing around him. 
 
    “No, she’s a wraith, and she wants to rip that heart out of your pretty chest cavity” Christina laughed. “I had the notion that violence negates the need for rationalisation. She wants you dead, as do I, but I offer you a choice, to see what is to come and stop now.” 
 
    “Am I going to die?” Mark asked nervously, the colours around him faded to grey. 
 
    “Yes, and more than once” Christina smiled “She is not what brings the world to its knees, your father is. When you bring her back, he takes her power, kills you and destroys the world. The creatures all know it’s simpler to stop you.” 
 
    “What is he?” 
 
    “He is your father, he is a very powerful being, called Ishvara, but his heart is now corrupt, and his intent to start over can only be achieved with the blood of a virgin witch.” She paused for a minute to allow it all to sink in. “Her only hope is being held by Romanus in Damnation - a priest they call the ‘Gargoyle King’. He was human once, lived in France a millennia ago.” 
 
    “They say he was the first true Gargoyle, asking that a church be built to scare off a dragon, the head of the dragon was mounted on the walls, to ward off others. What isn’t written is that Romanus became ill and made a ‘death deal’ with a banshee - his daughter would die and he would live forever - stone by day, beast by night.” 
 
    “When you find Kai, and you will, you must have her destroy the Gargoyle King. This will put you on the path to resurrecting your girlfriend.” Stopping again, Mark could see Christina fading into thin air “You must wake, your brother needs to know what I have told you.” 
 
    “How can I find this Gargoyle King?” 
 
    “Synn will know,” Her voice emanated from nothingness “but know that the vampire has an agenda of his own, as do all those who you must seek.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Waking, Mark could see Clive sitting on the chair in the corner of the room. Mark sits up slowly and rubs his eyes trying to bring them back into focus. 
 
    Looking to his brother, he pauses for a second before reaching over to his small black bedside cupboard and turning on the lamp. He rolls his head clicking the cartilage in his neck. 
 
    “You really are determined to find out what happened aren’t you?” Mark mumbles a sleepy slur “You ever heard the expression ‘let sleeping lions lay’?” 
 
    “What are you hiding from me?” Clive mutters gently, a tear rolling down his cheek, “You must tell me the truth, now more than ever.” 
 
    “Fine.” Mark pauses, gathering his thoughts. “It was three years ago, February 3rd, 2007, a Saturday. We were sat in the mall, watching the world go by, and he turns to me and says ‘Hope you can forgive me, but I lost our tickets.’ I laughed, we had been planning to go to an international friendly, but I didn’t like the idea of 15,000 screaming Spaniards.” 
 
    “When I told him I didn’t care, he feigned a heart attack and told me he had ‘been killing himself with guilt.’ Then the alarm blared, burning a hole in my head, the sound tore into me and Landon stood up, without hesitation and told me to stay put, but I followed.” 
 
    “I remember following and the gunshots rang out, I stopped ready to help whoever needed it. Then I saw him - a man with a balaclava on, standing no more than three feet from Landon, a colt in hand. I froze, unable to warn Landon, the gunshot roared and the next thing I know, there was blood everywhere, on my face and shirt.” Mark wiped a tear from his cheek. 
 
    “He seemed to take forever falling down. I watched as the man pointed the gun at me and pulled the trigger, but the gun didn’t fire. The Police would tell me that there were bullets in the gun, and that the gun seemed to just jam up, not broken and not even a badly loaded bullet.” 
 
    “I tackled the man and beat his head against the floor. The next thing I remember is the two body bags, watching the Police photo the spray of blood across the floor, the gun, my hands. I killed a man.” Mark stopped and sobbed. Clive stands and walked over, sitting next to his brother holding him, reassuring him. 
 
    “You did what you had to do, Mark. I’d have done the same thing.” Clive muttered “I never saw his body, I was still in Tokyo. Remember I was going to the Manga convention? I remember the phone call, Landon was dead, and you were in such shock that you hadn’t left your room, you wouldn’t talk about it, and you wouldn’t leave your room.” 
 
    “You became this empty void. I still weighed a tonne, and when I managed a flight out I had missed the funeral, and you hadn’t been. I remember the day I came back we sat here like this, and I asked you what you wanted to do.” Clive recalls, and he smiles. 
 
    “I wished I could go back,” Mark wipes a tear from his cheek “I still do. I miss him so much. He’d know what to do.” Mark pauses then looks Clive in the eyes “He knew.” Mark mutters, and Clive’s eyes widen “He had that book that he wrote his dreams in.” 
 
    “He said he had it hidden somewhere” Clive smiles, and then stands up. He scratches the top of his head, thinking. “When we were kids, he used to hide stuff in the old dumbwaiter in the basement.” Clive walks out the room, Mark following closely behind. 
 
    They make their way down the stairs and into the hallway. Clive opens the side door in the hall which leads to the under stair space and the basement. They walk down the winding stairs and into the basement - old bikes and toys are scattered about along with dust covered rags and a huge old mirror. 
 
    Clive walks over to the far wall and pushes open a gap in the old dumbwaiter. Dust kicks out and Clive scrambles back. Coughing, he brushes himself down. Mark walks up and reaches into the hole - the platform and pulley system had been removed for some time and most of the cavity had been filled with insulation. 
 
    Mark pulls out a diary. 
 
    The cover was dusty and it was tied shut. Small cut outs clearly overlapped the pages. Opening the book, a page falls out. Clive picks it up, unfolds it and smiles as he recognises Landon’s handwriting - it was a note. 
 
    “Brothers,” Clive begins to read out loud “if you are reading this then my vision came true. Yes, vision. I see a man shooting me, and I see him die by Mark’s hand. I accept this and I know my visions are usually accurate. I foresaw dad’s disappearance, and I know that by the time you read this Clive’s powers may have begun to manifest and that you are hell bent on bringing back the witch. 
 
    “She must be bought back, for it is the only way to lure dad out of hiding. If you kill dad then the world will be saved. The risk is in the visions I have had, and this is the problem, I have seen the end of the world. You fail in the visions, which I’m sure the Librarian has shown you. 
 
    “The book, as you will find, is a guide book, with notes taken from others like us, the creatures you will face, the world you are up against and the world you must save. It speaks of everything from banshees to werewolves, and a million different demonic and other worldly beasts in between. 
 
    “I am sorry for what is to come, I am sorry for what you have both lost by now, and the things you will have to live through. But this is your destiny, both of you. The man in the mask, his mask protects him from detection. I do not know who he is and I can’t read him, but I know you shouldn’t trust him.” Clive pauses to gather himself. “How could he know all this?” 
 
    “His gift, it must’ve been to see the future, maybe the ability to see things for what they are, like a psychic, or a mind reader - the masked guy must be blocking it.” Mark reasons holding his breath. “Keep reading” Mark sighs. Clive turns to the second page of the note. 
 
    “Knowing the world as I do, I also know how to kill most of these creatures in this journal. There are, however, lots that are not in it. Lots of monsters that the world does not know about, that avoided my gaze. 
 
    “There is a hunter coming to town, I’ve seen him, his name is Luka. He is a good man. When he arrives he’ll be looking for the Bloodhound that killed his sister, help him. 
 
    “Be strong my brothers, I have hidden another book. If
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