
 



Chapter 1 

 

Sitting between his mum and Gavin in the grubby waiting room, Ben stared down at 

his bandaged wrists.  

“Ben… Ben, honey,” 

Caught in the event horizon of the blackest depression ever, he failed to hear 

until she shook his knee. Blinking once, he turned to face her. 

“Ben, they’re ready for you now.” 

She smiled, but behind her armour of glossy bleached hair, fake eyelashes, 

and scarlet lipstick, he knew she was as shit-scared as he was. 

“Come on, then.” Patting his hand, she got up and tugged on her short black 

skirt. “You don’t want to keep Dr. McKenzie waiting.” 

He wobbled to his feet, the raw, uncontrolled terror flooding over him when his 

eyes fell on the two huge men in clinical white uniforms, guarding the fortified 

doorway. 

“It’ll be all right, mate,” said Gavin, placing a hand on his shoulder. “You’ll get 

the help you need here.” 

Ben wasn’t so sure. Trembling in dread at what would happen, he turned to 

Gavin to save him. His big brother was the only one who could now. 

“I know you’re scared.” Gavin’s normally strong features were strained as his 

pale blue eyes filled with tears. “I’m scared too, but we don’t know what else to do 

anymore.” 

Ben knew he was a fucked-up mess, but what his family didn’t know was that 

he had no desire to be anything else. Walking like an old man of seventy instead of 

the sixteen-year-old boy he was, he allowed himself to be led into Dr. McKenzie’s 

office. 



“Please sit down,” said the doctor, gesturing to the three antique mahogany 

chairs set before his intimidating desk. “I’m sure this must all be a little 

overwhelming.” 

Declining the doctor’s proffered hand, Ben sat down in the centre chair and 

looked at his wrists. 

“Everything seems to be in order,” said the doctor, flicking through the huge 

manila file containing a tome of psychiatrist reports and the required two 

independent doctors’ signatures. “Do you understand why you’re here, Ben?”  

Knowing he had no choice but to answer, Ben met the speckled eyes framed 

by thick-rimmed glasses. “Because you think I’m nuts and need to be locked away.” 

“You’re here so we can help you.” The doctor was a poor imitation of a young 

Sigmund Freud with his pointed beard. “I know you’ve been through a lot recently, 

losing your father, Wendy finishing—” 

“I didn’t try to kill myself because Wendy dumped me!” He couldn’t go through 

all of this again; he’d already been subjected to more interrogations than a terrorist 

suspect. “I just want to die. Why can’t any of you lot just accept that?” 

Conscious of his mother sobbing off her makeup, he went back to staring at 

his wrists, focusing on where the blood had seeped through the bandages and 

turned an ugly shade of brown.  

“Ben,” said the doctor after another long silence. “No one wants to die, 

especially a young, intelligent, healthy boy with lots of friends and a family that loves 

him.” 

If Ben could have found it in him to laugh, he would have. Laughing was well 

beyond his reach. 



“I can help you,” the doctor continued. “I too was considered to be gifted, and 

just like you, I often asked too much of myself. When my own father lost his battle 

against cancer, I blamed myself for his death...” 

Ben flinched at the doctor’s choice of words. 

“You were not responsible for your father’s death,” said the doctor, leaning 

forward. “It was an accident, a terrible accident...” 

Ben covered his ears with his hands. He didn’t want to hear it, but the memory 

was already awake and playing out in his mind. Once again, he found himself 

transported back to that stormy night, on his knees in the middle of the country road, 

hands covered in his dad’s blood. He shut his eyes, but it only turned the blood even 

more scarlet.  He opened them again, and with the doctor’s words hurling him back 

to that night, he did the only thing he could to escape the guilt — he fled inside his 

own mind.  

Instinct led him deeper and deeper into parts of his psyche where he’d never 

been, away from all the hurt and pain that tortured him relentlessly; his hearing 

switched off, his breathing slowed, and everything turned grey. 

He froze, open-mouthed, as he faded into a black-and-white movie. Heart 

bruising his chest, he turned his hands over to see if they were the same colour on 

the other side. They were. Every bit of colour had been sucked out of him, and in a 

numb state of confused fear, he watched in terrified fascination as the creeping 

greyness spread outwards like a pool of paint stripper. “Ben?”  

He jumped as a hand touched his shoulder, and once again, he was sat in 

front of the doctor’s dark brown wooden desk, with everything as it should be; only 

this time, Gavin stared at him. 

“Ben, are you all right?”  



Realising his mouth was still open Ben closed it, the fear in Gavin’s eyes 

freaking him out even more.   

“Are you sure?”  

He nodded and stared back down at his bandaged wrists, white material 

stained with dried brown blood. 

“Is there something wrong with your hands?” asked the doctor. 

Ben shook his head, unsure if he could talk as his brain tried to process what 

had just happened; because things like that didn’t just happen.   

“Do you want some water?” Gavin enquired, talking slowly, as if Ben were a 

hard-of-hearing five year old. 

Conscious that he was acting weird, Ben nodded, eyes darting everywhere as 

he searched for something lurking behind the bookshelves or under the desk that 

could explain why his world had momentarily turned grey. 

“Here you go,” said the doctor. 

Ben grabbed the yellow plastic beaker with trembling hands and drained it, 

but his mouth was still dry. 

“Better?” asked the doctor, peering down his nose at Ben. 

“Yes,” he lied. He would not tell some shrink that everything had just turned 

black and white. “Just drifted off.” 

“He does a lot of that, Dr. McKenzie,” said his mother, between crying fits. 

“Doesn’t move for hours, just sits there staring into space…” 

“When did this start?” asked the doctor. 

Ben’s mother was still crying, so Gavin answered. “A few weeks after Dad 

died.” 



Not listening, Ben focused on his hands, the fear he really was losing his mind 

making him tremble even more. 

“It must have been a terrible strain on all of you,” said the doctor 

sympathetically. “I know when my own father passed away—” 

“My dad was a wanker,” Gavin replied, not letting him finish. “And don’t you 

say nothing, Mum. He was a drunken loser and we were lucky he killed just himself!” 

Ben closed his eyes as he failed to contain his fear. Perhaps he was mad. He 

couldn’t deny he was different. But gifted? Wasn’t that just another word for freak? 

His dad thought so, and that’s all Ben could remember from the fight, his dad 

shouting at him, ‘Why can’t you just be normal? Why do you have to be so bloody 

smart all the time?’ 

“It wasn’t your fault,” said Gavin, putting an arm around Ben. “I know you did 

everything you could to stop him from driving that night.” 

Unable to take the kindness any longer, Ben tried to push his brother away, 

but Gavin refused to let go. Ben’s defences collapsed. His whole body convulsed 

with the most wretched sobs that tore him apart from the inside out. 

“It’s all right,” Gavin assured him, as their mother formally committed Ben to 

the care of White Waves Asylum. “Whatever it is, me and Mum will be here for you.”  

 

 

 

 

  



Chapter 2 
 

Dragged from Gavin by the orderly ogres, they shoved Ben into a sterile room that 

contained a myriad of stainless steel instruments and an equally sinister-looking 

steel trolley. 

“Strip!” snarled the biggest of the orderlies, the one with the greasy black 

ponytail.  

In his terror, Ben searched for an escape, but there was none. Even the 

window was covered in bars. He ran over to it. “GAVIN!” he yelled in terror, as he 

watched his brother and Mum huddled under the same umbrella as they made their 

way across the car park. “GAVIN!” 

“Your brother can’t hear you,”  

Defeated, Ben turned round to face them. 

“Well?” said the other orderly, rolling up his sleeves to reveal huge biceps 

covered in colourful tattoos. “What you waiting for? Get them clothes off.” 

“Why?” With trembling hands, Ben pulled off his hoodie. 

“Thought you were supposed to be smart,” snorted the first. “We need to 

check you haven’t got any weapons or drugs.” 

“But I haven’t.” Fumbling with his belt, he let his jeans pool around his feet 

and then stood there, shivering in his pants. 

“Everything!” With a nasty smile, the second man snapped on a pair of 

surgical gloves. “Then get your skinny arse on that table.” 

Just when he thought he couldn’t tumble any farther, the White Waves 

orderlies broke him utterly with their brutal search. At first, he fought. Fighting only 

made them crueller, and after the final assault where fat fingers poked a variety of 



coloured pills down his throat, they threw him and his clothes into a cell that 

resembled a glorified dog kennel. He was finally left alone. 

Hugging his ribs, he rocked back and forth at the foot of the small bed, tears 

running down his pale cheeks. He supposed he deserved this much — murder was a 

life sentence; he just wished he’d been able to confess. But if he did, he’d ruin 

everyone else’s lives too. Gavin could never be a detective sergeant if his brother 

was inside for murder, and if his mum knew he’d been the one driving that night, it 

would kill her. 

If there’d been a can of petrol and a match, he wouldn’t even have hesitated. 

That was how much it hurt.  

Then it happened again, just like in the doctor’s office — only this time his 

tears washed away the colour.  

Shock temporarily kept the tears within him, but the colour continued to fade 

from the room, as if God turned down the contrast on the entire world. He swallowed, 

unable to move as the blue faded from his hospital robe, travelling upwards, until 

even his dark blond hair turned the colour of granite.  

The pills made him… see things. But clinging to logic couldn’t halt his descent 

into terror as the feeling disappeared from his fingers, and he stopped being able to 

smell the stale piss wafting from the bathroom.  

Biting on his bottom lip to keep himself from crying out, Ben stumbled to his 

feet as the grey spread out to encompass the dirty blue lino. Outside, the storm was 

in full force, rain splattering against the barred windows as the howling winds bent 

the trees double. However, everything just sounded muffled to him, as if his ears 

were full of cotton wool. Fighting to hold onto something real, he turned on the TV. 



The news — in black-and-white. He changed channels to some dance show — in 

black-and-white.  

Ben turned off the TV and collapsed onto his bed as his legs buckled beneath 

him. Completely deaf in the black-and-white gloom, he watched out the window as 

the forked lightning shattered the sky into a million fragments and once again, his 

guilt took him back to the moment he’d killed his father.  

Sprawled on his back in the middle of the country road, Ben blinked himself 

awake, each drop of icy cold rain making the skull-splitting pain in his forehead 

explode in vivid shades of scarlet. His father lay next to him, and as Ben couldn’t find 

the courage to face what he’d done, the monochrome force ensnared him, dragging 

him through a tear between realities. Wrenched from the tortured mind that always 

led him to the country road where he’d killed his father, Ben was powerless to resist, 

and like a leaf caught in the current of a whirlpool, the vortex gobbled him up.  

 

  



Chapter 3 
 

Ben blinked and stared up at the unmoving, colourless sky, which reflected the 

hopelessness that filled every waking moment of his miserable life. At first, he 

thought he was dreaming, but as the minutes became hours, and then the hours 

became days, he realised this was no dream, and like a zombie devoid of feeling, he 

stared at the gloom above, too listless to do anything else. 

Gazing up at the sky that looked like it had been painted by a particularly 

depressed six-year-old with only black and white paint, he lay there thinking of 

nothing, clueless how much time had passed, with the absence of the sun, moon, 

and stars, until something clicked awake in his mind — his curiosity.  

He wanted to know why. Why he lay on his back on something hard, when the 

last thing he remembered was being locked up in White Waves? Then he wanted to 

know why it was all grey. Why it was so quiet? Why there were no people? Why no 

one looked for him? Why he wasn’t cold? Why he wasn’t hungry or thirsty? Why 

there weren’t any birds in the sky? And why he wasn’t freaking out?  

That’s what bothered him the most — the not-freaking-out-bit. He was as 

hollow as bamboo when he should be terrified, fascinated, or at least anxious, or 

maybe spooked. He should feel something. Nevertheless, the lack of emotion didn’t 

stop the questions. Then after several more hours, when the questions became a 

relentless shouting in his ear, Ben sat up. 

“HELLO!” 

Nothing.  

Ben blinked. He could hear, but his sight was still grey. It must be the drugs. 

He blinked again, noticed he sat in what looked like grey grass, and switched his 

attention to the banks of empty grey chairs that stretched around in a vast oval. 



There were gigantic video screens, monotone billboards, and fast food stalls, yet 

despite the lack of colour, the place felt familiar. He knew where he was. Knew it 

really well, but it was only when he spotted the gigantic poster of a group of 

greyhounds did he know for sure this was Romford Stadium. 

He stood up. This was just too weird. Pulling up his hood, he trudged across 

the concrete-coloured grass in search of other people, looking left then right, but 

finding nothing except more questions in the eerie silence.  

The only thing he could remember was being sucked through a hole that had 

opened up above his head, and then nothing — just waking up on his back in the 

middle of Romford Stadium.  

He shook his head as he continued to debate the mystery. Something else 

must have happened between, when he was unconscious perhaps. Being sucked 

through a hole in the air and transported thirty miles down the road was impossible. 

And dismal as Romford was in the middle of winter, there was some colour to it, 

whereas here there was nothing — everything was shades of black and white. Even 

him! 

With no one in sight, and no mobile, after it and everything else he cared 

about was confiscated by the White Waves orderlies, Ben searched for a payphone, 

finding one bolted to the wall next to the toilets. He picked up the receiver, and 

dialled the operator to reverse the charges. Strange, he thought — no dial tone, and 

the phone didn’t feel like a phone; the handset had no weight to it, and the plastic felt 

all… 

Ben dropped it and took a step backwards, leaving the receiver dangling. This 

whole place was like some movie set made to mimic the real world, only someone 

had forgotten to paint it. He swallowed again. He really should be freaking out now. 



Why wasn’t he? Gavin would know, and hoping his brother was at home, Ben ran 

over to the emergency exit, pulled open the door — but instead of finding the usual 

row of houses by the railway lines, he found himself standing in the shadow of a 

forest of futuristic skyscrapers.  

Ben stopped. What kind of crazy, mixed-up place was this? How could he be 

in Romford one second and New York the next? His mind working faster than all the 

combined Google servers, he gazed up at the domineering glass and metal 

buildings, more convinced than ever that this wasn’t a dream. He didn’t remember 

having a single dream where he wasn’t in touch with his emotions. 

“Ouch!” Something tugged at his stomach. He stopped, and the sensation 

died away. He walked again and the pain ignited in the same spot as before. He 

stopped and pulled up his top to examine his belly button — nothing, although his 

ribs stuck out more than he remembered. He shrugged and continued forward. This 

time, when the pain flared up again, he ignored it, and continued to do so until it 

burned like the worst stitch in the world. 

Clinging to the first thing he’d felt since waking here, his progression stopped 

when a thud from behind sent a giant shockwave through the ground, turning the 

tarmac into a trampoline. He wobbled, regained his balance, and counting to a slow 

three, he twisted around to find Romford Stadium looming over him like some 

menacing monster. It couldn’t be, could it? How could the bloody thing be following 

him? 

Not taking his eyes off the building, he stepped backwards, mouth falling open 

as the building slid forward, groaning like some giant with a broken leg as it 

advanced, creating great folds of lazy waves in the pavement. 



He might not be able to feel fear, but Ben hadn’t lost all his senses. Shutting 

his mouth, he ran with the knowledge that Romford Stadium was some kind of alien 

Transformer giving him superhuman strength to blank out the excruciating pain in his 

ribs.  

After what he guessed to be a minute, Ben glanced over his shoulder. The 

skyscraper diminished in height, but Romford Stadium still followed him, matching 

his speed exactly; it hovered a few metres off the ground, like some low-flying stealth 

bomber, now so transparent it could have been made from smoke. 

Ben increased his speed and made towards a deserted row of shops, 

conscious that he wasn’t even out of breath, despite running like an Olympian. He 

looked over his shoulder again. It was still there. For a second, he considered 

seeking refuge in one of the boarded-up shops, when he saw a better way of losing 

it.  

He darted down the narrow alley, littered with overflowing bins, and hid 

himself behind a tower of crates, but the huge, round stadium squeezed in after him 

and, turning to liquid, surged through the alley, bearing down on him. 

His body mimicking the fear that should have been flooding him, Ben backed 

away. 

“Go away!” he shouted at the building, stumbling as the concrete turned into a 

rough grassy terrain. “Just go away. Do you hear me?” 

But the building continued to move in step with him.  

“Leave me alone!” He picked up a rock and hurled it at the stadium, smashing 

a window near a poster advertising some tribute band. The stadium didn’t even 

shudder, and as the window repaired itself, it advanced again. 

“Shit! OH, FUCKING SHIT!” 



He really was crazy. He was so fucking crazy he imagined himself to be in a 

place with no people, no colour, and buildings that followed him! Continuing to back 

away, Ben gasped as his left foot stepped on nothing, and unable to regain his 

balance, he tumbled backwards, off the edge of a cliff. 

Hands clawing for something, anything to stop himself from being impaled on 

the jagged black rocks below, Ben closed his eyes as he plummeted nearer and 

nearer to certain death. But the pain never came. The fearless scream died in his 

throat as he found himself choking on tasteless seawater. As he sat up, he 

discovered he wasn’t cut, or wet, despite being waist-deep in the sea. And even 

weirder, Romford Stadium was now beached at the base of the huge cliff from which 

he’d just fallen. 

Still panting hard from the rush that should have given him the biggest high of 

his life, Ben lay back on the rocks and tried to get his head around feeling nothing at 

all. But there was more to come, and a second later, he felt his hand brush against a 

bony arm. 

He instinctively jumped as he realised the arm belonged to a gaunt man in 

soaking wet jeans and a t-shirt, slumped against the rocks next to him. 

“You all right, mate?” Like Ben, the man was all shades of black and white, 

but his open eyes just stared into space.  

The man said nothing, but his vacant eyes were as wet as the sea. 

“Mate?” Ben waved his hand in front of the man’s face. 

Instead of looking at him, the man whispered. Ben leaned closer to hear. 

“My daughter... All that water… I couldn’t… she’s here… In the sea.” 

Ben shivered. He didn’t understand — and he didn’t want to get any closer to 

the zombie-like man. Something about the man made Ben feel so alone, it opened 



up a gaping chasm in his heart that no hug would ever close. So he swam the short 

distance to the shore, climbed out, and scaled the cliff with ease. He looked over his 

shoulder to see Romford Stadium once again following him, like a faithful dog. 

Maybe it needs me. Maybe that’s just the way it works here.  

He walked. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


