
  [image: ]


  



   


        Behind the grey    


   


         By Obinna I 


   


      Copyright 2014 Obinna I


  



  E-Book Distribution: XinXii

  http://www.xinxii.com
[image: logo_xinxii]  


  Chapter 1


   


  It was the 90's, the king was still changing faces. Bryan Adams still had a place in the charts and people thought baggy, oversized clothes were fashionable. Stanton college was a place for the eccentrics, the rich, the opulent, the kind of kids that ate from a £200 Doulton plate. Isabelle Amsel was your average teenager. She loved the boy bands and drank a tall glass of coca cola. Tracey Whipman was the hockey team leader. She was beautiful and got the beautiful top grades. Boys melted at the sight of her perfect, vase-like figure.


   


  If knights were a thing of the present, they would joust over her. They would want to make her their lady. She looked immaculate in a regal, purple jacket. It had an embroidered lion head and a yellow crown. She also wore the shortest of skirts. Boys were forever gazing at her long, well oiled legs.  Two boys with large spectacles that looked like windscreens, approached Tracey.


  "We have your maths and history homework", the boys intimated.


  "Not in the hallway you twits", she said in a hushed tone.


  "Sorry Trace..", Stanley apologized.


  "No one calls me Trace".


  "It's Tracey to you, geek boy".


  "You would think a bunch of pencil pushers could at least spell", Tracey ranted.


  "I got you this", Henry said, offering her a wrapped gift.


  "I'll take that, but don't be getting any ideas", she replied, snatching the homework from Stanley's hand.


   


  She turned to leave when Henry said: "don't forget our little token".


  "Whatever..", she replied as she turned to receive the wrapped parcel. She stuffed it in her pink bag and made a rude gesture with her left hand.


  "Later freaks", Tracey said without looking back, as she put some distance between her and the pimple sprouting boys.  


  She cat walked into the community of popular, lipstick wearing, long haired, egotistical, bile bellied girls.


  The group all had ear phones plugged into their ears. It was as if it was a permanent fixture. If there was anything they cared about, it was images of a young Garry Barlow. They probably adored him more for his body, than for any other talent, he may have had in his kitty.  


   


  "You did not just get propositioned by icky and sticky", one of the girls joked


  "Give it over here..".


  "Let us see", Tracey's friends chorused, reaching for the wrapped parcel. Tracey struggled to keep the parcel away from the rampaging teenage girls, leaning on her back. They swarmed around her like hungry bears, poaching honey from a beehive. In the fracas that ensued, the packaging got ripped. What lay beneath the beautiful wrapping,  was unflattering and appeared to freak the girls out.


  "Ewh.. grose", Tracey remarked, stepping on a lever and tossing the content of the wrapping into a near by bin.


   


  The cool foursome were chattering like hummingbirds, when a curly haired figure approached them.


  "Hi Lindsey, Shirley, Anne and Tracey".


  "Can I listen to what you're playing?", the blue eyed skinny girl asked.


   


   


   


  "In what planet would we share our stuff with the likes of you!?",  Tracey replies, placing both of her hands on her waist.


  "Yeah!, do us all a favour and be invisible".


  "Things are a lot better that way", Shirley interjected, making wrinkles between her eyebrows as she looked menacingly at the tearful, ebony haired girl.


  "Common guys!, give her a break", Anne said.


  Tracey smiled at Anne and said:


  "Its alright".


  "I'll give her a chance".


  "Jezebel..or whatever your name is".


  "Follow my lead".


   


  Isabelle followed her into the girls toilet. Tracey took a bite out of an apple and placed it in the sink. She looked at Isabelle like a vulture, glaring at a dying antelope and said:


  "Do you really wanna be part of our little group?".


  "Of course, Tracey",


  "I'd like that very much", the more than eager dark haired teen replied.


  "That's what I wanted to hear".


  "You can join us", Tracey said.


  "Thank you", Isabelle shouted with gleeful cheer in her eyes.


  "There's something you've got to do first", Tracey intimated.


  "What is that Tracey?", Isabelle asked.


  "Fill that sink up and fetch the apple", Tracey replied.


   


  Isabelle walked slowly towards the sink, like a mouse sneaking into a cheese factory. She turned the tap on. Brown water oozed out. Then it became clear. The sink filled up quickly. Isabelle stretched out her right hand to fetch the apple. She was jolted by Tracey's yelling.


  "No, no, no, no..".


  "Its not going to be that easy".


  "You have to get the apple with your mouth", Tracey explained.


  "Are you sure about this?", Isabelle asked.


  "Positively sure", Tracey said as she goaded her into accepting the challenge.


   


  Isabelle leaned forward, bending her frame downwards. She dipped her face into the water and got a hold of the apple with her teeth. Tracey beckoned on Shirley and Lindsey. The trio pressed down on Isabelle's neck, keeping her face and hair submerged under water. The horrified girl made bubbles in the water as she tried to scream.


  "What the fuck are you doing?", Anne thundered as she barged into the girls toilet.


  "We're giving the bitch a good dunk".


  "Smelly here needs a bath", Tracey replied with a smug smile on her face.


  "Get the fuck off her!", Anne yelled, pulling the other girls away from their victim.


   


   


  "Cough, cough, cough..", Isabelle coughed and gasped as she sat on the toilet floor breathing heavily.


  "You guys are total bitches", Anne said, reprimanding the nasty trio.


  "Laterz...".


  "Smell you later", the trio replied, laughing like a pack of hyenas as they exited the toilet.


  "Are you okay?", Anne enquired.


  "You're not like the other girls", Isabelle said.


  "I try to be kind".


  "Cousin Sam says I have the heart of a saint", Anne joked.


  "It's not that".


  "You have something inside you".


  "Something...", Isabelle argues.


   


  Ring.., ring.., ring.., the bell tolled. It interrupted the girls conversation. The dark haired girl recoiled into her own shell and walked away quickly. She left a puzzled Anne in a confused state. Everyone was already in their seats when Anne walked into the classroom. Eyes peered at her from every angle. It was as if an alien had just touched down from planet Uranus. It gave her an unpleasant feeling in the gut.


  "Don't mind me miss Baker".


  "You may sit in your own time".


  "Its not as if the rest of us have things to do", miss Blanche said mockingly.


  "Sorry miss", Anne apologized as she took her sit behind Tracey.


   


   


  Miss Blanche shrugged off the pupils misdemeanor and wiped the chalk board with a duster. She scribbled out two words on the board.


  "Matthew Hopkins".


  "Does anyone have an idea?".


  "Maybe an inkling about his role in British history", the history teacher asked.


  Tracy whispers: "don't look now but miss creepy face is staring at us".


  "Ahm..eewh..her face looks like a dogs dinner", Shirley mocked.


  When Tracey turned to look at Shirley, she was overcome with fright. Her hands shook like a harmattan leaf.


   


  "What's wrong with your face?".


  "What's wrong with all your faces?".


  "Ahh..", Tracey yelled and scratched at what she thought was scarab Beatles, crawling all over her hands and then up her legs. She was terrified by what she saw. The faces of everyone around her looked like mummified corpses, with scarab beetles crawling out from their eye sockets and noses.


  "Tracey Whipman, what the hell has gotten into you?", the teacher yelled.


  She tried to come close to Tracey but the girl lashed out, scratching the teachers arm in the process.


   


  "Get off me!", the disoriented teen howled.


   


  Tracy ran out of the door, frantically scratching and pulling at her hair. She left clumps of it on the floor after she left. The teacher had a shocked look on her face. She stared into nothingness like a robot for a few minutes.


  "Miss are you okay?", the pupils shouted.


  The chorus of voices soon woke her up.


  "Yes..".


  "I'm just fine, thank you".


  "Back to today's lesson".


  "The teaching assistants will take care of miss Whipman".


  "Now, who can tell me about Matthew Hopkins", miss Blanche enquired with a shaky voice.


   


  A chubby kid in the most ridiculous looking grandpa spectacles, raised his hand up. He seemed very eager. As if he was about to win the euro millions jackpot. Miss Blanche smiled, making a small crater on both her cheeks. She had perfect dimples.


  "Very well, Henry".


  "Let's hear what you have to say", the teacher said.


  The boy sprang to his feet like Ben Johnson.


  "Matthew Hopkins was a lawyer".


  "He was more famous for sending three hundred innocent  women to their deaths".


  "He gave himself the title: witch hunter", the boy elaborated with a hint of pride on his face.


   


  Miss Blanche applauded his effort and addressed the class saying:


   


  "That's correct Henry".


  "He made money out of peoples superstitious beliefs".


  "He preyed on the vulnerability of women who didn't have anyone to protect them".


  "He used flimsy things like birth marks, deformities or even a funny limp as reason for their guilt".


  "It is believed he met his Waterloo when he contracted tuberculosis".


  "This was..", miss Blanche carried on speaking.


  "Miss Blanche", a loud female voice interjected.


   


  Miss Blanche turned her gaze in the direction of a raised hand, with finger nails painted in black.


  "Okay miss Amsel".


  "Care to enlighten us?", the teacher said sarcastically.


  The girl rose from her chair. She rose very slowly like an old man afflicted by severe arthritis.


  "Common we haven't got all day".


  "Let's hear this theory of yours", miss Blanche urged her.


   


  When she was finally stood erect, Isabelle opened her lips and spoke with conviction in her voice.


  "There is another theory".


  "Its an old wives tale my gran used to tell".


  "It says the women he oppressed, banded together against him".


  "They say they pretended to be harlots". "The women drank with him and when he was drunk, they led him to the woods".


  "He was stripped of his fine clothes, boiled in a cauldron and fed to his own dogs".


  "They ate every morsel", the dark haired teen elaborated with sadistic relish in her eyes.


   


  The male pupils roared with relish as Isabelle's gory tale made them go wild. They tapped their table in excitement and chanted:


  "Burn the witch..".


  "Burn the witch..".


  "Burn the witch..".


  Miss Blanche became quite alarmed. She hit her table with a ruler and spoke in a raised voice:


   "That will be enough now".


  "You've had quite enough excitement for the day".


   


  Jake Blakeley gave a smug smile and grumbled a bit. He murmured a few words under his breath: "frigid Catholic bitch".


  His buddies, Sam Baker and Julian Cressy chuckled with him, covering their mouths with their hands as they did so.


   


  Looking straight in the petulant boys direction, she shot them a stern look. It was as if her face was made from cast iron. She walked to Jakes table and placed her hands on its face.  she stared him in the face and admonished him saying:


  "Is there something you'd like to share with us?...".


  "Mr Blakeley".


  "Aahm.. No miss, I do not", Jake answered in a timid voice.


  "Childish humor is a compensatory tool for scared little boys".


  "Scared little boys hide behind their little tools".


  "Keep your little tool to yourself, Jake".


  "Are we clear?", the teacher shouted


  "We're clear, miss Blanche", the humiliated teen responded.


   


  She turned away from him and smiled. In her mind, she had won a small victory. She had emasculated the alpha dog in the classroom. Jake was on the football team. He was the captain. He was also devilishly handsome. All the girls had wet dreams about him. They often talked in the changing room,  about how they would like to eat him up like toffee. Well that Monday afternoon, his ego took a massive hit. Miss Blanche was certainly not remorseful for her actions.


  Chapter 2


   


  Savouring her moment of triumph miss Blanche smiled at her audience and said:


  "That will be all class".


  "Mark page twenty six on your textbooks".


  "Read that up and write me a comprehensive summary of life in Britain in Elizabethan era".


  "You are dismissed", she said.


  The class filed out like a herd of wild buffalo.


  Jake felt a tug on his jacket. He looked back. It was miss Blanche, impeding his swift departure.


  "Not you, Mr Blakeley".


  "You will be getting an extra long detention", she intimated.


  "Why miss?".


  "Wasn't my apology good enough?", the puzzled boy enquired.


   


  She looked at him and laughed. Then she pulled out a couple A4 sheets. She pressed the paper against his chest and said:


  "You have to write it a thousand times".


  "You're joking, right", the motor mouth youth protested.


  "You have to write that you're sorry a thousand times or I'll personally see that you get thrown off the team", she threatened.


  "You can't do that".


  "I busted my ass all summer to make it to captain", he moaned.


  "Then I suggest you get started".


  "Tick-tock Mr Blakeley, I haven't got all day", miss Blanche replied.


   


  You could tell she had an unflinching desire to make the poor boy squirm, to atone for his distasteful choice of words. He probably cursed at her in his private thoughts. Every single letter was laboured. Especially since he did not mean what the contents of the papers were saying.


   


  Outside the classroom doors, there were whispers amongst student. They jested about Tracey Whipman losing her marbles and turning into a raving lunatic.


  "They'll be locking that wacko in a looney bin soon", a group of lads mocked.


  Isabelle smirked with a look of cold indifference on her face as she passed the group of gossiping boys.


   


  Shirley and Lindsey blocked Isabelle's exit route. They stood right in front of her with their arms folded. Then they shoved her against the wall, restraining both her hands.


  "What did you do to Tracey?, freak!", Lindsey demanded.


  "Nothing she didn't deserve", the blue eyed slim girl replied with a look of iron cast defiance on her face.


   


  "You fucking bitch!".


  "You take that back!, you Gothic slut", Lindsey growled.


  "Ha..ha..ha..ha, its okay to be scared", Isabelle said mockingly as she looked Lindsey in the face.


   


  Lindsey responded with a punch. It sent Isabelle crashing to the ground.


  "Who's scared now?, you little shit!", Lindsey shouted.


  Isabelle licked her lips as she lay on the ground. There was a bit of blood on it. It was busted.


  Shirley held Lindsey back saying:


  "Let's go".


  "She's not worth the trouble".


  Lindsey breathes heavily then walks out, through the main exit door. Shirley hurriedly walks quickly behind her. They chatter in loud voices as they exit together.


  The beat down teenage girl slowly picks herself up and walked out the exit door.


   


  "Miss Isabelle, let me take your bag", a tall, well built, graying suited up man offered as he held the back door of the black BMW open for the skinny, frail looking girl.


  "Thank you".


  "You are too kind, Boris", Isabelle remarked.


   


  She perched her scrawny, little backside on the wide, creamy, leather back seat. As the car drove off she pulled out an ugly looking doll out of her bag. It looked like it was carved out of wood. It was dressed up in a uniform, similar to the one worn by students of Stanton college. The doll had blood on its face and pins stuck in its eyes. It had a mop of brunette hair on its wooden scalp.


   


  "How was your day at school?, miss Isabelle", Boris asked.


  "It was very entertaining".


  "I quite enjoyed the spectacle", Isabelle answered, stroking the doll as she stared out the window.


  There was silence in the car as they went through a tunnel.


  "You made me loose bubble points, Boris", the spoilt little girl complained, making a naughty face as she did so.


  "Its the interference from the thick tunnel structure".


  "It must block the 2G signal, somehow".


  "Don't worry little miss".


   "We shall be out of this hole in no time", the driver reassures the little girl.


   


  Isabelle put her phone away, in the side pocket of her purple jacket. She reclined her head backwards, resting it on the back seat. Her hands were clasped as if she was in some state of meditation. She opened her eyes when the car finally reached its destination. She lived in a big detached house in Greenwich. The roof structure had an eccentricity about it.


   


  It combined the designs of a spire and a dutch gable. There was a solitary wind vane on top of the spire. It squeaked like a field mouse whenever it got battered by a gust of wind, turning round in opposing directions like a drunken man. She was an heiress to a substantial fortune. When her parents passed away in a tragic accident at sea, the entire Amsel estate landed in her lap. She was only ten years of age when that happened. Her uncle Boris took charge of managing her estate on her behalf. This would remain so until she was eighteen.


   


   


  Uncle Boris held unto the girls bag. He pushed the buzzer. A female voice filtered through a small speaker.


  "Yes.., how may I help you?".


  "Its Boris..".


  "Olga let us in", the dark skinned man demanded.


  "Just wait one minute Boris".


  "In this moment, I'm just finishing cooking", the voice filtering through the speaker replied, in an east European accent.


  Boris turned to look at his ward. Her face seemed to be fixated on the green screen of her mobile device.


  "You really like that contraption".


  "You spend way to much time on it, you know!", Boris remarked.


   


  She did not reply. She was engrossed in playing a game of snakes on her handset. There was a clicking behind the door. The an uncoupling of the tiny chain on behind the door. A robust mature woman emerged from behind the black door. She had a hairy mole on her right cheek.


  "Come in..come in".


  "I shall put dinner on table soon", Olga said.


  "I do not know about the little miss but I can eat a Buffalo right now".


  "I am famished", the man in a well ironed suit confessed.


  "That is not on the menu tonight", Mr Schneider.


   


  The burly woman in a black and white maids dress withdrew from the massive dinning room area. She walked with a limp. She had her bad leg supported by a metal brace. It creaked as she hobbled along, resting more of her weight on the good leg. It was a wonder she wasn't using a zimmer frame.


  Boris sat at the opposite end of the table to Isabelle. The maid wheeled the meal out and placed the food on the table.


   


  "Enjoy", she urged them before pulling her entire girth up the flight of stairs.


   


  Isabelle took the lid off the plate. It was a bloodied feast. Two fat, furry, brown creatures with dead eyes lay sprawled in a curled up position on the plate. Isabelle took the knife from her left side and poked it into one of the furry things.


  "Ah!, Rattus norvegicus".


  "The brown, plump, meaty house pest".


  "The blood smells".


  "It smells so unholy".


  "It smells like the filth of the earth", the dark haired girl babbled on.


  "Did my sister, rest her departed soul not teach you never to play with food", Boris asked.


  "Eat child..".


  "Eat!", he urged her.


   


  The impaled rat twitched like a fish out of water on the knife. Isabelle opened her mouth. She split the furry, fat rat in two with one bite. There was blood spatter on her face as she crunched on the flesh and bone of the rodent. She put aside the knife and gorged on the remains of the rat. She tore the other one apart with her bare hands. Her teeth crunched on its meat like a wild beast chewing on prey. When she was done feasting, she let out a loud inhuman noise. It was an ear wrenching sound to listen to.


   


   


  When all the screaming had ceased, Boris rang a small, brass bell four times. You could hear the squeaking sound of the big woman's metallic, walking aid. When she finally made it down the stairs, Isabelle's uncle had retired to the study.


  "Will you be needing any treats for bedtime?".


  "Maybe fresh liver, eye ball of a raven or a scrumptious piece of placenta", Madame Olga enquired


  "No thank you".


  "I simply want to go to sleep".


  "Good night Madame Olga", Isabelle replied.


   


  She dragged the wooden doll be the leg, letting its head bang against the steps as she ascended the staircase. She soon came to a white door. There were posters with disturbing graphic images embossed on them. The images were of anorexic celebrities, spaced out on drugs. The door hinges creaked and the door moved backwards as if it was pushed by a gust of wind. Isabelle walked through the door. She shut it behind her. She took a few steps into the room and stopped to stare at a large mirror attached to a chest of drawers.


   


  She looked intently at her reflection as she brushed her hair. She bent her head to the right. Her reflection did the same. She bent her head to the left. Nothing unexpected happened.


   


  She abandoned her childish antics and headed for the king sized bed. When she was away from the mirror, her reflection stood erect. Its eyes burned red like fire and it sprouted bulging veins on its temple. Its face was wrinkled and hideous like that of an old hag. It gasped like an old man on his death bed. Isabelle did not notice this strange event. She was fast asleep under the covers of a warm duvet. She certainly would not move an inch from the comforts of warm bedding caressing her skin.


   


   


  The graying, well built man was sat on a reclining brown leather chair. He lit an ornate, antique pipe. He didn't like the regular cigarette. It didn't quite give the buzz he got from burning natural tobacco powder. He had before him, a black bowl. It held inside it what looked like old cat bones. The dark skinned man started to chant. Then he blew smoke from the pipe into the black bowl. Something strange happened. The bones levitated like puppets on a strong. They started to align themselves in proper position like some sort of jigsaw puzzle.


   


  The lights in the house started to flicker on and off in an erratic fashion. The table shook violently but this did not disturb the bones. They remained suspended at a few centimetres above the table. The bones started to become wrapped in strands of flesh. Then ginger hair started to sprout from the naked flesh of the animated carcass. Its eyelids flapped open, revealing a pair of bright green eyes. Boris reached out and held the cats face. He looked straight into it's eyes. He became still like a wax figure. Everything in the house became still like a photograph.
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