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Deeply disturbing events unfolded around me. People in my orbit were dying. Fit, strong people with plenty of life left in them. Their names had all been elicited from me in recent conversations - some by a group of complete strangers in apparently random but probing exchanges, others in fresh conversations with a local acquaintance. Three died within days of my uttering their name.

I was being sent messages, in the form of dead bodies. The walls of imminent danger were closing in. Disembodied voices plagued me like never before. Well known figures, many of them celebrities, had been appearing in my immediate vicinity. Some of them would just stare, stone faced. Others would instigate conversations with me, psychologically threatening conversations crafted specifically to let me know my flat was bugged and they were listening. Sounds crazy. It was very real. My rented flat was bugged, I was being targeted with 'Voice of God' weapons and a shiver of human sharks were circling.

Some of 'the voices' conveyed threatening messages. I knew who that was: a psycho-sociopathic vigilante trying to hijack my subconscious mind. He wanted to kill me. They always worked like this. Other voices told me I was going to be safe. People knew what was happening and there was a counter-op being set up to rescue me. Really? I couldn't take the chance of trusting that. Were these people trying to lull me into a false sense of security? Was the threat of danger designed to push me into the arms of those who were trying to 'rescue' me only for the script to be flipped? Was salvation where the real danger lay? Or, were they just trying to scare me?

Having cured myself of the ills their previous poisons had inflicted upon me, I'd regained my health and fitness and finally finished my long overdue book. I was ready to publish and kickstart my life again. I'd also managed to squirrel away a few thousand pounds ready cash, more than enough for a little adventure. I felt strong. Ready to travel again, or so I thought. This, however, was exactly the time they liked to strike.

There was something strange going on with Dwayne, a relatively new local acquaintance. I'd known him for a couple of years, during which he'd wormed his way into my small social circle. He was a sketchy looking guy from one of the big local estates, married with teenage kids. A few weeks earlier he'd had a car crash which landed him in hospital. He hadn't been right since. Claimed his dead father appeared to him while he was off his nut on painkillers. Said his long deceased Dad sat on the end of his hospital bed and told him all manner of secrets from beyond the grave, secrets Dwayne refused to divulge. He believed what he was telling me, no doubt about that. I suspected he was being manipulated by my enemies. To what end? I should have been more than a little concerned. Surely I'd treated him with enough respect, generosity and friendship to warrant some degree of loyalty...

I had a strong sense that our most recent conversations had been primed by a third party. The pre-determined questions and my elicited, sometimes implanted, answers gave away the identity of the threat. I knew exactly who it was, because he wanted me to know. Was he controlling Dwayne with voice of God tech as well? Still, I was happy for the guy to continue dropping in for a joint and a few games of backgammon because I thought I could learn more about what was happening. Friends close, enemies closer sort of mentality.
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