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These Paranormal Tales are all standalone books with complete 
horror stories for the reader — real horror. Some releases will be 
long, but most will be shorter stories written in the traditional style 
of horror stories of the 20th century with ghosts, ghouls, evil 
spirits and people returning from the grave. Having said that, no 
setting or subject will be out-of-bounds. You might be taken way 
back in time or sent well into the future, perhaps under water or 
high in outer space. But more likely you’ll find yourself in a dark 
room with all the doors and windows locked... and something 
standing in the shadows, waiting for you to turn your back. 

Important Notice: 

This book, including this sample, is subject 

to copyright. 

For all copyright information, please refer to 
the relevant pages at the end of this 

publication. 



AN IMPORTANT NOTE TO READERS. 

This book, “Bedtime Story” like all my other stories took on a life of its own as I was writing it. 
I always let the narrative and plotline take me where it wants to go. 

In the case of “Bedtime Story” it’s resulted in what you might consider some strong sex 
content that you won’t normally find in my books. When I say “strong” I’m sure it’s still a long 
way short of the kind of porn-without-pictures stuff you’ll find it any erotica or hard core 
romance novels, but all the same I thought it worth mentioning here before you read any 
further. Some of you might read this and say, “Huh? What the hell are you talking about? You 
call that explicit sex?” But I’m going to play it safe with this warning. The opposite applies, too. 
If you appreciate the sex scenes, don’t be annoyed if you can’t find a similar level of such 
content in my other novels — it’s always about what the story demands. 

Please don’t let that stop you buying them. 

Graeme Hague. 



Author’s Introduction: Bedtime Story. 

I’ve gotten into the habit of explaining for readers where I get the ideas for my Horror Story 
books. Don’t worry, this doesn’t include any spoilers. 

The BBC TV network airs a show called “Antiques Roadshow” where people are encouraged 
to dig out their old, dilapidated and often very boring rubbish from attics and basements for 
antiques experts to evaluate as a potentially hidden treasure. Of course, there is always one or 
two gems discovered each episode. A clay pot, a lost Rembrandt... 

On one show somebody had dragged an entire bed, no less, to the roadshow for the 
producers to value. It was well over a hundred years old and the girl who owned it claimed the 
bed was the most comfortable thing she’d ever slept in. 

No surprise, I couldn’t help immediately thinking about who else had slept in it during that 
century of dreams and nightmares, not to mention made love in it, been born in it, died in it... 
maybe even been murdered in it? A lot of spiritual and supernatural theory is based on a 
concept that we leave something behind when we die, particularly in spaces we frequent a lot 
— like our favourite room, the beloved garden or any other special place. We spend almost half 
our lives in bed, right? 

So I looked at that ancient bed on the television and wondered what might happen, if 
someone really unhappy had died on or near that bed? Did the mattress soak up the misery? 
The hatred? The anger of dying? Could a bed be possessed with the enraged, evil spirit of 
someone who breathed their last in its warm, soft embrace? 

It makes perfect sense to me. 
If you’re reading this book lying in your bed, sweet dreams. Maybe leave the light on?  

*** 

And this book includes a character, known as The Man in Grey, used in one of my earlier 
books called The Mirror of Madness. A woman named Isobel Gowdie, also known as the 
Auldearne witch who confessed in 1662, claimed she first met a “Man in Grey” on the downs 
and he baptised her that same evening in the local church. She described a witch’s Sabbath’s 
with a coven of thirteen women, and her power to transform herself into a hare or a cat. She 
had intercourse with demons and even the Devil himself. The sperm of the Devil was icy cold. 

The “Man in Grey” continues today to be one of the many pseudonyms for the Devil. 



Bedtime Story 

 

ONE 

1898, London. 

Outside the window noises from horse-drawn carriages rattling on the 

cobblestones mixed with the shouts of sidewalk vendors haranguing passers-

by. In the distance church bells rang in a ragged melody, the bell-ringers 

practising a new routine. On the Thames a steamboat let out a blast of its 

horn, the sound echoing across the city. It was the normal, everyday bedlam of 

London, the summer air thick with the smells of burning coal and horse dung. 

The turn of the 19th century wasn’t far away, just a few years more. 

In the living room an old man glared at his adult son, Adam, who avoided 

his father’s eyes by staring through the grimy glass at the street beyond.  

‘She’s a witch, damn you, Adam. Everyone says that, so why don’t you just 

accept it? Send the harlot on her way. Do whatever it takes, no one will ask 

questions.’ 

‘A witch in this day and age, father? You’re being absurd,’ Adam said, but he 

wasn’t convincing. If anything he was quietly angry. His father was spouting 

what Adam suspected was some sort of truth and it wasn’t pleasant having to 

hear it. To finally confess he’d made a mistake and a fool of himself. 

‘I’ve been fit as an oak tree all my life and look at me now. My lungs are 

ruined, I can hardly stand on my feet for more than five minutes and it’s all 

happened since I told that girl she wasn’t welcome in this house. And look at 

your mother! Bed-ridden and close to death, the doctor says, even though he 

can’t explain it. It’s as if a curse stepped through the door hidden under the 

skirts of that girl. What about your—’ 

‘Yes, father! All right, I agree things haven’t been good for a while. I’m just 

not so prepared to lay the blame on Rose. She’s simply a woman, that’s all.’ 

‘More than a mere woman, she’s a servant of Satan, a bride of the devil.’ His 

father was trumpeting his outrage with a religious fervour borrowed straight 

from their parish priest’s sermons. His ruined lungs were going through a 



good patch today, it seemed. ‘I won’t have her back in the house, I forbid you 

to continue being with her. Finish it, Adam or you won’t get a cent of my 

money when I’m gone. I won’t let that wretch of a girl get her hands on it. I’m 

telling you, get rid of her.’ 

‘Easier said than done,’ Adam muttered under his breath, hiding his alarm 

at the threat of losing his inheritance. That was a new one. He rubbed his 

gloved hands together, trying to soothe the itching rash he concealed beneath 

the thin leather gauntlets and long sleeves of his coat. Wearing these was 

making the warm weather almost unbearable. The skin condition had come on 

suddenly and, he had to admit, shortly after he’d berated Rose for allowing a 

cold sore to develop on her lip — it was so unsightly. She’d been angry at his 

rebuke. 

At first, Adam’s relationship with Rose had been a playful challenge, one 

worth undertaking. She was such a gorgeous and uninhibited creature, her 

face angelic and framed by raven black hair that fell past her shoulders. She 

was strong-willed and opinionated, a woman who spoke her mind and 

demanded an equal say. In part Adam humoured Rose, but he also 

relinquished his authority as a man, because in bed she took charge of 

everything in such delightfully wicked ways that he was prepared to pay 

almost any price including his dignity. Adam had slept with talented whores 

and even made love twice with his younger cousin Patrice, who possessed a 

lively imagination, but no one came close to the dizzying, almost painful 

pleasures of sex with Rose. 

‘What will you do?’ his father said, gulping down a glass of sherry and 

gasping at the burning in his throat. He thumped at his chest and choked out, 

‘You can’t just tell her. She’ll need a beating. A good one to make your point. 

Don’t hold back.’ 

‘I’m well aware of the situation, father,’ Adam said through gritted teeth. 

‘Don’t go on about it.’ 

‘If you kill her, don’t panic. Put her in the water. She wouldn’t be the first 

prostitute found floating in the river.’ 

‘For God’s sake, father—’ 

‘It’s God’s sake you need to be concerned about, boy. Do you want to spend 

eternity in hell?’ 



‘I have everything under control. Will you please stop shouting at me?’ 

*** 

Except Adam didn’t have everything under control. It had taken a while to 

realise with a shock that he wasn’t calling the shots in his affair with Rose. 

He’d become submissive, agreeing to everything she wanted. It was the easiest 

thing to do. 

However, bringing Rose to meet his parents one afternoon for tea had been 

the disaster that jerked Adam back to reality. Rather than being respectful 

towards his parents, Rose treated them with barely-concealed disdain. 

Perhaps it had been his father’s fawning behaviour at Rose’s stunning beauty 

or his mother’s jealous scowls? Rose rejected them both with her sharp tongue 

and mocking smile. When the bubble of polite decorum burst things had 

gotten ugly with his father insisting that Rose leave and never come back. 

Rose was unrepentant, riding in cool silence in the cab all the way home. 

She’d turned on Adam as they hung their coats in the tiny alcove of her third 

floor apartment.  

‘An awful and lecherous man, your father. And your mother is so vicious and 

heartless. What a dreadful time I had. Because you love me, Adam I can 

tolerate them until they die, which I suspect can’t be too far away. Your 

parents are both looking quite unwell. Have you noticed?’ 

‘You could have been a little more... understanding yourself,’ Adam said, 

hating his timid tone. 

‘Is that so?’ Rose’s voice was thin, unimpressed. 

‘I’m only saying that it would have been helpful to show a little more 

respect.’ 

Her eyes glittered at him. ‘I see. Then it will be helpful if you show yourself 

out the door.’ 

‘Please don’t throw me out, because we’re having a disagreement.’ 

‘I’m not, I have things to do.’ 

‘What sort of things? Will they take long?’ 

He asked, even though Adam knew she wouldn’t tell him. Rose was fiercely 

protective of the things she did on occasions. She pored for hours over strange 

books. Sometimes the house was filled with acrid smells from pots boiling on 



the stove. Once, he saw the remnants of an odd design chalked on the kitchen 

floor.   

‘It’s nothing worth discussing with you, Adam. You wouldn’t understand. 

Now go.’ 

‘You’re punishing me. That’s not fair.’ 

Rose abruptly softened and stepped closer, fingering the buttons of his coat. 

She enjoyed playing with his emotions like this. ‘All right, come back at ten 

o’clock this evening and knock softly on the door. If I’m awake, I’ll let you in. If 

I’m not, don’t wake me.’ 

Encouraged, he said, ‘You’re my mistress, I’ll do as I damned well please. If I 

come back, you’d better not leave me standing out on the street.’ 

She gave him such a scathing look, her anger instantly back, that Adam 

nearly blurted out an apology. Instead, he turned and meekly left. 

Of course, he returned at ten o’clock and Rose let him in. In her bedroom 

she sucked him dry of his manhood, self-respect and every shred of his pride, 

then laughed long and hard when Adam asked if they could be together 

forever.  

She just laughed and didn’t reply. He thought about strangling Rose there 

and then, and almost cried at his inner rage and impotence when he didn’t. 

It was the moment that Adam understood he hated Rose as much as he 

loved her. That something drastic needed to be done, before it was too late. 

***  

Over the next few weeks his determination ebbed as Adam kept some 

distance between Rose and his parents, and the circumstances didn’t feel so 

dire. He avoided mentioning her name in the house, so the subject of the 

acrimonious afternoon tea didn’t arise. Perhaps, he thought, it had been a 

moment of madness from his parents that had been thankfully forgotten?  

Then his mother fell gravely ill, confined to her bed, while his father didn’t 

cope with the stress and in turn seemed to diminish and age overnight. Death 

for the both of them seemed suddenly imminent. 

Next, Adam’s rash erupted over his hands and arms after chastising Rose 

about the cold sore. 



A day later he had the argument with his father and for the first time heard 

the threat of being cut out of the family will. The idea of being penniless 

terrified Adam. 

By then, something else had clicked in his mind. A dreadful connection. The 

possibility that it wasn’t God’s hand guiding these events, but perhaps Rose’s 

strange books, her noxious potions and secret markings on the floor. 

Her witchcraft, if the whispers in the local market were to be believed. To be 

truthful, Rose was plainly a woman who could hold a grudge. 

*** 

I’ve brought you some of your favourite red wine from my father’s cellar,’ 

Adam said, holding up a bottle. ‘If he can’t apologise in person, he can say 

sorry with this. It serves him right.’ 

‘So he doesn’t know you have it?’ Rose took it from Adam, giving him a 

perfunctory peck on the cheek. ‘Your mettle in facing up to your father’s 

indiscretions is admirable, sneaking about and stealing things when he’s not 

watching. Has your mother wiped that sour look off her face yet?’ 

Adam blanched. ‘She’s nearly dead, Rose. Don’t speak so cruelly.’ 

Rose made a noise and began working at the cork, motioning for Adam to sit 

at the table. ‘Get some glasses, we’ll drink to your mother’s health. Will that 

make you happy?’ 

‘It’s all yours, I have this,’ Adam told her, taking two bottles of Guinness 

from his bag. ‘I prefer it in this warm weather. The sun is like a furnace today.’ 

‘All the more for me,’ she said, pouring a large wine and sitting opposite 

him. ‘You’re early, it’s hardly past two o’clock. What’s the occasion?’ 

‘I thought we could talk.’ 

‘Talk? What about?’ 

‘The future — our future.’ 

She sighed, annoyed. ‘Adam, the future is tomorrow. The distant future is 

only next week and God knows we still can’t influence it. After that, anything 

can happen, so what is the point in discussing it?’ 

‘I’d like to know, that’s all. Is that so bad?’ 

‘We’d all like to know our fates, Adam. But we don’t, so there you have it. I 

certainly don’t want to talk about it. It gets so tiring, like a guessing game.’ 



‘We could be so happy together, if you wanted.’ 

‘Happy?’ Rose scoffed and looked as if she was about to spit on the floor. 

‘Why do couples want to be happy? If people are happy, they stop living. I 

despise the idea of happy relationships. I can think of nothing worse than 

being a couple, condemned to an interminably dull life together. I would hate 

it.’ 

Her contempt shocked him. Even by Rose’s cynical standards. He said, ‘I 

don’t know why you object so much.’ 

‘I don’t know why you insist so much.’ 

This was a frequent retort from Rose, throwing his words back at him. 

Adam opened his Guinness and drank deep, letting the mood settle. He sighed 

his capitulation. 

‘All right then, let’s at least drink to my mother’s improved health and the 

near future, even though it’s less than a week away — and to the ruin of every 

happy marriage, if that helps your mood.’ They touched her wine glass and 

Adam’s bottle. Rose watched him over the rim as she drank, wondering why 

he’d given in so easily. 

He said, ‘Instead of the future, why don’t you tell me about those books you 

read? What’s so important about them? You’re lost in those dusty old pages all 

the time.’ 

‘Goodness, you’re full of questions today, aren’t you? I’ve told you before, 

you wouldn’t understand. I’d be wasting my breath.’ 

‘Why don’t you try me? Just tell me one thing. There must be something I 

might grasp.’ 

Rose frowned and took another drink, playing for time, deciding if she could 

be bothered. ‘I heal people, but not like a doctor. In a different way. If needs 

be, I can... teach someone a lesson, too. Something perhaps no one else is 

prepared to do.’ 

‘Heal people? In what sort of way?’ Adam hid his thoughts about his ailing 

parents and his own maddening affliction as being some sort of a lesson. If she 

could heal, might Rose cause suffering too?  

She thought and shook her head, irritated again. ‘No, I’m not going to say 

any more. I’ve spent years trying to learn so much, I can hardly explain it to 

you over a single glass of wine.’ 



‘You know what people say, don’t you?’ 

Rose looked droll. ‘No, Adam. Pray tell me what people say.’ 

‘That you practise some sort of dark magic. You’re in league with the devil. 

It’s how you can afford all this,’ Adam waved at the flat around them. ‘Without 

any means of income.’ 

‘So finally you’ve said it? Given voice to the gossip that follows you like a 

shadow and laughs behind your back? From peasants who cannot think for 

themselves. How very brave of you, Adam.’ 

‘I’m only trying to help, telling you what I hear,’ he said sullenly, thinking 

he’d hit a nerve and not daring to mention that aloud. 

She gave him a waspish look. ‘You’re not trying to help, you’re prying into 

my private affairs. Do you think I don’t know it? We don’t need to discuss this 

anymore as well. In fact, I think you should leave. You’re upsetting me too 

much.’ 

Standing up, Rose swayed and blinked at a dizziness that swept through her 

head. She sat down again quickly and stared at the wine bottle, before lifting 

her eyes to Adam. 

She whispered, ‘What have you done?’ 

‘What’s wrong? Are you feeling all right?’ 

‘What have you done, you fool!’ 

Adam’s heart was breaking. At the same time he felt empowered. At last, he 

was going to have the last word.  

He said in a rush of bravado before she collapsed, ‘It’s you who needs 

teaching a lesson, my dear Rose. You treat me like a child and scorn 

everything about me and my family. I know it’s only a matter of time before 

you find someone else. You don’t love me. To be honest, my feelings for you 

are so obsessive I’m convinced you’ve created them yourself, slipping me some 

kind of potion. My emotions can’t be real, they’re too vivid, too 

overwhelming—’ he stopped, seeing her losing control. 

Her eyes were glazing, fingers groping at the tablecloth, swaying in her seat. 

‘Why — why are you doing this?’ 

‘My father has threatened to cut me out of the family inheritance, if I don’t 

get rid of you. I don’t think you’re the sort of woman to go quietly into the 



night, so I’ve decided to make certain of it. You’ve only got yourself to blame, 

you should have been more kind towards me.’  

Rose’s head was dipping towards the table, her mouth slack, eyelids 

drooping. ‘You... you ignorant boy, you have no idea what you’re doing.’ She 

fell sideways off her chair to the floor, her flailing hands dragging the wine 

bottle and glass with her. 

Everything went silent.  

Adam stayed where he was a moment, supping his Guinness and staring at 

the empty place in front of him, the reality of what he’d done hitting hard. 

Every fibre of his body wanted to rush around the table, cradle Rose’s head in 

his arms and beg her forgiveness. 

That wouldn’t solve his problems. It wouldn’t secure Adam’s inheritance. 

And he still had to finish it, as his father told him. 

He went around the other side and picked Rose up, grunting at the effort 

and almost falling. Her breathing was slow and laboured, the strong sleeping 

draught doing its work, but with a corner of her mind still fighting for 

consciousness. Adam carried her into the bedroom and laid Rose on the bed. 

The mattress wasn’t big with only just room enough for the both of them 

making love. It was bathed in harsh sunlight from the French window that led 

to a small balcony, the white sheets looking bleached in the hot glare. The 

sounds of the street three floors below filtered up, muffled by the distance. 

Adam arranged Rose on her back like a corpse and stared hungrily down at 

her body. Even unconscious and barely alive, her figure possessed an 

irresistible allure and Adam considered cutting her clothes away and having 

Rose one last time while she was still breathing. With what he was about to do 

anyway, it could hardly make things worse.  

Rose groaned and moved, scaring him. Panicked, Adam searched around 

and grabbed the cords from two bathrobes hanging on the door. He used these 

to tie Rose to the bed through the wrought-iron ends, spread-eagling her. 

Then he hurried to the kitchen to find a blade. 

When he returned, holding a long bread knife, Adam was abruptly struck by 

his own actions — a deep doubt over his intent. A suspicion occurred to Adam 

that he wasn’t making decisions of his own. This was the devil’s work.  

Rose was yet again somehow manipulating him, playing him for a fool. 



‘You want me to desire you, to need you like before,’ he told her still body. 

‘So that I’ll change my mind and set you free. I’m not falling for that trick. In 

another time, another place, you’d be burned at the stake in the town square. 

You can be grateful I’ll show you more kindness, my love.’ 

Adam flung the knife to one side, hauled a pillow out from under Rose’s 

head and pressed it against her face. He didn’t know how long to wait, so he 

murmured the Lord’s Prayer to himself five times before pulling the pillow 

away.  

She didn’t move, didn’t breathe through blue lips. Blotches on her pale 

cheeks were like bruises under her closed eyes. 

Adam heaved a quivering sigh of relief and fear. Without looking back he 

walked out of the room and the apartment, hurrying down the narrow flights 

of stairs, each landing making him feel safer. On the footpath he headed for a 

nearby tavern. His father’s advice made sense and dumping Rose in the 

Thames was best, another prostitute who got what she deserved.  

He’d come back after nightfall, wrap the corpse in a blanket and keep to the 

shadows. The river was only a few streets away. 

*** 

 Rose awoke feeling like she was on fire. Her flesh was burning, the heat in 

her body an overwhelming pain. She discovered the restraints and wrenched 

hopelessly at them, trying to scream and only making a dry, choking noise. 

Finally, she focused her tear-filled eyes at the blinding light in front of her and 

realised it was the sun — sunlight pouring through the French window and 

heated by the panes was searing her skin like an insect under a child’s 

magnifying glass. It felt like she would burst into flame at any moment. 

She tried again to break the cords tying her wrists and ankles, arching her 

body in agony, crying out in fear and anguish. This would be a horrible, stupid 

way to die after surviving Adam’s attempts to kill her. She couldn’t think 

straight — the numbing, debilitating terror filled her head and stopped any 

chance of figuring out a sensible escape. 

She was going to die. Burned to death like a witch, except by the cheerful 

sun streaming through an ornate, French window. 

A shadow fell across her, blocking the light. Easing the heat. 



‘My, my, Rose. Haven’t you gotten yourself into trouble?’ 

‘Who — who... please help me.’ 

‘Help you? Why else would I be here? I always look after my own.’ 

The man’s voice was smooth, utterly comforting. Like a lover. A father. 

The cords binding her fell away and Rose rolled desperately off the bed away 

from the scorching sunlight. She lay on the floor a long time, letting the cool 

timber leech the heat from her skin. Then she looked up. 

Her saviour was dressed impeccably in grey. Everything about him was grey 

including the glimpsed collar of his shirt and the necktie with an immaculate 

knot at his throat. Even his face was somehow grey and indistinct — for some 

reason she couldn’t make out the details except for his eyes, which she now 

saw were a piercing, glacial blue. 

And she loved him. With an intense, impossible longing that choked her 

heart. 

He told her, ‘Go and sit in the shadows, Rose. Let the fire leave your flesh 

and the darkness cool your skin. He’s coming back. You’ll want to be ready, 

won’t you?’ 

She scuttled backwards across the floor until her back pressed against a 

wall. The man in grey was somehow gone, how or where Rose didn’t know.  

She thought about this and her new-found love, trying to understand it, 

staring at the bed that was still bathed in a shaft of sunlight as if God was 

being clever. As she sat, supporting her weight with the flat of her palms, 

Rose’s fingers found the knife that Adam had thrown aside. 

*** 

Adam stumbled up the stairs in the darkness. He didn’t want to light any 

lamps in case someone passing remembered him, if questions were asked — a 

slim possibility, but in his drunken state it loomed large in his mind. The 

rooms, he knew, were lit by moonlight through the windows. That would be 

enough.  

He paused outside the door, needing to take a deep, bracing breath before 

he let himself into the bedroom. 

It exploded out in a curse of shock when Adam saw the bed was empty. 

Rose’s body was gone. 



‘No, no... no!’ he groaned, uncomprehending. ‘What — where is she? What’s 

happened? How in God’s name did she escape? She was dead, for Christ’s 

sake.’ Panic welled up inside him, making Adam feel sick. He spun around, 

searching the room.  

A shape advanced out of the shadows, shining steel glinting, guttural curses 

spitting at him. Adam threw up his hands to protect himself. He was drunk 

and had no chance. 

Rose stabbed and stabbed and stabbed. Somewhere close, someone was 

laughing maniacally as if this was the funniest joke ever. Rose didn’t hear it, 

still hacking the blade into her lover and only finally giving in to exhaustion, 

collapsing across his chest. Adam’s ruined body lay on its back across the bed, 

his shirt and jacket ripped by the blade, the seeping blood turned black by the 

moonlight. It was smearing Rose’s beautiful dress that Adam had almost cut 

away to rape her. 

A hand touched her shoulder and helped Rose to stand up. 

‘Now, doesn’t that feel better?’ It was the man in grey. 

‘I don’t know how I feel,’ she said dully, heaving in gasps of air, then after a 

moment added, ‘I don’t feel anything.’ 

‘And neither does he,’ the man said with a throaty chuckle that made the 

shadows on the walls move and change shape. 

‘What shall I do now? I — I don’t know what to do.’ 

‘Now? Now, dear Rose, you and I fly away together. Up and away into the 

stars and the moon, away from all this. Would you like that?’ 

‘Together? With you? You’ll take me with you?’ 

‘Of course, you can come with me, Rose. That’s why I asked. Now and 

forever.’ 

The man in grey took Rose’s hand, led her through the French windows and 

onto the balcony. All around them the stench and filth of 19th century London 

appeared beautiful and serene. A wonderland. She climbed up on the railing 

and stood there a moment, the man in grey beside her, still grasping her 

fingers. 

‘Any good witch can fly, Rose. And tonight you’ve been one of my brightest 

disciples.’  

With a smile he stepped forward into space pulling Rose with him. 



TWO 

PRESENT DAY, Melbourne Australia. 

‘I’ve bought a bed,’ Angela said, sawing at some carrots on the kitchen 

divider. ‘For the spare room. It’s an old-fashioned sort.’ 

Sitting on a stool at the opposite side, Nathan was frowning at his laptop, 

deleting a myriad of junk email messages. ‘I wish you wouldn’t sign up for all 

this crap,’ he said absently. ‘It takes me forever to get rid of all this shit.’ 

‘Did you hear what I said?’ 

‘What?’ He looked up. ‘Yes, I heard you — you’ve bought a new bed.’ 

‘Not a new bed, a second hand one. I’m pretty sure it’s an antique of some 

kind, all wrought iron and everything, but I got it at a great price. The guy at 

the shop thinks it was originally made in England. I found a matching 

mattress, too. That’s new, with some sheets and an eiderdown.’ 

‘Good, I hope it’s comfortable,’ he was tapping at the keyboard. ‘Jesus, it’d 

want to be, if it was dragged all the way here from England.’ Then Nathan 

stopped. ‘I suppose you need me to put the damned thing together?’ 

Angela said wryly, ‘Don’t worry, Mr Fix-it, you’re safe. I told you, it’s an 

antique, not a flat-pack from Ikea or something. The delivery guys from the 

shop brought it all the way up here and assembled it for me. It only took a few 

minutes once it was inside, but it must have been a right bastard to squeeze 

into the elevator.’ 

He winked and went back to the computer. ‘You’ve still got it, babe. That’s 

my girl. There’s nothing like an attractive young woman to motivate guys into 

doing difficult shit.’ 

‘Well, maybe. You know, it’d be nicer if you noticed me more often and felt 

motivated,’ Angela said quietly, brushing a strand of black hair off her face 

and concentrating on the cutting board. To hell with it, she gulped down half 

her wine. Chef’s privilege, since she was doing all the work. 

Nathan left it alone, pretending he was too absorbed with the laptop to have 

heard her properly. 

She wasn’t really that angry or disappointed with him. Just tired, she told 

herself. Angela had taken precious hours off from her office to track down the 



bed and it had turned into a rush, buying everything and hurrying back home 

in time to meet the delivery men. She’d been dreading that, because no matter 

how much you discussed these things with salesmen the reality of delivering 

goods to their fourth floor apartment was a rude shock. 

It was true that Angela had caught the younger of the delivery men giving 

her appraising looks, making her blush. The extra weight on her hips maybe 

wasn’t such a disaster after all and her breasts were kind of slightly bigger in a 

good way. With the bed installed she’d given the men a beer and they stood 

awkwardly chatting about nothing since there really wasn’t a lot in common. A 

sly glance every now and again suggested the young guy was half-expecting 

some sort of porn-movie fantasy was about to come true. Angela would 

suddenly strip naked and screw them both. Not a chance, of course. The young 

one was kind of hot, but his boss was old enough to be Angela’s dad. Besides, 

she was a happily married woman. Hell, she’d never have done anything like 

that back when she was young and single, let alone now.  

Not both of them anyway. 

‘Will dinner be long?’ Nathan broke into her dreams. 

‘Not so long, if you help.’ 

‘Okay...’ he was reluctant. ‘What can I do?’ 

‘No, never mind. It’s almost ready.’ Angela hacked at a cauliflower. 

This was something that irritated her. After only two years of marriage the 

domestic side of things seemed to be inexorably slipping her way. Preparing 

meals, going to the supermarket, washing clothes... although Angela had a 

full-time career of her own as a graphic designer, the chores at home didn’t 

seem to get done unless she did them herself. Thank God for Gwen, the hired 

housemaid who cleaned the place twice a week, otherwise Angela figured she’d 

be doing all the housework, too. The wonderful caring, sharing honeymoon 

days following the wedding had turned into a matter of “whoever has the 

time” and somehow Angela was coming out second-best a hell of a lot. It 

needed discussing soon, before it turned into an argument. 

God forbid they would start regularly arguing so soon. 

‘Do you want to see it?’ she asked. 

‘See what?’ 

‘The new bed. What else?’ 



‘What, right now?’ Nathan back-tracked, sensing a lack of enthusiasm 

wasn’t going to go down well. ‘Okay, sure.’ 

She dropped the knife, wiped her hands on a tea-towel and led Nathan 

through to the spare bedroom. It was only small, but it shared the outdoor 

balcony with their main bedroom, which somehow made up for the lack of 

size. At least, it had been a selling-point when they bought the place. The room 

had become a project for Angela, setting it up for future guests some day. It 

already had a full-length mirror in one corner and a dressing table filled with 

spare linen. 

‘Okay, very funny. You’ve already seen it,’ Angela said, pulling a face. 

‘What?’ Nathan pushed past and looked. ‘Yeah... that’s good, honey. Nice 

bed, looks great.’ 

‘It doesn’t look any good next to the wall, Nathan. I want it beside the 

balcony door. It’ll get a breeze in summer and some sunshine in the winter, 

warming it. Why did you move it?’ 

‘Move it?’ He gave her a blank look, no idea what she was talking about. 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘You’ve moved it across to the wall. I want it next to the balcony doors 

where I put it.’  

‘I haven’t moved anything. I’ve only just seen it for the first time.’ 

‘So how did it get shifted over to there?’ 

‘How the hell should I know?’ 

Angela always knew when Nathan was lying or maybe fudging the truth to 

suit him — or even playing a joke. All she could see now was honesty. He was 

completely at a loss. 

‘I had it next to the windows — the balcony doors,’ she said again, doubtfully 

now. 

‘Did you try it next to the wall?’ 

‘Well, I tried it everywhere, but that’s where it ended up.’ 

‘Maybe you changed your mind again at the last moment and you’ve 

forgotten?’ 

She opened her mouth, a scornful reply coming to her, then stopped. There 

really wasn’t any other explanation although it felt utterly wrong. Surely she’d 

remember moving it one last time? 



‘Help me put it back,’ she said, instead. Between them they shifted the bed 

back to the middle of the room, the bed head beside the glass door. Angela 

said, ‘See? It gets some sunlight in the late afternoon. In winter, that’s a good 

thing.’ 

‘Sure, I guess so,’ Nathan sat on it and bounced a little. Really, he didn’t care 

either way. Nathan could happily live with just a beanbag, a coffee table and a 

large television as all his furniture he’d ever need. Home decorating wasn’t his 

thing. ‘It’s comfortable, do you want to try a test-run?’ He arched an eyebrow 

at her. 

‘Maybe later, if you’re lucky.’ Angela turned and left, her voice drifting back 

to him, ‘Right now I’m starving and all I care about is dinner.’ 

‘Which will be a no, then,’ Nathan said softly, still bouncing. He frowned, 

picking a scent in the air. It was roses, he realised. Only because his mother 

had been a mad rose grower and it was a smell that Nathan lived with most of 

his life. 

It must be one of those damned potpourri things full of dead leaves that 

Angela was always spreading around the apartment.  

*** 

‘Oh, for Christ’s sake!’ Angela snarled. It wasn’t such a big deal, but it 

snapped her already-frayed temper. 

The salesman at the furniture store had convinced Angela that the antique-

looking bedside table, a new one in its flat-pack carton, was easily manageable 

to take home on her own. They didn’t deliver to her area for another three 

days and sensing that Angela wanted the cabinet now, but her enthusiasm was 

flagging at the prospect of not getting it dropped off straight away, he 

discounted the price even further and offered to help load it into her car. 

That worked. However, getting the heavy cardboard carton out of the SUV 

wasn’t so easy on her own, not to mention wrestling the thing into the elevator 

and along the passageway to their door, then finally through the apartment to 

the spare room. 

Where the new bed had again been moved and placed next to the wall. 

‘Bloody hell, Nathan normally couldn’t give a shit if the whole flat was 

painted purple and now he’s a fucking House and Garden expert on where the 



bed goes...’ Angela took a deep breath, forcing herself to calm down. She was 

too quick to get annoyed with Nathan lately. That wasn’t good. 

At least there was room to lay down the flat-pack. Angela lowered it to the 

floor, her back aching. Her phone beeped a message and she slapped at her 

suit jacket to find it. 

‘All right, all right, give me a second.’ It was from Nathan. 

Going to be home a bit later than usual. 

Just great. It was code for going out and having a few drinks with the guys 

from the office again. She really wanted Nathan here to help put the bedside 

table together. Not so long ago he’d have invited Angela to join them or even 

refused the invitation in favour of going home to his wife instead. 

She texted a reply, Get yourself some dinner then. And felt disappointed 

that her annoyance wasn’t somehow transmitted by the way she jabbed the 

keys so hard. Angela could have added something sharp, letting him know she 

wasn’t impressed. It would have been petty and that wasn’t worth the extra 

grief later. 

He answered, Ok, luv U XX 

‘Yeah, right,’ she told the phone. Then she let her hands fall, closed her eyes 

and took some more deep breaths. ‘Take...it...easy,’ she said aloud. 

It had been a difficult day at work, plagued with problems. Then fighting 

with the flat-pack, sometimes on the limit of her strength and painfully 

splitting a fingernail in the process — it had all gotten under her skin. Angela 

told herself she had to quit letting trivial stuff wind itself up into major 

confrontations inside her head. She was doing it with Nathan, too. Every 

married couple had their little issues, things they disagreed over. Sometimes 

Angela could let the smallest niggle turn into grounds for divorce in her mind, 

if she let it. 

She was smart enough to see herself doing this. Angela knew when to step 

back, not say anything stupid on the spur of the moment and let events settle 

themselves.  

Like now.  

Okay, she’d put together the damned bedside table herself, it couldn’t be 

that hard. With that done, the room would be complete including where the 

bed belonged. Where it will stay, damn you Nathan. 



Decided, Angela went and got changed into an old tracksuit pants and tee 

shirt. She made noodles and drank a glass of wine while she ate them. The 

news prattled on the television. Distant wars in arid, dusty countries, a jack-

knifed truck had turned the M3 into a very, very long car park, and protests 

somewhere on the continent showed people throwing teargas canisters at each 

other. A current affairs program caught her attention and Angela had a second 

glass of wine watching it.  

By now her motivation for assembling flat-packs was seriously dented, but 

she told herself to make an effort. Maybe, if it was halfway done when Nathan 

got home, he’d feel obliged to finish it. 

Ripping the cardboard away caused a puff of styrene across the carpet, 

making Angela curse. That shit could be worse than beanbag beans. Ten 

minutes later she sat in the middle of the room and surrounded by scattered 

packaging, pieces of timber and plastic pouches containing different screws, 

knobs and God-knew what else. The instructions were a challenge — and 

Angela was quite confident it had nothing to do with the two wines. Probably, 

more alcohol was the best answer to deciphering the how-to lists. 

Why not, damn it? She thought against a flash of guilt. If Nathan can be out 

on the booze with his mates, I can have a third glass of wine. Angela got 

annoyed for even debating the subject. If she wanted another drink, it was 

fine. So she went back to the kitchen, poured a large glass of red into a tall 

tumbler that wouldn’t topple sitting on the carpet, and returned to sit again in 

the middle of the flat-pack chaos. 

‘Now, let’s try one more time...’ Angela grabbed the instructions and began 

orientating the various pieces so they matched the illustrations. The diagrams 

were rubbish and she changed her mind several times, getting frustrated. At 

one point as she worked a chill fell over Angela and she shivered. 

The room had gotten very cold. 

It wasn’t unknown. Sometimes, being on the fourth floor, the apartment 

experienced what felt like pools of frozen air washing around the building, an 

anomaly of the weather and facing the west. That was in winter though, still 

several weeks away. 

‘Bloody hell,’ Angela hugged herself. The real problem was if she went to get 

something warmer to wear it would signal the end of her DIY aspirations for 



the rest of the evening. ‘Come on, just get something achieved, before you give 

it up.’ 

She reached for the tumbler of wine and was surprised to feel the glass was 

icy to touch, as if it had been in the freezer. Even more puzzling, frost on the 

outside showed distinct fingermarks — surely Angela’s own, which made sense 

— and the impression of someone’s full lips on the rim. 

That didn’t make sense, because Angela hadn’t had a drink yet. That she 

could remember. 

‘Damn dishwasher’s a pile of crap,’ she said, holding the glass up to the 

light, studying it. Angela realised with a start that half the wine was missing 

and she looked around frantically, expecting to see a stain that needed 

cleaning up fast, even though she was certain the tumbler hadn’t tipped over. 

There was nothing. 

‘Jesus, I’m going crazy,’ Angela breathed and saw her words come out in a 

cloud. The temperature had plummeted. She got to her feet and resisted the 

urge to run from the room. ‘Okay, you win this time,’ she told the pieces of 

bedside table strewn about. ‘I’m freezing and I can’t be bothered anymore. But 

I’ll be back.’ Her playful Arnold Swarzenegger impersonation was forced, 

denying a worm of apprehension in her stomach. 

Back out in the living room it was much warmer and Angela shook off her 

misgivings, figuring things out. She must have had a few sips of that wine. 

Hell, it was pure habit at the best of times. They needed to remember how cold 

that room could be, if they ever had visitors. Put in some kind of heater. 

Maybe it wasn’t properly insulated like the main bedroom? You never knew 

with builders nowadays, always cutting corners and saving costs.  

She curled up on the sofa and watched some more television, waiting for 

Nathan to come home. He came bustling in ten minutes later. 

‘Hey,’ he said by way of greeting, kissing her on the cheek. 

‘Hey, you. Did you have a good time?’ 

‘Normal thing, making a new client feel important by buying them drinks all 

night. What about you?’ 

‘Not so good.’ Angela hadn’t meant to complain, but suddenly near tears she 

burst into explaining the disappointing day, her troubles at work and the 



struggle with carrying the flat-pack. Finally, she admitted her failed attempt to 

put it together. 

Nathan sat down next to Angela, giving her a hug and making sympathetic 

noises. He said half-heartedly, ‘I’ll go and have a look at it, if you like. The 

instructions are probably wrong.’ 

‘Bloody things are like Egyptian hieroglyphics.’ 

‘Only for a girl.’ Nathan smiled and waited, hoping she’d say it was too late 

or not to bother with the cabinet tonight. 

Instead she sniffed and said, ‘It comes with all the right tools.’ 

‘Okay.’ He got up and snuck a beer out of the fridge. ‘Wish me luck. If I’m 

not out again in fifteen minutes, call the police.’ 

Angela did wait a quarter of an hour before she wandered back to the spare 

room and leaned on the doorway. The cold air was gone. Nathan had almost 

finished putting the bedside table together. He said to make her feel better, 

‘You’re right, the instructions don’t make a lot of sense.’   

‘Neither did moving the damned bed again,’ Angela said lightly. ‘Are you a 

home decorating guru now or something?’  

‘I didn’t move it,’ Nathan was peering at some screws that needed 

tightening. ‘It was already over there. Didn’t you shift it to make this bloody 

thing?’ 

‘No, you must have moved it this morning.’ Angela was half-amused and 

incredulous at the same time that Nathan was denying it again. 

‘Nope, not me.’ 

‘Nathan, you and I put the bed back next to the window last night, 

remember? You must have moved it today?’ 

‘How many wines have you had? Your brain’s going soggy.’ He was still 

concentrating on the screws. 

‘You can talk, stinking like a brewery — and an ashtray, for that matter. 

Where the hell did you go that allows smokers these days?’ 

He still didn’t look at Angela, this time hiding a guilty expression. Nathan 

had succumbed to scrounging a few cigarettes off his friends lately. If she 

found out he was smoking again there would be hell to pay. He said, hoping to 

stay away from the subject, ‘Maybe it was Gwen doing the cleaning?’ 



Angela had to think about that. Gwen was so unobtrusive in her comings 

and goings, cleaning the apartment like some magic fairy while the two of 

them were at work, it was easy to forget she even did it. Was she due today?  

‘That hadn’t occurred to me, though why she’d move a bed...’ 

‘For the power outlet,’ Nathan said, pointing at the plug point as he stood. 

‘There you go, all finished. I’m a master builder and didn’t even know it.’ He 

opened and closed the drawer and small cupboard underneath to 

demonstrate. ‘Where do you want it?’  

She didn’t remind Nathan that he was one of the most impractical men 

she’d ever known. If it wasn’t a computer or a remote control, he was lost. 

Angela often wished that Nathan was handier. Once, she bought him a small 

case of basic tools and to this day she couldn’t recall him using any — maybe 

the hammer, that’s all. Back then, she could imagine them renovating a house 

together or building a romantic holiday home like they did on those television 

shows. Without all the arguments and fighting. 

Angela had to grudgingly accept that with the new bedside cabinet and 

keeping access to the power outlet for a reading lamp, leaving the bed next to 

the wall worked best now, away from the window and the sunlight. 

She brought in a tall, wooden coat-rack from their room, put it opposite the 

mirror and arranged two bathrobes on it with some disposable slippers 

beneath. Then she spread some knick-knacks on the dressing table. ‘There,’ 

she said, stepping back. ‘I don’t think we need anything else in here now.’ 

‘Very nice,’ Nathan tried to sound sincere. 

‘I know you just don’t get it. That’s okay, I don’t expect you to.’ 

‘Can you smell that?’ Nathan asked, lifting his face. 

‘Smell what?’ 

‘Flowers — roses, I think. Maybe one of the neighbours has a window box? 

Those new guys two doors down. We should get one.’ 

Angela rolled her eyes. ‘Who’s going to look after it, you?’ She frowned. 

‘Anyway, I can’t smell a thing. You’re imagining things.’ 



THREE 

In the morning Angela felt like crap. Her throat was itching, a headache 

thumped behind her eyes and she needed the tissue box within reach at all 

times. It was no wonder she couldn’t smell anything. 

It was a head cold and it was going to get worse. She knew the signs. Still, 

Angela swallowed too many anti-histamines and soldiered her way into the 

office. Where she was promptly sent home again. 

‘Don’t come in here spreading your bloody germs,’ her manager said. ‘You’ll 

infect everybody.’ 

‘I’ve got work to finish. It has to be done.’ 

‘I don’t care. Go home and spend a few days in bed or you’ll be sick for a 

week and drag the rest of us down with you.’ 

More than a small part of Angela was glad to give in. The drugs were 

keeping her moving and functioning, but she ached all over and the idea of 

collapsing into bed seemed like heaven. 

Back in the apartment Angela couldn’t resist a quick and — for some reason 

— slightly nervous peak into the spare room. Nothing had moved, everything 

was exactly as they had left it the night before. Early that morning Nathan had 

taken the torn cardboard and pieces of packaging down to the bins in the 

courtyard. Angela breathed a sigh of relief. If anything, the room appeared a 

welcoming haven just like she wanted. Motes of dust floated in the sunshine 

streaming through the balcony doors. The bed was inviting, promising deep 

and peaceful sleep. 

An idea came to Angela. She sent a text to Nathan. 

I’ve come home sick, bad cold. Gonna sleep in the spare bedroom so you 

don’t catch it as well. Stoned to my eyeballs in drugs. Don’t wake me. 

Nathan replied a minute later. Okay, let me know if you need anything 

from the pharmacy. 

Angela had taken care of that. She went into the kitchen and took two more 

tablets even though she wasn’t quite beyond the every four hours 

recommended. Then she made herself a medicinal lemon and honey drink and 

drank that. Belatedly, she checked the packaging and discovered this too had a 

large dose of paracetamol and anti-histamines making the pills overkill. 



‘Oh-oh, goodbye cruel world,’ she said aloud, unconcerned. Getting totally 

zonked out was fine by her. 

She got changed into her pyjamas, grabbed an extra doona from the laundry 

and bundled herself into the spare bed. It was very comfortable, wrapping 

Angela in warm bliss and silence. The drugs were like a dark curtain pulled 

down over her mind.  

*** 

Angela’s dream took her to an open, outdoor place surrounded by rustic 

buildings and a small barn. Sunshine pressed on her shoulders and the air was 

filled with odd, yet pleasant smells. 

It was an old farm, she realised. Angela was sitting on a stone bench at the 

edge of an ancient farmyard. She heard chickens and horses, crows cawing in 

the distance. Otherwise, it was the calming silence of the countryside. No 

sounds of traffic or aircraft passing overhead. 

‘Hullo, isn’t that the most beautiful smile you have on your face, young lady.’ 

Turning on her seat, Angela saw a man approaching her. He was 

undoubtedly, impossibly handsome in a rugged, man-of-the-land kind of way 

and although he’d called her “young lady”, he was only a few years older than 

Angela. His face was tanned with piercing blue eyes and he had a curling mop 

of almost silver hair that somehow didn’t age him. Other than that, everything 

he wore was grey. Grey trousers covered in dust, a grey woollen shirt with the 

sleeves rolled up and a grey waistcoat. Even his scuffed boots were grey, worn 

leather. 

‘Hello,’ Angela found herself putting on the most ridiculous, wide smile to 

please him. 

‘This must be my lucky day.’ He sat down next to her, close without 

touching. ‘You know, I woke up this morning and I said to myself, “Noel, I 

truly believe this is going to be your lucky day” and lo and behold, an angel has 

come to sit on my bench.’ 

‘Oh, I’m afraid that I’m no angel.’ 

‘No? What’s your name?’ 

‘It’s Angela—’ She blushed, embarrassed. 



‘There you go,’ he gave her a twinkling, crooked smile. ‘It’s angelos, if you 

like. The Greek word for a messenger from God. But you’re right,’ He lowered 

his voice to a conspirator’s whisper and put his face nearer, one beautiful blue 

eye winking. ‘Not all of God’s messengers are necessarily angels, if you know 

what I mean. Who would want that?’ 

‘Is this your farm?’ Angela was trying to ignore a flutter in her stomach she 

hadn’t felt since she was a teenager. An odour came from Noel, a pleasing 

earthy smell. Freshly cut wood and sawdust, she realised.  

‘Me, a farmer?’ He shook his head and laughed, a low musical sound filled 

with delight. ‘This place keeps me warm and fed, and in good wine, but I’m no 

farmer.’   

‘So you’re a carpenter?’ she tried. ‘You work with wood.’ 

‘A clever angel too,’ he nodded his approval and before Angela could stop 

him, Noel took her hands in both of his. ‘Let me guess what you do.’ 

The flesh of his palms and fingers was hard, a worker’s hands. Angela 

sensed they could be incredibly gentle and loving, too. He squeezed a little. 

‘You have a very talented touch, Angela. You’re an artist? You create 

beautiful pictures?’ 

‘Yes, something like that,’ she said demurely. ‘Thank you, no one has said 

anything like that to me for too long.’ 

‘You should be told every day of your life, Angela. You should be 

appreciated. Now, would you like to see what I create? My humble attempts 

with wood?’ 

She stared into his eyes and saw him pleading to have a chance to impress 

her. As if her approval was the most important thing in the world. ‘Well — yes, 

please. I’d love to.’ 

Noel didn’t let go of her hand, pulling Angela up from the bench. She 

stumbled a moment on a full-length skirt she wore. Mindful she didn’t trip, 

Noel led her slowly across the yard to the barn. He opened a door and ushered 

Angela through. Inside was gloomy and it needed a few seconds for Angela’s 

eyes to adjust. 

The place was filled with coffins.  



The old style, angular shaped, wide at the shoulders, narrow at the feet. 

Several sat on trestles around the floor. More were on racks against the walls. 

The lids of many were propped beside them or lay crooked on top. 

‘Oh...’ Angela said, taken aback. 

‘It’s an important skill and there’s never a shortage of demand,’ Noel said 

from behind her, blocking the door. ‘Please go and look closer, see the care 

and pride I put into my work.’  

Angela felt obliged and moved further inside. A thick layer of sawdust was 

like a soft carpet under her feet. She ran her finger along the edge of the 

nearest, closed coffin as she walked slowly past, then lightly tapped the lid of 

the next as if in admiration of the solid timber. The casket furthest from the 

door was half-open and reluctantly she peered inside through the gap. 

Nathan’s dead face stared up, the skin white, his lips bloodless, the pupils of 

his eyes black. 

*** 

Angela woke in an instant, jerking upright, the scream in her nightmare 

only a stifled moan although the terror was so real and strong. It was dark, the 

apartment very still. The bedding was wrapped around her arms like a 

straight-jacket and she fought to free herself. 

Then she saw the woman standing in the corner, watching Angela, and she 

screamed for real. Scrabbling for the lamp switch she knocked it over. Trapped 

in the gloom, Angela could only stare at the figure, trying to see who it might 

be, fighting off her rising panic. 

Nathan burst into the room and turned on the lights. He stood blinking in 

the doorway, hand on the knob. ‘Are you okay? What’s happening?’ 

In the glare of the lights the woman turned into one of the gowns that 

Angela had hung on the coat-rack the day before, reflected in the mirror 

opposite. The relief flooded through Angela and she felt foolish, too. 

‘Oh God, a nightmare,’ she breathed. ‘It was...’ Angela didn’t go on, because 

until that last moment seeing Nathan dead in the coffin it had been a nice 

dream. Something beautiful and somehow fulfilling. 



Nathan sat next to her, put an arm around Angela’s shoulders then he 

snatched it away again. ‘Jesus, you’re soaked with sweat. You must have a 

fever.’ 

Angela shook her head. ‘No, I’m just too hot. I — I took too many pills and 

didn’t wake up, when I started cooking under all these blankets. It’s my fault, I 

didn’t read the label properly.’ She thought, Maybe that’s why my lovely 

dream turned so horrible? Because my body was getting too warm? 

A corner of Angela’s mind desperately hoped that her wonderful, perfect 

Noel with his gentle hands and reassuring voice might return one night, if she 

slept well. In another dream. Without the coffins. 

Plucking at her tee-shirt Nathan said, ‘All the same, you should get changed. 

Do you want a shower?’  

‘What time is it?’ Her tongue was thick and Angela’s head was filled with a 

dull noise. 

‘After midnight. You’ve been dead to the world ever since I got home.’ 

His choice of words made Angela shudder. ‘No, I don’t want a shower. It’ll 

wake me up too much.’ 

‘Then at least get undressed and go sleep in our bed.’ At her worried look he 

added, ‘Don’t worry, I’ll hit the sofa with a blanket. I’ll be fine.’ 

She sneaked another look into the mirror, still not entirely convinced what 

she’d seen in the darkness could really turn out to be only the reflection of a 

bathrobe. There’d be a face hadn’t there? And pale hands. 

No, don’t be crazy. It’s just all the drugs and shit in your system. 

‘Come on,’ Nathan pulled Angela off the bed. ‘Before you catch something 

else in those stinking wet clothes.’ He sniffed and pulled a surprised face. 

Angela thought it was about the sour, sweaty stench from her.  

Nathan could smell roses again. It was so strong. 

The neighbour’s flat must be filled with the damned things. 

*** 

The next morning Angela felt a lot better, but she knew better than to go 

back into the office so soon. A lazy day in front of the television with lots of hot 

drinks and another dose of medicine should banish the bug for good. Besides, 



the temptation to treat herself to a day off without giving a damn about 

anything for a change was too much. Hell, she deserved it. 

‘Can you grab something for dinner on the way home?’ she asked Nathan 

from the couch as he headed out the door. 

‘Okay, what? Chinese? What do you feel like?’ 

‘No, I mean something you can cook, when you get home. We already eat 

takeaway far too often.’ 

He hesitated. ‘Sure, if I get out of the office early enough I’ll duck into the 

markets.’ 

‘I don’t want takeaway, Nathan. You haven’t cooked for ages.’ 

‘Okay, I’m only saying—’ He shrugged, then made motions that he didn’t 

want to kiss Angela in case she gave him the head cold. ‘You just take it easy, 

get well again.’ 

She twinkled her fingers at Nathan and he left. ‘You mean get better, so I 

can cook?’ she murmured. ‘Like hell.’ 

Despite her plans to be a sloth all day, Angela did at least strip the spare bed 

and ran all the linen through the washing machine. It was another clear day 

and the sunshine streamed warm into the room chasing away any last 

thoughts about odd shadows and strange figures lurking in the corner. 

She set the machine going for a full cycle including drying, then Angela went 

back to the lounge and with a mug of green tea settled onto the sofa. She had a 

half-dozen programs recorded on the PVR that Nathan had no interest in. This 

was a chance to catch up. 

The hours slipped past. By lunch time it was proving a smart idea to stay 

home. The sniffles and a headache were coming back. Angela fixed up the 

spare bed, drank another of the medicinal honey and lemon drinks, then 

returned to one more episode of her television show while the drugs kicked in, 

making her drowsy. She hadn’t intended to take a nap in the spare room, but 

an obstinate desire to prove it still a welcoming, cosy place took Angela 

stumbling to the doorway and she regarded the bed, deciding. 

With the room bathed in soft light from the window, the air pleasantly 

warm, it was easy. Angela drew the drapes and crawled under covers. The 

moment her head touched the pillow she was asleep. 



*** 

The farmyard was the same — the same sunshine, the same smells... Angela 

was sitting on the same stone bench. It was comforting. However, just a glance 

towards the same barn was enough to make her feel bad and she averted her 

eyes. If a part of her sleeping mind was capable of expressing surprise that she 

was experiencing an identical dream, it was staying silent. She heard footsteps 

and turned to see Noel walking towards her. He wore the same grey clothing. 

On his face was the same irresistible, crooked smile. 

‘My beautiful angel has come back,’ he said, sitting next to Angela and 

without even asking taking her hands in his. 

‘Yes, I’m back,’ she said lamely, feeling tingling warmth coming from his 

fingers. 

‘I’ve missed you. Every minute, I’ve been thinking of you.’ 

‘I hardly think so.’ Angela tried to hide a shy smile. 

‘Who could forget such a gorgeous woman? It’s not my fault you’re in my 

thoughts all the time.’ 

‘Really, you’re very kind, but—’ 

‘Are you hungry, Angela?’ 

‘Hungry?’ She blinked at him. It was so unexpected.  

‘I could cook you a meal fit for a queen. The most delicious food you’ve ever 

tasted.’ 

‘I don’t understand, you’d like to cook something for me? Now?’ 

‘I want to make you a feast you’ll never forget. The finest of gourmet dishes 

just for you.’  

‘I’m sure it would be wonderful, but no — ah, no... I’m not hungry.’ It 

seemed a wasted chance. Everything else in this dream was perfect. What 

would the food be like?  

She added almost wistfully, ‘Honestly, thank you anyway.’ 

 Noel’s eyes twinkled. ‘Some of it would be a little sinful, but a girl with a 

figure like yours has nothing to fear from the sweeter things in life. You’re slim 

as a reed.’ 

‘That’s not true, I need to watch what I eat lately.’ 



Noel stood up, pulling Angela with him, still holding one hand. He let his 

gaze travel over her body. ‘Such perfection, you are a delight. You’re being 

unkind to yourself.’ 

She looked down. The flaring, full-length skirt hid everything from her hips 

and below, although the waist and bodice were tight, revealing her curves. 

‘It’s a bit hard to see,’ she said. 

‘Yes, it is, more’s the pity.’ Noel’s smile turned to something else. ‘If I can’t 

tempt you with my kitchen would you like to see what I’ve done with the wood 

today?’ 

Angela kept the fear off her face. ‘Oh... last time wasn’t quite what I was 

expecting and I don’t think—’ 

‘That was last time, Angela. This time I’ve done something quite different. I 

think you’ll be very pleased.’ 

‘Noel, I don’t know if you realise exactly what happened last time.’ 

‘Please, believe me, Angela. I would do nothing to harm or upset you.’ 

She bit her lip, thinking. Noel’s face was so filled with honesty and trust it 

was impossible to refuse despite her misgivings. ‘All right, although I’m not 

sure I’ll go through the door this time. Do you mind? I can just take a peek 

through.’ 

‘Whatever you decide,’ Noel said, leading her across the yard. 

They reached the barn and he opened the door, stepping back so that Angela 

could look inside. 

The coffins were gone. Not a sign of them remained, even the racks on the 

walls had vanished. Instead it was a wide, open space with a single shaft of 

sunlight streaming down from a skylight. 

Directly onto a magnificent four-poster bed. 

It was enormous, the biggest bed Angela had ever seen. The mattress had to 

be two feet thick and the piles of pillows and eiderdowns were white and 

luxurious. It was as if clouds from the heavens had been used to make them. 

‘Oh my God,’ Angela whispered, walking through without a second thought. 

‘It’s absolutely fantastic. Did you make this?’ 

‘With my own hands,’ Noel had followed her. ‘I made it for you.’ 

‘For — for me? I don’t understand.’ 



‘It’s yours, Angela. This is your bed where you can sleep as long as you want 

and dream anything you wish without anyone knowing it.’ 

Angela stepped close enough to run her hand across the bedding. She said 

softly, ‘This is beautiful. I can’t think of what else to say.’ 

‘Why don’t you try it? Lie down for a moment, feel how comfortable it is.’ 

‘Well, I’m not sure that would be the right thing to do,’ she murmured, then 

let out a squeal of delight when Noel swept Angela off her feet like she was a 

new bride and dropped her gently onto the bed.  

Angela closed her eyes and groaned at the sheer comfort, stretching out her 

arms and legs. When she opened her eyes again she saw Noel was lying beside 

her. 

He said quietly, ‘You don’t mind if I rest with you a while?’ 

‘No, of course not.’ He was very close, that scent of wood and earth filling 

her. 

‘You know, these are not the clothes to be wearing in bed, Angela.’  

‘No, I suppose not. But I don’t usually wear — oh, I didn’t mean that...’ 

His fingers were working at the buttons of her bodice. 

Angela didn’t move. She was frozen, utterly unsure what to do or say. Finally 

she croaked out, ‘I have a husband.’ 

‘You’re having a dream, Angela. Surely you don’t want to dream about your 

husband, do you?’ 

‘No, I — I suppose not.’ 

‘Does he dream about you?’ Noel’s fingers were sliding under the material, 

seeking her nipples. 

‘I don’t know, I suppose I’ve never... asked him.’ 

‘It’s not the way of things, Angela. Dreams are supposed to be perfect. Is 

your husband perfect?’ The dress was coming off Angela’s shoulders, pulling 

down to her waist and exposing her breasts. Noel began to kiss them slowly. 

‘He’s not — not perfect, no.’ Angela’s words caught in her throat at the touch 

of his tongue. ‘Nobody is, right?’ 

‘You’re perfect, Angela. You are my perfect angel.’ 

‘I’m far from perfect.’ 

‘No, you are perfect. Let me show you why.’ 



Impossibly, the rest of the dress flowed off Angela’s body and she lay naked, 

staring at Noel kneeling between her legs. He pulled his shirt away and the 

sight of his sculptured chest and arms took Angela’s breath away. He leaned 

forward and kissed her more, sometimes licking her skin, gently nipping with 

his teeth. Everywhere Noel touched Angela’s body her flesh trembled with 

delight and anticipation. Inside her a pure joy was building with an 

unstoppable momentum. The foreplay seemed to last forever, her entire life, a 

patient and passionate love that only cared for Angela’s pleasure. 

‘You’re ready for me now,’ Noel said, rising above her. His grey pants melted 

away as if he were shedding a skin. His cock was enormous, hanging between 

his legs. His grin was lewd and for an instant, just a fraction of time, Angela 

thought she glimpsed someone else behind a mask. Someone terrible and 

mocking. But no, she must be mistaken. It was only Noel with his kindly face 

and awesome manhood. 

‘Oh God...’ Angela choked, consumed with anxiety and desire at the same 

time. ‘I — I haven’t ever—’ 

He plunged into her and Angela let out a shriek of fear that changed to 

ecstasy a moment later. It felt incredible despite his fearsome size. Noel thrust 

at her hard and long, pushing Angela deep into the mattress, battering her 

body while he gripped her wrists above Angela’s head like she was his captive. 

Suddenly with a roar he was coming, a flood of ice-cold semen bursting inside 

her. The sensation was so intense it rushed Angela towards her own heart-

stopping orgasm. 

Rushed and rush and rushed... and abruptly stopped just as Angela was 

about to reach an unbelievable climax. 

*** 

She awoke with a screech of utter, wrenching frustration to have the dream 

vanish, the beautiful bed and Noel’s strong body gripping hers turning to 

nothing. The spare room echoed emptiness around her. Angela desperately 

reached between her legs and tried keep herself aroused, but the moment was 

lost. She buried her face into a pillow and let out another stifled scream of 

bitter loss. Then she thought about suffocating herself, clutching the pillow 

against her mouth and nose until she fainted into unconsciousness, forcing the 



dream to return. Angela half-heartedly tried it and only ended up gasping and 

in tears. These turned into racking sobs of disappointment that didn’t feel 

quite right, because of what she mourned, but she couldn’t stop them. 

She wanted Noel back. She wanted the enormous bed under her. She 

wanted the sex again. God, how she wanted that sex again. 

The last thing Angela wanted was Nathan.  

END 
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