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	Tuesday Afternoon

	Spire House

	 

	  From the next room he hears the flap of wings, followed by a low sniggering. Then a large shadow falls across the frosted glass of the observation window and the flapping becomes frantic.

	  Devon whirls quickly, eyes searching for another route out. He secured the main doors behind him. All other options are either locked or impassable, like the storeroom corridor: obstructed by cemented-in debris remaining from hasty attempts to keep the building intact.

	  The flapping slows and the sniggering turns to ribald laughter.

	  He turns toward the doorway to the laboratory, hand reaching slowly for his shoulder holster. It touches empty leather. In his mind’s eye he sees himself securing his gun in the car’s safe box when he arrived home the previous night. Sylvia and the kids had rushed out to be taken to the cinema. He’d decided to lock it away rather than keep them waiting.

	  Neglecting to slide it back into his holster earlier - and not noticing for this long - might well become the cause of his stupid death.

	  The laughter peaks into a gurgling shriek that ceases abruptly as a stunted figure moves into view. It hops and lurches, glistening wings flicking. The twisted face contorts to reveal a toothless maw, from which a serpentine tongue flicks. With a cough, the creature straightens up to around two metres in height.

	  “Merde,” he mutters under his breath as he looks for anything that’ll do as a makeshift weapon.

	  With a whooping laugh, the creature lunges at him. Devon twists away, ceding the back of his jacket to ripping claws. A crowbar catches his eye. Grabbing it from the bench, Devon dodges the next attack and deals the beast a heavy blow across the kidneys – or where kidneys should be. The beast hiccups in surprise, then spins. Using its wingtips for extra grip makes the turn impossibly quick. Devon brings the chisel end of the crowbar up into the path of the swinging arm. With a tearing sound, the palm impales itself on the crowbar, the end emerging near the wrist. Again, the creature hiccups in surprise, then grunts in pain.

	  With a grin, it closes the wounded hand about the crowbar and pulls Devon close enough to grab. With a roar, it lifts him and the crowbar from the floor, spins about and releases its grip. The crowbar rips itself from the hand and Devon sails across the lab to land in a fume cabinet.

	  As he drags himself from the shattered cabinet, crowbar in a death-grip, Devon attempts to dodge and then to parry the incoming kick. Slipping on fragments and badly overmatched, he only partially succeeds. The lethal blow merely devastates his ribcage. Again, he’s hurled into the air, this time to crash down across the corner of a workbench. He lies there, listening to his ribs grind as he gasps for air, gasps in pain, then gasps in realisation: he’s going to die here. Something grabs his leg. He slides from the bench and into the air. the beast swings him for two full rotations before letting go. He crosses the room again and smashes through a mass of racking and shelf units, tumbling from the other side to crash in an untidy heap against the bare blocks of a wall. 

	  There’s unbelievable pain coming from every limb and his torso is throbbing in time with his irregular, thundering heartbeat.

	  He stares hatred at the approaching creature, its eyes glowing green, its expression excited. With a giggling “Goodnight, sweet child”, it reaches for his eyes.

	  A stuttering roar cuts the silence and the creature’s chest explodes, covering Devon with gobbets of his erstwhile nemesis. It hiccups a final time, then collapses on top of him, crushing his lower body into the debris on the floor. Devon howls in pain and blacks out.

	 

	  He comes round in an ambulance, the sound of its siren and the swaying of everything in sight betraying its haste. He peers past the oxygen mask to see Sergeant Henry Matthews looking down at him.

	  Henry smiles: “Take it easy, sir. I put the thing down; used a whole clip. It won’t be troubling anybody. I’ve called in the correct teams and you’re on the way to hospital.”

	  “Good shooting, Henry,” Devon wheezes: “I think you need to bring Maeve Crosse, Stephan Anderson, and their equivalent of you…?”

	  “Jack Latimer. He’s a bit better than me, sir.”

	  “Until I see otherwise, I’ll take that as modesty on your part. So, get them and assemble the original team. It seems the Laidlaw case isn’t closed.”

	  Henry thinks Devon is going to black out, but he sees the man’s brow furrow and he actually tries to sit up.

	  “Your phone. I need to make a call.”

	  Henry dials the numbers Devon recalls with little grimaces of concentration, as if the phone number is being dredged from old memory. When it connects, he holds the phone close to Devon’s head.

	  “Gerard? About that favour: I need your help. Sergeant Matthews will explain as much as he can because I need to collapse.” He nods permission to Henry, then falls unconscious.

	 

	  Devon comes to in a spotless white room, view fixed on the ceiling. He has no choice in this, being in some form of body brace. He lies, half-asleep, half-drugged, musing on the encounter that put him here.

	  Something had been familiar. Something had registered on his ‘index’ - his nickname for the part of his memory that filed details and idiosyncrasies of dozens of dangerous people - accumulated through his years in the military police and from his involvement in many security projects. Somewhere in there is a fragment that his mind linked, however tenuously, to the winged thing that had very nearly jumped the long queue of shadowy figures who wanted to kill him.

	  Outside his room, someone is trundling something wheeled down the hallway, whistling an appalling rendition of ‘Danny Boy’.

	  Danny Boy!

	  Devon William’s muscles try to obey his reflexive command to jump up; the resulting pain causes him to black out and cause a minor panic among the nursing staff.

	 

	Tuesday Evening

	Southhaw

	 

	  Stephan looks about, suddenly alone. Maeve has gone, leaving his wheelchair-bound form stranded in a sea of strangers. He swivels his head frantically, searching for her dress pattern, to no avail. Swearing quietly, he coaxes his recalcitrant left hand to make the wheelchair turn so he can see behind. Nothing but strained shirts covering the bellies of sycophants and the tightly-clad taut midriffs of their consorts. He smiles, incongruously amused. Here he sits, a heroic survivor, amidst a room full of tarts and middlemen, all of whom are trying vigorously and successfully to ignore him. With that, his amusement gives way to the fury that underpins his existence as an invalid.

	  They’re all bastards and their time will come.

	  His anger is only slightly reduced by the sight of a flame-orange ball gown heading his way. Capping that eye-bending creation is a golden-tanned complexion lit by one of Maeve’s career girl smiles, which falters and gives way to a concerned look when she sees his expression. Moving quickly to his rear, she engages the wheelchair’s manual mode and wheels him swiftly toward the French windows, where the swirl of guests thins to a few involved couples or those too drunk to notice as a cripple and his beautiful carer trundle past.

	  The air outside is cool and sweet, the scent coming from a massive honeysuckle that spreads itself arrogantly across the entire eastern trellis and over the edge of Hemingway Court. They pause in the shadow of the bare western trellis, looking out over the city. Down below, the lights of northern London are muted by the midnight haze.

	  “You looked panicky back there.”

	  “Well, you did take off a bit sharpish. Revelling in the credit for this development? Maybe a little whoring for more business while you were at it?” His voice holds an edge.

	  “Let up, Stef. I’m not trying to get out of caring for you.”

	  “Care. Care! I don’t want caring for, I want f-.”

	  Maeve’s lips silence his outburst. The kiss ends as he gasps in pain, head jerking back, face contorting in agony. Maeve watches sadly, eyes willing the spasm to pass – or for this spasm to be the merciful release for both of them. When it passes and his breathing slows, she whispers in his ear, voice husky with grief or lust, he can’t decide which.

	  “You see. We daren’t do anything. It could kill you.”

	  Stephan’s incoherent reply ebbs away to a muted sob, but Maeve’s not letting it drop. 

	  “You know the reasons better than me. Your nervous system is scrambled. This body is intact - if not entirely original - but the neural connections are in a state of flux. Until science catches up with what Laidlaw was attempting, they can’t risk even an exploratory operation.”

	  “Damn them all!” Stephan’s voice crackles with quiet vehemence.

	  “We’ll have the answer someday. Then we can do whatever we want. Until then, we have to wait. What Laidlaw did frightened and revolted anyone with the intelligence to even vaguely comprehend what he was trying to achieve. Those without saw the leaked video: the cages, the vats, and the incinerator.”

	  The look he gives her is more disgusted than angry: “I know. I was there: it’s not like I can forget. But I’ll not forgive those self-described ‘saviours’ either. If your jealous peers had reined in their fear, I’d be a self-propelled human being instead of a lump of meat with a wiring problem.”

	  She looks down at him, suppressing the urge to slap him: “They weren’t my anything, and you might have been mobile. I don’t share your rosy view of what the results of Laidlaw’s mad science would have been.”

	  He pointedly looks away from her. The conversation dies and they both end up looking out toward Spire House, the architectural feature that gives it its name just visible against the lights of the freight yards at Narrowood.

	  The sounds of the party are becoming abstract noise against the lulling peace of the night when Stephan starts in his chair, eyes fixing on a bed of exotic shrubs in the corner of the rooftop on the tier below.

	  “There! Maeve, did you see it?” His voice quavers.

	  Maeve sighs. Not again. “No Stephan, I didn’t. That’s because there isn’t anything to see. This little fantasy is the one leftover I really think you should let go.”

	  “It isn’t fantasy. It’s down there. I saw it.”

	  “On the twenty-third floor? Like outside the hospital? Or across from the market? Or was it the one in the roof of the stadium?”

	  “All of them. Maeve, I am not seeing things anymore. It’s consistent. Always the last project I saw Laidlaw working on: Leo.”

	  Maeve rolls her eyes heavenwards then steps in front of his chair with her hands on her hips, glowering down at him.

	  “Enough! Stephan Rhys Anderson, I will have no more of this Leo crap from you. You were laid open and shot full of drugs when you ‘saw’ it. No. This goes no further.”

	  Maeve’s tirade ceases as a wolf whistle comes from below. She whirls, her eyes bright with anger. She hates being whistled at, but her furious retort dies as she spots her ‘admirer’. Something crouches on the wall by the corner plot, hulkingly mannish, possessing eyes that shine with opalescent light. Their regard makes her feel vulnerable. She’s peripherally aware of Stephan starting to hyperventilate, but can’t tear her eyes from the thing until it jerkily flips her an obscene salute and jumps out of sight. Twenty-three floors up!

	  Spinning swiftly to Stephan, she sees from his rolling eyes and foam-flecked lips that he’s gone again, taken by one of the seizures that hadn’t affected him for over a year. As she reaches for the emergency pack attached to the back of the chair, his hand leaps to grasp her wrist, a sure and frighteningly swift move that shouldn’t be possible in his current state. His voice is gurgling - excess saliva? - which makes the words sound all the worse.

	  “He’s right, you know. You’re horny when you’re angry, but you’re fucking luscious when you’re scared.”

	  He passes out and his head slumps forward. Maeve crouches, shaking, for a minute or two before wheeling his unconscious and drooling form back into and through the penthouse. Ignoring the stares, she takes Stephan down to the car park in the guest lift that connects directly to the penthouse.

	  On the way down, she cleans him up a bit and sends a text to Jack, her head of security. As she wheels the still comatose Stephan towards the car, Francis hauls his enormous bulk from the driver’s seat.

	  “You’ll be needing help getting him settled at the house?”

	  Maeve smiles. Francis has a reputation for being surly and uncooperative, but she’s known him since their teens, when he’d been ‘Fatty Franco’ and she’d been ‘Missy Rich’. For her, Francis is a compassionate and understanding friend who has helped and defended her for years. His three-hundred-pound-plus body carries a lot of surplus, but he can still lift damn near his own bodyweight without breaking a sweat. However, running is a topic they never discuss.

	  “Thank you, Franco.”

	  She lays a hand on his arm, as he reaches to pick Stephan up. He turns his head to look at her while he continues the gentle lift.

	  “Something happened to set him off. Tell me.”

	  “He saw Leo. But, this time, I saw Leo too. No idea what it is, but it scared me.”

	  Francis nods. He keeps his thoughts to himself. Maeve sees him retrieve a big automatic from the lock-box in the boot, then check it thoroughly, before placing it into a shoulder holster she hadn’t been aware of him wearing.

	  She sits quietly as the car makes its way across Southhaw, escaping the always-busy nightlife around Diamond Plaza and heading out into the lighter traffic on the road home. She weighs the wisdom of taking Stephan straight to Knight Hall, in case he doesn’t recover.

	  In the end, she decides to hope and taps the partition. Francis lowers it, not taking his eyes from the road.

	  “Take us home, Franco. But be ready to make a trip later.”

	  “Knight Hall?”

	  “Yes. Jack will be coming, too.”

	  He nods. The partition closes.

	  She watches Stephan’s profile flicking between sharp delineation and shadowed obscurity as they pass streetlights. He’s stayed handsome. Thinner than when they first met, but still fascinating. His chest rises and falls evenly under her touch, his pectoral muscles still firm. That’s another thing baffling the doctors. Even though he’s near-totally paralyzed, no atrophy afflicts his musculature. In many subtle ways, it’s actually improved: becoming more efficient, possibly stronger. Another mysterious outcome - like so much of what has been done to him.

	  She allows herself to brood over her hatred of Professor Laidlaw for a little while, but, in honesty, her smouldering need for vengeance passed with her realisation that what she and Stephan share is an addiction, not a love. It had taken his being reduced to a living mannequin, something she could admire but no longer lose herself in, for her to recognise the destructive path they’d been on.

	  Recognising that hasn’t helped with the conflicting urges she feels towards him, though.

	 

	  Stephan met Professor Aiden Laidlaw as his life hit rock-bottom, a grievous divorce leaving him with nothing but bills, his family gone with Jennifer, his ex-wife.

	  He and Maeve argued a lot during that period. It frequently ended in him storming out, only to return later, drunk and apologetic. One night, after a whole afternoon of arguing, he tried a different tack. The aftermath of that disastrous, drunken attempt at reconciliation with Jennifer resulted in him attempting to plunge to his death down the stairs in her family home. While he languished in hospital, artfully constructed – and only marginally justified - ‘unfit parent’ claims combined with disclosures about Maeve’s less-than-salubrious past gave his wife’s team of solicitors the leverage they needed. Their petition swept the board against Stephan’s few character witnesses.

	  He probably wouldn’t have fallen for Laidlaw’s offer if his children hadn’t died along with their mother and her boyfriend. An icy Alpine road, a deep gorge, and a blow-out en route to a skiing holiday to help the kids get over the divorce. Maeve knew Stephan couldn’t bring himself to contemplate their last moments as the car plummeted downwards.

	  To top it all, in some mad twist of guilt, he’d somehow managed to associate the intense passion he and Maeve shared with the sudden death of everything he cared about. His fascination turned to loathing and he’d had Maeve barred from visiting him.

	  Stephan had been approached by Laidlaw before the tragedy, and Maeve had voiced her concerns. Frankly, she hadn’t trusted the grey-eyed man one bit. While in the depths of his grief, the professor returned to remind him of the bolder claims he made regarding his work. The promises ate at him, wore down what little resolve he had left. Without her arguments to counterbalance the claims, he succumbed to what was on offer.

	  By the time Maeve found out about his plans, he’d been transferred to Spire House. That place was a closed facility, which dovetailed nicely with his proclamation that he never wanted to see Maeve again.

	  As the months passed, she’d gone quietly crazy, desperate to see the man who held her fascinated. When it all fell apart and the horrors came to light, she’d been the only one left to stand by him. The expression on his face as she entered the ward where he lay made her heart leap – for the last time. His unforgiving attitude swiftly damped her fascination and quashed the combination of maternal instinct and undefined need she’d mistaken for love. The lust, however, seemed to rise in direct ratio to his inability to meet it. She persevered, moving him into Fyne Crosse Lodge, her family home. She was determined that no matter what, he’d never have to worry about medical requirements.

	  He seems to resent her even more for caring. Snide comments about her reasons for doing so or her seeking to escape her ‘duties’ are never far away. Every time he gets frustrated, she gets denigrated.

	 

	  During early morning hours, her thinking on the subject of the two of them is always clearer: she knows that even if he makes some sort of miraculous recovery, what’s left of their relationship will likely not last beyond a few torrid nights, plus however long habit and guilt make him stay after that.

	  For the life of her she can’t think of a reason why she should try and get him to remain. Tellingly, she can’t feel sad about it, either.

	 

	Tuesday Night

	Dooley’s Green

	 

	  Nobody does whining like Nancy: “Can’t you live without the bloody fags until tomorrow?”

	  “No I bloody can’t. Put your rags on. The offy is still open so it won’t take long. If you’re good, I’ll get a bottle too.”

	  Pete shakes his head as she bends over to drop her huge tits into a lacy bra with cups like buckets. Of all the tarts he’s ever shacked up with, she’s got the biggest boobs he’s ever seen. Which is the only reason he puts up with her chatter - apart from her complete lack of class. She needs to be somewhere between wanted and owned. He’d smacked the nagging off her right quick, but she just wouldn’t shut up unless she had something in her gob, and not always then.

	  “This do?” She turns round wearing one of his shirts over her black undies. For Christ’s sake.

	  “Shoes. Something over your knickers. Sort your hair.”

	  “There’s nothing wrong with my hair! I’m a hairdresser, I know stuff like that.”

	  Pete gives up and grabs her hand as she finishes pulling up her leggings. She hops out of the place after him, slipping her work flats onto her feet one-handed as he continues to tow her along.

	  Once he’s sworn at the car enough to get it to start, he puts it in drive and wheels it one-handed as he uses his other hand to shove Nancy’s face into his lap. He doesn’t really care if she gets busy down there, but it muffles her chat a treat.

	  He screeches to a stop just down from the offy and dumps his muck into her mouth with a grunt. As she opens the door to spit, he grins at her back. “Pack of twenty, six pack of beer and a bottle of rum. We got coke at home.”

	  “Bastard. Money.” She shoves an open hand back toward him.

	  He slaps a tenner down on her palm and is tucking his truncheon away as she slams the door. He nearly has a nasty moment with his zip. Bitch. Why couldn’t she ever just close the door? He watches her disappear into the offy and chuckles. He’s pretty sure she’ll have to let the old boy behind the counter cop a feel to get all the goods. Still, a needy tart that saves money is always useful.

	  Something hits the car. He twists round to see some streetlife stagger to his feet. He lowers his window. “Watch where you’re going, pisshead!”

	  The figure mutters something incomprehensible in a slurred voice, then continues down the street with a drunken swagger – more stagger than swagger, really. Pete smiles. It isn’t unknown for him to get in that state, and he’s done a lot worse than fall against someone’s car. He watches the drunk’s progress in his rear-view mirror. Watches as the figure lurches from light to shade, passing under the streetlights.

	  The drunk stops. Pete waits for the inevitable projectile vomiting to start. The drunk raises his arms and Pete feels a chill. That isn’t nausea, that’s defensive!

	  From an alleyway parallel to the drunk, a very tall figure steps stiffly into view. The drunk backpedals rapidly and tangles his legs in his rags, falling onto his back in the road. Pete hunches his shoulders a little, drawing his head down so only the headrest will be visible from where the two figures are. Something’s about to go down and it doesn’t matter if it’s a mugging or a stomping. Pete’s usual indifference is submerged in a rising feeling of wrongness. He doesn’t want the tall one to know he’s here.

	  The drunk’s scrabbling on the road, trying to get some sort of traction to effect an escape. The figure closes the distance with a jerky stride, reaches down and picks the drunk up one-handed without apparent effort. It holds him up like a prize, ignoring the feeble blows landed by kicks from scrawny legs. As Pete feels his discomfort turn to fear, the tall figure grabs the drunk’s head and rocks it violently back and forth.

	  He’s praying Nancy will take a little longer, long enough for the incident behind to end and for the tall attacker to move on. With an almost casual arm movement, the tall one pulls the drunk’s head off. Dark fluid spurts and showers down around the pair of them.

	  As the event registers, Pete’s attention is caught by Nancy coming out of the shop, carrier bag in hand as she buttons the borrowed shirt with the other.

	  “Fuck!” Pete starts the car, swings out and heads towards the offy. He slows and reaches over to open the passenger door.

	  “Get in!”

	  Nancy looks pissed off. “Fucking stop then.”

	  “Just get in!”

	  “Don’t you speak to me like that. I had to jerk him off to get the stuff. So be nice.”

	  Pete’s retort dies in his throat as a huge hand grabs Nancy by the tits and drags her toward the back of the car. Something in the carrier bag she drops shatters against the road. Her screams are the last thing Pete hears before a screech of tyres, the crash of his passenger door being slammed shut as it hits a parked van, and the noise of window glass scattering across the passenger seat. After that, all he can hear is the thundering of blood in his ears, gasping breaths, and wind roar.

	  He drives past his flat. He doesn’t stop at any of his mate’s places. He doesn’t stop at his mums. He doesn’t stop until he sees the signs for a service station on the outskirts of Brighton a few hours later.

	 

	  Ahmed has run the off licence for thirty years, ever since he inherited it from his father. Expanding into drug dealing and adding a flexible attitude over what comprises payment keeps the place afloat, and him having sex.

	  He’s survived hold-ups, racists, and riots. But a shredded breast in a bloody, lacy ‘G’ cup hitting him in the head, as he opens the shop door to see what crashed, is the thing that decides him to sell up and take the family to Peshawar like his grandparents keep asking him to do.

	 

	Tuesday Night

	Narrowood

	 

	  The night remains sultry, and the streets gradually empty. What few pedestrians are about hurry to their destinations, casting fearful glances into every doorway and alleyway. 

	  PC Avril Simpson and her partner, PC Bill Donaldson, walk an uneasy beat through one of the rougher neighbourhoods in NW13. On a night less oppressive, they would be ridiculed from doorways and windows, or greeted with sullen silence and hateful stares as they rounded corners. Tonight, they’ve met few residents and those have scurried past with their heads down.

	  As they near the end of their patrol section, the sound of a woman chanting the Lord’s Prayer - between racking sobs - reaches them. With a glance at Bill, Avril moves swiftly towards an alley entrance, while he scans the immediate area for suspicious activity or loiterers. Officers have been ambushed round here, with broken bones being the least unpleasant result.

	  Avril steps from the lights of Chowder Street into the bluish shadow of an alleyway. The voice comes from beyond the smashed gate on her left. Aftermath of a home invasion? Avril beckons to Bill and steps through the gate, taser at the ready.

	  “What’s going on here, th-”

	  Her voice stops as her eyes take in the carnage before her. Around the barely six-metre square yard are strewn the remains of several people, all lit by the soft glow of those little solar-powered lanterns you can buy cheaply online.

	  She recognises some of them from their colours: The Crows, a mainly teenage gang of petty thieves with a predilection for violence. She’d arrested a few of them on the outskirts of the Notting Hill carnival last year. They’d been cornering groups of tourists and extorting valuables by force, relying on sheer numbers and home-made signal jammers to keep any interference at bay.

	  “Sweet Jesus.” Bill’s soft expletive brings her out of horrified fascination. He points past her shoulder. A figure kneels in the shadow of the tenement. The light from Bill’s torch shows her to be naked, wracked with violent shakes, and covered in gore. Her brown eyes are wide, gaze fixed on the partial body draped over the child’s climbing frame at the other end of the yard. She’s passing an object back and forth in her bloodied hands. Stepping nearer, Avril sees it’s a human heart. Her stomach rebels violently and she can’t help vomiting over an eviscerated torso. Bill’s touch on her shoulder brings her back again.

	  “I’ve called for backup, Simpson. Now let’s try and retrieve the lass from her private horror film.”

	  He slips on surgical gloves and steps carefully over to the quaking girl. Standing by her, he can see the lump she’s toying with wasn’t cut from a body. Lying against her other side is another corpse, its chest ripped open.

	  With a gentleness that astonishes Avril, he pries the heart from her hands, steps past her, and places it carefully back into the torso.

	  Moving back, he crouches and looks into her eyes. She smiles and collapses. As he catches her limp body, she hears him whisper: “Sleep now, lass. Help is coming.”

	 

	  The discovery of the slaughtered gang draws many units to the scene. Grisly events like these attract the worst of the gutter press and the craziest of sightseers. Those investigating will be outnumbered by the officers necessary to keep the hacks and the bloodthirsty out. 

	 

	  Within an hour, a search of the tenement reveals the dismembered remains of the rest of the gang. Body parts for around thirty bodies are retrieved and sent to the crime lab where forensic examiners will glean what they can.

	  The naked woman is identified from the ID in her bag, found inside the building: Lauren Adams. She’s taken to hospital under police guard.

	 

	Wednesday Morning

	Knight Hall

	 

	  Maeve smoothly swings the big car round the final hairpin that leads to the gate. As expected, a sudden flash of spinning blue light reveals a patrol car assigned to guard the former home of the notorious Aiden Laidlaw. 

	  The count of lives ruined or lost to his experiments will never be properly established. The hatred that engendered has seen mobs forming outside Spire House and Knight Hall, fully intent on burning both places down. Even now, the occasional righteous fool still tries.

	  She pulls out from an impending reverie as she draws alongside the patrol car and smiles sweetly at the two policemen as their window slides down.

	  “Good evening, officers. Any visitors?”

	  “Oh, good evening Miss Crosse. No, we’ve not suffered any of the great unwashed or paparazzi for a couple of months now. Hopefully things are quieting down at last. Going in?”

	  “Yes please. Mister Anderson suffered a major relapse. Francis will be bringing him and Jack along in a little while. I came ahead to prepare.”

	  “Poor bastard, after so long. We’ll keep an eye out for the car and open the gates so there’s no delay. Good luck, Miss Crosse.”

	  “Thank you. Goodnight.”

	  PC Bob Drawne turns to his new companion on this lonely guard duty.

	  “That’s Maeve Crosse. She’s hotter than the papers say and so well-connected it’s career suicide to try and deny her anything.”

	  “What do we do if she gets uppity, then?” PC Nigel Reeves is getting better at spotting the less obvious hazards of his new duty.

	  “We are polite and sympathetic while discreetly admiring her figure. Then we kick the problem upstairs so fast it sets fire to the wires, tell her we’ve kicked it upstairs, and go back to admiring her figure as she storms off.”

	  “Roger that.”

	 

	Wednesday Morning

	St Kit’s Hospital

	 

	  As the patrol cars leave, Henry takes up position: a vantage point on the fire escape outside Devon’s room. A very nasty business, this gang massacre. But Henry knows where he’s needed. Something made him move from the waiting area of the hospital to somewhere with a clear field of fire and sight of Devon himself. With a resigned, knowing sigh, he settles himself in for the long remainder of the night.

	 

	  As the ghost of predawn stains the sky, a small, shadowy figure heaves itself into view over the rear wall of the hospital. Ignoring the security spikes, it bounces on the balls of its feet before leaping the twenty-foot gap from wall to fire escape ladder. Henry swallows as the entire structure creaks with the impact. This thing must weigh a ton! He thinks about waiting for a clear shot, then decides to be sensible.

	  “Armed Police. Halt or I will fire!”

	  I’ll fire anyway, but rules are rules.

	  The diminutive figure pauses in its swinging ascent of the outside of the fire escape. The half-brick it throws nearly gets Henry in the head, but a dangling wire deflects it into his gun. The impact strikes sparks and shakes the weapon from his hands. It swings violently on its strap, slipping his grip as he seeks to retrieve it. The little nasty is climbing rapidly, alternating mad cackling with a singsong chant of: “Kill the Devon, scour the dross.”

	  Henry gives up with the gun as the child-sized creature heaves itself up next to him. In the split second while it changes its balance to enable an attack, he lunges forward with his baton taser. The crackling impact turns into a flash as the amber-eyed creature howls and arches backwards, tumbling from the fire escape.

	  He catches himself before he goes over too, then watches the creature slam down into the parking area. The light’s bad, but he’d swear it spreads on impact, then contracts.

	  As he holsters the baton and retrieves his gun, a movement catches his eye. Turning his head, he watches incredulously as the creature rolls over, stands up and dashes at the outer wall. Barely slowing, it vaults the three-metre obstacle and vanishes into the greying shadows.

	 

	Wednesday Morning

	Knight Hall

	 

	  Maeve looks down at Stephan’s wired-up body, lying under the cold illumination provided by the amphitheatre’s arc lights.

	  The clinically clean and precisely arranged area hasn’t changed from the moment she’d been led in by two scared policewomen to meet Captain Devon Williams, the man responsible for putting an end to Laidlaw’s experiments.

	  Devon had been as clear as he could regarding Stephan’s maiming. The limp body, suffering varying degrees of being divorced from the brain’s control. The seizures. The fine network of scars that covered his torso and limbs. The fact that some parts of his body were no longer entirely original. The fact there wasn’t a glimmer of hope he’d heal without surgery and the corollary that surgery was unlikely to ever occur, because no-one fully understood what had happened to him.

	  Stephan had been the sole holdout, stubbornly refusing the euthanasia options that had been offered, even after his limited quality of life had been explained. Maeve had supported his decision.

	  That euthanasia offer caused public outcry when it came to light a few weeks later, but the public didn’t know the full extent of the mutilations. She’d been told that most who took euthanasia would have spent what lives they had left in the ‘black’ wards of selected hospitals. The rest would have suffered constant pain and unknown complications as time progressed. The offer had been a sad mercy that Devon insisted be offered to them.

	  In her darker moments, Maeve wonders if Stephan should have taken the offer. During really dark moments, she wonders if she did the right thing.

	  She raises a hand, signalling Jack, the diminutive ex-army specialist with experience of medicine and computers. How he’d found the time to do all of that was something she never dared ask, but she was grateful for his expertise and compassion. Finding another single person with his skills and security clearance would probably be impossible.

	  High above, his arm waves in response before dropping to the complex instrument boards in the dim control room. A high-pitched hum begins as a faint green nimbus flashes into being around Stephan’s form. No-one can tell her what that aura signifies, just as they can’t explain where it comes from.

	  The effects are all that Maeve cares about: it puts Stephan’s mind and body back into shaky equilibrium. It’s been five months since his last treatment, and Maeve had hoped their visits to this grim reminder of the past were over.

	  The aura intensifies. It flashes bright, shot through with red lightning, then flickers out completely.

	  “What the fuck?” Jack’s voice trails his hurtling form, taking the quick way down by the simple expedient of swinging down the exposed framework in front of the control room and dropping to the floor a few metres from the table on which Stephan lies.

	  He moves swiftly to Maeve’s side and places a calming hand on her shoulder.

	  “Okay, what does it say in the manual about that?”

	  Maeve finds her voice, albeit shaky. “I don’t know. You’ve read the damn thing more than me and we both know that red lightning does not feature, even in the ‘things that could go wrong’ section.”

	  “Is this a private chat or can anyone join in?” Stephan’s voice interrupts, its timbre rich and vibrant. Maeve looks down into clear eyes. He’s back.

	  Jack reaches out to release Stephan’s restraints and shakes his hand before he pulls him upright. Maeve strokes his hand as she helps him into the wheelchair.

	  As they focus on Stephan, the faint red glow around an antenna high in the darkness above goes unnoticed.

	 

	Wednesday Morning

	Grimholt

	 

	  The cat leaps nearly a half-metre into the air as a large missile sails over the fence. It lands with a dull ‘thud’ and rolls unevenly across the paving slabs to splash quietly into the warm waters of the pool. 

	 

	****
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