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Prologue 
 
Budapest, six months ago 
 
The medical lab was small when compared to the other ViraTech labs around the 
world, and only three scientists had worked there for the last eighteen months.  
 
For good reason. 
 
The virus had taken fourteen months to perfect, and now it was time to test it on 
the world.  
 
The ten-armed guards walked the perimeter of the facility in turns. It took sixteen 
minutes to complete a full circuit. When not walking the perimeter, each guard 
trekked slowly from building to fence, sweeping their eyes from left to right. The 
security system was so sensitive, if a rabbit happened to hop past the area, it 
triggered the lights as well as ten MP5k machine guns.  
 
Jessica Campbell floated inside the facility, watching the lab workers gingerly 
move about the room. Their arm-length rubber gloves and gas masks hinted at 
the volatility of what they held. She observed them from the corner of the ceiling 
since the view was far more advantageous.  
 
This is it. Be calm. You’ve got five minutes to get this right.  
 
She had to keep her heartrate slow and steady or risk being catapulted back to 
Edinburgh in milliseconds. 
 
The lab workers, two men and one woman, didn’t speak to each other tonight. 
Normally, they were a chatty bunch as they worked, having grown close over the 
last year and a half. They often talked about the money they would receive after 
successfully completing this assignment. Everyone had agreed to quit their jobs 
as epidemiologists and travel abroad.  
 
Tonight, they were close to the payoff, close to ending the sleepless nights, the 
worry, the guilt. They all knew, of course, that the payoff wouldn’t really have 
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that effect. The results of all their hard work would only add to their anxiety. The 
deaths of millions of older people around the world would forever be on their 
consciences, and Jessie knew they had all asked themselves if it would be worth 
it. Would never worrying about money be enough to assuage their guilt?  
 
That’s when rationalisation and justification entered the equation. How did you 
press forward, otherwise? She had often heard their weak justifications as they 
worked. They told themselves the elderly were a drain on the economy, a drain 
on pensions, on healthcare services, on the welfare state and employment figures.  
 
Not to mention a drain on families.  
 
They had a job to do tonight, and they did it in silence.  
 
Jessica knew the time had finally come to materialise and stop the virus from 
being unleashed. She also knew the consequences if she failed and fought hard to 
control her racing pulse. Her vision faded in and out as her energy levels spiked.  
 
Come on! You’ve got this...calm...deep breaths...in through your nose, out 
through your mouth.  
 
She breathed out a final sigh of relief as her vision remained fixed, her heart rate 
slow and steady. She lowered herself down to ground-level, preparing to 
materialise. 
 
One of the lab workers turned around suddenly and looked straight at her. He 
couldn’t see her, but she knew he must have sensed something or felt her energy. 
He continued to look at her and around her. Jessica stayed still, willing him to get 
back to work. He glanced at the others and then back at Jessica. After seeing no 
reaction from his co-workers, he shook it off and continued. The scientists packed 
a sturdy casing with ten, large glass vials.  
 
Jessica considered all the months of planning involved to prepare for this 
moment. She was instrumental in this mission’s success or failure. Her training 
had been intense and stressful, made even more so due to their timeline and what 
was at stake, not to mention the negative impact heavy practise had on her body. 
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There were only so many times a person could travel before it took its toll on both 
body and mind.  
 
She crouched low, waiting for her moment, thinking about the day her father had 
first revealed the threat of the virus not four months ago. Dream dancers were 
diligent in their quest to elevate humanity, and any threats to that were promptly 
reported and addressed. One particular dream dancer had been “astral sniffing” 
when he stumbled upon the threat, immediately reporting it to her father. The 
head of this organisation was an unknown, but the labs were easily located. 
 
Outraged, her father had recruited her and another dream dancer to spy on the 
facility, but they had not been prepared for the virus to be ready so soon. No other 
dream dancers had been trained to “port,” over vast distances such as Edinburgh 
to Boston. So, her training had been intense. She just hoped she could pull it off 
now.  
 
Jessica took a deep breath and slowly crept up behind the three scientists as they 
put the rest of the vials into the foam-moulded casing. Once the last vial was 
secured, they closed it. 
 
This is it. 
 
Jessica’s pulse rose again in anticipation, her vision becoming a little blurry as 
she looked from worker to worker. She had to act now before they padlocked it. 
 
She closed her eyes and visualized the light and energy rising from the soles of 
her feet up to the crown of her head and beyond. Sensation soon followed. She’d 
practised this hundreds of times before, so it was relatively easy, but there was 
still a part of her that wondered if it would work in this type of setting.  
 
When it really mattered.  
 
When it would save millions of lives. 
 
Only thirty seconds to do it. 
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Her body began to materialise in front of the lab workers. At first, they couldn’t 
quite comprehend what was going on, which bought Jessica a little more time.  
 
Shit, I’m losing it.  
 
She wasn’t materialising quickly enough, not as she had in training. One of the 
scientists stood back, his mouth agape.  
 
Shit, he’s going to scream. 
 
Much to her relief, her materialisation sped up. Although it took only a few 
seconds, it felt like an age.  
 
With the lab workers temporarily stunned, Jessica grabbed the case of ten vials 
and tipped it onto the ground, smashing the glass and releasing a poisonous, 
noxious gas capable of killing them all within twenty seconds of inhalation.  
 
Jessie noted one vial had remained intact.  
 
Seventeen seconds to go. 
 
She took the empty case and smashed it down on the unbroken vial. 
 
Fourteen seconds to go.  
 
She would be dead, too, if she didn’t hurry this up. The vapers of gas from the 
vials began to rise and hiss, spreading over the floor of the lab. 
 
The scientists stood motionless for a few seconds, confusion and disbelief 
paralysing their movements. And then they ran for the exit. 
 
Jessica, despite being at the back, ported to the exit before them and pressed the 
emergency shut-in button. This would lock and seal the room in case of extreme 
emergency. 
 
Nine seconds to go. 
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The fumes from the vials filled the room. The scientists still had their masks on, 
remaining safe but still confused as they tried to keep track of Jessica. 
 
She appeared and disappeared as if blinking in and out of existence, unlocking 
each of their masks and ripping them off. It was done so quickly; they didn’t have 
time to react and immediately started coughing and spluttering. 
 
Jessica quickly crossed the room to the sealed cabinet and reached her hand in to 
unlock the door.  
 
She located the laptops and notebooks needing to be destroyed as they contained 
all the formulas, notes, videos and everything else required to make the deadly 
virus. She flipped the laptops revealing the base.  
 
Five seconds to go, and I’ll be dead, too. 
 
The bottles of fluoroantimonic acid had been placed in the bottom of the cabinet 
a few days ago, carefully hidden behind a pile of notepads.  
 
Jessica grabbed the steel bottle holder and quickly poured the acid crystals over 
the notebooks and bottoms of the laptops. The sulfuric acid was then poured over 
the crystals, which immediately started fuming and burning through the paper and 
laptops. The acid corroded the tech and paper, destroying the white tiles beneath.  
 
She had to get out of there in case the acids reacted with the oxygen in the air, 
and there were only a few seconds left. 
 
She quickly scanned the room, noting the dead workers.  
 
Two seconds to go. 
 
Closing her eyes, she visualized her next destination, the security room, but lost 
her focus. She opened her eyes in alarm, noting she was still in the lab. The fumes 
were about to engulf her, too.  
 
The masks! Where did I leave the masks?  
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Jessica coughed as she kept low and to the edges of the room. She felt her way 
toward the main door where the scientists had collapsed. 
 
Why the hell didn’t I grab a mask?  
 
Finding one on the ground, she quickly pulled it on, worried she hadn’t made it 
in time. She was now completely surrounded by white smoke. 
 
She closed her eyes again and visualized the security room. 
 
Her port was violent due to the adrenaline that was coursing round her body, and 
she nearly landed on top of the guard who was staring at the security screen in 
horror at the dead scientists. His shock made him slow to react. 
 
Before his hand hit the alarm, Jessica snapped it, shattering his radius and ulna 
bones at the same time. The guard let out an almighty scream and clutched his 
arm. She grabbed the back of his head and slammed it against his workstation, 
knocking him out instantly. 
 
After flinging off her mask, she quickly tapped on the keys and found the 
recording for that day. She located the footage of herself entering the room. It 
looked like static as she flitted in and out of the picture. With the speed and agility 
of a hacker, Jessica deleted the recording from the records and backup drive.  
 
She didn’t kill the guard, feeling certain his story of events would be just too 
unbelievable. The scientists had died within seconds of being exposed to the 
virus. That would be the story, and she didn’t feel bad for them. They had known 
the evil of their creation and its consequences.  
 
Money. It was always about money. 
 
Jessica closed her eyes and pictured herself outside the medical facility. She 
projected and then studied the guards surrounding the area. They seemed none 
the wiser, still completing their clockwork rounds. 
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It would take at least ten hours before anybody knew what had happened inside 
the medical lab. It would never be reported in the news, but there would be a 
backlash. 
 
She closed her eyes again and transported back to Edinburgh where her body lay 
in a secure room.  
 
Jessica opened her eyes and sought her father out through the viewing window. 
 
Her father, eyes wide, searched her expression for confirmation. Jessica nodded 
and gave him an encouraging smile. The mission had been a success. 
 
The relief on his face was shared by other dream dancers present. He released a 
deep breath, as if he had been holding it in for hours. Jessica sat up, coughing 
uncontrollably. She took a glass of water from the side cabinet next to her bed as 
the group from the program gathered together at the window, all seven of them, 
including her father. 
 
She raised her thumbs in the air and smiled while everyone cheered and 
celebrated. 
 
Yet Jessica Campbell knew this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot. And she couldn’t 
do it alone. Her father, Dr. Joseph Campbell, and the team from the Koestler 
Institute were adamant about finding more dream dancers to assist them in their 
fight, keeping tabs on the energetic fields of many potentials from around the 
world.  
 
Jessica had been following the astral movements of one very promising dream 
dancer from her home country of Scotland.  
 
It was time to pay a visit to David Hunter. 
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Chapter 1 
 
As he sat outside the student advisors’ offices, David Hunter’s thoughts turned to 
his dreams. His obsession with the dream world was the very reason he sat in that 
hard, cold chair, trying to save his academic career. He had been practising lucid 
dreaming for years now, ever since his parents had abandoned him as a young 
child.  
 
Lucid dreaming had become his escape from a world he didn't particularly like or 
feel he belonged in. 
 
Unfortunately, he owed his aunt for taking him in, and studying law was his way 
of thanking Aunt Gen for not dumping him with social services and letting them 
foster him out. Since there was a whole line of Hunters who had become 
successful lawyers in the past, his career path had seemed pretty obvious.  
 
He didn’t like it. Bored him to tears, really, but there wasn’t a career out there 
that utilized a skill like lucid dreaming, so law it had to be. 
 
 “David Hunter?” said the stern looking secretary.  
 
 “Yes. Yes, that’s me,” he said, standing and walking toward the woman with a 
clipboard nestled in her arm. She looked over her horn-rimmed glasses at him. 
 
 “This way, David.” 
 
The female advisor behind the desk briefly glanced at David as he entered the 
room, motioning for him to sit in the chair in front of her. She continued to write 
as the phone rang. Pressing a button, she cut off the shrill tone and turned the full 
force of her attention on him. 
 
David flashed a smile, maintaining eye contact. Charm had gotten him this far in 
life, and he would use it to get him out of this mess. Fortunately, she was an 
attractive thirty-something brunette, with dark olive skin, very little makeup, and 
dressed in nice business attire. The plaque on her desk read Amisha Bhatia. 
 
Amisha rolled her eyes, which took David by surprise. 
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 “You’re in deep shit here, Mr. Hunter, so drop the pretty boy, flirting routine.” 
 
 “Well, that’s not very cordial now is it…” he looked at her name plate again 
“Amisha.” He was a little taken aback but liked her fire. 
 
 “Yeah, well, we’ve no time for pleasantries. That seems to have been your 
problem all along.” 
 
“And where is Danielle?” David asked, referring to his previous advisor, one who 
had been much more appreciative of his pretty boy, flirting routine.  
 
“I’ve taken your case over from Danielle, as this has escalated to the progress 
committee, and you’re in danger of being thrown out of the university.” 
 
“I’m sure we can work something out,” David said as he picked up a paperweight 
from her desk. The look on her face told him she didn’t like that move. 
 
“Do you think your aunt’s money and influence is going to carry you through the 
last two years of your degree? No! You actually have to put in the work and pass 
the exams. No passing of exams means no little piece of paper to say you 
graduated and no little job in a solicitors’ office being the tea boy for a few years.” 
 
She stood up and took a thick folder from the bookshelves behind her. 
 
She dropped it with a thump on the desk. “This is a list of all the people who have 
been thrown out of university. Every single one of them were given multiple 
chances to buck up, but they were still thrown out. Their money, their family 
name, and their status weren’t enough to buy them their degree, and you sure as 
hell aren’t going to buy your way through it, either, unless you’re just sickeningly 
wealthy.” 
 
David put his hand in his pocket and pulled out some loose change.  “Well, I do 
have exactly three pounds and twenty-eight pence, but…” He held up his 
forefinger as if just remembering something.  “I get my student loan payment at 
the end of the week, so maybe we could,” he held up two hands and see-sawed 
them,  “you know, come to some sort of arrangement.” 
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She laughed derisively and shook her head.  “You don’t have the money, but your 
Aunty Genevieve Hunter does. If it wasn’t for her, you would have been thrown 
out a long time ago.” 
 
David sighed in mock defeat.  “What the hell is it with all the hostility? I’m here 
to get advice and representation from you.” 
 
“No! You’re here to study. You’re here to get a law degree with hard work and 
effort. What you are not here to do is go out on the piss and get stoned with your 
friends every night. I’ve got another meeting with the progress committee in a 
few weeks, and if I don’t get reports of improvement, I will have to recommend 
that their recommendation of dismissal be upheld. You’ve got exactly two weeks 
to resubmit two, fifteen-hundred-word essays and resit the two exams you failed.” 
 
 “Okey dokey, I think I can manage that.” 
 
The student advisor stared at him, appearing weary. “What do you want to do 
with your life, David? What is your purpose?” 
 
 “My purpose? I’m twenty-two years old. I don’t have a purpose.” David ran his 
hands through his unkempt hair.  
 
Amisha walked over to the window and looked out onto University Avenue. He 
did his best to avoid gazing at her rear. 
 
“We all have a purpose, David. I suggest you go away and think about yours as I 
don’t see it being at Glasgow University.” She turned and gave him one last 
reproachful stare before waving him out of her office. 
 
David rose from his seat and walked out of the room smiling. 
 
He kept that smile firmly affixed until the advisors’ offices were far behind him.  
 
Shit!  
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David walked slowly down the steps of the student services building, trying to 
figure out what he would say to Aunt Gen.  
 
Shit! Shit! Shit! 
 
Making his way down University Avenue, David considered the consequences 
he faced if thrown out of university.  
 
Why the hell didn’t I do something about this before?  
 
He knew the answer already. His Aunt Gen always bailed him out. Her loyalty to 
his parents was something he’d taken full advantage of over the years. She wasn’t 
going to be happy about this at all, and she wouldn’t be able to bail him out of 
this one. 
 
He thought about her disappointment in him. She might not say anything, but her 
silence was often worse than her censure. 
 
With his head down, he walked past the Bower Building and on to the medical 
school. The light from the sun bounced off the car windows as he took off his 
jacket and slung it over his shoulder. The west end of Glasgow was always 
thriving, always so full of energy. It was a different atmosphere from anywhere 
else in the city.  
 
David could never figure out why it felt that way to him, but he supposed it was 
the mix of affluence and intelligence. After all, Glasgow University was at the 
heart of it all, and the property prices were exorbitant, meaning only the wealthy 
could afford to live here and rent out property to the students.  
 
He loved it but knew it was his aunt who had made living here and attending 
university possible. Without her, he would never have been able to stay in this 
part of the city. 
 
As he walked, he thought back to the conversation with the student advisor. Then 
thoughts of his absent parents made an appearance. He got angry as that old, 
familiar “Fuck you, world!” attitude built within him. 
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Trying to distract himself, he thought about his most recent adventures in the 
lucid dream world. A place where he did belong. A place of his own creation. An 
amazing world where he could meet different people, have sex with beautiful 
women, literally fly around the world, soar around the cosmos, and speak to his 
dead grandparents. The lucid dream world was his escape, his passion, his solace, 
his place to hide from the realities of his existence. 
 
And yet, he had no idea how he did it. The question still remained after years of 
lucid dreaming. How was it possible that he, of all people, could do it? 
 
Was it just an escape from the reality of life or was life an escape from the reality 
of his dreams? His fascination had deepened over the years, and his studies had 
led him to some amazing people in the field, not to mention some weird and 
wonderful reddit boards. 
 
Focus!  
 
What would he tell Aunt Gen and his friends?  
 
Christ, what will I do for a job?  
 
That thought scared him more than the thought of any arguments he might have 
with his aunt. 
 
He didn’t have any skills or experience in anything other than studying…or 
pretending to study. He felt a weight pressing on his chest, and his breathing 
became laboured as he realised the gravity of his situation. 
 
Shit! What the hell am I going to do? 
 
Cars, vans, buses and motorcycles queued on Byres Road. The noise of the traffic, 
the low hum of people talking around him, and the general business amped up his 
anxiety concerning his pending confrontation with Aunt Gen. 
 
He slipped between the traffic and crossed to Dowanside Road, walking quickly 
with his shoulders hunched. 
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He stared at his front door for a good ten minutes before mustering up the courage 
to enter. As he twisted the yale lock and gently pushed the door open, he heard 
his Aunt Gen speaking on the phone and pulled back slightly. 
 
 “...he’s not exhibited any signs after all this time, so I think it’s safe to say he’s 
not going to.” She stopped to listen.  “Oh yes, it’s a blessing as he’ll be out of any 
danger. I don’t know if I would want this world given the choice.” She laughed 
and paused again to listen.  
 
David’s toe caught on the rug, causing him to stumble. 
 
She turned around, startled. “David!” Putting her lips closer to the mouthpiece 
she whispered, “I’ll call you back later.”  
 
David closed the door and started to take off his jacket. 
 
“I think it’s time we had a talk, don’t you?” 
 
With his back turned to her, David grimaced and rolled his eyes.  
 
Here it comes. That didn’t take long at all.  
 
He drew in a deep breath and turned to face his Aunt Gen. 
 
 She might have been small, but her words always packed a punch, and from the 
look on her face, censure rather than silence was forthcoming. This was going to 
be a beating.  
 
 “How are you?” David said, lifting his voice, trying to sound cheerful and 
nonchalant. 
 
 “Don’t you give me that. I got a call from Danielle. What’s going on at 
university?” She placed her hands on her hips. Always frightening. 
 
 “Aunt Gen, it’s not a good time for lectures.” 
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 “It never is, David,” she said, looking at him with narrowed eyes. “You’re failing 
all your exams, you’re out drinking with your friends most nights, and you bring 
home girls I don’t even know. I give you as much leeway as possible, David, but 
you’re throwing it all back in my face.” Her voice became higher pitched the 
longer she spoke. She disliked giving lectures just as much as David disliked 
hearing them. 
 
 “If you get thrown out of university, you’ll have to move out. As much as I hate 
doing it, you need a bit of tough love.” 
 
 “Yeah, coz I’ve never really had any other kind of love, right?” David said, 
referring to his parents. 
 
 “Oh, for goodness sake, we’ve been over this. I know this haunts you, child, but 
you have to believe me when I say your parents didn’t abandon you.” 
 
 “Aunt Gen, I’m not a child, but you keep treating me like one. You keep telling 
me they didn’t abandon me, but you have no other explanation to offer. They 
dropped me off at your doorstep and disappeared. From where I’m standing, 
that’s abandonment. I haven’t seen them for eighteen years. I don’t know if 
they’re dead or alive, so tell me something, anything, for Christ's sake.” 
 
 “Be very careful of the way you speak to me, David.” 
 
 “Not going to address it, then? I’m twenty-two years old and nothing. And where 
am I going to go if you throw me out?” David ran his hands through his hair and 
then rubbed his face. It had been a shit day, and this had made it worse.  
 
“I warned you months ago that the deal was you could stay here rent free as long 
as you did well at university.” Aunt Gen turned away, pacing in front of the bay 
windows as David sat on the brown Chesterfield sofa opposite. 
 
 “I mean, what is it that you want to do? What is your purpose in life, David?” 
 
He looked at her askance, brows furrowed. That was the second time he’d been 
asked that question today. 
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He shook his head and raised his hands in defeat.  “I don’t know.” His throat was 
tight with emotion, and he could feel the tears pressing the backs of his eyes. He 
swallowed hard and kept his mouth closed, blinking quickly to stop the tears from 
rolling. 
 
 “Well, you better decide quickly, or you’ll be out on your ear with no prospects, 
no job, and no experience. No doubt you’ll get some girl pregnant, then you’ll be 
living on benefits in a council house somewhere, scraping by to make ends meet 
every week.” Her voice became even more shrill. 
 
 “What would you know about benefits and living in council houses?” he shouted, 
his anger exploding.  
 
His aunt’s face darkened with color. “I fuckin’ lived that life when I was younger. 
I stayed in a crappy council tenement, married to a loser with two kids to raise on 
my own. I took you in and loved you as my own. I fuckin’ know that life all too 
well, and I’m trying to keep you from going down that road, you selfish little 
shit.” Tears sprang to Aunt Gen’s eyes as she turned and looked out the window. 
“And I can’t…I can’t tell you anything about your mother and father. It’s for your 
own good. Don’t you see that?” 
 
David shot to his feet, anger and hurt burning within him.  “No, I don’t see that. 
I don’t see it at all. I was four years old when they left me here, and you haven’t 
told me why. I don’t know if they’re dead or alive, but most of the time I wish 
they were dead. Better that than living in this world with no desire to see me.” He 
quickly walked out of the drawing room and ran upstairs to his bedroom. 
 
He slammed the door and threw himself onto his bed, staring daggers at the 
ceiling. He’d really done it this time. Aunt Gen never swore. His angry thoughts 
thrashed about, fighting to make sense of things. All he got for those efforts was 
the beginning of a migraine.  
 
Exhaustion tugged at the corners of his mind, and he gratefully allowed it to take 
him, knowing he’d find relief on the other side.  
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Chapter 2 
 
It was the usual drift into the lucid realm with David asking himself constantly, 
“Am I dreaming?” He tested the hypothesis that he was dreaming every time he 
did this, usually by trying to read the nearest book, newspaper, or a window sign. 
This time, he decided to float aimlessly until he stumbled upon something of 
interest. 
 
He hovered in the middle of Sauchiehall Street for a second as shoppers passed 
him, some looking at him very strangely. He didn’t care, this was his dream. He 
started to spin on the spot and soon catapulted into the air, flying around Glasgow 
city centre.  
 
That elation of becoming conscious in his dream never left him. The exhilaration, 
the excitement, that feeling of being in control and having power over the 
direction of his own life was beyond amazing. He had left the real world behind; 
this was his world. 
 
He watched the people below as they pointed at him while he navigated his way 
across the skies of Glasgow. Even now, all of this was his own making. He’d 
created all the people down below, the buildings, the cars, the buses, the birds, 
everything. It was his imagination in action, and he marvelled at it as the rush of 
air flowed over him.   
 
Banking left, he dove toward The Royal Concert Hall and landed on the roof. He 
squatted low and studied the people walking up Buchanan Street. There were 
thousands of them just like there were on a busy weekend.  
 
This is all my creation.  
 
He zeroed in on the faces of some of the shoppers: men and women of all ages, 
young children, and even animals.  
 
Why? Why are all these people in my dream? Why did I create them? 
 
Just then, a creature appeared beside him, as so often happened. He wasn’t sure 
why his mind had seen fit to drum up the strange beast, but he’d gotten used to it. 
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He’d even started having conversations with it. After all, the gargoyle was his 
creation. 
 
Yet this time was a little different. 
 
“Things are changing, David.” The creature said it with a hint of sadness in his 
voice. David looked at him, eyes narrowed, and forehead creased. The creature 
had never addressed him by name. “The energy of the world is being depleted, 
and it will have an effect on human evolution.” 
 
“What does that mean? I don’t understand.” David wanted to see where this 
conversation would go. Maybe he could give himself the answers to his own 
predicament. After all, it was his mind he spoke to.  
 
The golden-coloured body of the creature began to shimmer.  
 
That’s new. 
 
Its tiny skeletal wings flapped slowly, preparing itself for flight. The two horns 
atop its head glowed as well.  
 
What’s going on here?  
 
 “As I said, things are changing. You’re going to have to make a decision soon, 
and it’s not going to be an easy one to make.” The tiny tail of the creature began 
to move back and forth, and the horns lining its small spine rippled with light. 
 
 “Listen, I really don’t understand what you’re talking about…what I’m talking 
about. It’s been a weird couple of days, and it’s obviously spilling over into my 
dreams…” 
 
The creature interrupted him. “You think this isn’t real? Just a figment of your 
imagination? This is not a dream, David. I am not your creation. This is the 
stepping-stone to another world. A bridge between the earth plane and the astral 
plane. This is partly your mind and partly a window to the astral planes.” 
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 “Astral planes?” David said slowly. “We’ve had multiple conversations, and 
you’ve never once brought this up.” 
 
He’d heard of the astral realm but had never heard it referred to in the plural. It 
made him nervous.  
 
If I haven’t heard that before, then surely…I can’t know what I don’t know!   
 
“How many astral planes are there?” he asked, looking down at the creature who 
now stood as high as his shoulder. 
“Seven. Well, ten in total, but seven main planes of existence, and a few of them 
are divided into two.” 
 
Interesting. And absolutely bonkers.  
 
David went along with it anyway, fascinated with where his own mind was taking 
him. “What is the purpose of these astral planes?”  
 
The creature snorted derisively. “What is the purpose of the earth plane? What is 
your purpose, for that matter?”  
 
David could only stare at the little creature, uncomfortable at being asked that 
again.   
 
“I am real, David. I look out for unusual energy signatures, for people of the earth 
plane who can help elevate the consciousness of the world, and I found you.” 
 
“What the actual fuck? Where is all this coming from? I’ve never once thought 
about any of this before.” 
 
“I told you, I am real.” 
 
David's heartbeat raced, and he began to lose control of the dream. Normally, he 
would have attempted to stay by spinning about, but he was too spooked to remain 
in his own head. It was getting just a little too weird for him. 
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He opened his eyes, blinking at the sunlight streaming through his bedroom 
window.  
 
Thank God, I’m back home. That was bizarre.  
 
It was then that he felt something on his chest. He glanced down and let out a 
choked gasp. 
 
It was the creature. 
 
David jumped to his feet.  “What the fuck?”  
 
The creature gave him a knowing look, tipped his head in acknowledgement, and 
ran toward the full-length mirror that sat against the wall between the TV and the 
study desk. It jumped into the mirror and disappeared. 
 
Holy shit. Holy shit. Holy shit.  “What the fuck just happened?” 
 
David jumped up off his bed, grabbed his jacket, and rushed out of his bedroom, 
wanting to get as far away from the mirror as possible. He ran downstairs and 
rushed to the door, quickly opening it and heading into the fresh air. 
 
He heard Aunt Gen shouting his name, but he ignored her and bolted away, trying 
to figure out what the hell had just happened. 
 
His phone buzzed in his pocket, causing him to slow down. He checked the text 
message from his friend Ronnie. 
 
Pint? 
 
Short but sweet and just what he needed. 
 
His thumbs moved quickly as he replied, When and where? 
 
Now and Jintys, lol 
 
Be there in 5 
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******* 
 
Jinty McGintys in Ashton lane was the preferred pub of choice when he and his 
friends met up, usually in one of the booths. 
 
After walking in, he heard a cheer go up as his friends raised their glasses. He 
smiled and ambled over, giving each of his four friends — Tam, Karen, Ronnie 
and Aaron — a fist bump.  
 
Ronnie motioned his eyes toward a pint sitting on the table.  “Got you a lager tops 
mate, ya big girl’s blouse.”  
 
The group of friends laughed as David picked up the pint with his right hand but 
grabbed it in such a way that allowed him to raise his middle finger at Ronnie. 
He took a gulp of his pint. Again, the group laughed. 
 
“Touché” Ronnie quipped as he raised his glass and smiled. 
 
David relaxed as the alcohol kicked in. He didn’t have to think about university, 
the argument with his aunt, and his little gargoyle friend coming into the real 
world.  
 
It wasn’t real.  
 
He knew he would have to deal with it later, but he had become the master at 
avoidance and planned to do as much avoiding as possible. 
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Chapter 3 

 
Genevieve heard the main door open as David stormed out. 
 
 “David, where are you going? We need to talk about this,” she shouted as she 
padded through the kitchen to the front door. 
 
It had already closed. She rolled her eyes and thought better of chasing after him. 
She would give him a little time to cool off. 
 
Genevieve went upstairs and into David’s room to collect his dirty washing. She 
didn’t usually go in without his permission, but he’d left, and she needed to get 
things done. 
 
A trouser leg stuck out from under the bed. Genevieve sighed and bent over to 
pick it up. As she pulled it out, a notebook came with it. 
 
 “Lucid Dreaming Diary 35. What’s this?” She opened the book and started 
reading David’s first entry. 
 
November 11th, 2017 
 
A little harder to get into a lucid dream state today. Met with the little creature 
again and he (it) taught me some techniques for staying in a lucid dream longer. 
Strange, as I am really teaching myself, so how can I know this information? 
 
 “Oh, my goodness,” Genevieve whispered to herself. She looked under the bed 
and discovered piles of notebooks. She pulled out another one and found the most 
recent entry. She read for another five minutes before closing it and returning it 
under the bed.  
 
She looked around the room, taking it in for the first time in a long time. She was 
amazed to find books on lucid dreaming and astral projection. 
 
She smiled to herself.  “Why on earth didn’t you tell me, David? This changes 
everything!” 
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Chapter 4 

As the day and night wore on, the group of friends became a little more 
obnoxious. 
 
The drink flowed, the patrons grew in number, and live music played as a solo 
singer performed in the corner of the pub. The loud chatter, the laughter, and the 
music were too much for him. David grabbed his glass and sneaked out of the 
booth for a quick breath of fresh air. 
 
As he leaned his back against the whitewashed wall, he became aware of a young 
woman sitting at an outside table, smoking. She caught his eye and held it. 
 
“How you doing?” she said. More of a hello than a question, but it was still polite 
to answer as if the question was asked. 
 
 “Good. How are you?” David replied. He noticed her long, dark hair and dark 
makeup, almost goth-like. 
 
 “I’ve had better days,” she said, blowing out some smoke and looking away from 
David toward the pub. 
 
He grunted and smiled.  “I know what you mean.” 
 
The woman laughed. “I thought you said you were good.” Her smile lit up her 
face, softening her whole appearance. 
 
“Just being polite.” David laughed. The woman kicked out a chair with her foot 
as she took another deep draw from her cigarette. Her legs were pale against the 
black dress and red corset top. 
 
“I’ll tell you mine, if you tell me yours.” She smiled, exhaling a puff of smoke. 
 
David accepted the invitation and smiled at her as he took his seat, setting his 
glass on the table.  “So, what’s up with you then?”  
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She looked at him, sizing him up.  “I’m trying to make a decision about whether 
or not to do something I was told to do by my boss, or risk losing my job, or 
worse.”  
 
 “Oh! Sounds like a tough position to be in. What did he ask you to do?” 
 
“You’re presuming it was a he?” She chuckled darkly. “It’s actually a woman.” 
She gazed at him thoughtfully. “You’re very direct, aren’t you? What age are 
you?” 
 
 “I’m twenty-two. Why do you ask? Are you avoiding the question?” David 
smiled at her, sensing this was going in another direction. She smirked. 
 
 “Yeah, I was avoiding the question. I’ve not decided if I should trust you.” 
 
“Quite right. You never know who you could be talking to these days,” he said 
as he raised the half full glass to his lips.  “What age are you?” 
 
 “Guess!” She leaned forward, batting her eyes in a playful gesture. 
 
“Oh jeez, I hate this game. It never ends well. Okay, I’d say you were twenty-
five.” 
 
She burst out laughing, throwing her head back.  “I wish.” She wiped at her eyes 
and smiled. “I’m thirty-two, a little too old for you, I’d say.” She stood and looked 
down at him. 
 
David really saw her this time. Her long dark hair contrasted starkly with her pale 
complexion. She didn’t go for the usual trowel-on makeup and tanned looked. It 
was natural, and it made her stand out. The corset top really was a corset, showing 
off her slim waist. The black, lace-like dress flowed behind her, but from the front 
it revealed her legs, outlining the strong muscles in her calves and thighs. 
 
 “I have to go and join my friends.” She caressed his cheek, giving him an 
enigmatic smile. 
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“Wait, you didn’t tell me what your boss wanted you to do,” David said, trying 
to get her to stay. 
 
She bent over, revealing her cleavage for the first time. Placing her lips to his 
cheek she whispered, “My boss gave me a choice. I could fuck you, kill you, or 
walk away.” 
 
David raised his eyebrows in surprise and pulled back to stare at her serious 
expression. Her eyes drew him in.   
 
“And what did you decide to do?” 
 
 “Well, come with me, and I’ll show you.” At this, she walked around the corner 
toward the empty car park. 
 
David smiled to himself and followed her, thinking this was simply how she 
flirted. 
 
As he rounded the corner, he looked for Goth Girl.  
 
She’d disappeared! He turned in a circle but didn’t spot her anywhere. 
 
A great rush of energy enveloped David, lifting him into the air. He shouted in 
surprise as he was thrown about ten meters away, landing hard on the ground. He 
thanked his lucky stars there weren’t any cars to break his fall. He rolled over and 
gingerly sat up. 
 
He couldn’t see anybody.  
 
What the hell was that?  
 
David heard a whooshing sound, and that same rush of energy yanked at him 
again, throwing him back several meters. As he hit the pavement, he spotted Goth 
Girl throwing her arms wide. 
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He cried out in pain as he was dragged along the ground. The stones and debris 
in the car park tore through his clothes. He looked down to see his arms dripping 
with blood.  
 
Goth Girl was now walking forward, a deranged smile darkening her face.  
 
Fuck, she’s going to fucking kill me.  
 
He jumped to his feet and charged her.  
 
Goth Girl kept her pace, laughing at him. David felt the rage build, the full force 
of his shitty day breaking over him while she laughed, intent on killing him. He 
prepped himself to crash into her when he hit an invisible wall. The impact jarred 
his whole body, and he crumpled to the ground.  
 
Witchcraft. This crazy lady was working some magic on him. Either that or he’d 
had way too much to drink and was just dreaming. 
 
It doesn’t feel like one of my dreams. 
 
David lay on the ground and watched as she moved and stood over him. She held 
out her right hand again and twisted it. The motion somehow lifted him into the 
air. He tried to scream, but nothing came out. She flicked her arm, and he went 
slamming into one of the trees at the edge of the car park.  
 
He heard and felt a loud crack as he landed on his arm the wrong way. The pain 
nauseated him.  
 
Jeezus, this is it!  
 
She came at him again, still laughing. As he tried to sit back up, his arm buckled, 
and pain shot through his spine.  
 
 “What the fuck are you doing?” David shouted as he lay on his back, not 
understanding what to do or why this was happening. 
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After a few seconds, she stood beside him again. He was too broken to move.  All 
he could do was stare at her as she smiled. 
 
 “I told you I would show you what I had decided, and my decision was to kill 
you, David.”  
 
His eyes widened at the use of his name. She lifted her hand, and a small ball of 
flame flickered and grew just above it. 
 
 “Jeezus, what the fuck is this? This has to be a dream.”  
 
David looked for signs, anything that would clue him in. He had to wake up. His 
heart sank as he found a sign on the side of the building and realised he could 
read it. “Oh fuck, this is not good.” 
 
Goth Girl raised her arm, closing her eyes as if summoning something. She drew 
her arm back, ready to launch her fireball, when someone else appeared just 
between him and Goth Girl. 
 
She had long, red hair that flowed past her shoulders. She wore a camouflage 
jumpsuit and stood with her hands on her hips. He wanted to warn her to get the 
hell out of there, but before he could, she lifted her hand and blew Goth Girl a 
kiss. The witch flew back about twenty feet, screaming the entire way, and 
suddenly winked out of existence.  
 
David looked around. There was no one else in the car park but h and the redhead 
now.  
 
I have to be dreaming. This must be a dream.  
 
The young woman walked over to him. 
 
 “Are you okay?” She bent low, offering David her hand. 
 
He reached for it, but pain tore through his body as she pulled. He gasped as his 
vision grew dark from the agony. She stopped pulling and bent down, examining 
his injuries. 
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“Broken,” she muttered. “Arm. A few ribs. Possibly your hip. What a heinous 
bitch she was.”  
 
 “I honestly haven’t a clue what’s going on. I…I don’t know…” 
 
She laughed.  “It’s okay. I’ll explain. My name is Jessica, or Jess to my friends, 
and it’s nice to finally meet you, David. I’ll shake your hand once we get you 
fixed up.” 
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Chapter 5 
 
David was silent as he walked next to the young woman who had introduced 
herself as Jessica, the woman who had saved his ass and healed him in the 
process.  
 
They were headed to his house. Jessica had insisted on accompanying him home. 
He felt like an idiot, being protected by a girl. Sounded sexist, but he still felt 
stupid. They continued to walk to David’s home in silence for what seemed like 
an age as he processed what had happened back in the car park. 
 
Jessica looked at him and smiled a few times but gave him the space he needed. 
 
 “How do you know my name?” he said, finally breaking the silence. 
 
 “I know Genevieve Hunter, and we are aware of your energy in the dreaming or 
astral world,” Jessica said. 
 
 “Wait, you know my Aunt Gen? How?” David asked. 
 
 “I think it’s better if your aunt and I explain a few things to you. I presume we’re 
going to your Aunt Genevieve's house?” 
 
 “Yeah,” David said, shaking his head, still unable to process everything that was 
going on. He had confidently established that this was not a dream, but he just 
couldn’t fathom what else it could be. 
 
Jessica laid her hand on his arm.  “It will all become clear when we get to your 
aunt’s house. I know how weird this all seems just now.” 
 
“Just a tad weird, yeah,” David said. “Ah, thanks for saving me back there. You 
know. I had it under control, of course, but it was nice of you to help.” 
 
Jessica chuckled but didn’t comment. 
 
As they neared the house, he could see his Aunt Gen looking out of her bay 
window as she paced up and down.  
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She must be really upset that I left. 
 
David inwardly cringed when she spotted them, but instead of the irate expression 
he expected, she appeared relieved. She beckoned them through the window.  
 
The door opened before they got to the bottom of the steps. “David, thank 
goodness you’re okay. I had a horrible feeling something had happened.” She 
then looked at Jessica and did a double take when recognition kicked in.  “Jessica 
Campbell? Oh, my goodness, it’s been a while. What on earth are you doing 
here?” 
 
David looked at both of them.  “And how on earth do you two know each other?” 
he asked. 
 
“Come on in and get warmed up. I’ll put the kettle on for some tea. We’ve got a 
lot to talk about.” 
 
Aunt Gen led them into the living room. David studied his aunt’s interactions 
with Jessica. It was obvious they had known each other for a long time. So why 
had he never met her? 
 
Feeling exhausted, he sank into the brown leather sofa as Aunt Gen and Jessica 
made tea in the kitchen. He went over everything that had happened that day, 
trying to make sense of it all, but there was just no getting his head around 
anything. 
 
Aunt Gen came through and set a tray down on the small table. It had a large 
teapot, three cups, and a plate of biscuits. 
 
Jessica sat on the armchair next to David, and his Aunt Gen sat on the Chesterfield 
opposite him. 
 
 “Jessica filled me in on what happened. Extremely troubling, but we’ll get to that 
in a minute. Now, I’m sure you have a million questions, but I have to start by 
apologising for today.”  
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David looked at his aunt in bewilderment. 
 
She’s apologising when I’m the one close to expulsion? What the hell? 
 
She looked at Jessica.  “I know we have a guest, and I don’t want to get too deep 
into the university issue, but I shouldn’t have behaved the way I did, and I 
apologise.” 
 
“No, honestly. I’ve been acting like a spoiled brat, and today I went over the top.” 
 
 “We can talk about it later. I think there’s more pressing matters at hand just 
now.” 
 
David raised his eyebrows and looked at both women. “I’d say so.” 
 
 “First of all, I want to know why you were attacked. I need to ask you if anything 
strange has happened recently?”  
 
“Nearly being killed tonight isn’t strange enough?”  
 
“You’re lucid dreaming, David. Has anything strange happened in your dreams?” 
 
“How do you know about that?”  
 
His aunt just stared at him. He let out a weary sigh. “Define strange. There have 
been varying degrees of it.” 
 
“Let’s start with what happened tonight,” Jessica said. 
 
He thought back to the creature today. “Maybe some background first. I’ve been 
lucid dreaming for ages, well, years…” He paused. “How much do you know 
about lucid dreaming, Auntie?”   
 
Jessica and Aunt Gen looked at each other and burst out laughing. 
 
“We’re quite familiar with it, child. Continue.” 
 



 

31 

He shrugged and kept going, deciding nothing could shock him after what had 
happened to him tonight. “When I lucid dream, I have this little creature friend 
who visits me.” 
 
“Gargoyle?” Jessica asked. 
 
“Why do you know this?” David shook his head. “You know what? Never mind. 
I’m just gonna get this out. Today, the creature…” He paused, thinking it still 
sounded crazy.  “He came into the real world from my dream and disappeared 
into my bedroom mirror. How’s that for strange?” He let out a sigh. It felt good 
to talk about it even if it was crazy.  
 
Jessica and Aunt Gen looked at each other and nodded like they understood. Like 
gargoyles appearing from dreams and jumping into mirrors was completely 
within the realm of normal.  
 
“That explains it,” they said in unison. 
 
 “What? That explains what?” David asked, frustrated.  
 
“The woman who tried to kill you in the car park must have picked up on the 
energy spike when the creature crossed from the dream world into the earth plane. 
You were identified and tracked,” Jessica said, as if it was an everyday 
occurrence. 
 
That thought jarred David’s mind again, the fact that someone was actually trying 
to kill him.  
 
“Right. About that. Why was she trying to kill me, and how did you know to stop 
her?” 
 
It was as if he’d spoken to the wind. Aunt Gen and Jessica completely ignored 
his questions and changed the subject. 
 
 “I didn’t have any inclination at all that you had the gift or the interest in the 
astral planes, or we would have been having this conversation years ago.” She 
poured a cup of tea and continued speaking about astral planes as if it was normal. 
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David tried to steer the conversation back to the issue at hand. “Okay, I’m not 
getting it at all. How can people do magic in car parks and disappear and reappear 
out of thin air? How did that little creature come into the real world from the 
dream world? How do you even know about any of this, Aunt Gen? Am I missing 
something, or am I really going nuts?”  
 
 “Okay, I think we should start from the beginning,” Aunt Gen said. 
 
 “That’s a good place to start,” David said. 
 
 “You’re a dream dancer. Someone who can travel the astral world and someone 
who has...certain powers, shall we say. A dream dancer is a certain race of witch, 
and lucid dreaming is a branch of witchcraft, a specialisation, if you like.” Aunt 
Gen paused to look at him. 
 
 “I’m a witch? Is that what you’re saying?” David asked, not liking the sound of 
it. 
 
 “Well, you’re not a witch. Technically, you’re a wizard. Well, we think you are. 
We'll need to get The Glowing Ceremony organised to test you, but that’s for 
another time.” 
 
 “I can do magick?” David asked, looking between Jessica and Aunt Gen. 
 
 “Yes,” they said. 
 
“Have you heard of the Golden Triangle?” 
 
David looked at her and frowned, shaking his head. “What is it?” 
 
 “It’s an area in Glasgow's west end that is a property hotspot. It runs from 
Highburgh Road, to Hyndland Road, up to Great Western Road, and down Byers 
Road. So, all the roads and streets within this area are what is known as the 
Golden Triangle. Of course, estate agents have referred to this as a property 
hotspot...” She shifted in her seat, looked at David, and took a deep breath. “…but 



 

33 

the origins of it have nothing to do with property. It's to do with energy. 
Edinburgh has a golden triangle as well.”  
 
 “Energy? What do you mean? I don’t get you.” 
 
She looked out the window and took another sip of her tea. “It’s an area where 
there is more magickal energy. Energy where magick can be performed more 
easily. Energy where we can cross other worlds more easily. It’s just a magickal, 
mystical, beautiful type of energy, untouched by evil and protected by good 
forces.” 
 
David’s jaw dropped at that. He couldn’t speak; he just looked at her.  
 
Is my Aunt Gen actually speaking these words?  
 
 “There’s quite a lot to know. Suffice it to say, I think that’s why you’ve been 
experiencing some strange occurrences recently. Your energy is maturing, 
although God knows how.” She looked him up and down.  “But you’re resonating 
at a similar energy and tapping into the power grid, so to speak. Lucid dreaming 
is the start of something much bigger.” ’ 
 
Jessica watched him. He felt her measuring his every reaction.  
 
 “There’s going to be big changes, David. Changes that you might not want to 
make, but it will be your decision as to whether you want to make those 
changes after the Glowing,” Jessica said.  
 
 “Okay. What’s The Glowing?” 
 
 “It’s where we find out what level of dream dancer you are. There are seven 
levels. Actually, there are ten, but seven main levels which correspond to the 
seven planes of existence. There’s lots to learn, but I’m giving you the main 
points.” Jessica took a sip of her tea and continued.  “Depending on how strong 
your inner energy is, you’ll be able to travel to these different levels. Most dream 
dancers are emotionals, casuals, or mentals which are second and third plane 
travellers.” 
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 “What’s the point of being able to travel the different planes?” 
 
 “There is no point. It’s just an ability you’re born with, usually passed down 
through the generations via the genes,” Jessica said. 
 
 “We thought it had skipped a generation with you, which is why you haven't 
been told anything about it until now.” Aunt Gen offered him a smile that said 
she was actually proud of him. 
 
 “So, The Glowing is something that will tell me if I have the power or not?” 
 
 “Not the power, the energy, yes. Don’t mistake having the energy as having 
power. Yes it is a power, but it’s really about the energy.” 
 
 “Okay, what can I do if I have the energy?” David said, leaning forward on the 
sofa. 
 
 “You can travel to the different planes with astral projection, and you can 
manipulate energy on the earth plane, as you saw tonight when I appeared out of 
nowhere. Obviously, if you have this energy control, there’s other things you can 
do, BUT there’s always a cause and effect. So, for example, if you kill someone, 
then someone you love will most likely be killed. You might even be killed,” 
Jessica said. 
 
 “Right, I get all that Karma stuff, but I still don’t understand why we have the 
pow...sorry, energy.” 
 
 “Evolution. You are here to help with the evolution of the human race,” Aunt 
Gen chimed in. 
 
 “How am I going to help with evolution? I mean, we’ve only been evolving for 
millions of years. How can we help?” David asked, laughing. 
 
His Aunt Gen thought about it for a few seconds.  “How do we evolve, David? 
As a race, how have we evolved? We’ve gone from the larvae in the swamps of 
the world, to swimming in the deepest of oceans, to crawling on land, then 
walking, then making fire, then thinking, then creating. All of that is only possible 
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if we oscillate at a different energy.” She spoke a little quicker now, with a little 
more excitement. David could tell she was passionate about this. “The energy of 
homo erectus would be very different from the energy frequency of homo 
sapiens.” She paused and looked at him. “You are the next stage of human 
evolution.” Aunt Gen stopped and took another sip of her tea. 
 
“Whoa, that’s a lot to take in…” 
 
 “That’s just the tip of the iceberg. However, fascinating as that may be, the more 
pressing matter is the de-evolution of mankind.” 
 
“De-evolution. How can you de-evolve?” David laughed at the seeming absurdity 
of this. 
 
“By lowering the energy of the entire human race.” Aunt Gen stared quite intently 
at David. 
 
 “Well, that’s not possible. How can we lower the energy of seven and a half 
billion people?” 
 
Aunt Gen’s smile conveyed pity. “Media, in all its forms; news, radio, TV, social 
media, newspapers, the internet, movies, TV series. This is how they lower the 
energy of the human race.” 
 
 “Who’s they?” 
 
 “The government, the people in power, and secret organisations.” 
 
David laughed again and looked at Jessica and Aunt Gen for signs of this being a 
joke.  
 
This all sounds like a conspiracy theory. 
 
Of course, he’d nearly been killed by a witch, so anything was possible. 
 
Jessica and Aunt Gen certainly weren’t laughing. They were serious.  
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Jessica put her cup down on the table and gave David a stern look.  “If you can 
control the energy of the population, then you can control the evolution of the 
population. The people who are doing the controlling want people like you, me, 
and your Aunt Gen dead. There is a whole community of witches, wizards, dream 
dancers and the rest of the weird fringe dwellers that exist, and these 
organisations, some of them government controlled, will stop at nothing to retain 
their power and their control over the minds and energies of billions of people, 
especially when some of them are supernatural like us.”  
 
 “Do we know who these people are?” 
 
 “We know of a few smaller ones, but the ones who run the show, well, we don’t 
know them yet, and we’re constantly working to find out who they are.” Jessica 
paused again and glanced at Aunt Gen. “Does he know about his parents?” 
 
David widened his eyes in disbelief. Irritation and annoyance pricked at him. He 
knew nothing about them, and this strange girl had answers?  
 
“Has my being attacked got something to do with my mum and dad leaving me 
with you?” He looked directly at his Aunt Gen, who appeared to be thinking about 
the question. 
 
 “I know how deeply this has hurt you and affected you, David, but you have to 
trust me when I say that your mother and father didn’t abandon you.”  
 
“You keep saying that, but you never tell me anything else,” David said, almost 
pleading. 
 
Aunt Gen shook her head. “I will make you a promise. When the time is right, 
you will know everything concerning your parents. Please, trust me, David.” 
 
David shrugged his shoulders, feeling resigned.  
 
She’s trying to protect me. There’s obviously a lot more to this. How could any 
parent just abandon their child and never see them again?”  
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He decided it would be best to drop the subject and never bring it up again. After 
all, what good would it possibly do to know at this point? 
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