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 Revenge of the Witches

“Listen up,
gentlemen,” said the boss of the loan shark firm. “We simply have
too many clients with missed repayments, and my patience has run
out. People will think we’re a soft target for loans they don’t
have to pay back, so we’re going to set some examples.

“I’ve drawn up
a shortlist of ten people to sort out. Top of the list is that
bitch who threatened me over the phone, and she owes us the most
money.

“Now, we’ve
been watching her the last few days, and this woman lives alone in
a nice old house, in a quiet respectable area. I want you, Big Jim,
to sort it out. Take Sean, Chris and Carl with you and go around
tomorrow evening, gain entry and put a gun to her head.

“I want my
money, it’s payback time. Once word gets out, our other clients
will think twice about missing payments. I don’t want bloodshed,
gentlemen, just the frighteners for now.”

The following
evening, three of the men drove to the address. Carl—the fourth
man—had been parked up opposite the property all afternoon, keeping
watch, and had seen the lady owner return home a few hours ago.

Now, with two
cars parked up, the group bided their time until it was totally
dark. The tree-lined street was dimly lit, with detached houses on
either side; all was quiet with hardly another car passing by.

Big Jim
eventually got out and casually walked across the road and up the
short driveway, peering through the windows. There was not a single
light on. With ease, he unlocked the front door.

Before
entering, he signalled to his associates to join him, and all four
slowly and quietly entered the house. After searching downstairs,
two of the men checked upstairs but found no one.

Big Jim put
his arm around Carl and whispered in his ear, “Are you sure she
never came out again? You didn’t fall asleep, did you?”

Carl was
adamant that the woman hadn’t reappeared.

“Has every
door been tried, lads? We must be sure as there’re no
outbuildings.”

“One door
under the staircase is locked but it must only be a storage room,”
Sean replied.

Big Jim shook
his head. “Or a bloody cellar. Quiet, all, while I unlock it.”

Jim picked the
lock, and the men made their way down the twisting stone steps. A
sudden chanting of voices below broke the silence, halting the
gang.

With guns at
the ready, they proceeded and soon reached a large, candlelit
cellar and watched on, unseen at first, by a group of men and women
dressed in strange costumes, some wearing odd-shaped headgear.

Laid out on a
stone table was a naked woman; three men stood on the far side of
the table facing the rest of the group. The man in the middle was
tall—well over six feet—and dressed entirely in a black hooded
robe. In his hands was a long, thin knife that looked like some
kind of dagger, which he raised above his head while talking in a
strange language.

Big Jim and
his associates looked on, somewhat confused, before Jim shouted
while pointing his gun, “Stop right there, mister.”

The whole
group turned to face the four intruders, who by now were starting
to feel a bit uneasy.

A silent
standoff ensued until the naked woman on the stone table sat up and
said in a calm, chilling voice, “You’re not welcome here. Get out
of my house or suffer the consequences.”

“I don’t know
or care what the hell’s going on here,” Big Jim replied, “but it’s
you, lady, we’ve come to see.”

Stepping
forward a few feet, group members stared on menacingly at the
gang.

Big Jim
shouted, “Anyone comes any nearer and they’re dead. Stay back. I
mean it.”

Carl, who was
standing next to Jim, quietly whispered in his ear, “Let’s get out
of here and sort this out another day.”

Jim thought
about it for a few seconds and gave the nod for his men to slowly
retreat up the steps.

The strange
group again moved forward to the bottom of the stairway and
stopped, but one member—a man—kept going and started to climb the
steps, in spite of Big Jim’s warning not to come any closer.

A gunshot
echoed around the cellar walls. Clutching his chest, the victim
fell backwards and slid down to the bottom step. A cry of outrage
rang out from the rest of the group as the four-man gang turned and
fled the scene, scrambling into their cars and driving off into the
night.

“The boss
isn’t going to be very happy when he finds out,” Carl said.

“I know,” Jim
replied and then added, “How did all those people get into the
house without you seeing them, Carl?”

“I honestly
don’t know. I can only think they were already in the house. I’m
sorry, Jim.”

Meeting up at
a secret location, the gang explained to their boss what had
happened. He shook his head in disbelief at the whole story.
“You’re telling me our client was naked and about to be stabbed but
she sat up and told you lot to get out of her house as though there
was nothing wrong? Is this some kind of joke, boys, or what?”

Big Jim, who
was a serious man and not to be crossed, assured him it was no
wind-up, and that he had shot a man in the chest.

The boss took
a minute to think and then instructed Big Jim and Chris to take an
early morning ferry across the river and throw the gun over the
side halfway out. Before leaving the meeting, the men were told to
keep a low profile for the time being.

At home, the
boss was expecting the police to call at any minute and take him in
for questioning. The following morning, still with no sign of the
police, he got ready and went to work as usual.

Meanwhile, Big
Jim and Chris boarded the first ferry out and had just departed the
landing stage. The weather was awful; rain lashed down, keeping the
passengers inside the vessel. A few sailing minutes passed by
before Jim went outside to the stern of the ferry to throw the gun
overboard. A woman followed him out. Realising there could be a
witness, Chris hurried out to warn his friend.

To his relief,
Chris saw that Big Jim had turned back and was in conversation with
the woman, but as Chris approached, a hand touched the side of his
cheek from behind. He was frozen to the spot, unable to move, as if
suddenly paralysed.

Chris watched
on in horror as Jim turned away from the woman, climbed on top of
the metal-barred safety rail and jumped overboard into the icy,
fast-moving deep water. The woman walked away as if nothing had
happened, passing Chris by as if he didn’t exist and returning
inside.
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