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      Dear Reader,

      

      Thank you so much for purchasing my book, and I hope you enjoy it as much as I enjoyed writing it.

      

      Once you finish reading, if you don’t mind, I would love to get your feedback. Please leave a review.

      

      Your reviews help more readers discover this book, leading to greater profits that can be donated to The More Creation Foundation, a UK-registered charity dedicated to promoting reading and distributing free personal development books to people from ethnic minorities and low socioeconomic backgrounds.

      

      Thank you!
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      PARTS of the dialogue in this novel are written in London street slang.

      

      If you are unfamiliar with any words or phrases, please refer to the glossary at the end of the story.
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      A vicious wind slices through the night, whipping Fasard’s short skirt around her bruised thighs. Beneath the flickering glow of a failing streetlight, she glances down at the dark red stain on the pavement, forcing herself to block out the memory of last night’s violence. She sighs, realising that for two punishing hours, she has been standing on this eerie street, watching cars streak by without stopping.

      The cold seeps through her fake leopard-print fur coat as she clutches it tightly over her protruding stomach. The baby’s kick jolts her from her thoughts just as a car slows down. Headlights sweep across her face. The engine idles. The door clicks open.

      She jumps inside, forcing a casual tone and the best sexy smile she can manage. “What’s up, babes?”

      “Good evening,” replies a tall, dashing young man with wavy blond hair, a crisp blue shirt open at the collar, and blood-red diamond cufflinks gleaming at his wrists.

      The rehearsed words freeze in Fasard’s throat. The man she is looking at matches the description of The Balham Beast, linked to the brutal murders of young women. She braces herself, her pulse quickening, fearing that at any moment he will reach for his signature weapon; an eight-inch hunting knife.

      He glances at the glove compartment, his expression cold, and whispers, “How much?”

      “Erm, erm,” Fasard stutters, “Suck and sex, erm twenty, and that includes anal.” Her hand clenches the door handle, weighing whether to flee before the situation possibly turns deadly. But she hasn’t had a client all night. Biting her lip and closing her eyes, she whispers a silent prayer. Taking slow, deliberate breaths, she continues, “Or ten for just a shine.”

      The man mumbles something under his foul-smelling breath. He pulls up her washed-out T-shirt and sucks on her swollen nipples.

      “Hold on, hold on,” she begins, her eyes bulging. “You just want to do it right here?”

      “Yes,” he says with piercing blue eyes. He presses money into her trembling hands and unzips his trousers, guiding her face towards his shrivelled manhood.

      Within moments, his sperm shoots down her throat. She swallows and pulls back, relieved her job is over. As she prepares to jump out of the car before the eight-inch hunting knife can appear, he throws more money at her and pulls her face toward his limp penis.
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      RAIN pelts down from the bluish-black night sky, hammering the car roof like a relentless drumbeat. Inside, Fasard’s jaw aches as she struggles to make the man climax again.

      He finally pulls out, and she thinks, At last, it’s over.

      “Open your legs,” he commands, his voice icy and sharp.

      Go to hell, she thinks, but the fear of losing her life if this man turns out to be the killer silences her defiance.

      He thrusts into her with such force it feels like he’s hitting the baby’s head. Fasard grips the seat so tight that her knuckles turn white. Her mouth opens to scream as the earth-shattering pain of the contractions grips her body.

      Oblivious, the man continues his brutal assault, as if trying to force the baby out through her mouth. He pulls out, his face twisting into an evil grimace. As he stretches over to the glove compartment, a gush of water bursts from Fasard, soaking him.

      “What the hell?” he shouts, recoiling, wiping at the sudden gush of water.

      Fasard’s head slams against the car window. Her eyes bulge, cheeks puffing as guttural screams and low grunts replace words. Her legs spread involuntarily, and a wet mass of black hair emerges between her thighs.

      Her elbow knocks open the glove compartment. They both freeze, their eyes locked on the gleaming eight-inch hunting knife inside.

      “No, please!” Fasard screams, her voice cracking with terror.

      The man lunges for the blade, but she strikes first. Her knee connects with his face in a brutal blow, sending blood spurting from his nose. The impact forces the car door open, and Fasard tumbles backwards, crashing hard onto the kerb as icy rain lashes down from the bitter December night sky.
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      FASARD’S screams of agony shatter the stillness of the night. She tries to move, but the pain coursing up and down her spine won’t allow it. Her pupils dilate in terror as her fear is confirmed: the man is indeed The Balham Beast. He looms over her with the eight-inch hunting knife, dripping with rain. He smirks, imagining it will soon be dripping with her blood. His eyes gleam with chilling intent as he murmurs in an eerie voice, “When evil disappears, goodness will reappear.” He raises the knife.

      “No, the baby!” Fasard pleads, her voice raw and cracking with desperation.

      The Balham Beast drops to his knees. “Shhh,” he says, pressing the blunt edge of the knife to his lips. He grips her fake leopard-print fur coat and pulls her closer. His hand tightens on the handle of the knife. “The horror of your life is over.”

      As he moves to slit her throat, a deep, booming voice bellows through the rain. “Oi! What the fuck are you doing?”

      The Balham Beast freezes for a fraction of a second. Fasard clings to his wrist with all her strength. He glances over his shoulder. A tall, slim figure is cutting through the downpour towards him. Gritting his teeth, he presses harder against Fasard’s resistance. She clings for dear life, praying the sloshing footsteps reach her in time before her grip slips and the knife slices open her throat.

      The Balham Beast snarls. He leaps off Fasard and dives into his car. Tyres screech against the wet road as he speeds off into the night.

      The tall, slim figure—Fane—looks down at Fasard. “Who the fuck was that?”

      Fasard mumbles a garbled reply, phlegm mixing with her words as it escapes through her nose and mouth. “The... Balham... Beast!”

      “What? Who?”

      Fasard points at her stomach and gasps for breath.

      “Get up!” Fane hauls her from the ground. “Come on.” He yanks her towards a bus shelter.

      She hollers, “The baby, the baby. I’m having the baby…”

      Fane guides her away from the bus shelter, but they stumble to a halt by a lamppost. Fasard clings to it, desperate for a moment of rest. She groans, clutching at the small of her back where the pain blazes through her spine, and sinks towards the cold concrete.

      Fane snatches her up again. “What? You wanna have the baby on the floor?”

      Her spine spasms, and she slips towards the ground once more, pressing her hand against the base of her back. “No, get off me… just get off me…”

      “Ah, you stupid bitch, get up.” He drags her away from the lamppost toward a grassy area across the road.

      Taking small, excruciating steps while gripping the base of her spine, she tries to wriggle free of Fane’s grip. “Get off me…” she shouts. “Just get off me, yeah…”

      Ignoring her pleas, he tightens his hold, making her slide on her knees several times before they finally reach a cockroach-infested house.
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      FANE punches and kicks the front door, his grip on Fasard tight and unyielding. “Come on...” he mutters as the door, its paint flaking and crumbling, finally swings open.

      A gaunt drug addict stands frozen in the doorway, a crack pipe clutched in his hand.

      “Cee-Cee, get the fuck out of the way,” Fane barks.

      Cee-Cee scurries back toward the living room as Fane drags Fasard behind him. They stumble inside, crashing onto a floor strewn with beer cans, used needles, and condoms.

      “Fuck!” Fane exclaims, brushing off his clothes. He glares at Fasard. “Get up and sit on the settee,” he orders before striding out of the room.

      Sweat and rain mix on Fasard’s skin, making it glisten. She pulls up her skirt over her huge stomach and moans from the pain in her back. She opens her legs, presses down on her stomach, and groans from the labour pain.

      In the shadows, bodies circle the room; some pipe cocaine, others inject heroin.

      Fane returns, his eyes narrowing at the sight of Fasard still on the floor. “What are you doing? I told you to get on the settee. Oi, Cee-Cee, get up.”

      Cee-Cee leaps from the tattered couch, clutching his crack pipe to his chest as he scurries to the window.

      Fane flicks the light switch on. The room floods with brightness, causing a couple of addicts to shield their eyes and dart outside.

      As Fane tries to lift Fasard, she spits at him. “Get away from me! I can’t get up! My back is fucked!” she snarls. The combined agony of labour and her injured spine forces an earth-shattering scream from her throat, and with that howl, an innocent life slips out of her and into the world.

      The newborn radiates a natural beauty, with a full head of hair and flawless skin. Its eyes remain closed, and it appears not to be breathing. Fane picks the baby up and slaps its bottom. Nothing happens. He slaps again. Still no response. He looks down at Fasard, about to tell her their child is dead, when a high-pitched cry echoes through the room.

      The warrior’s spirit inside this baby refuses to give up. Although, if it knew the hardships lying ahead, perhaps it would have. Nothing will protect it from its depraved surroundings. Not even its parents, who have long abandoned their duty to God, government, and society, or even the vile spectators who were masturbating as they watched the baby enter the world.
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      FANE did not want to call an ambulance, but he was forced to when the baby stopped breathing twice and Fasard kept crying from the pain in her back.

      At the hospital, the baby was placed in intensive care while doctors examined Fasard’s injuries. The doctor determined she had fallen onto a blunt object and asked if she was experiencing abuse from Fane. Not wanting to get him into trouble, Fasard instead described her encounter with The Balham Beast.

      The doctor alerted the police, and DCI Sandra Secret—lead detective on the case—arrived at the hospital to take Fasard’s statement. DCI Sandra Secret explained that evidence now indicated The Balham Beast was targeting young sex workers. She asked Fasard if she was involved in such work.

      Fearing her baby would be taken away and that she would lose out on weekly child support payments and a new house, Fasard lied. She told Sandra she had been walking home when she went into labour and flagged down The Balham Beast’s car for help. Once inside, he attacked her. She managed to escape, but in doing so, she fell out of the car and onto the kerb, injuring her back. Whether or not the spinal damage caused something internal to break, one fact remained: Fasard would never bring another life into the world.

      When she was finally discharged from the hospital, her baby in her arms, Fasard cried; not from joy, but because of the grim news of her infertility.

      A nurse, misunderstanding her tears, asked, “Oh, what will you call your beautiful baby?”

      With venom in her voice, Fasard replied, “Brenda… after her grandmother, because she’s gonna be a spiteful bitch just like her gran was.”
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      MANY moons have passed since the harrowing birth of Fasard’s child, Brenda, who is now six years old. Her eyes sparkle with the promise of adventure, as though she believes life will deliver something extraordinary despite her grimy surroundings.

      Standing on the creaky stairs, she hops from foot to foot, her heart fluttering with anticipation. Maybe this year, her prayers to Father Christmas will finally come true.

      She tiptoes down two steps, her breath catching in her throat as the stairs groan beneath her weight. She freezes, terrified her mother might catch her and send her back to bed. Gulps of fear flutter in her chest as she creeps down the remaining steps. She knows the room leading to the toilet is usually filled with raised voices and blaring music, but when she presses her ear against the door, she hears only silence. With a trembling hand, she turns the handle and pushes the door open.

      She drops her gaze to the floor at the sight of her mother’s breasts bouncing up and down.

      “Mummy,” Brenda whispers, her voice barely audible. Louder now, she repeats, “Mum, Mummy...” without daring to lift her gaze.

      Fasard’s head snaps toward the door, her eyes widening with shock that quickly morphs into seething hatred. “What the... What the fuck you doing down here?” she screams, her voice dripping with venom. “Get your fucking, stinking self upstairs...” Fasard spits, as she bobs up and down.

      “But Mummy, I need...” Brenda’s plea is cut short as Fasard grabs an air freshener can and hurls it at her daughter with terrifying force. The can misses Brenda by mere inches, bouncing off the door frame with a sickening thud. Tears stream down Brenda’s face as she flees the room.

      Fasard’s body pulses with rage, furious that she missed her target. She yearns to beat the hell out of her daughter, but first, she needs to get this client out of the house.

      Flicking her long, tangled weave from her face, she turns on some music and wiggles back over to her client. “I’m sorry about that, darling,” she purrs, sinking to her knees before him. “The little bitch is just nosey.”

      Her client remains silent, thrusting his half-limp penis toward her waiting mouth.

      Before she engages in coitus, she says with as much seduction as she can muster, “Don’t worry babes, I’ll make it up to you.”
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      MANY streets away, early morning frost coats the quiet, abandoned pavements. Across from a junk-yard, rows of brand-new houses stand in neat lines. The last house on the corner appears ordinary from the outside, but inside, it emanates the destructive spirit of its occupant. Clothes hang off the bannister, and wallpaper is half torn from the walls. The stench of an unflushed toilet permeates the air. The room next to it is about to reek of sex.

      “Oi, why don’t you go down on me first?” Trina asks.

      Fane moves from between Trina’s light-skinned legs, holding his penis. “Listen, you know I don’t go down,” he says.

      “Yeah, but when you used to fuck my best friend, you went down on her.”

      Fane swallows hard. “I’ll be real. I used to go down on your friend, but I’m not going down on you because your pussy stinks.”

      Trina narrows her eyes. “Yeah, but you still want to hit it, though, right?”

      “Of course, can’t you see I’m wearing a boot? Just shut up and turn around, you little Jezebel.” Fane laughs to himself, then thrusts into her. Sweat drips down his back as he pushes deeper.

      Trina crawls forward, trying to escape his full length. Fane grips her waist and yanks her back. As his grip loosens, Trina breaks free, spins around, and clamps her mouth on his penis.

      “Hold on, hold on.” Fane pulls out and peels off the condom. “Alright.” He shoves it back into her mouth and groans, pulling on her hair.

      “Strangle me,” she whispers. “Strangle me.”

      Fane grabs her long, slender neck and squeezes. She sucks even harder. He increases the pressure. She grips his butt cheeks. He squeals, “You freaking bitch, ah, you bitch...”
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      DOWNSTAIRS, the front door creaks open. Three men enter and climb the stairs.

      The first twisted face belongs to Gize, tall and thin, with a cat-whisker moustache and thick plaited hair.

      Trina, on her knees, spots Gize first as his six-foot-three frame looms into the room. She stops, her eyes wide. Fane, oblivious, continues strangling. She tries to pull away, but Fane’s grip tightens.

      “Where you going, bitch? Come here...” Fane snarls.

      A punch to Fane’s temple sends him sprawling, making him forget his own name.

      The room falls silent. Trina sits in the corner, red rings marking her neck.

      Before Gize can speak, Vassal, a short man with a rusty complexion, full beard, and nappy hair, enters, followed by Dicey, who has a shaved head with thick razor bumps on his neck, and a scruffy beard.

      Vassal speaks first. “Oi, Gize, the house is empty, rude-boy, there’s no one else in.”

      Dicey pushes past Vassal and steps over Fane. “Oi, this ain’t the yute, you know, star.” He gets no response. “Oi,” he shouts, “rude-boy, this ain’t the yute!”

      Gize turns to Dicey. “Oi, why you shouting for? I done told you this yute knows the yute we want. So just cool man, and go chill over there and make me deal with this.”

      Dicey pauses, looking at Vassal. “Them boy think man’s a fool, ya na.”

      Gize turns to Trina, who is on the floor, the mother of his child. “Oi, get up!”

      Before she can move, she tries to explain.

      Gize bites his thin bottom lip, lets out a sharp exhale, and rushes toward Trina. “Are you taking man for a fool, ah?” He grabs her in a neck hold. “Why the fuck you didn’t answer the phone? You’re in here sucking dick and making...” He sucks his teeth.

      Trina struggles desperately, her screams piercing the air as she flails her arms wildly, attempting to fend off Gize.

      “Who you struggling with, ah, bitch? Who you struggling with?” Gize tightens his grip, pinning Trina to the wall. Her face turns pale.

      Vassal intervenes, knocking away Gize’s arms. “Nah, laow it, blood. Laow dat,” he pleads.

      Trina’s body slumps to the floor.

      Gize wipes the smile from his lips as he spins around to face Vassal and Dicey. He points at Fane. “Why you standing around for? Get him up, then, get him up.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 9

          

        

      

    

    
      BRENDA lies trembling in her bed, tears brimming in her eyes. She flinches at every sound from downstairs, the noise echoing through the thin floorboards. She had seen the insanity in her mother’s eyes—the kind of madness that leads to a coat hanger beating.

      She loathes the suffocating emotions flooding her mind; the emptiness, the terror, and the loneliness. What she hates most is her inability to keep them at bay.

      Squeezing her eyes shut, she forces herself to think about the beautiful doll’s house she saw on TV, the one she hopes Father Christmas will bring. For a moment, excitement and joy push aside her fear, transporting her to a fantasy world where the worst horror is leaving behind her earth-generated happiness.

      Brenda’s face falls into a frown, her eyes growing distant as she recalls what grown-ups had told her: “We all must die one day so that we can be with Jesus.” A radiant smile spreads across her face, and her eyes light up with joy. Yes, that’s the place for me, she thinks, in heaven where Jesus and God will love me.

      “Jesus loves me because God told me so,” she whispers to herself, as warmth spreads through her body like sunlight breaking through the clouds.

      She thinks about the stories from school about God and Jesus. Most of them are confusing, like Jesus dying on the cross and coming back to life. But those details don’t matter; the promise of heaven offers her a glimmer of hope.

      Clasping her hands together, she closes her eyes and prays, “My God, please let me come to heaven, to be with you and baby Jesus. I promise to be a very good girl, just don’t let mummy beat me no more.”

      A heavy thud downstairs startles Brenda, snapping her eyes open and stopping her prayer. She wraps the covers tightly around her body, bracing for a beating.

      When the door doesn’t burst open, she resumes praying, “My God, why do mummy not love me like Jesus do? That’s why I want to come to heaven and be with you. Our Father in heaven, give us our daily bread for I am the glory forever and ever, amen.”

      She turns her head toward the window, gazing at the stars shining brightly in the night sky. The twinkling lights fill her with a sense of happiness, mingling with the celestial glow. She closes her eyes, hoping that Father Christmas will still make her wish come true, while hot urine runs down her leg.
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      FANE has regained consciousness. Cuts and lumps cover his battered, butt-naked body. He stands in the dimly lit bedroom, one knee bent as he clutches his stomach.

      “Shit, this yute can take a beating,” Vassal mutters.

      Dicey pushes off the wall. “Oi, you know what? This is long.”

      Gize shoots Dicey a glare that says, ‘Are you stupid?’ then says, “Why is it long? Why! You don’t even know he’s due to be part of it, too.”

      Fane’s mind races. Part of what? He thought they were beating him because of Trina. He sifts through his memory for all his past transgressions. There are too many. He fixates on the most recent. Oh shit, that was fucked up. He mumbles, “I don’t know nothing, rude-boy. I never did nothing, star.”

      “What...” Gize shouts, “What, what did you say?”

      Fane lifts his head and repeats, “I said I don’t know nothing, yeah.”

      Madness ignites in Gize’s eyes. He glances from Vassal to Dicey and asks rhetorically, “Who’s he talking to?” Then, biting his lip, he lunges at Fane, his bruised knuckles raised. The blow connects with Fane’s chin, sending him tumbling backward. Gize shakes out his fist as Fane crumples to the floor.
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