
	Is it ever too late to make amends? Repent your sins, and you may be given a second chance.

	 

	 

	After a lifetime of crime and bigotry, Sully gets his comeuppance when he’s told he only has a matter of weeks to live. With the help of medication, he can cope with the pain, but it’s the haunting nightmares that cause him more distress. Sully wakes up one morning covered in somebody else’s blood and has no recollection of how or why it happened. Unable to go to the police, Sully turns to the AI team for help. By monitoring him while he sleeps and apparently sleepwalks, they discover Sully has been sent on a mission to save peoples’ lives. When they’re led to a monastery, Sully shows a strong affinity to an aged portrait of a monk, Gregory, and Jane and Grant surmise that Gregory is communicating with Sully through his dreams. In his final hours, and in a delirious state, Sully makes a surprise confession to Jane. Her only hope is that Sully has done enough to be saved.
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	This book is dedicated to Mayra Carrasquel. A cheerful, optimistic and intelligent woman whom I had the good fortune of meeting and working with fifteen years ago when I had my art gallery. Throughout your life you have risen to challenges, overcome struggles and obstacles, and won the battle of your life—your battle against cancer. For everything that you’ve endured, I have never known you to blame anybody else for what has happened to you and never lost or doubted your trust and faith in God and his power to guide and protect you. I learned a lot from the time we spent together, and during my darkest and most disturbing times you came to me like a Guardian Angel. For these reasons, Pray While You’re Sleeping, is more real, believable and meaningful for me. TQM, LJ. xxx

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	It was almost midnight. Sully’s eyelids were heavy, his body ached, but his mind was active. He knew he had to go to bed soon, but his inner fear forced him to fight the burning sensation in his eyes and keep them open. His tired and weak body longed to rest and be free of pain, but Sully was trapped. If he slept, the nightmares might return, and he just couldn’t face another torturous night of what he imagined was Hell on Earth. As the soothing effects of his medication took control of his body and mind, he started to relax. At least he would soon be free of physical pain.

	 

	Sully’s head tipped forward, and he was jolted back to a state of consciousness. He sat back in his armchair and gripped both of the armrests with his shaking hands. Go to bed, you fool. They won’t come back again tonight. You’re too fucking drugged out your mind to not sleep through it.

	Sully stood up, gripped the side of his armchair with his hand and looked toward the bedroom door. A chill ran down his spine as he imagined what horrors might be waiting for him when he finally did lay his head down to rest.

	He pulled his dressing gown around him, fastened the tie more securely, and reached for his walking stick. All he had to do was walk to the bedroom, close the door, and put himself to bed before the medication finally took control and he passed out on the floor.

	Sully took a step forward and shivered. Had it suddenly turned cold? Had the heating gone off? He walked toward the radiator and touched it. The heating was still on. Most people in the south-east of England didn’t need their heating turned on at the beginning of October, but Sully did. His frail, weak body that was rapidly deteriorating felt the cold more than it had when he was healthy and fit only a matter of months prior.

	The closer he got to the bedroom, the colder Sully got. His body craved to be wrapped up in his nice warm quilt, but his mind feared he would burn in Hell again.

	Sully wiped away a tear that had escaped from his eye without his permission or desire. He knew why all the nightmares were happening, but he felt powerless to do anything about it. He couldn’t change his past that now seemed to be creeping up on him and making him pay for all his sins. There was no other option but to confront his inner demons and face the consequences of all his wrongdoings.

	The bedroom door hinges squeaked when Sully opened the door. To him, it was as haunting as the shrill of a bat, and his body broke out in goosebumps. He breathed out air heavily and shuddered when he saw condensation in front of him. The room was cold, and it felt less inviting and more intimidating than it had on previous nights.

	Sully clutched his forehead with his hand and whimpered. Please no. Not again. Leave me alone. Can’t you see I’m dying? Why can’t you just leave me to die in peace? Isn’t my painful suffering enough to compensate you for what I’ve done? I’m forty-two, for crying out loud, so I’m too young to die, but all I want to do now is die. Isn’t that enough for you? You’ve done your job, so go away and leave me alone.

	Sully had no idea who he was talking to in his head, but something, or someone, was responsible for the horrifying nightmares he’d been having. At first he’d thought it was the side effects of his medications, but he’d spoken to his doctor, and they’d assured him it had nothing to do with his medications. If anything, they should have helped him sleep, and peacefully, as opposed to being tortured on a nightly basis by demons driving burning hot stakes into his body.

	Exhausted and willing death to take him before his torturers did, Sully put himself to bed and pulled the quilt over him. He left the bedside lamp on just in case he woke up during the night suffocating or having an anxiety attack. That way he’d know he was still alive and breathing—a seemingly minor thing that he’d once taken for granted, but something he cherished more than anything in his present physical and mental state.

	Sully closed his eyes and tried to distract himself by visualising himself standing by the side of a babbling stream with an impressive mountain range in the distance. The sound of the trickling water, the smell of the trees and plants around him helped him breathe more calmly. All he had to do was hold that vision and sensation in his mind until he fell asleep.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Shouting and screaming woke Sully up. He gasped for air, sat up and looked around him. He breathed out heavily when he realised he was still in his bed. His own screams had woken him. They had come back to taunt him.

	Sully clutched his head with his hands. Jesus Christ, I can’t take any more of this. When the fuck are they going to leave me alone? I know I deserve this. Get back what you give, and all that shit, but for fuck’s sake, this is too much. I know what I did was wrong. But if I’d have known all this shit was going to come back and slap me in the face, I’d never have done it. I honestly wouldn’t have done it.

	Knowing he wouldn’t be able to go back to sleep immediately, Sully leaned across and grabbed his dressing gown. He was only left with two options. Drug himself back to sleep or drink himself back to sleep. His doctor had strongly advised him against the latter, but what did it matter? He was going to die, so he might as well die drunk and oblivious to how he was taken or who he was taken by. If he was drunk enough, he wouldn’t give a damn about where he was being taken to or who was taking him there.

	Sully went to the kitchen and grabbed the bottle of scotch on the counter and a glass from one of the units. Content he had all he needed in his hands to get him back to his armchair safely and numb his mind, he hobbled toward the lounge.

	The first gulp gave Sully a warm and satisfying feeling in his mouth and throat, and the tension in his body started to fade. He was reminded of the times when he’d drunk a bottle of scotch after an assignment, and how quickly his guilt and the moralistic battles he used to have with himself had dispersed into thin air.

	Nah. It all boiled down to the money. It didn’t matter what he’d had to do or who had suffered as a consequence once he’d reached the bottom of a scotch bottle. All he’d had to deal with in the morning was a bit of a hangover, but he’d rid himself of any guilt about what he’d done the night before. The following day he’d always had a much healthier bank balance to look forward to and a better way of life. Nothing else had mattered to Sully at the time.

	While he sipped his second glass of scotch, Sully was hit with a flashback of the nightmare he’d just had. He cringed and shuddered when he recalled the bizarre and disturbing experience of being eaten alive by a Komodo dragon. The pain of having his intestines ripped out from his stomach and his violent retching when he watched the beast feasting on his insides had all seemed so real. He was used to agonising pain, but the sight of seeing his gut being ripped open by razor sharp teeth and his vital organs being devoured in such a heartless and brutal manner had made him nauseous.

	Sully put his hand on his stomach to reassure himself that it was still all there and intact. Even though his hand was cold, it felt reassuring and comforting to feel his ribs and a pulse beating from somewhere inside. He struggled to imagine it was his heart, because that had died a long time ago when he’d traded his soul for what he’d thought was going to be riches and a better way of life.

	But what had he gained from it all? He’d had all the money he’d needed to live a happy and fulfilling life, but he was alone in his big house with nobody to love him or take care of him in his time of need. He’d never really found true love. He’d convinced himself that he’d been in love with a couple of the women he’d had relationships with, but he’d never found real love. That would have meant dropping his guard and showing his true colours. Something he’d never allowed himself to do.

	Sully took another slug of his scotch to try and wash away the depressing thought that it was too late for him to ever find the true love he’d really craved and desired for as long as he could remember.

	His thoughts turned to his childhood. He’d been brought up by God-fearing Christian parents who’d lived honest and respectable lives. Where did it all go wrong for him? Why—or how—had he turned to a life of crime? Was it because he’d rebelled against their holier-than-thou morals and influence? Or was it purely the temptation of the money and the opportunity to live the life he thought he’d always wanted? Sully couldn’t be sure, but the cancer that was quickly spreading through his body and ravishing it with the ferocious appetite of the Komodo dragon in his nightmare was making sure that he’d pay for his sins and wrongdoings before he departed.

	Sully chuckled to himself when he thought about his parents and what they’d have said to him if they were still alive. They would say he should pray to God to repent his sins. Then the Devil wouldn’t take the form of cancer in his body to consume him and drag him down to the burning pits of Hell.

	In his slightly inebriated state of mind, Sully mockingly put his hands together in front of him in a praying position and looked up. “Oh, our dear Lord. Please forgive me, for I have sinned. Please don’t let the Devil come and take me away to a scary place where I’ll suffer. I swear on... err, I swear on... this bottle of scotch I wouldn’t have done what I did if it hadn’t been for all the temptation that the Devil put in front of me. Forgive me, oh Mighty One, for I am weak, but surely worthy of forgiveness and saving?”

	Sully laughed out loud, reached for his glass of scotch and took a swig. “Ah, that’s better. Just what the doctor ordered to knock me out. What a load of bloody mumbo-jumbo nonsense. Ha! Who’s gonna save me now? Nobody. Because I’m not worth saving.”

	Once he’d drained his glass, Sully turned toward the scotch bottle. He tried to focus harder when he saw not only one scotch bottle, but several that were floating around in front of his eyes. He shook his head and blew out air. “Right. Well, it looks like I’d better get myself to that hell-hole of a bed while I still can. Bloody hell. I must have drunk more than I thought.”

	Sully did his best to get himself together so he could make the short journey to his bedroom without collapsing or falling over. He opened the door, crossed himself, then stuck his middle finger up in the air in defiance to whatever demons, spirits, or intruders might be waiting to contaminate his mind with more terrifying nightmares.
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