
 

 



 

 

Welcome. 

 

Contained within this document is the prelude chapter of my upcoming horror story, 

Here There Be. 

 

This document is for preview purposes only and is not to be distributed without the 

express permission of the author, 

 

 

Here There Be 

 

 

For the children, Haverhill was just their normal, boring hometown: quiet, 

unassuming, and living in the shadow of other places nearby. 

 

As winter fell, bathing the town in frost and snow, an ominous, primeval shadow rose 

from the darkest parts of Haverhill. 

 

Watching, lurking, grasping in ravenous fury. 

 

When this nightmarish force takes their friend, dragging him to a cold, watery death, 

the children suddenly find themselves prey to a malevolent horror that has finally 

woken after centuries of slumber… 



 

 

Prelude (June 1992) 

 

A Fateful Downpour 

 
The horror which befell a small group of friends in their quiet little village began, 

unassumingly enough, with a young boy daring to put on a bright yellow raincoat to 

stave off the rain that had covered Haverhill in a damp, grim downpour on one 

unseasonably chilly afternoon in June. 

Oliver Jordan (known, affectionately, to friends and family alike as simply 

“Ollie”) had pulled on the sleek, shiny raincoat that his grandmother had gifted him 

on his tenth birthday just a few months previously; even within that short period of 

time, he had come to dread wearing it for the undue attention it brought him from Tim 

Walker, Ray Jones, and Karina Newtown, three assholes who towered over him, were 

nearly two years older than him, and who constantly liked to harass him (and his 

friends) for his hard-earned pocket money or simply the state of his clothes or hair 

cut. Before the raincoat, they had delighted in tormenting Ollie for his diminutive 

stature; having only just turned ten years old, Ollie was the youngest and shortest in 

his year group and, while his friends and classmates were just beginning to struggle 

with the onset of early puberty, he was still at his happiest doodling cartoons in his 

textbooks and watching cartoons. 

In many ways, Ollie shouldn’t have even been outside in the rain on that 

strangely bleak Saturday afternoon but he had jumped at the slightest chance to get 

out of the house and away from his parents, whose routine argument had kicked off 



 

 

that morning over something as inconsequential as a stain of tomato sauce on one of 

the kitchen cupboards. 

‘What’re you doing?’ Ollie’s mother had cried, horrified, as she spotted his 

father scraping at the stain with one large, discoloured toe. ‘Use a cloth, for fuck’s 

sake!’ 

Ollie had quickly darted out of the kitchen with a bowl that was more milk 

than cereal before the incident began to escalate but, from that one small incident, his 

parents had torn into each other. Between mouthfuls of crunchy flakes, Ollie caught 

accusations of his father’s laziness, his inadequacies, and his inability to properly 

communicate and, drowning out the sounds from the television, he heard his father 

shout back with criticisms of his mother’s overbearing and critical nature. 

It had taken Ollie maybe one minute to scoff down his breakfast (he might 

have been a short boy but his appetite was voracious at the best of times) but he didn’t 

dare head back into the kitchen to get some orange juice or wash his bowl up (his 

father was yelling at his mother for being a “frigid bitch” and she was retorting, her 

pitch increasing to that same enraged shriek, that his father “wasn’t worth a damn”).  

Instead, Ollie had dashed upstairs to his pokey little bedroom, pulled on a t-

shirt, baggy jeans, and half-heartedly tied trainers, and then grabbed his raincoat and 

splashed out into the early-afternoon air. The front door had slammed shut behind him 

but it was little reprieve from the steadily growing shouting and expletives coming 

from his kitchen; he had heard these arguments before on what now seemed to be a 

weekly occurrence but rarely did he ever really understand the context of what his 

parents were fighting about. On the good days, they would simply sit in a moody 

silence, pouting, pretending to watch the television or busying themselves out in the 

garden or somewhere in the house. On those days, the tension was palpable and, like 



 

 

that morning, it wouldn’t take much to set them off. One time, a letter had been 

delivered to the house and Ollie’s mother had sat at the dining room table scowling, 

smoking cigarette and cigarette for a good three hours while she waited, stewing, for 

his father to come home and then she had launched into a tirade the moment he had 

stepped into the house. 

It was exhausting and stressful and it upset him greatly but he didn’t know 

what he could do to make it better. Sometimes, his mother would yell at him for 

nothing more than oversleeping on weekends, getting home late after playing with his 

friends, or forgetting to wash out his lunch box. Both of his parents would also snap at 

him irritably if he tried to engage with them after one of their blazing rows or if that 

unnerving tension was hanging in the air. 

He suspected, deep down, that his parents would probably end up getting a 

divorce; his cousin Abigail’s parents had gotten a divorce a couple of years ago and 

he had tried asking her about it once. ‘Ain’t that bad,’ she’d shrugged. ‘I get more 

birthday presents and Dad takes me to the cinema, like, once a week now.’ 

This did very little to allay his fears and concerns but, powerless to find any 

kind of solution, he had simply flicked the hood of his raincoat over his shaggy hair 

and dashed across the damp grass of their modest garden. A simple, weather-beaten 

wooden gate sat as the only opening through a perimeter of conifer trees that lined the 

garden and only ended to give way to the driveway and the fencing surrounding that. 

With a quick kick, Ollie knocked the gate open (it had groaned with the effort) and 

stepped straight out into the road without looking either left or right until he reached 

the pavement on the other side. 

Haverhill had been unnervingly quiet that afternoon; it was just past noon and 

the streets and roads were completely empty. Ollie, however, thought very little of 



 

 

this; Haverhill was a small town with a very small and particular population and the 

roads were often quiet. It was only really the main road, St. Enders Road, that sat 

opposite his house (and that of his best friend, Jimmy Clay, just a few doors down) 

that saw any real action as cars would whiz past on their way to bigger towns outside 

of Haverhill’s borders or cut through the overgrown country roads as a shortcut to 

industrial estates, farms like those his other friend, Heidi Henshaw, lived on, or the 

garden centres and rundown pubs that seemed to surround Haverhill.  

 Once, before he had become a grouchy, irritable man with little time for 

bonding with his son, Ollie’s father had talked about how Haverhill was a town “on 

the rise”, as he put it. ‘Morgana Cattrall says that Teamos is just the beginning,’ he’d 

said. ‘Soon, we’ll have all kinds of businesses and what-not wanting to put roots 

down here. That’ll show those smug bastards in St. Enders.’  

Ollie, who had been playing with his action figures, had barely paid any 

attention to this; his father, like many of the adults in Haverhill, hated St. Enders with 

a passion. St. Enders was bigger and more lucrative; their school was more 

progressive and inclusive than Haverhill Church of England Primary, where Ollie 

attended with his friends; they had gastro restaurants and traditional pubs with 

thatched roofs rather than the dilapidated eyesore that was the Wyvern’s Claw; they 

had a more diverse population made up of different races and creeds (Haverhill was 

exclusively populated by white Christians, it seemed); and a number of businesses 

had set up shop there to create a small, but impressive, town centre of sorts. 

Personally, Ollie didn’t see what the fuss was all about; he liked St. Enders 

and he would often walk or cycle the two miles into the neighbouring town just for a 

change of pace. Haverhill’s own little business district and parks were all well and 



 

 

good but the town felt uncomfortably stifling at times and it was nice to just get away, 

as he had wanted to do on that rainy afternoon. 

Ollie briefly considering knocking for Jimmy and heading over to Malcolm 

Logan’s place; Mal always had the best videogames and his mother always made 

them fresh lemonade and put out snacks when they went over to play or horse around 

but, for whatever reason, he decided he’d rather be by himself and with his own 

scatterbrained thoughts.  

So, instead, Ollie turned and splashed his way down the pavement past the 

houses that lined the street. Unlike in the bigger towns, where everyone seemed to 

live in big tower blocks or houses that all looked the same, every house down Moore 

Lane was different; bungalows sat next to semi-detached and detached houses, each 

one with immaculately laid driveways, gates or low-hanging walls, tall, verdant trees, 

and large garages. Ollie’s house might have been big (surely too big if his parents’ 

arguing over bills and money was any indication) but it was nowhere near as well-

kept; their driveway was covered with gravel that got everywhere and their garden 

was hidden from prying eyes by those large conifer trees. They had once had a garage 

on the driveway but it had been a rickety, asbestos-filled sweat box and his father had 

torn it down and replaced it was a flimsy wooden fencing. Certainly, his house was a 

far cry from the neatly trimmed hedges that adorned Jimmy’s garden or the chaotic 

practicality of Heidi’s farm but it was cosy and familiar and, most of all, it was home 

and Ollie hated that his parents’ constant bickering had made him feel uncomfortable 

there, like a stranger in his own house. 

Presently, Ollie had reached the end of Moore Lane; if he turned left, he would 

be a short walk away from Mal’s house where his spotty, boisterous friend was 

probably sat with bags of crisps and a sweaty control pad in his hand. Ollie had sat 



 

 

with him what felt like hundreds of times as they had either taken it in turns to hop 

around blocks and collect coins, battled head-to-head in a pixelated fight to the death, 

or alongside each other to free woodland critters out of robotic shells and he was 

sorely tempted to head on over and forget his troubles for a few mindless hours. So 

distracted was he by these thoughts that Ollie completely missed the three figures 

standing across the road from him until it was too late. 

‘Hey faggot!’ Tim Walker called out. 

Startled, Ollie turned his head sharply and, although his vision was obscured 

by his raincoat’s hood and the steadily pouring rain, he could clearly make out Tim 

and his shit-kicking friends, Ray and Karina, slouched against a low, rocky brick wall 

across the road. They were hardly dressed for the weather; Tim was, as always, 

dressed in a battered, faded blue denim jacket that was way too big for his slender 

frame and adorned with all kinds of buttons. His scuffed and torn matching jeans were 

darkened by the rain and his muddy black trainers were untied. Karina (who was, as 

always, pressed up against Tim and had black eyeliner plastered to her face) had 

protected her long, shiny black hair from the elements with a hood of her own, one 

attached to a long dark violet coat that was covered in sewn-on patches and just barely 

protected her long, slim legs (which were in fishnet stockings). Ray had chosen to 

head out without a coat and stood completely drenched, his rusty blonde hair plastered 

to his forehead and his ample frame sickeningly on show through the wet patches of 

his t-shirt. Always a little slower than his friends, Ray had been busying himself with 

the task of trying, in vain, to light a poorly rolled cigarette before he’d spotted Ollie as 

well and cried out: ‘Shit stain! Oi, c’mere!’ 

 Ollie’s mind told him to run but he knew, even with the slickness of the rain 

and Ray’s big fat ass, that they would catch him. Ollie was quick on his feet, despite 



 

 

his asthma, but they always caught him eventually. Tim, especially, was lighting fast 

and had an incredible reach on him. Another part of his mind told him to fight but the 

three of them had already advanced towards him. ‘L-leave m-me a-lone...’ Ollie 

stuttered and wheezed; he had foolishly left his inhaler in the house and he could 

already feel his chest tightening and threatening to suffocate him. He gulped and 

desperately tried to calm his breathing but it was a poor effort. 

 Tim sneered, exposing crooked teeth, and wiped rain from his face (a large, 

red-rimmed, creamy-yellow spot glared from the side of his right nostril, which Ollie 

suddenly found himself transfixed by, as if hypnotised). ‘I-I-I don’t fink so,’ Tim 

mocked. 

Ray flicked his unlit cigarette at Ollie; it was a soggy, pathetic little stub that 

barely grazed his freckled cheek before sliding down his raincoat and to the ground. 

Karina sidled up next to him; she was chewing gum obnoxiously and the faint scent of 

raspberry filled Ollie’s nostrils. ‘Money,’ she demanded, her hand running 

unsettlingly down his rain swept face. 

Ollie glanced at her and swallowed before turning back to Tim; he tried to 

back away but Karina easily held him in place by pressing the palm of her hand first 

to his spine and then, suddenly, to his ass cheeks, which caused him to yelp and the 

three of them to descend into troll-like laugher. ‘I-I ain’t got any...’ he could feel tears 

welling up behind his eyes. 

Tim screwed his face up and nodded, as if he expected such a response. ‘Nah, 

I don’t s’pose a poor-ass bitch like you would ‘ave,’ he scoffed. He looked Ollie up 

and down again and then raised his right index finger (dirt was encrusted under his 

fingernail) as if just coming up with a brilliant idea. ‘I know!’ he beamed, his eyes 



 

 

widening. ‘Fatso over ‘ere,’ he nodded towards Ray, ‘forget t’bring a coat, like a 

dumbass. How ‘bout you give ‘im yours an’ we call it quits?’ 

Ollie swallowed; his throat was incredibly dry and waves of hot and cold 

swept through his body. Oddly, he found that he could barely feel his toes, which was 

a thought so random that he felt giggles bubbling up on his tongue. He did his best to 

stifle them but a few leaked out of his trembling lips and, without even thinking, he 

suddenly blurted out: ‘It...it w-wouldn’t fit him...’  

Ray was immediately in his face; the fat kid was a good three foot taller than 

Ollie and had to bend over noticeably to glare into the boy’s wide eyes. ‘You takin’ 

the piss outta me, dipshit?’ Ray hissed; his breath was stale, rotten, and acrid and 

caused Ollie to gag which, in conjunction with his giggling fit, the rain, and his 

constricted lungs, ended with him suddenly braying a half-cough, half-laugh that only 

angered his tormentors. ‘I’m takin’ that coat!’ 

Ray grabbed Ollie by the shoulder and yanked; the raincoat was zipped right 

up and completely watertight, a fact that seemed to have escaped Ray’s admittedly 

limited powers of observation so he succeeded only in briefly wrenching the small 

boy off his feet. When Ray released his grip, Ollie dropped to the wet pavement and, 

panicked, he threw his arms out to try and steady himself from landing ass-first into a 

puddle.  

In doing so, though, one of his arms smacked into Karina’s face and she 

shrieked more in surprise than pain. ‘Fucker made me swallow my gum!’ she 

screamed and, in a flash, the three were on him. 

It wasn’t the first time that Ollie had taken a beating from the three and, 

without his friends around to back him up, he knew that he stood no chance in 

fighting them off so, instead, he tried to make himself as small as possible. 



 

 

Thankfully, they were more concerned with stripping him of his raincoat than really 

beating him up but their clutching, grabbing hands and mud-stained trainers 

pummelled and clawed at him nonetheless. More than once, he found himself half 

choking on his own gasping breath and their desperate attempts to rip his sleek yellow 

raincoat from his body when, mercifully, Tim finally found the zipper and yanked it 

down. Rain pelted his t-shirt and got to work soaking him, a task exacerbated by the 

fact that he was writhing on the rain-soaked pavement, his arms and face splashing 

into puddles and his jeans soaking him through to the skin as his abusers rained slaps 

and punches down at him. 

Finally, Tim tugged the raincoat completely from Ollie’s slim frame and stood 

over him. Panting, that sadistic sneer still plastered to his face, he thrust it against 

Ray’s broad chest. Ray snatched it from his friend’s grip and, rather than trying to 

stuff his large arms through the holes, pulled the hood over his drenched hair and 

wore it like some kind of cape. A giddy smile was stretched across the fat bully’s 

greasy face as he danced around in the downpour chanting: ‘Mine! Mine! Mine!’ over 

and over. 

Ollie stared up weakly from the pavement as rain fell in his eyes; his body was 

a cold mess of sores and bruises and tears fell from his eyes in fat droplets. Karina 

was still hunkered down next to him and looked at him curiously, with a mixture of 

pity, disgust, and glee. She grabbed his trembling cheeks in one long-nailed hand and 

suddenly ran her fat, pink tongue up his face, over his lips and lapped at the end of his 

small, button-like nose. ‘Next time, just give us what we want,’ she warned. 

With that, the three plodded away and left Ollie a weeping, soggy mess on the 

pavement. His chest still tight and burning, Ollie decided to tackle each problem one 

step at a time: first, he got his breathing under control so that it felt less like his lungs 



 

 

were about to explode in his chest. Then he staggered to his feet on legs that felt like 

jelly and, finally, he rubbed the palms of his hands over his face to wash away the 

rancid slime left by Karina’s tongue. 

On the plus side, the rain was tapering off; the dark grey clouds that had hung 

in the sky for most of the morning were beginning to pass and a welcome beam of 

sunlight was washing across the town. Furthermore, his prized Swiss Army knife 

(with its scuffed and chipped red handle and three of the blades missing) was still 

stuffed into his front pocket. He reached in, brought it out, and pulled a small, saw-

like blade from its housing.  

Wish I’d jabbed it into Tim’s eye, he thought with a sniff. 

As Ollie folded the blade back up and pocketed it once more, the thought did 

little to quell the anger and humiliation that he felt. All that for nothin’! he thought, 

his hands balled into fists. He felt his cheeks burning red and his brow furrow but, for 

all his rage, he knew that he had never stood a chance. One day... he promised. One 

day they’ll pay. 

Miserable and sour, Ollie instinctively turned to head back home but then he 

remembered his parents; by now, they would probably be in the middle of an 

explosive row and he had no desire to see that in his current state so, with the last few 

drops of rain weakly splashing around him, he stepped towards a small incline just off 

of Moore Lane.  

The path, which was lined with loose, dark gravel and constantly hidden in the 

shade of thorny bushes and overhanging trees, was a common shortcut for Ollie, his 

friends, and the entire town. Normally, he liked to trot down the slight incline at 

speed, a goofy smile on his face as he chased after Jimmy or Mal or Heidi but today 

not only was the ground still a bit too drenched from the morning rain but, 



 

 

unsurprisingly, he really wasn’t in the mood to run about with his usual reckless 

abandon. Instead, he stuffed his scuffed and wet hands into the pockets of his jeans 

and plodded along, nonchalantly kicking at stones as he went.  

The branches overhead swayed lightly, which caused more rain to fall down 

onto him almost mockingly, and he spied a grey squirrel suddenly dash out of the path 

and into the thick underbrush. On his left was a tall, rocky stone wall that separated 

the path from a large manor house; Ollie had never seen who lived there, or seen 

anyone ever go in or out of that house, in his few short years in Haverhill. In fact, the 

only glimpse into the manor house he had ever gotten was from the rudimentary stone 

bridge that awaited him at the bottom of the path. From here, the wall gave way to 

thinner trees and he could see into the vast, immaculately trimmed garden of the 

house. However, in the hundreds of times he had been to this spot, he had never seen 

anyone actually out in the garden and today was no exception. 

Ollie reached the stone bridge and stopped, exhausted and upset. The bridge 

was, really, more like an elevated path with a stone wall ridge that had definitely seen 

better days (some of the stones were loose and chipped and the brickwork was 

overgrown with moss and growth from the wilds below) and came up to about chest 

height on Ollie. Back before his parents had decided to spend all of their time arguing 

with each other, they had taken Ollie to this very spot to toss stale bread to the ducks 

and other birds that often busied themselves in shallow, rocky, bubbling stream 

known as the Brook that ran below and, quite often, he and his friends would lean 

their bikes up against the stone wall and toss stones into the stream. None of them 

knew where the Brook led to but this seemed inconsequential; it was, after all, merely 

a pit stop before the slanted stone steps that led into the cemetery grounds of All 

Saints Church that loomed ominously over the Brook, casting a dark shadow over the 



 

 

bridge at all times and which was, in itself, another shortcut through to the other side 

of town and the shops that lay beyond that dishevelled and spooky graveyard. 

Although Ollie and his friends were generally quite curious, inquisitive, and 

impulsive by nature, they had never attempted to find a path down to the Brook 

below; for one thing, the surrounding foliage was dense and thorny and perpetually 

muddy and none of them wanted to get cut or trip over an exposed root and fall into 

the quagmire of dark mud that the trees sprouted from (Mal had also once joked about 

there being quicksand down there, the thought of which had terrified Ollie). For 

another, none of them really knew how stable the ground was and the last thing they 

wanted was to slip, trip, or fall and be sent tumbling down to the Brook. It wasn’t an 

especially long drop from the bridge to the waters below, maybe about ten feet, but all 

it would take would be an awkward stumble or landing and you could easily break an 

ankle (or your neck, Ollie thought grimly). 

Ollie sighed, leaned against the wall, and watched the water bubble along; as 

always, it cut through the underbrush like a slick, curved knife. Pebbles, stones, and 

rocks bobbed just above the surface of the stream and sticks, branches, and leaves 

were carried away to some unknown destination by the gentle, inexorable flow of the 

water. Although he had wished that his friends had been there only minutes ago to 

help fend off the bullies, Ollie really wished that they were there with him in that 

moment; there was something unsettlingly lonely about staring into that dark, 

reflective stream, as though nature itself were both mocking him and inviting him to 

lose himself in those murky waters. 

A sudden shiver ran up Ollie’s spine and he blinked, shook his head, and 

rubbed his face once more before preparing to head towards those janky stone steps. 

Maybe he would cut through the cemetery and wander around down Colyer Road 



 

 

seeing what was what (though, without any money and wearing soaking, dirty clothes, 

this idea held little appeal to him) before finally heading back home. 

Shoulders slumped and head down, Ollie took one step away from the bridge 

when a whispered sound stopped him in his tracks: ‘Nitocris...’  

Puzzled, Ollie looked around; the manor house garden was, always, devoid of 

life, the path he had walked down was empty, and there was no one coming towards 

him. He shrugged and shook his head, putting it down to the trauma of the day, and 

continued on when a low, gurgling giggle stopped him dead. A cold, creeping feeling 

darted up his spine and the flesh on his damp, filthy arms suddenly stood up in 

alarming goose pimples. 

‘Vhnkî…Vhnkî shymmethí... Nitocris.’ 

Ollie frowned and bit his bottom lip nervously. The words were a gurgling 

croak and seemed to be floating on the light breeze of the afternoon, as though 

transmitted directly into his brain rather than heard through his ears. He glanced 

around, suddenly paranoid that the trees themselves were talking to him. 

‘Ollie!’ the voice suddenly snarled before mocking him with gibbering 

laughter. 

‘Who’s there?’ he asked, genuinely terrified but seemingly unable to move. 

The air suddenly felt much too cold, his skin much too tight, and his chest much too 

heavy. 

‘Ol-ll-lie-e...’ it called, taunting, echoing up from under the bridge. 

Under the bridge? Ollie thought, sceptical. ‘Tim? Ray? Is that you guys?’ he 

took one cautious step towards the bridge’s low stone wall on legs that felt far too 

heavy and disconnected from his body. 



 

 

‘Ol-ll-lie-e...’ the voice (if it was a voice, which Ollie was quickly starting to 

seriously doubt) had taken on an eerie pitch and tone that Ollie could not readily 

place. It was more like...like the catcall of the darkness, some indistinct, nightmarish 

shadow than the usual taunts and jeers of assholes like Tim and Ray. 

‘Ol-ll-lie-e...Vhnkî...Vîjyyke...Möahd Nitocris...’  

Before, when confronted by his tormentors, Ollie had instinctively wanted to 

run even though he knew that escape was impossible; that same feeling swamped his 

body now, and his brain was literally screaming at him to run... 

Run away as fast as he possibly could... 

Back home... 

Back to his parents’ childish arguing... 

Or to the furthest side of town.  

Anywhere. 

Anywhere at all but here with that distorted, bubbling croak of a voice. 

Yet his limbs would not heed his brain’s constant yammering to escape. 

Instead, he felt compelled, forced, to step closer to the wall for who had ever heard of 

such a thing?  

Voices from the Brook. 

Perhaps someone hurt or trapped and in need of aid. 

This caused a frown to crease Ollie’s young features and doubt to oppose his 

curiosity. 

What am I doin’? he thought incoherently, suddenly confused, as though 

waking from a deep dream. 

‘Vîjyyke...Möahd Nitocris...’ the voice crept up from the Brook and Ollie 

suddenly realised all too late that he was standing right up against the low stone wall 



 

 

of the bridge, practically leaning right over the edge, when a cold, gnarled hand leapt 

up from the darkness beneath and seized his wrist. 

Shock and horror exploded in Ollie’s mind. He opened his mouth to scream 

but all that came out was a stifled croak; his chest and lungs felt as though they would 

suffocate the life out of him and he gasped, half choking as he tried to catch his 

breath, before he was wrenched over the edge and sent careening to the cold, stone 

rocks of the Brook below. 

He landed with a loud splash. His right shoulder took the brunt of the impact 

and he felt a numb greyness spread from his collarbone and into the base of his neck, 

which quickly faded to obscurity when his forehead smacked off of a particularly 

large and shiny stone that floated away, dislodged from the impact, and seemed to 

mock him as it went. 

‘Ollie...’ that low murmur called to him before trailing off into a choking, 

jabbering giggle. 

Stunned, barely conscious, Ollie struggled to turn his head as cold, dirty water 

filled his nostrils, his ears, and washed over his face. A warm, coppery taste filled his 

mouth and he strained to see with his blurry, greying vision. 

Beneath the bridge stood a robed figure.  

It seemed to swim in and out of the darkness of the curved stone bricks as 

though incorporeal or unable to maintain its shape.  

Ollie watched, helpless and horrified, as the figure crept ever closer, still 

taunting, still whispering his name in a strange, garbled language he had only heard in 

nightmares where the shadows came alive and threatened to rip him open or engulf 

him in their cold, dark embrace. 



 

 

Vaguely, he realised that same vile, wretched hand had seized him by his 

ankle and that he was being pulled across both smooth and jagged rocks and stones 

alike into the inky, suffocating darkness beneath the bridge. 

As the figure hauled his broken, shivering little body from the water and began 

to feed, Ollie gazed deep into the black emptiness of its frayed and repulsive hood and 

saw only two dark, bloodshot, cat-like eyes leering at him from the void. 

 



 

 

If you liked what you read here, please leave a review and recommend the book when 

it launches later in 2021. 

 

Please also check out my website at www.drkwaitingroom.com for all further 

updates and additional content on a daily basis. 

 


