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Brendan was out at the graveyard working his arms to death, it was a dark night, with a flashlight propped up on a bag nearby was the only thing helping him see the tomb he had been attempting to pry open for the last three hours. 

The tomb loomed before him made of stone, it was large enough for a person to walk a few steps in, that much he had gathered from inspecting it with a walk around. The door to the tomb was swallowed in thick metal bars, possibly reinforced steel that criss-crossed the door, fixed to the stone walls on either side of it. It was frustratingly secure.

“Jesus Christ,” Brendan muttered, dropping the crowbar with a clang. He flexed his trembling fingers, wincing at the blisters forming. Five years of spreadsheets and tax returns had prepared his hands for keyboards and paper cuts, not this manual labor bullshit. His forearms burned with a sensation he hadn’t felt since high school gym class.

“Dam, they really wanna keep you in there, don’t they, Madeline?” he chuckled to himself, though the humour was lost as he wiped sweat from his brow with an already-soaked shirt sleeve. His entire button-down clung to his body like a second skin, completely drenched despite the cool night air.

The metal bars hadn’t budged more than a centimetre at most. He initially tried busting through it with a hammer, than the shovel, and now for the past hour the crowbar. 

He breathed a sigh, “I’ve earn’t a break.”

Brendan went and retrieved his bag and torch before resting against the side of the stone tomb. He sat on ground and unzipped his bag to reveal his pick me up. An energy drink and a sandwich, ham and cheese, his favourite of course, and unwrapped it. As he was about to take the first bite, a flicker of light came from his right side, along the dirt path.

“Shit,” Brendan grunted, scrambling to his feet and darting around the back of the tomb. He hastily shoved the sandwich back into its wrapper and clicked off his flashlight, plunging himself into darkness. With his heart hammering in his chest, he ducked around to the rear of the tomb, pressing his back against the cold stone.
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