Darker Tales I: The Great Plunger 
The room went dark and a bright white light hit the screen, the projector hummed away as a blurred image appeared. After a few seconds the image began to focus revealing a hand written letter on the white screen.

“Dear Mum and Dad, this is pointless although I want you to understand that this is not because of you. I want to thank you for caring about me and giving me such a good chance at life… its pointless and you won’t ever be able to see it.”

“Written by seventeen year old Oliver, it was found next to his limp body. His cause of death was poison, the coroner said in his report that the boy had drunk a whole pint of weed killer, it burned his insides out, suicide.” The Officer Jenkins voice echoed in the dark room.
Another letter flicked on the screen, giving a red haze to the dark room.

“I cant go on anymore, it’s just a brief moment of pain.”

“This short note was left in a puddle of blood; the puddle was there because Amanda had slit both her wrists and bled to death. Suicide.”
A screenshot of a website flicked on.
“Fuck this inane life”
“A Gunshot wound to the head. Jeff wrote that message on his blog site.”
A picture of a wooden desk, with a message scratched into the surface of the table.

“It’s all meaningless” 
“He jumped off a bridge. Paul apparently hated heights.”
Another letter flashed on.
“I don’t want to be forgotten, I will live on in your memories and I will live on in your heart” 
“This was found next to a 15 year old girl who hanged herself from a swing set in the middle of her park.”
The bright wall light switched off, and the main lights in the conference room switched on. 
“These were just some of the recent suicides we have been having, it appears that there’s something out there that’s driving these teens to commit suicide we’ve had 30 in the past month. All the kids are unconnected, they just seem to have lost there satisfaction with life. We believe that these suicides are connected, and we would like ‘Aegis’ to find out how and what is going on, that would make these kids do this to themselves.”
“That’s not exactly going to be an easy task is it?” Agent Philips sighed. Here was another shit case. When did a special investigator have to find out a reason why there are so many ‘Emo’ kids out there? 
“Where the hell do I start? E.M.I records? Start arresting my chemical romance?” He jested.

“The head of Police said near enough the same thing, but obviously he has no idea who My Chemical Romance is. He won’t spend any of the police forces time on this, thirty dead kids aren’t just unfortunate timing, and this isn’t a bullshit case. There’s something to this, I’ve seen the bodies of some of these kids, there expressionless there’s no pain, no relief, no sadness. There all empty and emotionless.”

“Have you had a toxicology screen on the bodies, if it is someway connected it might be a hallucinogen?” Philips asked.
“Yeah, there all clean apart for some that had traces of marijuana and/or alcohol in them.”

“Thank you coming down and presenting the case, my team will look over the case file and if we think there’s something to this, we will cash in the deposit and within a week we will give you an update of the case.” Agent Spiers said.
As the officer began to pack away his presentation, he thought to himself, Aegis the corrupt version of the police force. It was a group of problem solvers, psychologists, ex law enforcement and advanced computer scientists, they offer their services to the public, to look into cases that the police are either stuck on, or are too busy to look in to, or think the idea is so implausible. Aegis however will not only look into it, but they will do a damn sight better job than anyone else but for a price, with their minds and talents even the police force has to ask them for help from time to time. It just got underneath the officers’ skin that, while he was working his ass off earning hardly anything, these guys were earning a fortune. But at least he could go to sleep thinking he had helped someone who was in need; a company like Aegis wouldn’t find it too profitable to help the needy. 

The officer walked out the door and Spiers looked at Phillips. 

“Well? Any thoughts?” Sebastian Spiers a Physicist by education and one of the best logical thinkers in the company.

“Homicide cases are pretty easy to solve. Murder has been around since the beginning, it didn’t take long before Cain murdered Abel. And due to the wonders of the modern era, every murder case in the last century is stored on the agencies network. We merely have to find a similar case and match the data.” Agent Phillips announced. Laurence Phillips was sociologist, and had been working with Aegis for 5 years now earning a nice wage.
“And what exactly makes you think it’s a homicide, each victim left their own personalized suicide note” Sebastian asked. Although they acted like it, the conference room had two other people in it, they were just at clerk level making notes and were the two agents secretaries, they couldn’t get involved in field work, but would do research and all other deeds of that nature. Aegis would also train them and put each secretary through different training, expanding the companies’ expertise.

“Since we are looking into it, its best to treat it as homicide, we could have already run it though the database to see if there are any cults out there that have done something similar; Infact why don’t you clerks get on that, and try to find any similar cult or gangs that have acted like this.” Laurence replied.
“While they are looking up that, I think its best if we start to visit the families. I’ll meet you at the first suicides house tomorrow at nine.” With that Seb nodded at Laurence indicating that the meeting was over.

***

All the families were different, some were God fearing Christians with wholesome family values that would get together every Sunday, all sit down and play a board game. Some families were broken, through either divorce or fatality. This made it all the harder for Laurence and Sebastian to find a common link between them, it seemed that all the kids kept different groups and were interested in different things. The two left the last house and stopped at a near by coffee shop to discuss there views on the fifteen families they visited.

“Well, I don’t think we could have found 15 more different teenagers.” Laurence said sipping on a hot cup of English Earl grey tea.
“All I’ve noted is that out of the fifteen, eight of them had a personal computer and four of them had access to a family computer.” Sebastian said reading off of his notes. Sebastian’s beverage was the more traditional black coffee with no sugar.
“What are you suggesting that, the cult leader was contacting them through email?” 
“Who said anything about a cult?” Sebastian asked.
“Well, that’s what I’m thinking if these suicides are somehow related there going to be through some sort of cult. Nothing else in the history of crime is similar apart from a cult mass suicide.” Sebastian took a minute to find a fault with it, he took a sip of his coffee.
“These kids lived miles apart from one another, they didn’t know each other, not to mention they all seem to have different characters. To be brainwashed into taking your own life, you need to be a very weak willed individual. Some of these kids were leaders.” The old Sherlock Homes quote rang through Laurence’s head ‘when you have eliminated the impossible, whatever remains, however improbable, must be the truth?’ If brainwashing was the only way these kids could have been controlled into this, then that’s what it was.
“Surely we can just put it down to how skilful the brainwasher is? And these kids don’t have to meet up in person. They could all use the internet or be old fashioned and do it by letter.”

“This would have to be one creative writer, to be able to plant a subliminal message strong enough for the kids to lose all hope of living and take there own lives.”

“Now we are getting a bit too far in to the fantasy realm… What if it’s more than one message? Or even a website.”

“Then it will be easier to identify, not to mention we would also be able to check and cross reference with the kids who have there own computers.” The two sat back, finishing their drinks in silence pondering over what they might find.

***

 The officer clock read eleven in the evening; both Sebastian and Laurence were single. The Company didn’t hire or encourage workers to have romance. They unofficially said in a memo once that it dulled the senses, that it was proven that if you were sentimental the shock of some of the cases would blind you from the truth.
“When did the tech guys say they would be finished?” Sebastian asked. Laurence sneered at Sebastian.

“They’ve got twenty four computers to pour through looking over every single website and email. It’s going to take awhile.”

“You forgot to ask didn’t you…? You’d rather just sit and wait for seven hours watching the phone.” Sebastian snapped back.

“They will be done in another hour.” Laurence faked a smile back. The sound of footsteps grew closer.

“That’s probably one of the techies now.” Laurence said. As the door to the office opened, one of the partners of Aegis walked in. Nicholas K. He had been one of the founders of the company. He was originally an internet detective, he had pulled off a big case which cracked a paedophile ring and with his fame he helped form the company with his partner Gregory Minor.

“Gentlemen, I have read over your progress report and the case files. Do you know what you have in all thirty victims? I’ll tell you, you have fifteen males and females. You have ten upper class, ten middle class and ten lower class victims. The percentage of hair colour in this country is thirty five percent black hair, then twenty five percent brown hair and finally twenty percent blonde hair. This is the exact same percent your victims are. They even have the same proportion of eye colour, race, skin colour and height. The age range is broad enough and the victims’ visual age is even broader. You know it would be impossible to pick thirty more different kids. There is a human picking these kids, and they do not care about them, it’s not personal. What they are doing is sending a message to the world and they want to keep it up, making sure that we can’t prevent them from getting to their next victim. Find out where these kids profiles are and you have there means of selecting and contacting the victims.”
With that Nicholas left the room. 
”Does he ever sleep?” Laurence jested.
”I don’t know if I should be excited that he is following this case or scared for my job.” Sebastian said with a stunned expression. 
“Well its official, its no longer a suspected homicide case, if Nicholas K says it’s a homicide it’s a homicide…So how could this guy be stalking all these kids, to cover this range and this detail he would needed to have planned this for ages.” Laurence said using the pro-noun ‘he’  Laurence by no means assumed the killer to be a male, the use of the word he has always been a gender-neutral.

Sebastian’s logic works inside his head, not like a voice but more of a canvas, he thought in pictures and moving imagery. Other people thought in voices, but Sebastian used visualization. In his head he saw a list of jobs that involved children.

He crossed off teacher in his head; no teacher could have access to that many different school files. A line went through social worker, as that would not give them access to information on height.

“I’ve got it! The one job someone could get all the information on those kids would be school photographer. Think about it, they get to travel around the area, taking pictures of kids. They get the victims name, height, age, eye colour and anything else.”
“So we are looking for a School photographer, how does he make contact with the children?” Laurence asked agreeing with the premise.

A voice from the corner of the room startled both of the agents. 

“I can answer that.” 

It was one of the techies, he explained to the agents that he had found one similar website on all the machines they took in.

Facebook, a social networking site, was made for teenagers leaving for university to stay in touch with one another. But the villain here was using the site as a messaging ground. They had found what looked like a viral website sent to each of the victims. Having been under order not to look at anything that could potentially plant a subliminal message to kill oneself they left it untouched.  The Agents thanked the tech guy for working so hard long into the night and decided it was time to call it a day, planning to get a psychologist in tomorrow to give an analysis of the website.





***

The room was slightly, the agents sat there staring at the computer screen. As the psychologist carefully moved to open up the website. The Agents watched on cautiously, like nurses watching a surgery. They had been briefed by the Psychologist that this website could potentially mess with their minds. The Web page popped up, it was all black. Just a pitch black screen stared back into the eyes of the Agents. Music began to softly emerge from the speakers, it was recognisable. But in a foreign language. And the volume grew louder.  
The page started to come to life, a white line bent into a nearly perfect circle appeared rotating in the middle of the screen. The centre of the circle began to change from black to a deep purple. More white lines started to appear on the screen, turning in too more rotating circles, with their own centres becoming different colours.
Suddenly the music and the circles stopped there methodical dance on the page. The screen darkened to black once more eliminating the white lines and the colourful centres. Then just in the bottom left hand corner red writing flashed, saying ‘A gift to you, from Mattius’ with that the website clicked back to the beginning sequence.

“What the hell was that? That can’t be what was making all them children kill themselves.” Laurence proclaimed.

“That song, in the back ground that was Gloomy Sunday wasn’t it?” Sebastian asked.

The psychologist nodded.

“I believe that is the video, the techniques used that were noticeable had a strong enough effect even on me. Gentlemen, once the computer buffs analyse the source code for the website, I believe they will uncover many hidden messages in that site.” The Doctor added.
“Gloomy Sunday was a song, back in the nineteenth century that was reported responsible for a massive suicide wave. Doctor… how do you think that affected us?” Sebastian asked.

“How long was that website on for? What time did we start watching it? What time is it now?” The doctor questioned. Laurence looked at Sebastian.

“Well it was about 2 minutes long, we started at around ten, now its…” Laurence stopped mid flow in his conversation, shocked by staring at his watch.

“It’s…its like half ten now… How is that possible?” Laurence said half stunned.

“I was able to keep myself from not falling into it, but I’m afraid I could not stop you two, from falling under its hypnotics. I suggest you stick around and wait for the I.T guys to debug that site, by them showing you it message by message, that should counter the effect of the web site.” The doctor replied.
Laurence and Sebastian both sat back into their chairs shocked to their very cores. Laurence never thought he would be so weak minded as to get caught by hypnotism and not recognise it. While Laurence was contemplating how he could be so vulnerable to these things. In Sebastian’s head there was a large drain, with everything he held hope in slowly going down it. Spinning around like water in a slow moving vortex, he couldn’t move or speak; all he could do was watch as every memory in life slowly swirled down into the darkness.

Coldness ran up his spine as fear leaked into his soon to be empty world. Fear that he would take his own life, the cold hands woke him up from his self destructive trance. 

“Laurence… It’s got me man. I can see my life slip away.” Sebastian whispered. Laurence stared at his partner he was shivering and sweating.

“Get a grip Seb! What you saw was lies! Its all lies.” Laurence grabbed Sebastian and shook him. 

“Hey Doctor, I need help that site, it’s got Agent Spiers.”  The fear and panic rushed into Sebastian’s world and it was all too much, his vision blurred to darkness and he collapsed unconscious to the floor.






***

Laurence knocked on Nicholas K’s office door as he entered. Nicholas didn’t even look up, although he was one of the heads of this company, he was not stuck up on protocol like some, if you wanted or needed his help, and he would encourage you to ask for it, stubbornness doesn’t save lives. And most times he would just give you it regardless. 
“Sir, after analysis of the website we are able to track its host down and pin point his residence, the person living there is known as Ryan Tate. He’s a school photographer by trade. It fits our description.” Laurence said in a hurry.
“And?” Nicholas didn’t lift his head up from the desk, he was busy reading another report, Nicholas would never prioritize, all cases in his eyes were as equal as each other, a missing person and a serial killer both would have to wait until Nicholas had finished trying to find a stolen car. But the benefits of being one of the heads of the company meant that he could manage people to get cases solved.
“I want to take a task force down there and bring him into our custody before we contact the police.” Laurence was nervous about the question, he had never heard of the task force being used unless an agent went missing.
“For what purpose?” Still Nicholas kept his head down writing away on an report.
“To make that son of a bitch reverse what he did to Agent Spiers!” Laurence knew what he should say ‘and we know the doctor with the help of the tech guys only managed to work out half the website’s trips. Under investigation we may learn what the other techniques were.’ But his fury prevented him from doing so.
“Granted, however it should have dawned on you that, if you had followed my approach and checked out all the photographers, you would have come to the same discovery without jeopardising Agent Spiers.” Laurence nodded in agreement. Nicholas Continued

“The task force will be ready to move in twenty minutes, so I want you to be waiting in the interrogation room for him. If the police find out we are kidnapping people from their homes they will be displeased.” Laurence heard what he had come here to. There was no point in thanking Nicholas he was only doing his job, now it was up to Laurence to extract as much information as possible.
Laurence headed towards the on site infirmary, wherever Aegis got their money from in the beginning was a mystery. But certainly had prepared for everything, the home officer building had its on infirmary, weapons range, interrogation rooms, armoury, roof top helipad and a number of off limit floors. Even at agent status Laurence could only visit half the floors. Most of the buttons on the elevator required a key to work.

Laurence’s head filled with images of the kid’s bodies each one had taken their lives with such conviction. None of them left it up to chance that they survive; these were not cries for help. Would Sebastian shoot himself? A dark image of Sebastian’s body lying in a pool of blood crept into his minds eye; it was lying there peacefully with a gun in one hand and a smoking hole in his head.





***

Ryan Tate sat at the table with a smile on his face. Laurence thought to himself that this man in front of him sat down everyday and took pictures of little children and then in the evening the pictures of children that took his fancy he would kill. This man was no different from anyone, this was always the case with most killers, they looked normal, and there was no way of telling them apart from everyone else. Laurence hid his disgust by simply smiling back.

“Do you know where you are Mr Tate?” A standard opening line used when questioning someone in Aegis, it was a build up question so the interrogated would realise how much shit there in. The realisation of Aegis not being the police and then the realisation that Aegis did not have to worry about police ethics, normally got the suspect talking.
“I’m in the basement of Aegis.” Ryan said calmly, still smiling back. Laurence’s smile dropped. There was no way he could have known.
“How exactly did you know that?” Laurence aggressively asked.
“What am I here for?” Ryan said still with that smile hung permanently on his face.
“Did you create a website that forced teens to commit suicide?” 
“No” Ryan said calmly. Laurence screamed LIAR in his head.
“You’re hosting the website from your home.”

“I am only a distributor.” Ryan smiled, like this is what he wanted.
“Did you know what was on that web site?”

“It was described to me as a great plunger that could pull the soul out of someone” Laurence gritted his teeth. The sound of commotion was coming from outside, like a fight was breaking out.
“Why would you host something like this?”

“That’s all I can say at the moment.” Ryan said as the door burst opened and the room filled with officers. 
Laurence stood up startled by what was going on as police officer Jenkins addressed him.
“We got a phone call from him at about half an hour ago, he said that he would be taken captive into Aegis on the 1st basement level. We are taking him into police custody.” Behind Jenkins, handcuffs were thrown onto Mr Tate as he was escorted out of the room. Laurence lunged to grab him.
“No, I need him to reverse it!” He yelled.
“Agent, stand down, or I’ll arrest you as well.” Jenkins held him back. As Ryan left the room Laurence collapsed down onto the chair in the interrogation room. The sound of commotion now was receding and growing ever fainter.
“I wouldn’t worry about Agent Spiers anymore, the doctor managed to put him into another hypnotic trance, and is reversing the damage the website has done. But since we don’t have all the information on the website yet the doctor may not be able to reverse it completely, but it will be enough to save his soul. As for Mr Tate, it would seem that he knew more about us than we expected. To be able to have information about the location of our interrogation room is very impressive.” Laurence looked up to see Nicholas standing in the doorway.
“What about the police? Won’t they charge us?”

“I’m sure the police chief will understand, we did after all finish the case in less than 48 hours.” And it seemed prove that this man did in fact cause the deaths of at least twenty four teenagers.” The room went quiet. 
“If we caught the bad guy, why does it feel like we lost?”
“I don’t believe we have lost, I think the fight is just starting.”
