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Keystone 

 

Part 1 

 

Linda sat in the restaurant and read a book on the Kindle app on her phone. She ate fries 

from the plate in front of her with her other hand. She was on her lunch break, and most 

lunch breaks comprising fries and sometimes a burger at the pub across from the club. Since 

she started at the club a few months ago, this has become her usual routine. 

She finished, paid her account and grabbed her phone and purse when she noticed the 

woman in the back corner. Linda had noticed the same woman before, as she was attractive 

and always sat alone. She left the pub and walked over the street to the club. The day 

operational people used a side entrance as the club only opened at 7pm. She greeted the 

security guard and walked up to the stairs, passed the club’s inside entrance to the admin 

office. Her small office was filled with boxes and files, and she squeezed past it to get to her 

computer. The monthly management accounts were due tomorrow, and she still had to finish 

the pack. 

It was a boring job, but she hit fifty-two weeks ago, and companies were only interested 

in employing younger people. An old friend got her the job to do the financials at the premier 

gentlemen’s club in the city. At least it was a salary. 

 

She spends the rest of the afternoon completing the management accounts for the 

meeting tomorrow. At 5pm, she packed up, said goodbye to the two other staff, and left the 

building. Her car was parked in a parking lot three blocks away, and Linda stopped at a 

coffee shop on her way to the car to get a takeaway Americano.  

At her car, she put her laptop in the back and happened to glanced back the way she 

came. To her surprise, she saw the woman from lunch standing on the opposite corner. She 

was sure that the woman watched her, but there was no reason she should. She was a fifty-

year-old accountant, grey and carrying about fifty pounds of extra weight. She shook her 

head as an answer to her own thoughts, got in the car and drove out of the parking lot. 

Linda might be on the older side and bound to a desk, but she had some instincts that 

sometimes surprised herself. The image of the woman on the corner was stuck in the back 

reaches of her brain, and she could not help to check her rearview mirror at regular intervals. 

The first fifteen minutes resulted in nothing strange and Linda started to laugh at herself and 



her vivid imagination. She spends the rest of the highway ignoring her rear-view mirror until 

she got to the off-ramp for her suburb. 

She glanced one last time in her rear-view mirror and almost missed it. There were a blue 

SUV, two cars back one lane over she saw earlier.  

Her heart beat faster, it might be her imagination, but this has been a strange day so far. 

She tested her suspicion and stopped at the convenience shop close to her house. When she 

got out of the car, she tried to glance back as unobtrusively as she could. The blue SUV 

pulled into the garage across from the convenience store but did not stop at the pumps. The 

car turned into an almost empty parking lot and parked facing the convenience store. Linda 

has become convinced that the SUV might follow her, how bizarre that might sound. 

She went into the convenience store, went to the back and stood still. Linda did not know 

what to do, she has never in her life had to deal with such a situation and the biggest part of 

her was still questioning her suspicious part. Linda bought a few items, paid for it and walked 

out. She put the bag on her back seat and got into the car. For a few minutes, she sat then 

switched the car on, reversed and drove out of the parking lot at the alternative exit. The 

alternative exit was also visible from the parking lot where the SUV was parked. 

She drove within the speed limit to her house. As she stopped at the stop street, she saw 

the blue SUV pulled into the same road as she was. She turned left and drove, as she got to 

her street where she had to turn right she saw the SUV turned into the street behind her. By 

now her heart was beating so fast she thought it would climb out of her chest. 

She contemplated to drive to the nearest police station, but she would sound like a mad 

woman. Linda lived in a close off the street she was on. She turned into the close and stopped 

in front of her house, climbed out of the car and faced the street. Linda thought the chances of 

someone attacking her in the light of day was low, but she took her phone out to phone her 

security company to send out a patrol. The blue SUV drove past the entrance to the close, the 

windows were tinted so Linda could not see the person inside or if they were looking in her 

direction. 

She waited another five minutes, but the car did not pass again. To make double sure, she 

walked down to the street entrance and checked the main street, but there was no car visible. 

Linda pulled her car into the garage and entered her house as quickly as possible. Once 

inside, she armed the house alarm and uttered a sigh of relief. 

 

For the next hour, she kept checking the windows, but there was no sign outside of the 

blue SUV or any other suspicious activity. She relaxed, everything must have been her 



overactive imagination. Linda followed her normal routine for the rest of the evening, making 

herself dinner, watching television and played a game on her mobile. At 10 pm she went to 

bed and fell asleep.  

 

Linda woke with a start, not sure why, but then she came aware that there was another 

person in the room. Fear rippled through her, but she has always been lucky, fear never 

seemed to paralyse her, but cleared her mind, and she ran through a myriad of scenarios. She 

was very much aware that she over fifty, overweight and won’t win any direct confrontation. 

She kicked her legs free and threw her sideways across the bed, curled into a half fetal 

position and took on a voice full of fear, “Please, please don’t kill me, I will give you 

anything you want. I beg you don’t hurt me,” her hand slipped in between the bed and the 

headboard where she kept a knife strapped. Modern society is dangerous, and the older one 

gets, the higher the chances are you became a target for the unemployed, the criminal and the 

weirdos.  

“Pulled your hand back, I know there is a knife. I also know that you are not afraid, fear 

doesn’t paralyse you, it makes you clearer to think of options of how to get out of the 

situation. I know you, does not matter how old or overweight or crippled you are. Your brain 

always tries to find a way out, so don’t. I am not here to kill you or hurt you, all I want to do 

is talk to you.” 

The voice was calm. Linda weighed her options, the element of surprise was gone. She 

pulled her hand out from the hiding place and showed her hands.  

“Can I at least switched on the lights?” 

“Yes, but move slow.” 

Linda got up and reached for the switch. She made sure she faced the chair the woman 

sat in when she switched on the lights. It was the same woman from the restaurant and the 

street corner. She had a pistol trained on Linda. 

“I thought you would not hurt me?” 

“With you, I always have to take precautions. I will put it away so we can talk.” 

“You are making as if you know me, but I have never met you before.” 

“No, not this you.” 

“You want to confuse me.” 

“No, but we should talk. Coffee?” 

Linda laughed, “You break into my place, woke me up by gunpoint, spew nonsense 

about knowing me and then demand coffee.” 



“Yea, coffee would be nice.” 

Linda stood still, “May I know your name.” 

The woman looked at her, contemplating the question, “Kelly.” 

“Glad to make your acquaintance, Kelly.” 

“The sarcasm is not missed.” 

“So glad to hear that.” 

Linda left the woman in the room and walked to the kitchen. She had a fleeting thought 

of running to the front door, but she knew on a certain level, it would only earn her an entire 

world of hurt. In the kitchen, she switched on the kettle and took cups from the cupboard. As 

expected Kelly was almost immediately in the kitchen, her pistol visible in its holster. 

“Talk.” 

“I would like to have my coffee first, but patience has never been one of your strengths.” 

“I don’t know, and you don’t know me.” 

“It is complicated, but I know you.” 

The kettle switched off, and Linda made the coffee. She did not ask how Kelly liked her 

coffee, she put in sugar and milk and gave it to her. 

“Just the way I don’t like it, I like it the same way you do.” 

Linda did not react, she finished stirring her coffee and went to sit down at the dinner 

table. 

“Talk.” 

Kelly made herself a new coffee and came to sit down. 

“Are you happy?” 

“Happy with what?” 

“Your life?” 

“What about it? I get up in the morning, I came home at night, I go to sleep, rinse and 

repeat.” 

“You are not happy, big surprise. You live alone, I am taking it there is not much you 

will miss if you leave.” 

“I have friends.” 

“You will miss your cat more than your friends.” 

“That is cold.” 

“But true.” 

Linda looked at Kelly, “What do you want from me?” 

“I want you to come with me and take your place in the bigger scheme of things.” 



Linda burst out in laughter, “Come with you where? And sorry, a fifty-year-old, 

overweight accountant does not have a place in the bigger scheme of things.” 

“Probably not, but you were born with a certain set of DNA that were chosen aeons 

ago.” 

“Chosen for what?” 

“The Keystone.” 

“The what?” 

“Now that will take much longer to explain. Up for a journey?” 

“To where?” 

“To explain.” 

“I have to be at work tomorrow.” 

“Take a sick day.” 

Linda stared at Kelly, her mind in overdrive. She was a rule follower, she thought she 

had a wilder side, just nowhere to bring it out. 

“Ok, I will call in sick, show me.” 

Kelly grinned. 


