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A Bexley One-Shot Story.



When Bexley closed his eyes he saw nothing but Rosie. He saw her skin blistering as the fire 
washed over. He saw the expression in her face. The hope leaving her in plumes of smoke. He 
heard her screams — a white noise of pain that asked him to save her, but he couldn’t. He didn’t 
have time to tell her he was sorry before the fire got to him too. Before he died.

But that was then.
This was now.
The Family House. That small sliver of a building nestled in Compton Street in Soho. That 

piece of nothing that sat there as thousands of tourists, drinkers, locals, and beasts walked past 
without batting an eyelid. 

Inside was a familiar story. A father and a son. How many times has that been told before? The 
distancing of the child from his father. The son realising that his father isn’t the caped superman 
that he always assumed him to be.  

But Bexley realised that a long time ago. Ever since his father refused to go out on fieldwork. 
Since his father started sending his children in his place. That was when Bexley realised his father 
wasn’t a hero.

But it was on one of those missions where Bexley and his sister, Rosie, were working, 
inspecting a wrinkle in the space-time continuum, when Bexley realised that he himself wasn’t a 
hero either. The idea was ludicrous.

As he sat there, in that weathered Winchester chair, struggling to breathe, dropping in and out 
of consciousness, he saw his father looking down at him from the doorway.

His father, the revered Grant Darlington-Whit, the Family Head, the great paranormal 
investigator. With his unkempt black beard and dressing gown, slippers splitting at the ends, a 
distended stomach, and his wooden pipe pouring smoke into the room. His father was looking 
down at his Bexley, broken, his bandages loose on his face, his clothes speckled with blood and 
dirt.

No, his father was no hero, and neither was Bexley. They were just two monsters trying to 
work out which of them was more to blame.





THE MANOR WAREHOUSES IN NORTH London were built for industrial purposes — 
places to print posters, make cigarette boxes, or pack jars full of eels or cockles. The kind of place 
that would hire children back in the Victorian days. The place where the kids would lose fingers 
and friends to the great machinery. But in recent years, unused and unwanted, they’d been 
converted into huge apartments. Reborn with a fresh coat of paint and bit of a tidy up. That was 
the way of London. It catered for rebirth.

The rent in the Manor Warehouses was cheap and so was the lifestyle. It attracted a certain 
type of Londoner: arty, full of coffee, paint-the-walls-in-doodles-of-your-imagination types. 

Even now, Bexley could smell the stale vegan BBQ from the night before in the courtyard. 
Overfilled bin liners spilling empty beer cans and whisky bottles onto the courtyard. These were 
the people who, to celebrate Diwali, the ancient Hindu festival of light over dark, smothered their 
faces in glow-in-the-dark paint, popped pills, and then drank themselves into the dark.

It was a lifestyle that Bexley never had. He was born into The Family. The centuries-old 
business of London. Only there to investigate the cases that Scotland Yard deemed too strange to 
be true.

He stepped over a pile of sick and walked towards number thirty-two. That was where the girl 
said she’d be.

Romina was the name of her housemate, the missing one. Gone for three months now. It was 
unlikely to be a case of his type, but worth looking into. Of all places, the tip came from the 
internet. Facebook. Oh yes, the world was changing. It appeared that he’d be taking cases from 
social media now, as well as the pale woman.

Anyway: Romina, mid-twenties, worked in marketing. Pretty, bleached blonde hair. Eyes wide 
and beautiful. Freckles like his sister’s. The picture posted online showed her smiling in a fluffy 
white onesie. 

These types of missing girl posts had been appearing ever more frequently, and worryingly 
more so in Bexley’s part of town. 

He tightened the bandages around his face as the scarred skin itched beneath. The cold night 
air burnt his lungs with each breath and with each step his scarred skin tightened and pulled on 
itself. He was no longer the physical powerhouse that he used to be. A cinderblock of a man, as 
Rosie would call him. Not so after the fire.

He stepped quietly on the metal stairway, careful not to kick an empty beer can or ash tray. He 
tightened his tweed jacket and straightened his Burberry flat cap. He may be a monster 
underneath those bandages, but he still had an eye for a good thread.

As he stepped he saw his winter breath before him. He heard the trains and cars in the 
distance. Some shouting. Probably the last alcoholics spilling out of the locals pubs.

He made his way to the top of the metal stairway to the warehouse door, checked his 
surroundings to confirm he was alone, and then knocked quietly. 

The girl must have been waiting because she began to open the door within seconds.
“No!” Bexley said before she could open it all the way.
“Sorry, I…” The girl sounded young. She’d been renting the warehouse with several other 

girls, and she shared her room with Romina. Her name was Louise. She’d been the one who’d put 
the missing person post on Facebook. “I didn’t… I wasn’t thinking. Sorry.”

“It’s okay,” Bexley said. His voice was charcoal against granite. “I just prefer not to be seen 
these days.”



Bexley had contacted Louise earlier that day. He’d messaged her from a private VPN and a 
fake account. The agreement was that he’d help if she never looked at him.

“Is that why you wanted to meet so late?” She closed the door almost all the way, leaving a 
sliver of light and a wisp of her perfume to get through.

“Tell me about Romina,” he said, ignoring her question.
“Okay,” Louise said, already welling up. “Sorry, it’s… I’m really worried about her.” 
“When did you last see her?” 
“She went out to meet John on the 29th March, in the evening,”
“John?”
“A guy she’d been seeing. A nobody,” she said.
“And what did the police say?” he asked.
“They’re looking for him too, but … nobody’s seen him.”
“Wait!” Bexley interrupted her. 
A noise. He looked behind him. Down the metal stairway, through the alleyway to the road. A 

heap of rubbish bags. A rat scampered across the floor.
“Where was she headed?” he said.
“Well,” she said, coughing, “John would only see her at some dodgy café in Soho. The 

Bohemian.”
“I know the place,” Bexley said. Of course, he knew the place. He’d been there many times. It 

had been there for as long as he could remember. It wasn’t far from the Family House.
Thoughts of him waking up on the bed in the Family House, blind, burnt. The months of salve 

baths from the pale woman. The science and magic she’d used to allow him to see again, to breathe, 
of which he still struggled.

“So what now? Do you need me to come with you or anything?” Louise said from behind the 
door.

Bexley didn’t answer. He stood up and walked away. He heard the door open behind him. No 
doubt the girl was trying to catch a glimpse of who he was, but it didn’t matter. He wouldn’t be 
going back there again. He walked past the rat amongst the garbage and tipped his hat.

“Good evening, Mister Rat,” he said. “It’ll be a cold one toni—”
He stopped in his tracks. Across from him was a man in jeans and a t-shirt, even in this cold. 

He was motionless, staring at Bexley. There was something about the man’s face. Pale and 
distorted and eyes that disappeared against the night.

“John?” Bexley tried.
With that, the man turned and melted into the darkness between a boarded-up building and a 

closed-for-the-night Starbucks.



London was a patchwork of tiles across time. Each tile from a different period to the one adjacent. 
An anachronistic mosaic. As Bexley chased John through the gentrified industrial warehouse 
complex, he ran over an underground tunnel and into a part of London that hadn’t been touched 
for hundreds of years, the marks on the walls made in a prior century. 

It’s in those dark places, the untouched, where the real underside of London lives. That’s 
where the insects go to avoid the light. It's where John had left him. 

His lungs prickled as he gained on him. The way John moved was peculiar, unnatural, ant-
like. Sudden jerks. Sharp. Twitching. As fast as a motherfucker.

“Hey,” Bexley shouted as John crawled into the darkness under a bridge. Bexley hacked up a 
mouthful before following him into the crevice. He heaved himself up. His nostrils stung. His head 
felt weak. He latched his left boot onto the side to anchor himself as he yanked himself up and into 
the hole. 

The hole was a tunnel. John had crawled into the light at the other side of the bridge. More 
rats scurried. No sign of John. Bexley felt the hole around him tighten. He moved across the floor, 
but his head felt weaker with every breath. Panic crept up to him as he neared the other side. 

He clambered out into the light and fell down onto a muddy bank. He felt the sand and the dirt 
between his fingers. He tried to stand. Stars flickered and sparked around him and burst into 
flames. He tumbled to his knees and fell down the bank towards the dark water of the Thames. 
The river jutted and splashed him as each wave rolled by.

“Think of the girl,” a voice said. It was one he recognised. Plum-sweet. “You have to save the 
girl.”

“I can’t breathe,” he said as his lungs became tighter. Panic, starting from the lungs and 
working its way up through to his mind, cold, and bitter. He choked up some black and spat it into 
the floor.

In the murky dark reflection on the water, he saw his sister’s face.
“You have to save the girl,” she said. 
He turned away from her and rolled onto his back. Looking up, he saw the haze of the London 

streetlights. A figure moved in front of them. A silhouette. It dropped to its knees by Bexley’s side 
and looked into his face. The light reflecting from the water lit up the man’s face. It was John … 
sort of. 

His eyes were oily pools. Murkier than the Thames itself. Too large for his head. As John 
smiled, revealing too many teeth for his lipless mouth, Bexley reached into his sports coat, feeling 
for Grandfather’s pistol. He got as far as touching the cold metal before his face throbbed.

The thing above him, John, had struck him with something. A rock perhaps? 
And with that, Bexley dreamt of what he always dreamt of. 
Fire.



The gentle sizzling of meat and spices mixed with all manner of herbs. The sound of movement 
above. People. Lots of them. When Bexley woke he felt the heat all around him. As he inhaled his 
lungs ached. He touched the bandages on his face. Still secure. His head throbbed where that thing 
had hit him — John. Those eyes …

He sat up. His vision cleared. He wasn’t alone. Across the room from him was a man, facing 
away from Bexley and cutting some kind of herb at a kitchenette.

“Ah, good that you're up, boss,” the man said without turning his head. He was hidden by the 
dark green hood draped over him. The accent was thick, Eastern European. “Yes, yes, I’d hate one 
of the great Family members to simply sleep themselves to death.” 

Bexley scanned the room. A basement. Some sort of hydroponic system in the corner. Various 
plants. A wall of plastic containers. And the smell … herbs, plants, marijuana and … was that 
curry? 

“Who—” 
Bexley tried to speak but his lungs wouldn’t allow it. A relentless coughing fit. He couldn’t 

even catch his breath. The man turned around, revealing his workstation. Green plants on a 
chopping board, and a metal teapot steaming, freshly brewed. The man took a tin cup of fresh 
green brew over to Bexley and lifted it to Bexley’s mouth. It was hot. The fumes were invasive. 
They wormed into his sinuses and down his airways into his lungs. They were refreshing. They 
soothed his irritated flesh.

The coughing subsided and he took a closer look at the man. His wiry beard and flesh-
coloured tattoos spiralling across his face gave him away.

“Maurice,” Bexley said. “The merchant.”
“Ah yes, boss,” he said. He took a bow. As he stood up, his hood fell backwards, revealing his 

bald head and more tattoos. “That’s myself.”
Bexley had never met Maurice before but he’d heard of him enough times to know he was 

connected. A source of information of what’s happening in the city. His father had spoken of him. 
A merchant and a pharmacist. Not the kind you’d find on the high street, though. This guy wasn’t 
selling headache tablets.

“Why am I here? Where did the black-eyed man … Where did John go?”
“Ah, lucky thing I found you, boss, yessir, lucky thing indeed. You see, you’d stumbled into the 

shadows, which, naturally, is a place of my own. Being a dweller myself y’see … I found you 
struggling to do what a baby does with ease.”

Bexley remained quiet, unsure of his meaning.
“Breathing boss, yessir. This John guy may have knocked you down, but it was your lack of 

breathing that kept you down, boss.”
When Maurice spoke his arms moved wildly. Mad gesticulations revealing the sinewy limbs 

beneath his sleeves. Just as tattooed as his face. The dance of a madman, high on his own supply 
perhaps.

“Are you after some sort of payment?” Bexley asked as he sniffed the steam rising from the tea 
in his hand. “I don’t carry money.”

“No, boss. No payment necessary, I just …” 
He stopped speaking as footsteps sounded above them. 
“Where are we?” Bexley said, once they’d receded.
“Somewhere beneath Brick Lane in Shoreditch. Under a string of curry houses, to be precise.”  



 Someone knocked on the door and Maurice clapped his hands together with glee before 
skipping to greet them. Bexley reached into his sports coat. His gun was missing. He checked for 
his phone. Gone too. Both on the other side of the room next to the plastic containers. Maurice 
must have been through his pockets. On the coffee table next to the bed was an old dinner plate, 
mouldering food, and a knife and fork. He grabbed the knife and slipped it into the side of his boot. 

“Thank you, kind sir,” Maurice said as he took something from the unseen face. It was plastic 
bag. It crunched as he held it in his hands. He closed the door with his foot and turned to Bexley. 
“I hope you like your curry hot, boss because Amir’s upstairs does the hottest fucking vindaloo in 
London.” 

Bexley relaxed and nodded. His energy levels were low. He needed sustenance. The curried 
meat would do the trick.

As Maurice unpacked the curry and dished the food out onto suspect-looking plates and pulled 
cutlery from meals of nights gone by, Bexley remembered the case. 

“This man I’m after. He abducted a girl. Maybe more than one. His name is John.” 
“Gonna have to be more precise than that, boss. John is a very common name,” Maurice said 

from the kitchenette area. 
“His … his eyes were black … and they were too big for his head. He looked like some sort of 

insect.” 
“An insect, you say?” he said as he dipped his finger in one of the foil trays of curry and licked 

it off. 
“Ring any bells?” Bexley said.
“Could’ve been a pandaman,” Maurice said, turning his head to Bexley, revealing a wide grin 

of dirty teeth, blackened and jagged. “Fuckers are everywhere these days.” 
“A pandaman?” 
Maurice walked over to Bexley. He handed him one of the plates as he sat at the end of the 

bed, almost touching Bexley’s leg. The bedsheets were yellowing-white and littered with stains. It 
occurred to Bexley that this wasn’t just Maurice’s workshop or storage facility for his drugs and 
potions and whatnot. This little hobbit of a man had brought Bexley into his home. 

“Yes, yes boss, yessir, they’re like ants. Let me tell you. You should probably forget about the 
girl and move on. Pandamen don’t wait about.”

Bexley pulled the bandage loose around his mouth and shovelled in a mouthful of the vindaloo. 
Maurice wasn’t lying. The spices were sizzling. If his taste buds hadn’t been mostly burned away in 
the fire it might have been too much.

“I don’t care. I have to find her anyway.” 
“Yes boss, I imagine you do,” Maurice said. “Well, I know of one of their nests. They have it 

tucked away in the bowels of the east of the city.” Maurice grabbed a handful of rice and curry and 
shoved it into his mouth. The sound of his dirty teeth masticating the food made Bexley’s stomach 
turn. 

“In the Under-Under?” Bexley said as he drank more of the tea to calm his stomach and soothe 
his innards. Whatever the brew was, it was working. It gave him a similar reprieve to the salve that 
the pale woman had bathed him in when he first woke all those months ago.

Maurice nodded as he munched away. 
The Under-Under. Bexley had never been. A subterranean marketplace where the dirt and the 

washed-up of the city sell and exchange their wares. Not a place you’d see on a London travel 



guide.
“Don’t worry, boss,” Maurice said as he leant in close to Bexley’s face. His dirty wrinkles 

coming into deep focus. The bags under his eyes. The curry and rice in his beard. The golden-
green eyes. “With a face like yours, you’re gonna fit right in.” 

***

There were many entrances to the Under-Under, all of them walled off and protected by the 
regulars — people who wanted access to and discount on the wares from the deep. Drugs that had 
no name and gave you a high like no other. The kind that would give people spiritual 
enlightenment. That would take them to places in the galaxy they never thought possible. Even 
take them all the way to the Outer-Reaches.

Turnover for these regulars was high. Their minds wouldn’t last longer than a couple of years 
before they melted and they died or stumbled off a bridge or in front of a train or whatever, 
amounting to nothing more than a nuisance to commuters trying to get to work on time. 

Maurice took Bexley to an entrance in Spitalfields. It was a marketplace in the day. Gentrified. 
Leather jackets and kale smoothies. But at nighttime, the entrance to one of the café’s was an 
opening to the Under-Under. 

The regular who let them in was a maintenance man, a guard in the evening and an inter-
dimensional mind-tripper on the weekends. He didn’t say his name and he paid little attention to 
Bexley.

“Evening Maurice,” he said as he opened the door. “Not got much of your wares tonight?”
“No sir, not tonight. We ain’t selling. We’re on the hunt.” 
The regular was an African male with dry skin and chapped lips. He walked with all the 

swagger of a zombie and spoke with even less.
“Well, whatever you is looking for,” he said in a monotone drawl, “you’ll find it down there.” 
He took them through to a back exit to the marketplace. A small opening. A hatch in the floor. 

The regular bent down, placed a metal stick into the hatch and pried it open. 
“Well boss,” Maurice said as he pointed to the ladders leading into the light and the wonder 

below. “You coming?”
Bexley took a deep breath, nodded and followed Maurice down the rabbit-hole.



It wasn’t much at first. A simple tunnel. Gas lanterns leading the way. Rats, puddles, odd people 
stumbling to or fro, always draped in rags.

“The homeless are everywhere in London,” Maurice noted as they passed a legless man with a 
white beard dipping into the dirty puddle on the floor. “But, down here, in the Under-Under, such 
a term loses meaning. This is the home for those without.” 

As he spoke he ran his hands along the walls on either side of him. He then licked the dirt from 
his pencil-thin finger and laughed. His chuckles echoed through the tunnel and led the way.

As they neared the echoing din, Bexley realised how vast the Under-Under actually was. It 
wasn’t just a marketplace. It was a city in itself. A darker, filthier one, hiding beneath. He felt like 
he’d lifted the stone and revealed the insects beneath.

The inhabitants of this place were using whatever nook they could find to make places to sleep, 
to sell, or to drink in. The central area was a huge cavernous hole. Bexley could make out the 
stalactites on the distant ceiling. Tents and fabric huts covered the floor. Musicians played 
instruments that Bexley had never seen. Singing in languages that didn’t exist. Smoking something 
that reminded Bexley of Maurice’s basement.

The beings down there looked like they might have been your average Londoner at some 
point, but that was a long time ago. They looked less human than Maurice now, and he barely 
passed for one in the daylight.

Old men with pocked faces selling foods made from insects and rodents. Women holding 
screaming babies to their bare chests. A goat with a single horn with a look on its face like it 
wanted to stamp him into the ground. 

Further on, the drinking tents. Barrels stacked upon barrels of beer being poured into metal 
containers and passed to people in robes speaking in tongues and belching. Some on the floor, 
sleeping off the effects. And many of these creatures nodded and waved to Maurice in recognition. 
They offered him a hand and free sample of this or that. 

Above ground, Maurice would be seen as a freak to be ignored. A filthy stain on an otherwise 
picturesque city, but down here, he was a celebrity. 

“Ah Maurice, Maurice I’ve been looking everywhere.” A strong, southern English accent. 
Female. Old. They both turned to see her and Bexley wasn’t surprised at the foul sight. Pale skin 
and red hair tied into a bun. Two black holes to mark where her nose should’ve been. “Your stall 
wasn’t open and I couldn’t find any of your boys—”

“Shut your mouth, you …” Maurice turned to her with a violence in his voice like he might 
smack her down, but calmed himself, possibly for Bexley’s sake. “ … Errh fine, yessir, fine, what 
can I do for a loyal customer such as you, Miss Fowlry?”

Bexley did his best to keep his eyes on everything in the Under-Under. It wasn’t a place he 
enjoyed being in. Even with his face completely wrapped in bandages and his milky-white eyes he 
stuck out like a sore thumb. Any of these fools down here could easily sneak up behind him in this 
noise and stick him in the back. Maybe for his expensive tweed jacket. Or his Doc Marten boots. 
Or even simply to see a Family member in pain.

“I need more,” Miss Fowlry said, her hands on Maurice’s shoulder. “Please, just … just a little 
more. My Ronnie has gone now, left me to fend for myself and I can’t do it without … your 
assistance.”

Bexley looked behind himself to see the one-horned goat. Chewing nothing. Banging its hooves 
on the floor. Its mean eyes were on Bexley. Its dirty beard longer than a normal goat’s. It gave 



Bexley the look of an animal that was about to speak, but it didn’t get chance to.
“Come along, Mr Whit,” Maurice shouted to him. Bexley shook himself from his daze. Miss 

Fowlry was skipping off through the Under-Under clutching something in her hand. “We’ve got a 
distressed damsel to … save or revive, or whatever state she happens to be in.”

“What did you give her?” he said.
“Miss Fowlry? A client of mine. Yessir, just a client. Serious medical conditions, that one. Can 

hardly sleep at night, the poor thing. I gave her something to help with her dreams.” Maurice 
pulled his hood back over his head and smiled that awful smile, before walking off through the 
marketplace.

Bexley held his breath as pushed through the crowds. The smells of piss and shit were strong. 
He followed Maurice through to another entrance to the Under-Under. A single stick marked the 
entrance. Atop the stick a dog’s head. The dog collar still attached. Albie was its name.

He followed the slender Maurice through more lit tunnels, past an underground train station 
and through to a graveyard for old British Transport throwaways. Old train carts, lines of track, 
workers’ helmets, tools, etc. 

“Just here, boss,” Maurice said as he climbed down into a pit along the corner. “Yessir, here we 
are.” 

At the bottom of the pit was a manhole cover, slightly open, enough to see what was beneath. 
Bexley placed his fingers on the metal and pulled it open. Inside it was well-lit. The smell of rust 
spilled upwards.

“You first,” Bexley said. 
“I don’t think so, boss. This is where I leave you, but don’t fear, I’ll be waiting for you back at 

the Under-Under. I’ll have a beer ready for you.”
Bexley was about to climb down before Maurice said “Wait,” and slipped something into his 

pocket. “A good luck charm” he said. 
Already in motion and too late to check himself, Bexley landed on the floor. He looked up to 

the celling to see that awful grin one more time before the manhole cover closed him off. 
Bexley inspected his surroundings. No gaslights, but real halogen bulbs lined the ceiling. The 

smell of sulphur in the air, of metal and rust, and the sweetness of milk. The place was sterile. It 
reminded Bexley of—

“Who are you? Why are you here?” a voice said from behind. 
He turned to see the familiar black eyes. The insect. The abductor of women. John.
Bexley clenched his fists and started towards him. As John went to turn a corner, Bexley 

caught up with him and slammed him into the concrete wall. The crunching sound told Bexley that 
something in John’s face broke. Bexley felt his lungs aching already. Maurice’s mixture was 
wearing off. That was fine; it didn’t have to hold on for much longer. Just long enough to find her.

“Where’s the girl?” Bexley said as he pulled John back. 
The man’s eyes were just as strange, just as black as before, but this time it was all in focus. 

Each time John blinked his eyelids took a lifetime to travel over those deep pits of tar.
“What do you mean?” John asked, his voice calm, robotic-like. Bexley slammed him into the 

wall again. This time, the nose broke for sure as John screamed in pain and dropped to the floor. “I 
don’t know what you mean?” 

Blood poured down his nose, falling down the sides of his face and onto the floor. It coagulated 
with the dust into little balls.



Bexley bent down and rolled John onto his back. He was as light as air. A man made of sticks. 
Bexley placed his knee on John’s neck and pressed his weight downwards.

“The girl, where is she?” Bexley said again.
“No, you …” John coughed, going blue in the face, struggling to breathe. “Misunderstand me 

… I mean to say … which girl?” 
The thought of others. The thought of the terror. The deaths. It was a weight on Bexley’s back. 

A downwards force pushing his knee further onto John’s windpipe. He could feel it, inside John’s 
neck, splintering like a plastic tube. What purpose could John have for the girl? No, girls plural. 
He said which girl. How many girls had been taken?

“Bexley!” a voice said. Rosie’s voice. It shook him from his thoughts. 
“Rosie?”
He looked down and realised John had passed out. He wasn’t dead. His chest was still rising 

and falling. Air was moving around. He may have a broken nose and he may have some internal 
bleeding, but he would live.

Bexley stood back up. He walked to the edge of the corridor and peeked around it. Nothing. A 
few doors on the side. And that smell of rust. Now stronger than ever. He followed the smell to its 
source and opened the metal doorway. It was pitch black but the smell in that room was enough to 
make Bexley gag. It wasn't rust: it was a raw scent, thick, and caustic.

His hands fumbled along the wall until they found the light switch. With a click, his fears were 
realised. This was an abattoir. Limbs and torsos hanging from metal hooks on the ceiling. Human. 
Rows of them. Butcher’s knives hung on the wall.

He’d never forgotten the metallic taste of blood after having his own spilt so many times. How 
many times had he taken a punch to the mouth? A bar to the nose? He’d swallowed too many of 
his own teeth. All because of the life he was born into. It was a smell he’d never escape.

The bodies were all female. No doubt they were John’s previous abductees. The poor girls of 
London. They came here for opportunity. To be a part of one of the greatest cities on the planet, 
and this is what they found instead. Lambs to the fucking slaughter.

“Who …?” A female voice. “Who are you?”
Bexley turned to see one of the corpses, upside-down, hanging from the hooks in her ankles — 

fine rivulets of blood dried onto her legs and torso. Her hands tied behind her. She was alive, 
barely. He knew straight away that he couldn’t save her. Even if he could somehow keep her alive 
until he escaped the warehouse, he’d still have to make his way back through to the Under-Under. 
She’d never make it. 

“It’s okay,” Bexley said as he walked towards her. “Everything will be okay.” 
The woman’s eyes were bloodshot and blank. A sudden lucidity and she remembered where 

she was. Panic. Sobs and tears streaming. She tried to move but the pain in her ankles was too 
much.

“Save me,” she said, talking to Bexley, but staring at the wall in front. “Please, save me from 
them.” 

Even though the body hair had been shaved off, Bexley could see the beauty that was once 
there. He could see how her hair was once long and how it would’ve blown in the wind. He 
imagined her waiting to meet her date on Westminster Bridge, looking out at the Thames, 
wondering what her future might hold. A life of a modern millennial. Internet startups and big 
social media accounts. As it turned out, her future was one of cattle.



“Don’t worry about that man. Everything will be okay.” Bexley knelt down beside her and ran 
the back of his hand across her face. “You have to tell me, where is Romina?”

He saw a pooling of blood on the floor further into the abattoir. Bexley hoped to God there 
was more of Romina left than that.

“I miss my boy,” the woman said. “I miss my little boy.”
“Please,” Bexley said. “You have to help me. Tell me where they took Romina?”
“A new girl?”
“Yes, she was taken recently,” Bexley said.
“Then she’ll be alive, she’ll be past the nursery, maybe …. Maybe you can save her from 

insemination? It’s that that kills us … wears us thin.”
The girl was losing it now. She wasn’t making sense. With each passing word her voice grew 

weaker, quieter. Whatever life she had in her had drained out through those giant puncture 
wounds in her ankles.

“Save me,” she said again. “Please save …”
With that her blinking stopped. The familiar death-crackle escaped her lungs and she was 

done. Almost like a horrible magic trick, the sparkle in her eyes dimmed.
Bexley turned away from her. He’d find Romina. He’d save her. He had to. He walked out of 

the abattoir and stopped in his tracks.
He wasn’t sure what he was seeing. John was still on the floor, out cold, but standing above 

him were two more Johns. They were dressed the same. Jeans. T-shirt. They had the same vacant 
expression. And the eyes … 

That woman, she’d said they were monsters. Maurice had said they were like ants. They were 
pandamen.

“Who are you?” one of them said. They had the same monotonous tone as the first. “How did 
you get in here?”

“Never you mind, boy,” Bexley said as he reached into the inside pocket of his tweed jacket 
and slipped his fingers into the brass knuckles his granddad had used in the Second World War. 

“Cracked a fair few noses, these have,” his granddad had told him years ago, and now they 
were about to break a few more.

Bexley leapt forward and caught the first John in the forehead. The other one grabbed him 
from the side and howled before opening his teeth and biting Bexley’s shoulder. Bexley screamed 
as he pushed back and slammed the biter against the wall. The pandaman bit down harder like a 
stubborn tick and started to pull at his arms, leaving his front open for the other one.

He punched Bexley in the stomach, just below the ribs, pushing up on the diaphragm and 
knocking the wind out of him. The bastard punched again and again. Each time Bexley felt the 
ache in his lungs. Maurice’s salve was wearing off.

As the pandaman continued to pound into Bexley he felt his head go light again. The familiar 
lights across his vision. Sparks, and then the fire, and the burning face. The girl he couldn’t save. 
Another one. 

He roared and, using whatever strength he could muster, pulled his arms forward and grabbed 
the pandaman in front of him by the jaw. Using the brute strength he’d built up over years of 
intense physical training, he pressed his thumbs into those giant black eyes and slammed the 
bastard against the wall behind him, again and again until it fell to the floor in a heap of jerking 
meat.



He reached over his shoulder and flipped the biter over his side and onto the floor. He lifted 
his boot and slammed it down with such a force the pandaman’s screams went quiet immediately. 
As if Bexley had flicked the off switch.

With the three of them broken and by his feet he felt his shoulder. He was losing blood fast. He 
dropped to the floor. He could feel that he was about to faint again. He was back in the tunnel. It 
was closing in on him. He couldn’t breathe. The walls around him screamed as they tightened.

“Not here,” he said to himself. “Not here.”
He reached into his pockets, unsure what he was searching for, when he happened upon a 

small plastic bag. He pulled it out and saw, in the blur, the herbs. Maurice’s lucky charm.
His hand was shaking now. He opened the bag and placed it to his nose. Inhaling the caustic 

scent harder and harder until his lungs calmed and his breathing fell back to its normal rhythm. He 
lay for a while amongst the dead, breathing himself back to life. Maurice’s fucking lucky charm.



Once up, Bexley made his way deeper into the warehouse, past the abattoir, further down along 
corridors of empty rooms. The place was sickly sterile and lined with concrete. The dust of the 
stone heavy in the air. With each breath, he got a taste.

Bexley thought back to the way girl hung upside down. She didn’t look like she’d been 
abducted recently. She had the tired lack of resolve of someone who’d given up a long time ago. 
Like she’d been through the worst of it ages before. Like death would be a welcome reprieve from 
her torment.

He rounded the corner and the sound of crowds was heavy. No, it was the din of children. Lots 
of children. It sounded like a pre-school was waiting for him. He walked towards the noise and the 
children became clear. This corridor was different. Still dark in this narrow passage, but the sides 
were lined with windows. Ten or twenty of them. In each window were classrooms full of children. 
A blackboard, tables, learning materials. The first room — young kids, barely able to speak and 
think. Watching a TV screen at the front of the class.

As Bexley passed the window one of the children turned to look at him. Its eyes far too large 
for its head. A pandaman baby. He walked further down and realised that that glass was one-way. 
He could see in, but they couldn’t see out. 

The next room and the kids were older. The same black eyes, though. Their heads had grown 
to catch up with their eyes. They were calmer than the previous ones. They still watched the TV 
screen but did so with a peculiar stillness. 

As he passed more of the rooms he realised there was a whole school of these pandaman 
babies, waiting to grow into adults, to become the mirror images of their parents, of John.

Bexley picked up his speed now and moved further along. He was growing tired of looking at 
the children. If he were to remove the children from the care of the adults, would they grow into 
the monsters who bore them? Would their genetic code determine that they would take and maim 
innocent women? Or would they grow to be different, to be good.

Once past the nursery the warehouse became quiet again. The sound of the children far behind 
him. He came to a larger room. The two adult pandamen inside didn’t notice as he snuck past them 
with ease. 

It was in the next room along where he came across the big metal door: soundproofed, a giant 
metallic handle, and a little circle window with security glass. He looked into it and remembered 
what had led him there in the first place. 

The girl, Romina.



Romina was strapped down to a gurney. Her legs raised and separated. Her hair damp with sweat. 
Blood lining her lower-half. She didn’t say anything when Bexley walked in. She simply stared at 
him. A tube ran from her arm to a drip on her right side. She was drugged.

Bexley went to her. He grabbed one of the straps from her leg, unclipped it, and placed it on 
the gurney. 

“Please stop that,” a voice said from behind him. “You’ll make more of a mess than need be.” 
Bexley turned to see another John, another pandaman, but this one was dressed differently. 

This one was in a white doctor’s coat. This one seemed more immediate. He was confident. Bexley 
tightened his grip on the brass knuckles. 

“What did you do to the girl?” Bexley said. 
“I remember you,” the pandaman said. “You were at the warehouses. You fell to the floor in a 

heap. Coughing and spluttering like an asthmatic runt.” 
“You should’ve killed me,” Bexley said.
“No, I don’t think so. I wouldn’t kill something unless it needed to be killed.”
The pandaman took a step into the light. Its brown hair, wiry, a patch of grey on each side of 

its head. This was an older one. 
“What about those girls? In the abattoir?” 
“You don’t know who we are, do you?” it said.
“You steal women and kill them for … some kind of sick pleasure or game,” Bexley said.
“We’re not quite as savage as you appear to presume.” It reached its hand to its mouth, rubbed 

its top lip. “It’s pronounced panuhdah, and we’ve been here, on this planet, for as long as our 
stories go back. Though we’ve never been as bullish or as hungry to conquer as the humans. We’ve 
lived in peace, within our means, below the surface, only venturing above ground when the food 
supply thins.” 

Bexley clenched his hand on the brass knuckles. He felt the skin on his palm ripping.
“You eat our women?” he said through gritted teeth. 
“No … not at first. You see, our species would not survive without your own. Our species … 

co-evolved with yours. We have no females. We borrow from yours. We bring them here. The 
insemination process along with the pregnancy term is short. A full litter of panuhduhs can be 
delivered within a three-month cycle. But, the process is difficult on the body. The females have no 
will after that and soon die. After that, we make the most of the meat.” 

Bexley took a step forward towards the pandaman. Less than a metre between them. He could 
smell the breath. The rust. Behind, he heard the murmurs of the girl.

“Don’t look at me like that, you fucking top-dweller. You do the same to your cattle and your 
chickens. Even worse! I’ve seen the facilities. The farms! We’re extremely ethical in our process!”

“Fuck you,” Bexley said as he slammed his fist into the pandaman’s jaw, forcing it a right-angle 
the wrong way. 

The pandaman didn’t scream, but he fell to the floor. He didn’t scream or even lift a hand to 
stop him as Bexley ploughed fist upon fist into the his face. He only stopped when he felt the metal 
of the brass knuckles split the skull. As the grey matter spilt, the dying pandaman reached upwards 
and pulled at the bandages from Bexley’s face. Bexley stood up and stomped one last time on the 
skull to make sure.

Blood splashed up from the pandaman’s face and sprayed Bexley’s burned face in a cool mist. 
He instantly fell to the floor, exhausted. The bandages from his face hung by his neck. His arm 



throbbed. He’d broken something. He couldn’t fight anymore. 
He heard a whimper. He turned to meet the girl’s gaze as she screamed in blind terror. Bexley 

caught his reflection in the metal surface on the wall. His scarred face, pale white eyes, and the 
blood and guts all around him. The woman screamed until she shook herself into a seizure, 
foaming at the mouth and then uttered a single final word. It escaped from her lips with her final 
breath.

“Monster,” she said.



“The great son of mine returns,” his father said. “Back to the place he belongs.” 
“Please,” Bexley said as he removed his flat cap and placed it on the coffee table to his side. “I 

don’t have the energy right now.”
The smoke from his father’s pipe filled the room. It clung to the ceiling, staining the pages of 

the books on the bookshelf. His father walked over to him. He looked like he might offer his hand 
to Bexley’s shoulder, but he didn’t. Instead, he turned and walked to the window, parting the 
blinds just enough to see out.

“And this girl?” his father said.
“She died. I mean …” Bexley looked down to the thread on the bandages on his hands. “I 

mean. She was dead by the time I got there.”
“Pandamen … I’ve read of some … humanoid beings living and evolving separately from our 

own on the surface. Who was your contact?” he said.
“A nobody, some merchant.” As he spoke of Maurice he recalled the fresh bag of mix in his 

pocket. Another present. Another good luck charm.
“Okay,” his father said. “Son, I have no problem with you working cases, but I must stress 

once again that you are not the man you used to be. You can’t keep up. You should be here, where 
you belong, working with the pale woman. That was the idea, was it not?”

“I …” That was the idea. He was supposed to focus on being a seer. Finding cases for the field 
agents to work on, but it wasn’t in his nature.  He looked over to his father’s silhouette. “I don’t 
think I can.”

His father turned. Still a great man in most regards. Intelligent. Experienced. Wise. But still a 
man who sent his children to die. There’d been a sadness between them, like fingers of a hand 
prying them apart. One hand on the father who sent his children to die. The other on the son who 
couldn’t save his sister.

“One day,” his father said, “you might just get what you want, Bexley. You might just kill 
yourself.”

“I know,” Bexley said, turning away from his father, focusing on his broken hand. “I just 
might.”



Want to know how Bexley got so burned up in the first place?
What the hell happened to his sister?
And just who the hell is The Family?

Read the first SpaceTime novel to find out more!

GO CHECK IT OUT!

http://hyperurl.co/92nb9p


Luke Kondor is an award-winning filmmaker and writer. He’s written some things about some 
stuff and has plans to move into writing other things about other stuff. He has a bright future 

ahead of him … writing words on pages. 

He’s been featured on iO9, Digg, Raindance, Londonist, and in C41 Magazine.

When he isn’t doing that nonsense, he podcasts, blogs, tweets, and googles.

www.lukekondor.com

http://www.lukekondor.com



