
        
            
                
            
        

    
	When someone steps into the cage they’re fighting for more than just a trophy or prize—they’re fighting for their life.

	 

	 

	Christopher Reynolds has been the reigning British cage fighter champion for the past two consecutive years. The next time he goes into the cage to defend his title, he demonstrates to his opponent in the first few minutes why he’s earned the nickname, Raging Reynolds. Christopher is fired up and on good form. His opponent’s blood is shed, and it’s more than his male ego and pride on the line. When it looks like Christopher’s about to seal his victory, he freezes, puts his hand to his throat and collapses on the floor. When he’s pronounced dead and high levels of heroin are found in his bloodstream, foul play is suspected. Unable to go to the police, Christopher’s bereaved long-term partner, Ethan, turns to the Apparition Intervention team for help. As the ex-female karate champion in her county, Jane is the obvious person to investigate the case. The spirit of a junkie comes to her aid and leads her to a potential culprit, but when she gets too close to them, she finds herself in the cage with them, and then she’s the one fighting for her life so that justice can be served.
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	This book is dedicated to Polly Duffee—even though after thirty-five years of friendship I still prefer to call her Paula and she loathes me for it lol. Where do I start? We’ve drifted in and out of each other’s lives, but we’ve always known that we’ve been there for each other and on call in times of need. We’ve spent some of the most amazing times and years together on this journey called life—and my life wouldn’t be complete without you. I admire you for your strength as a woman who has fought against the odds to get where you are now. I’m so proud of you and what you’ve achieved. For that reason it seemed very fitting to dedicate this book, Cage Fighter, to you—you’ve never been in a cage, but you’re definitely a fighter. I’ll never forget our time in Chelsea, London, and I will write The Thursday Club one day—a story about our lives that will never be forgotten and cherished forever. Love you and the rest of the Thursday Club members dearly. All of you mean the world to me. LYL. LJ. Xxx

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	It was fight night again, and as Ethan gripped the steering wheel, it became increasingly clammy. He did his best to focus on the road ahead and control the car as well as he could so he wouldn’t kill himself and Christopher before they’d arrived at their destination, but his heart beat faster as he drove along the approach road to where the fight was going to take place. The nearer they got, the more erratic and uncontrollable his breathing became. He breathed in deeply through his nose, then exhaled slowly through his mouth.

	The giant yellow dwarf star that bathed Earth with light, energy and heat on a daily basis glowed brightly in the distance. It looked enchanting surrounded by an orange aura that was eventually consumed by the onset of the evening darkness. It gracefully disappeared on the horizon when Ethan and Christopher arrived at the sooty grey disused brick warehouse where Christopher was going to be fighting for his life again. Ethan swallowed hard and wanted to stop the car so he could find a paper bag and place it over his mouth and nose.

	Christopher put a reassuring hand on Ethan’s forearm. “Look. I can sense that you’re nervous, but relax. Everything’s going to be fine.”

	As much as Ethan wanted to, it was beyond him. When the two attendants had opened the gates to the warehouse car park, he looked in front of him, and the only form of life he could see were ugly bunches of green weeds that had sprung up in between the cracks in the surface of the grey concrete.

	Ethan passed through the gates and drove to the back of the warehouse. He parked as quickly as he could by the entrance door. He looked at it and turned to Christopher. “Gees. I’ve got butterflies in my stomach, and I feel as sick as a dog.” He opened the car door, leaned to his right, and started retching. Thankfully nothing came out, but it left his stomach muscles tight and strained.

	Ethan always got nervous before a fight even though he knew Christopher hadn’t been beaten in any of his fights during the past two years. Ethan snuggled into Christopher, who put a reassuring arm around his shoulder.

	Christopher pecked him on the lips. “Don’t get so uptight. I know who I’m up against and I’m confident I’ll be able to knock him out in the first few minutes.”

	As much as Ethan wanted to believe him, and had every confidence in Christopher, there was a nagging doubt and concern in the back of Ethan’s mind that he might lose more than just the fight.

	Christopher was competing in another illegal cage fight, and unlike the televised professional fights, the illegal fights were a lot more brutal, and they were no-holds-barred. Some of the men never made it out of the cage alive, and that was Ethan’s biggest fear—that he’d lose the love of his life before the night was over.

	Ethan looked around the car park. “Judging by the number of cars here, it looks like the fight has attracted a big crowd. There’s always a big crowd when you’re fighting and given you’re defending your title that has remained intact for the past two years, I guess the crowds have flocked in to find out if you’re going to be defeated.”

	Christopher chuckled. “Well, you know as well as I do, the spectators are divided when it comes to me. There are those who love the fact that I, as an openly gay man, knock the shit out of straight macho guys, and there are those who despise me for it. Especially my opponents because it dents their male egos to be annihilated by a gay man—or a queer or poof as I’m often referred to behind my back.”

	Ethan snorted. “Yeah, but no man in their right mind would have the courage to call you that to your face because they’d be instantly knocked out. It’s always puzzled and intrigued me why heterosexual men invariably stereotype gay men as being camp and weak. I’m really proud of you for completely shattering that image of gay men by consistently demonstrating that a gay man can fight just as well—if not better—than any heterosexual man no matter how butch and burly they are.”

	Christopher leaned into Ethan and pecked him on his cheek. “Why, thank you. That means a lot coming from you. Anyway, let’s get in there, so I can get this fight over and done with.”

	As they walked toward the entrance, two security guards were standing by the door. They beckoned Ethan and Christopher to follow them and led them down a dimly lit and dingy corridor.

	Ethan shuddered, and the hairs on his forearms stood on end when he heard the distant sound of the master of ceremonies talking to the crowd and getting them fired up before the fight. “And challenging the reigning champion tonight is Desmond the Destroyer.” The crowd cheered and shouted out their words of support and encouragement. And of course, the reigning champion is Christopher. Otherwise known as Raging Reynolds.” There was a roar of cheering, which was quickly met with booing.

	A man in the crowd shouted out, “Desmond’s gonna destroy that poof tonight.”

	The roars of laughter that ensued echoed around the warehouse and other members of the audience started chanting, “Desmond’s gonna destroy that poof tonight!”

	Christopher looked at Ethan and chuckled. “Looks like I’ll have to knock the shit out of Desmond the Destroyer as quickly as I can to shut those bigoted fuckers up.”

	Ethan laughed nervously and reached for Christopher’s hand. “You do that so we can get out of here as soon as possible and go and have a nice relaxing meal.”

	Christopher stopped, turned toward Ethan, placed his hands on the back of his head, and pecked him on his forehead. “Yeah. That sounds like a plan. I fancy a nice Chinese. What about you?”

	Ethan looked up at Christopher and smiled. “That suits me fine. Just make sure you get the better of him before he has the chance to get the better of you. And I hope that once you’ve won this fight, you’ll give up the cage fighting. You’ve more than proved your point, so walk away from it while you still can.”

	Christopher pecked Ethan on his lips and smiled. “I promise. Just this one last fight, and then I’ll call it a day and get a sensible job as a bodyguard or bouncer.”

	They reached a doorway, and one of the bouncers pointed toward it. “This is where you’ll be getting changed. The fight starts in ten minutes. We’ll be waiting outside so when you’re ready we’ll escort you to the cage. Oh, and good luck. I think you might need it tonight. Desmond the Destroyer is after your blood, and he’s vowed not to leave the cage until he’s shed it.”

	Christopher snorted and shrugged his shoulders. “Yeah, whatever. If I had a pound for every time I’ve heard that I’d be a very rich man.”

	The bouncer winked at Christopher and chuckled. “I’m sure you would be, man, and I admire you for taking him on. He’s got a huge chip on his shoulder, so I hope you can knock it off and teach him a lesson.”

	Christopher patted the bouncer on his shoulder and winked. “You know what they say... the bigger they are the harder they fall and all that shite.”

	“You got it, man.”

	Ethan and Christopher walked into the room that still had a desk, chair, and other office equipment in it that was covered in dust and cobwebs.

	Christopher took his trainers, jeans and t-shirt off and put them in the locker on his right. He looked as powerful and fierce as a British bulldog as he stood in the middle of the room in just his underwear.

	Ethan reached into Christopher’s gym bag and grabbed his white shorts and fighting gloves. He handed them to Christopher, and he put them on.

	As Ethan walked toward the door, he felt Christopher’s hands on his shoulders. He turned around to face him. “Look. I know I say this to you every time before I go into the cage, but just in case I don’t come out of it, I want you to know that I love you with all my heart. If it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t have the strength, drive and determination to do this. I do it for you so we can have a better and more comfortable life together.”

	Ethan looked up at Christopher and winced. “Please don’t say that. I know you do, but it makes me feel guilty every time you say it. Come on—get out there and kick that guy’s arse so we can get out of here and have a nice romantic meal together.”

	Christopher embraced Ethan and kissed him on his forehead. “You got it. Right. Let’s do this and make our bank balance a lot healthier so we can take a nice holiday somewhere.”

	Ethan fixed his gaze on Christopher’s. “That would be nice. And it goes without saying that you know that I love you, and maybe we could make that holiday our honeymoon?”

	Christopher teasingly slapped Ethan on his backside. “Now that gives me all the more reason to want to take this dude out as quickly as I can. Would you really commit to having a civil partnership with me?”

	“Of course I would, so make sure you get out of that cage alive and tomorrow we can start looking at rings and making the arrangements.”

	Christopher took hold of Ethan’s hands and bent down on one knee. “Ethan Cartwright, will you make me a proud man and marry me?”

	The tears in Ethan’s eyes welled up. He looked down at Christopher, smiled, and nodded. “I will. You’re my man and my world, and I don’t even want to imagine what my life would be like without you in it. I will, I will, I will.”

	Christopher stood up and embraced Ethan. “Well, that’s settled then. We’ll start making the arrangements tomorrow. Now I have to go and kick some arse, and I’ve never been so motivated to do it.”

	There was a knock on the door, and the door latch clicked. Ethan turned around, and Christopher’s trainer, Dan, was standing in the doorway. “Hi, guys. I hope I’m not interrupting anything but the fight starts in five minutes, and I wanted to have a quick chat with Christopher before he goes into the cage.”

	“Fire away,” Christopher said. “You know you can say anything in front of Ethan.”

	“Yeah, sure. I just wanted to make sure you were geared up for the fight. Desmond the Destroyer is looking in good shape, but don’t let his height and size advantage intimidate you. He may be bigger than you, but you’re more agile and faster than he is, so use those strengths to your advantage.”

	“You got it, Dan. I can’t wait to get in the cage and show him why people call me Raging Reynolds. I’ll get in quick, so he doesn’t have time to think and use that strength of his against me.”

	“That’s my boy. I have every confidence you’ll run rings around him, and he’ll go down like a sack of potatoes.”

	Christopher laughed and punched the air with his right hand. “That’s the plan, Dan.”

	“Right then. Are you ready to go?”

	“Yep. I’m as ready as I’ll ever be. Me and Ethan have just decided to get married, so I’m feeling a bit soppy at the moment. I need to get in the cage and stare Desmond the Destroyer in the eyes to get myself fired up.”

	Dan looked down at the floor and opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. After a momentary pause, he looked up at Ethan and Christopher, held his hands out to his side and smiled. “Well, that’s great news. But as you said, you need to get yourself fired up and focus on taking Desmond the Destroyer out. If you can do that, we’ll all be onto a nice little earner this evening. There’s a lot of money riding on you, and if you win, you’ll get your usual cut.”

	“Yep. Well if Ethan and I are going to get married, we’re sure gonna need that money.”

	“Right then. Let’s get going, and I’ll give you a little pep talk as we make our way to the cage so you can get into the fighting spirit.”

	Christopher tugged on his gloves and smacked his hands together in front of him. Ethan had never really understood why the fighters bothered wearing the gloves because apart from a slight bit of padding on the knuckles, they were pretty standard gloves that people used at the gym. Christopher had told him they helped soften the blow on his knuckles and his opponent, but he couldn’t see how.

	They left the room and turned right into the dimly lit corridor. As they approached the main warehouse, the cheers and boos of the crowd got louder and more intimidating. Ethan did his best to convince himself Christopher would be fine, and the noise added to the atmosphere and tension for the crowd and the fighters. Without it, the fighters wouldn’t get as fired up as they needed to be to step into the cage.

	Christopher and Dan walked in front of Ethan. Dan had an arm around Christopher’s shoulder, and Ethan could see he was leaning into Christopher and talking to him. Christopher shook his head and started punching the air with both hands, so Ethan assumed that Dan was giving him his pep talk to get him fired up and aggressive.

	When Christopher and Dan walked into the warehouse, the master of ceremonies must have seen them enter. “And joining us now is the reigning champion, Raging Reynolds, who’s come to defend his title.” A mixture of cheering and booing echoed around the warehouse and bounced off the walls and windows, creating an almost deafening atmosphere of hysteria.

	Ethan took his mobile phone out of his trouser pocket and scrolled through the icons until he found the video button. He hit it and held his mobile phone out in front of him so he could record the moment Christopher entered the cage and the fight.

	Ethan always recorded Christopher’s fights because it gave him something else to focus on, so he wasn’t constantly worrying about one of Christopher’s opponents getting the better of him. Christopher also liked to watch the video recordings time and time again so he could study his opponents, their moves, his moves and both the fighter’s reactions.

	Desmond the Destroyer was already in the cage. Judging by the way he paced around shaking his head and arms, Ethan suspected he was a little apprehensive but anxious for the fight to start so both he and Christopher would know which way it was going to go.

	Ethan imagined that Desmond the Destroyer was as nervous as any of Christopher’s previous opponents had been before a fight. They all knew what damage Christopher was capable of, even to guys who were much bigger than him.

	They feared not only the pain they’d have to endure, but the shame they’d have to confront after the fight if a gay man knocked the shit out of them and won it. If they made it out of the cage alive, they’d be ridiculed and mocked not only by the crowd but by their trainer, family, and friends.

	Christopher and Dan stopped when they reached the cage door. Dan handed him a frosted blue sports bottle which Ethan assumed contained water or a high energy drink. Christopher took a slug of whatever was in the bottle, screwed his face up and handed it back to Dan.

	Dan put an arm around Christopher’s shoulder, leaned into him and whispered what Ethan assumed were some final words of encouragement to boost his ego and get him even more fired up.

	Christopher stepped into the cage and Ethan followed Dan to the outside perimeter and stood beside him. He zoomed the camera out a bit so he could see both of the fighters who were standing in bare feet, shorts and their gloves.

	He tilted the camera down so he could see the bloodstains on the floor that had been left from the previous two fights, and it was a grim reminder that the cage fighters didn’t mess around—they went for the kill and only the last man standing walked out of the cage. The other one was taken out on a stretcher.

	Christopher and Desmond fixed their gazes on each other, and they both looked as determined as the other to take their opponent out.

	Desmond the Destroyer was about four inches taller than Christopher, and his huge muscular frame was intimidating. Christopher had never fought him before so Ethan was concerned that if Christopher took a direct punch or kick, it would be enough to take him out.

	As Ethan focused on the screen, it was shaking slightly, so he supported his right arm with his left hand. His heart pounded, and he wasn’t sure if he wanted to go into the cage and drag Christopher out of it or for the fight to begin as soon as possible so he’d know if Christopher was skilful and fast enough to dominate and destroy the destroyer.

	The referee, Mike, who was better known as Mike, the medicine man, on the cage fighting scene, stepped in between the two fighters and pushed his arms out to his side. Despite Mike being much shorter and round than the fighters, both of them stepped back, and Mike stepped back to the edge of the cage. A buzzer sounded loudly, and it signified the fight could start.

	Christopher and Desmond stepped forward, held out their right hands and tapped their knuckles together. They both stepped back and eyed each other up, no doubt waiting to see who was going to make the first move and attack.

	After a couple of seconds, Christopher looked at Ethan, twitched his head and winked. He turned to face Desmond the Destroyer and surged forward with his left hand held out in front of him for defence and his right hand back, so it was ready to strike. He pounced toward Desmond the Destroyer who put his hands in front of his face to block any punches.

	Desmond raised a leg to kick Christopher, but he was too quick, and he broke through Desmond’s defence and showered him with left and right hooks to the side of his head and stomach. When Desmond leaned forward slightly to protect himself, Christopher grabbed him around the back of his head, raised his right knee sharply and kneed him under his chin. Desmond’s head flew back, and Christopher kneed him in the stomach and punched him repeatedly in the face.

	Desmond reached his arms out, grabbed Christopher around the waist and pulled him close to him. He wrapped his arms around Christopher’s lower back and squeezed him hard. Christopher’s range and movements were restricted, and while he tried to knee Desmond in the leg and beat him on the side of his head, Desmond head-butted him.

	Christopher blew out air and shook his head rapidly. Then he retaliated by head-butting Desmond on his nose. Within seconds the blood flowed out of it, and he loosened his grip on Christopher a bit, giving him slightly more range and movement.

	As Desmond shook his head, his blood sprayed all over Christopher’s face and body, but he was relentless. Christopher raised his knee and kneed Desmond in the crotch. Desmond released his grip on Christopher all together, leaned forward and grabbed his injured privates.

	Christopher took a step back, turned to his side and leaned back on his left leg. He raised his right knee and kicked out hard. His foot hit Desmond on the side of his head, and he was knocked off his feet. There was a loud thud, and the sprung floor of the cage vibrated when his immense body crashed against it.

	Christopher seized his opportunity to go for the knockout. With the speed of a cheater, he leapt toward Desmond, crouched down on one knee and pounded his face and head with his fists.

	Mike ran toward Christopher and pulled him away from Desmond, who was out cold. That signified Christopher had won the fight and that Mike had wanted to stop Christopher beating Desmond until he was dead.

	Christopher tapped the referee’s hands that were on his chest, and the referee released his grip. Christopher turned to Ethan and Dan, raised his hands in the air and started running toward them. Ethan was elated he looked so happy and that he was clearly buzzing and on a high from his victory.

	When he was a few steps away, Christopher stopped, crouched forward and put his left hand to his throat and placed his right hand over his heart. Foam spewed out of his mouth, and he coughed violently. Ethan instinctively knew that something terrible was happening.

	He turned to Dan. “We have to do something. He’s not right.”

	Dan grabbed hold of Ethan’s arm. “I’m sure he’s fine. Give him a few minutes to recover. He probably got a bit too over excited and needs to calm down a bit.”

	“For Christ sake, Dan. He’s foaming at the fucking mouth. Would you call that normal?”

	“Ethan. Just calm down and give him a few minutes. I’m sure he’ll be fine. That was a hard blow to his head, and he needs time to recover.”

	Ethan turned to look at Christopher. He raised his head slightly, and his wide eyes, frothing mouth and contorted face indicated he was in a state of panic. He reached out his right hand and tried to take a step forward, but his knees buckled, and he fell forward. The thud of his body and head hitting the sprung floor broke the hushed silence in the warehouse.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Ethan looked on in horror as Mike ran toward Christopher and turned him onto his side. Vomit spewed out of his mouth, and his body appeared to be lifeless. Ethan ran toward the entrance of the cage and tried to pull the door open, but it had been locked from the inside—a normal practice to stop anybody getting into the cage while the fight was taking place. He pulled and pushed against the door willing it to open, but it refused to cooperate.

	Ethan turned to Dan and frantically looked around at the crowd who were rapidly dispersing and heading toward the exit. “Call an ambulance. Somebody—anybody—call an ambulance!” He looked into the cage and Mike had rolled Christopher onto his back and was pressing his cupped hands on his chest rapidly. “Try giving him mouth to mouth resuscitation.” Mike looked up at Ethan and shrugged his shoulders. “Well, if you won’t do it open the door, and I’ll do it.”

	Mike frantically pressed his cupped hands against Christopher’s chest, and after a few seconds, he looked at Ethan and held his hands out to his sides. He stood up, walked toward the door and opened it. “I’m afraid he’s gone. I tried to do what I could, but I don’t even think an ambulance team would have made it here in time to save him. I’m really sorry.”

	Ethan ran toward Christopher and threw himself down on his knees at his side. He cupped his hands and pressed them against his chest. He covered Christopher’s parted lips with his, breathed in through his nose and blew air into his mouth. He did it several times, and despite the dreadful taste and slimy feel of Christopher’s vomit against his lips, he was determined not to give up.

	Several minutes passed, and Christopher showed no signs of responding to his CPR treatment or mouth to mouth resuscitation. Ethan cupped his head in his hands and leaned forward to kiss him on the mouth. Tears streamed from his eyes and burned them.

	Ethan swallowed hard and gasped for breath, knowing he had to accept Christopher was dead, and there was nothing that he, or anybody else, could do to bring him back to life.

	Ethan looked down at Christopher and shook his head. There were so many questions running through his mind and so much agony in his heart and mind they both ached—an intense pain he’d never experienced before and a pain he didn’t know if he’d ever recover from.

	Somebody’s hands rubbed Ethan’s shoulders. He turned around and looked up. Dan was stood behind him. “And where the fuck have you been?” Ethan screamed. “Why didn’t you do anything? We might have been able to save him if we’d done something. But no—you told me he’d be fine, and now he’s fucking dead.”

	“Ethan. This is hitting me as hard as it is you. Christopher was like a son to me, so I’m just as devastated as you are. We’re all in shock because this has come as a complete surprise, but without wishing to sound too harsh, we need to get Christopher’s body out of here before the police arrive. They’re bound to turn up at some point, and if they find us and him here then we’re all going to be under fire and have a whole lot of difficult questions to answer, and it’s quite probable we’ll all end up spending the rest of our days behind bars.”

	Ethan wanted to scream at Dan and punch and kick him, but he knew he was right. They had to get Christopher and themselves out of the warehouse before the police arrived. It only took one member of the crowd to call them, and they’d have been there in a shot. He mustered up all the strength he could and looked at Dan. “Yeah. I know you’re right. But we need to make arrangements for an autopsy to be completed so we can find out what happened to Christopher. I don’t know... he just had this strange look in his eyes when he last looked at me, so I need to know what his cause of death was.”

	Dan held out a hand and took Ethan’s. “Come here. I’ve already made the one and only phone call I need to make. A friend of mine who’s an undertaker is on his way to collect the body, and he’ll make arrangements for an autopsy to be completed. We all know him, and we all use him in situations like this. He can be trusted to deal with it as discretely as humanly possible. It’ll cost, but I’ll take care of it, and I’ll make sure you get what’s left over from Christopher’s share of the prize money.”

	“Thanks, Dan. I appreciate that and what you’re doing. I don’t know whether I’m coming or going at the moment, so it’s reassuring to know you’re taking care of things.”

	“Hey. We’re family, right? So think nothing of it. Are you in a fit state to drive, or do you want me to get somebody to drive you home?”

	“I’ll be fine. I’ll wait until the undertaker has picked up Christopher’s body and then I’ll go back to our place. Well... what used to be our place—it’s gonna be a very strange night being there on my own, but it’ll be the best place for me. Can you let me have the details of the undertaker and where Christopher’s body is being taken to? I’d like to see him in the chapel of rest before the funeral.”

	“Of course. Consider it done. I’ll send you a text with his name, number and address when I get home. I’ve got his phone number in my phone, but that’s all.”

	“That’s fine. So long as I have it tomorrow, that’d be great.”

	 

	They had to wait about twenty minutes before the undertaker, and his team arrived with a stretcher. Dan greeted them and beckoned them with his hand. The men lifted Christopher onto the stretcher, picked it up and made their way out of the cage. Ethan wanted to run after them because he couldn’t bear to be parted from Christopher. But he knew in the back of his mind it would have been pointless. Christopher was dead, and he had to get used to life without him.

	Once the undertaker and his team had left the warehouse, Ethan said goodbye to Dan and made his way toward the exit. His mind and body were numb as he walked past the room where Christopher had got changed. He would have paid any price to have been able to turn back the hands of time to that moment. To be given the opportunity to talk Christopher out of going into the cage, and convincing him they should have left, gone for a nice romantic meal and started planning their wedding the following day. But he’d missed his opportunity, and it would never be presented to him again.

	Ethan got into the car and turned the ignition on. The sound of Caron Wheeler singing I Adore You filled his ears and the reality of what had happened hit him with the force of a sledgehammer. Less than an hour ago, he and Christopher had been listening to the song while Ethan had driven them to the warehouse. Ethan sobbed and covered his face with his hands.

	It was one of their favourite songs because it reflected the way they’d felt for each other, and Ethan was consumed by a sickening sense of loss, loneliness, bitterness about what had happened and anger toward himself for allowing Christopher to go into the cage.

	It may have been the song, or it could have been that Ethan was sat in the car on his own, but he was hit with a wave of sadness, and there was nothing he could do to stop the tears streaming from his eyes. He couldn’t bear the thought of going back to what had been his and Christopher’s home—seeing all the photos of them together, being reminded of all the wonderful years they’d spent together, having to spend the evening there alone, and go to bed on his own.

	The thought that scared Ethan most was that he wouldn’t be able to face his future without Christopher, and he’d be tempted to take an overdose of sleeping tablets so he wouldn’t have to wake up the following morning and confront the pain and misery he suspected awaited him. He wanted to be at rest with Christopher, so neither one of them would have to confront a life of loneliness and grieving.

	Ethan knew in the back of his mind that taking his own life would be the last thing Christopher would have wanted him to do. Even though it struck him as being the easiest option, he had to find an inner strength from somewhere and deal with his loss.

	He was pretty sure their families and friends would give him all the emotional and moral support he’d need, but dealing with the ongoing long-term emotions and mental scars would be down to him to deal with.

	Ethan wiped the tears away from his eyes, put the car into gear and started to drive toward the exit. As much as he was dreading going back home, he didn’t want to be near the place where Christopher had lost his life.

	When the song I Adore You finished Don’t Quit by Caron Wheeler started playing and Ethan took that as a sign from Christopher in Heaven that he had to be strong and cope with the aftermath of what had happened.

	As Ethan drove along the only exit road from the warehouse, he was relieved that no police cars passed him and longed to get home, have a stiff drink, and try to think about what had happened a bit more rationally so he could try and come to terms with it.

	While Ethan was driving along the motorway, the vision of Christopher foaming at the mouth kept flashing through his mind. He tried to block it out, but it kept coming back to haunt him. As disturbing as it was, Ethan started to wonder what had caused such a strange thing to happen. He’d never seen anybody foaming at the mouth before so he was curious to understand what had provoked it. He did his best to reassure himself that the autopsy report would give him the answer to his question.

	 

	When Ethan got home, he went to the drinks cabinet and grabbed a bottle of scotch. He went to the kitchen, poured a generous measure into a glass and took a large slug. The alcohol burned his throat, but it filled him with a warming sensation, and he knew it would help him relax a bit within a matter of minutes.

	Ethan went to the lounge and sat down on one of the armchairs. He looked around the room, and it painfully lacked the sight, sound, and cheer of Christopher. Ethan knew if he pondered on Christopher’s absence too long, he’d unconsciously slip into a deep black hole that he might never be able to climb out of.

	Ethan shook his head which snapped him out of the powerful hypnotic trance he was dangerously giving into. To distract himself, he reached for his laptop on the coffee table and booted it up. He wanted to listen to some music to try and help him relax
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