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Chapter 1 

 

DetectiveInspector William Jones resented the fact 

that he felt out of place, because he was not. Besides 

the skipper, he reckoned he was the only Welsh native 

on the boat. Admittedly the hot weather made him 

appear a tad overdressed in his suit and tie, but he was 

on duty and he had little choice. At least he‟d chosen to 

travel on one of the ferries transporting holidaymakers 

to the island, which was more than could be said for the 

arrogant pricks he was forced to work with from the 

American Secret Service.  

The Yanks had opted to ride in their own launch, 

naturally, and while they strutted in their shirtsleeves, 

displaying their sidearms in their holsters, Jones 

slouched in his creased suit, trying to avoid the stares of 

his fellow passengers. A young boy seated next to him 

was having difficulty extracting a troublesome object 

from his left nostril with his index finger, and Jones 

envied him his lack of self-consciousness. The 

detective‟s worn boxer shorts were doing their best to 

ride up his thin body, and he would have liked nothing 

better than to stand up and perform some major 

adjustments to his underwear, but decorum dictated that 

he remain seated and tough it out. Luckily, he‟d been 

assured it would only take thirty minutes to reach the 

island. 

It was a beautiful sunny day with a gentle breeze, 

even though the sanctuary of the harbour had receded 

behind them. Jones thought about how much his wife 

and little girl would have loved the boat ride, if they 

hadn‟t been feeding the worms, dead and buried - one 

year, two months and three days ago. The thought of 

their terrified faces, watching in disbelief as the 

oncoming car smashed into them, haunted him for the 



 5 

thousandth time and he shook his head in an effort to 

purge the ghastly vision from his mind. Noticing his 

strange behaviour, the mother of the nose-picker drew 

her offspring closer, hoping to offer her son some 

protection from the strange individual in their midst. 

Jones registered the gesture, and it threatened to throw 

him deeper into despair. 

Mercifully the boat finally reached its destination. It 

consisted of a small jetty, where a leather-skinned man 

in his sixties, a loincloth protecting his modesty and a 

handkerchief on his head, helped the new arrivals on to 

dry land.The man grabbed Jones by his right arm, 

hurting his old wound, and the detective winced. There 

was a stony track, wending its way between a sandy 

beach and an imposing rock face, and visitors had the 

option either to walk, or hop on a trailer, drawn by an 

aged tractor that had seen far better days. A fat couple 

possessing a combined weight of no less than forty 

stone chose the trailer. Jones made a small wager with 

himself that it would result in the destruction of the 

tractor – it just wasn‟t up to the task it was being asked 

to perform.  

Catching sight of his reflection in the window of the 

tractor, Jones began to wonder if he himself would be 

able to reach the monastery unaided. He‟d become 

nothing but skin and bone since Sarah and Amy had 

been killed, and he couldn‟t remember the last time 

he‟d actually sat down and eaten a meal. He decided he 

would just hope for the best and pray he didn‟t collapse 

from exhaustion.  

Fortunately the monastery hove into view round the 

next bend, accompanied by a café and a shop selling 

perfume and chocolate. He was feeling light-headed, so 

he purchased a bar of the monks‟ home-made 

confectionary and devoured it. He managed to get some 
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melted chocolate on his shirt but couldn‟t be bothered 

to make his way to the public toilets to wash it off. 

What the hell, he thought. 

Somewhat revived, Jones set off for the monastery, 

but when he spied a group of Secret Service agents 

talking to the abbot at the main entrance, he veered off 

and headed for a small church, located beyond a quaint 

set of whitewashed cottages.  

“There he goes,” whispered one of the taller agents, 

“England‟s answer to Colombo.” 

“Yeah,” agreed his friend, “but without the brains.” 

They began to chuckle to themselves until the 

Special Agent in Charge scowled in their direction. 

“What‟s he doing here, anyway? He told me he‟s not 

even carrying a gun,” the younger agent wondered 

aloud. 

“It‟s a matter of jurisdiction,” explained the 

Colombo fan. “We need him in case we have to arrest 

somebody.” 

“That bag of bones couldn‟t arrest a flea.” 

“Some of the other guys in Special Branch say he 

was quite a detective in his day, till he lost his wife and 

kids – then he fell apart.” 

“No shit.” 

Jones could feel them watching him with disdain, as 

he made his way to the cemetery that encircled the 

small church. He was past caring. He didn‟t even know 

why he was bothering to cling onto his job. Perhaps it 

was because his pension was only around the corner. So 

here he was, checking out a remote island before the 

Vice President of the UnitedStates of America paid a 

visit. Wonderful. 

He wandered through the cemetery, idly looking at 

the 19
th

 Century headstones, marvelling at how many of 

the graves‟ occupants had taken up residence before 
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they‟d reached the age of forty. For some reason, at 

forty-nine, he didn‟t feel particularly blessed.  

He heard someone talking and he idly wondered if 

he‟d sunk so low that he was hearing voices in his head. 

No, they were coming from the church. A woman‟s 

voice, hushed – probably out of respect for her holy 

surroundings, Jones guessed. 

“Are you still willing to go through with it?” 

There was a pause before a man replied. 

“Of course. But you shouldn‟t be here - not today.” 

“I needed to see for myself …” 

The voices stopped. Jones had walked up to the 

timbered porch, leading to a thick oak door, slightly 

ajar. He‟d tried to be careful but his footsteps had 

resounded on the tiled floor. He waited to see what 

happened.  

A full minute went by, still without a sound. 

Eventually he detected footsteps approaching the door 

and he pretended to read a notice, pinned to a cork 

board on theinside wall of the porch. As he did so, a 

monk in a habit emerged, glancing briefly in Jones‟s 

direction before making his way to the gates of the 

cemetery. Jones decided to wait and see who followed, 

but there was no one. He was about to push the door 

open when he heard a noise echo from within, like the 

sound of furniture being dragged across the floor.  

He decided to enter, but it took several seconds for 

his eyes to adjust to the sudden darkness after leaving 

the bright sunshine that bathed the island. The small 

church appeared empty, but there was another door, 

also slightly ajar. He assumed that the noise he‟d heard 

was the base of the door sliding across the tiled floor.  

He was about to investigate when he heard footsteps 

making their way to the gate outside; a woman‟s 

footsteps. He hurried back to the main door and 
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returned to the porch in time to see a young woman run 

out of the cemetery, heading in the direction of the 

monastery. For a brief moment Jones considered 

chasing after her but decided against it. He hadn‟t the 

energy and, besides, she was on an island and she 

couldn‟t go far.  

Jones convinced himself that she wouldn‟t be hard to 

find. Although he didn‟t get to see her face, she was a 

blonde, wearing a dark skirt that ended above the knees, 

a white blouse and stiletto heels. In spite of the brief 

glimpse he had been afforded, he noticed she had 

sensational legs. Before his life had turned to crap, he‟d 

been a leg man. Now there was no quickening of the 

heart or lustful urgings, but he could appreciate the turn 

of a shapely calf nonetheless.  

Jones decided to head for the monastery and join a 

party of tourists entering by a side door, thus avoiding 

any of his American counterparts still loitering at the 

main entrance. It was only as they were led into a 

hallway that Jones realised his new companions were 

all men and boys – no females allowed.  

A monk showed the group to a chapel where, he 

informed them, his colleagues began their prayers at 

some ungodly hour in the morning. Jones decided to 

split off from the group and entered a long corridor, 

serving a number of wooden doors.  

“What the hell do I do now?” 

Among the many other faults Jones had nurtured 

over the past year, he had developed the habit of talking 

to himself. He stood there, crippled by indecision, when 

one of the doors opened and the woman he had seen at 

the churchemerged. 

She was looking at the floor as she turned to close 

the door and gave a gasp when she glanced up to see 

Jones standing there. She hesitated, as if she was 
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considering a sudden retreat to the sanctuary of the 

room she had just vacated. The moment passed and she 

continued to walk towards him, giving him a nod as she 

passed. Jones did his best to smile, but he knew that the 

falsity of it was probably more alarming than if he had 

simply stared, immobile.  

It was only as the woman walked away that Jones 

noticed the large pale-blue envelopes tucked under her 

left arm. Where had he seen those before? In a hospital? 

X-rays? Couldn‟t be. 

Jones toyed with the idea of following the pretty 

vision that had done her best to avoid him twice, but 

instead he walked up to the door through which she had 

just emerged and rapped his knuckles against the heavy 

oak. He heard a muffled voice from within. 

“Did you forget something?” 

The door opened with a creak and there, standing in 

the doorway, was the same monk he had discovered 

talking with the young woman in the church less than 

thirty minutes before. The bearded man failed to hide 

his shock at seeing Jones, when he had clearly been 

expecting the return of his female guest. It took at least 

five seconds for him to regain his composure and find 

his voice. 

“Can I help you?”  

In spite of his predicament, he sounded calm, almost 

serene. 

“Forgive the intrusion,” said Jones, deciding to give 

his fake smile a miss, “I‟m part of the protection detail 

sent here to check out the building before the vice 

president‟s visit.” 

“Well, I can assure you there are no threats to the 

man‟s wellbeing lurking here. This is my cell.” 

Jones decided the word „cell‟ was most apt. He 

looked beyond the bespectacled man in his robes and 
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cast a policeman‟s eye around the room. There was a 

bed, a plain wardrobe, a crucifix on the wall, and 

precious little else. In his previous life, Jones would 

have found the room incredibly austere, but now he 

somehow felt it was welcoming. He considered asking 

the man who the woman was but decided against it.  

“Sorry to have bothered you.” 

Jones left the monastery and headed for the lawn at 

the front of the building where he had noticed a bench. 

He sat down, satisfied that he could not only see the 

monastery, but also the shop, the café, the small post 

office and the path leading up to the white lighthouse 

on the far side of the island.  

He took a deep breath and admired the monastic 

architecture. He decided it looked rather like a small 

French chateau, with its cylindrical turrets and red-tiled 

roof. For a brief instant he felt almost at peace. The 

sensation surprised him and if he‟d been asked, he 

would have been at a loss to explain what had brought 

it on. The moment was suddenly shattered by an 

unwanted intrusion. 

“Taking it easy, buddy?” 

One of the young Secret Service men had decided to 

disturb his peace. Jones ignored the jibe and instead 

proffered a question of his own. 

“You‟ve got a couple of female agents on your team, 

haven‟t you?” 

“Yeah, so?” 

“Have they been allowed in the monastery?” 

“Yeah, they were given special permission by the 

abbot.” 

“Let‟s hope one of the monks doesn‟t get a hard-on, 

or he‟ll be praying for forgiveness for months.” 
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The young agent rested a foot on the bench next to 

Jones and brought his face closer, until he was looking 

directly into the man‟s eyes. 

“You know what, Jones? You‟re fucking weird.” 

The agent looked Jones up and down and this time 

the British detective found his lips breaking into a 

genuine smile, as he returned the stare with bloodshot 

eyes. Shaking his head, the young agent headed for the 

café to meet a couple of his team for coffee. 

Jones sat waiting until all of the other Americans had 

finished their search of the island, and then headed for 

the café too. He took a particular interest in the two 

females in the group. Neither of them were the mystery 

woman. They were pretty enough, but not in her league. 

He decided they didn‟t look quite as intelligent. Then 

again, he thought, neither did he. 

Jones‟s self-analysis of his appearance was correct. 

Over the years he had deliberately cultivated a vague 

expression, as if he wasn‟t aware of what was going on 

around him. But his mind was making connections and 

observations that many other people missed. A host of 

criminals, to their own detriment, had been duped by 

Jones‟s outward persona, and they now languished in 

prison because they had underestimated his 

resourcefulness.  

Not that he felt very resourceful just then, as he 

mulled over the last hour he‟d spent on the island. 

Okay, so he‟d seen a pretty woman in the monastery 

who, by rights, shouldn‟t have been there. So what? 

What business was it of his if one of the monks craved 

a little female company?It was then that his quiet 

deliberations were interrupted again, this time by the 

Special Agent in Charge. 

“Are you coming, Jones? It‟s time we headed back 

to the jetty to welcome Cowboy‟s boat.” 
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The Americans loved using code names, thought 

Jones. Why don‟t they just call him Vice President 

Turner and be done with it. 

“I‟m not very good at „welcomes‟. Why don‟t you 

go on without me while I keep an eye on things here?” 

Jones knew he was pushing it. As the British 

member of the protection detail, not only was he 

supposed to be carrying a gun, but he was meant 

toaccompany thevice president‟s party. The SAIC 

would probably complain to his boss. To hell with it, 

thought Jones, let him. 

The SAIC stared hard at Jones in an effort to 

intimidate him, but Jones merely returned the intent 

look with a watery gaze of his own. The American soon 

realised he was fighting a losing battle and there was no 

getting through to the British detective. As far as he 

was concerned, the scruffy officer was a disgrace to his 

department and the sooner the Brits pensioned him off 

the better.  

While the Americans left to collect their charge, 

Jones wandered across to the shop for another bar of 

home-made chocolate. It was rather nice, he decided. 

He continued to watch the coming and going of 

holidaymakers, but there was no sign of the 

exceptionally beautiful woman. 

Suddenly the general hubbub around him began to 

die down, heralding the arrival of the important guest 

and his large entourage. As well as the protection detail, 

there were members of the press in attendance, and 

even a television crew from the local area. 

The vice president stood out as a man apart. For one 

thing he was tall; even taller than some of the more 

well-built Secret Service agents that accompanied 

him.Although he was in his sixties, he had the look and 

vitality of a much younger man. He had short, well-
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groomed silver hair that complemented his perfect tan, 

and his grey suit looked extremely expensive and well 

tailored, even from a distance. 

After much handshaking and a stage-managed visit 

to the shop for the benefit of the cameras, the VIP was 

escorted to the monastery where, as a practicing 

Catholic, it had been arranged for him to receive 

Communion. 

Jones condescended to join the party and was 

surprised to discover that some of the general public 

had been allowed to attend the service. The vice 

president had been reserved a seat at the front of the 

chapel, while a number of the Secret Service agents 

occupied the row to his rear. Other agents stood at 

strategic points around the chapel, keeping an eye on 

the proceedings. Contrary to popular belief, well-

trained bodyguards do not constantly watch the person 

they are charged with protecting, but spend their time 

exploring their surroundings, looking for anyone or 

anything that might pose a threat.  

Fortunately the service was mercifully short, and the 

only incident of interest occurred when „Cowboy‟ 

received his wine. 

“The blood of Christ,” announced a monk. 

Jones‟s heart beat a little faster when he realised it 

was the bearded and bespectacled monk he had spoken 

to earlier. For some reason, a feeling of unease flooded 

through him. 

Before long the party was making its way to the 

cemetery encompassing the small church, in order for 

the man of the moment to visit the grave of a long-lost 

ancestor. Jones followed a discreet distance behind the 

Secret Service men and women, and watchedthem fan 

out as they took up positions at various points around 

the perimeter of the graveyard.  
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Curious holidaymakers gathered at the gates to the 

cemetery, but they were held back by a handful of 

uniformed officers who had come to the island to 

provide additional security for the visit. Jones glanced 

across and his heart skipped a beat. The beautiful 

woman was standing right at the back, staring intensely 

in the direction of the vice president. 

Jones eventually turned away and, unlike his 

American counterparts, chose to observe Cowboy as he 

laid flowers next to a particularly large gravestone. 

Consequently he was one of the first to notice the vice 

president falter as he stood up and clutchedhis chest. 

Seconds later the politician fell to his knees and 

collapsed.  

Chaos ensued as agents drew their weapons, 

desperately searching for the unknown gunman who 

must have hidden himself away and picked his moment 

to assassinate the second-most important man in the 

United States.  

But Jones knew there was no gunman and that the 

vice president had not been slain by a sniper‟s bullet. 

The fit, virile representative of the United States 

Government had suddenly dropped dead for no 

apparent reason. 

And all Inspector Jones could think of was a bearded 

and bespectacled monk and an exceptionally beautiful 

woman carrying a bunch of X-rays. 
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Chapter 2 

 

Three Months Earlier 

 

“Stacy Lomax, in love? I can‟t believe what I‟m 

hearing.” 

“I know, it‟s disgusting, isn‟t it?” 

The two women sitting in a bar in Washington DC 

laughed, and it was as if the last ten years had melted 

away and they were young students once more, waiting 

to see what life had in store for them. 

Even back then Stacy Lomax had realised she had a 

powerful effect over men. Not only was she beautiful, 

but her curvaceous figure oozed sex. 

As if that weren‟t enough, she also possessed a sharp 

wit and a positively wicked sense of humour which 

many members of the opposite sex found remarkably 

refreshing. Although she did not excel academically at 

school, she achieved the grades she needed to attend 

college. But furthering her education was merely a 

delaying tactic, as far as Stacy was concerned, since she 

had no interest in working for a living. Why waste her 

life when there were men out there with power and 

money who wanted what she‟d got?  

While male students had been taken aback by 

Stacy‟s good looks, they were more often than not sent 

into a mild state of shock when they met her room-

mate, Jennifer. For Jennifer was a classic beauty in the 

true sense of the word. Her high cheek bones, perfectly 

formed lips and large blue eyes always caused male 

admirers to perform a double-take when first laying 

eyes on her.   

As if to rub salt into the wounds of lesser beauties, 

she was highly intelligent, humorous and kind. She too 

had a shapely figure, though perhaps not quite as 
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voluptuous as Stacy‟s, but almost everyone agreed that 

she was blessed with a pair of sensational legs. 

“What ever happened to the girl who said men were 

only good for one thing?” asked Jennifer, still shocked 

at her friend‟s latest confession. 

“I know, I know, but what can I say? It just sort of 

happened.” 

“So, tell me,” said Jennifer with undisguised 

curiosity, “who is this male Adonis who managed to 

show my best friend the error of her ways?” 

“I‟m not sure if I should tell you,” said Stacy 

cryptically. 

“Now you‟ve really got me wondering,” admitted 

Jennifer. “What‟s the big mystery?” 

“He‟s married.” 

“Oh, Stacy, really? Does he have any children?” 

As soon as she‟d asked the question, Jennifer 

regretted the judgemental tone in her voice. 

“Yes … yes, he does,” explained Stacy hesitantly, 

“but they‟re both grown up and at college.” 

“At college?” How old is this guy anyway?” 

“He‟s sixty-two,” said Stacy, looking down at the 

floor. 

“Jesus, Stacy, he‟s old enough to be your father!” 

“I know, it sounds terrible when I say it out loud like 

that,” admitted Stacy coyly, and Jennifer admonished 

herself once again for being less than supportive to her 

one and only true friend. But Stacy hadn‟t finished. 

“I‟m afraid there‟s more,” she said, pulling a face 

that indicated she was dreading how her friend would 

react. 

“Go on,” said Jennifer, unable to stand the suspense 

any longer. 

“His name is Jonathon Turner.” 
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At first the name meant nothing and Jennifer 

shrugged, as if to say „so what?‟ But gradually the full 

enormity of what Stacy was saying hit home. 

“My God, Stacy, you don‟t mean Senator Turner,” 

asked Jennifer incredulously, and Stacy simply nodded. 

Jennifer sat there open-mouthed, still not quite able 

to believe her ears. 

“You mean McKay‟s running-mate?” she asked, still 

wanting confirmation that she wasn‟t dreaming. 

“Yes,” was all Stacy could bring herself to say. 

“But if McKay wins that means you‟re …” 

“Dating the future Vice President of the United 

States,” said Stacy, finishing her friend‟s sentence for 

her. 

 Jennifer couldn‟t help thinking her college room-

mate almost sounded proud, as if she would in some 

way be sharing the achievement.  

“But isn‟t he telling everyone how the most 

important thing in his life is his family?” asked 

Jennifer, still trying to get her head around what her 

friend had shared with her. 

“Yes. But when the election is over, he‟s promised 

to leave his wife. He says the press won‟t be interested 

once he‟s in office.” 

“And you believe him?” 

As soon as she‟d uttered the words and saw the look 

of hurt on her friend‟s face, Jennifer regretted the 

harshness of her tone. 

“Yes, I believe him,” said Stacy, her voice shaking. 

“And why shouldn‟t I? I love him and he loves me.” 

“I‟m sorry, Stacy, I didn‟t mean to upset you. It‟s all 

just a lot to take in.” 

Stacy reached into her bag and removed a tissue 

before wiping a tear from her eye. She took a deep 

breath. 
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“No, Jennifer, I’m sorry. I thought you were the one 

person I could talk to who would understand. Clearly I 

was wrong.” 

Stacy stood up and picked up her bag before she 

spoke. 

“Have a safe flight home.” 

Stacy had started walking away before Jennifer even 

had a chance to work out what was going on. She cried 

out, ignoring the stares of the other people in the bar. 

“Stacy!” 

Her friend didn‟t respond and continued to walk 

away. Jennifer stood up, desperate to catch up with her, 

but in her haste she kicked the table and knocked over 

their unfinished drinks. A waitress looked on 

disapprovingly and Jennifer picked up a napkin in order 

to clean up the spillage as best she could. But it was a 

hopeless task and she gave up. 

“I‟m sorry,” she said, before quickly making her 

escape. 

As she left the bar and emerged on to the sidewalk, 

she just had time to watch her friend climb into a taxi 

before it drove off. Jennifer looked around at her 

surroundings, as if they could provide a way out of her 

predicament. The heavens chose that moment to release 

a deluge of rain on to the dark and empty street, and 

Jennifer tried to wipe the droplets of water from her 

expensive jacket before screaming at an uncaring 

world. 

“Shit!” 

 

*      *      * 

 

Jennifer didn‟t know what to do. Should she head for 

Stacy‟s apartment and try to make amends? In the end 

she decided to return to her hotel and contact her friend 
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first thing in the morning. It would give her time to cool 

off. 

At least the conference is over, she thought. She‟d 

been one of the guest speakers, addressing over two 

hundred fellow psychologists, and her talk on the 

influence of genetics on brain patterns had been well 

received. So, feeling on a high, she‟d arranged to meet 

up with her old friend before returning home to Santa 

Barbara, but now she was starting to regret her 

decision.  

In spite of the late hour, Jennifer just couldn‟t get to 

sleep, worrying that she had ruined a beautiful 

friendship. She tried to read, and when her phone rang 

in the middle of the night, she was so startled she 

dropped her book.  

“Hello?” she said hesitantly, as she put the phone to 

her ear, her heart pounding. 

“Jennifer?” 

She recognised Stacy‟s voice and could tell she‟d 

been crying. 

“Hi, Stacy, are you okay?” 

“Oh, Jennifer, it was horrible …” 

Stacy began to sob uncontrollably and Jennifer did 

her best to calm her down. 

“It‟s okay, Stacy, I‟m here. Just tell me what‟s 

wrong.” 

“I thought about what you said and as soon as I got 

home I called Jonathon on his cell phone and said I 

wanted to see him ...” 

Stacy was having trouble keeping her voice steady, 

so Jennifer remained silent, giving her friend time to 

recover. 

“So he came over and I told him I wanted him to 

leave his wife.” 
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Stacy began to cry again and Jennifer sat up in her 

bed. Eventually Stacy regained her composure. 

“And he said he would leave her once the election 

was over, but I told him that wasn‟t good enough. I said 

I wanted him to tell her about us now.” 

Stacy hesitated for a few seconds, as if she wasn‟t 

sure whether to continue. 

“I told him that if he didn‟t tell her, I would.” 

“What happened?” asked Jennifer, and her friend‟s 

tears began once again. 

“He went crazy. He said if I ever went near his wife 

he‟d kill me. I‟ve never seen him like that before. It was 

as if he was a completely different person. He just 

snapped.” 

“Did he hurt you?” 

“No, but he threw me on the bed and stormed out in 

a rage. I just don‟t know what to do.” 

“Stacy … Stacy,” said Jennifer, trying to be heard 

through the tears. “I‟m coming right over.” 

Slowly Stacy‟s crying subsided. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Sure I‟m sure. I‟ll be there in an hour. We‟ll drink 

all night and put everything right, just like we used to. 

Men just aren‟t worth it, Stacy. They‟re only good for 

one thing, remember?” 

Stacy actually laughed and Jennifer was relieved that 

their earlier falling out was forgotten. 

“You‟re a good friend, Jennifer. But I need to take a 

shower - I look like shit.” 

The friends laughed again, and it helped to relieve 

the tension. 

“I tell you what,” said Stacy. “I‟ll leave my key 

under the mat. That bastard‟s still got my spare. So, if 

I‟m not ready, just let yourself in. I‟ll have a nice bottle 
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of red wine open and waiting. And Jennifer … thanks 

again.” 

“No problem. See you in an hour.” 

 

*      *      * 

 

The two men walked calmly down the empty 

corridor of the building, armed with a key to Stacy‟s 

door. It was two thirty in the morning and as they 

carefully inserted the key and opened the door a 

fraction of an inch, they were surprised to see the lights 

of the apartment still on. The men glanced at one 

another and waited in silence, listening for any sign of 

life. Eventually they heard the sound of running water, 

indicating that the occupant was taking a shower. They 

opened the door, quickly stepped into a small hallway, 

and closed the door behind them.  

They quietly walked through to a large sitting room, 

where there was a small kitchen situated on the other 

side of a breakfast bar. In the corner of the living area 

was a door, slightly ajar, that led to a bedroom. One of 

the men peered in and the sound of the shower could be 

heard coming from another door beyond the bedroom.  

He indicated the top of the bedroom door to his 

companion, and the man removed a hand drill from a 

large pocket inside his coat. Using the sound of the 

shower to help mask the noise, he proceeded to insert a 

hole in the wall, just above the door. He then produced 

a piece of rope that had been hanging from a hook 

attached to his belt, out of sight. The rope had been tied 

with a noose at one end and it was placed through the 

fresh hole in the wall and tied to the top of the door 

frame.  

His partner calmly waited by the bathroom, his back 

pressed against the wall. He noticed that he was 
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standing next to a light switch and he pointed to it, 

eyebrows raised. His older companion nodded and he 

pressed the switch, plunging the bedroom into darkness, 

save for the light emerging from under the door to the 

bathroom.  

Suitably refreshed, Stacy turned off the water and 

dried herself, before wrapping a large towel around her 

shapely body. But when she opened the door to the 

bedroom, she was surprised when the gloomy interior 

presented itself. She could have sworn she‟d left the 

light on. But, she admitted to herself, she was in such a 

state, she wouldn‟t have been surprised if she‟d turned 

it off without thinking.  

She reached round, fumbling for the switch, when 

someone grabbed her arm, nearly wrenching it out of its 

socket. She was about to scream, when a gloved hand 

placed itself firmly over her mouth. More hands 

grabbed her from behind, and a foul-smelling cloth was 

forced into her mouth. 

Watching the shadows of the men in the darkness 

but unable to scream, Stacy was lifted bodily and the 

noose was placed around her neck. She kicked out, 

connecting with something soft, and one of the men let 

out an oath. 

Eventually the men stepped back and were treated to 

the sound of a loud crack, as the rope broke Stacy‟s 

neck. The younger of the two men put on the light and 

removed Stacy‟s towel. When he saw her body, he 

couldn‟t help wishing he‟d had time to have a little fun 

before they‟d killed her. But their instructions were 

very explicit - it had to look like a suicide. With that in 

mind, he removed the cloth from her mouth. 

Before leaving, the older man switched on her 

computer in the corner of the living area, inserted a data 

stick, and transferred a document to the hard drive. He 
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proceeded to print it out on the laser printer attached to 

the computer, and pressed the letter into Stacy‟s dead 

hand, covering both sides with her fingerprints. He 

placed it on her bedside table with his gloved hand, 

before removing the data stick. 

The two men took one last look around the 

apartment to make sure everything was in order. Finally 

they let themselves out, firmly closing the door behind 

them. They left the building as quietly as they had 

arrived and walked to the car that had been hired for 

them under a false name. 

As they drove, the older of the two men suddenly 

remembered seeing an open bottle of wine and two 

glasses on the breakfast bar. He couldn‟t help 

wondering why there were two glasses. 

  



 24 

Chapter 3 

 

Jennifer called down to reception and arranged for a 

taxi to take her to Stacy‟s apartment. To her dismay, 

she was forced to pay an exorbitant fee, since it was the 

middle of the night. On her arrival she found the key 

under the mat, as promised, and she headed for the 

living area, where she quickly spotted the bottle of red 

wine sitting on the breakfast bar. She helped herself to a 

glass as she called out. 

“Stacy?” 

There was no reply and she made her way round the 

corner to the bedroom, preparing to investigate further. 

And that was when everything changed and her world 

would never be the same again. 

For perhaps three or four seconds, Jennifer just stood 

there, her mind unable to comprehend what her eyes 

were seeing. Her hand relinquished the glass of red 

wine, dropping it on the floor. It was as if her mind was 

trying to fit the scene into some sort of mental model. 

But she had no such model to hand, having never seen a 

dead body hanging from a rope before.And then it all 

seemed to come together in slow motion, as questions 

sprang up in her mind and gave birth to their own 

answers. 

Why isn‟t there anything supporting the body‟s feet? 

The body must be attached to something – that‟s why 

it‟s swinging. Why does the neck look strange? That‟s 

not a neck, it‟s a rope.  

Eventually Jennifer‟s brain discovered a mental 

model, drawn from movies and crime dramas from 

years past. Somebody must have taken their own life. 

But who? And what was she doing in Stacy‟s 

apartment? 
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The sudden realisation that the dead body she was 

looking at belonged to her friend, hit Jennifer like a 

thunderbolt. And even then part of her mind, the 

scientist part, recalled all the hours she had spent with 

volunteers at the university, many of them desperate to 

overcome some trauma they had experienced in their 

lives. But of all the helpful advice she had imparted, 

there was nothing she could draw on. Her friend‟s death 

was digging into the very core of her being, and the raw 

emotions it was forging could not be suppressed by 

rational thought. 

A force-field appeared to spring up before her, 

throwing her bodily to the floor. She crouched on the 

carpet, crying out like a wounded animal. She looked at 

her hand, resting in the red wine stain, thinking it was 

blood. She vomited, and the trickle down her inner 

thigh testified to the fact that she had urinated.  

In the space of a few moments an intelligent and 

healthy young woman had been reduced to a gibbering 

wreck. She was hyperventilating and in danger of 

passing out. 

I need help. I must get help. The phone. I must get to 

the phone. 

She gave herself clear, simple instructions; not 

trusting herself to behave rationally if she did not. She 

looked down and somehow her bag was lying next to 

her. She rummaged inside, crying out in frustration 

when it took her a whole two seconds to find her phone. 

Her hands were shaking violently and she had difficulty 

dialling the number. 

The sound of another voice helped to calm her. It 

gave her strength and she answered the questions she 

was asked clearly and concisely, glad of the distraction. 

And when she had been assured that help was on its 

way, she returned her phone to the bag and took one 
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more look at the doorway, hoping she had imagined it 

all.  

Fate can be cruel and in that moment it dealt Jennifer 

a heavy blow. In the few moments that the phone call 

had lasted, Stacy‟s body had chosen to swing round a 

full one hundred and eighty degrees, so now her face 

was visible. And it was a face frozen in terror; a 

hideous face - eyes bulging, tongue hanging to one side. 

Jennifer thought she would pass out, but somehow 

she found the strength to drag herself across the floor 

until the hideous vision could no longer be seen. She 

brought her legs up to her chest, rolling herself into a 

ball, and she rocked to and fro in a rhythm of her own 

choosing. 

And she waited. 

 

*      *      * 

 

“For the last time, we‟re not smashing the fucking 

door down.” 

Lieutenant Braden hated breaking in a rookie; they 

were always so damned eager. He hated it almost as 

much as being woken up in the middle of the night 

because someone was inconsiderate enough to kill 

themselves when people were trying to get some sleep. 

“But I can hear someone crying. They sound upset.” 

Inspector Patterson, with four weeks on the job 

under his belt, was concerned for the safety of the 

apartment‟s occupant. 

“They are upset,” explained Braden patiently. 

“They‟ve just discovered someone hanging from a rope. 

Shit, wouldn‟t you be upset?”  

“So, shouldn‟t we break in?” asked Patterson, not to 

be deterred. 
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Braden took a step back, pointing to the heavy 

wooden door. 

“Be my fucking guest. But don‟t expect me to take 

you to the hospital when you break your fucking 

shoulder.” 

Patterson looked at the door, unsure what to do. 

While he hesitated, Braden had his own suggestion. 

“Why don‟t you make yourself useful and find the 

manager.” 

“Why?” 

“God preserve us,” sighed Braden, looking up at the 

ceiling for Divine help. “Well, maybe he‟ll have a key, 

and then we can walk in, like normal people.” 

Patterson was about to do as he was told when the 

door opened and Jennifer stood there, trembling. He 

quickly rushed to her side and guided her to a chair in 

the main living area. She was clearly feeling weak and 

fragile, and Patterson hurried over to the kitchen to 

bring her a glass of water.  

While his partner played the part of Florence 

Nightingale, Braden walked over to Stacy‟s body 

hanging in the bedroom doorway. He looked at it, his 

face failing to show any emotion, and all the while he 

kept his distance, knowing better than to touch anything 

until the lab boys had done their work.  

“Hey, Patterson, when you can spare a minute, 

would you care to join me?” 

Patterson made his apologies to Jennifer, who 

simply clutched the glass of water and stared at the 

floor, still rocking back and forth. When he turned the 

corner and was confronted with Stacy‟s naked body, 

her neck distorted at a grotesque angle, he nearly 

gagged. Only professional pride made him keep it 

together, not wanting to give Braden the satisfaction of 

seeing him lose control.  
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“Suicide, pure and simple. Right?” 

Braden looked at Patterson, seeking confirmation 

that they faced an open and shut case. He wanted to get 

back to his nice warm bed. Patterson thought for a 

moment before speaking. 

“How did she get up there?” 

Braden pulled a face and looked at his partner as if 

he had just farted without permission. 

“How do you think? She put her head through the 

noose and lifted her legs off the floor.” 

“It‟s too high. Someone must have lifted her up.” 

Braden sighed. 

“Did you ever think she might have used a chair?” 

“Yeah, but where is it?” 

Braden looked around, and the nearest chair was on 

the other side of the bedroom, against the wall. He 

pointed, unwilling to concede his theory didn‟t hold 

water. 

“Are you saying she kicked it ten feet clear across 

the room and it just happened to land upright? No 

way.” 

Braden felt like punching his new partner in the face. 

Instead he decided to change tack.  

“Maybe the pretty room-mate next door decided to 

do a little tidying up before we arrived, did you ever 

think of that? Who is she by the way?”  

“I was trying to find out when you called me over,” 

said Patterson defensively.  

Braden led the way back to the living area and stood 

in front of Jennifer. 

“You live here?” he asked abruptly, and she slowly 

looked up into his jowly face, as if she was seeing him 

for the first time.  

“No … no. I‟m just a friend. Stacy asked me to come 

over.” 
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“In the middle of the night?” asked Braden, not 

satisfied with her answer. 

“She was upset.” 

Braden glanced at his partner with a look that said: „I 

told you it was suicide‟.  

 

*      *      * 

 

It was the first time that Jennifer felt like one of the 

living. A petite female police officer had been called to 

Stacy‟s apartment, and she had been so kind and 

attentive that it succeeded in drawing Jennifer out of 

her protective shell. What‟s more, she had been allowed 

to leave the scene of the nightmare she had just 

witnessed, and was taken to an interview room at the 

police station, where she was provided with a pot of 

strong coffee. Unfortunately the moment of calm was 

spoilt when the two detectives she had met earlier 

entered the room and seated themselves on the other 

side of the large desk in the centre of the room, facing 

her. The older man carried a manila folder. 

She thought they made a ridiculous couple, as if 

somebody had thrown the two of them together as some 

sort of joke. The older unfriendly man was overweight 

and his fat cheeks were made to appear even larger by 

the fact that his small eyes were set wide apart. The 

other man looked too young to be a detective, with his 

fair hair and pale complexion. He had a nervous 

demeanour that would have put Jennifer at ease if it 

hadn‟t been for his surly companion. The older man 

was the first to speak. 

“Your friend Stacy … would you say she was fairly 

fit?” 

Jennifer frowned, failing to understand the relevance 

of the question, but she decided to answer it anyway. 
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“Pretty fit, yes. She went jogging most days. Why do 

you ask?” 

Patterson answered her, much to his partner‟s 

annoyance.  

“The coroner says it would have been very difficult 

for her tohave hanged herself without supporting her 

feet.” 

Braden scowled at Patterson and kicked his leg 

under the table. He was breaking the first rule of 

interrogation;never let the other person know what 

cards you‟re holding.  

“There‟s no way Stacy killed herself,” said Jennifer, 

determined to put things straight right away. But, much 

to her annoyance, the older detective wasn‟t to be 

persuaded. 

“The point is the coroner says there was nothing to 

indicate anyone else was involved in the death of your 

friend. Besides, you said she was upset and the letter 

confirms she intended to take her own life.” 

Jennifer‟s eyes widened and she stared at both of the 

men in turn. 

“Letter? What letter?” 

“Your friend‟s suicide note,” said Braden, not 

missing a beat. 

He opened the folder sitting on the desk and 

removed a plastic document holder. Inside was a single 

sheet of paper which he took out and passed to Jennifer. 

She was about to take it from him when he pulled it 

away. 

“It‟s already been checked for prints and your 

friend‟s were all over it, but it‟s still a piece of 

evidence, so be careful how you handle it.” 

Suitably warned, Jennifer finally took the letter out 

of his podgy hand. She read it in silence, shaking her 

head in disbelief. 
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My dear friends & family 

I thought I could cope living in the city all alone, but 

I just can’t. People are so awful. Women are jealous of 

me and men just treat me like dirt. I simply can’t take it 

any more. 

Please don’t feel sorry for me, it’s what I want. 

Maybe this way I’ll finally be at peace. 

Love 

 

Stacy 

 

Jennifer would have laughed if she hadn‟t felt so 

awful for Stacy. She looked at the two detectives as if 

they were crazy. 

“Are you expecting me to believe Stacy wrote this 

piece of shit?” 

“What makes you think she didn‟t?” asked Braden, 

his face giving nothing away. 

“For one thing, Stacy just doesn‟t talk like that. 

Besides, there‟s no way she would have typed a suicide 

note.” 

Braden leaned forward and Jennifer had the 

impression he was trying to intimidate her. 

“Apart from the fact that your friend‟s little fingers 

were all over it, the letter was saved on her computer.” 

Jennifer was beginning to think the man was an idiot 

and she looked at his partner, trying to read his mind. 

He just looked embarrassed. She did her best to keep 

her temper. 

“Why would she save the damn thing? What was she 

going to do - use it again the next time she decided to 

kill herself?” 
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Patterson couldn‟t suppress a grin and Braden gave 

him a look that said he was on thin ice. Getting 

nowhere, Braden decided to switch tactics. 

“What time did your friend call you at your hotel?” 

“Around 2 a.m.” 

Patterson was the first to respond. 

“The receptionist at the hotel confirms that, 

Lieutenant.” 

Braden wondered if he would get booted out of the 

department if he punched his partner in the face and 

broke all of his teeth. Instead he simply ignored him. 

“And what time did you arrive at your friend‟s 

apartment?” 

“Around forty minutes later.” 

“How did you get in?” 

“Stacy left her key for me under the mat outside her 

door.” 

“So the door wasn‟t open?” 

“No. Like I said, I used her key.” 

Braden‟s lip curled up at the corner and Jennifer 

found the sight quite disturbing. She did her best to 

return his gaze. 

“So let me get this straight,” said Braden, folding his 

arms. “In spite of the fact that your friend called you in 

the middle of the night, saying she was upset, and in 

spite of this suicide note, written on her computer, 

you‟re saying she didn‟t take her own life.” 

“Yes,” said Jennifer, returning his stare. 

“So what you‟re saying is that in the space of the 

forty minutes it took you to get to the apartment, 

someone let themselves in, popped your friend‟s head 

in a noose, typed a suicide note and left. Is that what 

you‟re saying?” 

Jennifer felt panic starting to take hold once more. 

The detective had deliberately made her accusation 
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seem ridiculous and she was starting to doubt herself. 

But Braden was still firing questions. 

“Did Stacy usually leave her key under the mat?” 

“No. She said she was taking a shower, so she left it 

there for me.” 

“There was no sign of a forced entry, so I presume 

the murderer just happened to find this key when he 

paid your friend a visit. That was kind of lucky, don‟t 

you think?” 

“He didn‟t need it,” said Jennifer, and Braden 

glanced at his partner. 

“Why not?” 

“He had his own.” 

Patterson was about to speak but Braden tapped his 

arm, indicating he should be quiet. He kept pressing. 

“How do you know that?” 

“Stacy told me.” 

“I don‟t suppose she happened to tell you who this 

guy was by any chance?” 

Jennifer took a deep breath before responding, 

scared of the reaction her answer would cause. 

“His name is Jonathon Turner.” 

The detectives looked at one another until Patterson 

broke the silence. 

“Surely you don‟t mean Senator Jonathon Turner, do 

you?” 

“That‟s exactly who I mean.” 

The detectives looked at Jennifer as if she was a 

strange specimen in the zoo they‟d never encountered 

before. Somehow Braden knew he wouldn‟t be 

returning to his nice warm bed any time soon. 

 

*      *      * 
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“How do we handle this?” asked Patterson, helping 

himself to coffee from the machine in the corner of 

their office. 

“Handle what?” asked Braden, rubbing his small 

eyes in an effort to keep awake. 

“Miss White‟s accusation.” 

Braden sighed and helped himself to Patterson‟s 

coffee, indicating that he should return to the machine 

for another.  

“She‟s clearly a nut,” said Braden, as if that settled 

the matter. 

“I typed her name into the Web. She‟s a well-known 

psychologist.” 

“Psychologist?” said Braden in disgust. “In that case 

she‟s definitely a nut.” 

“But she‟s adamant her friend was having an affair 

with the senator and he threatened to kill her.” 

Braden grimaced, as if his partner‟s words caused 

him physical pain. 

“Look, I don‟t care what she says. You don‟t just go 

up to a man like Senator Turner and accuse him of 

murdering a woman because some crazy with a nice 

pair of tits says he did; not if you want to keep your job. 

Jesus, imagine what would happen if the papers got 

hold of this.” 

Braden started searching for his antacid tablets in 

preparation for the onslaught he knew his stomach was 

about to face. He decided to think out loud in an effort 

to calm his nerves. 

“As far as the lab boys are concerned, it looks like 

this woman killed herself. Then there‟s the suicide note 

and the fact that there was no sign of a break-in.” 

Patterson decided to play devil‟s advocate. 

“But what if we find out the senator was having an 

affair with this Stacy?” 
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“And how exactly would we do that?” asked Braden, 

wishing his partner would just shut up. 

“Well, we could show pictures of the senator to the 

other residents in the building. Perhaps one of them 

might have seen him paying the lady a visit.” 

“Jesus!” exclaimed Braden, reaching for another 

tablet. 

 

*      *      * 

 

The two men who had orchestrated Stacy‟s suicide 

collected the remainder of the cash they had been 

promised from a locker at a local bus station, placed 

there by an ex-CIA man who had been fired from his 

post when it was suspected he was guilty of drug 

trafficking. 

The same man, later that day, enjoyed a coffee at a 

busy establishment in the centre of the city. As he left 

he gave an almost imperceptible nod to a distinguished 

grey-haired gentleman who was making his way to a 

table in the corner of the coffee house. 

That night Senator Turner went to bed and kissed his 

wife before turning off the light. He smiled in the dark, 

happy in the knowledge that a troublesome problem had 

been solved permanently. 
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Chapter 4 

 

Jennifer was relieved to be returning home to Santa 

Barbara, but she knew her life would never be the same 

again. Her only true friend had suddenly been taken 

from her, killed by a man who was supposed to have 

loved her. To make matters worse, it was clear the 

police hadn‟t believed her when she had accused Turner 

of being the murderer or, as was more likely, they just 

didn‟t want to believe her. So, when Braden assured her 

that the matter would be thoroughly investigated and 

she‟d be kept informed of any developments in the 

case, she wasn‟t exactly inspired with confidence.  

Meanwhile, back in Washington, Patterson‟s 

suggestion that he and his partner talk to the other 

tenants in Stacy‟s building was followed up, but turned 

out to be fruitless. The three other apartments were all 

owned by single businessmen who rarely spent time in 

the building. Braden refused to let Patterson brandish 

photographs of the would-be vice president but it made 

little difference – no one had seen any visitors come 

and go to Stacy‟s apartment apart from tradesmen.  

Some usable fingerprints were found in the dead 

woman‟s apartment, but Patterson‟s suggestion that 

they might be compared with Senator Turner‟s was not 

followed up. 

Since Jennifer had made a formal statement, 

claiming that her friend‟s life had been threatened by 

Senator Turner, it had to be investigated. But Braden 

wasn‟t prepared to go throwing accusations around just 

on hearsay. So he spoke to his captain, asking for 

advice, and word came down that he was to make an 

appointment to see Turner. But the message was clear – 

be tactful and discreet, and for God‟s sake don‟t talk 
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about the investigation with anyone outside the 

department.  

Since tact and discretion had been called for, Braden 

told Patterson to wait in the reception area when they 

visited Senator Turner‟s office in the city. The dapper 

politician was at his desk when Braden walked in, but 

he got up and was pumping the detective‟s hand 

vigorously, smiling broadly, as he offered him a drink 

and directed him to a comfortable leather chair. 

“This is indeed a pleasure, Lieutenant Braden. I‟m 

always pleased to meet members of our hard-working 

police force. How can I be of help?” 

Braden did his best to return the smile, but smiling 

wasn‟t his forte. He was sweating and he adjusted his 

tie, desperate to get the whole thing over with as 

quickly as possible. 

“It‟s just a routine investigation, Senator, I‟ll try not 

to take too much of your time.” 

“Nonsense, Lieutenant, you take as much time as 

you need.” 

Braden could see how the man had got to where he 

was; he oozed charisma. 

“I‟m afraid it‟s not a pleasant matter, Senator, as it 

concerns the death of a young lady.” 

“Oh dear,” said Turner, looking at Braden 

expectantly. 

“Yes, it would appear she committed suicide,” said 

Braden, becoming more uncomfortable with every 

minute. 

“Oh, my goodness, how tragic. How can I help?” 

Turner leant forward in his chair, full of concern. 

“Well, this a little delicate, Senator, but I‟m afraid I 

have to ask if you might have known her.” 

“I see. Well, perhaps if you told me the young lady‟s 

name.” 
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Braden shifted his heavy body back into his chair, 

feeling foolish for being so nervous. 

“Her name is … was, Stacy Lomax.” 

Turner brought his hands up to his face, creating a 

steeple with his fingers, as if he was lost in thought. 

“Stacy Lomax … Stacy Lomax.” 

He kept repeating her name, as if it would help him 

recall if they‟d ever met. Eventually he shook his head. 

“No, I‟m sorry, Lieutenant, the name doesn‟t ring a 

bell.” 

Braden sat there, desperately wanting to loosen his 

tie, and dreading having to ask his next question. 

Turner decided to prompt him. 

“Was there anything else, Lieutenant?” 

“There is one more thing I need to ask, Senator, if I 

may. But let me stress again that this is simply routine.” 

Turner laughed, looking totally relaxed, and he 

reached across to tap Braden on the shoulder. 

“Please don‟t concern yourself, Lieutenant. Ask 

away.” 

“Could I ask where you were in the early hours of 

Wednesday morning last week?” 

“How early?” asked Turner evenly. 

“Around 2 a.m.” 

“My, that is early, even with my busy schedule. But 

at least I haven‟t got to consult my diary. I expect I was 

where I always am at that time of night; tucked up safe 

and sound in bed with my wife.” 

“Would your wife confirm that, Senator?” 

“Undoubtedly,” said Turner, and for the first time he 

looked a little concerned. “But I sincerely hope that 

won‟t be necessary, Lieutenant.” 

“No, I don‟t expect it will,” replied Braden, falling 

under the man‟s spell. 
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“Well, that‟s a great relief. I certainly wouldn‟t want 

my wife to be caused any distress unnecessarily.” 

Turner stood up and Braden automatically followed 

suit. As he led Braden to the door, Turner had a 

question of his own. 

“Lieutenant Braden, could I ask why you thought I 

might know this unfortunate young lady?” 

“I‟m afraid I can‟t divulge that, Senator,” replied 

Braden, not willing to break the rules, even for the 

future vice president. 

“How mysterious. Perhaps my friend the 

Commissioner will be more forthcoming when I join 

him for lunch tomorrow,” said Turner ominously, and 

for the first time his smile dropped. 

Braden just wanted to get out of the stuffy office, but 

he took the time to try and save his career. 

“You know how it is, Senator. Some people just 

have a vivid imagination.” 

“And they leave good hard-working people like you 

to do their dirty work for them, eh, Lieutenant?” said 

Turner, shaking Braden‟s hand once again.  

Braden left and Patterson was waiting impatiently 

for his partner‟s return, unable to contain himself. 

“What‟s the verdict?” 

Braden kept walking and didn‟t even look at his 

partner when he replied. 

“Stacy Lomax committed suicide.” 

 

*      *      * 

 

Sitting in her office at the university, Jennifer found 

she couldn‟t concentrate on her work. She was angry. 

The Lieutenant simply hadn‟t wanted to know the truth. 

No, it was more than that – he was scared; scared to 

take on the mighty politician on Capitol Hill. So she 



 40 

decided she would have to take matters into her own 

hands. The world had to know that Turner killed Stacy. 

She would tell the newspapers if that was what it took. 

With that in mind, she left the university earlier than 

usual and returned to her apartment. It was time to 

make a few phone calls. But first she needed to take a 

shower and clear her head. She made her way to her 

bedroom but, as she walked through the doorway, she 

suddenly stopped and gasped, bringing her hands to her 

mouth. 

Her bed was neatly made, just as she‟d left it. But 

there, lying above the covers, was a rope tied in the 

shape of a noose. 

 

*      *      * 

 

For Jennifer the message was clear; Turner had 

somehow found out she‟d gone to the police and, if she 

continued to cause trouble, she would end up the same 

way as Stacy. 

She was terrified; more terrified than she had ever 

been in her life. Someone had broken into her 

apartment and had laid the gruesome object on her bed, 

simply to prove a point. She had never felt more 

vulnerable. 

She picked up the phone, intending to call the police, 

but at the last minute she hung up. She needed time to 

think. If she wanted the police to believe hershe‟d have 

to tell them everything, and the first thing they‟d do 

would be to contact those two detectives in 

Washington. Turner clearly had a contact in their 

department and he‟d find out she was still making 

waves. She‟d be signing her own death warrant. The 

hopelessness of the situation suddenly hit her and she 

began to cry.  
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But she knew crying would solve nothing. If the 

police were unwilling to help her, she would have to 

protect herself. So she decided to conduct her own 

research on the politician who had taken her friend‟s 

life. But, try as she might, she couldn‟t find any 

evidence that Turner had been having an affair with 

Stacy. Without evidence no one would believe her. And 

then something happened that planted a seed in her 

mind. And the seed grew, spawning a terrible thought 

that wouldn‟t go away. 

She had been searching the Web for the umpteenth 

timeand was about to switch off her laptop, when she 

saw the article.And then shenoticedthe picture of the 

Welsh monastery that Turner planned to visit the 

following month. She frowned at the photograph and 

looked at the name of the island displayed underneath.   

Where have I heard that name before? 

 

*      *      * 

 

Patterson hadn‟t been looking forward to making the 

phone call and he resented the fact that Lieutenant 

Braden had volunteered him for the job. But when he 

explained to the pretty psychologist that the 

investigation into Stacy‟s death was complete and his 

department had concluded it was suicide, Jennifer 

politely thanked the young detective and simply asked 

him to let her know if there were any new 

developments. Patterson put down the phone, 

wondering what had happened to cause Miss White‟s 

sudden change of heart. 
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Chapter 5 

 

Once the initial relief thatVice President Turner had 

not been felled by an assassin‟s bullet had receded, the 

next major headache, as far as the Secret Service was 

concerned,was the possibility that the VP had been 

poisoned. But the official autopsy, ordered as a matter 

of course, failed to find any trace of suspicious 

substances either in his stomach or in his bloodstream. 

The man appeared to have died from an unexpected 

heart attack, pure and simple. The VP was in his sixties, 

after all.  

Witnesses were interviewed and reports were filed. 

The Secret Service, Special Branch, and the United 

States and British governments were all satisfied – case 

closed. The investigation was extremely thorough and 

the conclusion that everyone had been hoping for was 

reached – no one was to blame for the vice president‟s 

death. There was no doubt in anyone‟s mind – except 

forDetectiveInspector William Jones. 

Not that the gaunt policeman voiced his concerns. 

Besides, what would he have said?- „a pretty woman 

was visiting a monk at the monastery on the day of the 

VP‟s death.‟ So what? 

If he‟d added that the very same monk had served 

the wine to the vice president during the Communion 

Service, it wouldn‟t have changed a thing. The victim 

hadn‟t been poisoned. Perhaps if circumstances had 

been different and he‟d still had the respect of his peers, 

he might have acted differently, but, considering his 

conduct over the last year, he knew he wouldn‟t be 

taken seriously. If he‟d only known, his situation was 

even more precarious than he suspected. 

In hindsight he should have seen it coming. After all, 

one shouldn‟t expect to tell the chief inspector to fuck 
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off and get away with it. On the other hand, the 

arsehole should have taken the time to learn his wife‟s 

name when he was offering his condolences. 

“We‟re all extremely sorry for your loss, Jones. 

Sharon was a wonderful woman. And your daughter, of 

course,” he added, almost as an afterthought. 

Jones was sure that Sarah would have appreciated 

the sentiment. 

So he‟d been forced into retirement and he returned 

to his empty house in north London; the one that he had 

been trying to avoid for so long, save as a place to 

sleep. 

However, after a few weeks he began to find the 

solitude reassuring. He would drink, sleep, eat, drink 

some more, watch TV, and finally collapse. He treated 

it as a routine, just like work.  

He felt no happiness, but eventually he felt less pain, 

although nothing managed to bring him out of his self-

induced trance – that is, until he looked at the face of 

the pretty psychologist staring back at him on the TV 

screen, pointing to a series of MRI scans that, from a 

distance, looked like X-rays.  

 

*      *      * 

 

Jones reached for hisremote control and began to 

record the programme. Once it was over and he had 

learnt the woman‟s name, he used his laptop to find out 

all he could about her. Three hours went by without 

him taking a drink, and the fog in his head was slowly 

starting to lift.  

The beautiful scientist in question was apparently 

called Jennifer White, a psychology professor from the 

United States who was conducting groundbreaking 

research into how a person‟s genetic make-up 
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influences their personality. She had subjected over a 

hundred individuals, mostly prison inmates who 

displayed psychopathic tendencies, to functional-MRI 

scans. She also persuaded them to undergo extensive 

psychoanalysis, and samples of their DNA were taken. 

Using powerful computers, the gene sequence of each 

subject was analysed. A control group of volunteers, 

whose members did not display psychopathic 

tendencies, was subjected to the same tests and used as 

a comparison. The results, it would seem, were quite 

startling.  

The consensus among scientists had been that the 

human brain was so complex, that no individual gene 

could be singled out as having an effect on personality 

traits. Professor White made the astonishing claim, 

however, that she had isolated the gene responsible for, 

among other things, psychopathic behaviour.  

Having been a detective for nearly all of his working 

life, Jones had met more than his fair share of 

psychopaths and knew that the term could cover a 

multitude of sins. It was true that some people afflicted 

with the disorder could be totally out of control and 

often violent, but he knew there were just as many who 

were in full command of themselves, but no less callous 

for that. While a preponderance of violent criminals 

might have been diagnosed as psychopaths, one was 

just as likely to come across such individuals in the 

higher echelons of the business fraternity or even in 

government and academia. One has to climb over 

others to get to the top, after all. 

Jones sat back in his chair and began to think. The 

blue folders that he had seen this Professor White 

carrying – could they have been MRI scans? But why 

take them to a monastery, thousands of miles away? 
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The more he tried to come up with an answer, the more 

confused he became. 

But thanks to the wonders of television and the 

World Wide Web, he now knew the name, occupation 

and even the place of work of the beautiful woman he 

had seen at the monastery months before. But what he 

was to do with this information was another matter. 

Seemingly without any conscious thought, he found 

himself searching websites for flights to California. He 

decided he could do with some sun. 

 

*      *      * 

 

The connecting flights seemed to take an age, 

particularly as he had decided to stop drinking. He 

couldn‟t even smoke, having promised Sarah he would 

stop all those years ago. He didn‟t have the heart to start 

up again. Somehow it would have seemeddisrespectful 

to her memory. To his surprise he‟d even put a little 

weight back on, after his self-imposed confinement at 

home, and the haunted and gaunt look was beginning to 

desert his face. His vivid blue eyes had even regained 

some of their sparkle. Gone were the bloodshot veins, 

and the dark rings had almost vanished.  

When the plane finally landed, he left the airport 

terminal in search of a taxi, only to find that the sky 

was overcast and threatening rain. Happy holidays, he 

thought. As he settled into his hotel room, as close to 

Miss White‟s place of work as he could find, he lay on 

the bed, looking forward to sleeping off the effects of 

jet lag.  

“What the hell am I doing here?” he asked an empty 

room, before drifting off into oblivion. 

 

*      *      * 
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In the morning Jones was surprised to discover that 

he was hungry, but he failed to finish the super-sized 

breakfast that was placed in front of him by the hotel‟s 

plump waitress. However, somewhat fortified, he 

returned to his room, shaved, and dressed in the 

onlyclean shirt he had thought to bring with him. 

Before ordering a taxi to take him to the university, he 

noticed that the hotel sported a barber‟s shop and he 

took the opportunity to have his unruly grey locks cut 

down to size. Looking in the mirror he was pleased 

with the result. He decided he looked less … wild. 

Satisfied,he wasted no time seeking out the psychology 

faculty at the university. He was surprised at the large 

size of the reception area and made his way towards the 

young woman manning the desk. 

“Could you tell me where I might find Professor 

White?” he asked. 

“I‟ll see if she‟s in her office,” replied the 

receptionist, raising her eyebrows in anticipation of the 

answer to her next question. 

“May I say who‟s calling?” 

“Tell her it‟s Detective Inspector Jones, Special 

Branch, from London,” he lied, conveniently putting his 

recent retirement to one side for the moment.  

The young woman stared, clearly at a loss for words. 

Eventually she recovered herself and relayed this new 

piece of information, presumably to another secretary in 

whatever department was home to the beautiful 

psychologist.  

“Apparently Professor White is in her office. She 

says to go right on up.” 

So he did, and the unglamorous surroundings of the 

office and the white coat worn by its occupant only 

served to make her appear even more beautiful - if such 



 47 

a thing were possible, thought Jones. Before, in the 

monastery, he had thought himself immune to her 

charms. Now he wasn‟t quite so sure. She was standing, 

apparently waiting for his arrival, and she offered her 

hand. 

Jones took it, and noted that it was perfectly formed, 

topped off with beautifully manicured nails. 

“Hello, um … Lieutenant Jones, is it?” she asked, 

offering him a warm smile that somehow lit up the 

room. 

“It‟s actually detective inspector, but inspector will 

do,” he corrected her. 

“And you‟re English?” 

 He nodded, deciding now was not the time to 

defend his Welsh heritage.  

“Well, I must say I‟m intrigued. How exactly can I 

help you?” 

Jones paused, a technique he had always used in the 

hope of fraying the nerves of a guilty party. She tried to 

return his stare but eventually looked away. Jones put 

her out of her misery.  

“I‟m here regarding the death of Vice President 

Turner during his visit to the UK.” 

“Oh?”  

The psychologist appeared unperturbed by the 

question. Jones idly wondered if her training would 

make her a better liar than the average person. Better 

give her both barrels. 

 “I believe you also happened to be visiting the 

monastery when he was … well, when he sadly fell ill.” 

“Whatever makes you say that?” 

“I saw you there.” 

To his surprise, instead of displaying a sense of 

shock, she began to look at him quizzically. 
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“Were you the man I passed in the corridor of the 

monastery?” 

“Yes, and you also did your best to avoid me in the 

small church near the cliff-top. And of course I saw you 

at the cemetery again, when Vice President Turner 

died,” he said pointedly.  

“You look different,” she said, changing the subject. 

“Younger, somehow. Dare I say better looking?” 

Her smile seemed to fill the room with sunlight. 

“The point is, what were you doing there?” he asked, 

determined to ignore the attempt at flattery, and 

annoyed that her observation had secretly pleased him.  

“No, I think the point is: who exactly are you, and 

what right do you have to visit me at my place of work 

and ask me personal questions?” 

The psychologist is on the defensive, trying to turn 

the tables. Good, I’m getting somewhere. 

“I‟ve told you who I am. I‟m sorry if I‟ve offended 

you in some way. Of course you don‟t have to answer 

my questions if you‟d rather not. Although I have to say 

it all seems so unnecessary. I‟m sure I could find out 

somehow, if I really wanted to.” 

“Could you show me some identification?” 

Ah, now she’s on the attack. 

“Unfortunately I‟ve left it in my hotel room. Damn 

careless of me … jet lag, I‟m afraid. I could go back 

and get it for you if you‟d like.” 

She sighed and fiddled with her watch. Did he detect 

a tremor in her hand? 

“No, that won‟t be necessary but, before I answer 

your question, could you please tell me what this is all 

about.” 

“We‟re just dotting the i‟s and crossing the t‟s. You 

know how it is with paperwork and blasted reports, I‟m 

sure.” 
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“Well, if you really must know, it‟s no big secret. I 

was visiting an old chemistry professor of mine.” 

“In a monastery?” 

“He turned his back on academia long ago. He took 

holy orders, or whatever they call it, and he‟s hidden 

himself away in that Welsh monastery ever since.” 

“Does he happen to be a bearded man who wears 

spectacles?” 

“Yes, why?” 

“I believe I spoke to him. What‟s his name?” 

Jones noticed the psychologist hesitate before 

answering. 

“His name is Professor … I mean, Brother Finch.” 

“Was there any particular reason you chose to go to 

the island on the same day as the vice president‟s 

visit?” 

She’s hesitating again, trying to think of an answer. 

“Not really. I was on holiday on the mainland and I 

thought it would be an exciting time to visit the island, 

that‟s all.” 

Realising he wasn‟t going to get any more out of her, 

Jones tried a different approach and sighed, rubbing his 

hand through his freshly cut hair.  

“It seems I‟ve come a long way for nothing.” 

There was a moment‟s silence, while Jennifer stared 

at Jones, a puzzled look on her face. Eventually she 

spoke. 

“Do you mean to say you came all the way from 

London, just to ask me what I was doing at the 

monastery?” 

“When you say it like that, I have to admit it sounds 

a little crazy.” 

Jennifer‟s confidence seemed to grow, and Jones 

wondered if she was relieved that she‟d apparently 
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taken control of the situation by making him feel 

foolish. 

“I mean … do you suspect me of something?” 

Jones looked up and Jennifer managed to appear 

angry and hurt at the same time. Suddenly he began to 

feel guilty.  

“I‟m sorry, Professor, I don‟t know what I thought,” 

and Jones rubbed his face with his hands, as if he could 

physically clear his head and make a fresh start. “I think 

I‟ve been a policeman for too long. Either that, or I‟m 

getting too old and senile.” 

“How old are you?” 

The directness of the question took him aback for a 

moment. 

“I recently turned fifty.” 

Jennifer grinned. 

“Shit, that is old.” 

Jones let out a laugh, surprising himself. He couldn‟t 

remember the last time he‟d done that. Suddenly he felt 

embarrassed, so he got up to leave. 

“Well, I‟m sorry to have bothered you, Professor. 

You‟ve been very understanding.” 

“You‟re welcome,” she said brightly, staying seated 

and watching him make his way to the door of her 

office. She called to him as he reached for the handle. 

“Are you going back to London?” 

“I expect so … there‟s nothing to keep me here, I 

suppose.” 

“Are you leaving tonight?” 

“No, in the morning. Why?” 

“Why don‟t we have dinner together?” 

“Really?” 

Jones cursed himself for sounding like a nervous 

teenager, but she‟d managed to surprise him twice and 

it was a new experience for him. She said she‟d pick 
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him up at his hotel at seven, so he gave her the address, 

before leaving the office and slowly closing the door 

behind him, muttering to himself. 

“Holy shit.” 
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Chapter 6 

 

Jones showered, shaved again, and cursed the fact 

that he hadn‟t brought any more clothes and would 

have to make do with the same shirt he‟d worn that 

morning in the psychologist‟s office.  

He looked at himself in the mirror and swore. Why 

did he care? It wasn‟t as if it was a date. She was just 

curious about him. Besides, he wasn‟t interested in her 

like that. Sure, she was beautiful, but he was in love 

with Sarah; always was and always would be. The fact 

that his wife was dead didn‟t change that. He told 

himself he was only worried about his appearance for 

his own self-respect.  

When, a few hours later, a waiter led them to a 

private booth with a pleasant view out to the ocean, 

Jones decided the restaurant was well chosen. He hated 

to feel on show when he ate. Jennifer ordered a bottle of 

Chardonnay. He decided to be direct. 

“Why did you invite me for dinner?” 

“You intrigue me.” 

“As a person, or a patient?” 

“A patient?” 

“You‟re a psychologist, aren‟t you?” 

“Not the kind you‟re thinking of. I don‟t treat 

people. My business is research.” 

“Let me see if I can remember. You specialise in 

psychopathic behaviour, and you‟ve recently proved 

there might be a gene that‟s responsible.” 

“Not strictly correct, but close enough. I see you‟ve 

been doing a little research of your own.” 

“I thought I‟d better find something out about you 

before I came all this way.” 

“Tell me … how did you know my name? We only 

passed oneanother, like ships in the night as they say.” 
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“That was just a fluke. I saw you in a documentary 

on television.” 

“And you remembered me?” 

“You‟re not the sort of woman a man forgets in a 

hurry.” 

Jennifer smiled and her eyes widened, as if she was 

seeing him for the first time. For some reason Jones 

found it pleasing.  

“And once you discovered my name, you found out 

where I worked and flew all this way to ask me why I 

visited the monastery?” 

“That‟s about it,” said Jones, shifting in his seat 

uncomfortably. 

“Inspector Jones … are you stalking me?” 

There’s that wonderful smile again. Damn her. 

“Of course not. Like I said, we‟re just completing 

our reports. It‟s my job.” 

“You‟re a good liar, Mr Jones.” 

“Whatever makes you think I‟m lying?” 

“Oh, I don‟t know. Perhaps it‟s because the helpful 

Special Branch man in London I spoke to on the phone 

this afternoon told me there was no open investigation 

into the death of the vice president. When I mentioned 

your name and described you, he said you were retired. 

He even asked if I would like to make a complaint. In 

fact, reading between the lines, I rather suspect the 

detective I spoke to didn‟t like you very much.”  

“No, he doesn‟t.” 

“How do you know? I haven‟t told you his name.” 

“That‟s easy. Nobody in Special Branch likes me.” 

This time it was Jennifer‟s turn to laugh, and relief 

washed over Jones‟s entire body. He had been worried 

that she might make a scene. It was then, almost on 

impulse, that he decided to be completely honest with 
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her, no matter how painful it might be. For one thing he 

had nothing to lose. 

“I‟m afraid I have lied to you. I‟m very sorry.” 

She ignored his apology. 

“Why do they all hate you?” 

Jones wondered if she was playing the part of a 

psychologist and he tried to evade the question. 

“Who?” 

“All the people in Special Branch,” she said 

patiently. 

“I guess because I‟ve been an arsehole.” 

“Why have you been an „arsehole‟?” 

She was smiling again, as she did her best to get her 

tongue around the very British word. Jones didn‟t want 

to explain himself and tried to evade her question again. 

“You really know how to ask them, don‟t you?” 

“Well?” 

She stared at him, waiting for an answer and putting 

him on the spot. Damn it, she’d make a good detective. 

“I‟ve been going through a bad patch.” 

“What caused this … bad patch?” 

Jones found himself being drawn into the 

conversation. He didn‟t know whether it was the drink, 

or the fact that it was the first time he‟d talked about 

this stuff with a stranger, but he wanted to tell - to tell 

everything, and finally let it all out. 

“My wife and little girl were killed in a car crash.” 

“I‟m so sorry.” 

Jennifer reached over and touched his hand. It felt 

like he‟d been hit with an electric shock and he 

instinctively pulled away. Instead of being offended, 

she continued to look at him with a caring expression. 

Was it genuine, or is that something psychologists 

practice in the mirror? Jones didn‟t think he could 
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stand it anymore, and he was just about to think of an 

excuse to leave, when she spoke again. 

“Tell me about it.” 

He took a deep breath. Just go, leave. But he stayed 

and answered her. 

He coughed. His eyes moistened and he took a drink 

of wine. God, please don’t let me cry. She remained 

silent, giving him time to regain his composure. He was 

grateful. I’ve started so I might as well go the whole 

way.Perhaps it’s what I need. 

“After they died everything changed and I began to 

resent my job. I‟ve spent my professional life protecting 

politicians and so-called VIPs,and for what? Do you 

think I give a damn whether any of them are alive 

today? And they sure as hell didn‟t give a shit about 

me. The only people I‟ve ever cared about were Sarah 

and Amy. And where was I when they needed me? Laid 

up in hospital after taking a bullet for some Russian 

traitor. They relied on me to take care of them - and I 

let them down.” 

  



 56 

Chapter 7 

 

Jennifer didn‟t know why she‟d taken pity on the 

grey-haired man from London, particularly as he‟d 

clearly suspected her of foul play. More to the point, 

perhaps he still did. But she‟d always been a sucker for 

the underdog. Injured puppies and broken men were her 

speciality. And she could feel the pain in his sad blue 

eyes. So she invited him back to her apartment for 

coffee. 

“But don‟t get any ideas. It‟s just that I don‟t want 

you going back to an empty hotel room while you‟re in 

such a bad way.” 

The ex-policeman offered her a warm smile which 

she found very becoming. 

“You‟re very kind, Jennifer, but you don‟t have to 

worry, I‟m used to being alone,” he lied. “Besides, the 

last thing I want to do is make you feel uncomfortable. 

I‟ve only just met you, but I‟ve really enjoyed your 

company. In any case, you don‟t have to be wary of me 

on that score, believe me.” 

For Jennifer this was something new – a man who 

liked her for her mind and didn‟t just want to get her 

between the sheets. That was if he was telling the truth, 

but somehow she knew he was. She made up her mind. 

“Come back and we‟ll talk for a while. If you start 

getting weird, I‟ll kick you out on your ear.” 

He raised his hands as a sign of submission, and 

smiled for a second time. She decided it was a smile she 

could get used to very easily.  

 

*      *      * 

 

Jones liked the apartment very much. It was modern, 

with a large open-plan living area and a well-equipped 
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kitchen in a spacious alcove. The fireplace sported a log 

fire, producing large orange flames that reflected off 

their wine glasses. Two comfortable armchairs were 

carefully positioned in such a way that the occupants 

could converse, but stare across at the fire whenever the 

mood should take them. Jones couldn‟t remember the 

last time he had felt so comfortable and relaxed. I could 

stay here forever. 

“What was your wife like?” 

“She was very pretty and kind, like you.” 

Was that why he felt different? Were Sarah and 

Jennifer alike? 

“And what about your little girl?” 

Jones smiled. A painful smile. 

“She was nothing like me … thank God. She was a 

real girly girl, too, you know what I mean? Everything 

had to be pink and she adored dressing up. She loved 

fairy stories. She would read them to herself, without 

any help from either of us - she was a bright little 

thing.” 

Jones leant forward and placed his empty glass on 

the hearth, and Jennifer watched a solitary tear work its 

way down his right cheek. She‟d hoped to get him to 

open up, but she realised she was in danger of pushing 

things too far, too quickly. Her next words came out of 

her mouth unplanned. 

“Why don‟t you stay here tonight? You can stretch 

out on the sofa.” 

“I don‟t think that would be a very good idea.” 

“Don‟t worry, I‟ll try and keep my hands to myself.” 

She grinned and Jones found himself laughing out 

loud again. 

“Besides,” she went on, “I don‟t think I‟d better 

drive you to the hotel after all the wine we‟ve had.” 

“Well, if you‟re sure …” 
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*      *      * 

 

Early in the morning Jones was woken by the sound 

of Jennifer taking a shower, and he dragged himself 

from under the comfortable duvet his hostess had 

provided for him. He was in his boxer shorts and he 

rushed over to where his clothes were hanging on the 

back of a chair. But he was too late, and Jennifer 

emerged, her wet body wrapped in a towel. For a 

moment they stared at one another, both caught by 

surprise. Jennifer decided to break the tension. 

“Jesus, William, you‟re so thin.” 

Jones quickly grabbed his shirt, chuckling to 

himself. 

“Don‟t hold back, Jennifer, just tell me what you 

think.” 

“I know, but … shit. I thought you protection guys 

were supposed to be well built. You‟re all skin and 

bone. Seriously, William, you need to look after 

yourself.” 

“I will. I‟m getting there … slowly. Hey, at least I‟m 

not overweight,” he offered, trying to restore some of 

his dignity, but Jennifer was too quick. 

“Yeah, a lot of us need to diet. But Jesus, William, 

there‟s a limit.” 

Jones couldn‟t help himself and he burst out 

laughing. He couldn‟t believe what he was seeing. 

There was Jennifer, with her towel barely covering her 

breasts and her sensational legs refusing to quit, and she 

was joking with him like a mate in the pub. He‟d never 

met anybody like her.  

She chuckled at her own witticism, as she headed for 

her bedroom to get dressed. Jones grabbed his clothes 

and quickly covered up the object of her derision.  
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Ten minutes later Jennifer returned, fully dressed. 

 “I‟m late for work and I‟ll have to grab breakfast in 

the canteen at the university. Feel free to help yourself 

to coffee and whatever you can find in the refrigerator.” 

“Thanks.” 

They stood there, facing one another, both feeling 

the awkwardness of the moment. Jones decided to put 

them out of their misery. 

“Well, thanks for everything. If you‟re ever in my 

part of the world, I‟d be happy to return the favour. Just 

as long as you respect me and keep your hands to 

yourself.” 

They both smiled and the tension was broken. 

“Call me sometime. My number is written on a pad 

in the kitchen.” 

“I‟ll do that.” 

Jennifer blew him a kiss and walked out into the 

corridor, pulling the door shut behind her. Jones just 

stood there, listening to the quiet of the apartment, and 

he couldn‟t stop the feeling that something wonderful 

had just walked out of the door - and his life.  

As soon as she‟d gone, the detective in him took 

over and, almost on impulse, he began to search the 

apartment. But suddenly he stopped, disgusted with 

himself. She had invited him into her home and he was 

abusing her trust. So he made himself a coffee and sat 

at the breakfast bar. As he drank, he spotted a blue 

envelope, tucked under a pile of books on a coffee 

table.  

Unable to resist, he walked over and opened it. As 

he‟d suspected, it contained MRI scans of the brains of 

various individuals. Different shades of light and dark 

indicated which areas were active and flooded with 

blood. The scan at the top of the pile had a series of 

numbers printed in the corner, followed by a slash and 
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then three letters – „JLT‟. Why did they seem familiar? 

And then it struck him. They were Turner‟s initials. 

 He carefully replaced the envelope, just as he‟d 

found it.Guilt gnawed away at him once again. Jennifer 

had shown him nothing but kindness and this was how 

he repaid her? 

She was a remarkable woman and somehow she had 

persuaded him to open up and talk about his feelings. 

Sitting alone, he found long forgotten memories 

invading his consciousness and he thought back to his 

old life - back to the moment when everything had 

started to go wrong… 

 

*      *      * 

 

Ivan Petrov enjoyed living in England, but moving 

to his adopted country had cost him dearly. He had 

betrayed his country and he could never return to his 

Mother Russia, not unless he was prepared to face a 

lengthy prison sentence. He missed his parents most of 

all, and he wondered if they would ever get the chance 

to meet his English girlfriend. 

Of course it wasn‟t like the old days, and they were 

free to travel abroad. But they‟d most certainly be 

followed if they made the trip to England. The Federal 

Security Service never forgave a traitor. That was why 

he still lived in rented accommodation under an 

assumed name, and why he always walked the streets 

looking over his shoulder. But clearly he had not been 

cautious enough. 

He had seen the two men watching him on the busy 

high street, but he assumed he had lost them by slipping 

into a large department store and leaving via another 

exit, before hopping into a taxi. But now there they 

were, standing across the street opposite his apartment 
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block. He contacted the number he had been given by 

his handler in the Secret Intelligence Service. 

“Keating?” 

“Yes.” 

“They‟ve found me.” 

“Where are you?” 

“At my apartment.” 

“Don‟t move. Keep the door locked. I‟ll have 

someone there right away.” 

“Please hurry,” cried Petrov, but the line was dead. 

 

*      *     * 

 

In spite of being a university graduate, Jones had 

turned down the opportunity to be „fast-tracked‟ when 

he joined the police and spent two years on the beat. 

But now he was a member of the Metropolitan Special 

Branch and he loved his work. No two days were the 

same and he enjoyed the adrenaline-rush he 

experienced whenever he was given a new assignment.  

But today‟s phone call had brought everything to a 

whole new level. He and his partner, Greg Jackson, had 

to get to an apartment in London as soon as possible. 

All they were told was that an important Russian 

official was in danger, and that two suspects had been 

spotted on the street by the man in question. Jones and 

Jackson were ordered to protect the official at all costs. 

After signing out a handgun each, they raced out of the 

station. 

“How do you think we should handle this?” asked 

Jones, as they sped through the streets of London in an 

unmarked car. 

“If the two suspects are still on the street, we‟ll rush 

them. If not we‟ll just have to head up to the apartment 

and hope we‟re not too late.” 
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Not very subtle, thought Jones, but he had to admit 

they didn‟t have time to be subtle. As he brought the car 

round the final corner, Jackson peered ahead, looking 

out for anything suspicious. 

“That must be them,” he yelled above the sound of 

screeching tyres. 

Jones looked to where his partner was pointing and 

two men in suits were just standing there, looking up at 

the apartment building, totally relaxed. Jones brought 

the car to an abrupt halt and he and Jackson jumped out, 

before approaching the suspects from either side. 

Jackson had his warrant card in his hand. 

“My name is Detective Inspector Jackson, Special 

Branch. Would you two gentlemen mind telling me 

what you are doing here?” 

Jones watched the men like a hawk, ready to draw 

his weapon if they made a false move. But they 

appeared totally unfazed by the sudden intrusion into 

their personal space. He had to admire their nerve. 

“We are just talking,” said the taller of the two, and 

he smiled at his friend as if he‟d said something funny. 

Jones detected a Russian accent and he started to 

have an uneasy feeling. He was about to say something, 

but Jackson was speaking again. 

“Could I ask you both to sit in the car while we 

check a few things out?” 

The tall man nodded and Jackson opened the rear 

door of the car, gesturing for the two suspects to get in. 

Jones watched them carefully and waited until they 

were seated before turning to his partner. 

“What‟s the idea?” he asked, still feeling uneasy. 

“I‟ll keep an eye on these two while you go and 

check if our VIP is okay.” 

“I‟m not sure. Maybe we should call for some back-

up.” 
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“We haven‟t got time. Our job is to make sure the 

guy in the apartment is safe.” 

Jones was still unhappy, but he didn‟t feel like 

arguing the point while the two suspects were glaring at 

them through the car window. So he crossed the road 

and entered the building. He chose not to use the lift, 

and carefully made his way up the stairs, drawing his 

handgun. He held his arm down by his side so as not to 

alarm any member of the public who might be coming 

the other way, but the stairway was empty. 

When he reached the third floor he pushed the door 

to the corridor a few inches and peered out. It was 

empty. He made his way to apartment thirty-one and 

knocked the door. 

“Who is it?” 

The voice behind the door sounded distressed and 

Jones reached for his warrant card. 

“I‟m Detective Inspector Jones, Special Branch, sir. 

We‟ve been sent to make sure you‟re safe. I‟m holding 

up my identification.” 

There was a peephole and Jones held his warrant 

card up to the door for the man inside to get a good 

look. A few seconds later he could hear a chain being 

attached to the door and it opened a few inches. 

“Can I have another look?” asked the squat, nervous-

looking man. 

Jones obliged and the pale figure compared his face 

with the photograph on Jones‟s card. The detective 

peered beyond the man and noticed there was no 

hallway and the door led straight into a sitting area. 

Satisfied, the man removed the chain from the door and 

invited Jones in.  

If it hadn‟t been for the look of horror on the man‟s 

face, as he looked over Jones‟s shoulder, then the 

detective wouldn‟t have turned round in time to see the 
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two men emerging from the apartment door directly 

opposite, pointing pistols in their direction. Fortunately 

this small piece of good fortune gave Jones time to push 

the owner of the apartment out of the way and kick the 

door shut, just as a hail of bullets was about to be fired 

in their direction. 

Thanks to the detective‟s quick reactions, the lethal 

fusillade smashed into the door, sending splinters of 

wood into the apartment. Unfortunately the door hadn‟t 

slammed shut completely and the two assailants kicked 

it open, preparing to finish off their victims. 

The man taking the lead fired a spread of three shots 

directly into the apartment. Unluckily for the assassin, 

the man Jones had been sent to protect had sensibly run 

into the bedroom and Jones was lying on the floor on 

his back, so all three shots missed their targets. Jones 

raised his arm and fired twice, hitting the man squarely 

in the chest.  

The second man now had a clear shot at Jones and 

he fired quickly, before the detective had time to react. 

A bullet smashed into Jones‟s forearm, causing him to 

cry out and drop his weapon. The intruder charged in, 

kicking Jones‟s handgun out of harm‟s way. As he did 

so, Jones reached up and grabbed the man‟s leg, trying 

to bring him down, but instead the killer stamped his 

foot down onto the detective‟s wounded arm, causing 

him to cry out in agony. Another kick to the stomach 

had him retching on the floor. 

The attacker ran to the bedroom door and kicked it 

open. His intended prey was crouched behind the bed, 

his hands raised in submission, but the assassin was 

taking no prisoners and shot his quarry twice in the 

head, killing him instantly.  

“Drop it!” 
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In the excitement, the killer hadn‟t heard Jones 

scramble across the floor and reach for his gun with his 

left hand. He turned to finish the policeman off, but 

Jones didn‟t give him the chance and the last thing the 

killer ever heard was the sound of Jones‟s revolver 

firing straight at his head. 

Jones tried to stand, but soon regretted his decision 

when he vomited down the front of his suit.  

 

*      *      * 

 

As he lay in his hospital bed, Jones felt lucky to be 

alive. The doctors had assured him that he had 

sustained no internal injuries, apart from two cracked 

ribs, and the bullet in his forearm had been removed, 

leaving a partially torn tendon. His arm had been 

strapped up to prevent him from aggravating the injury, 

and the surgeon had told him he would have difficulty 

holding heavy objects for a while - including firearms, 

he added with a wry smile.  

Visiting time had just finished, and his mood had 

brightened when Sarah had brought Amy along to see 

her father. He‟d had to fight back the tears when his 

little girl kept hugging him and smothering him with 

kisses, but at least her presence stopped him and Sarah 

from discussing recent events. Although she was doing 

her best not to show it, he could see the concern in 

Sarah‟s eyes, and the mental anguish caused by the 

thought of what he‟d put her through far outweighed 

any physical injuries he‟d sustained. As she left, Sarah 

decided to remind Jones of the promise he had made. 

“If we‟d gone on holiday, like we‟d planned, this 

wouldn‟t have happened,” said Sarah, pointing to his 

bandaged arm. 
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“We‟ll go away, I promise, just as soon as I get this 

mess cleared up,” he assured her. 

“I‟ll hold you to that. Anyway, get well, sweetheart.” 

Sarah and Amy both gave him a final kiss. 

“Come along, Amy,” she sighed. “It looks like it‟s 

just you and me again.” 

It was the last time he would ever see his wife and 

child alive, and Sarah‟s words would come back to 

haunt him for the rest of his life. 

Just as he was looking forward to dozing off, Jones 

had a second visitor, who had used his position as a 

police officer with Special Branch to join his partner 

when there would be no distractions. 

“I‟m really sorry, mate, I feel like I let you down.” 

Jackson had been his partner on and off for the past 

two years but, for some reason he couldn‟t really 

explain, Jones had never completely trusted the man. 

Something was missing behind his eyes. His pointed 

nose and angular cheeks gave him the appearance of a 

weasel, thought Jones, and he was forever fidgeting, 

instead of giving you his undivided attention. Add the 

fact that his partner apparently led a charmed life, as if 

he was watched over by a guardian angel, and Jones‟s 

feeling of unease only grew. And now, of course, he 

found himself lying in a hospital bed after almost being 

killed, while Jackson sat there without a scratch on him. 

“So, what happened?” asked Jones, sighing. 

“We were royally screwed, that‟s what happened,” 

said Jackson, shaking his head.  

“What do you mean?” 

Jones was in no mood to play games. 

“The guy they sent us to baby-sit was a Russian 

operative coaxed over to our side by the chaps at 

Vauxhall Cross. The Russians weren‟t even supposed to 

know he was here.” 
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“Why didn‟t the intelligence boys send their own 

men?” 

“Good question. Suddenly they‟re playing by the 

rules and saying they‟re not allowed to operate inside 

the UK, so they kept it all official and handed it over to 

the Branch.” 

“I don‟t trust those sneaky bastards, Greg. It was like 

we walked into a trap.” 

Jones thought he detected a flicker of concern in 

Jackson‟s eyes, but it disappeared as quickly as it had 

arrived and his partner was talking again. 

“Too fucking right. If I‟d known, I would never have 

let you go up there alone.” 

Jones stared at his partner, trying to read his mind. 

Jackson leant over and helped himself to a grape from a 

bunch sitting in a bowl by the bed, before leaning back 

in his chair, chewing. Jones wanted to know more. 

“What are the other two Russians saying?” 

For the first time Jackson looked away, clearly 

feeling uncomfortable. 

“Nothing.” 

“Nothing? Surely they must have some story.” 

“No, you don‟t understand. We had to let them go?” 

“You fucking what?” 

The yell echoed off the walls of the small room and 

when Jones tried to sit up, the pain in his ribs forced 

him to lie back. 

“Calm down, William,” said Jackson 

condescendingly, looking nervously at the half-open 

door. 

“Calm down? Three men are dead and I only come 

out alive by the skin of my teeth, and you want me to 

calm down? Those two Russians were up to their necks 

in it. Why did you let them go?” 
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“It wasn‟t my idea, for Christ‟s sake,” said Jackson, 

suddenly angry. “They had diplomatic immunity. I 

don‟t make up the fucking rules.” 

Jones took a deep breath and forced himself to calm 

down. Perhaps he was being too harsh on his partner. 

He decided to change tack. 

“So four Russian operatives were sent here by their 

government to kill a traitor in the middle of London; I 

bet the press are having a field day.” 

“The MI6 guys are keeping a lid on it.” 

Jackson helped himself to another handful of grapes 

and Jones looked at him as if he were mad. 

“Keeping a lid on it? A shoot-out in the middle of 

London?” 

“The official story is that it was a drug bust. A 

gangland crime.” 

“They‟ll never get away with it.” 

“What can I say? That‟s the story,” said Jackson, 

shrugging his shoulders. 

“But why cover it up?” 

“You know what it‟s like when the SIS boys get 

involved. Who knows what‟s going through their tiny 

little minds. Maybe they‟re worried about a diplomatic 

incident or something, I don‟t know.” 

Jackson rubbed his fingers through his hair as if it 

was all too much for him. Jones watched him, not sure 

what to believe. His pain killers were wearing off and 

he couldn‟t think clearly. Jackson got up out of his 

chair. 

“Anyway, I‟ll leave the hero of the hour to get some 

rest. Some of us have still got work to do, filling out 

lousy reports. Take care of yourself.” 

Jackson walked out of the room, raising his hand to 

give a casual wave. 

“Yeah, thanks for the nothing.” 
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The words filled the empty hospital room. 

 

*      *      * 

 

Outside the hospital, Jackson sat in a brand new 

Jaguar that was clearly too expensive for a policeman‟s 

salary. He reached for his phone and dialled the same 

number Ivan Petrov had called, just prior to his murder.  

In his office at Vauxhall Cross, Simon Keating felt 

the phone in his jacket pocket vibrate. Fortunately he 

was alone and could answer the call. 

“Yes?” 

“It‟s all okay,” said Jackson reassuringly. “I think he 

bought it.” 

“Any sign of that fucking journalist?” 

“No. The only visitors he‟s had are his wife and 

kid.” 

“Good. Make sure it stays that way.” 

“Will do.” 
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Chapter 8 

 

As Sarah helped Amy out of the car in front of their 

home, she was vaguely aware of a figure heading in her 

direction. She looked up to see a smartly dressed man 

in a raincoat walking towards her. He was wearing 

glasses and had neatly groomed hair. Sarah thought he 

looked like a schoolteacher. 

“Mrs Jones?”  

“Yes,” answered Sarah warily. 

“My name is Terrance Harding. I‟m a reporter with 

the Times. I wonder if I might have a quick word with 

you.” 

“What‟s this about?”  

“It concerns the shooting your husband was involved 

in the other day.” 

“In that case I have nothing to say. We have a strict 

rule in our family, Mr Harding. William never discusses 

his work with me.” 

“I quite understand, Mrs Jones, and I feel terrible 

bothering you. Please let me assure you I‟m not after a 

story, but my recent investigations have turned up some 

disturbing facts, and I felt I ought to tell you and your 

husband what I have discovered before I go to the 

authorities.” 

Sarah stood there holding Amy‟s hand, unsure what 

to do. 

“Do you have any identification?” 

“Oh, of course, I should have thought of that,” said 

Harding, reaching into his pocket for his press card. 

Having never seen one before, Sarah had no way of 

really knowing if it was genuine, but the photo matched 

the face and it certainly looked impressive. Sarah 

looked down at her daughter, who was tugging on her 

arm, desperate to get inside and eat the cakes they‟d 
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bought on the way back from the hospital. Sarah finally 

relented. 

“Well, I suppose you‟d better come in.” 

She made fresh coffee and Harding gratefully 

accepted a cup, as he settled down in the kitchen on a 

wooden chair at the end of an oak dining table. 

“So, what‟s this all about?” asked Sarah, as Amy 

looked on, tucking into her cream cake and managing to 

get half of it over her face. 

Harding looked across at Amy and smiled. When the 

girl turned away to concentrate on her cake, he shot 

Sarah a warning glance that said he needed to talk to 

her in private. 

“Sweetheart, why don‟t you take that into the lounge 

and switch on the TV. Mr Harding and I have got to 

have a little chat. I‟ll come and join you in a few 

minutes.” 

They waited as Amy made her way to the lounge, 

helping herself to some sweets that sat in a bowl by the 

kitchen door. 

“Mrs Jones,” said Harding, refusing to stand on 

ceremony. “Do you know a policeman by the name of 

Gregory Jackson?” 

“Yes, he sometimes works with my husband, but 

I‟ve only met him once or twice, mostly when he picks 

William up on his way to the station. Really, Mr 

Harding, I think it would be much better if you waited 

for my husband to return from hospital and discussed 

this with him.” 

“I‟m afraid I don‟t have time. Please bear with me, 

Mrs Jones. I‟ll try to be brief.” 

Sarah nodded and took a sip of coffee, feeling 

curious and nervous at the same time. 
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“For the past six months I have been investigating 

rumours that the Secret Intelligence Service has a rogue 

operative who is working for the highest bidder.” 

Sarah wasn‟t sure she wanted to hear any more. 

“Honestly, Mr Harding, I think …” 

But Harding raised his hand and continued. 

“From what I‟ve been able to find out, Inspector 

Jackson is working for this rogue operative.” 

Suddenly Sarah had an uneasy feeling in the pit of 

her stomach. The thought of William being involved 

with such a man filled her with dread. Harding could 

see the look of concern on her face and quickly decided 

to put her mind at rest. Besides, he didn‟t want to be 

thrown out. 

“Rest assured I am absolutely confident that your 

husband is unaware of this and has nothing to do with 

the whole sordid business.” 

Sarah was relieved to hear the journalist‟s words but 

still didn‟t know why he had come to her instead of 

William. 

“Shouldn‟t you be telling the police this?” 

“I will, in the next day or so. But I felt duty-bound to 

come to you first because I believe your husband might 

be in danger.” 

Sarah‟s stomach began to churn, and she gripped her 

coffee mug to stop her hand from shaking.  

“Go on,” she said, realising she needed to know 

more for William‟s sake, but frightened to hear what 

else the journalist had to say. 

“Did your husband tell you anything about the 

shooting he was involved in?” 

“No. Like I said, he never discusses his work with 

me.” 

“Well, I believe he was set up. The man Jackson and 

your husband were sent to protect was a Russian traitor, 
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but I think it was Jackson himself, on orders from this 

unknown man in MI6, who tipped off the Russians as to 

the whereabouts of the traitor.” 

“I‟m sorry, Mr Harding, this is all too much for me 

to take in.” 

Harding decided to spell it out for her. 

“I believe Jackson knew the Russians were intending 

to kill this traitor and he deliberately sent your husband 

to face the killers alone.” 

Sarah was at a loss for words and Harding could tell 

she was frightened. Finally she spoke. 

“If this is all true then you must go to the police right 

away!” 

“I will, I will, very soon, I assure you. But, in the 

meantime, I felt I ought to warn you and your husband 

first. I‟m sure nothing will befall him while he‟s in 

hospital but I wanted you to know the truth.” 

Harding got up and thanked Sarah for the coffee. 

“I‟ll let you know when I‟m ready to go to the 

authorities so you have some warning. In the meantime, 

here‟s my card. Don‟t hesitate to contact me, day or 

night, if I can be of any help.” 

And with that he was gone, leaving Sarah to stare at 

her cold coffee, unsure whether to return to the hospital 

to speak to William, or to answer Amy‟s call and watch 

her daughter‟s favourite programme on the television. 

 

*      *      * 

 

Sarah cuddled up to Amy on the sofa, doing her best 

to look as if she was watching the cartoon, and Amy 

wondered why her mother wasn‟t touching her cream 

cake. She usually finished hers before Amy could pinch 

any. When she leant forward and tore off a piece, 

making a terrible mess, her mother didn‟t even tell her 
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off. As she stuffed the morsel into her mouth, Sarah got 

up and headed for the kitchen. 

She just couldn‟t relax after the journalist‟s visit. 

The more she thought about it, the more she couldn‟t 

understand why he‟d come to see her at all. What was 

she supposed to do? All he‟d succeeded in doing was 

frightening the life out of her. He‟d left her with no 

evidence to back up his claim so she couldn‟t go to the 

police. Besides, Jackson was the police. She didn‟t 

want to make false accusations and cause trouble just 

on the say-so of a man she‟d never met before. And if 

she told William, what could he do? He was laid up in 

hospital. Sarah decided she needed to know more.  

She reached for the journalist‟s card and examined 

it. She‟d expected to see the address of the Times 

newspaper, but instead it gave Harding‟s mobile and 

home phone numbers as well as his home address. He 

was probably a freelance journalist, she thought, and 

he‟d said he worked for the Times so she didn‟t refuse 

to talk to him. Was he to be trusted? 

 She noticed that he lived only half an hour away and 

she reached for her phone. She called Harding‟s home 

number, hoping that was where he had headed after 

leaving her. She was in luck. 

“Hello?” 

“Mr Harding? This is Sarah Jones.” 

“Yes, Mrs Jones, is everything all right?” he asked, 

sounding concerned, which only added to Sarah‟s 

distress. 

“I‟ve been thinking about what you told me and I‟d 

like to see some evidence.” 

“I don‟t think that will be possible …” 

Sarah interrupted the journalist, determined to have 

her way. 
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“Look, Mr Harding. You‟ve made a serious 

accusation about a close colleague of my husband. I 

need to know if he really is in danger.” 

Sarah could hear the man sigh. 

“Okay, I suppose it couldn‟t hurt. I keep all my files 

at home. I don‟t like leaving them lying around at the 

office. When would you like to see them?” 

“I‟ll be there in half an hour.” 

 

*      *      * 

 

After arranging a babysitter for Amy, Sarah made 

her way to the address on the card. As she parked her 

car outside Harding‟s home, she decided that if he 

didn‟t work for the Times, being a freelance journalist 

must pay very well. The large detached home was set 

well back from the road. She was about to make her 

way up the long driveway, when she saw a figure 

emerge from the front door, carrying a folder of papers. 

She stopped, unsure what to do, and then she 

recognised him. It was Jackson, walking purposefully 

away from the house. 

She felt foolish just standing there, but for some 

reason she couldn‟t move. And then he saw her. For a 

few terrifying seconds their eyes locked, and she could 

clearly see the look of shock on his face. 

Not really knowing why, but sensing danger, she ran 

back to her car and quickly started the engine. As she 

pulled away she looked into her rear-view mirror and 

there, standing in the middle of the road, was Jackson, 

watching her. 

 

*      *      * 
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Sarah was about to switch the television off and put 

Amy to bed. But, at the last minute, she decided to 

watch the news. Hopefully it would take her mind off 

things. It had been a whole day since she‟d seen 

Jackson visiting the journalist, and she just didn‟t know 

what to do for the best. 

She brushed Amy‟s hair, not really listening to the 

announcer, until something he said intruded into her 

consciousness. She looked at the screen, showing a 

reporter standing outside a large house which looked 

strangely familiar. And then, as if in a terrible dream, 

she knew she was seeing Harding‟s house, and the 

reporter was saying that the journalist had been found 

murdered.  

The phone rang and Sarahrushed to answer it, 

causing Amy to cry out when her mother inadvertently 

pulledher hair. 

“Hello?” 

“Hello, Sarah, this is Greg.” 

Sarah‟s heart began to pound at the sound of 

Jackson‟s voice. 

“Yes. What do you want?” 

“We‟ve been investigating the murder of a 

journalist. You might have heard about it on the news.” 

“Yes,” was all Sarah could manage to say. 

“Apparently he paid you a visit yesterday.” 

“What if he did?” 

“Well, it might be pertinent to our investigation.” 

“In that case I‟d better go and report what I know to 

the police right away.” 

The line went quiet, but finally Jackson spoke. 

“In case you‟ve forgotten, I’m a police officer. You 

mustn‟t do anything rash; it could have repercussions 

for William.” 

“What do you mean?” 
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“Look, just hold fire for twenty-four hours and it‟ll 

all be explained to you. Can you do that?” 

“I guess so,” said Sarah hesitantly. 

“Good girl. I‟ll be in touch.” 

Sarah put down the phone, not knowing what to do 

for the best. She didn‟t trust Jackson an inch, but the 

last thing she wanted was to get William into trouble. 

Eventually she decided to wait a day before she told the 

police what Harding had said, and she‟d be sure to let 

them know that she‟d seen Jackson visiting the 

journalist the day he was killed. She thought about 

telling William but decided to wait. He‟d been through 

enough. Twenty-four hours, Jackson had said. Well, 

that‟s what she‟d give him, but not a minute more. 

 

*      *      * 

 

Mrs Duncan wished the agency didn‟t keep sending 

different people to her house from one week to the next. 

The problem was that she‟d just get used to one carer, 

when they‟d suddenly be replaced by another, and 

she‟d have to explain her routines all over again. 

But this new girl, Sophie, seemed nice enough. At 

least she made a decent cup of tea. As Mrs Duncan 

gratefully sipped her drink, she watched the girl 

standing in the garden, talking on her phone. These 

young people were always on their phones, she thought. 

 

*      *      * 

 

Sarah was about to reach for the phone to arrange for 

a baby-sitter, so that she could make her way to the 

police station, when it rang. It made her jump. 

“Hello. Is that Mrs Jones?” asked an unfamiliar 

voice. 
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“Yes.” 

“I‟m sorry to bother you but I‟m your mother‟s new 

carer.” 

“Yes?” asked Sarah, praying it wasn‟t more bad 

news. 

“I‟m afraid your mother‟s been taken ill and I‟ve had 

to call the doctor.” 

“Oh, my God, can I speak to her?” 

“No, I‟m sorry, I don‟t think she‟s well enough to 

come to the phone. She‟s terribly breathless.” 

“Breathless? What‟s wrong with her?” 

“Well, I don‟t want to alarm you unnecessarily 

because I‟m not a trained nurse, but when I described 

your mother‟s symptoms to the doctor he said it might 

be a heart attack.” 

“Well, for goodness sake, call an ambulance!” cried 

Sarah. 

“Don‟t worry, Mrs Jones, I have. They‟re on their 

way. I understand you only live thirty minutes away. I 

called because I thought you might want to be here.” 

“Of course. I‟m on my way.” 

Sarah turned to Amy. 

“Sweetheart, switch off the television. We‟re going 

to see your gran.” 

Sarah quickly grabbed her bag and bundled Amy 

into the car, strapping her into the back seat. As they 

made their way to her mother‟s house in Netherton, she 

telephoned to find out what was happening. 

Mrs Duncan was about to struggle out of her chair to 

answer the phone but Sophie told her not to worry, she 

would see who was calling. Mrs Duncan decided the 

new girl was very thoughtful. Sophie even closed the 

door to the hall, so that she wasn‟t disturbed. 
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“No, Mrs Jones, the ambulance hasn‟t arrived yet so 

I called again and apparently it will be here any minute. 

Are you on your way?” 

“Yes, I‟ll be there in twenty minutes.” 

“I expect you‟ll be taking the main road into the 

village?” 

“Yes,” said Sarah, and she couldn‟t help thinking it 

was a strange question to ask, but shrugged it off. She 

had more important things to worry about. 

“Please let me know if she‟s taken to the hospital 

before I arrive.” 

“Certainly, Mrs Jones.” 

 

*      *      * 

 

The Frenchman was pleased with the car, which had 

been adapted according to his specifications. It was a 

large off-road vehicle with a powerful engine and it had 

undergone a number of modifications. A roll-cage had 

been fitted and steel bars had been welded in place to 

protect the front end. A bucket seat and harness ensured 

that the driver would be well secured in the event of an 

accident. He sat, gently revving the engine, waiting in a 

lay-by on the quiet country road, a two-way radio 

sitting on the passenger seat. 

On this particular afternoon the road was unusually 

quiet, because it had been closed by men in police 

uniforms at either end of a one mile stretch. When an 

elderly villager enquired as to why, one of the 

policemen informed him there had been a serious 

accident. The pensioner wasn‟t at all surprised. The 

nasty bend, just outside the village, was a notorious 

black spot.  

When Sarah turned off the main road into the small 

lane leading to her mother‟s village, she didn‟t notice 
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the man sitting in a lorry on the corner. If she‟d only 

known, he had a full description of her car and radioed 

ahead to one of thepolicemen manning the roadblock, 

instructing him to remove the barrier and to alert the 

Frenchman when the woman approached the bend. 

The Frenchman acknowledged when he received the 

message, placed his crash helmet on his head, calmly 

tightened his seat belt and gunned the engine. He 

headed for the bend in the road at high speed. 

Having been brought up in the village, Sarah was all 

too aware of the dangerous reputation the road held 

and, in spite of the hurry she was in, approached the 

bend cautiously in second gear. But her carefulness was 

wasted. 

Even if she‟d had time to react when she saw the 

oncoming car, the thick, tall hedges on either side of the 

road left her nowhere to go. Instead she cried out and 

slammed on the brakes, bringing her car to a stop. 

The reinforced off-roader ploughed into her small 

hatchback, and the entire front of the car crumpled. Of 

course that was what it was designed to do, thereby 

reducing the effect of any change in momentum. In 

addition, the airbag behind her wheel deployed, just as 

it was supposed to, further protecting her from serious 

injury. She could hear Amy screaming and crying in her 

child-seat, which she hopedwas a good sign. If she was 

screaming, she was still alive. So, even through the 

horror of what had just occurred, her subconscious was 

telling her that all would be well.  

And it might have been, if the other vehicle hadn‟t 

continued its advance, forcing their car into a ditch and 

smashing them against a dry-stone wall.  

The Frenchman unstrapped himself from his seat and 

got out of his car with nothing more than a few bruises. 

He walked round to the rear of his vehicle and retrieved 
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a large can of petrol, which he proceeded to empty over 

the stricken hatchback. He glanced inside at the injured 

woman and her child and was relieved that they 

appeared to be unconscious. He had killed before and 

was being very well paid, but he doubted if the money 

would buy enough drugs to wipe out a child‟s screams 

from his memory. 

He worked without thought, intent on getting the 

whole distasteful business over with. He retrieved his 

lighter and set fire to the car, waiting until flames 

engulfed it. He got back into his own vehicle and drove 

on, nodding to the man in the policeman‟s uniform as 

he passed. While the roadblock was being removed he 

continued to the main road, where his colleague was 

waiting in the large truck. The rear doors had been 

opened and two ramps hung down to the road, allowing 

the Frenchman to drive the off-road vehicle straight into 

thetruck‟s empty interior. The ramps were retrieved and 

the truck drove off, while the two policemen changed 

out of their uniforms and headed for their own car 

sitting in the lay-by. 

By the end of the day, the Frenchman was in his 

home in Belgium, substantially wealthier than when he 

had left. 

 

*      *      * 

 

After thirty years in the business, Brian Hammond 

thought he‟d seen it all. As an accident investigator 

he‟d witnessed motorway pile-ups involving dozens of 

vehicles;he‟d seen the carnage that resulted from „boy 

racers‟ trying to outdo each other on their local estates; 

andhe‟d had the misfortune to examine pedestrians 

mown down by drunk drivers who couldn‟t distinguish 

between the road and the pavement.  
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He‟d even investigated more than his fair share of 

hit-and-runs, but he couldn‟t remember a time when an 

offender had actually returned to the scene of the 

accident to finish the jobby setting the other car alight. 

Not that he was a hundred per cent sure that was what 

had happened in Netherton, but, as he explained to his 

wife, there was always room for doubt.  

“Well, you can only present the evidence that you 

find,” she said over the dinner table, trying to be 

helpful. 

“That‟s what I‟ve done, but the boss is sitting on it,” 

he said in disgust. 

“Why?” 

“Beats me. A few of the chaps say a government-

type paid him a visit, talking about national security or 

some such rubbish. Bloody nonsense if you ask me.” 

“That‟s just silly. What could a woman and a little 

girl have to do with national security?” 

“Exactly.” 

Mrs Hammond reached for the pot. 

“Would you like some more tea?” 

“Oh, yes please, love. What would I do without 

you?” 
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Chapter 9 

 

As she drove to work, Jennifer did her best to try and 

recall the evening she had shared with the awkward 

detective from England. She was at a loss to explain 

why she had taken to him, especially as he‟d frightened 

her out of her wits when he told her the reason for his 

visit.  

She‟d been torn. On the one hand, she would have 

liked nothing more than to get him out of her life as 

quickly as possible, before he started asking more 

awkward questions. But, on the other, she was strangely 

drawn to him. Besides, she wasn‟t the sort to hide from 

her problems, and that was partly why she‟d got toknow 

him better in the first place, to see if he was any sort of 

threat. And it had worked. 

Far from being a threat, he‟d demonstrated an 

incredible vulnerability, and she‟d even begun to feel 

sorry for him, in spite of what he‟d put her through. 

And she‟d kept it all together - hadn‟t she? Yes, she 

was pleasedwith the way she‟d taken control of the 

situation, but perhaps she‟d given herself away without 

even realising it. He was a detective, after all, trained to 

spot when someone was covering something up. 

Eventually she decided it was best not to think about 

it. She would just carry on with her life as if nothing 

had changed. But things had changed, hadn‟t they? The 

feeling of guilt for what she had done was gnawing at 

her like a tumour. And no matter how much she 

reasoned with herself that what she‟d done had been in 

self-defence, she couldn‟t stop the feeling of panic 

growing a little bit day by day, eating away at her from 

the inside. The child in her wanted to turn to God, like a 

father figure who would miraculously make everything 

all right. Forgive me Father, for I have sinned. Your 
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sins are forgiven, my child. It would all be so simple. 

The weight would finally be lifted from her tired 

shoulders and she would sleep again. The sleep of 

innocent babes. 

Yes, it would be foolish to see the strange, thin 

detective with the vulnerable eyes again. Dangerous 

even. So why did she feel as though there was a hole in 

her life ever since they had said goodbye? Jennifer 

contemplated how ridiculous it was to want something 

she feared. But then again, that was how it had been 

when she had sought revenge … 

 

*      *      * 

 

Brother Finch had felt blessed to find the island 

monastery, where he could truly feel cut off from the 

world - a world that had cruelly torn him apart. There 

were no cars on the island, and hardly any people. It 

was only a mile from one end to the other. Yes, there 

were tourists, but only for a few hours a day, and then 

only in the three summer months that Wales possessed. 

Besides, he always made sure he was hidden away, out 

of reach, whenever the sinners from the outside world 

descended upon them with their ridiculous phone 

cameras.  

Perhaps that was why he had been so surprised when 

his pretty ex-student had managed to seek him out. At 

first he had refused to see her, terrified that her very 

presence would grant admittance to those haunting 

memories from the past. But when he recognised her, 

he remembered her as one of the few caring and 

thoughtful students he had taught, and he refused to 

believe that she would wish him harm. 

When he laid eyes on her, he was taken back to the 

time when she had stared at him in awe, enthused by his 
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words. Yes, once he had been an inspirational teacher, 

and it had felt good, until it had all been taken away 

from him. He recalled her first words to him all those 

years ago … 

“But I’m a psychology major. What is the point of 

studying chemistry?” 

“The point, Miss White?” he asked, and he walked 

forward to the second row of the lecture theatre and 

touched her arm. 

“We could very easily ask what is the point of you?” 

She glared back, taking the comment as an insult, 

made worse by the fact that several of her fellow 

students were laughing. He grabbed her shoulder. 

“What are little girls made of, Miss White?” 

At first she was too taken aback to answer, but 

finally replied. 

“Flesh and bone, I suppose.” 

Professor Finch released her and walked back to the 

front of the room, before addressing his class. Jennifer 

was relieved to no longer be the centre of attention. 

“As Miss White rightly says, flesh and bone. And 

what are they made of? Carbon, hydrogen, oxygen, 

nitrogen, potassium … even gold.Chemical elements, 

every one. And what do you suppose, Miss White, these 

elements of which you’re made are worth, in monetary 

terms?” 

Oh God, he’s picking on me again. She made up a 

figure, based on the fact that she thought a human life 

wasinnately precious. 

“A few thousand dollars?” 

“Try a few hundred, Miss White. And yet, somehow, 

these relatively inexpensive ingredients combine to 

create someone as beautiful and intelligent as your 

good self.” 
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More laughter filled the theatre. Professor Finch 

was now on a roll, enthused by his own subject of 

choice. 

“And how do these elements succeed in producing 

you wonderful students? They create a cell, which 

becomes two cells, then four, then eight, then sixteen … 

and on and on, until there are billions of cells forged 

into a human body. And all the cells are the same, until 

they receive their instructions from yet more chemicals. 

That one is to become a liver cell, that a heart, this one 

skin, another hair, or even a brain cell, ready to join all 

the other brain cells and create thoughts and dreams 

and fears and love. All the things that a psychology 

major will spend her life trying to understand, Miss 

White. That is the point of studying chemistry.” 

And after this inauspicious beginning they had 

become friends, and when she worked on her PhD, she 

regularly asked him for help and advice. Their working 

relationship had also been made possible by the fact 

that, as a gay man, he was immune to her beauty and 

sexual allure. 

She had been particularly fascinated by his work on 

the creation ofbiomarkers which could be used to target 

drugs on key areas of the body. Naturally she 

recognisedthe potential of such innovations to facilitate 

the treatment of brain disorders. And Finch was always 

there to offer his guidance when she needed it. 

So when the accusations had started to fly, she‟d 

been one of the few to stand by him. In fact she had 

known about his affair with the good-looking freshman 

before most others at the university, but she had kept it 

to herself. For one thing, she saw how much happiness 

it had brought him. That was, of course, until some 

senior members of the faculty learnt of the relationship 

and judged it according to their own strict moral code.  
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Even when he was drummed out of the university, 

he refused to blame his lover, Anthony. The poor boy 

was just weak, he decided, and lacked the strength to 

stand up against his overbearing father, who happened 

to be a major contributor to the university‟s funds. And 

so, against his will, Anthony claimed that he had been 

an unwilling participant in the relationship with his 

professor, and that was enough for the inspirational 

teacher to be thrown on the scrap heap. 

He was on the verge of committing suicide, and if it 

hadn‟t been for the kind words of his favourite student, 

Jennifer White, he probably would have. Of all his 

acquaintances, she was the only one who took the time 

to help him in his hour of need, thereby restoring his 

faith in humanity. He wanted to thank her, but he was a 

man who loathed displaying his emotions to the world 

and he decided to write her a letter, expressing his 

undying gratitude, and assuring her that if he could ever 

repay her kindness, she only had to ask.  

That was when Finch surprised himself, as he sat 

alone in his apartment on campus, staring at the boxes 

containing all his possessions in the world. Amid his 

feelings of total despair, he calmly decided he still 

needed to turn to someone for help, or else face 

madness. And since no one else chose to come 

knocking at his door, concerned for his wellbeing, he 

turned to someone he had been told always cared, no 

matter what. He turned to God, and the fact that he had 

never believed in a supernatural being didn‟t seem to 

matter. For some inexplicable reason, an overwhelming 

calm descended over him, starting in his scalp and 

ending in his toes. And, in desperation, he chose not to 

question this feeling on any scientific level, but simply 

accepted it, with intense gratitude. The world of 
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academia had turned its back on him, and now he 

would embrace a new world and forget the past. 

Surprisingly, this new world still had need of his 

talents, and the monks of the monastery were grateful to 

have among them someone with the knowledge to 

blend and create the perfumes they sold to fund their 

lifestyle. He even turned his hand to making chocolate, 

and many agreed it was the finest in Wales, including a 

wirydetective from the Metropolitan Police, Special 

Branch. 

And so it was somewhat unsettling to be seated in 

his workshop, mixing his potions, while a beautiful 

woman from his old life joined him, making polite 

conversation. Having stood by him in his darkest hour, 

he knew he owed it to her to hear what she had to say, 

yet he couldn‟t help feeling uncomfortable and a little 

timorous. 

Butwhen Jennifer began to explain the reason for her 

visit, his nervousness was forgotten. For now it was 

replaced by a jolting sense of shock and fear. 

 

*      *      * 

 

Jennifer couldn‟t help but feel foolish. She had come 

all this way for one specific purpose and, now that the 

moment had arrived, she was having second thoughts. 

For she knew that once she uttered the words there 

would be no going back. No matter how much she tried 

to justify herself, she was now facing a man of God, 

and he would judge his student for her evil thoughts. 

“But, Jennifer, how can you be so sure that this man 

had your friend killed?” 

“He threatened her, and warned her he had the 

power to get away with anything. He told her to her 
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face that he would kill her if she continued to blackmail 

him.” 

“How did she die?” 

“The police said it was suicide.” 

“But you do not believe them,” said Finch, with a 

serenity that Jennifer envied. 

“No.” 

“Why not? Perhaps she took her own life, unable to 

live with her sadness.” 

“Stacy would never have killed herself. She was too 

strong.”  

“But you cannot truly know her inner thoughts. 

Perhaps she just felt she couldn‟t go on any longer.” 

He spoke the words with understanding, and she 

knew that the man seated before her had once faced the 

same choice himself. 

“That‟s true, but it was the way she killed herself.” 

“How exactly did she die?” 

Finch touched her arm, just the way he had done the 

first time they‟d met. 

“She hanged herself,” cried Jennifer, shaking her 

head, as if the very thought was still too much for her to 

bear. “She just wouldn‟t have ended her life that way.” 

“How can you be so sure?” 

“We were close friends, Professor,” said Jennifer, 

still unable to think of her teacher as „Brother‟ Finch. 

“We even talked about suicide, in that silly way some 

people do when they‟ve had too much to drink. A 

handful of pills and a bottle of champagne – that was 

the way we agreed we would bow out if we couldn‟t 

take it anymore. Besides, she was a beautiful woman. 

She never would have hanged herself. Even in death, 

she wouldn‟t have been able to bear people seeing her 

like that. ” 
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Jennifer conjured the thought of Stacy‟s protruding 

tongue, her bulging eyes … 

“And then there was the letter.” 

Jennifer began to cry. Finch patted her hand and 

walked to the corner of his workshop. He retrieved a 

jug and poured her a glass of water. 

“Here, drink this. You said something about a 

letter.” 

“Her suicide note!” she said contemptuously. “As if 

Stacy would have done anything so clinical as typinga 

suicide note. And the words she used. There was no 

way in the world she wrote that letter.” 

When she eventually calmed down, she told Finch 

about the noose she had found on her bed. 

“My God, Professor, I am so scared.” 

“Did you tell the police about your suspicions?” 

“Yes, but they refused to believe me.” 

“It all sounds terrible, Jennifer. I hope you can find 

some way to make the authorities believe you.” 

Finch let the silence fill the untidy workshop, 

unwilling to pose the question she knew he was dying 

to ask. So Jennifer put him out of his misery. 

“You‟re wondering why I came thousands of miles 

to tell you all this.” 

“To be quite frank, Jennifer, yes.” 

But instead of explaining, she added to his confusion 

by starting to talk about her work as a professor in 

psychology. 

“I have spent the last five years researching the 

behaviour and brain patterns of over a hundred people 

diagnosed with psychopathic tendencies. And I have 

never forgotten what you taught me all those years ago 

when I was nothing but a fresh-faced student. You were 

a wonderful teacher, as well as a gifted chemist.” 
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Finch smiled at the overt flattery, in spite of himself, 

but it was a smile tinged with sadness when he 

recognised her use of the past tense. Yes, all modesty 

aside, he had been excellent at his job – and that was 

why it had been all the more painful to just walk away. 

Walk away? Damn it, I was pushed!His face reddened 

as feelings of resentment that had been kept at bay 

suddenly resurfaced. When he did not respond, Jennifer 

took it as a sign to continue. 

“You set me on the right path, and I was determined 

to discover the chemistry causing the behaviour of my 

volunteers at the university. So I subjected them to 

functional-MRI scans and took samples of their DNA. I 

don‟t know what I was hoping for, but what we 

discovered was truly amazing.” 

She paused for effect, and Finch raised his eyebrows 

in expectation.  

“We isolated a single gene that was causing these 

people to display psychopathic tendencies.” 

Finch frowned as he tried to come to terms with this 

unexpected revelation. Although he was still in the dark 

as to what all this had to do with him, as a scientist he 

was fascinated. 

“Are you saying that a single gene is programming 

the physical make-up of their brains so that they behave 

in psychopathic ways?” 

“I couldn‟t have put it better myself.” 

“And by psychopath, if I understand the term 

correctly, you mean someone who appears extremely 

callous, and liable to behave antisocially, even violently 

without any feelings of remorse.” 

“To varying degrees, yes. There is a spectrum of 

behaviour, and of course a caring and loving upbringing 

can sometimes have a moderating effect.” 
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Finch stood and walked to the window of his 

workshop and stared out at the fields leading up to the 

lighthouse. A shaft of light illuminated his face, and 

Jennifer was reminded of a religious painting, depicting 

a saint favoured by God. He removed his glasses and 

stared at her. 

“You might well have discovered the Devil‟s 

gateway to earth.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Jennifer, I believe you have found Satan‟s gene.” 

 

*      *      * 

 

Jennifer didn‟t know why she had been surprised by 

Finch‟s reaction. She knew the path in life he had 

chosen, after all. Part of her had thought that the 

scientist within him would have marvelled at the 

technical breakthrough, instead of resorting to 

somewhat non-secular language. However, his evident 

enthusiasm had pleased her, as it paved the way for the 

more difficult subject she was about to broach.  

She paused, and admitted she wasn‟t being entirely 

honest with herself. As an expert in behaviour she knew 

exactly what she was doing. She had devised this 

convoluted way of seeking revenge precisely because 

she knew it would appeal to her former professor. The 

scientist in him would see it as a challenge, and the man 

of faith would recognise its potential to seek out good 

and evil.How could she use her friend in this way? She 

thought back to the sight of the hideous noose, lying on 

top of her bed, and forced herself to continue what she 

had started. 

“Professor Finch,” and this time her use of his 

professional title was deliberate. “Do you think it would 
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be possible to develop a genetic marker, in the lab, that 

would readily attach itself to this … evil gene?” 

Finch returned to his seat and as he did so he made a 

sweeping gesture with his arm, drawing Jennifer‟s 

attention to her surroundings. 

“I would hardly call my modest workshop a lab,” he 

said, breaking into a smile. “But let us say, for the sake 

of argument, that such a thing were possible; what 

would be the purpose?” 

Jennifer swallowed hard and chose her next words 

with care. 

“When you started out, as a young chemist, you told 

me you worked for the Department of Defence.” 

Finch nodded, even more confused.  

“Yes, to my eternal shame I helped design biological 

weapons. That, of course, was until the government put 

a stop to the programme. What of it?” he asked testily. 

“Tell me, Professor. Would it be possible to develop 

such a weapon, perhaps a toxin, that only became active 

in its host once it recognised the gene in question, via 

your genetic markers?”  

“And what would be the point of developing such a 

thing?” asked Finch, determined to have Jennifer spell 

it out. 

“In order to selectively remove the gene from 

existence,” she replied cryptically. 

Finch tried to come to terms with what she was 

saying.  

“But how?” 

Jennifer had to fight to force the words from her lips. 

“By killing the host of the gene.” 

Finch‟s eyes widened and he recoiled, staring at 

Jennifer as if she was the Devil incarnate. His lips 

trembled as he uttered his disbelief. 

“Murder a fellow human being?” 
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On the spur of the moment Jennifer decided to resort 

to Finch‟s religious prose. 

“Murder evil, Brother Finch. Murder evil.” 

 

*      *      * 

 

As a graduate, Finch had not set out intending to 

create biological weapons whose sole purpose was to 

kill other human beings. But above all else he had 

wanted to be a chemist, and the man from the 

Department of Defence sent to recruit him had been 

very persuasive. And so he had accepted the position 

offered, running his own department in spite of only 

being in his twenties. 

But it wasn‟t until he had dinner with a friend, who 

happened to be a pathologist, that he turned his research 

in a completely new direction. 

“It is a fact of life,” said his friend, over 

dessert,“thatpeople sometimes simply drop dead. In fact 

there are more „unexplainable‟ cases than you might 

imagine. Sometimes your head simply tells your heart 

to stop beating.” 

Over the next few days and weeks Finch 

thoughtabout what his friend had said; a heart can stop 

beating for no apparent reason. Of course he knew that 

the task of keeping the heart pumpingis managed 

automatically in the lowest part of the brain stem – the 

medulla oblongata. And thus an idea was born. 

Neurotoxins found in some types of snake venom had 

the ability to disable signalswithin the nervous system, 

and so had the potential to interfere with messages 

emanating from the medulla oblongata. 

For Finch, the idea of creating a biological weapon 

that could deliver such a toxin via an airborne virus 

became an obsession. But when the Department of 
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Defence got word that Finch‟s latest project involved 

the use of the smallpox virus, officials began to get cold 

feet. Such a weapon had the potential to kill every 

person on the planet. And so, justwhen Finch was on 

the verge of success, the gifted chemist‟s idea was 

shelved. 

And that is where it would have remained, had it not 

been for a visit to his humble monastic workshop by a 

pretty psychologist. 
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Chapter 10 

 

DetectiveInspector William Jones flew back to 

London, not really knowing why. Inexplicably, he 

suddenly felt like a man with a split personality.  

On the one hand there was the „sensible‟ man; the 

retired detective and grieving widower. And, as if he 

was a disinterested bystander, he asked himself what a 

„sensible‟ man would do, once he was back in England. 

That was easy, he thought. He would do what any 

normal retiree would do. He would relax, and smile at 

not missing the daily commute to work. He would put 

his garden and home into some sort of order and 

perhaps find a hobby. He might even seek out the 

companionship of a like-minded widow or divorcee.  

And on the other hand there was the man who 

wanted more. A lot more. He wanted to feel alive - the 

way he did with Jennifer. God, he missed her. The 

thought came unbidden, and he knew it was true. As he 

rested his head against the back of the crampedseat, 

watching the clouds drift past the wings of the aircraft, 

he fell into a daydream. 

They would become friends. He would be a shoulder 

to cry on. Someone to care for her. After all, he had all 

the time in the world now. 

But then the detective in himstirred. He knew she 

had lied to him. Somehow, she‟d had something to do 

with Turner‟s death. 

 But that couldn‟t be right, could it? If it was, she 

must have had her reasons.Already he was making 

excuses on her behalf. The ease with which he forgave 

her suddenly appalled him. 

Had she used him? Had she charmed the old fool to 

stop him from asking awkward questions? What kind of 
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policeman was he anyway? A retired one, he reminded 

himself. Defunct. Surplus to requirements. Useless. 

No, this was his murder case and he would solve it. 

And then what? Would he lock away the beautiful 

woman who had made him laugh and feel alive again? 

He decided he would cross that bridge when he came to 

it.  

 

*      *      * 

 

It was unseasonably sunny in the pretty harbour 

town on the coast of Wales, but the majority of the local 

boats had been hoisted on to the car park, where their 

owners could lovingly paint and varnish their craft, 

ready for the following spring. This not only meant he 

had to park his car in town, but it soon had him cursing 

his own lack of foresight.  

On his previous visit it had been the height of 

summer, and catching a boat to the island had presented 

very little difficulty. Unless the weather was 

exceptionally rough, the company that was given 

permission by the monks to land on the island had 

happily transported paying tourists every half hour. But 

now it was a different story, and only one vessel a day 

made the trip, in order to deliver supplies to the 

islanders in residence. Unfortunately for Jones, he had 

missed the early morning sail, having spent the 

previous four hours driving all the way from London. 

So he sought out a pleasant bed and breakfast, on a 

cliff-top with its own steps down to a sandy beach. As 

he settled in his room, with a pot of tea and cakes 

kindly provided by his landlady, he decided that being a 

detective on your own time had certain benefits. After 

all, what was the rush? 
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But this time it wasn‟t just a matter of buying a 

ticket and hopping on a boat with a bunch of 

holidaymakers. So he sought out the harbourmaster and 

was pleased to see it was the same chap he‟d had 

dealings with when he came out as part of the 

protection detail. It meant he would not be forced to 

prove who he was, and his lack of a warrant card would 

hopefully not cause a problem. If anyone asked, he 

planned to say he was just there in an unofficial 

capacity. Off-duty, so to speak. Naturally he risked 

being thrown out on his ear, but it was better than being 

prosecuted for impersonating a police officer. He knew 

that being retired from the Met would cut no ice with 

the authorities. If anything, they would say he 

should‟ve known better and thrown the book at him.  

The next morning he was forced to rise early and 

miss the full English breakfast he had been looking 

forward to. Since his return from the United States he 

had decided to eat well and exercise, if only to provide 

him with the stamina to perform his self-imposed 

mission. And, as he shaved and looked at his reflection 

in the mirror, he couldn‟t help but be pleased to see the 

back of his gaunt cheeks and the return of a sparkle to 

his blue eyes. On a good day, he believed he now 

warranted the description of lean, rather than skinny, 

and the fog that had clouded his mind for the last few 

months was slowly lifting.  

As it turned out, his landlady had decided to make 

other arrangements in the breakfast department, and as 

soon as she heard his footsteps making their way down 

the expansive staircase, she was ready and waiting with 

sandwiches, cake, and even a thermos of tea. Jones 

gratefully accepted the kind offering and kissed the 

seventy-year-old on the cheek. 

“Mrs Simms, will you marry me?” 
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She beamed as he waved goodbye, and when he 

halted at the front door to ask if he could possibly stay 

another night, her eyes lit up. What‟s the hurry, he 

reminded himself.  

It was another sunny day, but now there was a chill 

in the air, which Jones knew would only get worse out 

at sea. So he wore his coat as he made his way down 

the stone steps of the harbour wall and climbed into his 

floating transportation. The boat was about sixty foot in 

length, and it looked as if it could handle anything. The 

only shelter was reserved for the skipper, comprising a 

small wheelhouse with barely enough room to stand. 

Fortunately not all of the seating in the rear had been 

removed to make way for cargo, and Jones found he 

could sit quite comfortably as he sipped tea from the lid 

of his thermos. 

As he disembarked on to the small stone jetty that 

ran alongside the sandy beach of the island, the skipper 

reminded him that he was only prepared to wait for two 

hours at the most; otherwise he would leave without 

him. Jones assured the weather-beaten sailor that he 

would be back in time. 

He hastily walked along the track to the rear of the 

beach and was surprised to discover he was 

unexpectedly cheerful, considering the reason for his 

visit. The sun was glistening off the calm sea, and the 

absence of car fumes meant that he could fully 

appreciate the salty air as it made its way inland. To his 

right was a sand-coloured cliff, and a brace of 

particularly vocal gulls reminded him of seaside 

holidays from his youth.  

The café, shop and post office were all closed, but 

fortunately a monk was tending a colourful flower bed, 

close to the main entrance of the monastery. As Jones 
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approached, the monk slowly rose, groaning in an 

exaggerated manner, as he nursed his lower back.  

“Can I help you, young man?” 

The monk might well have looked ninety if he was a 

day, but Jones couldn‟t help but smile at the words 

„young man‟. He thought those days had long gone. 

Perhaps he could become Mrs Simms‟ toy boy and feel 

young again, he thought idly.  

“Yes, I‟d like to speak to Brother Finch.” 

“Could I ask what this is about? It‟s just that we 

don‟t often receive visitors unannounced, considering 

our location.” 

“I was part of the protection detail sent here to 

protect the vice president on his visit last summer,” 

Jones explained, pointedly sticking to the truth. 

The monk‟s face dropped and he wrinkled his nose, 

as if an unpleasant smell had just wafted in his 

direction.  

“Ah, yes, a sad day,” he said, shaking his head. He 

thought for a moment, looking puzzled. “But are you 

sure you wish to speak to Brother Finch? Wouldn‟t you 

rather meet with the abbot?” 

“No, I just need to talk to Brother Finch,” said Jones 

firmly, conscious of the time. The elderly monk still 

hesitated and Jones did his best to hurry things along. 

 “It‟s just routine,” he lied.  

Eventually the older man scratched his short grey 

hair and sighed. 

“Oh, well, if you think it‟s absolutely necessary.” 

Jones gave him a stern look to say it was.  

“In that case you‟d better follow me. He‟ll be in his 

workshop. If it‟s not time for prayers, Brother Finch is 

always in his workshop.”  

The elderly monk chuckled at his own witticism. 

Jones forced a laugh, joining in with the non-existent 
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joke. He was acutely aware that he needed the man‟s 

cooperation.  

The workshop turned out to be at the rear of the 

monastery, and the monk puffed and panted as he put 

his weight behind its heavy wooden door. It was a large 

room containing three long wooden tables, only one of 

which was bathed in the sunlight radiating through two 

arched windows. A robed figure was hunched over 

abeaker, bubbling away above an old-fashioned Bunsen 

burner. The smells reminded Jones of the chemistry 

laboratory at his old Grammar school, where he‟d been 

forced to sit, hour after hour, not understanding a word 

the master uttered.  

Jones‟s escort coughed to attract the occupant‟s 

attention. 

“Brother Finch, there‟s a gentleman here to see you 

… from the police.” 

The old man made the announcement as if he 

couldn‟t believe what he was saying. 

Not for the first time, Jones felt a pang of guilt. By 

not correcting his hosts and explaining he was in fact 

retired, was he misrepresenting himself? Damn right he 

was. Oh, what the hell.It’s too late now. 

If Jones hadn‟t been a detective of over twenty years 

standing, he might well have missed the flicker of alarm 

in Finch‟s eyes as he digested this latest piece of 

information. That alone had made the visit worthwhile. 

The man had something to hide. 

However, the detective‟s experience had also taught 

him that it was no use terrifying those from whom you 

wished to extract information – they just clam up. Put 

them at their ease, that‟s the ticket. Become their friend 

who has just popped over for a little chat and to catch 

up on the latest gossip. 
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“Please don‟t be alarmed, sir, I‟m not here to deliver 

any devastating news or anything like that,” he said, 

offering the friendliest smile he could muster. 

The two monks only looked more confused, so he 

explained himself. 

“That‟s normally a person‟s first reaction when a 

policeman turns up at their door. They think someone 

they know has died. Let me assure you this is an 

extremely informal visit concerning the death of Vice 

President Turner. Just a few details need ironing out.” 

Neither of the monastery‟s occupants seemed 

particularly reassured, but when Jones stared in his 

direction, the older man took the hint and left the 

workshop. Finch was propped up on a stool that, to 

Jones, looked mighty uncomfortable, but the man 

simply shuffled and remained seated. 

“How can I help you, Inspector …?” and Finch 

raised his eyebrows, waiting for Jones to finish his 

sentence. 

“Detective Inspector Jones,” he replied, mentally 

noting that he was digging himself into a deeper hole 

with every word. “Do you mind?” 

Jones pointed to another stool, positioned at the end 

of the table under one of the arched windows. 

“Please.”  

 Finch‟s outstretched hand indicated that Jones 

should help himself.The stool was as uncomfortable as 

Jones had suspected, but once he rested his feet on its 

base and propped an elbow on the table, it wasn‟t too 

bad. 

“What should I call you?” asked Jones pleasantly. 

Put them at their ease. Make them feel they have the 

upper hand. Jones shifted uncomfortably on his perch 

as part of the effect. 

“Please, just call me David.” 
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A good start. 

“You‟re American, aren‟t you, David?” 

“That‟s right; I was born in Chicago, Illinois.” 

“And you were a college professor before you 

became a monk, am I right?” 

There’s that flicker in the eyes again. Tread 

carefully now, Jones. 

“I see one of my fellow inmates has been filling you 

in,” said Finch lightly. 

“No, actually. I was told by one of your ex-students 

… a Miss White.” 

“You‟ve spoken to Jennifer?” 

Finch‟s voice cracked, and Jones realised it was time 

to pull back before he lost him. 

“Yes, she‟s a lovely girl, isn‟t she? I must say she 

speaks very highly of you. It must be wonderful to have 

inspired so many young minds. I briefly considered 

teaching myself but I decided against it. I just wouldn‟t 

have had the patience.” 

“How did you meet Jennifer?” asked Finch, trying 

his best to appear casual, and failing miserably. 

“I met her in her office at work.” 

“You went all the way to the States to see her? 

Whatever for?” 

“It was a bit of a wasted trip, actually. We all know 

Turner died of natural causes, but the Secret Service has 

been breathing down my boss‟s neck and we have to 

check everything. And I mean everything.” 

“I‟m afraid I still don‟t understand. Check what?” 

“Well, just for anything out of the ordinary. Take 

Jennifer‟s visit to the monastery, for instance. Am I 

right in saying that women aren‟t usually allowed in the 

monastery?” 

“That‟s correct, but the abbot does make an 

exception when there are special circumstances.” 
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“So he gave the go-ahead for Jennifer‟s visit?” 

“Ah, no, Inspector, he didn‟t. I‟m afraid I rather bent 

the rules on that score. She‟d come such a long way, 

you see, I could hardly turn her away.” 

“No, of course not. We all bend the rules sometimes, 

don‟t we? Even coppers and priests.” 

Finch smiled and nodded, pleased that they were in 

agreement. OK, he’s on the hook, now reel him in. 

“Besides, I think it was my fault that you and 

Jennifer had to adjourn to the monastery in the first 

place.” 

“I‟m afraid you‟ve lost me again, Inspector.” 

“Well, I believe I accidentally eavesdropped on your 

conversation in the church across the way and forced 

you to reconvene in your room at the monastery.” 

Finch gave up any pretence of calm and gaped at 

Jones. 

“That was you outside the church? But … but I 

hardly recognise you.” 

“I was ill at the time and I‟d lost rather a lot of 

weight. Still, I‟m on the mend now, thank goodness.” 

Finch was still open-mouthed, at a loss for words. 

He’s wondering what I overheard. What the hell were 

he and Jennifer up to? 

“Anyway, I hope you both managed to catch up on 

old times, in spite of the intrusion.” 

“Yes,” croaked Finch, trying to recover his 

composure.  

“I knew that was all there was to it. Well, I hope 

that‟ll satisfy the powers-that-be. In fact I‟m sure it 

will,” said Jones, trying to sound as unsure as he could. 

He stood up, relieved to save his arse from the 

uncomfortable seating arrangements of the workshop. 

“Thank you for your help, David.” 
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Brother Finch smiled weakly, relieved that the 

interrogation was drawing to a close. Little did he know 

that Jones always waited right to the end to go for the 

jugular. Leave them to stew, that’s the way. 

“Oh, by the way,” said Jones casually, as he reached 

for the handle of the door. “It was you who served the 

wine to Vice President Turner during the Communion 

Service, wasn‟t it?” 

Finch hesitated again. 

“Yes, why?” 

“Oh, no reason,” said Jones breezily, before closing 

the large wooden door behind him. 
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Chapter 11 

 

The comfortable chair in the bay window of his 

room, looking across to the pretty island, was the 

perfect place for Jones to take stock of the situation. 

The bracing boat trip back to the harbour had been 

followed by a wander through the Edwardian streets of 

the town, topped off with an excellent dinner of fish 

and chips on a bench overlooking the beach. Mrs 

Simms‟ tea and home-made apple pie, brought to the 

room no less, was indeed the icing on the cake. 

Things could have been far worse, he decided. He‟d 

managed to visit the island and talk to Brother Finch in 

person and, what‟s more, he had come away convinced 

more than ever that the former chemist and his pretty 

ex-student were in some way responsible for the death 

of Vice President Turner. How exactly they had 

achieved this was still a mystery, of course, but he was 

certain it had a lot to do with their chosen professions. 

Whythey had killed Turner, on the other hand, was 

another matter. 

It was widely known that Turner had been ruthlessly 

ambitious and had no qualms about trampling over the 

careers of anyone foolish enough to get in his way. In 

other words, a thorough bastard. But that hardly 

provided a motive for killing him, unless you happened 

to be one of those poor sods who ended up under foot. 

And it was highly unlikely that a psychology professor 

or a chemist masquerading as a monk would have been 

any threat to Turner‟s ascendancy. 

Of more interest, as far as Jones was concerned, was 

the rumour that the man had been a womaniser, guilty 

of leaving a string of discarded mistresses in his wake. 

Could Jennifer have been one of those mistresses? If 

their paths had ever crossed, Turner would certainly 
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have made a play for someone as beautiful and 

intelligent as she. It was definitely worth looking into.  

And what if she was a woman scorned? That would 

rather point to the fact that she did have something to 

do with the man‟s death. As he helped himself to a last 

spoonful of apple pie and cream, he decided that the 

answer to that particular question could wait.  

Low cloud had disappointingly spoiled the chance of 

a perfect sunset, but, as night fell, a full moon cast a 

bluish light on the water, giving the scene an other-

worldly appearance. As Jones sipped his tea, he 

wondered if Jennifer would have enjoyed sharing this 

moment. 

 

*      *      * 

 

The monks all agreed that it was rather surprising to 

see Brother Finch leave the comfort of his workshop so 

early in the day. What‟s more, none of them could ever 

remember seeing him stride up to the lighthouse in such 

a determined fashion, but they respected his privacy 

and were not concerned because evening prayers were 

not due for several hours. Perhaps if they‟d had an 

inkling of their fellow monk‟s inner turmoil, they might 

have sunk to their knees there and then and prayed for 

his soul.  

A fresh breeze bathed the exposed headland, helping 

to clear Brother Finch‟s head. There were no two ways 

about it, that damned policeman had shaken him to the 

very core. He was angry with himself and with his 

feelings of guilt. Wasn‟t he simply an instrument for the 

Lord‟s work? Evil must be rooted out, wherever it may 

be. And Jennifer had offered him a way to do just that. 

Between them they had avenged her friend, probably 
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saved Jennifer‟s life, and administered justice; a justice 

the laws of man were unwilling to provide.  

Mercifully, God had provided them with a way of 

looking into a man‟s very soul, where evil could never 

hide again. And once found, it could be eradicated 

forever. What a wonderful brave new world was within 

their grasp. No more sin. No more deceit. No more 

cruelty or hatred. Once the worst in society were gone, 

the rest could strive to live a better life. A considered 

life. Just think of it. A kind and caring world – not in a 

thousand years, but today. 

Even poor Jennifer had not recognised the full 

potential of her discovery. She had been blinded by fear 

and athirst for revenge, poor child. But it didn‟t matter. 

Now he had the tools to search for evil wherever it may 

hide. All he had to do was improve upon the means of 

its destruction.  

His original creation had to be physically ingested to 

kill its host. And so he had been forced to serve a 

poisoned chalice with his own hands, putting himselfat 

risk. The cardio-toxin he administered might have been 

discovered during the autopsy, if he hadn‟t synthetically 

altered it so that it evaded the diagnostic tools used by 

the medical examiners. Anyway, his own survival did 

not matter in the grand scheme of things. As long as he 

survived until God‟s mission was complete, all would 

be well. And a simple-minded policeman wasn‟t going 

to stand in his way.  

All he needed now was time. Time to produce more 

of his toxin with the power to arrest the hearts of evil 

men; time to bond it to a virus with the potential to 

become airborne and spread from one host to the next 

without physical contact; time to provide his new 

compound with the power to self-replicate a billion 

times over. Time to recreate The Garden of Eden.  
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*     *      * 

 

Jones‟s upbeat mood evaporated the moment he 

arrived home to an empty house. The rain lashed at his 

kitchen window, and his suitcase lay in the centre of the 

tiled floor. He was reminded of childhood days and the 

gloom that threatened to engulf him when a holiday 

finally came to an end.But it seemed worse somehow 

and his heart began to race as he thought of Sarah and 

Amy, busy unpacking after their annual holiday and 

chattering as they went from room to room. Jones 

reached for his suitcase, unpacked, tidied, and popped 

to the corner shop to pick up some groceries; anything 

to distract himself and keep the panic at bay.  

He willed himself to focus on the murder case. And 

then he sneered at himself. What case? He wasn‟t a 

policeman any more. He had no resources, no computer 

files, and no informers. He switched on his laptop and 

searched for anything he could find on the life and 

loves of Vice President Turner. Newspaper articles 

made fleeting suggestions that there had been problems 

in his marriage, but no mention was made of any 

mistresses, and no matter how he tried to connect 

Jennifer with the dead politician, he failed. He was at a 

dead-end.He slammed his fist on the table in frustration. 

I will solve this case or die trying. What else do I 

have?I’ll do whatever it takes to find the truth. 

A terrifying thought took shape amid his feelings of 

desperation and he knew he would act on it. 

I’ll ask Jackson for help. 
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Chapter 12 

 

Not much shocked Gregory Jackson. But the sight of 

his old partner standing there, at the open door of his 

apartment, took him more than a little by surprise. 

Enough so, that he simply stared at the lean figure for 

more than a few seconds while his mind raced.  

Had his ex-colleague somehow finally figured it all 

out?Had he pieced togetherthe fact that Sarah knew too 

much and therefore had been eliminated. Had he come 

to take his revenge after all this time? 

But just as quickly Jackson realised his momentary 

fear was unfounded. If Jones had come to kill him, he 

would hardly have announced himself by ringing the 

doorbell and simply stood there, looking pathetic. 

Except he didn‟t look pathetic – not any more. He was 

suddenly aware that the grief-stricken widower with the 

emaciated figure had been replaced by the „old Jones‟, 

with his intense blue eyes that had the power to bore 

into you. 

Of course Keating, Jackson‟s secret employer, had 

monitored the situation after the „accident‟, and both he 

and Jackson had been relieved when Jones had fallen 

apart after the death of his wife and child. It meant that 

any thought of killing the detective was unnecessary. 

Even for Jackson that had been a relief; there are only 

so many coincidences that the police are prepared to 

accept, particularly when a fellow officer is involved. 

Besides, Sarah clearly hadn‟t told her husband about 

the journalist‟s visit to their home, so Jones was no 

threat. 

When the Welsh detective was practically drummed 

out of the Branch and obliged to accept his gold watch, 

the whole matter was laid to rest for the foreseeable 

future. No one was going to take any notice of the has-
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been any more. But now the worn-out fart had 

somehow pulled himself together and was standing 

there in front of him, waiting to be invited in. As he 

watched the wiry figure accept the beer he was offered, 

Jackson did his best to hide his contempt. 

“Greg, I know it‟s been a while, but I need a little 

help with something and I didn‟t know who else to turn 

to.” 

Jones blurted out the words before his courage failed 

him. He felt like he was demeaning himself, and a 

terrible self-loathing threatened to overwhelm him. 

When Jackson grinned smugly, he knew he had made a 

mistake. 

It took Jackson every ounce of willpower he 

possessed not to laugh in the man‟s face. I’ve killed 

your wife and child, you moron. What kind of fucking 

policeman are you?But that was just it. The lean figure 

wasn‟t a policeman any more. He wasn‟t anything. 

Suddenly Jackson felt such a feeling of superiority, he 

became almost magnanimous. Besides, he couldn‟t hide 

his curiosity.  

“Sure, William, if I can.” 

“I need a little help with the case I‟m working on.” 

“Case? But you‟re retired.” 

“It‟s just a little project of mine; trying to keep my 

mind active, you know how it is.” 

No, I don’t know how it is, you pathetic son of a 

bitch. Still, I’d better string him along. 

“Tell me what you need to know, and if I can‟t help 

you, nothing lost.” 

Jones helped himself to a large swig of beer to give 

him Dutch courage. 

“Well, it‟s all to do with the death of Turner in 

Wales a few months back.” 
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“You mean the vice president? You were on that 

one, were you?” 

“Yeah.” 

“But he died of natural causes, didn‟t he?” 

“Apparently.” 

“Why, do you think differently?” 

“I don‟t know what I think.” 

“But if anything wasn‟t kosher, surely the Secret 

Service boys would be all over it.” 

“You‟re probably right. Like I said, it‟s just a little 

project of mine I can‟t get out of my head. The trouble 

is I‟m out of the loop. There‟s only so much you can 

find out on the Web.” 

Jackson still couldn‟t work out what his ex-partner 

was up to, and he wanted to find out as much as he 

could. For all he knew it might be some kind of 

elaborate trick the idiot had dreamed up to catch him 

out. 

“What specifically do you need to know?” 

“There was a woman visiting the island on the same 

day that Turner died. I just want to know if there‟s any 

connection between her and the vice president, no 

matter how tenuous.” 

“Is that it?” 

“That‟s it.” 

“Why, do you think she had something to do with 

his death?” 

Jones suddenly realised the absurdity of his 

situation. He was obsessed with finding the truth, but he 

had feelings for Jennifer and he didn‟t want to get her 

into trouble. I better nip this one in the bud. 

“No, I‟ve met her. She‟s no killer.” 

“You‟ve met her? Who is she anyway?” 

“Does that mean you‟ll help?” 
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Jones decided there was no point giving anything 

else away if Jackson was going to turn him down. 

“Sure, I‟ll do what I can.” 

“Her name is Jennifer White. She‟s awell-known 

psychology professor in America.” 

“Where did you meet her? On the island?” 

“No, in the States.” 

“Hold on,” said Jackson in disbelief. “You went all 

the way to the States to see this woman? All off your 

own bat?” 

“Yeah, I know it sounds crazy and don‟t ask me 

why, it‟s hard to explain. Think of it as just a mystery I 

want to solve for my own peace of mind.” 

Jackson rubbed his clean-shaven chin, as if he was 

contemplating what to do. Jones instinctively brought 

his hand up to his own face and felt a day‟s-worth of 

grey stubble. Self-abhorrence raised its ugly head once 

again.  

“I‟ll see what I can do. If I find anything interesting 

I‟ll let you know.” 

“Okay, here‟s my mobile number,” said Jones, 

passing Jackson one of the cards he‟d got left over from 

his days in the Branch. “And thanks.” 

Jones caught the tube back to north London. He 

somehow felt dirty and needed to get home and wash 

off the smell. 

  



 114 

Chapter 13 

 

“What the hell is the idiot up to?” 

Keating sat at the other end of the park bench from 

Jackson, doing an unconvincing job of pretending the 

read his newspaper.  

“I‟m damned if I know,” sighed Jackson, admiring a 

pretty young woman helping her toddler to feed the 

ducks at a nearby lake.  

“So why did you say you‟d help?” 

“It seemed like a good idea at the time. If I‟d told 

him to bugger off we‟d be none the wiser. At least this 

way we can keep an eye on him.” 

“I suppose you‟re right. I‟ll see what I can come up 

with.” 

“Okay, you do that,” said Jackson cockily, getting up 

to leave without saying goodbye. 

Keating shook his head but remained seated. He 

started reading his broadsheet, having just spotted an 

article about property prices in the area of London 

where he owned his town house.  

 

*      *      * 

 

At first Keating had considered contacting his 

opposite number in the CIA at the American Embassy, 

or perhaps even the Secret Service chaps, who 

maintained offices in many of the major cities of the 

world, including London. But eventually he decided 

against it. His experience had taught him that the 

„Cousins‟ wouldn‟t help you to piss on an orphanage to 

put out a fire unless there was something in it for them, 

and he hated being in someone‟s debt.  

Fortunately he had a much better idea, and that 

afternoon he put a call through to his man in 
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Washington. Mr Jennings had been with the Service for 

five years, two of which had been spent stateside. He 

reminded Keating of everything he despised about the 

„old‟ Service. He was Eton- and Oxford-educated, 

brought up on a country estate by ridiculously wealthy 

parents, and, to make matters worse,he was obscenely 

good-looking.  

In this particular case, however, he was just the man 

for the job. Possessing the boyish charm of a would-be 

Hugh Grant, he soon had any American female who 

happened to be in his vicinity eating out of his hand. 

And since the proposed investigation involved a 

beautiful young woman, Keating felt he would have 

been foolish not to employ the young man‟s talents.  

As it turned out, Jennings was more than happy to 

oblige, particularly as his girlfriend had recently walked 

in on him having sex with the pretty daughter of the 

Chinese Ambassador. He hadn‟t had the heart to 

explain that he‟d been doing his duty for Queen and 

Country, especially as his other half had chosen to 

interrupt the unseemly proceedings just as he was 

ejaculating with gusto.  

He felt somewhat relieved, as he watched the ground 

fall away beneath the wings of the airliner whisking 

him away to Los Angeles airport, where a hire car 

waited for him to drive to the university in Santa 

Barbara.  

Prior to his departure, he had prepared the cover he 

would need for his forthcoming assignment. His plan 

was simple, in that he decided to throw caution to the 

wind and see the lady herself in person. Several phone 

calls and e-mails had been organised to prepare the way 

for his visit, under the guise of a journalist working for 

a new British scientific magazine. In the unlikely event 

that Professor White should try to contact the offices of 
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the periodical, the phone at the other end would be 

answered by a helpful female receptionist, while the 

sounds of a busy press room blared out from speakers 

in the background.  

The e-mails assured Professor White that the giving 

of her time was very much appreciated and that the 

interview would be as brief as possible. The magazine‟s 

aim was to encourage young British women to consider 

a career in science and they were sure that their readers 

would be interested in Professor White‟s background 

and her personal life. And no, they wouldn‟t print 

anything that wasn‟t approved by the professor herself.  

Jennifer had to admit that she was flattered. And 

when a car arrived at her apartment to pick her up and 

take her to one of the most expensive restaurants in the 

city, she knew she had made the right decision. The 

journalist awaiting her arrival was so unexpectedly 

good-looking that she actually blushed when he 

introduced himself. And, to top it all, his accent was 

adorable.  

The good food and wine soon made her feel at ease, 

and she appreciated the fact that Mr Sinclair, the name 

Jennings had given when he introduced himself, did not 

spoil things by sitting with an open notebook, taking 

down every little detail. Had she but known it, every 

word she spoke was being recorded by the highly 

sensitive device concealed in Jennings‟ jacket.  

Jennings was not a stupid man, and he knew better 

than to ask outright if Professor White had ever been 

acquainted with Vice President Turner. Instead, he 

delved into her personal life in other ways, 

concentrating on her female friendships. That is, he 

explained, what many of his young female readers 

would be interested in.  
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No stone was left unturned and, as the wine flowed, 

Jennifer recalled long-forgotten school liaisons and 

close friendships that flourished when she was a 

student. And every recollection, no matter how minor 

or trivial, was recorded for posterity on Jennings‟ little 

device. 

As far as Jennings was concerned it was a successful 

evening, right up to the point he tried to take things 

further and invited the beautiful professor back to his 

hotel room. When Jennifer refused, the handsome SIS 

operative was more than a little taken aback and failed 

to hide his surprise. If he had but known it, his 

confidence that Jennifer would easily succumb to his 

charms and join him in his bed had been his undoing. If 

there was one thing Jennifer couldn‟t stand, it was men 

who thought so much of themselves that they assumed 

she would simply fall into their arms.  

Upon his return to Washington, Jennings handed 

over the recording to a rather plain secretary in his 

office, who was starting to grow tired of being taken 

advantage of by the handsome man who thought he was 

God‟s gift to women. He asked her to type a list of all 

the names mentioned during the three hour interview. 

Grudgingly the secretary did as she was told, and she 

took an inordinate amount of pleasure from listening to 

Jennifer rebuff Jennings‟ pathetic advances.  

What the secretary and the rest of the women in his 

office didn‟t know, was that Jennings was in fact 

bisexual. What they might have been less surprised to 

learn, was that he had rather more success in the 

bedroom with his male conquests; men generally not 

being so reliant upon an emotional attachment when it 

comes to sex.  

Armed with his list of names, Jennings sought out 

the companionship of an ex-lover in the Secret Service. 
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The closet homosexual was in no way insulted when, 

after matters had been concluded in the bedroom, 

Jennings askedif he wouldn‟t mind showing the list of 

names Jennifer had given him to fellow agentswho had, 

at one time or another, protected the vice president. 

Over the next few days the special agent dutifully 

telephoned a number of his colleagues serving in 

various parts of the country, until one of them recalled 

that he had been ordered to admit a Miss Stacy Lomax 

to the vice president‟s hotel suite in San Francisco the 

previous year. 

And so, due to the tireless and selfless work of 

Jennings, a connection had been made between 

Professor Jennifer White and Vice President Turner. 

What was more,Jennings was happy to report to 

Keating that Miss Lomax had unexpectedly committed 

suicide during her affair with the vice president.  

Keating had chosen his man well. 

 

*      *      * 

 

Jackson was nothing if not a focused man. And he 

prided himself on being able to work out another chap‟s 

motivation. He believed that if you discovered what 

gets your enemy out of bed in the morning, the rest falls 

into place. You know his strengths and, more 

importantly, you know his weaknesses. 

But he had to admit that Jones had him stumped. 

What was the man‟s angle? He said he wanted help. 

Yeah, well, good luck with that. He could go fuck 

himself. But Jackson hated being in the dark. He was 

used to being the one on the inside; in the know. It was 

those on the outside who got shafted. So he‟d contacted 

Keating and asked him to see what he could find out, 

and his man had come up trumps. Admittedly it wasn‟t 
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much, but for Jackson it was enough to apply his 

analytical mind. 

Upon receiving Keating‟s information, Jackson 

poured himself a drink, lit one of his Gauloise 

cigarettes, and sat in his favourite chair, ready to apply 

himself to the problem. 

One - Jones had been part of the team sent to protect 

Vice President Turner. Two - Turner had died, 

apparently of natural causes, while visiting an island 

monastery in Wales. Three - for some reason Jones 

thought there was more to it than that. Four - Jones had 

come to him, wanting to know if this Jennifer White 

was in any way connected with Turner. Five - 

according to Jones, Jennifer White was visiting the 

island on the day the VP died. Six - surprise, surprise, 

this girl‟s friend, Stacy Lomax, was fucking Turner and 

suddenly, out of the blue, commits suicide. Ergo, Jones 

must think this Jennifer had something to do with 

Turner‟s death. 

Jackson resisted pouring himself another drink, 

intent on keeping his head clear, and contented himself 

with a second cigarette. 

But why the hell was Jones interested? He was 

retired and on the scrap heap. Was he simply jacking 

off because he had nothing better to do? Being innately 

suspicious of everyone, Jackson just couldn‟t buy it. 

Where was the motivation? 

And then it struck him. If this Jennifer really did kill 

the vice president, with all those armed Secret Service 

gorillas tramping all over the place, she‟d pulled off a 

little miracle. And, what‟s more, she‟d gotten away 

with it. But how? 

According to the reports he‟d seen, this Turner had 

died of a heart attack. There was no way she could have 

caused that to happen just by being there, unless she‟d 
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flashed her tits in his face and given him a coronary, he 

thought frivolously. So, how would you go about 

causing someone‟s heart to fail? Easy. Poison of some 

sort. But that would leave a trace, wouldn‟t it? Unless, 

of course, she‟d worked a way around that. But wasn‟t 

she just a psychologist? It didn‟t figure. No, scratch that 

idea. 

So she must have had help, and preferably from 

someone who had access to Turner - maybe one of the 

Secret Service guys who had the hots for her.  

Jackson went to his laptop. He opened his Web 

browser and researched articles about the VP‟s visit to 

the monastery. According to the newspapers, Turner 

only visited the island for a couple of hours and didn‟t 

dine there. Not a promising start. Maybe the poison was 

slow-acting, he thought; administered before the 

politician had left the mainland.  And then he saw it.  

WHILE VISITING THE MONASTERY, VICE 

PRESIDENT TURNER, A DEVOUT CATHOLIC, 

JOINED A SMALL GROUP OF HOLIDAYMAKERS 

TO TAKE COMMUNION. 

That was it – the murderer was a priest, or a monk, 

or whatever you called them, and he‟d slipped 

something into the wine or the damn wafer. Jackson 

decided to call Keating on the mobile number they had 

set aside for emergencies. Keating‟s wary voice could 

be heard above the sound of traffic. He must be in his 

car, thought Jackson. 

“Yes?” 

“I need some information.” 

“Not on the phone. Location D, thirty minutes.” 

The line went dead and Jackson grinned to himself. 

He raised his empty glass in a mock salute. 

“Well, Jones. Here‟s to you, you arsehole.” 
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*      *      * 

 

Keating was not happy with Jackson for contacting 

him the way that he had, but he agreed to get the 

research people working on the problem right away.  

The young woman who was given the task of finding 

a link between the well-known psychologist and a 

monastery situated on a Welsh island, applied herself to 

the task. It took her approximately thirty-five minutes 

to produce a result and, not for the first time, she was 

exasperated at the lack of resourcefulness of the „people 

upstairs‟. 

She had not had to delve into any secret files or 

break into locked safes, but had simply accessed the 

Web and made use of the links the Service had to 

various government databases. A quick search had 

provided her with the academic history of Professor 

Jennifer White, including the university she had 

attended as a student. She then found a list of the monks 

in residence at the aforementioned monastery. Using a 

simple piece of software which cross-referenced the 

personnel at the two institutions, she found a match – a 

Professor Finch, now Brother Finch, presently residing 

in the UK. Further enquiries confirmed that Jennifer 

White had indeed been a student of Professor Finch. 

Also of interest was the fact that the chemist had once 

worked for the US Department of Defence on its 

biological warfare programme. 

The young researcher duly reported back to Keating, 

who passed on this latest piece of information to 

Jackson. The corrupt policeman now had his man. 
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Chapter 14 

 

Jones had left Jackson‟s expensive apartment in the 

centre of London under no illusions. The man had said 

he would help, but what he said he would do and what 

he actuallywould do were clearly not one and the same 

thing. But one thing he was sure of; he had piqued the 

bugger‟s interest. He‟d deliberately given Jackson just 

enough to leave him wondering what his ex-partner was 

mixed up in, hopefully without giving anything away. 

Jones briefly toyed with following his former 

colleague, as a way of discovering if he‟d taken the 

bait. But he soon discounted the idea as a waste of time. 

Even if he could have managed to tail Jackson without 

him knowing – a distinctly unlikely possibility on his 

own – he would more than likely have discovered 

nothing. Any investigation, if there was one, would be 

conducted behind closed doors and, without being able 

to eavesdrop, he would have learned nothing.  

So Jones decided to play a long shot. He didn‟t hold 

out much hope that his plan would work but, as he 

constantly reminded himself, he had nothing to lose. 

Not strictly true, of course, especially when he thought 

about what he intended to do, but he was willing to take 

the risk. 

Stage one of his plan was the easy part; bide his time 

to give Jackson the chance to get the ball rolling and 

come up with some results. Stage two was the risky 

part, with no guarantee of success. He would break into 

Jackson‟s apartment, hopefully to discover if he had 

found any connection between Jennifer and Vice 

President Turner. He knew he was clutching at straws, 

but he concentrated on the logistics of his plan in order 

to side-step his doubts, before he lost his resolve. 
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Naturally, breaking into the apartment and not 

getting caught would be the tricky part. He would have 

been far happier if Jackson had lived in a house, where 

he could have skulked in a garden and removed a pane 

of glass from a rear window. But unfortunately Jackson 

resided in a third floor apartment, with no access to a 

balcony or stairway outside. Jones did, however, have 

three things in his favour. Firstly, there was no doorman 

on duty at the apartment block. Secondly, when he had 

inspected the apartment during his visit, he saw no sign 

of an alarm system. And thirdly, there was only one 

other apartment on the same floor as Jackson‟s. 

So, a week after his initial visit, Jones booked into 

the cheapest hotel in the area he could find and chose a 

tea room, conveniently situated across the way from the 

apartment block, where he could keep an eye on the 

comings and goings of the inhabitants. He estimated 

there were approximately fifteen apartments in the 

block and, having chosen a weekday morning to 

conduct his surveillance, he was pleased to note a 

steady stream of single business-types leave the 

building, presumably heading for their places of work.  

 

*      *      * 

 

As he manhandled his suitcase into the taxi, Jackson 

failed to see his old friend observing him from the tea 

room across the street. But he was a man with a 

mission. He needed to go to the monastery, tucked 

away on its Welsh island. He needed to meet this man 

Finch.  

 

*      *      * 
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Jones had not intended to break in that first morning, 

but when he saw Jackson leave the building a little 

before 10 a.m., towing a suitcase in his wake, he 

decided there was no time like the present. So, once 

Jackson had hailed a taxi and disappeared from view, 

the retired detective, smartly dressed in his best suit and 

tie, picked up his serious-looking attaché case and 

headed for the building. 

Getting into the apartment block was clearly the first 

obstacle. The residents operated a buzzer system, with a 

speaker, microphone and camera, so they could admit 

visitors whom they recognised or expected. Jones had 

some vague scheme in mind whereby he would try each 

apartment buzzer in turn, hoping to gain entry. It was 

risky because residents would later be able to identify 

him, but forcing his way in would attract even more 

attention. Fortunately luck was on his side. As he 

crossed the road, a delivery truck arrived and the driver 

buzzed one of the apartments, waving his identification. 

He was allowed entry, closely followed by the 

impeccably dressed Jones, and the delivery man 

assumed he was simply one of the residents.  

Jones avoided the lift and marched briskly up the 

stairs to the third floor. Once there, he had to trust to 

luck that the apartment next door was empty, because 

he was no lock-picker and he was about to make some 

noise. Casting all ideas of subtlety aside, he reached 

into his attaché case, brought out a sturdy crowbar, and 

proceeded to insert the sharpened end into the gap 

closest to the lock. It took him two full minutes to break 

in, but it felt like ten, and by the end Jones was 

sweating profusely. In his mind the sound of splintering 

wood echoed throughout the building, and he quickly 

stepped inside, closed the door and tried to calm his 

breathing as he listened for the yells of horror from 
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fellow residents he felt sure would come. But nothing 

happened, and Jones quickly decided that successful 

breaking and entering was just a matter of nerve and 

good fortune, particularly if stealth was not your forte.  

He had no intention of staying in Jackson‟s 

apartment a second longer than he had to, so he walked 

straight over to the desk he‟d spotted on his previous 

visit.He helped himself to any paperwork and 

notebooks he could find, shovelling them into his large 

attaché case, together with Jackson‟s laptop. After a 

quick glance around the apartment, he made his escape. 

He walked smartly down the stairs, his heart thudding 

alarmingly in his chest, and left the building, before 

making his way on foot to his hotel.Thirty minutes and 

several brandies later, Jones sifted through his booty.  

The paperwork revealed nothing and Jones‟s heart 

sank. He had taken an incredible risk, and he wasn‟t 

foolish enough to believe that the danger was over. 

Upon his return, Jackson was bound to figure out who 

was responsible for the break-in at his home, 

particularly when he realised what had been taken. 

Jones pushed the uncomfortable thought aside and 

reached for the laptop. 

Picking locks was not the only talent Jones lacked. 

Computer hacking was another useful area of expertise 

that unfortunately eluded him. So, as he switched on 

Jackson‟s expensive machine, he didn‟t hold out much 

hope. He opened Jackson‟s e-mail account, but when he 

was asked for a password, he didn‟t even attempt a 

guess. He knew precious little about Jackson‟s personal 

life and lacked both the imagination and the patience to 

try.   

Instead he searched for files that had been created 

since Jones had visited his old partner a week ago. 

There were at least a dozen or so, but one, a Word 
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document created four days previously, attracted his 

attention. The title was a gift – „Professor White‟s 

Friend List‟. 

Jones actually burst out laughing, as he thought how 

Jackson couldn‟t have made things easier for him.  

“Well, at least the bastard‟s organised.” 

Jones‟s voice croaked and he realised his throat was 

dry. His hand shook as he clicked on the file and he was 

presented with a list of about thirty names, mostly 

belonging to women. Not trusting computers, he 

grabbed a notepad and wrote them down in case he 

accidentally deleted the file.  

He walked across to the sink and drank four glasses 

of water in quick succession, staring at his sweaty 

reflection in the mirror. 

“Bingo!” 

 

*      *      * 

 

Jones didn‟t want to waste any time. He looked at 

his watch and saw that it was still only mid-day. He 

calculated that it would be the middle of the night in 

California. Oh, what the hell. 

Jones reached for his phone and searched for 

Jennifer‟s number. He took a deep breath and touched 

her name, displayed on the phone‟s screen. It rang a 

dozen times before a sleepy voice answered. 

“Who is this?” 

“Jennifer?” 

“Who is this … Jesus, is that you, William?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you know what time it is?” 

“Yeah, Jennifer, I know, but this is important.” 

“It better be. Hang on.” 
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Jones strained to listen and he could hear rustling 

noises as Jennifer sat up in bed and got herself 

comfortable. 

“Okay, Inspector Jones. What‟s so urgent that it 

couldn‟t have waited till morning?” 

“I‟ve got a list of names here and I want you to tell 

me if you recognise any of them.” 

“You‟re crazy …” 

Before she could put the phone down he began to 

read out the list until she interrupted him. 

“Hey, what‟s going on here? Are you spying on 

me?” 

“What makes you say that?” asked Jones, knowing 

what was coming next. 

“They‟re all friends of mine. Where the hell did you 

get that list?” 

Jones ignored the question. 

“Has anyone paid you a visit recently, asking a lot of 

personal questions?” 

“Yes, some creepy journalist guy. Hey, wait a 

minute. Did you send him?” 

“No, of course not.” 

Jones pointedly failed to acknowledge that he‟d been 

the one who had instigated the investigation in the first 

place by involving his ex-partner. The bogus 

journalist‟s visit also proved what he‟d suspected - 

Jackson was mixed up in something underhand and had 

a guardian angel outside the Branch. 

“Then how did you get the list?” asked Jennifer, 

breaking his train of thought. 

“That‟s not important,” said Jones, offering no 

further explanation.  

“Look, are you going to explain to me what the hell 

is going on, or do I have to contact the police and tell 

them someone‟s stalking me?” 
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Jennifer was starting to release her anger and Jones 

chose that moment to read out the one name he‟d 

deliberately omitted before. It was at the top of the list, 

underlined. 

“What‟s special about Stacy Lomax?” 

Jones heard Jennifer‟s sharp intake of breath, as it 

travelled halfway across the world. There was a 

pregnant pause that spoke volumes. 

“She‟s dead,” said Jennifer finally. 

“How did she die?” 

“The police say she committed suicide.” 

In spite of her best efforts, Jennifer failed to hide the 

scepticism in her voice. Jones kept pressing before she 

had time to think. 

“And you don‟t believe she did?” 

“It doesn‟t seem to matter what I believe. Look, I 

don‟t want to talk about it.” 

Jennifer tried to sound strong but her voice was 

shaking and he could hear her crying.Jones was 

relentless. 

“Did your friend Stacy know Vice President 

Turner?” 

For Jones, the silence at the other end of the line was 

as good as an admission. He decided there was no point 

stopping now. 

“Do you think Turner had something to do with her 

death?” 

The silence continued and his heart ached. What am 

I doing to her? I care about her, for God’s sake.   

“Jennifer, listen to me. I swear to you, I would never 

do anything to harm you.” 

He tried to hold back the feeling of self-loathing 

hanging over him like a cloud. Look at what he had 

done. There she was, sitting up in bed alone in the 

middle of night, crying her heart out -and all because of 
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his suspicious mind. Why couldn‟t he have left well 

alone. Why had he been so obsessed? Just because he 

was down, he had no right to drag her along with him. 

Whatever she‟d done, she‟d gotten away with it. And 

now other people were involved. Bad people. 

“Jennifer, I need to see you.” 
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Chapter 15 

 

The monks were becoming increasingly concerned 

with the amount of time Brother Finch had been 

spending in his workshop. It was true that the former 

chemist had always been given a certain degree of 

autonomy, in recognition of the important contribution 

he made to the survival of the monastery, but the abbot 

was starting to fear for the man‟s health. And then there 

were the strange requests for materials and equipment. 

Brother Finch continued to produce the perfumes 

and chocolate that the tourists so enjoyed and were 

willing to pay handsomely for, but it was his other 

„projects‟ that his fellow monks found more than a little 

disturbing. Perhaps if some of Finch‟s colleagues had 

possessed a more detailed knowledge of chemistry, they 

would have been more alarmed than unsettled. 

 Even the abbot had taken note when a rather 

overweight gentleman arrived on the island, carrying a 

large package marked: „Medical Supplies - Handle with 

Extreme Caution‟. It turned out he was American and 

an old acquaintance of Brother Finch, now working at a 

research laboratory in a large London hospital. 

Like Jennifer, Dr Lockwood was an ex-student and a 

great admirer of Professor Finch. In fact, the doctor 

believed that if it hadn‟t been for the kindness and 

patience shown by his old mentor, then he wouldn‟t 

have achieved the success he enjoyed in his 

professional life today. So when the great man had 

pleaded for his help, saying that he was on the verge of 

a breakthrough that would eradicate a disease of the 

brain forever, he promised to help. Even though it had 

been necessary to break a host of rules and regulations 

in order to provide the materials Professor Finch 
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required, it had been a risk he was prepared to take for 

his inspirational teacher.  

When the abbot questioned Brother Finch, the 

persuasive monk managed to turn the senior man‟s 

apprehension into admiration. As Finch explained, the 

death of thousands of God‟s children from disease was 

a tragedy that should be endured no longer, now that 

God had provided an answer. He went on to describe 

how Divine inspiration had provided him with a 

solution, and it was his duty to work tirelessly until it 

could be implemented. He practically begged the 

abbot‟s indulgence, and the kindly head of the 

monastery didn‟t have the heart to refuse him. He 

would support the chemist in his endeavour to the best 

of his ability, provided Brother Finch did not neglect 

his prayers.The monk happily agreed and, as promised, 

he did not forget his prayers. In fact he joined his fellow 

monks willingly, eager to pray for forgiveness. 

 It wasn‟t just the fact that he had deceived the abbot 

that troubled him,but the manner in which he had gone 

about it. How could he have been so brazen as to 

profess he was hoping to save people‟s lives when, in 

fact, quite the opposite was true. But, as he constantly 

reminded himself, it was only the evil of the world that 

would depart this life; quietly, quickly, and humanely. 

He was doing God‟s work, but it was such a vast 

undertaking that even the abbot might not have fully 

grasped the implications. And so he had lied - and he 

prayed, secure in the knowledge that his cause was just. 

And God‟s work was progressing, thanks to the 

endless hours, night and day, the genius spent in his 

small workshop. The deadly toxin had been 

successfully combined with a particularly virulent 

virus. He had even begunaddingthe geneticmarkers that 

would identify Satan‟s gene, once the virusinfected its 
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new host. Only then would the toxin become active and 

kill its recipient. 

All that remained was to genetically modify the 

virus so that it would have the ability to retain its 

potency in the air without residing in a host. In this 

way, the new compound would infect the population 

without giving governments time to vaccinate their 

citizens. But he would achieve his goal, through hard 

work and with God‟s guidance.  

As he placed his creation in the kiln he had set aside 

as a secure method of storage, he felt a slight tremor of 

trepidation. But he refused to be diverted until his holy 

quest was complete. 
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Chapter 16 

 

Jones had been surprised by the beautiful girl again. 

He had intended to return to Santa Barbara to see 

Jennifer face to face, and tell her what he had done. He 

had thought she might dissuade him from making the 

journey, or even refuse to see him. But the one thing he 

had not expected was her to drop everything and come 

to London on the next available flight she could find. 

But that is what happened. 

He had put down the phone, flooded with a cocktail 

of emotions. He was confused at her decision, yet 

excited at the thought of seeing her again. But most of 

all he was terrified that she would hate him for what he 

had done. Jennifer astounded him yet again when, the 

next day, she delivered her latest revelation when he 

met her at the airport. 

“I haven‟t booked a hotel, William. I‟ve decided I‟m 

staying with you.” 

As they braved the evening traffic and headed for his 

house in north London, Jones was relieved that he had 

put the place into some sort of order.Jennifer slept most 

of the way, clearly not enamoured with the scenery the 

motorway provided. Once they reached the house, 

Jones carried her bags to the kitchen and began to make 

her a pot of tea. Jennifer took the opportunity to take in 

her surroundings, noting the feminine touches, courtesy 

of her host‟s late wife. The sun was out and there was 

no wind, so they took the tea outside and sat on a bench 

in the long garden. 

“This is quite a roomy place for London, isn‟t it?” 

she asked. 

“We‟re on the outskirts. You‟d have to be a 

millionaire to afford a place like this in the City. The 

house prices are crazy now, not like when Sarah and I 
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were young. If I was starting out all over again, I 

probably wouldn‟t even be able to afford this place. I 

feel sorry for the kids today.” 

“You do that a lot, you know,” she said cryptically. 

“What?” 

“Keep reminding me how old you are. As it happens, 

you look a lot younger than the last time I saw you.” 

“Thanks,” was all he could think to say, and he 

cursed himself for enjoying her complement. 

“Taking care of yourself now?” she asked, grinning. 

“Doing my best.”  

Jones decided it was time to turn her attention away 

from him.  

“How about you? Are you okay, Jennifer?” 

“Is there any reason I shouldn‟t be?” she asked, 

pointedly trying to evade the question.  

Jones couldn‟t stand hiding behind words any 

longer. He sipped his tea and looked at the stunning 

vision sitting in his garden. He didn‟t want her to leave 

but he had to get everything out into the open.  

She returned his stare, and he suddenly became shy 

and topped up her cup to hide his embarrassment. 

Damn her, she makes me feel like a love-sick 

schoolboy. Well, here goes nothing. 

“Jennifer, can we be entirely honest with 

oneanother?” 

She looked into his eyes as if she could read his 

mind. 

“You go first,” she said finally.  

“Okay.” 

Jones sighed and took another drink of tea, wishing 

it was something stronger. 

“I questioned Finch.” 
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Jennifer suddenly put her cup down and it clattered 

against the saucer. She looked uncomfortable, almost 

vulnerable. Damn me to hell. What have I done to her? 

“You went to see Finch, after you‟d seen me?” 

She looked away and tried to make her next question 

appear casual, but failed. 

“And what did he say?” 

“He confirmed what you said. You were an ex-

student who just happened to be visiting that day.” 

“And did you believe him?” 

He could hear the tension in her voice. He paused 

before he answered. 

“No.” 

She turned and looked at him, her face set in grim 

determination. But her eyes were almost pleading. 

“And did you believe me?” 

Again a terrible pause. 

“No.” 

Jennifer tried to look angry, but all Jones saw was 

hurt. 

“And what are you going to do about that?” she 

asked pointedly.  

“Nothing. Not any more.” 

“And is this the policeman talking or just my 

friend?” 

“A friend, I hope. Besides, I‟m retired, remember.” 

But Jennifer wasn‟t going to let it rest. 

“Clearly you think I‟ve done something illegal. Even 

if you‟re no longer a policeman, it‟s your duty to report 

any wrongdoing, isn‟t it?” 

“Carrying out your duty doesn‟t count for much if it 

means hurting someone you care about.” 

Jones felt the shame return as soon as he had said the 

words. He knew the worst admission was yet to come. 
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Jennifer looked him up and down, as if she didn‟t know 

what to make of him.  

“Are you saying you care about me, Mr Jones?” 

Jones replied, unwilling to play games any more. 

“Yes I do, very much.” 

Jennifer looked up at the cherry blossom tree at the 

end of the garden, watching a sparrow land on one of its 

branches. Jones was dying for her to speak, but it was 

as if she didn‟t know what to do with this new piece of 

information. He couldn‟t bear it any longer. I have to 

tell her everything. 

“I‟m afraid there‟s more.” 

“More what?” 

“More bad news.” 

Jones could see the pain behind her eyes. I can’t 

stand this. Let’s just get it over with. 

“When I couldn‟t connect you with the vice 

president, I went to a man I used to work with for help. 

He must have sent that chap pretending to be a 

journalist to find out about your past. That‟s how he 

came up with those names I read out to you over the 

phone.” 

“I see,” was all she said. 

God, she looks scared. Well, let’s turn the knife one 

more time, you piece of shit. 

“Stacy Lomax - she‟s the connection, isn‟t she?” 

Jennifer looked up, fighting back the tears, lips 

trembling. 

“Congratulations, Inspector Jones.” 

The words cut into him like a knife.  

“So, what are you going to do?” she asked, 

determined not to let him off the hook. 

“What I’m going to do is not your biggest problem. 

It‟s the bastard I‟ve let in on the secret we‟ve got to 

worry about.” 
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Chapter 17 

 

Like Jones, Jackson was also forced to call on a little 

subterfuge in order to gain access to Brother Finch. But 

where Jones had only been able to keep his cards close 

to his chest and hope that no one asked too many 

awkward questions, Jackson had all manner of false 

documentation at his disposal. He could also call upon 

the services of support staff based at Vauxhall Cross 

but, if possible, he wanted his involvement in the affair 

to remain a secret between himself and Keating. 

Jackson made the journey to the island on the very 

same delivery boat that Jones had used only the 

previous week. One of the false documents in his jacket 

pocket was a warrant for Finch‟s arrest, should the man 

be foolish enough to become uncooperative.  

After introducing himself to the head of the 

monastery, he was escorted to the workshop where, the 

abbot informed him, Brother Finch now worked and 

slept. Upon entering the makeshift chemistry lab, 

Jackson set down the metal case he had been carrying 

in the corner of the room. Once the abbot had 

introduced the new visitor to the creator of the 

monastery‟s fine perfume and chocolate, he left the 

room, unable to stop himself from worrying about all 

this unwanted attention Brother Finch had brought on 

his blessed sanctuary. 

The visit from Jones had shaken Finch, he couldn‟t 

deny. But, after a few days to recover, he‟d put the 

unpleasant episode behind him and had applied himself 

to his work. And since his work had become nothing 

less than an obsession, doing so had been the most 

natural thing in the world.  

But while the other policeman had certainly 

subjected him to an ordeal, Finch‟s new intruder 
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appeared to be an entirely different prospect altogether. 

Where the other man‟s uncomfortable questions had 

been somewhat tempered by his personable nature, the 

cruelty etched into the lines of his new visitor filled him 

with dread. True to Finch‟s first impression of the man, 

the detective did not stand on ceremony. 

“Okay, Brother Finch, did you kill Vice President 

Turner?” 

Finch just stared at the man, an exaggerated look of 

shock and horror on his face.  

“This is preposterous! What is the meaning of this 

nonsense?”  

Finch spluttered his words, unused to dealing with 

such forthright and direct behaviour. 

“We have reason to believe you poisoned the wine 

you served to Vice President Turner, causing him to 

have a heart attack,” said Jackson, overlooking the 

small fact that he had no evidence on which to base his 

accusation.  

“How dare you?” cried Finch, full of false 

indignation. 

“It‟s not a question of daring. It‟s a question of 

whether or not you are a murderer.” 

Finch appeared to regain his composure and, for the 

first time since meeting the monk, Jackson was 

impressed. 

“And might I ask on what evidence you base this 

ridiculous accusation?” 

Jackson responded with a mirthless grin and casually 

took a turn around the workshop, which was crammed 

with all manner of scientific equipment and mysterious 

containers. Instead of answering Finch‟s question, he 

had one of his own. 

“What exactly is it you do here, Finch?” he asked, 

deliberately dropping the formal „Brother‟.  
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“If you must know, I produce scents and chocolate 

for the tourists, to provide an income so we can 

continue our work here.” 

Jackson waved a hand at the apparatus, filling every 

corner of the room. 

“All this to create a nice smell?” said Jackson 

sceptically. 

“It‟s not as easy as it looks, I can assure you.” 

“Yeah, right,” said Jackson, pretending to agree but 

clearly not believing a word. He stepped forward and 

stared directly into the chemist‟s eyes. 

“Naturally I believe you, Professor, what with you 

being a religious man, but why don‟t we just remove 

any doubt by getting a team of our lab boys down here 

to have a look at all of your wonderful fragrances.” 

Jackson‟s self-satisfied grin made even a pious man 

like Finch want to punch him in the face, but the monk 

knew that wasn‟t the answer. Everything was lost, just 

when he had been so close to completing God‟s work. 

Nevertheless, he made one final attempt to defend 

himself. 

“You must have a warrant to do such a thing.” 

“Good try, Professor, but don‟t concern yourself. I 

can have one in my hand before the end of the day.”  

Jackson smiled, enjoying the lie. 

But Finch wasn‟t to know it was a lie and, suddenly 

overcome by the horror of it all, he threw his head into 

his hands and pulled at his hair. 

“Hey, Professor,” said Jackson mockingly, “don‟t 

take it so hard. It‟s not as bad as it sounds, believe me.” 

Finch looked up and stared at Jackson, trying to read 

his face and wondering if he was just toying with him.  

“Look,” said Jackson, determined to move on to his 

own more important agenda, “I‟m sure we can work 

something out that is satisfactory to all parties.” 
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Finch continued to stare, confused. Was the 

policeman crazy? But he wanted to believe what the 

man said, desperate to cling on to any hope, no matter 

how slender. 

“What on earth do you mean?” 

“Okay, Professor, let‟s cut to the chase, as you 

Americans say. I tell you what - I‟ll do the talking and 

you listen. That way you won‟t say anything you might 

regret later. If I‟m just blowing hot air you can tell me 

to fuck off, and when the experts go through this place 

with afine tooth comb and find nothing … well, I‟ll just 

have to eat humble pie, won‟t I?” 

Jackson looked at Finch, waiting for an answer, but 

the monk simply nodded. 

“All right, then,” began Jackson, clapping his hands. 

My God, thought Finch, the man‟s actually enjoying 

himself. 

“So, let‟s see if I‟ve got this right. Jennifer White, 

this pretty little student of yours, comes to call out of 

the blue, telling you some sob story about how this 

bastard Turner screwed her friend Stacy and had her 

killed.” 

Finch‟s heart sank. The man knew everything. 

“Anyway, the guy gets away with it and it eats away 

at poor little Jennifer. Then she learns that Turner is 

visiting this fine establishment where, lo and behold, 

her old chemistry professor has become a monk. Am I 

right so far?” 

Jackson looked at Finch expectantly, but the monk 

was too shocked to respond. 

“Never mind. Where was I? Oh, yeah, now this is 

where it gets freaky. She comes to you, explains what 

an utter piece of shit this Turner is, and somehow 

persuades you to add a nice home-made chemical to his 

wine that polishes him off without leaving a trace.” 
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Finch started to protest but Jackson ignored him. 

“To tell you the truth, Professor, I thought maybe 

she fucked you until you couldn‟t say no. I‟ve seen her 

picture. I bet she could be bloody persuasive. Hell, if 

she went to work on me, I‟d probably end up killing a 

nun if she asked me to … no offence intended.” 

He raised a hand to express his regret before 

continuing.  

“But then I did a little checking up on the life and 

loves of one Professor Finch and guess what? The mad 

monk‟s immune to pretty little things like Jennifer. I 

expect you‟d be more susceptible to the advances of a 

cute guy in a tight pair of jeans, am I right?” 

And there was the grin again. Finch felt like 

throwing up, but the man was unstoppable. 

“So that still doesn‟t explain how she turned a nice 

gentle monk into a killer, does it? But why don‟t we 

just skirt over that for the moment. It‟s none of my 

business if she‟s got some kind of hold over you, 

right?” 

“What do you want?” said Finch, desperate for the 

onslaught to end. 

“Patience, Professor, I‟m getting to that.You see, I‟m 

not just a simple bobby on the beat. I have other more 

interesting strings to my bow. I represent certain 

important and influential departments in the 

government. Our government, that is, not your lot 

across the pond. Although I expect you‟re a British 

citizen now. Do monks have to become citizens?” 

Finch just shook his head, desperate for it all to end. 

“Anyway, if you‟ve really come up with some sort 

of wonder-drug that causes people to drop dead, leaving 

everybody else none the wiser, they‟d like to have a 

look at it. And if you co-operate, I‟m sure this 

unfortunate Turner business can be brushed under the 
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carpet. Besides, we hardly want to advertise to the 

Yanks that we‟ve got monks running around polishing 

off heads of state. Even American ones.” 

“What do you want from me?” asked Finch in 

desperation. 

“Well, Professor, I‟ll tell you what I don‟t want. I 

don‟t want you to be arrested for murder just so you can 

rot in jail. I mean, what good would that do anybody?” 

Finch dared to look into the other man‟s eyes. 

“You mean you‟re not going to press charges?” 

“To be perfectly honest, Professor, that‟s up to you.” 

“I don‟t understand.” 

“Look, it‟s quite simple. Either you can clam up, and 

I‟ll have no choice but to get the cuffs out and drag you 

off to the nearest police station, where you‟ll be 

formally charged …” 

“Or?” 

Jackson saw the look of hope in the man‟s eyes and 

he knew he‟d got him. 

“Or, you tell me exactly what you‟ve been up to in 

this little workshop of yours,and I‟ll take you 

somewhere safe, where you and these drugs of yours 

won‟t fall into the wrong hands.” 

“Are yours the right hands, Inspector Jackson?” 

“I‟ve told you, I work for the British government.” 

“So you say.” 

Still enjoying himself, Jackson mocked Finch. 

“What a shame it is that nobody trusts anybody any 

more. If that‟s what‟s worrying you, you‟ll soon see if 

I‟m telling the truth when I get you and the drugs out of 

the country.” 

“Out of the country? Where would we go?” 

“Oh, you‟ll like this, Professor. I‟m taking you to my 

little hideaway in paradise – a Greek island to be more 
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precise. You‟ll love it there. It‟s my pride and joy – a 

bolt-hole for when I need peace and quiet.” 

“That doesn‟t sound very official to me. You must 

take me for a fool.” 

Jackson gave an exaggerated sigh. 

“Professor, let me explain the facts of life to you and 

then you can tell me what you decide, okay?” 

Finch nodded and Jackson leant against the wall 

between the two arched windows, folding his arms, as 

if he was about to give a lecture. 

“Let‟s say we tootle off back to Whitehall with your 

suitcase full of deadly poisons. Word will spread like 

wildfire, believe me. Then some nosey pen pusher will 

insist you‟re brought up on charges and we‟re back to 

square one. Or worse still, it‟ll leak to the papers and 

there‟ll be an international incident.” 

“So you want to keep it a secret,” said Finch, as if 

he‟d spotted the light at the end of the tunnel. 

“That‟s right, Professor. You see, I work for men in 

grey suits who love this sort of thing. You know what 

they‟re like. I‟m sure you had dealings with those 

sneaky buggersin the CIAwhen you worked for your 

Department of Defence.” 

Finch couldn‟t hide his surprise at the man‟s 

knowledge of his past. Perhaps he was who he said he 

was, after all. He waited for the detective to continue. 

“Anyway, they want to keep your secret amongst a 

small select group, so to speak. That‟s why they‟d 

prefer us to be out of the country, away from prying 

eyes.” 

“You should know I haven‟t finished adapting the 

toxins, or perfecting how they will be delivered,” 

explained Finch. 

“No problem. You‟ll be able to complete your work 

at the villa. Then, when my employers are satisfied, 
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they can decide what to do. Maybe they‟ll even offer 

you a job. Who knows?” 

“What kind of job? Let me guess. I have to keep 

making more of the toxin for them to use on innocent 

people.” 

“Hold on, Professor, I wouldn‟t be in a hurry to get 

on your high horse if I were you. What were you going 

to do with the stuff, just kill non-believers?” 

Finch couldn‟t help but smile. So the man doesn’t 

know about the biomarkers that identify the 

psychopathic gene. Suddenly he saw a chance to 

salvage his mission. God’s mission, he reminded 

himself. If he could keep the genetic markers a secret 

from this man and whoever was pulling his strings, they 

might even end up doing his work for him. Suddenly he 

saw the detective looking at him, confused by the 

change in his demeanour. He wiped the smile from his 

face. 

“Okay, Inspector, I see your point.” 

Jackson didn‟t like the confident tone that had 

appeared in the monk‟s voice, but he ignored it for the 

moment. 

“No, you don‟t, Professor. You see, the point is, if 

you don‟t play ball with these guys they‟ll throw the 

book at you and they‟ll still get hold of your precious 

chemical cocktails. Of course that way they‟ll have to 

get their own experts in and it‟ll be much harder for 

them to keep a lid on things.” 

Jackson turned and looked out of the window, 

focusing on the lighthouse in the distance. He‟d done 

all he could. Either the idiot would believe him and co-

operate, or he‟d have to kill him and snatch the nasty 

batch of poisons until he figured out what to do with 

them. One thing was sure - the monk‟s secret weapons 

had the potential to make him a rich man.Of course he 
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wouldn‟t touch the bloody things with a barge pole, not 

until he knew what he was dealing with, so he‟d have to 

find his own expert. Surely Finch just had to co-operate. 

He had to. 

“Okay, Inspector, I suppose you leave me no 

choice.” 

Jackson‟s prayers were answered.  

 

*      *       * 

 

Jackson was thankful that, being a monk, Finch had 

not hoarded a vast collection of personal possessions, 

and he was able to pack all he needed into an old 

battered suitcase. He divested himself of his habit and 

wore a plain white shirt with dark trousers, topped off 

with an overcoat to protect him from the sea breeze.  

Once Jackson had explained that he would purchase 

any equipment that was needed and have it delivered to 

their new home, Finch assured the detective that his 

lethal concoctions would not take up much room. The 

metal case, filled with soft foam, was retrieved from the 

corner of the room and Jackson was proud of his 

foresight. 

They almost made it to the end of the jetty when the 

abbot came running, demanding to know where Brother 

Finch thought he was going. Jackson decided it would 

be advisable for him to do the talking.  

“Brother Finch has kindly agreed to help us with our 

enquiries, sir. Unfortunately it involves making a trip to 

the mainland.” 

“But for how long?” demanded the abbot, clearly 

distressed. “We need Brother Finch to prepare our 

products in time for the tourist season.” 
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Jackson and Finch climbed onto the waiting boat 

without replying, and all the abbot could do was watch 

the skipper cast off, eager to beat the falling tide. 

“So much for brotherly love, eh, Finch? Still, I 

suppose money greases the wheels, even in a 

monastery.” 

Finch looked at the grinning policeman with disgust. 

Yes, Inspector Jackson certainly possessed the Devil‟s 

gene, of that he was sure. And when Judgement Day 

finally arrived, he would get his just reward. 

As it turned out, the monk was treated to a satisfying 

destruction of the vile man‟s unflappability when they 

stopped off at his apartment in London, where he 

planned to pick up a few things and make the final 

arrangements for their departure. 

On seeing the damage done to the entrance of his 

apartment, he drew his pistol from its holster and 

pushed open the door, only to be presented with the 

interior of his home just as he had left it, except for the 

removal of his laptop and a few papers. 

Finch‟s amusement turned to fear when he saw the 

man‟s face redden, before he snarled through gritted 

teeth. 

“I‟ll fucking kill you, Jones!” 
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Chapter 18 

 

Jones said he was going to freshen up the spare 

room, which had not been used since his wife‟s death. 

Once that was done he would prepare a meal for his 

guest. But Jennifer just shook her head and asked him 

to open a bottle of wine and bring it out to the garden. 

Apple trees on either side gave them complete privacy 

and the patio was a suntrap. Being in a cul-de-sac, the 

house was remarkably quiet and, apart from the 

occasional car passing some distance away, all she 

could hear was the sound of a robin singing. She didn‟t 

want to go inside just yet, for fear that panic would take 

hold. She gratefully reached for the glass of alcohol. 

“So who is this bastard you‟ve been sharing your 

suspicions with?” 

There was no harshness in her voice, no accusatory 

tone. Somehow it only made him feel worse. 

“His name is Jackson. He‟s just someone I used to 

work with. I‟d reached a dead-end and I needed his 

contacts.” 

“And he told you about my friend Stacy?” 

“Not exactly.” 

“Come on, William, I thought we were being honest 

with oneanother.” 

“I know, I know, it‟s just that it‟s a little 

complicated. You see, as soon as I‟d spoken to him I 

knew he wasn‟t to be trusted …” 

“And?” prompted Jennifer, eager for him to spit it 

out. 

“And so I broke into his apartment to find out what 

he‟d discovered.” 

“You what?” 

For the fist time since her arrival, the tension in her 

face appeared to ease. 
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“I know. Not exactly the sort of behaviour you‟d 

expect from a policeman, is it? Even a retired one. To 

be honest, I‟m not really cut out to be a cat burglar – I 

nearly shat myself.” 

Jennifer had been taking a sip of wine and nearly 

choked as she burst out laughing.  

“How do you do it, William?” 

“Do what?” he asked, smiling at her amusement. 

“Make me laugh when my life‟s turned to shit.” 

“But it‟s all my fault.” 

Gradually her laughing subsided and she 

immediately became as serious as before. Jones was sad 

that the lighter moment had passed all too quickly. 

“No, it‟s not, William. You‟ve just been doing your 

job.” 

“But you could end up in serious trouble.” 

Jennifer put down her glass and there were tears in 

her eyes, as if extremes of emotion were battling to take 

control. Her voice was a whisper. 

“And I deserve to be in serious trouble, don‟t I, 

William?” 

“You don‟t have to tell me anything, Jennifer.” 

He didn‟t want to be her confessor and see her go 

through any more pain. He drew closer, wanting to hold 

her hand and comfort her, but not daring to. Instead she 

took hold of his and looked into his eyes, almost 

pleading. 

“You wouldn‟t do anything to hurt me, would you, 

William?” 

The question cut him to the quick and he wanted to 

protest his innocence, shouting to the rooftops. Instead 

he answered with a whisper of his own. 

“I realise you hardly know me, Jennifer, but I hope 

you can believe me when I say I really care about you.” 

“But why?” 
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She looked so innocent, so lost. He wanted to tell her 

how he felt;about how she was the only person who had 

reached through his self-loathing since the death of his 

family. But he lacked the courage. 

“I‟ve always had a soft spot for plain, unintelligent 

women.” 

She smiled, almost with relief, and a tear ran down 

her cheek. Jones decided he loved her smile, but it 

disappeared all too quickly. 

“What about a woman with a dark secret that‟s 

eating her up inside.” 

“Her too,” he said gently. 

And then it all came out, amid floods of tears. But 

she continued to whisper the words, as if she was afraid 

to let them loose on an unforgiving world.  

She told him about Stacy‟s affair with Turner, and 

how her friend had threatened to tell the world if he 

didn‟t leave his wife. She told him how Turner had 

threatened to kill her. And she told him about her 

friend‟s suicide; except it hadn‟t been a suicide at all. 

And finally she told him about the noose that had been 

left on her bed as a warning. 

“Jesus!” cursed Jones, as the realisation of what 

Jennifer had been through finally hit home. 

She paused and drank from a glass filled to the brim 

with wine, emptying its contents. Suitably fortified, she 

told him about Professor Finch, who‟d once worked for 

the Department of Defence, creating biological 

weapons. She told him how Finch had abandoned that 

world for a life of teaching, until he‟d been betrayed by 

his colleagues. And finally she told him how she‟d used 

the poor man as an instrument for her petty revenge. 

As she emptied her soul, Jones felt her pain and he 

wanted to help her; to absolve her of her sins like a 

priest. He wanted to tell her he didn‟t judge her. He 
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wanted to tell her he would have hunted and killed the 

driver responsible for the death of his family in a 

heartbeat, if he hadn‟t been ravaged by his own guilt. 

He wanted to tell her all these things but did not get the 

chance. 

For as soon as she had concluded her confession, she 

reached into her bag and pulled out a letter. And the 

letter would change everything. 
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Chapter 19 

 

After having been locked away in his secluded 

workshop for so long, Finch found the sudden 

onslaught on his senses overwhelming. He almost felt 

like a bewildered dog on a lead, at the beck and call of 

his new master. The busy streets of London were full of 

people; people everywhere - more people than he had 

seen in the last four years.  

And then there had been the timid little man from 

the Foreign Office, who had arrived at Jackson‟s 

apartment and collected the metal case, scurrying away 

as Jackson threatened him with all manner of atrocities 

if it didn‟t arrive at the embassy in Athens in one piece. 

Mercifully the airport and the flight were a blur, and 

in Athens he waited patiently in the embassy car, while 

Jackson collected their precious cargo of deadly 

cocktails.When the detective returned to the car, Finch 

noticed he was carrying a small package. The chemist 

was somewhat alarmed, as he watched the man tear it 

open to reveal a pistol, which he quickly dropped into 

the pocket of his jacket. 

Thedrive to the ferry terminal consisted of nothing 

more than a haze of buildings darting past tired eyes. In 

fact it was only when dawn broke, as they approached 

the island, that Finch finally woke up to the reality of 

his situation. 

The island was beautiful, Finch admitted grudgingly. 

The turquoise water was still and clear; the white and 

blue buildings reflected the autumn sunlight; and the 

windmills on the cliff edge reminded him of the 

lighthouse beside his monastery, a world away. A life 

away.  

A local had brought Jackson‟s jeep to the harbour so 

that it wasready and waiting, loaded with supplies.It 
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was a visible reminder of his escort‟s forethought.As 

the jeep made its way up the rough track to the top of a 

hill a few miles inland, a cloud of dust appeared in their 

wake. The engine strained, announcing their arrival to 

an empty villa. Finch couldn‟t have known, but that 

was why Jackson had chosen this precise location. He 

detested surprise visitors. 

The villa itself was a two-storey affair, whitewashed, 

with a terracotta roof. Somehow Finch thought it 

belonged there, as though it had always been part of the 

surrounding landscape. Jackson proudly gave him the 

grand tour, andthe monk wondered if he was the first 

visitor to the man‟s retreat. 

For some reason Finch had expected the villa to be a 

modern edifice, but it possessed a rustic charm, with 

small wooden windows and thick walls to keep out the 

summer heat and the cold of winter. It had a few simply 

furnished,well-proportioned rooms. There was a seating 

area, asizeable kitchen, three bedrooms, and two 

ridiculously large bathrooms. 

A door led from the kitchen to a rear courtyard, 

surrounded on all four sides by walls. Two of the walls 

belonged to the villa, and the remainder made up part of 

a vast stone barn, containing nothing but a motor 

scooter and a small dinghy.  

“Welcome to your new workshop, Professor Finch. 

Anything you need in order to complete your work, you 

just let me know. I will prepare us a meal and you can 

get settled. Once my people are happy with your 

results, you can collect your payment, together with our 

profound thanks. And you will be a free man.” 

Finch eyed the man he did not trust. 

If this servant of the Devil only knew he was paving 

the way for the obliteration of his own kind.  
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“Thank you, InspectorJackson. I‟m sure this will do 

very nicely.” 
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Chapter 20 

 

Jones unfolded the sheets of paper, not knowing 

what to expect. He read the letter, while Jennifer 

continued to drink her wine as if it was water. 

 

Dearest Jennifer 

 

I know, like me, you have had misgivings about the 

deed we felt compelled to perform. Who are we to stand 

in judgement, after all? But that is the beauty of your 

discovery. We are absolved of guilt. As God’s vessels, 

we merely administered the means whereby He could 

wage his war against evil. And we succeeded, thereby 

ensuring that the murderer of your friend did not go 

unpunished. 

But we must finish what we have started. Just think 

of all theinjustices that are perpetrated every single 

day. For far too long this world has been the Devil’s 

playground. How could I forgive myself if I allowed the 

suffering he and his minions cause to go unpunished.  

Think of the poor starving children, searching for 

morsels while the greedy sip champagne on their 

yachts. How could anyone deny that the Devil’s gene 

has given birth to their heartlessness? 

Think of the thugs and criminals that infest our 

world and steal from their neighbours who toil for what 

little they have. Think of the warmongers who thrive on 

human suffering. Think of the power-hungry leaders 

who deceive the masses while they line their own 

pockets. Think of the murderers, the bullies, the cheats. 

You must forgive me for my passionate outburst, but 

how can we live with ourselves if we are not repulsed 

by the state of mankind.  
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But you and I can put an end to evil once and for all 

– across the entire world. 

 

Jones glanced up at Jennifer in disbelief before 

continuing. 

 

And soon I will achieve this goal. Our medicine will 

spread through the air and replicate itself, rooting out 

the Devil’s gene and the cancer of evil it gives birth to. 

 

Thank you, Jennifer, for the gift you have offered me, 

and I will write again when the time comes to release 

humanity’s salvation. 

God bless you, Jennifer. 

 

Your loving friend 

 

Brother Finch 

 

“The man clearly needs help,” said Jones, shaking 

his head, as if he couldn‟t believe what he had just read. 

“And it‟s my fault, William. As if wanting to kill 

another human being wasn‟t enough, I involved that 

poor, vulnerable man. He was a friend. What kind of a 

monster am I?” 

The tears returned and Jennifer began to sob 

uncontrollably. Jones felt helpless, not knowing what to 

do for the best. He waited for the crying to subside and 

tried to keep her talking. 

“Does this mean Finch is trying to create some sort 

of biological weapon?” 

“Dear God, I think he must be.” 

“This part of the letter where he says…” 

Jones picked up the papers and searched for the 

words that had alarmed him. 
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“ … „spread through the air and replicate itself‟. Is 

he really capable of creating an airborne version of the 

weapon?” 

Jennifer was still wiping away her tears and her face 

had flushed red. She coughed and straightened up in her 

seat, doing her best to compose herself. 

“If anyone could do it, it would be Professor Finch.” 

“But how?” 

“With the advances in molecular engineering today 

almost anything is possible. I remember him telling me 

that the British and American governments have even 

kept samples of the smallpox virus. All you would have 

to do is somehow combine a lethal toxin with a highly 

infectious virus like that and release droplets that can be 

transported in the atmosphere. And if it had the ability 

to replicate itself …” 

Jennifer left the thought hanging in the air and 

shuddered. 

“What have I done, William? We have to stop him.” 

Jones was still confused by another part of the letter 

and he read out the sentence troubling him. 

“What about this, where it says: „rooting out the 

Devil‟s gene‟. What the hell is he on about?” 

“Do you remember how I isolated the gene that 

causes psychopathic behaviour?” 

Jones nodded. 

“Well, Professor Finch has found a way to sort of 

lock on to that gene, so that his compound will only kill 

people who have it.” 

Jones stared at her in disbelief. 

“Is that possible?” 

“In theory. It worked on Turner, and if anyone had 

the psychopathic gene, he did.” 
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“But who‟s to say this compound of Finch‟s 

wouldn‟t have killed him anyway. It might have had 

nothing to do with this so-called Devil‟s gene.” 

“You might be right,” Jennifer conceded.“But he 

certainly had the gene. A friend of mine managed to get 

hold of the MRI scan of his brain, taken as part of a 

general health check. It certainly showed the same brain 

patterns I‟d seen in my volunteers. I took it to Finch in 

case he needed convincing.” 

Jones remembered the initials he‟d seen, printed in 

the corner of the MRI scan. But he said nothing and did 

his best to act surprised, suppressing the guilt he felt for 

having searched her apartment. Jennifer broke in on his 

thoughts. 

“I suppose we‟ll have no way of knowing if it really 

works unless it‟s used on people without the gene.” 

She shook her head at the very thought, while Jones 

sat there, trying to evaluate this new threat. 

“Okay, we need to take one step at a time. At least 

we have one thing going for us. He said he‟d contact 

you before he released the virus, and we know where to 

find him,so he can be stopped before it‟s too late.” 

The telephone rang inside the house, but it was 

several minutes before either of them noticed.  

“Someone‟s persistent. I suppose I might as well 

answer it.” 

Jones went inside and picked up the phone in his 

kitchen. 

“Yes?” 

“Hello, is this Mr Jones?” 

“Yes,” said Jones warily.  

“I‟m very glad I caught you. My name is Keating. I 

work for the Secret Intelligence Service and I need to 

speak to you … in person. In fact I‟m on my way to 

your home as we speak.” 
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Trying to keep his voice steady and give nothing 

away, Jones asked: 

“Why do you need to speak to me?” 

“I believe we have a mutual friend by the name of 

Jackson.” 

Jones‟s throat tightened. 

“He‟s no friend of mine.” 

“Quite. So it looks like we have something in 

common.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, it appears that the man in question has 

deserted us and disappeared off the radar, so to speak.” 

“So? What does that have to do with me?” 

“Nothing, I expect, except for the fact that he‟s 

chosen to run off with your lady-friend‟s chemist.” 

Jones was at a loss for words and Keating took the 

opportunity to end the conversation. 

“My driver says we should be there in a couple of 

minutes, traffic permitting.” 

The phone went dead and Jones stared at Jennifer‟s 

lonely figure sitting in the garden, wiping more tears 

from her swollen eyes. 

“Oh shit.” 
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Chapter 21 

 

Keating enjoyed his work. And why not? He existed 

in a world where he could pull strings, unseen, affecting 

lives irreversibly – and he was getting rich into the 

bargain.  

He achieved this in two ways. Firstly, he wasn‟t 

averse to using people. Whether it was those who 

worked on the fringe, like Jackson, or young brown-

nosers in the office, desperate to climb the intelligence 

ladder, Keating exploitedthem all until whatever 

problem presented itself was solved. 

Secondly, he wasn‟t afraid to take calculated risks. 

Of course sometimes things went wrong, and Jackson 

was a case in point. Keating knew all too well that if 

Jackson decided to spill the beans, his career on the 

South Bank was over. But there were always ten-a-

penny thugs waiting in the wings, eager and willing to 

handle problems like that, permanently. Naturally 

Keating was confident that he could make such 

arrangements without leaving a trail leading back to 

himself.  

But he had to admit that Jackson had caught him 

napping. It was clear the man was employing his not 

inconsiderable talents on a project of his own, which no 

doubt meant it promised to be highly lucrative. Keating 

simply could not afford to have one of his assets 

roaming around causing trouble. Who knew where it 

would end and what trouble it would cause? No, 

something had to be done. 

And if there was one thing Keating prided himself 

on, it was that he was a problem-solver. He got things 

done. That was how he‟d reached such a senior position 

in the first place, and how he‟d managed to growa fat 

Swiss bank account in the process.  
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The one mistake Jackson had made was using the 

resources of Keating‟s department, because that meant 

the rogue operative was privy to the same information 

as his disloyal employee. As his car made its way to 

Jones‟s home, he went over the facts, as he saw them. 

It all centred onthe woman, Jennifer White. She and 

the late vice president had both been acquainted with a 

Miss Stacy Lomax, who apparently committed suicide 

while having an affair with the politician before his 

untimely death. The research team had then found a 

connection between Miss White and a monkby the 

name of Finch, residing in a Welsh monastery. And the 

man just happened to have worked for the United States 

Department of Defence, creating biological weapons. 

Keating used the same reasoning as his employee to 

deduce that the chemist had probably developed some 

sort of new bacteriological weapon that left no trace. 

Thus the „mysterious‟ death of Vice President Turner 

was solved.  

And now his apprentice had flown the coop, intent 

on feathering his own nest.But, unknown to Jackson, 

Keating had a few more tricks up his sleeve and had left 

nothing to chance. Practically everything that Jackson 

owned had either been paid for out of funds from 

Keating‟s department, or supplied directly to him. That 

included his carand his phone. But Jackson had also 

been supplied extra equipment that not even he was 

aware of, and the aforementioned items could be 

tracked, using the GPS signal emanating from within 

them. 

In this way, Keating, with the help of his friends at 

GCHQ, had been able to track Jackson‟s movements 

with surprising accuracy. His journey to the Welsh 

island; his return to London; his flight to Athens; and 

his ferry-ride to the Greek island - all had been 
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monitored and recorded. His final destination, the villa, 

had even been purchased in Jackson‟s own name, 

which confirmed that the information was correct.  

Thus Keating felt he had a clear idea of his 

employee‟s intentions, but he left nothing to chance. An 

up-and-coming young man from his surveillance 

department had been dispatched by helicopter to the 

Welsh island, and he confirmed that Jackson had indeed 

visited and, according to the abbot, had left with Finch. 

More crucially, a number of the monk‟s chemical 

samples had been removed from his workshop.The final 

piece of the jigsaw fell into Keating‟s lap when it 

emerged that Jackson had made use of the diplomatic 

bag to deliver unknown items to Athens, away from the 

prying eyes of airport security officials.  

Jackson was clearly out of control and the solution 

was simple; he had to be eliminated. And that was 

when a wonderful germ of an idea sprouted in 

Keating‟s mind.  

He had arranged unfortunate „accidents‟ to befall 

inconvenient people many times. Inspector Jones‟s wife 

and daughter were a prime example. Of course Jackson 

had arranged the logistics, but Keating had given the 

order.  

UnfortunatelyInspector Jones hadn‟t been in the car 

with them, and now he appeared to beapplying himself 

to matters that were none of his business; specifically, 

the unexplained death of a senior American politician.  

But all was not lost. Jones was apparently 

investigating this Finch chap and had asked his old 

partner for help. So here was a golden opportunity to 

help the poor man finally solve his case, with which he 

appeared to be obsessed. 

All he had to do was lead the retired detective to his 

objective, and the ducks would be nicely lined up. Once 
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that was done, the precious cargo of weapons would be 

up for grabs. 

And Keating knew just the man to send off for the 

start of the hunting season.  
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Chapter 22 

 

Jones returned to the garden and Jennifer could tell 

from his face that the telephone call had spelt trouble. 

“Bad news?” 

The tears had gone and she was trying to be strong. 

She kept raising her glass to her lips, taking a sip, or 

rummaging in her bag - anythingto keep herself 

occupied. Jones felt a yearning to protect her, as if she 

was a lost little girl. He thought back to the time his 

sweet, lovely Amy had fallen, cutting her knees on the 

gravelled path. She had run to him to make it better and 

he had cleaned the wound. He had stroked her wispy 

blonde hair and she had smiled at her father with 

adoration in her eyes. 

Jones stopped himself before he lost control. 

Jennifer needed protecting now. She was his lost little 

girl and he wouldn‟t let her down. So above all else he 

must be strong. And when she was safe he would get 

out of her life, if that was what she wanted. 

“That was Jackson‟s employer. A man named 

Keating. He works for the Intelligence Service.” 

“You mean a spy?” 

“Yes, and if Jackson works for him he‟s not to be 

trusted. He‟s on his way here.” 

He saw the fear in her eyes and it sapped his 

strength. But he willed himself to keep it together. 

“Why is he coming here?” she asked desperately. 

He sensed her desperation but decided she needed to 

know the truth. 

“He says that Jackson has disappeared with Finch.” 

“Oh, my God.” 

 Jones almost couldn‟t bear to see the pain he had 

caused her. But at least he could protect her from 

Keating. 
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“It‟s probably best if you hide upstairs and let me 

talk to him.” 

Jennifer was pacing around the patio, unable to keep 

still. Jones was worried that she was on the edge. She 

was almost hyperventilating.  

“No, I want to hear what he has to say. I‟m the one 

who involved Professor Finch in this business and I 

need to know what‟s happened to him.” 

Jones decided not to argue with her, fearful of how 

she might react. They heard a screeching of tyres and 

ran into the house. A large BMW had pulled up outside 

and a tough-looking customer in sunglasses got out of 

the driver‟s seat and stood there, eyeing his 

surroundings, before opening the rear door. Keating 

emerged, dressed in an expensive suit, and he 

approached the house while his bodyguard remained by 

the car. Jones went to the door before his visitor had a 

chance to knock and led him to the kitchen, where 

Jennifer sat at a large oak dining table, finishing off the 

wine. 

“Thanks for agreeing to see me, William,” said 

Keating, the model of affability. 

Jones‟s loathing increased with every second he 

spent in the man‟s presence. They had never met before 

but he was calling him „William‟, like he was some sort 

of friend. His smug smile appeared to be a permanent 

fixture, and his grey eyes looked through you, as if you 

weren‟t there. 

 Keating couldn‟t hide his surprise when he saw the 

detective had company. Jones didn‟t offer Keating a 

drink or introduce him to Jennifer, so the intelligence 

man made the first move. 

“Hello.” 

“Hi,” replied Jennifer warily. 
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Even before she had spoken he‟d had his suspicions, 

now confirmed by the American accent. 

“My name‟s Simon Keating. By any chance would 

you be Miss White?” 

“Yes,” said Jennifer, draining her glass and looking 

around for another bottle. For her own sake, Jones 

decided not to oblige her. 

Keating could not believe his luck. If all went as 

planned, he would be killing not three birds with one 

stone, but four. He wasted no time. 

“Well, as I said on the telephone, Mr Jackson 

appears to have taken matters into his own hands and 

he‟s absconded with Miss White‟s friend, Professor 

Finch - or Brother Finch, as he likes to be called.” 

“Why are you telling us this?” asked Jones, not 

willing to play the man‟s games. 

“I just thought you‟d be interested. After all, ever 

since that frightful business with our Cousins‟ second-

in-command, you‟ve been taking an inordinate amount 

of interest in Finch and Miss White here, in spite of 

having retired from the Branch. Anyone would think 

you suspected them of some sort of skulduggery.” 

Jennifer stood up and walked to the sink with her 

empty glass, helping herself to water from the tap and 

drinking it down in one gulp before refilling it for a 

second time. Jones was worried. 

Come on, Jennifer, just try and keep it together for a 

little while longer. I’ll get rid of this arsehole as quickly 

as I can. 

Keating was clearly pleased with the effect he was 

having on the American, as his smug grin testified. 

Jones was determined to put him straight. 

“I don‟t know what gave you that idea. I was just 

being thorough, making sure that the investigators 

hadn‟t missed anything. And it appears they were right 
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- Turner just suffered a heart attack. It was a shame that 

it had to happen on my watch, but it was just one of 

those things.” 

“I see,” said Keating, in a way that said he didn‟t 

believe a word. “Well, at least something good has 

come out of it all. It appears you and the pretty Miss 

White here have become friends, judging by her visit to 

your humble abode.” 

Keating waved his hand and sniffed, as if being in 

the suburbs was distasteful to him. Jones felt like 

punching him in the mouth.  

“Yes, we have become friends, and I‟ve promised 

Jennifer to show her the sights London has to offer. In 

fact we were just getting ready to leave when you 

called. So, if you wouldn‟t mind getting to the point…” 

“No need to get uppity, Mr Jones, I‟m here to make 

a proposition that should be beneficial to both of us.” 

“I‟m listening.” 

“Well, as I said, Jackson and Finch have taken their 

leave but all is not lost. In fact I know their precise 

location.” 

 “Where are they?” asked Jennifer, unable to hide 

her surprise. 

“On a Greek island, dear lady. In fact, they are 

presentlyresiding in a villa owned byGregory Jackson.” 

“And what is it you propose?” asked Jones, 

determined to keep the conversation on track. 

“It‟s quite simple, really. I thought, considering the 

interest you‟ve been taking in Finch‟s affairs, and what 

with you and Jackson being old friends, you might like 

to pop over to Greece and see what they‟re up to.” 

Jennifer was about to speak, but Jones interrupted. 

“Why should I care?” 

“I should have thought that was obvious. You’re the 

one who involved Jackson in the first place,” said 
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Keating accusingly. “He could be up to no good. He 

might even harm Miss White‟s friend.” 

Jones had to admit a grudging respect for Keating‟s 

tactics. He certainly knew which buttons to press and he 

was right; it was his fault that Jackson was involved. 

And, knowing Jackson like he did, Finch was anything 

but safe. The former professor was clearly unstable and 

he‟d be putty in the hands of a man like Jackson. 

“Why don‟t you go and bring them back yourself?” 

asked Jones, not trusting Keating an inch. 

“I suppose I could, but that would present a 

considerable amount of risk. You see, in spite of the 

fact that Jackson has sometimes acted as a consultant 

for my department, he clearly doesn‟t want my office 

involved.” 

Jones did his best not to smirk. Consultant? Well, 

that certainly covers a multitude of sins, he thought. 

Keating continued to explain. 

“Anyway, if I start sending men down there, 

someone‟s liable to get hurt. And I‟m sure we wouldn‟t 

want anything to happen to Professor Finch, would we, 

Miss White?” 

Keating knows exactly what he‟s doing, thought 

Jones, and he realised he was losing the battle of wits. 

The intelligence operative clearly sensed Jennifer‟s 

anguish, and was hoping to play on that to get his own 

way. And, to Jones‟s annoyance, it was working.  

“So you want us to do your dirty work for you,” said 

Jones, refusing to let Keating off the hook. 

“Not at all, dear chap. I‟ll help you in any way I can. 

Flights, accommodation, and intelligence – it‟s all at 

your disposal. I‟ll even send my best man to meet up 

with you as back-up. That way we can make sure you 

and the young lady remain safe.” 
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It took a few seconds for Keating‟s words to sink in. 

God, I‟m tired, thought Jones. 

“Hold on. There‟s no way Jennifer‟s getting 

involved in this mess.” 

“You just try and stop me,” she cried. 

Jennifer‟s face flushed red. But whether it was from 

anger or the wine, Jones couldn‟t say. Suddenly he felt 

as if they were both ganging up on him. Keating 

shrugged as if it was out of his hands. Jones tried to 

salvage what was left of his dignity. 

“Okay, we‟ll go down there, but Jennifer doesn‟t go 

anywhere near this villa. I‟ll check out what Jackson‟s 

up to, and when I‟m sure it‟s safe, and only then, I‟ll get 

Finch out of there and reunite him with Jennifer. But 

you can forget about this„back-up‟ of yours, we‟ll go 

alone.” 

Jones had done his best to sound adamant, but 

Keating pissed on his parade. 

“No can do, I‟m afraid. I‟ve got too much invested. 

Besides, you‟re forgetting one thing, Mr Jones.” 

“What‟s that?” 

“I haven‟t told you the exact location of the two 

miscreants. But let‟s just say, for the sake of argument, 

you could find them yourselves. Well, I‟d have no 

choice but to have you both arrested and brought back 

to London. I‟m sure there are any number of charges I 

could conjure up if the need arose.” 

“I‟m sure you could,” replied Jones, grimacing. 

“Well, that settles it, then,” said Keating brightly, 

clapping his hands. “No time like the present, as they 

say. I‟ll give you a few moments to get packed and then 

my driver will take us to the airport. I can‟t join you, 

more‟s the pity. I‟m told autumn is a lovely time of year 

to visit the Greek islands. My man is already in transit 
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and he‟ll meet you at the airport in Athens, ready to 

cater to your every need.” 

Jones and Jennifer just stood there. Jennifer 

appeared shell-shocked, unable to believe she was 

heading back to the airport she‟d only just left a few 

short hours before. Jones felt like a trapped animal, 

backed into a corner. 

Keating clapped his hands for a second time. “Well, 

come on you two. Chop chop!” 
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Chapter 23 

 

Finch had to admit the Englishman was a more than 

gracious host. In fact he had to constantly remind 

himself that, to all intents and purposes, he was a 

prisoner. But, as prisons went, it was rather pleasant. 

The stone barn where he worked was actually twice 

the size of his workshop at the monastery. What‟s 

more, Jackson had been as good as his word and 

provided Finch with whatever equipment or materials 

he had asked for. Not that he needed anything 

particularly expensive or exotic. As he used to boast to 

his students back in the day, he could concoct a lethal 

little surprise using anthrax and a few odds and ends 

from his back yard. 

Naturally Finch hadn‟t told Jackson about the 

biomarkers that identified Satan‟s gene. However, 

somewhat reluctantly, he‟d thought it prudent to share 

with him the fact that his latest batch of weapons were 

transmitted through the air. The last thing he wanted 

was his new patron releasing his creationinto the 

atmosphere inadvertently 

Paradoxically, as he stood on the balcony of his 

bedroom, drinking his morning coffee and admiring the 

view of the Mediterranean in the distance, he almost 

felt blessed. He had swapped one island paradise for 

another, admittedly with rather better weather and more 

luxurious lodgings. In fact he had become so 

comfortable in his new surroundings that he‟d 

occasionally forgotten his prayers. But he was quick to 

admonish himself and gave thanks that the Lord had 

provided him with the means to continue his work. 

After all, it was his work that bathed his soul and 

brought him peace of mind. But Finch was no fool, and 

he had quickly figured out that Jackson was not 
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representing his government in any capacity. He was 

out for himself, and he would use the result of Finch‟s 

hard labours for his own ends, whatever they might be.  

But as Finch reflected onhow he had outwitted his 

captor,and tucked into his morning croissant, he 

couldn‟t help but smile. Only yesterday he had 

completed adding the genetic markers to the virus. 

Once the virus entered its host, the markers would 

attach themselves to the malevolent gene, thereby 

„turning‟ the chemical key that would cause the toxin to 

do its worst. 

There were just a few more tests to complete and 

then, whatever Jackson‟s intentions might or might not 

be, he would release the virus. The only thing of which 

he could not be certain was the strength of his creation. 

In theory one vial should be enough to eradicate the 

Devil‟s influence throughout the world, provided the 

virus replicated itself as he expected it would. 

But, Finch reminded himself, the world is a vast 

place, and people, both good and bad, populate almost 

every corner. And then there were the distances the 

airborne Crusader would have to travel. It was vital that 

the gene and those wretched souls it controlled were 

removed from the planet once and for all. 

And that was whyhe had created more than one vial 

of his precious creation.  
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Chapter 24 

 

Courage takes many forms. And if anyone had dared 

to ask Robert Carter where his bravery came from, he 

would not have been able to answer, because he did not 

consider himself to be courageous. If anything, all of 

his life he had been motivated by fear. Fear of being 

told what to do; fear of settling down in a house with a 

wife; fear of a stifling office; fear of relying on 

someone else; fear of love and loss; and, most of all, 

fear of rejection. 

He had been rejected when he was a baby, left on the 

steps of a medical centre in Bristol, over forty years 

ago.And when the director of the orphanage named the 

young lad after the President of the United States, 

whom he admired for his affability, it was a forlorn 

hope that the boy would take after his namesake.  

He was passed around from one foster family to 

another. When asked why they could not care for the 

young boy any more, the answer was always the same; 

he was too much of a loner, too morose. And, worst of 

all, he was too prone to violence if he was forced to do 

anything against his will.  

The only thing that saved the teenage boy from a life 

of crime was his love of the outdoors and living off the 

land. But his country of birth offered little opportunity 

for him to indulge his passion. He briefly considered 

enlisting in the army, but knew in his heart that he 

would have found it impossible to accept the discipline 

of others.  

So he had learnt all he needed to know from books. 

Books on hunting; books on survival skills in every 

conceivable environment; books on unarmed combat; 

and books on weapons of every description. He 

devoured them all. 
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As soon as he turned eighteen he purchased a 

second-hand tent and a rucksack with what little he had, 

together with a few essentials. And he simply walked 

away from his old life to pastures new, hitch-hiking and 

doing odd jobs for as long as he could stand it. France, 

Spain, Poland, Romania, Yugoslavia, and Turkey – in 

every country he sought out the most remote regions he 

could find. 

When Yugoslavia was torn apart he became a 

mercenary and joined the fight against the Serbs. At 

first the taciturn figure was an outsider, even to his 

fellow Brits who had chosen the same path. But that 

was before he proved he could not only survive in the 

wilderness, but positively thrive. When his comrades 

saw him live in the forest for weeks on end, foraging 

for whatever he needed to stay alive, they tolerated him. 

And when he killed the enemy in ever greater numbers, 

that toleration turned to awe. Everyone soon agreed; if 

you were going into a fight, you wanted the stocky 

Englishman on your side.  

To the local population he became something of a 

legend, as stories spread from town to town. Like the 

time when a pretty sixteen-year-old girl was dragged 

from her village to some open ground, where six 

Serbian soldiers decided they could rape her to their 

hearts‟ content. Unknown to the abductors, the 

Englishman was a guest of the girl‟s family at the time, 

recovering from wounds in the attic of their home. 

Upon hearing the commotion he calmly took hold of his 

rifle, climbed onto the roof and picked off his targets, 

one by one. Six Serbian soldiersdied, and the young girl 

kept her virginity, at least for a little while longer. 

Carter did not enjoy killing for its own sake. He was 

just good at it. But he was not a mindless killer and he 

had chosen the side he genuinely believed was in the 
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right. When the war was over and a man from the 

British Embassy paid him a visit, offering him the 

chance to work for the government, he had no qualms 

on moral grounds, trusting the servants of Her Majesty 

to be fighting for the greater good. But, he patiently 

explained, he was a loner and could not work as part of 

a team. So when the man informed Carter that he would 

be a free agent, working autonomously, he accepted the 

position. He never saw the man again and he received 

his orders at pre-assigned drops, which suited him just 

fine. 

As time went by Keating became more than satisfied 

with his latest acquisition. He liked to have a range of 

„tools‟ at his disposal, which was how he viewed the 

people in his private employ. Where Jackson was a 

problem-solver, who could organise and plan 

independently, Carter was more of a blunt instrument, 

used to surgically remove bothersome obstacles.  

Of course there was always the problem of how such 

a lethal killer might be eliminated if the need arose, but 

missions could always be devised where the 

unfortunate Carter would be forced to face 

insurmountable odds.  

Carter had been in Syria, showing rebels how best to 

kill government forces, when he received his new 

orders. His latest assignment was very different from 

anything he had been asked to do before, but he 

relished the challenge. Anything to keep the boredom at 

bay.  

He was picked up in the desert by a chopper that 

flew him directly to Cyprus, and from there a chartered 

flight delivered him to Athens airport. He then collected 

a Toyota Land Cruiser, at a location in the city he had 

been told about en route. His orders were in an 

envelope under the passenger seat.  
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If he found his latest instructions strange, his 

outward appearance gave no indication that was the 

case. He was to meet two people at Athens airport, a 

man and a woman. The man was British, fifty years of 

age. The woman was American, in her early thirties. 

The three of them were to make their way to a Greek 

island where an isolated villa was located, eight miles 

north of the main harbour town.  

The villa was occupied by two men. One of them 

was Jackson, a man Carter had been forced to work 

with on a prior occasion, and he had soon learned to 

loathe the smug detective. The other was American and 

a gifted chemist. It was believed that he was developing 

biological weapons that posed a threat to the United 

Kingdom and her allies. These were to be retrieved, 

intact, and delivered to a location four miles west, 

where a helicopter would be waiting to take them to a 

place of safety. 

The two people arriving in Athens on the flight from 

London were both acquainted with the men, and would 

gain access to the villa in the first instance. Storming 

the villa was deemed too risky, since that would give 

the occupants time to release the biological weapons.  

The man and the woman were therefore to be used 

as decoys, while Carter gained access to the weapons. 

These, according to the latest satellite photos, were 

most likely stored in a large barn, attached to the rear of 

the villa at the other end of a courtyard.  

Once that had been accomplished safely, Carter was 

to „eliminate‟ Jackson, who planned to sell the weapons 

to a foreign power, as well as the chemist and the 

couple from London, who were known to be terrorists, 

intent on gaining access to the weapons for themselves. 

 The man and the woman will protest their 

innocence, he was told, but he was assured there was 
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overwhelming evidence against them. The man was an 

ex-Special Branch officer who had been forced to leave 

under a cloud. The woman had already used a 

biological weapon, causing the death of Vice President 

Turner. The instructions went on to explain that the 

couple believed they were not under suspicion, and 

therefore Carter had to pretend to cooperate with them 

until the weapons had been recovered. A team would be 

sent to „sanitise‟ the location, once Carter sent word 

that the mission had been completed. 

Carter read his orders several times before 

destroying them. Naturally the thought of killing the 

terrorists did not trouble him. By doing so he would be 

saving the lives of innocent people. No, the only part of 

the mission he found distasteful was having to spend 

time in their company. Socialising was painful enough 

for Carter, but he would have to appear to be on their 

side, if not to arouse suspicion. That meant being 

approachable, and that was a tall order for Carter. 

Hopefully it would not be for long. 

Carter waited in the terminal at Athens airport to 

meet the new arrivals, and when they approached him 

he was pleased with what he saw. The young woman 

looked distressed, like a fish out of water, and the lean, 

grey-haired man reminded him of his old headmaster. 

At least killing these two should present no problem. 
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Chapter 25 

 

Before reaching Heathrow airport, Keating had 

given Jones an envelope containing £5000 in cash. 

Jones sourly noted that the man had done so with the 

nonchalance of a father offering his children change to 

buy sweets. Jones was also issued with a „company‟ 

credit card, which he gratefully accepted, intending to 

recklessly exploit it at the earliest opportunity.  

Mercifully the flight gave them time to rest, and 

Jennifer drifted off before the plane had even taken off. 

Jones was sure there were any number of matters to 

discuss, but he couldn‟t for the life of him think what 

they were.He reminded himself all that mattered was 

Jennifer‟s safetyand getting the biological weapons 

away from Finch and Jackson. Of course Keating‟s man 

would have orders to take possession of the weapons, 

but once he was sure Jennifer and Finch were out of 

danger, he‟d make his escape and blow the whistle on 

Keating, who was working without his department‟s 

knowledge, of that he was sure. Jackson and Keating 

were two of a kind. 

 He was certain he could gain immunity for Jennifer 

if the powers-that-be began to suspect her involvement 

in Turner‟s death. In truth he couldn‟t see Jennifer 

being charged. Turner‟s affair with Stacy would come 

out, and the police might even be forced to do some 

actual detective-work and look into his mistress‟s so-

called suicide. With a plan now formulated in his mind, 

for what it was worth, Jones gratefully fell asleep.  

 

*      *      * 

 

Jones only awoke as they were coming in to land. He 

looked across to see Jennifer still asleep, the redness 
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around her eyes almost gone. He wished the flight had 

been longer; days or weeks longer, so that he and 

Jennifer could have relaxed and talked and simply 

enjoyed oneanother‟s company without any worries. 

But the wheels of the jet hit the runway with a thump 

and the dream was over. Jennifer awoke, startled and 

frightened. 

They made their way to the terminal and as soon as 

Jones recognised his name, printed on a large piece of 

white card, he took the opportunity to appraise the 

individual holding it. He guessed he was in his 

forties,and he was a stocky, powerfully built man. 

He was muscular, certainly, but it was clearly 

muscle earned through hard graft, and there were none 

of the ridiculous curves and bulges sported by body-

builders only interested in aesthetics. When he had 

worked for the Branch, Jones had sometimes had 

dealings with former SAS men. They‟d told him about 

some of the American soldiers they‟d fought with, built 

like Mr Universe, who collapsed after a few days if 

they didn‟t receive their daily ration of an 8oz 

steak.Their welcoming party had a chiselled face, with 

a cleft in a chin fronting a square jaw. The brown eyes 

almost appeared lifeless and gave nothing away. Jones 

felt like walking past, but finally succumbed to the 

inevitable and approached the figure with the neatly 

written card. 

“I‟m Jones and this is Miss White.” 

“My name is Carter. I have a car parked outside and 

the tickets for the ferry have been arranged. Follow 

me.” 

There was no smile and no offer to help them with 

their bags. Jones and Jennifer followed obediently, like 

two children being met from school by a parent. 
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But at least the Toyota was roomy, comfortable and 

air-conditioned. Carter drove carefully – Jones would 

have said methodically - and he had evidently planned 

the route in advance. Their driver did not speak until 

theyreached the car park of the ferry terminal. 

“The ferry does not leave for three hours. There is a 

cafeteria in the main building where you can get 

something to eat and drink.” 

“What about you?” asked Jennifer, sounding 

concerned. 

Carter turned, almost in surprise. 

“I will stay with the car and drive it onto the ferry 

when it is time. I will meet you there later. Here are 

your tickets.” 

“That‟s very nice of you, Mr Carter. Thank you.” 

Carter didn‟t answer Jennifer, and the only 

indication that he had heard her was the tiny flicker in 

his eyes. To Carter, her gratitude was misplaced. He 

had merely wanted to remove the two of them from his 

presence. He wanted to be alone; always alone. 

“Our Mr Carter‟s a man of very few words, wouldn‟t 

you say?” asked Jones, as they made their way to the 

main building of the ferry terminal. 

“I‟ve worked with people like him in my lab. He‟s 

just unbearably shy – a loner.” 

“He also works for Keating, which probably makes 

him a killer.” 

“But he‟s here to help us, isn‟t he?” 

Jones sensed the fear in Jennifer‟s voice and he felt 

like kicking himself. But he had to warn her. 

“Yeah, you‟re right. But you just have to be careful 

with these undercover types, so try not to be too 

trusting.” 

“I trust you,” she said playfully, grabbing his arm. 
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“Ah, well, I‟m the exception. Always remember 

that,” he said, smiling, and she smiled back.  

In spite of their predicament, Jones couldn‟t help 

feeling cheerful.The ferry-ride improved his mood even 

further. After a brief meeting, Carter had made himself 

scarce, and the two of them were left to walk around the 

deck alone. There was a cloudless sky and the sea was 

unreasonably calm. A warm, gentle breeze meant they 

could abandon the coats they had brought from London. 

Occasionally Jennifer held his hand, sending a tingle 

though his whole body. Some of the other passengers 

looked on, mystified. Were they father and daughter? It 

was hard to tell.  

Their first sight of the island, as they leaned against 

the rail of the ferry, brought smiles to their lips. The 

white and blue buildings of the town stood in contrast 

to the sparkling turquoise sea, which was penetrated by 

a stone-built harbour wall. Hills could be seen in the 

distance, and birds flocked around the rocky cliffs. 

There was a sandy beach north of the town. 

“This ex-partner of yours certainly has taste,” said 

Jennifer, rather spoiling the moment for Jones and 

bringing him back down to earth. To add to the feeling 

of gloom, Carter suddenly appeared out of nowhere. 

“I‟ve booked us a few rooms above the restaurant in 

the centre of town,” he said, pointing to a modest affair, 

close to the harbour wall. 

Jones needed cheering up, and he suddenly 

remembered the „company‟ credit card languishing in 

his pocket. He smiled across at Jennifer. 

“No offence, Mr Carter, but I‟m sure we can do 

better than that. Courtesy of Mr Keating, naturally.” 

While Carter obligingly headed for the car to wait 

his turn to disembark, Jones and Jennifer made 

enquiries in the town and soon discovered that one of 
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the most exclusive villas in the area was available for 

rent. 

It turned out to be one of the island‟s attractive 

windmills, lovingly converted and set on the cliff edge 

a few minutes walk from the town. It could only be 

reached via a footpath along the top of the cliffs, and 

Carter was forced to park the car in town. 

“I‟ll pick up a few supplies and meet you there 

later,” said Carter. 

“Do you think he doesn‟t like us?” asked Jennifer, as 

they grabbed their bags, clutching the keys to their new 

home. 

“He‟s probably just jealous because he‟s seen you 

hold my hand.” 

“Well, he‟ll just have to get used to it, won‟t he?” 

She leant against him and took hold of his hand once 

more, just as he‟d planned. 

It was approaching dusk and a soft light glowed 

from a window in the centre of the building. Somehow 

Mrs Antonis, the woman who had offered them the 

villa, had beaten them to it. Their curiosity was satisfied 

when they saw her waving, as she took a shortcut back 

to town across the fields to the rear of the villa.  

A small hall led to a large room with whitewashed 

stone walls, overlooking the sea. The blue of the 

window frames added a splash of colour, and a ledge 

ran the length of one of the walls, beneath a large 

arched window. Blue cushions invited them to sit, 

which Jennifer did, admiring the view down to the 

rocky shore below. A rustic wooden stairway led up to 

a large curved bedroom, with a window through which 

could be seen the blades of the windmill, no longer 

functional but kept to add to the charm of the building. 

“I love this room,” said Jennifer with an enthusiasm 

Jones found endearing. 
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“In that case it‟s yours,” he replied, and she pecked 

him on the cheek in gratitude.  

He couldn‟t tell if she was just pleased at the 

prospect of sleeping in such a lovely room, or simply 

relieved that he hadn‟t asked to join her. He wanted to 

let her know he didn‟t expect to share her bed, but 

saying so seemed somehow inappropriate.  

There were two smaller bedrooms, and Jones 

unpacked his things in the only one to have a sea view. 

He experienced a brief twinge of guilt, until he 

reminded himself that renting the villa had been his 

idea, and that Carter would have been prepared to make 

do with a few spartan rooms above a busy restaurant. 

Besides, the mercenary didn‟t exactly look like the sort 

of man who sat for hours, admiring the view.  

The stocky man finally arrived, carrying a large 

heavy-looking suitcase and a box of groceries. He lifted 

them effortlessly, as if they weighed no more than a 

few pounds.  

“I expect you‟ll want to rest tonight and check out 

the target‟s villa tomorrow,” said Carter, helping 

himself to a few supplies before heading off to the 

smaller bedroom, not waiting for an answer. 

The feeling of disquiet that Jones had 

experiencedwhen he‟d first set eyes on the elusive 

Carter remained, and the man‟s use of the word „target‟, 

delivered so casually, did nothing to alleviate his mood. 

Finally alone, Jones wondered what on earth he 

expected to achieve by going to Jackson‟s villa. He 

wasn‟t armed, although he knew Carter certainly would 

be. Was he just going to stand around, waiting for 

Keating‟s boy to shoot Jackson dead - and Finch too, 

for all he knew. Or maybe Jackson would be waiting 

and kill them first.  
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Either way, his chances of getting out of there alive 

seemed hopeless. And then what would happen to 

Jennifer? Jones was under no illusions. Things would 

be far simpler for Keating if they were all out of the 

way. He needed a plan, but he was damned if he could 

come up with one. He poured himself a glass of ouzo 

from the supplies Carter had purchased in town and sat 

in one of the wicker chairs by his bedroom window, 

looking out to sea. Graduallyhe tried to force his tired 

brain to think. 
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Chapter 26 

 

An hour later Jones headed for Carter‟s room. He 

told him that he wished to postpone their visit to 

Jackson‟s villa for another day, and it was the first time 

in their acquaintance that the ex-mercenary had shown 

anything approaching a real emotion. 

“Why?” he asked bluntly.  

Jones had prepared his answer. 

“Jennifer‟s fragile and tired. When we were sent 

here she‟d only just arrived in London from the other 

side of the United States. She needs some rest.” 

“She can rest afterwards,” said Carter 

unsympathetically. 

But Jones was determined to have his way. 

“I presume you‟ve been briefed, so you‟ll know 

Jennifer is the key to us getting to the biological 

weapons without Jackson finding out. She‟s the one 

who Finch trusts. It‟s going to be dangerous enough 

without her making some stupid mistake because she 

can‟t think straight. Besides, one day is hardly going to 

make a difference.” 

Carter looked sceptical.  

“Okay, if you say so. Now tell me about Finch.” 

It was the first indication Carter had given that he 

didn‟t know what the whole thing was about. He was 

just following orders. While the man was being so 

talkative, Jones decided to enlighten him. It would have 

the added benefit of going some way to gaining the 

man‟s trust. 

“Believe it or not, he‟s a monk.” 

Now Carter looked at him as if he was mad, putting 

Jones on the defensive. 
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“No, honestly, it‟s the truth. He used to be a 

professor of chemistry, and before that he worked for 

the US government, designing biological weapons.” 

“And he is threatening to use these weapons?” 

Clearly Keating knew more than he had let on back 

in London, but Jones assumed that Keating was 

unaware of the genetic markers Finch had added to the 

virus, so that it only attacked people with the 

„psychopathic‟ gene - in which case neither did Carter. 

Jones decided to keep it that way.  

“I think Finch is a sick man who believes the human 

race is beyond redemption. So, yes, he is capable of 

using the weapons.” 

Carter seemed to genuinely consider this latest 

revelation before continuing what was, for him, a 

lengthy conversation. 

“And what are Jackson‟s intentions?” 

“Knowing the man as I do, my guess is that as soon 

as Finch has completed his work, he‟ll kill him and 

keep the weapons for himself, leaving him free to 

blackmail governments by threatening to use them.” 

“And what are your intentions, Mr Jones?” 

Jones found the stillness of the man disconcerting. 

He was Keating‟s man and that frightened him, but 

Carter‟s interest was not faked, he could tell. It was as 

if he was simply getting things straight in his own 

mind. Jones felt it was worth keeping him talking. 

“Jennifer is a friend of Professor Finch and she 

wants to help him. Vice President Turner had 

threatened to kill her and he only used the toxin to 

protect her,” explained Jones, deciding it was best not 

to bring up her feelings of guilt. It would have only 

opened up a can of worms. 

“And?” insisted Carter. 
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“And I’m fond of Jennifer and I want to help her. 

Also I was part of the team sent to protect Vice 

President Turner when Finch used his concoction on 

him. So I guess it‟s unfinished business.” 

Carter nodded, as if he understood. Hesitantly, Jones 

decided to put Carter on the spot. 

“If you don‟t mind me asking, Carter, do you trust 

Keating?” 

It took a full minute before the mercenary answered, 

and all the while he simply stared into the distance. 

Jones found himself tensing his muscles, preparing to 

run in case the man pounced. 

“He has never let me down before. What makes you 

ask?” 

Jones reflected how Carter‟s speech was ordered and 

concise, like the movement of his body. 

“Well, it‟s just that Jackson was Keating‟s man, 

once, and I wouldn‟t be surprised if he‟s asked you to 

eliminate him.” 

Carter shifted in his chair. Jones wondered if it was a 

sign he was finally getting through to him. The 

mercenary continued to defend Keating. 

“You have said it yourself, Mr Jones – he was 

Keating‟s man „once‟. Jackson is a traitor, turning 

against his country for his own gain. And with these 

biological weapons he poses a threat to the entire world. 

It would be foolish to let him live.” 

“You‟re probably right. But what have you been told 

to do with the weapons, once Jackson is out of the 

way?” 

“Simply to hand them over for safe keeping.” 

“Hand them over to whom?” 

“To the British Government, of course.” 

“You mean to Keating‟s men.” 

“It is the same thing.” 
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“Is it?” 

Carter stood, causing Jones to flinch. Carter saw his 

reaction and almost grinned. 

“You are a very nervous man, Mr Jones. I believe 

you worry too much for your own good. Why do you 

believe Keating is up to no good?” 

“It‟s just a hunch.” 

Carter looked unconvinced. 

“He may be ruthless, but that does not make him a 

traitor.” 

Jones found it amusing that a man like Carter, a 

killer, was judging his employer for being cold-

blooded. 

“What makes you think he‟s ruthless?” 

Carter stared at the ground, frowning, as if he was 

recalling a painful memory. 

“About a year ago he asked me to arrange the death 

of a double agent.” 

“I‟m surprised that shocked you,” said Jones. 

“No, it has been done before. But then I learned that 

the double agent was to be killed in a pre-arranged car 

accident.” 

“And?” asked Jones, and for some reason his heart 

began to pound. 

“I was told the double agent would most likely be 

travelling with her daughter. Think what you like of 

me, Mr Jones, but I‟m no child killer. So Keating gave 

the job to Jackson.” 

The man‟s words caused panic to rise up from 

Jones‟s stomach, tightening his chest and making it 

difficult to breathe.Carter was shocked by the 

detective‟s reaction.  

No, it couldn‟t have been Sarah. Why would Keating 

have had his wife killed? 
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“What was this „double agent‟ supposed to have 

done?” 

“Jackson eliminated a journalist who was selling 

secrets to a foreign power. The woman was involved.” 

Bullshit! Sarah had somehow caught Jackson up to 

no good and she had threatened to blow the whistle. But 

perhaps he was jumping to conclusions. Maybe it 

wasn‟t Sarah and Amy the mercenary was talking 

about. 

“Where did this „accident‟ take place?” cried Jones, 

grabbing Carter by the arm. 

For a moment Carter just stared at him as if he‟d 

gone mad. Eventually he replied and Jones‟s world 

caved in. 

“Just outside London, near a village called 

Netherton.” 
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Chapter 27 

 

Jennifer was worried about William. She had 

prepared a meal for the two of them, but he‟d hardly 

touched it. Conversation was almost impossible, and 

she was forced to repeat herself whenever she spoke, as 

if his mind was elsewhere. Earlier she had watched him 

run along the top of the cliff into town, and he had 

returned with a bottle of brandy, half of which he had 

already consumed. Something had changed and she was 

frightened. She hadn‟t realised how much she‟d been 

relying on him, and his anguish was infectious. 

“You‟d better get some rest,” he said finally, and he 

furtively looked at the door leading to the bedrooms, as 

if he was worried that Carter might be listening. “I‟ve 

got a big day planned for us tomorrow.” 

“What exactly?” 

“I‟ll tell you in the morning. Good night, Jennifer.” 

She was upset and angry. Didn‟t he realise she 

needed him. How could he just push her aside like this? 

She sat for a moment, wondering what to do. Damn it, 

she thought,I‟ve got to find out what‟s wrong. He owes 

me that much. 

She headed for his bedroom and knocked on the 

door. There was no answer and she opened it, worried 

about what she might find. Was it all too much for him? 

Had he finally snapped? But the room was empty. On 

impulse she ran outside, just in time to see a dark figure 

walking briskly along the top of the cliff, heading for 

the lights of the harbour. She grabbed her jacket and 

followed. 

She ran, gaining on the figure all the while. After a 

few minutes she could tell it was Jones and she held 

back, waiting to see where he was headed. He made his 

way to the harbour wall, before descending the steps to 
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the beach, barely visible beyond the reach of the street 

lights. She followed, keeping to the shadows. 

He walked quickly, causing his feet to sink into the 

sand. His head was in his hands, his fingers literally 

pulling at his hair. He screamed – the scream of an 

animal caught in a trap. She cried out and ran to him. 

“William!” 

He turned, tears rolling down his face, and he 

covered his eyes with his hands in shame. But she put 

her arms around him and held him tight, desperate to 

ease his pain. 

“It‟s all right, William. Everything‟s going to be all 

right,” she said with conviction, even though she did 

not know what caused his pain. 

But, whatever was destroying him,she decided she 

would stay and fight it by his side. Suddenly he cried 

out. 

“They killed them. Those fucking bastards killed 

them.” 

She pulled away, desperately looking into his eyes 

for an answer. 

“What are you saying?” she cried, full of panic. 

“Keating and Jackson killed Sarah and my little 

Amy. How could I have been so stupid? Why didn‟t I 

protect them? And now it‟s too late. They killed my 

beautiful girls and I just stood by and let them. What 

kind of a fucking man am I?” 

He fell to his knees and the sea lapped around his 

legs. Jennifer knelt and held him, rocking his body as 

though comforting a child. Whatever it took she would 

take his pain away. 

She helped him up the beach away from the water‟s 

edge and, once the violent outburst of emotion had 

ended, he suddenly became calm. But his shoulders 

sagged and his body felt like a dead weight, as if he had 
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nothing left to give. Suddenly he took Jennifer‟s hands 

in his and gazed into her eyes. 

“You‟re a wonderful person, Jennifer.” 

She looked away, suddenly remembering her own 

guilt. 

“No, I‟m a murderer.” 

He gently took her face in his hands, forcing her to 

return his gaze. 

“Jennifer, that just isn‟t true. If Jackson or Keating 

were here now, right in front of me, do you think I‟d 

hesitate for one second before strangling the life out of 

them? They killed the only two people I cared about in 

the world, just as Turner killed Stacy. And the police 

did nothing. Besides, Turner would have had you killed 

- you were simply acting in self-defence.” 

Jennifer couldn‟t believe what was happening. She 

had followed Jones and had rushed to his side to 

comfort him. And now here he was, trying to ease her 

suffering while he was still in the depths of despair. 

And he was succeeding. She let his words wash over 

her, cleansing her of the guilt and shame that had 

plagued her. But she was still not ready to absolve 

herself of all her sins. 

“But what about Finch? I had no right to involve 

him.” 

“You turned to a friend. He‟s a grown man. He 

didn‟t have to help you. It‟s not your fault the man is 

sick.” 

Jennifer suddenly began to cry, but she smiled 

through the tears. She took a deep breath of crisp, night 

air, and relief washed over her. Somehow this 

wonderful man had eased her pain. It felt as though a 

physical weight had been lifted from her shoulders, 

releasing the real Jennifer from the prison her guilt had 
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created. She was strong again, and she would use that 

strength to help William. 

They walked back to the villa and Jennifer led Jones 

to her bedroom, refusing to leave his side. She took 

control. She told him to take a shower and warm 

himself. Minutes later he emerged, wearing one of the 

towel robes thoughtfully provided by the owner of the 

villa. Jennifer did the same and she climbed onto the 

bed, pulling the duvet over her legs to keep off the chill. 

She patted the pillow, inviting him to lie beside her and, 

tentatively, he did as he was told. They lay on their 

sides, facing oneanother, listening to the waves lapping 

against the rocks. Eventually Jennifer dared to disturb 

the quiet. 

“What is your plan?” 

Jones looked at herand shook his head. His resolve 

had gone and the making of plans seemed a world 

away. 

“You mustn‟t get involved, Jennifer, it‟s too 

dangerous. I can‟t risk your life as well.” 

“But I am involved, William. We‟re going to see this 

through together.” 

He could see the determination in her face and he 

hadn‟t the strength to argue. 

“Don‟t get your hopes up, Jennifer; it‟s not much of 

a plan.” 

“It‟s got to be better than sitting here and doing 

nothing.” 

He had to concede that she was right. 

“Well, I‟ve managed to persuade Carter to give you 

a day to rest.” 

“And?” she prompted. 

“And I don‟t think he suspects anything because 

only he knows the location of Jackson‟s villa.” 

“So how does that help us?” 
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 “Well, I figured there can‟t be too many single 

Englishmen fitting Jackson‟s description who own an 

isolated villa on the island. I thought if we asked around 

we might find out where it is.” 

“And then what?” 

“Then I was going to watch the place and try to find 

out where Finch is working on the biological weapons.” 

He hesitated, knowing he was clutching at straws. 

“Go on.” 

“And somehow I‟ll get him out of there. Perhaps 

he‟ll come if I can persuade him you want to see him. 

Maybe he‟ll even agree to bring the weapons with 

him.” 

Jones lay on his back and looked up at the ceiling, as 

if he was ashamed it was all he had to offer. But she 

wanted to keep him talking; to remain focused. 

“Say you manage to pull it off. Then what do we 

do?” 

“Then we hand the weapons over to the Greek 

authorities, anonymously. That way neither you nor 

Finch will get involved. Once it‟s all out in the open, 

Jackson and Keating won‟t be able to get their grubby 

little hands on Finch‟s creation.” 

“What if Professor Finch won‟t co-operate?” asked 

Jennifer, remembering the contents of his awful letter. 

“We‟ll just have to persuade him. You‟re his friend 

and he trusts you. But, if he won‟t play ball …” 

“What?” 

“Well, we‟ll just have to take the weapons off him 

by force.” 

Jennifer lay there, thinking about the hundred and 

one things that could go wrong. 

“But what about Jackson? How will you get past him 

to reach Finch? You don‟t even have a gun.” 
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“I‟ll go in after dark. If I‟m careful, Jackson won‟t 

know what‟s happened until it‟s too late. The one thing 

we‟ve got going for us is that he doesn‟t know we‟re 

here, so we‟ve got the element of surprise on our side,” 

explained Jones, trying to sound more confident than he 

felt.  

Suddenly Jennifer was frightened again and she 

desperately looked for a way out. 

“Why don‟t we just tell the authorities now?” she 

asked. 

Jones shook his head. 

“Let‟s say, for the sake of argument, they believed 

us. Then what? There can‟t be above a handful of 

policemen on this island. They‟re liable to go 

blundering in there and make things worse.” 

“What if they reported to their superiors on the 

mainland and let them deal with it.” 

“That would create its own set of problems. I know 

how these things work. It would end up going to the top 

and then the British Government would get involved. 

Before you know it, Keating‟s got wind of what we‟ve 

done and snatches the weapons anyway, covering his 

tracks. Don‟t forget about Carter. He‟s not going to sit 

by while we foul everything up for his boss. No, either 

we take care of things ourselves, or we‟ll have to deal 

with Carter.” 

The prospect of taking on the thug in the next room 

filled Jennifer with dread. Grudgingly she had to admit 

there was no alternative. They would have to find the 

villa and try and get to Finch and the biological 

weapons themselves.  

“Okay, we‟ll get some sleep and then head into 

town. Now, for goodness sake, when are you going to 

put your arms around me and make a girl feel wanted?” 
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Jones did as he was told and, too exhausted to feel 

frightened any more, they drifted off to sleep. 
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Chapter 28 

 

Just after daybreak, Jones asked Carter if he wanted 

anything from town, and the mercenary was his usual 

reticent self. 

“No. Just remember, we go to Jackson‟s villa 

tomorrow.” 

The first part of Jones‟s plan couldn‟t have worked 

out better. The couple decided to pay a visit to Mrs 

Antonis, the lady who had rented them the villa, and 

she recognised Jackson from Jones‟s description. 

What‟s more, since properties rarely came on to the 

market, generally being handed down from one 

generation to the next, she knew where his villa was 

located. 

Jones hadn‟t taken the keys to the Toyota, not 

wanting to arouse Carter‟s suspicion, so they were 

forced to arrange their own transportation. They‟d been 

informed that the track leading up to the villa was in 

disrepair, so Jones hired a small jeep. What it lacked in 

comfort, it made up for in its off-road capability. But 

inspite of being only eight miles distant, it took them 

thirty minutes to reach the base of the hill, upon which 

Jackson‟s villa was perched.  

They parked between two tall poplar trees 

thatmarked the start of a track. Jones used an expensive 

pair of binoculars he had purchased with Keating‟s 

money to get a better look at the villa itself, and his 

heart sank. The track led up to a gated wall, cutting 

through open land with barely a bush or a tree to hide 

behind. Reluctantly he and Jennifer got back into the 

jeep and followed the road round, hoping to find 

another approach from the rear. 

The villa disappeared from view but Jones pressed 

on until they reached an area swathed in olive trees. On 
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the other side of the road was a small hill, and Jones 

stopped the jeep and climbed up to get a better view. To 

his relief he could see the rear walls of the white villa, 

nestling beyond the trees. He hurried down to Jennifer, 

excited by this sudden piece of luck. 

“This is our way in,” he said, pointing towards the 

villa. “Let‟s tuck the jeep out of sight and make our 

way up as far as we can without being seen.” 

Before they abandoned the jeep they donned the two 

rucksacks Jones had bought, full of the provisions he‟d 

told Jennifer they‟d need. He couldn‟t help noticing 

how fetching she looked in her shirt and jeans, sporting 

the new walking boots he‟d bought her, courtesy of 

Keating.  

The landscape was steeper than it had first appeared, 

and after thirty minutes of climbing they were both 

sweating and breathing hard, but they‟d gone as far as 

they‟d dared. Jones rolled out the foam mats he‟d 

brought along, and they both reached into their bags for 

their bottled water. He passed Jennifer a second pair of 

binoculars, deciding that two pairs of eyes were better 

than one.  

The rear of the villa didn‟t hold out much promise. 

The main building could be seen behind the low white 

wall surrounding it, but there were no doors in sight. A 

one-storey barn with a tiled roof blocked their view of 

the villa‟s lower floor. The only feature of interest was 

a set of French doors, leading onto a balcony from an 

upper-storey room. Jones didn‟t dare leave the 

sanctuary of the olive trees in order to get a look at the 

rest of the villa, in case he was spotted. So he decided 

their hiding place would have to do, at least until 

nightfall.  

They took turns keeping watch, desperate to spot any 

movement near the villa. But the minutes turned into 



 199 

hours and the place appeared deserted. Jennifer 

stretched out on to her back, grateful for the shade of 

the olive trees.  

“Perhaps we‟re too late and they‟ve moved on,” she 

said, part of her wanting it to be true. 

“Maybe. We might as well sit it out anyway. We‟ve 

only got one day before Carter gets involved, and who 

knows what he‟ll do.” 

“I guess you‟re right.” 

So they waited. And they kept waiting. Jones found 

himself willing it to get dark and gradually, as the sun 

set behind the hill, their eyes became accustomed to the 

fading light. Another two hours passed by and just 

when Jones was thinking of taking a leak a few yards 

down the hill, Jennifer called him over, pointing to the 

light that had come on behind the balcony.  

Jones retrieved his binoculars and quickly turned the 

dial to bring them into focus on the window. A figure 

could be seen, moving from one end of the room to the 

other. But the fleeting glimpse hadn‟t been enough for 

Jones to identify who it was. Could it be Jackson? If it 

was, he would have given anything for a rifle with a 

telescopic sight just then. Jennifer recognised the man 

first. 

“It‟s Finch!” she exclaimed in triumph, momentarily 

forgetting that the hardest part was still to come. 

It was then that the French windows opened and 

Finch emerged, seating himself on a comfortable chair, 

a drink in his hand. 

“If Jackson‟s keeping him against his will, your 

friend‟s being damned relaxed about it,” observed 

Jones, unable to believe what he was seeing.  

“Perhaps he‟s just making the best of a bad 

situation,” said Jennifer, leaping to his defence. 
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She smiled, as if to admit her argument didn‟t hold 

much water. Jones put down his binoculars and retied 

his shoe laces, making sure they were good and tight. 

He took a length of rope with a grappling hook attached 

to one end from his rucksack, and wrapped it over his 

shoulder. 

“Well, I suppose now is as good a time as any.” 

“I‟m going with you,” said Jennifer out of the blue. 

“The hell you are.” 

Jones hadn‟t meant to sound so abrupt, but he was 

determined to keep her safe. Unfortunately Jennifer 

wasn‟t taking no for an answer. 

“Look, the last time the Professor laid eyes on you, 

you were interrogating him and virtually accusing him 

of murder. He‟s hardly likely to leave just because you 

ask him. But he trusts me and he‟ll know I‟m only here 

to help him.” 

Jones had his hands on his hips, looking at the 

ground as he desperately tried to think of a response, 

but Jennifer didn‟t give him a chance. 

“Besides, we‟ll be careful, won‟t we?” 

He sighed, too tired to argue. 

“Okay. But at the first sign of trouble you run back 

here and make your way down to the jeep, without 

waiting for me. Promise?” 

She nodded and he gave her the keys to the jeep 

before she had a chance to refuse. He pointed towards 

the villa, issuing instructions. 

“Right. We‟ll keep low and make our way to the 

outer wall. We‟ll stay this side and wait and listen, until 

we‟re absolutely sure the coast is clear. Okay?” 

She nodded again. 

“Right, let‟s go.” 

They sprinted up the remainder of the hill, heading 

for the wall, and reached it within a few minutes. But 
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while Jennifer had taken the sudden burst of exercise in 

her stride, Jones was gasping for air like an asthmatic. 

Jennifer stared at him, stifling a laugh. 

“Jesus, William, so much for sneaking up on the 

enemy. Still, I suppose that‟s what you get when your 

partner‟s an old fart.” 

Jones smiled in spite of himself and replied as best 

he could between gasps.  

“Fuck you. You‟ll be old one day.” 

It took a full minute for Jones to get his breathing 

under control, and he risked a look over the wall, 

gratified to see that Finch was still sitting on his 

balcony. He turned to Jennifer, gleefully issuing his 

next set of instructions. 

“Okay, little Miss Perfect. Let‟s see how you get on 

giving me a bunk up onto the barn,” he said, pointing at 

the roof nestling under the balcony. 

“No problem,” she replied, shrugging. 

“Cocky and a pain in the arse,” said Jones, before 

leading the way. 

Once they‟d reached the barn, Jennifer cupped her 

hands and, after a few false starts which Jennifer found 

amusing, Jones made it onto the roof. 

“Thank God you haven‟t finished putting on 

weight,” she whispered. 

Jones handed down a length of rope, commenting 

that she could lose a few pounds herself, as he struggled 

topull her up.But finally they were underneath the 

balcony, hidden from view. Jones risked inching along 

the roof to get a better look, keeping to the shadows as 

much as possible. 

“Can you hear that?” he asked. 

“What?” 

“Running water.” 

Jennifer strained to listen. 
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“Yes. He must be in the shower.” 

“Good. Let‟s get up there. I don‟t fancy trying to 

conduct a conversation with him from down here.” 

Luckily the balcony was enclosed by a sturdy 

wooden balustrade, and Jones swung the rope, hoping 

the grappling hook would hold. Having never practiced 

such a manoeuvre, it took him four attempts. Jennifer 

looked on, shaking her head, and he shrugged by way 

of an apology.  

“It‟s only about fifteen feet, but you‟ll need to grip 

the rope with your legs to support you,” he explained, 

letting her take the lead. 

“Don‟t worry, I‟ve been rock climbing with an ex-

boyfriend.” 

He was about to reply but she was already heaving 

herself over the top of the balustrade.  

Jones followed on behind as quickly as he could, 

doing his best to retain some dignity. They quietly 

stepped into the room, closing the French doors behind 

them. Jennifer closed the curtains, while Jones listened 

at the door for any sign of Jackson. He noted that there 

was no lock, but it seemed quiet enough.  

The sound of running water stopped abruptly and 

they could hear Finch getting out of the shower to dry 

himself off. Jones was just wondering how to look as 

unthreatening as possible, when Finch suddenly 

emerged with a towel wrapped around his waist. 

“Jennifer! My God, what …?”  

Finch had cried out, shattering the quiet. Jones 

quickly leapt towards him, dragging him onto the bed 

and clamping his hand over the man‟s mouth. 

“Professor, you‟ve got to be quiet,” whispered 

Jennifer, trying to stifle her panic.  

Finch stared back, his eyes bulging as he gazed at 

the two apparitions standing before him. Eventually he 
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calmed sufficiently to nod, and Jones gradually 

removed his hand from the chemist‟s mouth. Finally 

able to breathe, he gulped down lungfuls of air.  

“What are you doing here?” he cried in a hoarse 

whisper. 

Jennifer was about to answer when he finally got a 

chance to look Jones square in the face. 

“And you! You‟re that policeman who came to the 

monastery! What the hell is going on?” 

“We‟ve come to get you out of here,” explained 

Jennifer calmly, as if it would be the easiest thing in the 

world. 

Finch shook his head vigorously. 

“But you don‟t understand. I don‟t need rescuing. 

Everything is going according to the Lord‟s plan. This 

man Jackson doesn‟t suspect a thing. He doesn‟t know 

about my biomarkers and the Devil‟s gene. He thinks 

I‟m just working on some ghastly biological weapon.” 

Jones realised they‟d have to tread carefully. Finch 

was like a man possessed. 

“You‟re the one who doesn‟t realise what‟s going 

on, Brother Finch,” said Jones, trying to keep his voice 

under control and terrified that Jackson would come 

rushing through the door at any moment. “Once your 

work here is complete, Jackson will kill you and take 

these chemicals of yours for himself.” 

“It‟s true, Professor,” said Jennifer, before Finch had 

time to protest. “Your only chance is if you come with 

us and bring your weapons with you.” 

Finch just lay there, confusion etched on every line 

of his face. It was clear to Jones that the man couldn‟t 

take in the enormity of his situation. One minute he had 

been living an easy life, conducting what he believed 

was the Lord‟s work, and the next he was expected to 

run off into the night, clutching his deadly creation. 
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“Where is Jackson?” asked Jones. 

“He‟s downstairs, preparing the evening meal. We 

usually dine around nine o‟clock.” 

Jones couldn‟t suppress a smile at the thought of 

Finch and Jackson living a life of domestic bliss. He 

looked at his watch. They had an hour. 

“Okay, let‟s go.” 

Finch still hesitated and Jennifer pleaded with him. 

“Please, Professor, it‟s the only way. If we stay here 

we‟re all in danger.” 

After an excruciating minute of indecision, Finch 

finally nodded his assent. They headed for the balcony 

and Jennifer led the way, clambering down the rope and 

helping Finch onto the roof of the barn. Jones brought 

up the rear, retrieving the rope and dropping down, 

hoping that none of the tiles gave way. Finch pointed to 

the courtyard in the centre of the villa. 

“The door to my lab is in the corner, but it can be 

seen from the kitchen window.” 

“We‟ll just have to be careful and keep to the 

shadows. I‟ll go first.” 

Jones fixed the grappling hook to the apex of the 

roof and let the rope fall as far away from the light of 

the kitchen window as possible. Slowly he worked his 

way down the sloping roof, carefully checking the villa 

for any signs of life. He landed softly onto the ground 

and faced the kitchen. The coast was clear. 

“Okay, go!” he said in the loudest whisper he dared. 

Finch was the next to descend, followed closely by 

Jennifer.Jones went to open the heavy wooden door of 

the barn, but it wouldn‟t give way. 

“It‟s locked,” said Finch.“Jackson always locks the 

workshop when I have finished for the day. He has the 

only key.” 
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Now he tells us, thought Jones, utterly exasperated. 

Every second they remained in the courtyard they 

risked being found out, and Jones desperately tried to 

think of a solution. 

“Wait here. I‟ll only be a minute.” 

Finch and Jennifer looked on, bewildered, as Jones 

made his way back up the rope. He removed the hook 

he‟d secured at the top of the roof and threw it and the 

rope onto the ground. Then he carefully slid down the 

tiles until he reached the top of the wall. Lowering 

himself, he dangled as far as he could from the eaves 

and jumped the remaining few feet. 

“I‟m impressed,” said Jennifer, smiling. 

“I haven‟t got us in yet,” replied Jones, unwilling to 

count his chickens just yet. 

He untied the hook from the rope and forced one of 

the sharp prongs into the gap closest to the lock, just as 

he‟d done with the crowbar at Jackson‟s apartment, a 

lifetime ago. There was a crack as the wood split and it 

seemed to shatter the silence of the night. 

“Quick. Inside!” 

The three of them dashed into the barn and Jones 

quickly closed the door, wedging it shut as best he 

could. Inside it was pitch black. Jones took a pencil 

torch from his pocket but it hardly made a dent in the 

darkness. He decided they had no alternative but to put 

on the lights. Fortunately there were no windows in the 

barn. 

“Where‟s the light switch, Professor?” 

Finch reached across to the wall next to the door. 

More than a dozen light bulbs, hanging from the 

beamed roof, flooded the barn with light. It took several 

seconds for their eyes to adjust. 

“Okay, Professor, where are these weapons of 

yours?” asked Jones, wasting no time. 
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He pointed to the far corner of his lab, where a large 

safe stared back at them. Jones felt another dose of 

adrenaline flood into his system. 

“For Christ‟s sake, Professor, if you tell me you 

don‟t know the combination, I swear to God I‟ll kill 

you myself.” 

Finch looked mortally offended.  

“Of course I know the combination, Mr Jones. And 

I‟ll thank you not to take the name of the Lord in vain,” 

said Finch indignantly, waving a disapproving finger. 

Finch made his way to the safe and twiddled the 

large round dial several times, left and right. The handle 

turned with a satisfying click. 

“There!” he said smugly, as if he‟d just performed a 

particularly difficult magic trick.  

He reached under one of his workbenches and 

extricated the metal case that Jackson had used to 

transport the chemicals from the monastery. It was 

packed with foam and, very carefully and methodically, 

he began to place one vial after another into the case. 

Jennifer and Jones looked on, willing him to hurry. But 

they were well aware that the job shouldn‟t be rushed. 

Jones noticed that all of the vials except one were 

topped with a white cap. He pointed to the odd one out. 

“Why does that vial have a red cap?” 

“The white ones contain a strain of the virus that is 

less virulent, and if released it will lose its ability to 

infect people within a few miles.” 

“And what about the red one?” asked Jennifer, 

wondering if she really wanted to know the answer. 

“That is my final creation,” said Finch proudly. “It 

remains untried, naturally, since there can only really be 

one test.” 

“Why?” asked Jones. 
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“Because, once released, it is so potent that it has the 

ability to replicate itself exponentially.” 

“How potent, exactly?” asked Jennifer, fearing the 

worst. 

“Let us just say that there will not be a single human 

on the planet that is not subjected to the virus.” 

“Well, that‟s comforting to know,” said Jones, 

feeling his mouth go dry. 

Finch didn‟t appreciate his attempt at humour and, 

with a remarkably steady hand, placed the red vial into 

the metal case. As he reached for the last remaining 

vial, there was a loud crash from the other end of the 

barn. 

Jones and Jennifer turned to find Jackson standing in 

the open doorway, a pistol in his hand. Finch still had 

his back to the door and he took the last vial and 

carefully placed it in the breast pocket of his shirt. 

“Stop what you‟re doing, Finch, or I‟ll kill you 

where you stand.” 

Jackson spoke clearly and calmly, leaving no doubt 

that he would do what he said. Slowly Finch turned 

around. Ever the professional, Jackson quelled his 

curiosity and proceeded to remove any possible threat. 

“Okay, Jones, you and the girl remove your jackets 

very slowly, then raise your arms and turn a full three 

hundred and sixty degrees. Don‟t worry, sweetheart, 

much as you‟ve got a cute arse, I‟m just checking for 

concealed weapons.” 

They did as they were told and once Jackson was 

satisfied, he seemed to relax and presented them with a 

broad smile. 

“I‟m disappointed in you, Professor, I thought we 

were friends. And this must be Miss White,” he said, 

pointing his gun at Jennifer. “I suppose my first 
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question should be how the hell did you find me, but 

we‟ll come to that soon enough.” 

Jones noted that Jackson kept his distance, careful 

not to give his old colleague the chance to overpower 

him. He continued to issue instructions, this time to 

Jennifer. 

“Bring those two wooden chairs to the centre of the 

barn,” he said, pointing to the far wall. 

When she‟d done so, he told Jones and Finch to sit, 

before resuming his orders. 

“Okay, Miss White, there‟s some twine in the 

drawer over there. If you would be so kind, I‟d like you 

to tie the wrists of these gentlemen behind their backs, 

and also their legs to the chairs. And please do a good 

job; I‟ll be checking your handiwork.” 

Reluctantly Jennifer bound Jones and Finch to the 

wooden chairs and stood back, while Jackson 

approached to inspect the results. Satisfied, he directed 

Jennifer to help herself to another chair and sit afew 

feet from her companions.  

“Now we are all comfortable,” said Jackson calmly, 

“we can have a little chat about how you found me and 

whether you are working alone.” 

From the moment Jackson had walked in on them, 

Jones had been preparing for just such a question.  

“Keating sent us.” 

Jackson couldn‟t hide his surprise that Jones knew 

the name of his handler, but quickly regained his 

composure. He looked at his old colleague, as if he was 

trying to read his mind. 

“I‟m inclined to believe you. I‟ve long suspected that 

the paranoid bugger has been keeping tabs on me.” 

Jones kept up the pressure. 

“He‟s probably been tracking your phone.” 

Jackson patted his jacket pocket. 
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“But, of course. Thank you, William, for being so 

obliging. It looks as though I might have to discard a 

few personal possessions before I relocate to 

somewhere a little more … discreet.” 

Jennifer stared across at Jones, trying to figure out 

what he was up to.She didn‟t have long to wait. 

“I‟m afraid you won‟t get very far, Greg,” he said, 

trying to keep his voice steady.  

“Oh, and why not?” 

“Keating‟s got men swarming over the island. Some 

of them are within spitting distance right now, waiting 

for us to turn up with Finch‟s chemistry set.” 

In spite of himself, Jackson turned to look at the 

broken door at the other end of the barn, as if he 

expected a raiding party to crash into the workshop at 

any minute. His smile broadened before he replied. 

“And you expect me to believe this nonsense I 

suppose.” 

“Suit yourself,” said Jones, trying to sound off-hand. 

“Why send you and the young lady here? Why not 

just bring in the heavy mob and raid the place?” 

Jones could tell he‟d got Jackson on the back foot. 

He pressed on. 

“Too risky. He knows all about Finch‟s box of 

tricks. He was worried you or Finch might do 

something stupid if you got backed into a corner.” 

But Jackson wasn‟t ready to give in just yet. 

“But why send you two? He could have found 

somebody who knew what the hell they were doing. No 

doubt they would have taken the time to disable the 

alarm before letting Finch open the safe.” 

So that‟s how he caught us, thought Jones, annoyed 

at his own stupidity. He knew he had to keep Jackson 

guessing. 
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“To tell you the truth, Greg, I expect he was rather 

hoping we‟d finish oneanother off. That way we‟d save 

him the job. Then he‟d send his men to pick up the 

pieces.” 

“It looks to me that it was you and the girl he was 

hoping to send six foot under if you ask me. I mean, 

you‟re not even armed, for Christ‟s sake.” 

“You‟re probably right,” Jones conceded. 

“Well, I might as well pop a bullet in your head and 

carry out one half of Keating‟s plan at least.” 

Jennifer was about to call out, but Jones hadn‟t 

finished. 

“That would be a mistake, Greg. The girl and I know 

where Keating has stationed his men. If you want to get 

out of here alive with your precious suitcase of bugs, 

you‟ll have to take us with you.” 

Jackson didn‟t reply and he rubbed his chin, looking 

thoughtful. Jones did his best to maintain a calm façade. 

It was then that Finch spoke up. 

“I did not work every waking hour just so you could 

walk off with the results of my labour. It is God who 

has employed my talents, not you.” 

For the first time Jackson lost his composure and 

gritted his teeth in anger. 

“You make me sick, Brother Finch. Day after day 

I‟ve had to put up with you banging on about your 

bloody God. Thank fuck you‟ve finally come up with 

the goods because I don‟t think I could have put up 

with your religious claptrap for one more second.” 

“How dare you …” 

“In fact, Finch, you‟re fucked in the head. Why, for 

the love of all that‟s holy, would you think that creating 

biological weapons to kill off the planet would be 

God‟s work?” 

“You are too puny to understand.” 
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So, thought Jones, Finch hadn‟t told Jackson about 

the biomarkers that identified the psychopathic gene. 

He was sure Jackson wouldn‟t have taken the news too 

well if he‟d found out. 

Unable to contain his anger, Jackson walked over to 

Finch and smashed him across the face so hard, the 

chair he was sitting on toppled over and he crashed to 

the floor. 

Jennifer cried out in alarm, and Jones was about to 

brace himself for similar treatment, when he noticed the 

vial that had fallen out of Finch‟s shirt pocket. It had 

landed next to his foot. When Finch got over the initial 

shock of the blow and opened his eyes, wincing at the 

pain, he spotted the vial too. He glanced up at Jones and 

looked on in horror when he saw what was on the 

detective‟s mind. 

Jones couldn‟t believe what he was thinking either, 

and his heart pounded. But something urged him on, as 

he looked at Finch‟s swollen face and heard Jennifer 

cry out in fear. He looked into Jackson‟s eyes and 

hatred burned in his very soul. 

“Jackson!” he cried. “This is for Sarah and my 

beautiful little girl, you bastard!” 

He raised his foot as high as he could, straining 

against the rope that secured him to the chair. Jackson 

looked on in horror when he realised what Jones was 

about to do. But before he had time to react, his ex-

partner brought his foot crashing down on the glass 

vial. Its contents spilled out onto the floor. 

“Are you fucking mad? You‟ve killed us all!” cried 

Jackson. 

For a few moments nothing happened, and Jackson 

began to laugh maniacally. Terrified, Jones looked 

across at Jennifer, hoping he hadn‟t made some 

dreadful mistake.  



 212 

Jackson cocked his pistol, preparing to exact his 

retribution and blow a hole inJones‟s head. But 

suddenly he sprang back, and a look of horror appeared 

in his eyes. He clutched his chest and coughed. 

“My chest … my chest … I can‟t breathe!” 

The fear in his face was coupled with confusion, as 

he stared at his three captives, apparently immune to the 

deadly concoction. He fell to his knees, dropping his 

pistol to the floor, and tore at his shirt, desperate for air. 

He gave a few last desperate gasps and he crumpled in 

a heap, totally lifeless. 

The death rattle had barely left Jackson‟s throat, 

when Finch cried out. 

“Jennifer, quickly. There is a tray of sand in the 

corner by the door. Grab it and pour it on the spill, 

covering it completely.” 

Without hesitating she did as she was told, until 

none of the liquid was visible.  

“What was that for?” she asked finally. 

“The contents of that vial were not particularly 

virulent but the less that gets into the atmosphere the 

better.” 

Once they realised they were safe, they looked at 

oneanother, hardly daring to believe they were still 

alive. 

“Well, Professor,” said Jones finally. “At least we 

know it works.” 
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Chapter 29 

 

“I want to get out of here,” cried Jennifer. 

She willed herself to tear her eyes away from 

Jackson‟s body, but felt transfixed by a morbid 

fascination. Even in death, his face was locked into a 

grimace, and one hand still rested on his chest. 

Eventually she came to her senses and untied her two 

friends. 

Jones picked up the metal case with its deadly cargo 

and they walked across the courtyard to the main villa. 

The smells of a semi-prepared meal emanated from the 

kitchen but no one could face the sight of food. In the 

large comfortable lounge Jones found an unopened 

bottle of cognac and he poured three generous glasses. 

The trio sat on two large white sofas that faced 

oneanother over a coffee table. For several minutes no 

one spoke, as they recovered from their ordeal and 

gathered their thoughts. Eventually Finch broke the 

silence. 

“Who is Sarah?” 

For a moment Jones did not register the question, 

coming out of nowhere as it did. Eventually he replied. 

“Sarah was my wife. Jackson arranged the „accident‟ 

that killed her and my daughter.” 

“I am sorry. But at least he can no longer hurt 

anyone else. He will have to atone for his sins before 

God now, just as Turner did.” 

Jennifer sighed and put down her glass of cognac. 

“Professor … David, I‟m so sorry.” 

Jones looked at each of them in turn. It was the only 

time she had called the monk by his first name. 

“Why are you sorry, Jennifer?” asked Finch, 

confused. 
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“I was selfish. I was hurting over the death of my 

friend and I wanted revenge. I saw a way and I simply 

used you.” 

She looked at his bruised face and it reminded her of 

the ordeal he had been put through. She shook her head. 

“I am so very sorry, David.” 

“You have no need, Jennifer. You came to a friend 

for help. If anything, it is I who should thank you. For 

you have shown me a way to serve God and prepare for 

a new and better world.” 

Jones said nothing, knowing that Jennifer was their 

bestchance of getting through to Finch. 

“I‟m sorry, David, I just don‟t think what you‟re 

doing is right.” 

Finch frowned, looking lost and hurt.  

“But why? You have seen the results of our work 

yourself. You were right. Jackson possessed the gene 

that caused his psychopathic behaviour. My biomarkers 

identified the gene and only thendid theyactivate the 

toxin. That is why the three of us were unharmed.” 

“I know, David, I know. And I‟ll not be a hypocrite 

and pretend I‟m not happy Jackson and Turner are dead 

after what they did. But do we have the right to 

administer our own justice?” 

 “It isGod’s justice.” 

Jennifer breathed deeply and took a drink of cognac 

before responding. 

“I don‟t know God as you do, David, but we are both 

scientists. I have dedicated my professional life to 

understanding human behaviour. I have interviewed 

scores of people with psychopathic tendencies, and 

they‟re not all murderers.” 

“But they are predisposed to violent behaviour, 

aren‟t they?” 
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“Not necessarily. Yes, they can be selfish and 

downright obnoxious, but they don‟t deserve to die just 

for that. Since we discovered the gene, we tested all of 

the staff in our department and one of my supervisors 

was found to possess the gene. We were shocked at 

first, but the more we thought about it, the more it made 

sense. He‟s an arrogant prick and even his own family 

can only take him in small doses. His wife has to 

constantly remind him when he‟s being self-possessed 

and uncaring. He‟s not a nice guy, but he‟s no axe-

murderer.” 

“But what accounts for the differences in 

behaviour?” 

Jones couldn‟t help thinking he‟d walked into a 

college debate, and the whole day had taken on a 

surreal quality. He decided to bite his tongue for a 

while longer. At least Jennifer had got the man talking. 

“It‟s all down to nature versus nurture, Professor. 

My supervisor was brought up in a kind and loving 

environment by a supportive family. He has a vicious 

temper and you wouldn‟t want to be on the wrong side 

of it, but he hasn‟t been raised in a world where 

violence is the norm.” 

“But it can‟t be as simple as that,” said Finch 

defensively, and Jones thought he could detect the first 

seeds of doubt taking root. 

“When it comes to the human mind, nothing ever 

is,” conceded Jennifer. 

Finch was still shaking his head, unable to take it all 

in, and Jones decided to risk joining the conversation. 

“Professor, can I ask you something?” 

Finch nodded absent-mindedly. 

“That moment, just before I crushed the vial and 

released the virus … you felt fear, didn‟t you?” 
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When Finch didn‟t respond, Jones decided to try 

another angle. 

“I know I did. To tell you the truth, for those few 

seconds I began to wonder, what if I‟ve got this damn 

gene and I don‟t even know about it. You can‟t tell me 

you didn‟t think the same thing.” 

Eventually Finch sighed. 

“Yes. It‟s true.” 

“And Jennifer, I bet you felt the same way too,” said 

Jones, determined to press home his argument. 

“Yes, I did.” 

This time it was she who decided to keep quiet. She 

could see where Jones was going. 

“So if we can‟t even look into our own hearts and 

really know what we are, who are we to judge others?” 

“But …” 

Finch began to protest but Jones cut him off. 

“I know, I know … your toxin only attacks those 

with this evil gene, as you call it. But if Jennifer, one of 

the people who actually discovered the bloody thing, 

doesn‟t think all these people deserve to die, perhaps 

you ought to listen to her.” 

Finch rubbed his face, as if he could wipe the fatigue 

from his body. Jones could tell the man was wrestling 

with this new dilemma. The scientist in him knew that 

Jennifer was right, but the religious zealot wanted to 

finish what he had started. After a few minutes Finch 

stood up and began to pace the room. 

“I just don‟t know,” he sighed. 

“You‟re a good man, David. Remember the fear we 

all felt in that room,” said Jennifer, pointing towards the 

barn. “And imagine that repeated hundreds of 

thousands of times over, as people watch their loved 

ones die, simply because they possess a gene that has 

the potentialto make them behave callously. If nothing 
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else, just remember there are children that possess this 

gene. ” 

“Let‟s say you‟re right; what do you expect me to 

do?” 

Jones took the lead. 

“Professor. Is there a way to destroy this virus 

safely?” 

“Yes … yes, there is,” he said hesitantly. 

“Then let‟s do it, before anyone else is killed.” 

“Jennifer?” asked Finch. 

“It‟s the right thing to do. You know it is, David.” 

Finch rubbed his eyes and sighed, before sitting in a 

chair facing the door. 

“Perhaps you‟re right.” 

Jones was somewhat amazed that Finch had 

acquiesced so easily, and he was about to question him 

further when the monk looked up, startled, andshrank 

back into his seat. Jones heard the click of a gun being 

cocked, and he turned round, fearing the worst. 

He was rewarded with the sight of Carter, armed 

with a vicious-looking machine gun, pointed in their 

direction. 

“Well, well, well, Mr Jones, what do we have here? I 

hope you and the young lady are enjoying your rest. 

Perhaps you‟d like to introduce me to your friend.” 
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Chapter 30 

 

Jennifer gasped and Jones went to get off the sofa. 

“Remain seated, Mr Jones,” snapped Carter, before 

turning to Finch. “I take it you‟re the terrorist who has 

created the biological weapons.” 

“I‟m no terrorist …” 

Carter ignored him and walked over to the metal 

case Jones had placed by the coffee table. 

“And I assume this contains the weapons.” 

No one answered. 

“No matter. I will find out soon enough. But first, 

where is Jackson?” 

Since talking with Carter the previous night, Jones 

had been wondering if he‟d misjudged him. He decided 

to play a hunch. After all, they had nothing to lose. 

“He‟s dead,” said Jones, very matter-of-fact. 

“And where is the body?” 

“In the barn behind the villa.” 

“Might I ask how he died?” 

“He had a heart attack.” 

“I see. How convenient.” 

“Not really. I caused it,” said Jones evenly. 

Carter‟s face remained impassive. 

“And how did you achieve this little miracle?” 

“I released a virus from that case by your feet.” 

In spite of himself, Carter stepped back, putting a 

little distance between himself and the case. 

“If that is true, then why aren‟t the rest of you 

dead?” 

Jones steeled himself before replying. 

“The virus is … selective.” 

“Bullshit. Are you telling me it kills some people 

and not others? And I suppose it was just good luck on 
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your part that the weapon happened to finish Jackson 

off and no one else.” 

“No, not luck,” said Jennifer. “William is telling the 

truth. It‟s just complicated.” 

“I‟m sure it is.” 

Jones continued to play his hunch. 

“I didn‟t hear a car pull up outside, so you must have 

parked down the hill and sneaked up here.” 

“Correct, Mr Jones. And what is your point?” 

“Well, my guess is that instead of bursting in here 

with that gun of yours, you were listening at the open 

door before making your move.” 

“Go on.” 

“If I‟m right, you must have heard the end of our 

conversation.” 

“And what if I did?” 

“You know damn well what. Jennifer and I were 

asking the Professor here to destroy his chemicals. And 

he agreed.” 

“So?” 

“So, if we‟re all terrorists, like Keating says, why 

would we want to destroy our secret weapon?” 

“Why don‟t you tell me?” 

“It should be obvious. Keating‟s lying. We‟re not a 

bunch of terrorists. He just wants the weapons for 

himself.” 

“You mean for the British Government.” 

“Think about it, Carter; terrorists with biological 

weapons? If the intelligence people knew about 

something like that, it would go to the very top. The 

PM would have contacted the Greek authorities. This 

place would be swarming with troops.” 

“Keating said that was too dangerous.” 
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I‟ve got him, thought Jones. He knows something is 

wrong. But would it stop him from killing them 

anyway?He had to keep him talking.  

“So he sends a psychologist and a retired policeman? 

Why? I‟ll tell you why; because we‟re the only people 

who knew what Jackson was up to. And of course you 

know too now, don‟t you?” 

“What‟s your point?” 

“Keating‟s after these weapons for himself, so he 

can threaten to use them and extract money from any 

government he chooses. But he can‟t identify himself. 

He‟d be hunted into the ground. So he‟ll do it 

anonymously. My guess is he‟ll send a sample, just to 

show he means business. Then, when some government 

agrees to pay, because it‟ll have no choice, he‟ll have a 

Swiss bank account, ready and waiting.” 

“All this talk is just to save your neck.” 

“You‟re missing something far more important.” 

“I‟m listening.” 

“Keating has gone to a lot of trouble to keep this 

whole thing secret.But what about you? Keating will 

know that you‟ve talked to us, even if you carry out his 

orders and finish us off.” 

Carter raised his eyebrows in surprise. 

“I‟m not stupid, Carter. That would be Keating‟s 

next logical step. I knew you‟d been sent here to kill us 

the moment I laid eyes on you. But it won‟t stop there 

and you know it. You‟ll be next and then Keating‟s 

home free.” 

There was nothing more he could do and Jones 

hoped it was enough. Either Carter would believe him, 

or he‟d shoot them all and take his chances. Carter 

stood there, thinking, and Jones decided to make one 

last attempt at bringing the man around. But he knew he 

was taking a huge risk. 
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“Carter, would you mind answering a question for 

me?” 

“Try me.” 

“You told me back at the villa that you were no child 

killer. But do you know who the little girl was who 

Keating asked you to murder?” 

Carter simply shook his head. 

“She was my daughter.” 

For the first time, Carter actually looked shocked, 

and he glanced across at Jennifer. She nodded. 

“It‟s true, Mr Carter.” 

Jones decided to put the mercenary on the spot. 

“So why are you working for Keating? It‟s time you 

decided what kind of a man you really are.” 

“I‟m a soldier fighting for what is right, Mr Jones, 

not a murderer.” 

“In that case, my friend,” said Jones, choosing his 

words carefully, “why don‟t you join us for a drink 

while we work out how we can stop Keating.” 
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Chapter 31 

 

Jennifer was beaming and slightly in awe of the way 

Jones had won over his former adversary. But her smile 

dropped when Jones took his new friend to view 

Jackson‟s body, and she noticed the stocky man failed 

to relinquish his machinegun. She was relieved when 

they returned a few minutes later and Jones was 

apparently still in one piece. He proceeded to pour 

Carter a cognac, which he accepted, but the mercenary 

kept his distance and,more ominously, the gun 

remained nestled under his arm. When Jones returned 

to the sofa, Carter remained standing, keeping an eye 

on the rest of them. Jones did his best to take charge of 

the situation, hoping that Carter would eventually relax. 

“How do we destroy the biological weapons, 

Professor?” 

“That might be a problem, considering our present 

location.” 

“Why?” 

“The only way to destroy weapons such as these 

effectively,” explained Finch, indicating the metal case, 

“is to incinerate them in a controlled environment at a 

temperature no lower than 1093degreescentigrade.” 

“How would we do that?” 

“We would need an industrial incinerator with a 

mechanism for controlling emissions.” 

“I take it we won‟t be able to find such a thing on the 

island.” 

“That would be highly unlikely. Therefore it will be 

necessary to go to the mainland.” 

Carter chose that moment to interrupt. 

“I think you are all forgetting something. Keating 

sent me here to retrieve these weapons you are so eager 

to destroy. I have already told him I will be delivering 
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them to a drop-off point tomorrow. When I don‟t turn 

up, he‟ll send others to investigate. Once he realises 

what has happened he‟ll come after us, and our only 

way off the island is by ferry. His people will be 

waiting for us on the mainland.” 

Jones realised he was right. 

“Do you have any suggestions?” he asked, suddenly 

overcome with fatigue. 

“Since we are all wise to Keating‟s plan, his first 

priority will be to eliminate us,” said Carter, in a cold 

and clinical way that made Jennifer and Finch clearly 

uncomfortable. 

 “Therefore,” he went on, “we need to eliminate him 

first.” 

“And how exactly do you suggest we do that?” 

asked Jennifer incredulously. 

“Somehow we need to think of a way to bring him 

here in person and lay a trap. Perhaps Mr Jones might 

have some idea how this might be achieved.” 

Jones began to think the nightmare would never end. 

He had managed to kill Jackson and had persuaded 

Carter to join their cause, and now he was expected to 

find some way of getting Keating out of the way too. 

Finally he said to Carter: 

“You‟ll have to convince him there‟s some sort of 

problem that requires his personal attention.” 

Carter didn‟t reply, preferring to give Jones time to 

think. The retired policeman got up from his seat and 

began to pace the room in an effort to clear his 

head.Eventually he spoke. 

“I‟ve got an idea but it‟ll be dangerous for all of us.” 

“We‟re all in danger anyway. I think it‟s a little late 

to start worrying about that now,” said Jennifer. 
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Jones still had an overriding urge to protect her, but 

he knew that running away wasn‟t the answer. They 

had to make a stand. 

“Okay,” said Jones finally. “Here‟s what we‟ll do.” 

 

*      *      * 

 

Jones knew the only thing that mattered to Keating 

was the case full of weapons, sitting innocuously next 

to the coffee table. So they had to persuade the rogue 

operative that he was in danger of losing his bag of 

treasure if he didn‟t get off his arse and intervene 

personally. He explained to Carter what had to be done. 

“You‟ll have to contact Keating and start by telling 

him the truth.” 

Carter raised his eyebrows in surprise but let Jones 

continue. 

“You‟ll tell him how Jennifer and I slipped away and 

came to Jackson‟s villa alone. You can even tell him 

how we persuaded the professor here to escape, and that 

we killed Jackson when he tried to stop us.” 

“How will that help us?” asked Jennifer, unable to 

hide her confusion any longer. 

“That way he‟ll know I‟ve got hold of his precious 

weapons.” 

“And?” prompted Carter. 

“And that‟s when you tell him I‟ve threatened to 

release the contents of one of the vials into the 

atmosphere.” 

“He‟ll never believe that.” 

“He will if you explain to him I‟ve got nothing to 

lose. Just tell him I‟ll give him his precious weapons if 

he meets me face to face and I have his word that 

Jennifer and the professor can leave the island 

unharmed.” 
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“It won‟t work,” said Carter flatly. 

“Why not?” 

“For one thing, why does he need to come out here 

personally? He‟ll suspect you‟re up to something.” 

“So what? What can he do? He‟ll have to do as I 

askor he risks losing the weapons. Besides, he‟ll bring a 

pack of his goons with him to cover his back. He won‟t 

take any chances.” 

“Exactly. So how the hell are we supposed to get to 

him if he‟s surrounded by bodyguards?” 

“I‟m still working on that one.” 

“Okay, putting that aside for the moment, he knows 

you wouldn‟t take his word that he‟ll fly these two to 

safety,” said Carter, pointing to Jennifer and Finch. 

“He‟d just have them killed when they landed. And he 

knows you‟ll realise that.” 

At this, Jennifer and Finch glanced at one another 

nervously. 

“That‟s easy. I‟ll say he can‟t have the case until I 

hear from them and I know they‟re safe. I‟ll ask that 

they‟re taken to Athens where they can lose themselves 

in the city.” 

“But he‟ll still kill you.” 

“He knows it‟s a sacrifice I‟d be willing to make.” 

Jennifer grasped Jones‟s hand when he uttered the 

words, and he thought he‟d better put her mind at rest. 

“Don‟t worry. If my plan works, it won‟t come to 

that.” 

“But what if it doesn‟t work?” she asked pointedly. 

Jones examined his fingernails in response. 

“It‟ll work,” he insisted, “I‟m almost twenty per cent 

sure.” 

Jennifer refused to laugh, not appreciating his 

attempt at humour. 
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“If you‟ve quite finished,” said Finch irritably, 

“would someone mind telling me what we‟re going to 

do.” 

“It‟s quite simple,” explained Carter. “Since your 

friend here thinks he has all the answers, I‟ll contact 

Keating and ask him if he‟d liketo pop over to Greece 

for a little holiday.” 
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Chapter 32 

 

The group decided to return to their cliff-top villa, 

accompanied by Finch. But any idea Jones had that they 

would play happy families from here on in was soon 

dispelled. Carter insisted on keeping the lethal metal 

case in his possession, and he was adamant that he 

would follow their jeep in his own car all the way back 

to town. Clearly their new truce only went so far. 

Once back at the villa, Carter contacted the number 

he had been given in order to inform Keating of Jones‟s 

demands. Since the procedure was for him to leave a 

message and wait for a return call, the group had 

several hours to kill. Jones and Jennifer were more than 

a little relieved, as it gave them time to rest. Jennifer 

insisted that Jones stay with her in her room and he was 

happy to oblige. Within minutes they had collapsed on 

the bed in each other‟s arms and fallen asleep.They 

only awoke when Carter burst into the room 

unannounced.  

“He‟s agreed,” said Carter without any preamble. 

“He‟ll be here tomorrow.” 

“Where will you meet him?” 

“That‟s the problem. I asked him if we were to 

rendezvous at the drop-off point, but he said no and 

asked me where I was based.” 

“What did you say?” 

“I had no choice. I had to tell him about the villa. If 

I‟d started acting all coy he would have known 

something was up. Besides, he‟s probably keeping tabs 

on me through my phone – that‟s his usual style.” 

Jones knew he was right; he‟d done the same with 

Jackson, after all. But it made things difficult. He and 

the others couldn‟t stay with Carter now that Keating 

planned to turn up out of the blue. There was nothing 
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for it but for the three of them to return to Jackson‟s 

hideaway. Carter didn‟t like it. 

“What‟s to stop you performing a disappearing act, 

leaving me to hold the baby?” 

“You‟ve got to trust us sometime, Carter. Besides, 

we‟re on an island – where would we go? You could 

easily pay someone to watch the ferry.” 

“Okay, but I‟ll take you there.” 

“All right,” Jones agreed. “But I‟ll need the suitcase 

full of vials.” 

“No way.” 

“Look, trust works both ways. If you keep the case, 

there‟s nothing to stop you taking your chances with 

Keating and letting him finish us off.” 

“You‟re not having the case.” 

Jones gave a huge sigh to demonstrate his 

exasperation. Without the case he had nothing to 

bargain with. He‟d be at the mercy of Keating – and so 

would Jennifer and Finch. The pretty psychologist tried 

appealing to Carter. 

“You‟ve got to believe us, Mr Carter. If Keating gets 

hold of those weapons, no one will be safe. William 

needs them to stop Keating from having us killed. 

You‟ve trusted us this far. Are you just going to stop 

now?” 

Carter pulled a face, as if he was in pain, but he 

reluctantly pushed the case in her direction.  

“Thank you,” she said sincerely, and she walked up 

to him and kissed him on the cheek. 

Jones looked on in amazement, as the stocky killer 

actually blushed. 

A few moments later Carter brushed past Jones, 

whispering in his ear as he went. 

“Meet me on the cliff-top.” 
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For an instant Jones actually feared that the 

mercenary planned to hurl him onto the rocks, a 

hundred feet below, but quickly dismissed the idea. 

After a few minutes he sneaked out while Jennifer and 

Finch were occupied. Carter was staring out to sea, not 

even acknowledging Jones‟s arrival. Finally he spoke. 

“What do you plan to do when I lead Keating and his 

men to you?” 

“I‟ll be waiting for them, and I‟ll be holding one of 

Finch‟s vials in my hand.” 

“What good will that do?” 

“He won‟t dare let one of his thugs take a pot-shot at 

me. Even if they killed me outright, the vial would 

break when I fell.” 

“So? It would be a stand-off. Then what?” 

“Well, you could let me have a gun. That should 

even the odds up a bit.” 

“That‟s your plan? For all you know, Keating could 

bring a dozen men with him.” 

“That shouldn‟t be a problem.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because I‟ve got a tough son-of-a-bitch with a 

machine gun to back me up.” 

For the first time Carter looked away from the 

horizon to stare at Jones with a grimace, before 

speaking to him through gritted teeth. 

“And to think I was just getting to like you, Mr 

Jones.” 
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Chapter 33 

 

It seemed to Jones that the short conversation with 

Carter, as they both shared their view of the 

Mediterranean, marked a watershed in their 

relationship.Perversely, from that moment on Carter‟s 

mistrust of Jones appeared to evaporate. Indeed, when 

the two of them started discussing tactics for the 

forthcoming confrontation, Keating‟s hired assassin 

even appeared to be enjoying himself.  

So when Carter suddenly announced he was happy 

for the trio to make their own way to Jackson‟s villa, 

Jennifer and Finch were mystified at this sudden change 

of heart. 

Once they‟d picked up a few supplies, they took the 

jeep and headed to the dead man‟s villa on the hill. 

Although Jones had more important things to do, Finch 

insisted that they gave Jackson a decent burial before 

they did anything else. Jones wondered why the monk 

hadn‟t thought of that the day before, but he had to 

concede that leaving Jackson‟s body to rot in the barn 

wasn‟t ideal.  

Carter had provided Jones with a Smith & Wesson 

.38 revolver, the Branch man‟s handgun of choice. He 

detested automatic pistols which had a habit of 

jamming just when you needed them most. When 

Carter offered a similar revolver to Jennifer, Jones 

protested. Taking offence, she calmly explained that, as 

a Californian, she had probably been around guns from 

a far younger age than Jones had himself, and she 

pocketed the weapon before Jones could object any 

further. 

Forgetting Finch‟s calling, Carter had removed yet 

another firearm from his arsenal and proffered it to the 

monk. Finch patiently pointed out that although he had 
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been forced to abandon his habit, that did not mean he 

had abandoned his vocation. Consequently he politely 

declined Carter‟s kind offer. 

Once the burial of Jackson had been completed, 

Jones took it upon himself to organise the preparations 

for Keating‟s reception committee. 

 

*      *      * 

 

When Carter had suggested to Jones that Keating 

might arrive on the island with a dozen men in tow, he 

had meant it half in jest. Unless the man was paranoid, 

he was unlikely to employ the services of more than 

two or three bodyguards. But, as Carter watched the 

long line of well built young men work their way along 

the cliff path to the villa, he soon came to the 

conclusion that Keating was indeed paranoid. 

He had decided that it would not prove seemly to 

await his employer‟s arrival with an Uzi machine gun 

in his hand, and he had left it in his room at the bottom 

of his suitcase. As Keating and his entourage of seven 

armed men approached, Carter began to regret his 

decision. At least his Browning 9mm was tucked in his 

belt. He‟d take a few of the bastards down with him if 

things suddenly turned nasty. 

Carter went to the hallway to greet his new guests, 

but before he could answer the door, two men burst in, 

saying they had instructions to search the villa for any 

surprises before their employer made an entrance. 

“Be my guest,” said Carter, taking a step back. 

But instead of making their way through the open 

door to the lounge, they just stood there, sweating in 

their windcheaters that Carter knew concealed their 

handguns.  
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“We also have orders to searchyou, and relieve you 

of your weapon,” said the taller man. 

“Good luck with that,” said Carter, not missing a 

beat.  

The two men glanced at one another, unsure what to 

do. Eventually the same man spoke again. 

“Are you saying you refuse to hand over your gun?” 

“I‟m saying that if you lay a hand on me, I‟ll break 

your fucking neck,” said Carter, as if he was explaining 

a simple fact to a child. 

The shorter man‟s hand twitched and inched towards 

the opening in his jacket, but Carter threw him another 

warning. 

“I wouldn‟t do that if I were you. You‟ll never wank 

again if I rip your fingers off.” 

The shorter man grimaced, but his companion was 

clearly the diplomat within the partnership, and he 

called to the men waiting outside. 

“He refuses to hand over his gun!” 

After a few seconds silence someone shouted a 

reply. 

“Is he pointing it at you?” 

“No!” yelled the diplomat. 

“Oh, for Christ‟s sake,” growled Carter, pushing past 

the two men. 

He quickly spotted Keating, standing among the 

remainder of his retinue, and called out to him. 

“What is all this bullshit, Keating? I‟m not going to 

hurt you. But I‟m not handing over my gun.” 

“Are you alone?” asked Keating. 

“Yes, I‟m alone, for God‟s sake. Now, are you 

coming in or what?” 

Keating nodded to the two men at the door and they 

went in to search the building. A few moments later 

they returned to say the coast was clear, and Keating 
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and his party entered the villa to make themselves at 

home. Carter stood with his back to the fireplace until 

everyone was settled. Keating was the only one to take 

a seat, while the men took up positions at the doors and 

windows, apart from the diplomat and his friend, who 

remained close to their employer. Keating glanced 

around at his surroundings and was the first to speak. 

“Well, you‟ve certainly made a sizeable dent in your 

expense account if this villa is anything to go by.” 

“The villa was Jones‟s idea.” 

“It seems our Mr Jones is full of ideas.” 

Keating rubbed his hand through his thick brown 

hair before pointing a finger at Carter. 

“What went wrong?” 

“Jones and the girl sneaked out and somehow they 

found out the location of Jackson‟s villa.” 

“And what exactly were you doing while the pair of 

them were „sneaking‟ about?” asked Keating angrily. 

“I guessed what they were up to and made my way 

to Jackson‟s place.” 

“And?” 

Carter‟s professional pride tempted him to say he‟d 

caught them red-handed and could have blown them 

away, piece of cake. He noticed the diplomat and his 

friend smirking at his discomfort. He decided he‟d 

enjoy taking them apart when the time came. But for 

now he had to admit to having failed his assignment. 

“By the time I got there Jones had killed Jackson and 

gotten hold of the biological weapons.” 

“Jesus, Carter, what am I paying you for? Why 

didn‟t you take them off him?” 

The smirkers were really enjoying the spectacle 

now, as Carter was forced to face a reprimand from his 

employer. Carter wondered if he‟d get the chance to 

make them suffer before they died. 



 234 

“That‟s easier said than done,” protested Carter. “Do 

you know how simple it would be to break one of those 

fucking vials? You and these arseholes are welcome to 

go up there shooting if you want to, but you can count 

me out.” 

By the looks on the faces of the men filling the 

room, Carter realised he hadn‟t won any friends. He 

waited for Keating to berate him again, but instead his 

employer sought his advice. 

“So,what would you do?” 

“I‟d agree to go along with Jones.” 

“Why?” 

“I‟ve been watching him. He‟s besotted with that 

cute little psychologist he‟s been hanging around with. 

He knows full well you won‟t let him off the island 

alive, so he‟s got nothing to lose. He‟s just trying to 

play the hero one last time before he bites the dust.” 

“You mean I should agree to his terms and let Finch 

and the girl go?” 

“Why not? They‟re not going to cause you any 

trouble. They‟re involved up to their necks.” 

“Suppose I let them go; what guarantee have I got 

that Jones will stick to his end of the bargain? He might 

smash the vial anyway.” 

“Not likely. If those weapons are as potent as Finch 

makes out, they can drift through the atmosphere for 

hundreds of miles and still kill people. Jones would be 

slaughtering the girl himself. It doesn‟t make any 

sense.” 

“Jesus!” said Keating, failing to hide his surprise at 

this latest revelation, and some of the men began to 

look uncomfortable. 

 Keating licked his lips at the thought of the power 

the weapons gave to whoever possessed them. Finally 

he regained his composure. 
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“Perhaps you‟re right,” he conceded. 

“Of course I am. Once he knows his friends are safe, 

he‟ll have no choice but to hand over the bloody 

weapons. Then you can tell one of these lackeys of 

yours to put a bullet in the back of his head. Even they 

couldn‟t miss,” said Carter with a smile. 

“Carter, I‟ve got only one thing to say to you,” said 

Keating, grinning smugly. 

“What‟s that?” 

“You‟re a fucking lousy host. You haven‟t even 

offered me a drink.” 
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Chapter 34 

 

Even the Toyota Land Cruiser wasn‟t roomy enough 

to accommodate Keating and eight muscle-bound 

gunmen. So, once the group had made their way back to 

the pretty harbour town, Carter volunteered to hire a 

jeep from the same establishment Jones had frequented. 

Deciding upon the more comfortable option, Keating 

chose to ride in the front of the Toyota while his self-

appointed deputy, the diplomat, drove. Three 

bodyguards squeezed their bulks onto the rear seats. 

Space was at even more of a premium in the jeep, 

and since Carter knew the way to Jackson‟s villa, he 

suggested he drove and led the way. The other three 

men crammed in as best they could, the two in the rear 

appearing almost comical, with their knees drawn up to 

their chests.  

It took forty back-crunching minutes to reach the 

base of the hill upon which the late Jackson‟s villa was 

located. Carter was forced to work the engine of the 

high-geared jeep hard and as the track to the villa got 

steeper, he stopped to let the Toyota draw up alongside. 

He signalled Keating to lower his window and yelled 

across. 

“The jeep‟s struggling to make it up. It‟s probably 

better if we take up the rear. Don‟t worry, we‟ll be right 

behind you!” 

Keating looked doubtful, but Carter had already 

reversed out of earshot and the jeep appeared in the 

Toyota‟s rear-view mirror. Sitting at the wheel, 

Keating‟s deputy saw Carter wave them on impatiently 

and looked across at his employer for instructions. 

Keating shrugged and told him to continue up the rocky 

track. 
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A few minutes later, in spite of Carter‟s promise, the 

jeep was nowhere to be seen. Out of sight, the 

mercenary was now driving in first gear, as he prepared 

to assault the steepest part of the hill. He jammed his 

foot to the floor and the engine screamed.  

Staring at the temperature gauge, Carter watched it 

climb with satisfaction. The day was warm for the time 

of year, but he‟d still been worried that he‟d failed to 

drain enough water from the jeep‟s radiator when he‟d 

picked it up near the harbour. But, as if on cue, steam 

began to erupt from the grill and the engine started to 

misfire.  

As a mercenary, Carter had been in more gunfights 

than he could count and, more often than not, they were 

usually over in seconds. The long drawn-out affairs 

favoured by endless cop shows were pure fiction as far 

as Carter was concerned, and when he saw actors taking 

refuge behind car doors that any half-decent bullet 

would have penetrated with ease, he felt like laughing 

out loud. So his plan was simple; surprise, shock, 

speed, and don‟t give the bastards time to think. 

The man in the passenger seat beside him lazily 

waved the steam away as it blew into the open-topped 

jeep. The two men in the back, Carter noted, were 

craning their necks in order to gauge the severity of the 

problem.  

Carter shifted the jeep into neutral so that it crawled 

to a halt. Careful not to apply the handbrake, he waited 

for the vehicle to slowly inch its way back down the 

hill. The man in front gripped the front of the jeep for 

support and, without warning, Carter smashed his fist 

down onto the man‟s arm, breaking it in two. 

He screamed in agony, but before any of his 

passengers had time to react, Carter had jumped out of 

the jeep. Incapacitated, the man with the broken arm 
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couldn‟t reach for the controls and the jeep soon 

careered down the steep slope, totally out of control. 

Carter ran after it with surprising speed for a stocky, 

powerfully built man. 

The rocky surface soon sent the jeep hurtling down 

one side of the track, turning it on its side and throwing 

the occupants violently onto the ground.  

Carter had managed to keep pace with the driverless 

vehicle and stood on the track with his pistol drawn. He 

didn‟t give his passengers time to think, let alone pick 

themselves up and reach for their weapons. In spite of 

his run, Carter kept his breathing steady and picked his 

targets carefully and calmly, squeezing the trigger of 

his Browning when he was sure he had a clean shot. All 

three men died from fatal bullet wounds, Carter having 

fired six times and hitting his victims on every 

occasion. Ever the professional, he made his way to the 

wreckage of metal and human flesh, never taking his 

eyes from the scene, and satisfied himself that no one 

had survived. Only then did Carter retrieve a fresh clip 

from his pocket and reload his pistol. 

“Three down, five to go,” he said, although he was 

the only one left alive to hear his words.  

 

*      *      * 

 

The Toyota pulled up at the front entrance of the 

villa and Keating made his feelings clear. 

“Where is that bastard? He promised to keep up with 

us.” 

The five men waited impatiently for the rest of their 

party to arrive, staring at the brow of the hill for any 

sign of the jeep. After a few minutes Keating was 

giving voice to his misgivings. 

“I don‟t like it. What‟s happened to them?” 
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“Would you like me to head back down and see 

what‟s keeping them?” asked his deputy helpfully. 

While Keating was deciding what to do, one of the 

men from the back of the Toyota spoke up. 

“I thought I saw steam coming out of their engine. 

That piece of shit they were riding in is probably 

fucked. The lazy bastards will have to walk up.” 

This seemed to satisfy Keating and the five of them 

got out of the Toyota and made their way to the door of 

the villa. 

“Okay,” said Keating, intent on giving his men last-

minute instructions. “Jones is expecting us, so he‟ll 

probably have one of the vials on him. If he has, I don‟t 

want any of you taking pot-shots at him. If he puts so 

much as a crack in the glass, we‟re all history.” 

The men glanced at one another, concern writtenall 

over their faces. Although they‟d already been briefed 

by Keating, it was as if the terrible truth of the danger 

they were about to face was only just dawning on them. 

The shorter friend of the deputy spoke up. 

“What if he‟s not carrying one of these vials?” 

“Then,” answered Keating, “you have my 

permission to blow the bastard‟s brains out.” 

This seemed to satisfy them and Keating nodded, 

indicating it was time to face the music. The man 

nearest the door pulled the latch and was surprised to 

find it unlocked. Keating walked through to the large 

lounge, flanked by his personal army of mercenaries. 

Jones was waiting. He was standing in an alcove, 

thus preventing his new guests from working their way 

behind him. He clutched one of the lethal vials in his 

hand, making sure it was clearly visible. Before 

speaking, he stamped his foot on the hard stone-covered 

floor, in order to demonstrate its solidity. 
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“Please don‟t do anything to cause me to drop this – 

it would ruin our whole day,” he said, by way ofa 

welcome. 

In spite of the warning, two of Keating‟s men drew 

their weapons. 

“They‟re making me very nervous, Keating. Please 

remember I‟m a pensioner. My grip isn‟t what it used to 

be. Tell them to put their guns away.” 

The men looked to Keating and he nodded his 

agreement. The pistols were returned to their holsters.  

“You look tired, Jones,” said Keating, trying to 

appear nonchalant.  

“It‟s been a busy few days.” 

“Why don‟t you sit down and take the weight off 

your feet?” 

“I‟ll stay here, if you don‟t mind.” 

“How long do you think you can keep that up?” 

“As long as it takes for Jennifer and Finch to get to 

safety.” 

“Ah, of course,” said Keating, in that exaggerated 

way Jones found so annoying. “Your little friends. 

Where are they by the way?” 

Jones surreptitiously looked at his watch, hoping 

he‟d given Jennifer and Finch enough time. 

“Oh, they‟re around here somewhere,” said Jones 

casually. 

“You don‟t mind if one of my men makes certain, do 

you?” 

Without waiting for a reply, Keating indicated that 

the shorter man of the group should head upstairs and 

check out the rooms. The man drew his pistol and 

worked his way cautiously up to the landing. He 

checked two of the bedrooms, finding them both empty, 

before turning to the third room. He kicked open the 

door. 
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There are few sights in the world that can divide the 

attention of a man with a purpose. Invariably, such 

spectacles must evoke one of the onlooker‟s raw 

emotions; be it fear, revulsion, horror … or lust. 

So it was that when the gunman entered the room he 

saw only what his overriding red-blooded instincts told 

him to see. He saw Jennifer‟s wonderfully pert breasts, 

the small dark nipples pointing proudly in his direction; 

he saw her shapely legs, spread invitingly as she lay, 

apparently asleep in a chair facing the door; he saw the 

tight white briefs that contrasted so agreeablywith her 

tanned hour-glass figure; he saw her shiny blonde hair 

draped invitingly across her slender neck; and he saw 

her pouting lips, dying to be kissed. 

What he did not see, was her right hand, casually 

resting at the side of her chair, clutching a fully loaded 

and cocked Smith & Wesson .38 revolver. And he 

certainly did not see, until it was too late, Jennifer raise 

the gun and shoot him three times in the chest, causing 

the look of desire onhis face to be replaced by one of 

horror. 

As the group of men in the lounge stood around, 

waiting for their compatriot to return, the gunshots 

echoed through the villa. Jones was the first to react and 

cried out. 

“You‟ve killed them, you bastard!” 

It was then that the ex-policeman did something to 

change the ordered world of his guests. 

Jones smashed the vial on the floor, releasing an 

acrid smell as smoke billowed into the room. He 

brought his hand up to his chest and knelt on the floor, 

gasping for breath.  

The other men in the room had only one thought; to 

get out of the villa as quickly as possible. As one, they 

ran for the main door, conveniently forgetting any 
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loyalty they owed to their employer, and leaving 

Keating in their wake.  

Drawing their weapons had not even crossed their 

minds. After all, what good were bullets against a 

deadly virus? Perhaps if they had known they were 

about to face a welcoming committee, in the shape of 

Carter, carefully aiming his Browning pistol as he 

crouched behind the stone wall at the front of the villa, 

they might have behaved differently.  

The five men emerged, holding their hands to their 

faces in a vain attempt to stop a deadly virus entering 

their bodies, but Carter did not rush. An amateur might 

well have started opening fire as soon as the first men 

emerged from the doorway, giving the others time to 

retreat. But Carter was anything but an amateur, and he 

only squeezed the trigger of his pistol when the entire 

party had reached dead centre of what he liked to call 

the „kill-zone‟. 

Carter also remained selective when choosing his 

intended victims. He had already marked the „deputy‟ 

as the most dangerous adversary among the group and 

he dispatched him accordingly. Of the three remaining 

gunmen, only one made an attempt to reach for his 

weapon, and he was the next unlucky soul to face an 

earth bath.  

The other two reacted purely on instinct and ran for 

their lives. But this only gave Carter time to stand and 

take careful aim, before shooting each of them squarely 

in the back.  

Meanwhilethe death of the four men had given 

Keating time to retreat to the doorway, but he just stood 

there, like a rabbit caught in the headlights of a car. 

Before he had sufficient time to regain his senses, he 

was joined by Jones, who emerged from the villa, 

apparently unharmed. The Welshman threw Keating 
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against the wall and searched him. Satisfied that the 

intelligence man was unarmed, he took a step back to 

look him in the eyes and enjoy his discomfort.  

“You‟re still alive!” declared Keating in confusion. 

“You‟re very observant,” said Jones, savouring the 

moment. 

“But I saw you release the virus,” he said, and then 

the awful truth dawned on him, as he put his hand to his 

chest to feel his beating heart. “It was harmless.” 

Finch and Jennifer had now joined them, both fully 

clothed. Finch chose to enlighten Keating. 

“The vial simply contained a concentrated acid. I 

told Mr Jones that a genuine biological weapon 

wouldn‟t have caused such a violent reaction when 

released, but he insisted it would create the desired 

effect, so to speak. I have to say, judging by the 

reactions of your men, he was right.” 

Even Finch has discovered his sense of humour, 

thought Jones idly.  

“What are you going to do now?” asked Keating, 

trying to regain his composure. 

“We‟re going to destroy those bloody weapons 

before they cause any more trouble,” said Jones, 

deliberately being evasive. 

“What about me?” asked Keating, unable to stand 

the suspense any longer. 

“Oh, I expect I‟ll just shoot you,” said Jones, 

removing his revolver from his belt. 

Keating swallowed hard.  

“I don‟t suppose there‟s anything I could do to 

change your mind?” asked Keating, determined to make 

a deal. 

“Now that you mention it …” replied Jones 

cryptically. 
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For the first time there was a glimmer of hope in 

Keating‟s eyes, and he grabbed the opportunity with 

both hands. 

“Just name it.” 

“When you arranged for that little „accident‟ to get 

rid of my family,” said Jones, doing his best to keep his 

voice steady, “you hired a maniac to drive the other car. 

What was his name?” 

“That was nothing to do with me,” pleaded Keating, 

desperate to placate the man with the gun pointed at his 

head. “It was all Jackson‟s idea.” 

Jones couldn‟t bring himself to dignify the claim 

with a response and simply repeated his question. 

“What was the man‟s name?” 

Keating sighed, knowing he was backed into a 

corner. 

“Pierre Moreaux; a Frenchman living in Belgium.” 

“Where in Belgium?” 

“Bruges, the last time I heard.” 

“Would you lie to me, Keating?” 

“No … no, I‟m telling you the truth, I swear!” 

Jones was inclined to take him at his word. 

“I believe you, Keating, because if you‟re lying I‟d 

have to come after you, and it wouldn‟t just be a bullet 

in the head. Do you get my meaning?” 

“Yes … yes!” 

“Okay, Keating, you‟re coming with me,” said 

Jones, grabbing him by the arm. 

“You said you wouldn‟t shoot me!” said Keating 

desperately. 

“Calm down, I‟m not going to shoot you. I‟m 

handing you over to the authorities.” 

Keating couldn‟t believe his luck. Jones actually 

thought he‟d won by killing a few hired bodyguards. By 

the time he got back to his office on the South Bank, 
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he‟d have his superiors believing it was Jones behind 

the whole thing. Then, once the idiot was out of the 

way, he‟d teach Carter and the American tart a lesson 

they‟d never forget, leaving him free to work on Finch, 

who‟d provide him with a fresh batch of the deadly 

virus. He followed Jones, doing his best to look 

disappointed, but his unease returned when Carter 

followed on behind. 

“I‟d better come along, just in case he tries 

anything,” said the mercenary. 

Jones didn‟t object and he took the wheel of the 

Toyota while Keating joined him in the passenger seat 

and Carter sat in the rear, watching Keating‟s every 

move. Any hope Keating might havehad of being 

rescued by the remainder of his entourage was quickly 

dashed when they drove past the remains of the jeep, 

overturned beside the track and surrounded by three 

dead bodies. 

They quickly reached the bottom of the hill and 

Keating‟s disquiet increased when, instead of making 

for the town, they turned right and headed towards the 

north of the island. Thirty minutes later they stopped on 

a small lane by a gate, while Jones got out and opened 

it. They drove through and began to head down a steep 

slope that ended at the top of a cliff. For a moment 

Keating thought the maniac was going to drive off the 

edge, and he instinctively clutched his seat belt. 

But Jones eventually stopped the car and parked, 

switching off the engine before he got out. 

Carterremoved a small piece of rope from his coat 

pocket, before tyingKeating‟s hands behind his back 

and unfastening the man‟s seat belt. Carter then also got 

out of the car and stood back, waiting. 
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Jones leaned in through the open window of the 

driver‟s door, enjoying the look of terror on Keating‟s 

face. 

“Don‟t worry, Keating, I always keep my word. I‟m 

not going to shoot you. Instead I thought you‟d like to 

go for a nice little drive. You know, just like Sarah and 

Amy.” 

As the detective‟s eyes bore into the object of his 

hatred, Keating began to scream. 

Unable to prolong the moment any longer, Jones 

reached in and let off the handbrake. The car slewed 

from side to side, but continued its inexorable journey 

to the cliff edge. And then, in eerie silence, it 

disappeared from view. Not even Keating‟s screams 

could be heard once the car‟s wheels had left terra 

firma.  

The two men walked to the edge of the cliff to view 

the wreckage. The car had landed with incredible force 

on the rocks below, and Keating‟s lifeless body lay 

motionless, hanging out of the open window of the 

passenger door. They continued to look down for five 

minutes or more, satisfying themselves that the man 

was dead. Only the sound of the crashing waves filled 

the air. It was almost hypnotic. Finally Carter broke the 

spell. 

“Mr Jones, that was a stupid thing to do.” 

“Why?” asked Jones, somewhat offended. 

“Because now we‟ve got to fucking walk back to the 

villa.” 
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Chapter 35 

 

It took the two men nearly three hours to make it 

back to the villa, and they were forced to walk every 

step of the way. What few vehicles were to be found in 

the isolated part of the island failed to stop, once their 

drivers had managed to get a look at the tough-looking 

Carter and the dishevelled Jones. But the retired 

policeman was glad of the time, as it gave him the 

opportunity to clear his head and think about his 

immediate future. 

He‟d briefly toyed with going to the authorities, but 

that particular idea was soon placed firmly back on the 

shelf. If asked to explain the mayhem he and his friends 

had left behind, he wouldn‟t have known where to start. 

Besides, he happily reminded himself, somehow their 

activities hadn‟t attracted the attention of any of the 

locals. Fortunately Jackson‟s villa was extremely 

remote, as was the cliff-top chosen for Keating‟s 

„accident‟.In addition, all purchases had been made 

using cash or Keating‟s „company‟ cards, thus leaving 

no financial trail leading back to any of them. As for 

fingerprints, DNA and the like, Jones decided to worry 

about that if and when it came back to bite him on the 

arse.And in the final analysis, even if he wasn‟t worried 

about his own safety, he had to consider Jennifer‟s 

future. 

And then there were the biological weapons. Until 

they were safely taken care of, he couldn‟t rest. There 

was also the distinct possibility that if he did report 

their existence, they could still fall into the wrong 

hands. And of course there was  Jennifer‟s friend, 

Finch, who would be for the high jump when it was 

discovered he‟d created them. Jones knew Jennifer 
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would never forgive herself for getting him involved in 

the first place. 

So by the time the villa was in sight, Jones had made 

up his mind;they would take the case and its lethal 

contents to the mainland and destroy it. The others were 

in agreement, and Jones was relieved when no mention 

was made of Keating‟s absence. He guessed that Finch 

and Jennifer had decided it was better not to bring the 

matter up.  

Jones was surprised when Carter said he wanted to 

join them and he seemed almost reluctant to leave his 

new companions. So the four of them helped 

themselves to Jackson‟s jeep and drove back to the 

cliff-top villatocollect their belongings. After a good 

night‟s sleep, they caught the early morning ferry to 

Athens and immediately set about trying to find a piece 

of equipment that suited Finch‟s requirements.  

In the end they headed for the nearest hospital, 

which possessed a state-of-the-art incinerator, used for 

destroying medical waste. Jones thought that gaining 

access might be a little difficult, until it was discovered 

that one of the young Greek men who worked on the 

night shift believed that Jennifer was the most beautiful 

woman he had ever met in his life. Was she, he asked 

her without the least hint of insincerity, a Hollywood 

star?  

He was a little put out when three odd-looking men 

joined them on their impromptu date in the bowels of 

the hospital, late at night, but nevertheless proudly 

explained how the equipment worked. Finch was 

satisfied and the contents of the case were put in a 

special container, prior to being placed in the roaring 

furnace. Since the vials looked like any other medical 

material the boy had been asked to incinerate as part of 

his job, he was happy to assist in their destruction. 



 249 

“The material must be incinerated for several hours, 

until the process is complete,” explained Finch. 

 Everyone was prepared to wait, as if it was 

something they had to do together. Strangely no one 

had anything to say and Jones wondered if, like him, his 

companions couldn‟t believe that such a monumental 

threat to humanity was being banished forever quite so 

easily. The silence was only broken when the young 

Greek boy asked Jennifer if she would join him for 

coffee in the morning, after his shift was over. She 

agreed, telling Jones later that she thought it was the 

least she could do. 

Jones used Keating‟s card to book the best rooms in 

a hotel within striking distance of the airport, and the 

four of them met up in the restaurant where they could 

say their goodbyes in style. The wine flowed and even 

Carter appeared happy to enjoy the company of his new 

acquaintances. In fact Jennifer had already noted that 

the tough mercenary hardly left Jones‟s side, and when 

she turned up at the restaurant, he and his new friend 

were already there, deep in conversation. 

Finch announced that he was returning to his 

monastery in Wales, if the abbot would have him back, 

and he would be catching a flight back to London the 

next day.  

Likewise, Jennifer said she would be returning to the 

States and her research, hopefully to pick up where 

she‟d left off. She asked Jones if he would care to join 

her, and she tried to hide her disappointment when he 

declined, saying he had some business to take care of. 

She couldn‟t help but notice the knowing glances Jones 

and Carter had shared during the exchange. True to 

form, Carter did not care to disclose his intentions to 

the group.  
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Their impromptu get-together finally drew to a close 

and everyone retired to their rooms, looking forward to 

a well-earned rest. Jones was about to drop off when 

there was a tap at his door. He answered, to find 

Jennifer standing there in a towel robe, courtesy of the 

hotel. He invited her in and they lay on the large bed 

together, just as they had done in the villa, as if it was 

the most natural thing in the world. Jennifer lay on her 

side, her head propped up on one hand. 

“You saved my life, you know, in more ways than 

you can imagine,” she whispered gently. 

“I‟m the one who got you involved in the first place. 

It was the least I could do.” 

“There you go again; blaming yourself. You didn‟t 

involve me in Turner‟s murder. I did that all by myself. 

And if you hadn‟t helped me cope with my guilt by 

sharing your feelings with me, it would have eaten me 

alive. In spite of all the training I‟ve had, I just couldn‟t 

rationalise it away. I don‟t know what I would have 

done if you hadn‟t been there.” 

“That‟s what brought us together in the end, wasn‟t 

it?” 

“You mean guilt?” 

“Yes. You felt guilty because you sought revenge for 

your friend‟s death, and I felt guilty for not protecting 

my family. But while you‟ve tried to make amends and 

stop Finch from doing something stupid, I‟ve let my 

hatred take over.” 

“What are you saying? You killed Jackson in self-

defence. And we destroyed those terrible weapons as a 

result. You‟ve saved the whole damn planet, and the 

world doesn‟t even know.” 

“I‟m not talking about Jackson, I‟m talking about 

Keating. I killed him in cold blood.” 
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Jennifer paused, as if she was taking in this latest 

revelation. But she had already guessed what Jones had 

done. If he had handed Keating over to the authorities, 

as he‟d promised, they wouldn‟t have got off the island. 

Now it was her turn to ease his guilt. 

“Not before he tried to kill you. And he murdered 

your wife and child, for God‟s sake. Nobody would 

blame you, least of all me.” 

“But I was a policeman once.” 

“I know. And if you‟d thought that Keating would 

have stood trial and gone to prison, I honestly believe 

you would have handed him over. But believe me, if 

there‟s one thing I‟ve learnt through this whole ghastly 

business, it‟s that people in positions of power live in a 

different world from you and I. They get away with 

murder every day.” 

It was what he‟d wanted to hear and he was grateful 

that she cared enough to try and help him. Of course he 

hadn‟t told her the whole truth, and he couldn‟t bring 

himself to share everything. But he was feeling a little 

better, so he tried to lighten the mood. 

“You‟ll make someone a wonderful wife one day.” 

She looked at him inquisitively. 

“How about being your wife?” she asked, grinning 

mischievously. 

“That would be a big mistake. I mean, do we look 

like a couple?” 

She frowned, not knowing how to respond. 

Eventually she tried to look indignant. 

“A woman could take offence, William.” 

“But not you. And you know why?” he asked,but 

didn‟t wait for an answer. “Because you‟re absolutely 

gorgeous. Whereas me …” 



 252 

“What about you? If you start putting yourself down 

again, I‟m going to get cross with you, Mr Jones,” she 

said, trying to keep the conversation light. 

“It‟s just that I‟ve had my day, Jennifer.But your day 

is now. You need to enjoy life while you‟re still young, 

with someone your own age.” 

“Maybe I don‟t want someone my own age. Maybe I 

want someone who really cares about me.” 

“But it just wouldn‟t work out.” 

“It would if that was what wewanted.” 

“And when it ended …” 

“If it ended,” said Jennifer, interrupting him. 

“Okay. If it ended, I‟d losethe first person I‟ve cared 

about since Sarah‟s death. I couldn‟t bear going through 

that again. I‟m just not prepared to risk losing you too.” 

Jennifer didn‟t know what to say. On the one hand 

she was hurt by his rejection, but, on the other, it 

showed he really respected her and wanted a lasting 

friendship. Perversely it only made her feel even closer 

to him. She‟d never been more confused in her life. She 

decided to change the subject. 

“Will you promise to visit me soon?” she asked, 

tactfully avoiding what „business‟ he had that prevented 

him from going to the States right away. 

“Of course. I can‟t wait. Now, Jennifer, will you do 

me a favour?” 

“Anything,” she said, licking her lips and causing 

Jones‟s heart to beat faster.  

“Would you mind going back to your own room 

before I tear off your robe and forget everything I‟ve 

just said.” 

  



 253 

Chapter 36 

 

Claudine loved the town where she and her parents 

lived. Not only was it a beautiful place, bursting with 

medieval architecture, but she had a wonderful group of 

friends, and in the summer they would head for the 

nearby coast and chill out on the beach. Being pretty, 

she was spoilt for choice when it came to boyfriends, 

and because the town attracted a large number of 

tourists all year round, she found it easy to find casual 

work. She‟d even managed to put some money by, for 

when she started university. 

Friday nights she worked in one of the bars near to 

the pretty canal, where she generally found the 

customers to be sociable and friendly. But this 

particular night had been very different. She had seen 

the Frenchman before, and not once had he tipped her 

or smiled or said thank you. Usually he simply got 

quietly drunk in the corner, until it was time to go 

home. But tonight he had three French companions who 

were boisterous and loud, as was he in their company. 

 What‟s more, whenever she served them drinks they 

weren‟t keeping their hands to themselves and she was 

feeling extremely uncomfortable. She‟d told her 

spineless manager, who had done absolutely nothing. 

No surprise there. As the night wore on, she considered 

walking out, but her father was collecting her on the 

way home from a football match and she had no way of 

contacting him, so she stayed. In hindsight she regretted 

her decision. 

The Frenchman‟s three friends were not the only 

strangers in the establishment that evening. Propping up 

the bar was a scruffy older man with grey hair and 

stubble, also clearly drunk. His behaviour was 

becoming more erratic as the night progressed, and 
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whenever he made a visit to the toilets at the rear of the 

bar, he was clearly unable to walk in a straight line. 

The other stranger sat quietly at a table in the corner, 

and she probably wouldn‟t have paid him much 

attention, had it not been for his appearance. He was 

stocky and powerfully built, like Mike Tyson, that 

American boxer her father was always going on about. 

He was yet another customer who appeared to have lost 

the ability to smile, and although he had drunk four 

pints of Belgian beer, they did not seem to have had any 

effect on him.  

The trouble started when the dishevelled drunk at the 

bar staggered across the room, clearly intending to 

make yet another visit to the facilities. Unfortunately 

his walk had deteriorated into nothing but a stagger, and 

as he brushed past the Frenchman‟s table, he sent the 

man‟s beer flying into his lap.  

The Frenchman was incensed, and he grabbed the 

older man by the scruff of his neck. Claudine told the 

police later that she believed the unkempt drunk was 

English or American, because he was trying to placate 

the Frenchman by offering to buy him another beer, but 

failed to make himself understood.  

It was then that Claudine began to fear for the life of 

the older man, because the three remaining Frenchmen 

stood up, clearly preparing to attack him. She was about 

to run to the back room in order to telephone the police, 

when something happened that caused her to remain 

rooted to the spot, staring in disbelief.   

For that was the moment the quiet, stocky man 

intervened on the older man‟s behalf. She told the 

police that if she hadn‟t seen it with her own eyes, she 

wouldn‟t have believed that just one man could have 

takenon four others in a fight and won. If she‟d only 

known, it wasn‟t defeating his adversaries that had 
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challenged the man with the Tyson build, but the effort 

of restraining himself so that he did not kill them. 

One of the Frenchmen threw a punch at the older 

man, who, with surprising agility, dodged the blow and 

delivered one of his own that connected with the other 

man‟s stomach. His victim doubled over, and the drunk 

brought his knee up sharply, connecting with the man‟s 

nose and sending him sprawling to the floor.  

The second Frenchman charged at the drunk, 

screaming, only to be thrown bodily over the shoulders 

of the stocky man, until he crashed to the floor, 

breaking both legs. The third friend of the Frenchman 

looked on in horror, before picking up a chair, 

intending to smash it over the stocky man‟s back.  

The scruffy drunk called out a warning, clearly 

thankful for the stranger‟s help, and the white version 

of the American boxer turned sharply and grabbed the 

Frenchman‟s wrist, before punching him squarely in the 

face, knocking out all of his front teeth and breaking his 

jaw.  

In spite of the gallant effort of his friends to save his 

honour, the local Frenchman with the spilt drink 

decided to raise his hands in surrender. Claudine 

expected him to receive the same treatment as his 

companions, but what happened next left her 

dumbstruck. The grey-haired drunk ordered another 

beer for the Frenchman, and Claudine found herself 

pouring it automatically, almost without being aware of 

what she was doing. Perhaps that was why she failed to 

notice when the drunk poured a clear liquid from aglass 

tube into the beer.  

The Frenchman drank the proffered beverage, 

clearly too frightened to refuse it. Then, Claudine 

explained to the police, the older man no longer 

appeared drunk and yelled something at the Frenchman, 
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causing him to look even more frightened. The 

Frenchman then threw a half-hearted punch at the older 

man, but missed. 

When asked by the police, Claudine insisted that the 

older man didn‟t lay a finger on his adversary, and 

neither did his rescuer. The Frenchman simply 

collapsed, clutching his chest. 

It was only then that the manager of the bar had the 

presence of mind to call for an ambulance and the 

police. But by the time they arrived, the stocky man and 

the older drunk, who‟d miraculously sobered up, had 

both left. The grey-haired man with the piercing blue 

eyes had actually winked at Claudine and left her a 

generous tip before leaving. 

The injured Frenchmen were taken to hospital, while 

the dead one was delivered to the morgue, where an 

autopsy was performed. Claudine gave a clear 

description of the two men that had disappeared, but 

insisted that they had acted in self-defence. As for the 

dead man; when asked, she said she presumed the man 

had died of shock. The autopsy would later show that 

he had indeed died of a heart attack. 

One of the younger policemen, no doubt trying to 

impress the pretty waitress, said that the man‟s death 

was no great loss. Pierre Moreaux had been in trouble 

with the law all of his life and was the getaway driver in 

a number of robberies. 

Against regulations, the young officer helped 

himself to a drink and, leaning over the bar, was happy 

to share with Claudine the rumour that the deceased had 

caused the death of a British woman and her daughter 

in a car accident, but for some reason had never been 

charged. 

Claudine admitted that if it was true, it was truly 

shocking. Naturally she felt sorry for the husband and 
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father of the accident victims. What a pity it was, she 

added as an afterthought, that the man would probably 

never know that his family‟s killer was now dead 

himself. 

 

*      *      * 

 

Jones and Carter chose to stand at the rear of the 

ferry, as they watched the coastal town of Zeebrugge 

disappear over the horizon. Carter was the first to 

speak. 

“Where did you get that stuff anyway?”  

“It was a present from Finch. It was left over from 

when he killed Turner. It was different from the lot we 

destroyed. It has to be ingested.” 

“When did he give you that?” 

“On the ferry to Athens. I didn‟t want to tell Jennifer 

in case she disapproved.” 

“I think she would have understood. It was the least 

you could do if you ask me. He killed your wife and 

child. A heart attack was too good for him.” 

“He‟d probably still be alive if it hadn‟t been for you 

protecting my back. I want to thank you again. You 

didn‟t have to help.” 

“Forget it. I enjoyed myself.” 

“Anyway, it‟s all over now, thank God.” 

“Pity really.” 

“What?” asked Jones incredulously. 

“It‟s just that we make a good team. You have the 

ideas and I make sure the right people get hurt.” 

“What will you do now?” 

“Find another war, I suppose, who knows? This time 

I‟ll make sure the men who are paying my wages are 

kosher. What about you?” 

“I‟m heading for the States.” 
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“Do I need to ask why?” 

“I promised I‟d see Jennifer once I‟d finished our 

little piece of business over here.” 

“What‟s the deal between the two of you?” 

“We‟re just friends.” 

Carter stared out to sea, as if he was not sure 

whether to say anything. Finally he spoke. 

“Are we friends, Jones?” 

The detective stepped back and looked at his 

companion, surprised by the question. He replied, 

speaking from the heart. 

“Always.” 

There was another silence, as Carter marshalled his 

thoughts. 

 “Good. I‟ve always wanted a friend.” 
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Chapter 37 

 

When Jennifer answered the door to her apartment, 

she threw her arms around Jones and kissed him on the 

lips before inviting him in. A wonderful smell 

emanated from the kitchen and she informed him she 

was making chilli.  

The apartment looked as welcoming as before, with 

soft lights and a roaring fire. Butwhen Jones noticed 

that Jennifer had set a third place for dinner, he couldn‟t 

help feeling a little put out. Yet what had he expected? 

She had practically told him she wanted a relationship 

and he had rejected her, saying he was happy to just be 

friends.  

He was starting to feel foolish. He wanted her in his 

life, but how was he supposed to achieve that if they 

weren‟t in a relationship?Clearly he hadn‟t thought 

things through.  

He watched her as she returned to the kitchen to 

finish preparing the meal. He had to snap out of it. She 

was happy and she was safe. That was all that mattered. 

The rest he‟d have to take one day at a time. 

“I hope you don‟t mind; there‟s another guest for 

dinner.” 

“Not at all. Anyone I know?” he asked, hoping she 

didn‟t notice the tension in his voice. 

“No, but I hope you‟ll like him.” 

The doorbell rang, and Jones‟s chance to escape had 

vanished. He stood by the fire, feeling like a nervous 

schoolboy. He could hear whispers in the hall and an 

exchange of kisses. Jennifer returned with their dinner 

guest. 

The man looked close to Jennifer‟s age, with short 

dark hair and a confident smile. He was a little over six 

feet tall with an athletic build and he had a Californian 
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tan that contrasted sharply with his white, perfectly 

formed teeth. He confidently walked over to Jones and 

offered his hand. 

“I‟m really pleased to meet you, William. I think I 

have you to thank for bringing Jennifer back to me, safe 

and sound.” 

Jones tried to hide his confusion as he shook the 

man‟s hand. 

“It was my pleasure,” was all he could think of to 

say. 

He looked across at Jennifer, desperate for her to put 

him out of his misery. 

“This is Stephen,” she said, touching the man‟s arm. 

“Jennifer‟s fiancé,” added Stephen, causing Jones to 

stare. 

“Oh.” 

Jennifer said that dinner was ready and she pointed 

to the dining table, indicating where they should sit. 

 “Would you mind pouring the wine, sweetheart?” 

asked Jennifer, and Stephen helped himself to the bottle 

sitting in the centre of the table. 

For a few moments the three of them just sat there, 

eating in silence, and Jones noticed that Jennifer was 

smiling. He decided to break the tension. 

“So, Stephen, how long have you and Jennifer been 

engaged?” 

“Ah, well, that‟s a little complicated, William. You 

see we were engaged, but we sort of drifted apart after 

Jennifer‟s friend killed herself. I lost you there for a 

while, didn‟t I, honey?” 

He touched her arm and she smiled back, chewing 

her food. 

“I don‟t know what happened when she joined you 

in Europe, William, but she came back a new woman. 
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So I guess I have you to thank that we‟ve got back 

together. What happened over there, anyway?” 

Jennifer and Jones shared a knowing look, but the 

psychologist kept silent, leaving Jones to explain. 

“I just showed Jennifer the sights and we talked 

things through, trying to help one another.” 

Jones was suddenly embarrassed and wanted to get 

away. 

“Yeah, Jenny told me you lost your wife and kid in 

an automobile accident. Tough break.” 

“Yes, it was.” 

The conversation faltered and Jones helped himself 

to some wine, while Stephen tucked into his chilli with 

gusto. Jennifer was still watching him, and Jones tried 

not to look in her direction. 

“Have you set a date for the wedding?” he asked. 

“I don‟t think we‟ve thought that far ahead, have we, 

honey?” 

Jennifer just shook her head and helped herself to 

another glass of wine.  

“So how did you two meet?” asked Jones, desperate 

to fill the awkward silence. 

“We just met in a bar, didn‟t we, honey? We had the 

hots for each other straight away. I guess you can still 

remember what it‟s like when the sparks fly, eh, Bill?” 

“Yes, just about,” replied Jones, smiling in 

Jennifer‟s direction. She appeared to be enjoying his 

discomfort. 

“We just sort of clicked, didn‟t we, honey? I think 

we make a great-looking couple.” 

“And of course you love each other,” prompted 

Jones. 

“Sure we do. We have so much in common.We both 

love our jobs, we both love to travel, and then there‟s 

the sex …” said Stephen, winking at Jones. 
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“Sounds perfect.” 

Jones was relieved when the meal finally ended and 

he made his excuses to leave. Jennifer had hardly said a 

word the whole evening and he was confused. It was as 

if she was making a point, after he‟d rejected the idea of 

the two of them having a serious relationship. They said 

their goodbyes at the door of her apartment. 

“Will I get to see you again before I head back to 

London?” 

“We‟ll see,” said Jennifer coyly. 

Jones leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek 

before making his way down the corridor. 

 

*      *      * 

 

Having got used to a sea view, Jones had booked 

into a hotel on the beach and, before he retired for the 

night, he stretched out on his balcony with a brandy in 

his hand. 

He was disappointed in Jennifer. He cared deeply 

about her and that was why he‟d just wanted to remain 

friends. He didn‟t want to run the risk of losing her. But 

she‟d clearly taken his decision the wrong way and had 

been hurt. So she‟d paraded this Stephen in front of him 

to make a point. Well, she‟d succeeded, but it wasn‟t 

going to stop him caring about her, even if she refused 

to see him again. 

His thoughts were interrupted by a gentle knock at 

the door. When he answered, Jennifer was standing 

there, smiling. 

“Well, are you going to let me in?” 

“Sure,” he said, stepping back and leading her to the 

balcony. 

“Would you like a drink?” he asked. 

“Yes, please.” 
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He poured her a brandy and they both took a seat. 

There was a full moon, and they looked at one another, 

reflected in the pale blue light. 

“What did you think of Stephen?” asked Jennifer, 

playfully toying with her glass. 

“He seems very nice,” replied Jones, doing his best 

to keep a straight face. 

“He‟s very fond of me.” 

“I can see that.” 

“Are you pleased for us?” she asked, glancing in his 

direction. 

“Of course I am, if he makes you happy.” 

Jennifer looked at him and sighed. 

“There‟s only one man who makes me happy, 

William, but he‟s too stupid to realise it.” 

“He sounds like an old fool, if you ask me,” said 

Jones, smiling. 

“He is a fool, but he‟s not as old as he thinks.” 

“Maybe not. But he‟s certainly not as young and 

good looking as Stephen. Then again, who is?” 

Jennifer laughed. 

“The only problem is that Stephenknows he is. Still, 

I guess that means he‟ll soon find someone else when I 

break off our engagement for the second time.” 

“Why on earth would you do that?” 

Jennifer smiled and beckoned the detective to sit by 

her side. 

“Come here, Mr Jones, and you‟ll see why.” 

“It would be my pleasure, Miss White.” 

As they kissed, Jones was overwhelmed by a pure 

sense of joy.Life was good – and nothing was going to 

spoil it. 
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Chapter 38 

 

The other monks had welcomed Brother Finch back 

with open arms. The tourist season was upon them, and 

it was good to have their talented chemist amongst 

them once again. Even the abbot was tactful enough not 

to pry too deeply into the reasons for his absence. 

The monks also noted that, if anything, Finch 

appeared even more devoted to his prayers, and he 

could often be found in the chapel, as if he was 

desperately seeking an answer to some deep question.  

Today he needed to pray like never before. He had 

found the behaviour of the young man extremely 

upsetting. In the vast majority of cases, visitors to the 

island were courteous and respectful, and indeed 

mindful that the monastery represented a place of 

sanctuary for the monks.  

But this young man had been different. He was 

accompanied by another man and two females who 

smoked constantly. The man was heavily tattooed and 

clearly proud of his muscular arms and chest, since he 

had chosen to wear a ridiculously tight T-shirt.  

Earlier in the dayFinch happened to be passing the 

rear of the shop, where the young man and his 

companion were having a violent altercation. When the 

monk attempted to intervene, he was subjected to a 

barrage of four-letter words and the muscular man 

pushed Finch out of the way, before spitting at his 

feet.Anotheronslaught of expletives was aimed in his 

direction and the man showed the monk his fist. Finch 

scurried away, quite distressed. 

And so he had gone to pray, pleading with God to 

calm his nerves and wash away his anger. And soon it 

became a two-way conversation.  
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“Wouldn‟t the world be a better place without 

people like that?” he asked. 

“The man is simply a tool of the Devil. You must be 

tolerant a little while longer.” 

“I am sorry. I should not have become angry.” 

“Do not trouble yourself. When the time is right, the 

good and the kind of this world will be saved from such 

people.” 

Finch returned to his room and placed his prayer 

book in his wardrobe, set in the corner of his cell. He 

was about to close the door, when he spotted the music 

box he had bought in Athens, sitting all alone on the 

shelf. Idly he opened it, to reveal a felt tray that had 

once contained cheap jewellery, until he had removed 

it. 

The box played no tune because Finch had not 

wound the handle at its base. He lifted the felt tray, 

exposing a hidden compartment beneath.  

And there was the vial, with its bright red cap. He 

gently picked it up and rolled it between his fingers and 

thumb, watching the colourless liquid within move 

from side to side. After a few moments he put it back, 

replaced the tray, and closed the box.  

“When will the time be right?” he asked. 

“I will show you a sign,” came the reply. 

Finch thought of the youth with the tattoos and the 

anger he had felt. 

“I will watch for the sign, dear Lord. And,when the 

time comes, I will be ready - and Satan‟s gene will be 

no more.” 

 

THE END 



 266 

Author‟s Note 

 

 In 2002, the World Health Assembly agreed to 

permit the retention of the smallpox virus for 

specific research purposes.  

“Why We Still Need The smallpox Virus.” The New 

York Times. (25/4/11) 

 

 In 2014, vials of the smallpox virus were 

discovered in a Food & Drug Administration 

laboratory in Maryland.  

CDC media statement on newly discovered 

smallpox specimens (8/7/14) 

 

 The smallpox virus has the capability of person-

to-person transmission via aerosolized 

respiratory droplets. 

WWW.NHMRC.GOV.AU 

 

 Some experts believe that if the smallpox virus 

were used in an airborne biological weapon, it 

would almost certainly spread worldwide. 

 

 Concern has been expressed that artificial gene 

synthesis could be used to recreate the smallpox 

virus from existing digital genomes for use in 

biological warfare. 

 

 Viruses can sometimes lie dormant, until 

activated by a chemical signal.  

 

 Techniques now used in synthetic biology have 

paved the way for creating biological warfare 

agents capable of evading diagnostic and 

detection tools. 
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 Synthetic biology can be used to enhance the 

virulence of a pathogen, or to render a non-

pathogen virulent. 

 

 Various types of snake venom contain neuro-

toxins, dendro-toxins and cardio-toxins which 

inhibit neurotransmissions by blocking an 

exchange of positive and negative ions across a 

neural membrane, thereby causing paralysis of 

different parts of the body, including the heart 

and lungs. 

 

 Scientists in a number of countries have been 

investigating neurological factors that contribute 

to antisocial behaviour. It has been found that 

Monoamine Oxidase A, also known as MAO-A, 

an enzyme encoded by the MAOA gene 

(sometimes known as the Warrior Gene), is 

associated with a variety of disorders, including 

antisocial behaviour. The enzyme affects the 

production of neurotransmitters such a 

dopamine and serotonin. However, the evidence 

presented has been contested by some scientists, 

who claim that environmental factors affecting 

behaviour have been underestimated. 

European Journal of Human Genetics (May 

2008) 

 

 Psychologists have increasingly discovered 

subclinical symptoms (symptoms not detectable 

by physical examinations or laboratory tests) of 

personality disorders in people in authority in a 

variety of areas, including politics, religion, 

business and academia. 
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 Biomarkers are traceable substances that are 

routinely introduced into organisms. 

 

 Genetic markers can be used to differentiate 

between individuals in a population. 

 

 



 

This free edition was downloaded from  
www.obooko.com 

 
For more free ebooks in all fiction and non-fiction 

genres, please visit our website. 
 
 

 

www.obooko.com

