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Escape was the only thing on Bill’s mind as he ran through the dark backstreets. Police sirens were closing in. He’d not seen an actual police car yet, but it was just a matter of time.

Can’t stop.

His legs ached as he pushed himself onwards. He turned another corner fast. And fell, losing his footing on the wet pavement. Pain shot up through his hip as it took the brunt of his fall. At that moment, the headlights of a police car swept around the corner behind him. Gritting his teeth, he scrambled through a hedge into the garden beyond, branches ripping into the skin on his face and hands.

Bill crouched down, stock-still, willing them not to see him. The police car flashed past without slowing. Recovery was quick; he took a few deep breaths and started to run.

Have to warn Tom.

He knew physically getting to Oxford would be beyond him; there were simply too many people chasing him, but a phone call might be possible. Taking a quick look around, he recognised a side road that led up to Hampstead Heath. He had friends close by who would help.

In almost total darkness, his hip pain gone, Bill powered up the hill towards the heath. As he reached the entrance, he forced himself to slow down. He peered into the gloom of the heath. Perhaps he had a chance in there. He looked back down the road; there were no more vehicles yet.

About to move off, he froze at the unmistakeable sound of a gun being cocked. A rough voice came out of the darkness.

‘Stop there and you won’t get hurt.’

Dread overcame him. His legs, so strong when running, went weak. It was all he could do to simply stand upright. A shape appeared - one of the soldiers from the laboratory - with a revolver pointing directly at Bill’s face. Neither the revolver nor the voice wavered.

‘Okay, Bill, face down on the ground while we wait.’

He felt sick. Can’t go back.
The soldier turned on the radio on his belt; it crackled.

Bill considered his position. Could he escape into the darkness? But the revolver pointed directly at him drained his hope.

‘I said lie down.’

Suddenly, the radio crackling loudly, a fragment of conversation. ‘… closing in …’

Although distorted, Bill recognised the voice, his nausea got worse. It was the psychotic programme director. A wave of hopelessness washed over Bill, and he lay down on his front. Now the pain from his hip, and his bloodied face and hands, made itself known. He was shaking badly.

They’ll do the experiments again.

Lying face down on the ground, Bill remembered the electric shocks and involuntarily retched up. He wiped the vomit away from his mouth. 

A few moments later, he realised the radio was still crackling and the soldier hadn’t spoken yet. He looked up, just as the soldier collapsed to the ground with a thud.

There’d been no gun shot and nobody else was around. What just happened? A flash of headlights. A few hundred metres away a car was coming up the hill. Adrenaline surged through him. Fear pushing him onwards, Bill jumped up and stumbled deeper into the woods.
Once amongst the trees his strength began to build, and soon he was moving fluidly. He headed across the heath. Friends in Highgate would have a phone he could use to warn his son. Behind him, there were some muffled explosions, and more police sirens. But, as he moved steadily eastward, the sounds of pursuit faded away.

This deep, amongst the trees, it was pitch black. Bill slowed his pace to a jog, listening carefully and looking around for lights. He picked his way through the trees for a few minutes. A dull glow grew ahead of him; he could see the streetlights of Highgate up ahead – a glimmer of hope. He just had to cross the final field.

With the end in sight, Bill quickened his pace. Escape. He’d be out of the country before they could stop him. Then revenge. Suddenly there was stinging pain in his leg. He reached down instinctively to rub it. A bee? His leg went momentarily numb, and collapsed under him. Bill fell.

Got to warn Tom.

Again, his strength returned quickly. He got up. But almost immediately upon getting back his feet, another sting hit him in the small of his back. He stumbled; he could tolerate that one. He staggered on. Then there was a muffled shriek close behind him and a pain bloomed in his skull; he fell. Heavy footsteps were closing in as Bill struggled to remain conscious. What? Disorientated, Bill pushed himself to his knees. Have to get away.
Footsteps were very close now, and a new background noise – a mechanical humming. Still on his knees, Bill half-turned and watched with mounting terror as a shape loomed out of the darkness.

In the gloom, a hand with six fingers reached down towards him; the hand was large, very large. His eyes lingered on it for a few seconds, then his attention was drawn to the muscled forearm disappearing into a heavy sleeve. Horrified, but unable to look away, his gaze continued up the arm to a chest the width of two normal humans; and then the creature’s head: green, enormous eyes and carnivorous teeth.

Bill tried to scream, but the sound wouldn’t come. Terror froze him as the creature took a firm hold of his coat and effortlessly lifted him into the air.
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At first light the next day, the hunt for Bill continued. Police with dogs were drafted in, but they hunted in vain. No trace of Bill was found. He’d disappeared, along with the soldier who had been patrolling the southwest side of Hampstead Heath.
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