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As he walked out of that house, it crushed him. Since he’d found out about Nisha, 

he’d been on a mission, a one-man enterprise designed solely to fuck the lives of those who 

had taken away the one thing - the only fucking thing - that ever mattered to Reuben 

Arrowsmith. 

He’d done that now, or at least, he’d done it as best he could. He’d put that bastard 

Bowen, or whatever he wanted to call himself, into the hands of the police, simultaneously 

sticking one finger up at the shady organisation that had called itself The Regulators, by 

making sure they never got their hands on the man they believed was part of some wider 

group. They were two sides of the same shitty coin.  It hadn’t mattered which way it landed; 

Reuben was destined to lose.  He hadn’t known that when he’d got involved in all of this, he 

thought he was going to play them all. In the end, they’d all played each other, to the point 

that as far as Reuben could see, not a single one of them had won. 

Men and their fucking egos. 

It was done now though, so what else was there? He picked himself up off the floor, 

slowly, his head spinning a little as he reached full height, causing him to sway. He steadied 

himself, looked around, then walked away. 

He was a long way from home. A London boy out in Suffolk. No motor, no cash and 

at the last count, no one left to phone who would pick him up. Certainly no one he trusted. 

He’d trusted enough people for one lifetime. That rat Fisher being the one that he would 

never get over. The two of them had gone through so much, given so much of themselves to 



each other. They had a bond that couldn’t be broken, as far as Reuben had thought. It had all 

been a lie, exposed by the bullet Fisher had sent through Nisha’s head.  

Nisha. Fucking hell man. How was he supposed to go on without her? Maybe he 

wouldn’t. Maybe this was his last day dealing with this fucked up life. Maybe now he was 

writing the last chapter of a life that had promised so much, but ultimately come up wanting.  

 


