*_End_*

*Prologue*

Date: 8^th of June

Time: 9.05 p.m.

It was a dark and gloomy night. The rain was pouring heavily for the last hour. The road was flooded with water and cars were making big splashes as they rushed by Jonathan’s car. He instinctively edged himself aside as though avoiding the splash, even though knowing he was surely safe and dry in his car.

He rummaged through a pile of plastic bags to find a small flask that was on his passenger seat next to him. Finding it, he deftly opened the cap, leaving the steering wheel unattended, as usual, and drank its contents. He let the warm aftertaste of the brandy settle in his mouth as he savoured the flavour.

The brandy was cheap, and lousy. He expected it, but it did not stop him from complaining. He had not bought the brandy for its tastes or its flavour, but more for its alchohol. He felt a warm sensation glow within his stomach and he had forgotten how bad the stuff was.

“ Gee, I’m getting more and more like my client,” John said to himself. Then, for no apparent reason, he started laughing softly to himself. “If I consider him a client…” he said softly.

The bright lights of a trailer truck flashed in front of his eyes as the trailer went past his car. He slowed down at an intersection and turned right into a residential area. It was much quieter here, with less cars moving cruising around.

Slowing his car to almost a crawl, he peered through the heavy rain to spot his house. There it was, sandwiched between two unoccupied houses. John always never had neighbours and strangely enough, he never fancied neighbours.

As his automatic front gate opened, he drove his car into the driveway. His wheels screeched loudly as he grounded his car to a halt.

John or his full name: Jonathan Handel was a detective by profession. He worked at the town’s police station. Currently, he was working on a homicide case where a man had killed another at a bar. Both did not know each other personally, and were just involved in a drunken brawl that ended up in the lock-up.

John entered his house by the front door. The wooden door creaked loudly as he entered. Placing his overcoat on his coat-hanger and throwing his case file on the dining table, he dropped himself on his sofa, closing his eyes to sleep. He had not bothered to even switch on any of his appliances.

He was not tired physically, but rather, mentally. The case was a simple one: a murder was done, or claimed to be performed, due to self defense. Yet, the murderer was complicating matters. John felt that this person was mad, from what he was claiming.

He suddenly sat bolt upright. Looking out his window, he saw a car drive up to his gate through the thick, dense shower of rain. He got excited all of a sudden. Hopefully, this was the witness he needed to clear this case easily.

He got up quickly and switched on the lights. His house was suddenly filled with bright lights, perking up the place. Opening up his door, he saw a young lady running up to his porch through the open gate he had conveniently forgotten to close.

“ You are?” John asked.

“ Erica Newstead,” she replied, panting.

“ Well, just the person I wanted to see. Please, come right in,” John said.
