

    
        
          Coleman - The Devil's Drum

        

        
        
          Coleman, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Aisha Bleasdale

        

        
          Published by Aisha Bleasdale, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      COLEMAN - THE DEVIL'S DRUM

    

    
      First edition. March 20, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Aisha Bleasdale.

    

    
    
      Written by Aisha Bleasdale.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Friday 13th June

Saturday 14th June

Sunday 15th June

Monday 16th June

Wednesday 18th June

Thursday 19th June

Friday 20th June

Friday 27th June

Friday 18th July

Saturday 19th July

Sunday 20th July (I)

Sunday 20th July (II)

Monday 21st July

Coming Soon

Sign up for Aisha Bleasdale's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To Zak
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            "A lie can travel half way around the world while the truth is putting on its shoes."
 
Winston Churchill
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​Friday 13th June
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Many know this day of all days as one full of superstitions regarding the unknown. I don't believe in them. However, the things that happened today made me think twice.

I had to go to the hospital for tests, including strength and mobility checks, and other things that don't need explaining. One group of doctors said I might walk again with physical therapy. Another group of doctors 

disagreed. I think that if I walk again, it will cause more problems, fear, and trauma than I already have. I did go to the hospital alone, which I'm proud of.

When I got back an hour later, I saw rose petals all over the floor. They made a trail, which I followed until it went upstairs. Then I stopped and called for my sister. I heard footsteps coming down the stairs. "I'm home. Why are there rose petals on the floor?" 

A bald old man wearing tight satin purple boxers and black glasses stood in front of me. He looked surprised, swallowing nervously at the sight of me. "What are you doing in my house?" he asked, pointing at me.

I looked around to see if he was talking to someone else. "Are you dating my sister?" I hoped that wasn't the case. 

The man looked confused. "I didn't know Debbie had a younger brother. I thought she was an only child." 

"Who is Debbie?" 

The man was getting more nervous. "You're trespassing, young man, and I want you to leave now. Or I'll call the police." 

"This is 22 Croswebb Lane." 

The man looked horrified. "What? I... I'm sorry," he stammered, going back upstairs. "I got the wrong house! I'm so sorry!" He hurried upstairs to change. 

Then Mara finally came home. She was just as surprised to see the rose petals. "Hello, Alfred. I didn't know you brought someone home." 

"I didn't. That's the thing." She sat on the stairs and took off her shoes. I saw the man at the top of the stairs. I coughed to get her attention and looked up at the man. She saw him too. He was now wearing a white shirt and black shorts, looking back at us.

"Who are you?" 

"I'm so sorry, Miss Coleman. I... I got the wrong house." 

"Get out!" Mara opened the door so the man could leave. He bowed slightly to the door as. she slammed it shut. I looked at her and laughed, but she looked panicked. 

"Alfred, stop laughing." I realised it was serious and suddenly stopped. "We can't let anything else be stolen, not after the last time. I'll go pick up the petals upstairs and then down here. I'll also check to make sure everything is still there. Make sure nothing here has been touched, especially your notebook." I nodded and followed her instructions while she hurried upstairs. I looked around to see if anything was different. Everything looked the same. I called out to her of my findings.

Hearing me say that, she came downstairs. "Same as before. Who was that man?" 

"I have no idea," I started. "Except that he's dating a woman named Debbie, and owns a pair of tight satin purple boxers."

Mara responded quickly to my last statement. "I'm sorry, what?"

"When he came downstairs before you got back after hearing me call for you, that’s what he was wearing."

This statement made her smile and chuckle. "Trying to seduce this 'Debbie' woman, I guess?"

"It definitely seemed like it."

We went from the hallway into the living room when the conversation changed. "Tell me about your appointment," Mara said. I sighed softly and explained all of my results and the awful things the doctors had said.

That was around noon. A couple of hours quickly passed as I wrote down what had happened a few minutes earlier. Whilst amidst writing, I decided to open my bedroom window for some fresh air. 

This continued until I could suddenly smell smoke. It was as if the neighbours were having an uninvited barbecue.

I made my way to the living room, where I found Mara. She sat comfortably with her legs crossed, reading a book about flowers and plants.

It's one of her favourite things. 

"Mara, could you come to my room?"

Mara looked up from the page, a little worried. “Is everything okay?" she called out. 

“Can you smell smoke? " She marked her place with a bookmark before following me to my room. 

Walking in, I could tell from her expression that I wasn't the only one who could smell something suspicious. "It smells like there’s a fire somewhere."

"Where do you think it’s coming from?” She pulled back the curtain to look out.

"Outside. I'm going out. Stay here."

"What if you get hurt?"

"Stop worrying. I'll be fine.”

She left for the second time that day, pondering in anticipation at the events regarding the unknown. 

After a few minutes, she made a return. "What did you see?" I called out eagerly.

She wasn't as eager as I was. "A house is burning a few streets away. No current survivors."

My excitement turned into sadness. “Wow.” That's all I could say.

She sunk back into her previous seat in the living room, and sighed. Her book no longer was of interest. Instead, she brought her focus to the ceiling sheltering us from the problems ahead. 
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​Saturday 14th June
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This morning, we received a visit from a woman, who I assumed to be another one of Mara's clients. The woman had black hair pulled back in a tight bun, like you'd expect from women in the Army. With a tan complexion, and little to no makeup to accompany her beauty, and sudden feelings I had felt upon the sight of her. She had opted for her work uniform, which I believed made look even more beautiful.

"Alfred Coleman?" she asked. I tried to nod politely, but became so flustered and nervous that I blushed. A strange occurrence on my account.

"Alfred, this is Danielle Filderey,” Mara began. “She was one of the first responders at yesterday’s fire." I couldn't take my eyes off her, as she smiled back kindly. "Danielle, I've told you about my brother." 

"Yes, you have," Danielle said in a sweet, soft voice. "I have to say I admire your work, Mara. And especially your writing, Alfred." 

"Thank you." A lump in my throat, struggling to find the words to say. I felt shy like a kid on his first day of school. 

"Tell us what you know," I decided to listen carefully, instead of taking notes like I usually do. With a woman like Danielle, it would be rude not to pay attention to every word.

“Two weeks ago, I was called to a fire like the last. And another two weeks before that. These fires have been happening since March."

"If these fires
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