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Chapter 1

 Ellen Wells was a killer, but only in the eyes of
the law. In the mental hospital, she was merely a ghost.

She bit her
nails as the door opened, scratching the scab on the back of her
neck once again and threatening to open the old wound. They’d let
her blond hair grow since the last time she’d freaked the fuck out,
and she swished it back as she surveyed the room. Doctor Rennell
sat behind the desk, wiping his round spectacles on his white lab
coat. His appearance was chemically clean as usual, from his
tightly cut gelled hair to his trimmed nails and whitened teeth. It
sickened Ellen to speak with him, but if there was ever a chance to
escape from this prison where rocking inmates shit themselves on
the daily, it was by talking with Doctor Freak.

“Hello, Ellen.
How are you today?”

“Fine,” she
smiled.

Besides the
fact that I want to slit my wrists and choke you to death with the
blood.

“Please, take a
seat.”

Ellen sat,
ignoring the ripped fabric beneath the arm rest. He placed it there
to see if the patient was nervous, a technique she’d picked up on
week one of lock-down.

“You’re looking
well.”

“It’s in the
name,” she laughed at the old joke, as stale as a month-old bucket
of piss, and Freak gave her a wide grin.

“It surely is.
Tell me, how has group been going, in your opinion?”

“Good. I’ve
been a leading example in sharing with everyone, and it’s been
months since my last outburst.”

“I can see. The
record’s show you’ve dealt with your history quite well these past
few months. And how do you feel about your memories now?”

“I can separate
fact from fiction. I know it wasn’t real. None of it.”

But it had been
real. All too real . . .

Ellen had
watched as an evil power had taken hold of her son, first turning
her against her husband, Johnny’s stepfather, Ben, then it had
taken both their lives. She had fled as far as a tank of gas can
get a woman on the freeway, but the authorities had caught up to
her eventually, and had placed the blame on her.

Johnny’s body
had never been found, but they still locked her away for two counts
of murder anyway.

So, Ellen was a
killer, in everyone’s mind but her own. All she had to do was bide
her time.

Time was all
she had.

“Ellen?”

Freak snapped
her out of her daydream.

“I’m fine, just
thinking how lucid those memories were. I know now there was no
monster. That it was me. I took their lives. No one else is to
blame.”

“Very good,
Ellen. Acceptance of our sins leads to absolution. In the eyes of
God no one is perfect, but He loves us all the same, despite our
many flaws.”

Ellen smiled
and nodded as she zoned out of Freak’s usual bullshit ideologies,
spurting God this, and love that. All Ellen wanted to do was get
the hell out of this place and find that fucking monster, put a
slug between its green eyes, and finish what she should have done
long ago.

But Ellen had
been scared. She had been weak and had fled from the house as the
flames bit up along the back garden and took hold of her home. All
she remembered was Ben swinging from that rope, and their faces
through the window as she drove away. Everything else was a blur.
Doctor Freak said it was shock, that the act of taking the lives of
the ones she loved had split her mind in two and one part shielded
itself away from the other. She couldn’t remember them finding her
in the car, covered in blood, or taking her to the psychiatric
hospital, or the months that followed.

But
piece-by-piece she had slowly come back to herself, and the past
was like watching a movie, someone else’s life flashed inside of
her mind, a different woman, one who had been happy.

Happiness.

She forgot what
it felt like. And meaning in life. Besides group therapy and these
interviews with the doc’, she had nothing in her life and no
one.

But something
clawed at her subconscious, a forgotten memory, or one taken from
her, as she’d been drugged up more than a sixties rock band in the
first year she was placed in White Spring’s Psychiatric
Hospital.

“Wouldn’t you
agree, Ellen?”

Ellen nodded.
“Yes, of course I believe in second chances, Doctor Rennell.”

“That’s good.
Because thirteen years is a long time to be locked away and in
denial. You’ve shown yourself to be an example to the other
patients. And I’m glad to say you might just be moved to lower
lock.”

Thirteen years
was a long time. But the rest of her life was longer. If getting
into the lower lockdown unit meant more freedom, and perhaps some
TV, then whoop-dee-fucking-doo. She’d been sentenced to life in the
loony bin, so that was about as good as it got in here. There were
no second chances for her.Only therapy.

*

That night she had the
dream again.

Flaming trees,
the dark shadow prowling above. Ben hanging from the rope, his eyes
wide. Johnny below, face hidden beneath the hood, but his eyes,
glowing green, not their usual blue.

Alien eyes.
Monster’s eyes.

Then the scene
had changed, and she was surrounded by blurs, white and blue blobs,
and there were screams all around her. Everything was a mass of
confusion.


Remember…

But the blurs
distorted, and the screams echoed, until the dream faded, and Ellen
woke up in her bed, the room empty, and silent.

*

Sidney Portley was
turning thirteen, and he had the moustache to prove it.

Staring into
the mirror, he gelled back his hair and snapped a double gun salute
with his fingers, before running down the stairs and into the
kitchen.

“Morning mom,”
he called, as he snatched the waffles from the toaster and ran for
the door, grabbing his schoolbag from the table as he went.

“Sid, sit down
and eat!”

“Gotta go. I’m
meeting the guys!”

His sister was
sat at the high stool and flipped him the bird as he went by. He
banged out the door, picked up his bike from the front garden and
swung his leg over it. The street was busy with traffic and Sid
rolled down the hill behind a red sedan, swinging a right and then
a left. Terry appeared from Pitcher’s Alleyway on his bike and
cycled beside him.

“Morning
Siddy-Sid,” he said, swinging right-to-left on the bike, as they
both made their way to their friend Josh’s house. They rolled past,
but had to double back, as Josh was standing on the lawn and waved
them down.

“Fucking chain
snapped,” he said.

“You’re riding
bitch,” said Terry. “Jump on.”

Josh got onto
the back of Terry’s pegs, and they made their way to school,
pulling up to the clock-tower as the minute hand showed
five-to-nine. They locked up the bikes and made their way to class.
The day gruelled by like always, with the monotony broken up by
ball-practice during lunch. Sid was the star batman for his
high-school junior team, and his coach had told him he drove that
ball higher and further than anyone he’d ever seen.

Sid slung his
bat onto the side of his bag as he unlocked the chain on his bike
and met the guys by the clock-tower.

“What’s the
plan, boss man?” Terry said.

“You guys wanna
grab a cola?”

“Victor’s it
is.” Josh jumped onto the back of Terry’s bike, and they cycled
across town to Victor’s Diner, the local hangout spot for all
delinquents and teens alike. They chained their bikes outside and
stepped inside, grabbing their usual seat by the jukebox at the
back.

“What’s it
today, guys?” Victor called through the window behind the counter,
his thick eastern European accent slurring the words.

“Just three
cokes,” called Terry, looking at Josh. “You’re buying.”

“I got the last
ones!”

“No, you
didn’t.” Sid sat on one side, Josh and Terry sat on the far
side.

“I did.” Josh
frowned. “Just because my mom gives me money doesn’t mean I need to
buy the drinks every time.”

Terry clapped
Josh’s shoulder. “That’s why we love her. That and her massive
rack.”

“Fuck
yourself,” said Josh, forking out a few bucks as the waitress,
Tracy, brought them their drinks.

“Thanks for the
tip,” she muttered, sliding the crumpled notes from the table and
walking away.

“You guys hear
about Walton?” said Terry, watching Tracy sidle away.

“Walton Hews?”
asked Sid.

“Uh-huh.”

“No, what?”

“Jason
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