
The Warning: Living Dreams 2

E.M.G Wixley

Copyright: The Warning by E.M.G Wixley April 2012

The moral right of the author has been asserted.

All rights reserved; no part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted by any means, electronic, photocopying or otherwise, without prior permission of the author.

Cover Design: E.M.G Wixley

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either a product of the author’s imagination or are used factiously. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. Where real locations have been used, the settings and characters within them are entirely fictional.






liz1949@hotmail.co.uk


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

About the Author

Other Books by E. M. G Wixley

Sign up for E.M.G Wixley's Mailing List

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One
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Rosie stared at the stranger in the mirror and saw bitter eyes looking back, surrounded by a barrier of purple shadows behind which crouched her hollow, sleepless grief. This new person had spiky, raven black hair. The dark auburn curls sheared off the moment murder had sucked up every speck of light and laughter that had gently floated through the days that she had shared with her friend and teacher, Spencer.

Now, eternal hate and anger took up space in her mind. Every waking day was beginning to feel like a preparation, the calm before the storm, the waiting and watching. More and more, as time went by, her growing motivation for rising each morning was her desire for revenge.

At night, she would sink to her lowest point.  When the colours of the day vanished into the darkness, she often found herself intoxicated and standing alone by her bedroom window.  She vacantly watched the moon dancing over the rooftops and listened to the neighbour’s loud party music as it cracked the skin of tranquillity, making her feel even more of an outsider.

Despite all this, she had once met up with Spencer’s prodigal son, Luke. It was on a clear night in the park when she instantly felt an alarming unease as the shadows of the trees seemed to loom over her, listening. The two of them plotted what information they would reveal to the police and what to keep hidden. She had cursed herself for meeting anyone in such a dangerous place but had also been aware of the need for absolute secrecy. 

Rosie’s clothes had been inadequate, and she had stood with her hands buried deep in her pockets, almost jogging on the spot. In contrast, Luke stood before her with a straight posture and healthy glow embedded in a thick, long, embracing coat and scarf. However, his attitude was stiff and distant.

“Is it agreed that we must keep your old boyfriend, Mike, out of the picture? It would only confuse the issue. As far as the Police are concerned, you were staying at my father’s house, helping him in his antique shop, one fellow artist to another. We need to keep everything simple,” he nervously spoke without making any eye contact, fiddling with his cigarettes, or casting his eyes to the ground.

“Yes, but don’t we need to know who the killer is and why? They could still be after me.” Her fearful words seemed to shake the silence, and a drop of dew fell from an overhanging tree, causing her to shudder. She was endeavouring to untangle her thoughts so that she could understand everything with the same clarity as the bereaved son. “What were Luke’s motives?” She puzzled.

“I don’t understand why not just leave the police to solve it all?” she bravely spoke, trying to look up into the face of the man who towered above her, but he continued to look down.

“I just don’t want the past dragged up. You know how ashamed I am of everything; those drugs nearly killed me. I can’t stand the embarrassment, and it would be the same for you,” his voice softened suddenly. The giant shadows seemed to encroach and listened soundlessly. Rosie began to reason that perhaps this young man had gone through enough sorrow for this tragedy to linger on forever.

“What about your friends? What will they say?” he added.

“I haven’t mentioned them. I thought it was best to say as little as possible for now. Anyway, they have all moved from that squat. I think they have gone to Brighton,” Rosie replied, wondering if she was giving too much away to Luke.

“Well, look, don’t worry, and just keep it all simple. The Police are useless anyway.”

Suddenly, he seemed almost chirpy, causing Rosie to relax her guard and think that perhaps he wasn’t a threat after all. 

That had been a week ago, and she had heard nothing since. Even the Police had gone silent. She felt abandoned to her isolation and her grimly deep, rattling thoughts. Every night, her pillow was soaked with tears, and her mind was confused with Brandy. Tonight was the first time she hadn’t drunk, and she was struggling. She had to speak to someone who knew about her life.

Eventually, she picked up the phone and cried bitterly and self-indulgently to David. She abandoned all restraints and poured her heart out, having to stop to clear her throat as she choked on her tears. 

David listened in silence, making the occasional sympathetic noises. He was desperate to remain uninvolved as he had been clear of drink and drugs for over a year; he had a decent, manageable job and was beginning to build a life. He knew he couldn’t endure the pain of having his heart ripped out again, but somehow, the smallest fragrant word from Rosie’s mouth sent his flaming heart fluttering with indulgent hope. For David, Rosie was the most toxic drug in his life, and he feared being lured back into the realms of her caressing charms, no longer caring about the potential plundering of his soul.

“Look, don’t cry. I will be over straight away,” he said while convincing himself that his intentions were honourable and that he could not ignore a friend’s cry for help.

“Oh, I’m sorry for being like this, but I have no one I can trust or talk to,” Rosie stated.

“Don’t worry, I am leaving now,” replied David.

When David arrived two hours later, he was let in by the landlord and directed to the third floor. He stepped into a tidy but dim room. He scanned his surroundings; the curtains were open, a full moon splashed a silver path across the carpet, and on the old marble hearth, a lamp emitted a dull yellow glow. The room was sparsely furnished, with a single bed by the wall and a large wooden wardrobe. By a gas fire was an armchair, and in front of it was a small black and white TV standing on a coffee table. 

Momentarily, he was taken aback by Rosie’s elf-like appearance, the short raven hair and fragile-looking body.  Gone was her ruddy glow, chubby cheeks and dark, watery eyes that looked large and scared.

She rose from the chair and rushed into his arms. They clung together for many moments, sheltering in the warmth of the embrace. David was then confronted with an outpouring of regrets, grief, and declarations of love for Spencer. Her tears fell, and David’s shirt was soaked. 

Eventually, he began to feel tortured by her tenderness and her flowery scent. He held her at arm’s length, smiled down at her, sad tears filled her eyes, and then gently, he kissed the soft, wet patches beneath. Rosie was too upset to be on guard. At that instant, a surge of longing took him over, and he imagined embracing every inch of her yielding flesh; then, the symphony of David’s dreams dwindled, and they broke contact.

Rosie saw that, in contrast, David had regained his healthy-looking glow; his high cheekbones had a reddish tinge, and his eyes were bright. Just like the man he had been when they first met. Having another human in the room quelled Rosie’s feelings of anxiety, and slowly, the ribbons of confusion began to unravel.

Rosie sat on the floor, and David took the armchair; near his feet was a tape player. Rosie pressed the button to break the solemn silence with a background of music. David produced from his pocket two single-skinned joints and handed one to the girl. As they smoked, Rosie calmed down.  She hadn’t been in that place for a long time, and there was a swift transformation in the atmosphere, which reminded her of why she had initially been drawn to the drug.

Soon, the room took on a more sublime feel, and the music she played had never sounded sweeter. She was aware of a faint, comforting masculine smell. Shortly, her mournful eyes were laughing as she breathed in the relief of feeling grounded and sane once again.

Without any precautions or forethought, she blundered on about her deep remorse for Spencer’s death and seemed not to read the subtle look of pain in David’s eyes. 

David, however, was acutely aware of the slight quickening of his heart, the wince on his face and the tiny fracturing of their friendship every time Spencer’s name was mentioned. It was evident that Rosie worshipped the stranger who, in David’s mind, was a “dirty old man” who, along with Mike, had stolen away the person who should have naturally been at the centre of his life.

It disturbed him tremendously when he realised how much he longed for her, but the terrible truth dawned on him that however much he reached out for her, it was not his arms that she wanted. He decided that he would not be complacent while she was alone and needed someone. He would be there to help and protect her and hope for the day that her wall of resistance would crumble.

“I have decided,” Rosie announced cheerfully.

“What have you decided?”

“I am going to tell the Police everything, absolutely everything. All the bad things I have done, about Luke and all the people I know. Also, I have been thinking not many people knew where I was living. It must be one of those people who murdered Spencer.” 

David could see the liquidity of Rosie’s thinking spreading out and seeping into every dark corner.

“Yes, but anyone can find anyone if they have the motivation.” David wanted to deflect Rosie away from making lists of possible culprits.

“My brother John told me he found your address on a piece of paper by the phone and that he was forced to give it to some stranger who came calling. Who knows whom else he may have given it to? I think he was angry at the time. You had just returned, and then you disappeared again. You know you will have to stop running one day.” David shuddered with unease but was satisfied that he had smothered her curiosity. He lit up two more small joints, passed one to Rosie, and watched as she meditated on his words.

“The thing is, I need to clean everything away, no more complexities or secret lives. Unless that chapter of my life is solved and put away, I will never be able to move forward. You know what I’m like. I have fallen, and if I don’t quickly learn to stand, I will be of no use to anyone.” Rosie sounded remote as her thoughts hooked onto her end goal.

David had always adored Rosie’s random, unpredictable, lateral way of thinking as it often took her and others in strange directions. However, he now recognised the return of the selfishly determined facet of her personality.  The fact that only crept in when she felt under threat, but he knew, under that mood, she would exclude all others, except, of course, when she needed them to help her achieve her desired result. Once again, he would be left tormented, locked in an incurable love.

He watched as she lay on the carpet, facing the fire, her elbow digging into a cushion as she propped her head on her hand. At last, pleasant sleepiness was seeping into her mind, and her tormented wide eyes were relaxed and heavy.

“What have you been up to while I have been away? I am so happy that you look so well.” David was shaken out of his trance; he had been pleasantly running his eyes over the curves of her reclining body.

“Oh, nothing much, I bought a motorbike and have been doing dispatch riding. Yeh, life’s good. I am on the mend. There’s only one thing missing.” His voice slowed. Rosie knew what was coming, as she wasn’t a naive girl anymore and she understood what he wanted.

“What do you mean,” she said, pretending ignorance.

“You know what I mean. We should be together. I know I am older than you, but we think the same way, and I would be able to support you now. After all, we are like aliens compared to others, both damaged goods.” 

At these last words, Rosie could feel her hackles rising. It struck her as strange that just a few words could have destroyed a potential relationship. Tears began to choke in Rosie’s throat, and she sucked them back down.

“I’m not damaged goods,” she replied calmly without giving her true feelings away. “I can’t enter into anything until I have pushed away all this darkness. We both need friends now; a relationship could sabotage all that you have achieved. It’s all too early.”

“I know, I know. You are right.  I wasn’t that serious. Look, I’ve got to go now.  You look tired, and I have things I need to do tomorrow. I will leave you a one-skinner to help you sleep.”

“Yes, me too. I am going to call the Police.”

“Well, I would think extremely carefully before taking rash actions. Give it a few days and concentrate on you for a while.  You’ve been through so much lately. I will try and come around again soon, but you are a long way from me in this part of town.” 

Rosie stood up, and together they walked to the door. This time, neither of them was happy to linger over an embrace.  Both felt uneasy for their private reasons, and both kept their eyes cast to the floor. However, as David departed through the door, he shot Rosie with a brief flash of a half-smile, and then he was gone.
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After a refreshing sleep, Rosie awoke to the endless grey of another November day. Slowly the faint wisps of memory from the night before filtered through to her conscious mind. She remembered her internal impulse to tell her story to the Police. This was a task that she would have to carry out on automatic pilot, as she knew herself well. If she lingered, her courage would fail her, and she would retreat into her cave.

At nine o’clock, she called the number she had been given in case she remembered any new information. Not long after this, she found herself walking into the Police Station. She told herself that none of this was real, just a dream. However, as she approached the front desk, her heart shrunk, and a silent panic suddenly shot through, causing her to take a sharp gasp of air.

“I am here to see Detective Inspector Coombs. He is expecting me,” she blurted out breathlessly.

“Okay, would you wait over there, please?” The woman at the desk smiled falsely and gestured towards a line of chairs.

Rosie nervously perched on the chair and, too scared to glance around, hung her head down and began to pluck and plait the fringe of her scarf. 

A few minutes later, a door opened. Rosie could hear two voices murmuring, and as she lifted her eyes, she saw the smaller man hurry away and the more rotund figure come towards her with his right hand extended in greeting.  They had met a couple of times before, but he still shook her hand as though for the first time.

“I have been informed that there was more you wanted to tell us,” Rosie noted that he didn’t smile as he spoke and that his thick neck pulsated out of the tight collar. The large nose on his broad face made him appear stern rather than jovial, and his small, serious eyes peered through his glasses holding her attention with a hawk-like stare.

“We can talk in this room. We won’t be disturbed here.” He put the flat of his hand behind her back and, without touching it, seemed to usher her towards the door.

Once seated on either side of the table, they both looked to the exit as the young officer poked his head into the room.

“Would you like tea or coffee?” he announced in a happy, relaxed manner. Rosie requested a coffee and immediately felt more at ease.

“Sorry about that. He is just learning. I hope you don’t mind, but he will be joining us just to make sure I don’t get anything wrong.” He gave a small chuckle, and Rosie liked the fact that he was a man who laughed at his jokes. He ran a hand over his forehead and into his thinning silver hair, brushing away his beads of sweat. This man was struggling with the heating in the room, a stark contrast to Rosie’s pale, cold flesh.

“Right to business; what is it you want to tell me? Just remember no one outside this building will know anything about your visit. You are doing the right thing; we certainly can’t solve this without all the information. The uniformed officer suddenly flung open the door, navigated in with a tray in his hands, and passed Rosie a drink. He then sat on a chair by the door and faked disinterest.

For a moment’s lull, the young woman fought the temptation to remain silent, after all, she had declined to have a lawyer present, but they always asked for them in the films. Then picking up all her courage, she decided to stand her ground and to speak out. However, as she began her story, the Detective interjected.

“I hope you don’t mind if I record this, but it saves writing anything down at this stage, and my memory is not what it used to be.” The machine clattered into action before Rosie could reply, so she continued with her story.

Detective Coombs was a pragmatic man. His emotions often appeared unengaged to those he dealt with but, they were just placed to one side for him to carry out his designated role efficiently. He enjoyed puzzles, digging around for clues and was still occasionally able to marvel over the unfathomable mystery of human complexities. This was one of those cases that had the odour of intrigue of many shadows walking, hiding and hoping not to be seen.

With elbows on the table and his hands clasped together in a fist propping up his chins, he gently fastened his eyes on the slight figure that trembled before him and listened intently.

It felt strange to Rosie, hearing her story spoken aloud. Her eyes glistened like gems as she stared down into the mud-coloured coffee that she clasped with both hands. Here, she was on the border between the past and her future. 

Then with a soft voice, journeyed her audience from the stealing of the drugs, down the path of her relationship with Mike and to when she had first met Luke. She described in detail her time with Spencer and the glorious anticipated plump dawns, the halo of happiness that encircled the days and the twilight of knowledge and inspiration that had melted her into an untroubled sleep. 

Detective Coomb’s patiently listened hoping to spy a nugget of valuable information amongst the mingling of emotions and facts. He understood only too well his clients need to follow a process, although, in his head, he was already preparing a ‘to-do list.’ The serious digging and delving would come later.

Then Rosie went off on a tangent, talking about all the subsidiary characters. John finding her address, the rumours that Mike had slashed someone’s face and the fire. Even David was not immune. And amongst all this came regret at what a terrible person she had been and how she was determined to get her life back on track. Had she been religious, she probably would have gone to a confessional instead of into the arms of the law.

Time relentlessly moved forward, and Rosie began to feel tired. The harsh neon light flickered above, interrupting her thinking, and she began to find it hard to record any more details. There was a bitter taste in Rosie’s mouth, and she began to regret saying so much. She paused in her speech and, for the first time, looked up into the faces opposite her to see how the two men were interpreting her words. From their expressions and murmurs of encouragement, she could feel that the tide had turned. She understood that the ripples of change would either carry her forward into the light or further back into the crowded landscape and the mysterious shapes of another’s hate.

Finally, she fast-forwarded, and together, they examined the murky frame of Spencer’s peculiar death. The detectives briefly explained about the autopsy and how blood and hair samples had been sent off to the toxicologists. In her turn, Rosie revealed how she had observed him transform from a happy man to someone who began to stumble and fall.  He had trouble speaking, glowed red with fever, finally had a convulsion, and died.

Eventually, there was nothing more for Rosie to say. She sighed, feeling no better than when she had entered the room; she felt numb. A mingling of guilt and treachery knotted in her stomach. At that moment, she almost dreaded going back out into the daylong darkness of the English winter.

They all stood up together and again shook hands.

“Thank you for all your trouble,” Detective Coombs said and finally gave a genuine smile.

“Oh, by the way, your parents weren’t living in Kent at the time. They moved to Wales not long after you ran from home. They didn’t send that card to you; it was faked by the killer, but they would love for you to get in touch.”

This information that her parents wanted contact with her came as a complete surprise to Rosie, and her heart pounded in her chest. She walked in a daze to the front door of the station, only vaguely aware of the muffled voices of the investigators discussing relevant information behind her back. Once outside, she looked at the ground as she walked, watching the dead golden leaves fluttering around her feet as they were picked up in the breeze.

When she finally arrived home, she stepped over the threshold and into the thick darkness of the hallway.  She stumbled over an obstacle that had been placed just inside the entrance. Quickly, she picked herself up and reached for the light switch on the wall beside her, which illuminated a large cardboard box with her name neatly written on the label. Excitedly, Rosie carried the mysterious object up to her room and carefully placed it on the floor.

Once she had managed to tear through all the wrappings, she found inside a hamper of her favourite foods. Everything had been carefully considered and deliberately chosen to fit her specific taste and was too delicious for her to resist.  There was a block of marzipan, dry roasted peanuts, grapes, olives and a selection of cheeses. Hiding amongst the mundane items was a small bottle of Drambuie, with a tape tucked into a rubber band and a joint. On one side of the tape was written, drink this while listening to me and on the other side, it said smoke this while listening to this side.

Rosie took out the bottle, tape, and joint and nestled in her armchair while swaddled in darkness with only the light of the gas fire radiating out into the room. She splashed the golden liquor into a glass and pressed the play button on her tape recorder. Every song had a message; David was declaring his love and pleading with her to listen to his voice, and as Abba sang out “Take a Chance on Me,” Rosie sipped the serene warmth of her drink and felt the intensity of David’s desires slash her heart into two halves. 

She was sympathetic to his sweet and thoughtful sentiments and infatuation but equally was alarmed, as she knew that she could not think of him in the same way. His perceptions of her personality were reflected in how he treated her and his negative reasons as to why they should be together. She stubbed her joint out in the ashtray as ‘Creature of the Night’ soared into her room. The song resonated in her head, as it was a description of how she used to be, and she realised that she should stop leaning on David because it just gave him false hope. It was clear they were still both too vulnerable, and she wasn’t willingly going to join him in taking on the role of the victim. 

However, she was a loyal person, and David would always be a treasured friend. After all, he had never failed her when she needed help, but after her experiences with her brutal and controlling ex, Mike, the last thing she wanted was to feel constricted.

Despite all these concerns, she recognised that David had given her one precious thing that she would be able to hold onto during her bad days. She decided that so long as there was one person in the world who genuinely cared about her despite all her faults, then it would be immoral to allow herself to die, as it would adversely affect that other person. 

On Saturday morning, Rosie awoke feeling excited and perfectly normal, having satisfied almost every appetite she could have the night before. The feast had been eased down with alcohol and the joint. Her body had responded with joy at receiving some proper nutrition.

Suddenly the ring of the phone cracked open the blurry silence, and she jumped out of bed and then rushed down the stairs to answer its call. Her heart hammered to bursting point as she heard the voice of Detective Sergeant Coombs on the other end of the line.

“Ah, sorry to disturb you, Miss, but I am phoning to inform you that we have taken Luke in for further questioning. Also, I don’t want to concern you at this stage, but Mike Taylor is no longer residing at the address you gave us in Bristol. I don’t think you need to worry, just be careful. Perhaps it would be the right time to visit your parents for Christmas.”

Rosie sat on the stairs, staring hard at the varnished wood floor. “Why couldn’t people just leave her alone?”
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