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Prologue

Nodding her head at the figure only she knew was there, she opened a kitchen cupboard and took out a bottle. Then opening the drawer she reached for a small box. Without hesitation she approached him where he lay, bleeding profusely and she uncapped the bottle. It was almost like she was outside of her body, watching the whole thing evolve. She saw the yellow coloured liquid pour slowly from the neck of the bottle and splash lazily onto the man on the floor. She made sure she covered every part of him, from his head to his feet. It was a thick, gloopy liquid and it took longer than she thought it would to empty onto him. Lisa was screaming in the background but she could barely hear her. It was like she was under water and could just hear muffled sounds. Ignoring her daughter’s anguished cries she threw the bottle to the floor and gripped the small box tightly in her hands. Agonisingly slowly she watched herself as she pushed the lid open and took out a tiny stick. Mesmerised, Debbie surveyed the scene she had created. For once in her life she had beaten him. She was the one in control and she sure as hell wasn’t going to give up now, even though her stomach lurched slightly at the thought of what would happen next. It had to be done. There was no other way. She completely detached herself from her body now, observing as the match was struck and the tiny flame flared into life with a scratching sound. The scent of burning touched her and she inhaled deeply. She had always liked that smell.


1

It was their first time visiting their grandfather since they were children. Neither of them knew what to expect. Besides from hating the old, gloomy house with its countless dark corners, maze of rooms and old, dilapidated smell that was not unlike a mausoleum, their grandfather was somewhat of a recluse who liked his own space and never thought twice about making it clear that he neither wanted nor enjoyed their company. Not once had they been invited down to see him, nor had he come to visit them. No phone calls during their childhood, no letters, nothing. It was like he didn’t have any family; like they didn’t exist. That was the reason they stayed away and only visited when they really had to. Luckily that was only the once during their lives. Even their mother made a point of never seeing her father. They knew from her anguished cries at night that her fear of him went even deeper than theirs. He was a cruel man who made sure he had power over everyone. He was a bully, an imposing man who ran his house like a prison. And he was their grandfather, their blood. It should have meant something to them but it didn’t. How could it after all these years of never seeing him but always living under his control? He was not a part of their lives but somehow he was always there in the back of their minds. His spite and his heartlessness always remembered even though they tried so very hard to keep the memories at bay.                            As they drove down the long, narrow, winding road that led to the old sprawling manor house, they were each lost in their own thoughts about this visit. Debbie was driving the car and secretly praising herself on how well she maneuvered it along the worn out road, only having a bit of trouble when the tyres drove over a pot-hole. She was lucky that pot-holes in the road were the only things to worry about. The road was hundreds of years old and because it was hardly ever used, being so far out into the dense countryside, it wasn’t maintained. She guessed there were just hardly ever any people who used the road to complain about its uneven surface and the people who did use the road probably didn’t care anyway. It was a beautiful and picturesque setting. She envied
him
that. Living in such a scenic part of the countryside where she could never afford to live. It just didn’t seem fair. Another worry that probed the back of her mind like icy fingers trying to worm their way into her brain, constantly pushing and prodding, trying to slither their way in to the front of her consciousness, was that of the old vehicle. She had bought it used (it couldn’t even be called second hand after having six previous owners) because that was all she could afford. Surprisingly, it had been cheaper than the smaller cars in the lot of the garage she bought it from. The question of why it had been cheaper than the other cars had always troubled her, but she needed a vehicle to run around in. After all, she had two children. Two children and no husband. Which was why this pile of metal was all she could afford. It wasn’t pretty and it wasn’t modern but it did its job and she said her prayers every year when it managed to rattle through its MOT and every winter when the engine started after spluttering out ominous sounds. She didn’t know what she would do without it. Her hands were surprisingly steady on the wheel but every now and again she had to consciously loosen her grip and wipe her sweat slicked skin on the front of her black calf-length skirt.

She knew that Lisa and Aiden were dreading meeting up with her father again possibly more than she was. Glancing to her left, she saw the same resentment in her nineteen year old daughters’ eyes that she herself had seen in her own eyes as she stood across from the mirror in the hall when she had taken the phone call that now led them here. Why her? Why now? She wished more than ever that there was some other relative to make this drive. It made her feel like a terrible daughter. One who shirked her responsibilities, but she just could not bear to be near him so she stayed away as much as was possible. Without even looking she knew the very same look was playing in her seventeen year old sons eyes who was unusually quiet in the back seat. Normally he would have begged her to let him take the wheel, keen on learning how to drive. Oh, Aiden had always been a hands-on boy. He had dreams of becoming something, someone. And knowing him like she knew him, he would achieve those dreams. Head strong and confident, once he set his mind to something he went all-out for it. Today he had just slid in the back and sat with slumped shoulders; a sure sign of defeat. She knew better than to ask them both what was wrong as it was obvious. It was what was playing on all their minds. As much as they tried not to think of it, they couldn’t help remembering all the reasons why they feared the house they were headed to so much.
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“Hurry up you two! We mustn’t be late; your grandfather is expecting us at two o’clock sharp” shouted Debbie as she hastily grabbed her children’s coats and hats from the closet.

“What’s the matter mummy? We’re only going to granddads house” stated Lisa as she trotted down the stairs, right hand running smoothly along the banister as she advanced towards her waiting mother. She was expecting their first meeting with her granddad to be much like the tales that her school friends shared with one another. Stories of lots of chocolate and being spoiled rotten. Oh how she had envied them all until now. Now she was going to meet her granddad for the first time.

“Yeah mummy, if we’re late we will just say sorry to him. He won’t mind” Aiden chimed in with his wide-eyed innocence.                                                                                                                Ever since Debbie could remember she had done everything in her power to keep her father happy, but most of the time all of her efforts were thrown back in her face and he would always find something to punish her for. Her father was a formidable man. He had always enjoyed seeing her scared and upset and that was how most of her childhood had been spent. There were times when it was just Debbie and her beloved mother and those were the times she adored and felt loved. Her memories of those times were the only things that kept her going when she was being punished. Her mother did her best to protect her from the wicked hands of her father, but she was no match for him and besides, it just made him even more angry when her mother stood up to him which, in turn, made it worse for Debbie. The arguments were brutal and always ended badly for her poor mother. Debbie often wished she could hurt him as much as he hurt them but she would never even dare try. She was a coward in her mind, a coward who couldn’t even stand up for her own mother when she did everything possible to keep him away from her little girl. She hated herself for being so weak; even now she was a grown woman. When it came to him she would always be weak and pathetic.                                                                     

That was why it unsettled Debbie having to be anywhere near her father and it scared her even more today because she had to take her children with her. “Just hurry up please; your grandfather won’t stand for us being late.” What else could she say? She couldn’t tell them the truth, that if they were late he was very likely to punish all of them in some sick and twisted way. 

The children were not used to seeing their mum so tense and couldn’t understand why she was getting upset with them. Normally the atmosphere in their small but cosy home was relaxed and happy, but today was so different. Although the children were too young to understand what was wrong with their mummy, they realised it was something to do with their grandfather. They had never met him and Debbie rarely mentioned him to them so they were both excited about the visit, thinking to themselves what treats and presents they would get from their granddad. All their friends at school talked about staying with their grandparents for the weekend and about the fun that they would have with them. This made their young minds chaotic with excitement.             
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