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How beautiful they are
How beautiful the lordly ones
In the hollow hills.

-- Fiona Macleod (1855-1905)



CHAPTER 1

“Nikos. Get this clear in your stupid head. I am not coming to your
bloody party!” Lucy held the mobile phone away from her ear, hoping
that her half brother might lose his temper. But Nikos knew that Lucy
would always try to annoy him. So he didn’t rise to the bait. In the end
Lucy would always lose her temper before he did. It was an old game
and one that Lucy rarely won. It was her fatal flaw.

“You know,” he replied calmly, “Yesha and I only hold these parties
so that we can find a suitable man for you and Imogen. You really
should try to cooperate. It’s very important.”

“I’ve been to your parties before. I’'m not going to allow myself to
be shagged by complete strangers on the remote off chance that one of
them is on the same psychic frequency as me. Anyway, I’'m not coming
back to England for another week and then I’'m going straight back to
Keele for the start of term.”

There was a long silence. Lucy surveyed the casual rows of naked
bodies bronzing in the September sun. The sea lapped placidly at the
edges of the golden sand. At the far end of the beach a group of gay
men were quietly skimming frisbees at each other over the water. It was
very peaceful.

“Where are you?” Nikos asked eventually.

“I’'m on Skiathos. On a nudist beach. So there.”

“Oh, bloody hell Lucy, you can do better than that. Nudists? They’re
all lumpy. For God’s sake. If you want to see beautiful bodies and big
swinging dicks come to my party.”

“Sod off Nikos !! They’re real human beings. Anyway, that’s where
I am.” Lucy looked around at her naked companions to see if anyone
was listening to her conversation, but nudist beaches can be very
discreet and in any case most of the naked bodies were middle aged,
middle class and German and knew better than to eavesdrop on mobile
phone conversations.

“It’s very nice here,” Lucy continued, “very peaceful, except for the
bloody round the island boat which comes close inshore at three o’clock
so that the oiks can gawp at the pervy nudists. It amazes me that there
are so many people out there who have never seen tits or willies before.
What’s the big deal? Surely they must have naughty bits of their own,
don’t you think.”

“Dunno. Alright, alright. I’ll get back to you when you’re in a better
mood. Where are the others then?”



“Mummy has gone back to England with Drew and Sonja. Sophie
and dad and Imogen are taking The Three Lovers back to the Lavrion
marina. Then they’re going to Athens. I'll join them there. Drew is
sending a plane for us.”

“And you’re not going to come to the party?”

“No, Nikos. I'm not coming to your bloody party. Sod off!!” Lucy
hurled the offending phone into the sea. The couple on the next pair of
sunbeds looked up, startled, and watched the lithe bronzed body uncoil
itself from its own sunbed, shake its torrent of platinum blonde hair and
run into the sea after the phone. Lucy retrieved it from the shallows and
looked at it ruefully. It was beyond salvage. She was now out of touch
with the world. No matter, there was another phone in her hotel room.

“Broken, is it?” said the woman on the next bed, fortyish and slightly
overweight but completely at ease with her pendulous body.

Lucy shrugged, “I’ve got another one,” she said, “I hate them really,
but they are so useful.”

“I know,” said the man, “I always keep mine turned off. Except when
I need it.”

Lucy smiled at them and relaxed. She was used to the casual
nakedness of her extended family, and to the licentious nudity of
Nikos’s infamous orgies. But these were private affairs and the bodies
on display were always young and always perfect. This was different.
The bodies here came in all shapes and sizes and ages and their owners
seemed totally unselfconscious about them, from the flabby cellulite
pocked bottoms to the firm and toned athletic gods and goddesses. And
the strange thing was that in spite of the variety of bodies they were all
curiously anonymous. Sometimes Lucy thought that she recognised some
of their faces in the evenings, wandering around Skiathos town, or in the
restaurants and tavernas, but in their clothes they always looked different
and she was never quite sure. It was clothes which gave them their
discrete identity. Here they all merged into one quintessential human
form, stripped of all concealment.

There was nothing erotic about it and nobody seemed to judge or to
care. It all seemed entirely natural, strangely comfortable and curiously
liberating as though the nude bathers were unconsciously recalling a
primal memory of a time when naked proto humans had roamed without
shame across the fair weather Eden of palaeolithic Europe. And, after
the first flush of curiosity at the extraordinary variety of male and
female bodies arrayed around the small beach, she had stopped looking
and settled down to reading the proofs of uncle James’s latest novel,
which was based on the extraordinary lives her parents had led when



they had been students over thirty years ago in an age when sex and
nudity seemed to have been almost de rigeur. It was Nikos’s fascination
with the accounts of Drew Quatermain’s King Kong parties and the
more intimate sexual rituals of the Circle of the Square of Three which
had galvanised him into organising his own parties in the hope that wild
orgies would somehow unearth men with the psychic powers which he
had inherited from his father.

But men like his father, and Yesha’s father Drew, were unbelievably
rare and neither Nikos nor his two fathers had ever found anyone quite
like themselves. So whilst he and his wife Yesha enjoyed the capacity
for psychic sex which they had inherited from both of their respective
parents, his sister Imogen and his half sister Lucinda had never found
a compatible man and, although they were no strangers to heterosexual
sex, they preferred an incestuous psycho sexual relationship with each
other to imperfect sex with normal men. Lucy didn’t much care. The
psychic powers and the telepathy which she shared with Imogen and
their respective mothers and fathers were more of a burden than a
blessing. Most of the time she tried to suppress them. But it was
difficult. Even now she could tell what the couple next to her were
thinking, which was a confused mish mash of where they would eat
tonight and what they would do afterwards. Lucy didn’t want to know.
So she put up her defensive barriers and reverted to the more pedestrian
medium of the spoken word.

“Is this your first time here?” the woman asked.

“Yes,” Lucy replied.

“It’s nice isn’t it. Such a lovely beach. And it’s lovely swimming
without clothes isn’t it. We’ve been coming here for years. Just for the
beach, and the rest.”

“What are you reading?” her husband asked, rolling onto his side to
reveal a very large flaccid penis. Lucy looked away. It was not that she
was unused to the sight of male genital organs, and the ones she usually
encountered were rarely flaccid for long, but in this context it seemed
rude to look. She had got used to falling asleep on her front with her
head on her arms and then waking up to find that the loungers had been
rearranged to face the sun and she was looking directly at someone’s
meticulously shaved pudenda. She and Imogen also followed the current
fashion for genital depilation but it was a little disconcerting at close
range, especially on men.

“Scholars and Gentlemen ” Lucy replied, “it’s a novel. Written by a
friend of my parents. Actually it’s based on a novel my father wrote
thirty years ago, when he was a lecturer in a crappy university.”



“Is it any good?” the woman asked. Once the ice was broken, nudists
seemed eager to talk to someone else, as though the act of shedding
their clothes created an invisible barrier to communication which they
were desperate to overcome.

“Well, 1 think so. Bit long winded in places and very academic.
Sparkly chick lit it is not!”

“What’s it about?”

“Well, on one level it’s about nasty academics plotting against each
other. But on another level it’s about the conflict between reason and
faith and about psychic enlightenment and spiritual revelation. It’s a bit
weird reading about what one’s parents did when they were young.
Especially the sexy bits. One doesn’t think of one’s parents as being like
that. So sexy. Bit gross, in a way. Odd thing is, they’re still like that.”

Lucy had inadvertently gone further down this road than was entirely
proper and she felt the disapprobation in the minds of her companions.
What families did behind closed doors was not for public consumption.
What Lucy’s extended family did behind closed doors defied all
conventional mores. She was more prudish than her parents and
sometimes resented her mothers sleeping with Drew Quatermain, though
she understood why they did it, and, since her father didn’t seem to
mind, why should she? As Lucy progressed through James Sinclair’s
book she had become more intellectually aware of the strange forces
which bound her extraordinary parents so closely to each other and
which she herself was so determined to deny. For the older members of
her family sleeping with each other was almost a form of worship. They
had always done it, though Caroline and Sophie had stopped sleeping
with Drew now that he had remarried.

The strange sexual ritual of the Square of Three which she was
currently reading about in Scholars and Gentlemen had faded into the
past. Latterly they had slept with Drew to give him comfort and
company, but now Drew enjoyed the beguiling body of his new wife
who did not expect to be shared with the other members of the Circle,
though she did consent to take part in their naked meditation rituals
where her own psychic insights were valued. Her parents were, Lucy
thought, at last growing up. But then again, she had once enjoyed
Nikos’s parties, though they were really just orgies for young city
swingers and lacked the sacerdotal commitment of her parents’ sexual
games. Now she was simply bored by them. She and Imogen had given
up any hope of finding uniquely compatible men, and both were tired
of screwing chinless frogs in the forlomn hope of finding a psychic
prince. If such a man were to come into their lives it would be through



fate rather than fornication. In the meantime Lucy rather fancied her
boss, but more for his intellect than for his body.

“Interesting,” said the man, rolling onto his back, “perhaps I’ll read
it. Who’s it by?”

“James Sinclair.”

“Oh yes, I’'ve heard of him,” said the wife, “nice books, and very
sexy, and he likes happy endings doesn’t he. I like happy endings. Do
you really know him? What’s he like?”

“He’s a friend of the family,” said Lucy in a noncommittal voice, “he
is nice. When we were children we used to call him uncle James.”

“He’s very rich isn’t he,” said the woman.

“Yes, I suppose so,” Lucy had been taught from birth not to reveal
too much about the true identity of her family, which was more bizarre
and dangerous than this couple could ever imagine, though if they did
read Scholars and Gentlemen, and realised that it was based on real
people and events, they would come close to the truth. But James had
changed names and places to distance them all from the original
manuscript, which Lucy’s father Marcus had completed and abandoned
over thirty years ago.

“Perhaps I’ll read it, when I get home,” the woman said.

“Well,” Lucy countered, “I’m afraid it hasn’t been published yet. This
is just a proofing copy.”

The man looked at the cover, then looked quizzically at Lucy.

“Doesn’t say Sinclair on the cover. And don’t proofs come as
unbound galleys? I’ve published a few things myself....I know about
these things.”

Lucy sensed curiosity and distrust. She looked briefly into his mind.
He was an academic. A medievalist, like her father, and therefore a
sceptic. She decided to end the conversation by leaving the beach.

“He uses print on demand publishing for his proofs. He thinks it’s
easier to read bound books than galleys. When he’s satisfied with it he
will send it to his publisher. And he’s publishing this book under a
pseudonym because it’s different from his other books.” That wasn’t the
whole truth. Like her parents Lucy could not lie, but she belonged to a
generation which habitually concealed its insecurity behind half truths
some of which came close to being outright lies.

“Think I’d better go,” Lucy said, “and ring my brother. On my other
phone. He means well. I’ve just got a bit of a temper. I’d better
apologise to him. So nice to meet you. Please excuse me.” She picked
up her bag, smiled sweetly, and left.

The man watched the girl with the immaculate figure amble down the



beach, savoured the rhythmic flick of the slim hips and tiny bottom, the
firm athletic breasts, the long blonde hair and the fine featured, delicate,
nordic face. Like Uma Thurman, he thought, or maybe Claudia Schiffer;
long, blonde and leggy anyway. Then he wondered who she was.
Perhaps she really was Uma Thurman. Celebrities and film stars had
been known to come to this beach to swim in the nude. And did she
really know James Sinclair? On holiday people can be whoever they
like. Maybe she was just a fantasist. But she was certainly one hell of
a looker. He wondered if he would recognise her with her clothes on.
People tended not to look too closely at faces on nudist beaches for fear
of being recognised elsewhere. Anyway, if she came back tomorrow he
would ask her who she was. Then he remembered regretfully that he
would be going home tomorrow. The naked girl on the beach would
remain a mysterious memory.

As she reached the end of the beach Lucy retrieved her diaphanous
sarong from her little bag and wrapped it round herself before entering
the small hotel which straddled the rocky promontory dividing the two
adjacent beaches. She was greeted by the owner and her daughter.

“Do you know what is this herb?” Simone’s mother extended her
hand from the sleeve of the kaftan in one sensuous serpentine movement
and held it under Lucy’s nose so that the pungent fragrance of a very
familiar herb flooded her olfactory senses.

“Yes,” Lucy replied, “it’s basil.”

Simone’s mother shrugged her shoulders as though surprised that this
English girl should know the name of such a common Greek herb.

“Humm,” she said, “it is called basil because it is king of herbs. It
is holy herb. For God.”

Lucy knew this too, but did not intend to embarrass the lady. She
looked at Simone, who smiled at her and shook her head. Simone was
a mirror image of her mother. Late twenties early thirties. Petite and
very Greek with long wavy dark hair and dark brown eyes. Rather like
Sophie, Lucy thought, and Imogen. She had warmed to Simone from the
moment she had met her.

Simone surveyed the slender blonde who was dressed only in an
exiguous sarong which clung to her wet body like a second skin,
revealing almost as much as if she had been naked.

“There is a fax for you, just arrived.” Simone produce a printout
from under the reception desk and handed it to Lucy. The fax header
had the familiar Trikos triangle logo. Throwing the phone into the sea
had not been a good idea. It was from Drew Quatermain’s PA who had
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resorted to the antiquated fax the minute the automated surveillance
computer reported the death of the phone. There would be a slight
change of plan. Lucy would not need to go to Athens to join the others.
The Trikos executive jet would stop by Skiathos and collect her. She
could have some extra days on the beach.

“You work for Trikos?”

“No,” Lucy hesitated. She had learned from long experience that it
was unwise to reveal her true relationship with Trikos and resorted to
her customary gambit when faced with this kind of question, “I
have.....shares in Trikos.”

Simone sensed that she was not being told the whole truth, but did
not pursue it. It was not any of her business and her own wealthy
family had warned her about giving too much away about herself to
strangers. This was a dangerous world. Especially for the children of the
super rich.

“Forgive me, Dr Hannay.” Simone said, “I have been thinking that
I know your name. There was at my university in England a Professor
Scott Hannay. It is an unusual name. You are related perhaps?”

“My mother, Caroline Scott Hannay,” Lucy replied. Simone smiled.
She had never actually met Professor Hannay, but she knew all about
her because her combination of wealth, beauty and devastating intellect
made her something of a campus celebrity, known and forlornly admired
by students who could not begin to aspire to her standards.

“You are very like her. As much as [ am like my mother.”

“People say so. I don’t know. I try to be different, but it’s not easy.
We are very similar in looks and personality. Even though I was brought
up by someone else.”

“She is a philosopher, I think.”

“More or less. Medieval philosophy and theology. Did you read
philosophy?”’

Simone shook her head again. “No, I am not so clever. I did Tourism
and Hotel Management. But it was ten years ago. Is your mother still
there?”

“No, she left when the government started meddling with the
universities. She didn’t like the managerial bureaucracy.”

“And you are iatros, doctor of medicine?”

“No, not medical. I have a doctorate in astrophysics.”

“Po po!” said Simone, slightly awe struck, “astrophysics!”

“You have not clothes,” Simone’s mother looked concerned, “where
are clothes?”

“I have some clothes, in my room. I don’t need many clothes.”
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Simone’s mother pulled a face.

“And you are at the Little Banana beach. You English. You love the
sun too much. Look at them.” She pointed at the rows of naked bodies
baking on the beach, just visible through the heat haze rising from the
terrace from which Lucy’s trail of wet footprints had already
disappeared, “no shame.” She laughed, “I do it too. Why not to do it.
It is, how you say, natural.”

“Ignore my mother,” Simone laughed, “Anyway, now I can offer you
a better room. One with balcony. Because you came here without
booking, the room you have is not so good. But now there is free a
better one. Would you like to see?” Simone was anxious to please
someone who might just be important. A celebrity of some kind whose
presence here might be good for the image of her hotel.

Lucy nodded.

“Then come with me.”

The two young women left the reception desk and plunged into the
cool dark corridors of the hotel.

“You speak excellent English,” Lucy said, following Simone.

“Thank you. Well, I went to the American College in Athens and I
was in England for three years at university. So English is almost my
first language. Do you speak any Greek?”

“A little. One of my mothers is half Greek and as a family we spend
a lot of time cruising in the Aegean.”

“You have two mothers? How so two mothers? Your mother is
divorced?”

“No, it’s a long and complicated story.” Lucy instinctively trusted
Simone and, whilst she was not prepared to talk about Trikos, she was
prepared to tell her more than she was prepared to tell the couple on the
beach. “We are an unusual family. My mothers are not formally married
to my father. My father is the Scott part of my name. Caroline Scott
Hannay is my birth mother. My other mother is Sophie Scott Devenish
and she brought me up as a child with her own children, my half sister
Imogen and my half brother Nikos. And Yesha.”

“Stop, stop. You are named for your mother? Too complicated
Lucinda, may I call you Lucinda. Too complicated.”

“Most people call me Lucy.”

“Ah yes, Lucy. A child of the light. Yes, of course. Here is the
room. Better. It has balcony and looks onto other beach. So, no naked
bodies. This used to be Xenia hotel. You know of Xenia hotels.”

“The Colonels built the Xenia hotels, in the sixties.”

“Yes. My family has other hotels. On Corfu and Crete. This is ugly
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hotel but in fantastic place, between the beautiful beaches. My father has
given me this one as a challenge. I intend to make it boutique hotel for
rich Greeks. Not tourists. It needs much work. My brothers have best
hotels. Family,” she pulled a wry face. “So. Two mothers. One father.
Your father must be...” She started to laugh. She gripped Lucy’s bare
arm then let it go suddenly, as though struck by an electric shock. She
looked at Lucy intently, trying to make sense of the complex images
which had flooded into her mind.

“I'm sorry,” Lucy lied, “must be static. From the sarong.”

Simone crossed herself and backed away from Lucy, unsure of what
had happened.

“Well, anyway, you can have this room. Better collect your things
from other room.” There was now a hesitant uncertainty in her voice.
She closed the door on Lucy and retreated rapidly down the paved
corridor.

After a few minutes Lucy returned to the small room at the back of
the hotel, which had no balcony, though there was a window looking out
onto the nudist beach. She retrieved her few clothes from the wardrobe
together with the spare mobile phone which she always carried as a
backup in case she succumbed to her temper. Lucy resented her
movements being electronically monitored by the Trikos smart phones,
but in her heart she knew that Drew Quatermain was fearful for her
safety and was doing his best to protect her and her siblings from the
malign consequences of extreme wealth. So the trashing of a phone was
usually accompanied by a sense of guilt and contrition. When she got
back to her new room she first rang the Trikos PA to confirm that she
was okay and had received the Fax message. Then she rang Nikos.

“Sorry Nikos,” she said, “I lost my temper.”

“It happens too often Lucy,” Nikos replied in a hurt tone of voice,
“you really need to control it.”

“I’ll try,” Lucy replied, “and I will come to one of your parties, but
not this one. It’s too near the beginning of term. I’'m too busy. And
anyway I’ll have my period then. So I won’t be much fun will I.” Lucy
was white lying and Nikos knew it because all of the women in his
extended family could control when their periods came, if they came at
all. But he deferred to her because it was only a little lie and arguing
might annoy her and cost the company another phone.

“Okay, then I'll cancel this one and arrange one later in the year. In
a month or so. When you and Imogen can both come. You should come
you know. It’s not fair to expect Yesha to screw all these men on your
behalf. She’s my wife after all.”

13



“I think Yesha enjoys it,” Lucy said sadly, “according to James’s
book her mother was unbelievably promiscuous. She’s like her mother.
We’re all like our mothers. Unfortunately.”

“Yeah, but she does it for a reason. You know as well as I do that
it’s not just about sex. It’s about finding people like us.”

“It’s a lost cause,” Lucy replied, “there are loads of women a little
like us. I’ve just this minute met one, in the hotel. But no men. So we
just have to live with it. Imogen and I are quite happy with each other
you know. And I’ve got the hots for my prof... so... anyway I’ll get back
to you when I’'m in England. Yassoo.”

Lucy relaxed and looked round the darkened room. It was a simple
room, typical of Greek hotels from the seventies but unsuited to the new
millennium. There was a bed which was little better than a mattress on
a low concrete base, and a small recess in which was installed a shower,
wash basin and toilet. Simone was right. It needed a complete make-
over. Lucy sighed, unslipped the sarong and lay back on the bed which
was more comfortable than she had expected.

The naked body was as near perfect as it could be. Uniformly and
naturally bronze brown. Long legged and athletic with small, high, firm
breasts and snake slim hips. And a sombre Nordic face offset by a very
sexy mouth and crowned with platinum blonde hair which she normally
wore tied back in a single tight plait. She was as like her mother as two
peas in a pod. Naked, it was almost impossible to tell them apart, even
down to the huge bow with which both of them habitually tied off their
plaits. Lucy wondered where her mother was, and, more important,
where her beloved half sister was.

She allowed her index finger to slip between her legs and thought of
Imogen. It wasn’t strictly necessary but they had learned at puberty that
their psychic powers were enormously amplified by sexual arousal. It
was the quickest connection to Imogen’s libidinous soul. As Lucy began
her gentle orgasm Imogen floated into her mind and kissed her with
transcendental passion. She was sitting cross legged in the bows of The
Thee Lovers, sailing gently along the North coast of Euboea en route for
the marina at Lavrion. Imogen turned her head so that Lucy could see
her father and Sophie in the cockpit and for an instant all four minds
connected with each other in an intimate melding of love and joy. In her
soul Imogen hugged her half sister and comforted her with the thoughts
of the shared pleasures of her sensuous body.

Lucy moaned with psychic ecstasy and withdrew from her sister
lover’s mind. They would be together very soon to share each other’s
flesh as well as each other’s minds. No ordinary man could equal the
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sensations which entranced them when their bodies and souls fused into
one. Like their mothers in their youth, Lucy and Imogen had hurled
themselves into lives of unbridled promiscuity in the hope of finding the
rare men who shared their telepathic talents. They had not been so lucky
as their parents who had found Marcus and Drew and happily shared
them for their love and strength. So, in default of a suitable man, they
took consolation in each other, until the right man would appear and
then they too might have to agree to share him, as Caroline and Sophie
had agreed to share Marcus. In her imagination Imogen faded with a
kiss. Lucy lapsed into fitful sleep and with sleep came the dreams which
were a hated part of her genetic legacy.

This time she was back on a beach, the same beach that she had just
left, but now there were no sun beds, no ramshackle cantina, no Xenia
hotel. Instead there were more than six hundred men on the beach.
Oarsmen and marines, some naked, but mostly in loincloths or short
kilts, the crews of three great galleys, trieres, tripled banked Athenian
warships with massive bronze rams and stems painted with elegant oculi
and surmounted by a great wooden horn. At the stern a fan shaped
wooden canopy curled over the seat of the trierarch. Here they were
beached and vulnerable, but at sea they became fabulous creatures. The
three banks of oars would rise and fall like the wings of a giant bird.
The stern became the upcurved tail of a monstrous fish and the bow the
snout of a fierce horned animal.

These galleys had been detached from the main Greek fleet at
Artemisium and posted to this remote island to watch the straits and
report on the movements of the Persian fleet advancing from Therma.
Now they were pulled up onto the beach to dry out and their crews
were being consoled by local women who had loosed their chitons and
given these doomed men everything they could give in the hope that it
would raise their morale and buy them the protection of the Gods, or at
least allow them to die with happy memories of willing bodies.

She looked up at the unknown face of the man who had just made
passionate love to her for the first and last time.

“They have more than a thousand ships,” he said, “ we have less
than three hundred. How can we win?”

She hugged him tightly and struggled to find an answer.

“Your admiral Eurybiades is a great admiral. And the Gods will be
with us. You will see.”

“I fear the Persians,” he replied, “they are so many. And there are
Greeks who have betrayed us. And the Spartans. They have not sent all
their troops. Only King Leonidas and his Three Hundred. The rest are
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just Greeks.”

“We must trust the Gods and our leaders. You know the prophecy.”

“Three hundred is not enough. King Xerxes has his Immortals who
cannot be killed. I fear the Persians.”

“You must be brave,” she said, “for Greece.” She hugged him again,
pressed her soft body against him and drowned his doomed face in soft
flowing waves of dark and scented hair. She did not know him. She did
not even know his name. He had come from Aegina and hardly spoke
the same Greek. But for this moment she loved him with all her heart
and all her body because she loved what he was fighting to protect and
feared the rape and slavery which was the Persian gift to humanity. And
she knew that he would not live because she could see his future in his
soul. These three long elegant galleys would be surprised by a larger
fleet of Persian scouts and defeated in battle. One would escape, but the
other two would be captured. She would watch it happen from the hills
behind this very beach. The Persians would bring their prizes to the
shore and as a sacrifice to their gods they would spreadeagle the bravest
Greek across the ram of his beached frieres, emasculate him and then
ceremonially cut his throat. This man. Then the waiting women would
be raped and enslaved. The Persians were coming. Thermopylae was
coming. The red soil of Greece would once more be anointed with the
blood of heroes. But Greece would survive, as would the child she had
just conceived whose progeny would carry her special genes farther into
the future than even she could imagine.

Lucy woke in a cold sweat. She hated these psychic excursions into
the past and had found no way to control them. It was cool and dark in
the room. She got up and opened the shutters onto the little balcony
which overlooked the beach and let in the light.
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CHAPTER 2

In another room, in an anonymous federal office building three
thousand miles away on the East side of Manhattan, Mike Throckmorton
relaxed in an armchair and prepared to deliver his report to his boss.
Mike was archetypally tall dark and handsome, with the body of a
Greek god and an alluring smile which most women found fatally
attractive. Throckmorton was the right man for this assignment for a
variety of reasons, not all of which were instantly self evident either to
his boss or to Mike himself. Wavell Meredith stroked his bushy white
moustache, took off his reading spectacles and looked quizzically at his
latest acolyte.

“Seen this?” Wavell held up the New York Times.

“Yeah.”

“Iran and China? We should be worried,” Wavell growled, “if this
Iranian diplomatic initiative succeeds we’ve got big problems. They’ll
overrun our forces in Iraq. It’ll be Vietnam all over again. Ignominious
withdrawal. We can’t win this. If we stay they will wear us down with
asymmetrical warfare and use our flailing incompetence to turn other
Muslim states against us. If we withdraw they will think us weak and
expand their influence. Other Islamic states will fall into line. Then
we’re going to have a genuine superpower in the Middle East, probably
with nuclear weapons. They’ll control all the oil and then the bastards
will have us by the balls. And if the Islamic government in Pakistan
does join them they’ll definitely have nukes. We’re looking at world war
three here. The fucking Persians are coming. Where is our Thermopylae
going to be, eh?”

Michael Throckmorton looked at his shoes.

“They can’t get here so easily. Europe is more vulnerable. Do you
think they could get into Europe?” he asked.

“They’ve done it before. Depends on how Turkey reacts. Militant
Islam is a powerful force. If they think they’ve got the edge they will
go for it. They got to the gates of Vienna in 1529. With the whole
Muslim world behind them who knows what they could do. There are
a hell of a lot more of them than there are of us. And they have large
potential fifth columns in most western countries, even the States. And
they don’t care how many die. They all go to paradise if they die for
Allah.”

“Well then, maybe we’d better be polishing our nukes and thinking
of Salamis. These people live in deserts. We can take them out with
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neutron bombs and leave the oil installations intact. But God forbid it
comes to that.”

“Well, nukes are not the only option, there are biogenetic weapons
as well. I'd be more worried about them. Anyway it’s not our
department. We’ll leave it to the big boys upstairs. CIS is strictly
corporate crime and malfeasance. Strictly small beer. Which brings us
on to the business for today. So give me what you got, ready or not.”

Wavell’s accent was restrained and Bostonian. Mike enjoyed these
meetings. The elderly professorial Wavell, with his unruly shock of
white hair and long, lined, craggy face, reminded him of his doctoral
supervisor in Cambridge. Tweedy, academic, relaxed, intelligent and
collegiate. Reporting to Wavell was much like giving a paper at a
seminar, though he was not quite sure why he had been given this
particular assignment. He opened his file.

“Well, first off, this company is squeaky, squeaky clean. ’'m not sure
why we’re looking at it. These guys do nothing wrong. They file their
tax returns. They donate vast sums to charity. They don’t deal in arms
or oil, anything like that. They’re like Google. They think no evil and
do no evil.”

“Perhaps,” said Wavell, “maybe that’s the point. They think no evil.
Those who think no evil often see no evil. So just play the game. Tell
me what you got and then I’ll tell you why we’re interested.”

“Okay. First the company. Trikos is unusual for two principal
reasons. For one it is very large and very rich. In the top fifty in the
world. And secondly it is unusual because it is still privately owned. It
holds controlling shares in many subsidiary companies, including some
top US companies, but Trikos is still in the hands of its original
founders. It’s full name is the Trigonikos Group. Greek name, means
triangular, three sided, but it’s owned by Englishmen, a family really,
and it trades under the abbreviated name Trikos. It’s not quoted on any
stock exchange, though some of its subsidiaries are. It has fingers in
many pies, all of them entirely legit. Its core interests are hotels, travel,
airlines, shipping, eco-energy, publishing, computing, telecommunications,
synthetic biology and genomic engineering, and pharmaceuticals. At the
moment pharmaceuticals is its primary concern trading under the name
Trikopharm. It uses profits from the other businesses to fund research
into drugs so that it keeps its costs down. It sells its drugs more cheaply
than its competitors, especially in the Third World. As you know it
recently offered a solution to AIDS, which works, though nobody knows
how. Except, presumably, Trikopharm. And they’re virtually giving it
away. That’s not popular in some quarters. But, as I said, they do
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nothing wrong.”

“No,” said Wavell, “until now they’ve never put a foot wrong. They
are always one step ahead of the market. They made a fortune out of
dotcom but they got out just before it crashed and they’ve survived
everything since. They have always second guessed the stock market.
Other guys make mistakes. Branson, Gates, Buffet, Soros, those guys.
They all make mistakes. But Trikos? Trikos never makes mistakes. Don’t
you think that’s odd? How is it structured?”

“They have nominal offices registered in the States for their US
holdings and there is a big office in Zurich, but Quatermain doesn’t
have a head office as such. He runs it all from his luxury motor yacht.
Probably for reasons of security. Otherwise it mainly operates in
England and Europe. There is also an Australasian division. They allow
a considerable degree of autonomy for their subsidiaries. It’s a kind of
flat structure of management. There is a board of directors to which
each subsidiary grouping reports, but Drew Quatermain keeps a tight
hold on the whole thing. I’ve got a breakdown of all their businesses.
It’s pretty complex, but it’s not crooked.”

“Tell me about the ownership.” Wavell took his pipe out of his
pocket, looked at it, and then put it back. Smoking was not permitted
in these rooms even if he did allow himself to disobey his doctor.

“Trigonikos was first registered as a limited company in London in
1973 and was initially owned by three people. Drew Quatermain, of
course, Marcus Alexander Scott, and Adrian Martin Graves. Scott and
Quatermain were at university together. Graves was in the City of
London, but went to school with Quatermain. Eton. Very blue chip.
Most people think Quatermain is the principal shareholder, and he is
now, but the principal initial investment came from Marcus Scott.”

“Who is?”

“An Englishman. Ex academic. Medievalist. Cambridge degrees.
Lectured at St Deiniol’s University College in the seventies. But
something went wrong and he resigned. Now a country gentleman. He’s
a non executive member of the board of directors.”

“St Deiniol’s University College? What in hell is that?”

“Welsh University College. Doesn’t exist anymore. Absorbed into its
big sister. Now part of Bangor University.”

“Bangor Maine,” Wavell was laughing.

“No, Bangor Wales. It’s a good enough school.”

“Okay then. Tell me about Scott.”

“Not much to tell. He keeps a very low profile. Ostensibly he’s a
country gentleman. He has an estate in the North of England.
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Somewhere called...” Mike looked at his notes, “Croxton. Croxton Hall.
He donates most of his income to charity and seems to spend a lot of
his time sailing in the Med. There is one slightly odd thing about him
though. He has what amounts to two wives.

“Two wives? Jesus H Christ, one was enough for me

“Well, he’s not actually married to either of them but they have been
with him almost from the beginning and he divided his shareholding in
Trikos between them. That’s why he’s no longer the principal
shareholder. Still, between Trikos and his landed wealth he’s a
billionaire and they’re both multi millionairesses.”

“Children?”

“Three. Twins, a son and a daughter by one of his ‘wives’, name of
Sophia Katerina Devenish, ex St Deiniol’s history student. Son’s name
is Nikos. History at Oxford. Bit of a playboy. Has a house in Hanover
Terrace London and throws swinging parties for rich friends. His twin
sister is called Imogen. She went to Cambridge and read English, but
now seems to stay at home with her parents. The other ‘wife’ is more
interesting. Her name is Caroline Hannay. Incidentally both of them have
changed their names to include his patronym. So she now calls herself
Caroline Scott Hannay. She was an academic too, professor of medieval
philosophy at,” Mike paused again, “University of Surrey. But gave it
up in the nineties. Don’t blame her. British Universities have strangled
themselves with red tape and professional management. Now an
independent researcher. Bit of a diva. Expensive clothes, fast cars, and
very, very clever, and looks like ...well...take a look.” Mike handed
Wavell a photograph of a stunningly beautiful blonde woman.

“Humph...” Wavell muttered, “looks a bit like Daryl Hannah.”

“You’re giving your age away,” Mike laughed, “current opinion in
the office is that she stands in for Uma Thurman.”

“Humm. Who is Uma Thurman? What’s the other one look like?”

“Sophia?” Mike opened another folder and took out a ten by eight
of Sophia Scott Devenish.

“Jesus H Christ,” Wavell exclaimed, “this guy Scott sure knew how
to pick em. Who is she standing in for?”

“Mediterranean type. Italian? Greek? Spanish? Penelope Cruz? Salma
Hayek? Rachel Weisz? Dark and very sexy. Look at those eyes.
Personally I think she’s more like Penelope Cruz. Gentle face.
Quatermain’s daughter is very similar but a little more Middle Eastern,
and physically smaller. I guess that comes from her Iranian mother. And
the daughters are identical, identical, to their mothers.”

“What is it about the rich? Why are they always so goddam beautiful
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as well?”

“Well, the women were beautiful before they were rich, but the men
are downright nondescript. You wouldn’t notice them in the street.
Anyway, Caroline Hannay also has a daughter by Scott. Lucinda Scott
Hannay who has followed in mama’s footsteps. An academic. She did
a doctorate in astrophysics at Cambridge and is currently a post doctoral
research fellow at the University of Keele.”

“In Germany?” Wavell laughed again.

“No. Come on, don’t kid me. You know perfectly well where Keele
is. Used to have very strong American links. Bit like Reed or
Swarthmore. That kind of thing. It’s okay. A good university. One of
those the Brits founded in the sixties. A lot better than St Deiniol’s.”

“Yeah, I know. Just kidding. I had a buddy at Reed who did an
exchange with Keele in the sixties. He liked it a lot. How do you rate
these guys. Scott and his women?”

“Well... they’re very rich and very beautiful but they don’t live like
the super rich. They have a very, very, low profile. Very few people
know about Scott’s ownership of Trikos. Quatermain is the name that
everyone associates with it. Like Branson and Virgin. But, unlike
Branson, Quatermain doesn’t exactly throw his money about. He’s got
this enormous motor yacht which is really just a floating office, and
there are all the usual corporate baubles. But he’s been more than a bit
of a recluse since his first wife died. And that was over twenty years
ago. Rarely comes off the yacht and when he does he often just
vanishes. But Scott? I don’t see that he has much input into Trikos. He
seems to be a sleeping partner.”

“Sleeping with his beautiful women probably. Okay, let’s leave Scott
for the time being. What about the main player? Quatermain?”

“Well. Quatermain used to have a very high profile. As I said, he’s
been more reclusive since his wife died. He’s the son of a British
Diplomat, Anthony Dominic Quatermain, and an American socialite.
Amanda Rose Throckmorton.”

“Are you related?” Wavell laughed.

“I wouldn’t say so. She may have been my trillionth great cousin.
But I’ve never met her and never knew I was related to her until I
started this research on Quatermain.”

“Well, you should be flattered. You belong to a family that was one
of the first in America. Up there with the Lowells and Cabots. More on
Quatermain please.”

Mike pulled a wry face. Throckmorton was a common enough name,
and being by training and inclination a scientist he had never been much
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interested in the history of his family, not least because he had hated his
father so much that he had moved heaven and earth to escape from him.
He resumed his analysis of the mysterious owners of the Trigonikos
Group.

“Educated in the US as a child but then went Eton. Did two years
at St Deiniol’s then left to start Trikos. Hasn’t looked back since. He’s
one smart cookie.”

“Family?”

“Initially married to Yasmine Nourpanah Allam. Daughter of an
Iranian oil minister. Her family were murdered when the Shah was
deposed in 1979. She died in childbirth in 1981. One surviving daughter
of twins. Ayesha Yasmine Quatermain. Now married to Nikos Scott. If
you thought the other two were stunning take a look at Ayesha.” Mike
flicked another photograph at Wavell.

“See what you mean. Sort of miniature Sophia Loren.”

“You’re showing your age again. She’s very like Sophia and Imogen
Devenish, but darker skin and more petite. Tiny really. More middle
eastern than Mediterranean. But facially they’re all rather similar, even
the blondes. Very delicate features. Elfin, almost. If you look at them
from a certain angle. Anyway, Quatermain remarried in 2004 to Angela
Ellmers. German super-model better known as Sonja. We all know what
Sonja looks like. No children, but she’s in her fifties and also loaded in
her own right. Well, the parents are all in their fifties. Wouldn’t think
so to look at them.”

“Okay. What about the third director. Graves?”

“Well, initially there were three other main board directors. With the
exception of Graves they were all at St Deiniol’s. Graves is also Eton,
but went straight into the City. Well connected finance guy. Father was
a very successful stockbroker. So, family footsteps too. There are two
other directors, both women. Both from the same St Deiniol’s graduation
year as the others. Janice Walton and Andrea Hanson. Economics
graduates. Apparently known in the company as Tinkerbell and Puck.
Graves was married to Puck, Andrea Hanson, but something happened.
The story is that Hanson and Walton are bisexual and wanted to be
together and Graves couldn’t cut it. They got divorced and shortly
afterwards Graves left the company. His shares were bought out for one
billion dollars by Quatermain. That’s why Quatermain is currently the
principal shareholder. Graves is at present living in L.A. writing pulp
fiction for fun. He’s got a vast estate and ranch house in the hills
behind Malibu. He’s the only one with a permanent domicile in the
States, though they all have houses here. Walton is head of Trikos US
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division. There is a small New York Office but the main US
headquarters are in San Francisco. Walton is rarely in the US. Mostly
she’s either in Zurich, or on Quatermain’s motor yacht. Hanson is head
of Trikos Australasia but tends to stay close to Walton and Quatermain.
Given modern telecommunications these guys can run things from
anywhere in the world. They are also both super rich and pretty
attractive too. Wanna see?”

Wavell took the photographs, looked at them briefly and returned
them to Mike. “If I see any more of these ladies,” he muttered, “I’ll get
a hard on. And I’'m too old for that kind of thing.”

“Well, funny you should say that. They all look very young don’t
they. The women.”

“Yeah, but they’re only in their fifties. That’s nothing these days.”

“Perhaps. 1 defy you to tell mothers and daughters apart. And look
at the men. Look at Quatermain and Scott.” Mike handed Wavell two
more photographs, “how old would you say they look?”

“Early to mid thirties.”

“Okay, this is Graves who was their contemporary. How old does he
look?”

“Mid to late fifties,” Wavell looked at the three photographs, “Hey...I
see what you mean.”

“He’s a lot older isn’t he. He looks his age.”

“Maybe he’s had a hard life.”

“Maybe.”

“So, is that all you’ve got?”

Mike shrugged, “I’'m sorry boss. They keep themselves to themselves
and they don’t lead a super rich lifestyle. It’s very difficult to find out
anything about them which isn’t already on the public record. I guess
I haven’t told you anything you didn’t already know. These guys keep
quiet, run their business and try not to rock boats. As I said, they’re
squeaky clean. Why are we looking at them?”

“I share your view. I really don’t know why. But someone higher up
wants them watched and the Corporate Intelligence Service is tasked by
Homeland Security to keep an eye on big companies which have
interests which might be vital, or damaging, to US interests. After Enron
we don’t take chances. And I suppose the wahabbis are not the only
threat to Mr and Mrs America. Reclusive owners of great companies
sometimes get megalomaniac ideas. Bottom line is I’ve had orders from
above to investigate the people who run Trikos. So we had better at
least go through the motions. And besides,” Wavell paused as though
debating what to say next, “besides,” he concluded quietly, “I have a
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personal interest in Trikos.”

“You watch too many James Bond movies,” Mike laughed.

“Well there is a sort of problem with Trikos,” Wavell replied, “in
fact there are several problems. First off they are said to be working on
stem cell technology. Because of Bush we’re way behind on that.
Apparently Trikos has made some kind of breakthrough. But what it is
has not yet been publicly revealed. That’s right within our purview.
Second off, they are too goddam perfect. As I said, all businesses make
mistakes and lose money. Trikos has never put a foot wrong. If I didn’t
know better I’d say they can read the future. And if they can read the
future I’d sure as hell like to know how. Trikos is goddam mysterious.
Just look at their logo. An impossible isometric triangle straight out of
Escher. An enigma wrapped up in an illusion. You ever wonder whether
there are aliens amongst us? Remember that Walter Tevis novel, The
Man who Fell to Earth? Maybe these people are not like us. Have you
noticed how many Trikos products are based on ideas from sci fi
novels? It’s a thought.” Wavell was now grinning even more
mischievously. Mike guessed that he wasn’t expecting to be taken
seriously.

“I happen to know that Drew Quatermain is an avid reader of Sci-Fi
and has put up money for a number of Sci Fi films. He’s a big fan of
Babylon 5.”

“Yup. Nobody here is quite what they seem. Too true. And third off.
Quatermain is funding a great deal of academic research into
astrophysics, genetics and nanotechnology. He’s also been running a
mega project to catalogue and digitally store specimen genomes of every
living species on the planet. He’s got teams out all over the world
collecting DNA samples. He calls it project ARK. They’re also funding
research into both DNA and Quantum computing. That’s called the
Altair Project. I would personally very much like to know what the
Altair project is. Especially who is actually working on it. Names.”

Wavell’s voice was subdued, almost wistful. He waited for a few
moment as though lost in another world. “And then there’s his vacuum
energy research. That’s goddam dangerous.” He paused again.
“Anyway,” he said, “Trikos is not giving anything away on that front.
On the other hand his latest tourism venture is underwater hotels. He’s
building two of them. A huge complex off the coast of Iceland which
is reputed to be complete. Why Iceland? Geothermal energy, maybe?
And another one just starting construction off the island of Pantellaria
in the Med. Interesting guy, don’t you think? He’s also bought two
Russian nuclear submarines to supply and service the underwater hotels.
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This stuff is straight out of James Bond. But, if you look at the whole
picture, all of this diverse research could be made to fit together. It’s
convergent technology. So, what’s he up to? Does he know something
that we don’t know? Calling a project ARK is pretty unsubtle. Maybe
he thinks there is some global catastrophe coming and he’s preparing a
refuge of some kind. Maybe he is the global catastrophe.”

“And maybe we’re just a bit paranoid after 9/11. Maybe these really
are just good guys doing clever stuff to make money. Very American.
What do you want me to do?” Mike sat back in his chair and closed his
files.

Wavell ran his fingers through his long white hair, then stroked his
moustache.

“As you say, it’s very difficult to get close to these people. Like all
the super rich they have ways of keeping the curious at bay, be it
paparazzi or spooks. And these guys have gone out of their way not to
be noticed. You’ll never get closer to Quatermain than a formal
interview and I doubt if Scott will be anything other than a charming
English gent. You can try talking to them but I guarantee they won’t tell
you anything, if you go through formal channels. It needs to be done
informally which means we have to find some way to get close to them
by the backdoor. I know part of what Trikos is up to. I’d like to know
the rest but I mainly want to know more about these people. I think
they are going to do something which will have cataclysmic
consequences, and I don’t think they’ve thought it through. I want to
know what their motives are. And what kind of people they are. And
whose side they’re on. And, above all, I want to know whether Drew
Quatermain has an agenda and what it is. Have you done any field work
yet?”

Mike shook his head.

“Okay, this is a good place to start. First off. Go and see this guy
Adrian Graves in Malibu. See what you can get out of him, Then, you
did your doctoral degree in genetics in Cambridge England. Am I right?”

Mike nodded again.

“We’ve got you a research fellowship in a unit funded by Quatermain
at Keele University, England. Yeah, I do know all about Keele. As you
say, it’s a good school. Find out what this unit is doing and use it as
a cover to get to know the Hannay girl. She’s the only one who doesn’t
have personal security. I guess no one takes academics seriously. So,
seduce her and screw her if you want to. But for Christ’s sake don’t fall
in love with her. Get her confidence and see if you can get yourself
invited to meet her folks. Don’t push anything. We’re just watching.
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Find out what makes these people tick. These are delicate and exotic
creatures. We may need to protect them. From themselves and from
others. Or we may need to arrest them.”

“Okay. I’ll arrange an interview with Graves in Malibu. That’s easy,
most novelists like to talk to people. But I'll need to be in England
pretty soon. Their semesters start in late September.”

“Good,” Wavell relaxed in his chair, “I don’t really think this is a
big deal but apparently the guys upstairs think we need to watch it. And
someone has specifically asked for you to be assigned to this case.”

“Me?” Mike looked startled. “Who? Why?”

“The computer,” Wavell chuckled, “I guess our computers match
agents to assignment. Probably because of your genetics qualifications.
Or maybe your name! But I agree with the choice. You’re the right guy
for this.”

“Okay, if you say so. Incidentally there are three other things about
the Trikos people,” Mike added, almost as an afterthought, “they may
not mean anything.”

“Go on.”

“They all left St Deiniol’s in 1973. There were no children until
eight years later, and then they all came together. Scott’s children by
Sophia and Caroline within a day of each other. Quatermain’s a month
later. It’s almost as though they planned it. But by that time the women
were in their late twenties early thirties. Why didn’t they have children
earlier, and why have there been no more children?”

“Well, maybe they were having a good time and didn’t want children.
Thirty something is a normal time to settle down. Plenty of career
women here delay kids °til they’re in their thirties, and the rest. Nothing
unusual about that. And, as I recall, Trikos did not really take off as a
global player until the early eighties, on the back of Reagan free market
economics. Maybe they just waited until they were really in the clover
before having kids.”

“Yeah, possibly. I guess you’re right.”

“And the other things?”

“Well, not only did the three women all produce children at around
the same time. All three also conceived twins, but only Sophia actually
produced twins. Yasmine died in childbirth taking one twin with her.
Caroline Hannay had two fertilised eggs, but only one came to term.”

“How in God’s name did you find that out?”

“The cause of death of Yasmine Quatermain is a matter of public
record. It was in the press. For the others I hacked into the English
health service database. It’s surprisingly comprehensive and surprisingly
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insecure.”

“Interesting, but I don’t know why it is significant, and I’'m amazed
that they used the public health service when they could have gone
privately.” Wavell pulled a sceptical face.

“Yasmine did go private, in Switzerland, and, ironically she didn’t
survive it. But for the other two it’s entirely consistent with their general
pattern of behaviour. They want to appear as ordinary as possible. Pretty
goddam difficult, considering how they look. But think about it. This is
a group of people who own companies that do research in genetic
engineering. I just wondered...you know...whether they had experimented
on themselves.”

“You don’t need genetic engineering to have twins. Hormone therapy
will do that. And gene therapy was in its infancy in 1981. Hardly
likely.”

“Yeah, I suppose so. Bit of a coincidence though.”

“Don’t get too imaginative. Keep your eyes on the target. The third
thing?”

“Trikos has a very unusual recruitment policy. In addition to the
usual procedures they require all applicants for jobs to undergo a DNA
test. If you don’t agree to be tested they won’t consider you. Nobody
knows why and it doesn’t seem to affect the outcome of the application,
except that they recruit far more women than men. Also, Trikos
employees are fanatically loyal to the company. I've tried talking
casually to people from the New York office. I even bedded one of
them. But they don’t give anything away. I learned nothing from them.
Not many companies inspire that kind of loyalty. I just thought that it
was curious.”

“Maybe they like women. They are the master race after all. As for
the DNA tests. That isn’t unusual either. You were tested when you
joined CIS. It’s a standard practice for all branches of the security
services and the military. In case you get blown to bits or something.”

“That’s true. You too?”

Wavell sucked contemplatively on his empty pipe. “Er...no, actually.
I took a rain check on that one. Just naturally contrary I guess. Don’t
trust computers.” He looked up at the ceiling. “And anyway, who would
want to blow me up?” he continued, after a long silence, “so, well done,
you’ve already got more than I expected. You’re definitely the right guy
for this job.”

Mike closed the door on the still chuckling Wavell and instructed his
secretary to arrange an interview with Adrian Graves in Malibu. Two
days later he was in the Topanga Canyon standing outside the security
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gates which shielded the playboy Adrian Graves from the prying eyes
of paparazzi, and requesting admittance from the guards to a palace of
very exotic pleasures.
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CHAPTER 3

Lucy opened her balcony shutters, stepped out into the already warm
Greek air and looked down at the spacious, curved terrace built into the
rocky peninsula which separated the two beaches. At one end there were
steps leading down to the larger of the beaches which was the preserve
of the ‘textiles’. At the other end there was a sea water swimming pool
built into the rocks. Beside it was a small patio area shaded by olive
trees. In the middle of the patio was a black and white tiled chess board
mounted on a concrete pedestal flanked by two decrepit wicker work
chairs. Earlier in the week Lucy thought she had seen an old man there,
apparently playing chess on his own, but she had not seen him again,
either on the terrace or in the hotel.

The sound of a shower running drew her attention back to the textile
beach end of the terrace where a large man with short red hair, a jovial
face and a ridiculously colourful pair of Bermuda swimming shorts, was
showering the salt water off his reddish skin after a pre-breakfast swim.
Beside him was a more obviously Greek girl, olive skinned, oval faced
and dark haired, who was patiently holding a towel for him. As he
turned away from the shower the man looked up at the figure on the
balcony and Lucy realised that she had come from her own morning
shower without dressing. A week sunbathing on a nudist beach had
made her careless. The man raised his hand in salute and smiled at her.
Lucy blushed under her tan, but waved back and then retreated into her
room.

Shortly afterward, now discreetly clad in a short denim skirt and a
T shirt, Lucy joined the queue for the self service breakfast in the small
hotel at Platis Yialos. Simone had not yet graduated to providing full
board, but her family also owned one of the tavernas on the adjacent
beach and a rather swish restaurant in Skiathos town, where her guests
could dine at a small discount. An in-house breakfast was, however, an
essential service, and the dining room was already filled with a babble
of elderly Greek diners taking a late holiday after the August masses
had returned to work. Lucy put a glass of fruit juice on her tray,
avoided the slice of cake and the Melba toast which the Greeks
substituted for proper English toast, and took instead a boiled egg, a
roll, and a croissant with butter and honey. Although she was used to
communal dining in the refectories in Cambridge, she was, like most
English people, reluctant to impose herself on a table already occupied
by strangers, especially strangers who were also Greeks. The Greeks, by
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contrast, welcomed strangers and were always eager to talk to people
from other countries, often about the most intimate things. She spotted
an empty table on the other side of the room, but as she turned to make
for it, a large decorative plate fell off a wall behind her and crashed in
pieces on the floor. Lucy felt a sudden pain in her head, as though an
invisible door had opened into her psyche and an unrecognised visitor
had entered her consciousness. She shook her head and the sensation
vanished except for a fading roar, like distant waves breaking on a
darkling beach. All of the breakfasters turned round and looked, first at
the missing plate, and then at Lucy, as though blaming her for the
sudden interruption to their breakfast conversations. Lucy smiled at them
sweetly and waved her free hand in an insouciant gesture.

“kopitol. kabiote, cac mapokad®d,” a voice said behind her.

Lucy turned round. It was the red headed man who she had seen
earlier under the shower. She accepted his invitation and sat down in the
vacant chair.

“Thank you,” she replied.

“Ah,” the man said, “you are English, “but you understand Greek.”

“A little,” Lucy replied cautiously.

“Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Yannis Hadjidaki. This
is my wife Tzain. My friends, Seraphina Mandrakis and Akis Mandrakis,
and my son Dimitri. Please join us. And what is your name?”

“Me Aeve Lucy. Lucinda......Hannay.”

“Bravo. But we will speak in English. We all understand English and
it is good for us to practice.”

Lucy looked round the table at her new companions. Yannis and his
wife were early middle aged. Akis was younger, though his hair was
already greying, and his wife was much younger, in her late twenties
probably, with long straight, jet black hair and penetrating ice blue eyes.
Dimitri was a rather handsome mid teenage boy with dark curly hair, a
little like her own half brother Nikos, who was at least a quarter Greek
because his mother Sophie was half Greek.

“And what do you do in England, Lucy?” Seraphina enquired,
speaking with a subdued American accent.

“I’'m a post doctoral student,” Lucy replied.

“In what subject and what university?” Yannis asked, “I was myself
at Cambridge for three years. I have a degree in economics.”

“Oh,” Lucy replied, “I was at Cambridge. Which college were you
at?”

“Queen’s. And you?”

“King’s. And I’'m studying astrophysics.”
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“Astrophysics?” Seraphina exclaimed, but not with the same sense of
awe that Simone had exhibited two days before, “so interesting.” She
definitely spoke with an American accent. Maybe a Greek educated in
the States, Lucy thought. Seraphina looked at Lucy more closely, as
though she had suddenly recognised something, “and you are enjoying
your holiday?”

“You are going to the Little Banana beach,” Yannis laughed. “I have
seen you there. I thought you were German. So many blondes. I like to
swim in the nude. Dimitri and I go. We go to hunt octopodi. But Tzain
will not go there. Tzain thinks that God can see her and will not
approve.”

Tzain blushed under her tan and looked embarrassed.

“But,” Yannis continued, “I disagree. I think that God loves us most
when we are as naked as the first man and woman that he ever created.”

Lucy smiled and diverted herself by cracking her boiled egg.

“Akis is in computers,” said Dimitri, suddenly plucking up courage
to speak in a language which was less familiar to him than it was for
his parents, “in Athens. He has factory. And Seraphina is American.
Seraphina is research in computing. She is working for American
company.”

Akis nodded but said nothing. Lucy felt an extraordinary sense of
community with them, as though she had always known them.

“And are you well paid, in your job?” Yannis asked, “how much do
you earn? For astrophysics.”

“Not really.”

“How much?”

“Thirty thousand pounds. I think,” Lucy replied with some uncertainty
since her academic salary was a minor element in her regular income.

“Not so much. Why do the English pay their cleverest people so
little?” Tzain grimaced, “here yes. Badly paid. But Greece is poor
country. But England. Rich country.”

“Greece is not a poor country,” said Akis in perfect English, “Greece
is rich, but the money is in the hands of a few and they spend it outside
Greece. Salarians always suffer. They cannot avoid taxes. The rich,” he
shrugged, “they have their ways. We have our ways.” He grinned
conspiratorially.

“We have to survive in a hard world,” said Yannis, “Greeks are very
good at surviving. Are you here for more days?”

“Two or three days. Probably leave on Wednesday.”

Yiannis looked puzzled. “You will fly, of course. But there are few
planes to England on Wednesday. The English always come and go at
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the weekends.”

“Have you all come from Athens?” Lucy asked, “how did you get
here? Did you fly?”

“We could do. Actually, we came by boat, from Euboea. Yannis has
a house on Euboea. It’s only a short journey in a rib,” Akis said.

“We have a big rib,” said Dimitri excitedly, “it’s anchored down
there,” he gestured at the beach, “two Tohatsu 90 direct injection drives.
Can go at sixty knots. Sweet.”

“Dimitri likes speed,” said Yannis, “the young must always go fast.
We come here every year, like this, just for a couple of days. We have
a friend on the island and this is a nice hotel. Greek. No mass tourists.
Hah, excuse me. I do not count you as a tourist since to be in this hotel
you must be travelling independently. But I’'m curious. There are no
planes to England on Wednesdays.”

Lucy shook her head. The Greek habit of persistent questioning had
probably unlocked the first secrets of the universe, but sometimes it
could be a little too intrusive. “I am travelling independently.” Caution
forbad Lucy to mention the family summer house on adjacent Alonissos,
“but I came by boat. By yacht. My parents left me here.”

“You were a naughty girl?” Akis laughed.

“No, of course not,” Lucy laughed back, “I just rather fancied a few
days here on my own. They’re taking the yacht back to Lavrion.”

“A charter yacht?” Dimitri asked. Lucy shook her head but did not
elaborate.

“What class of yacht?” Dimitri persisted.

“I think it’s called a Southerly 45.”

“Wicked,” Dimitri got even more excited, “a motor sailer. And lifting
keel. Really sweet.”

“Ah, so you will take the small plane to Athens airport,” Yannis
probed.

Lucy nodded. Yannis meant the daily Olympic shuttle, but Lucy was
not going to tell him what was actually planned.

“And what are your plans for today. On Skiathos, nothing but
beaches. Do you have a car?”

Lucy nodded again, “I’ve rented a Suziki 4 x 4, but there’s nothing
much to see here. I’ll probably go back to the beach.”

“Ah, yes, you need a jeep here. Kastro is interesting. But the roads
are bad in the mountains. Tell me, we are meeting our friend for dinner.
He is an academic too. Professor Thanatakis. A professor of
palaeanthropology. He is a most interesting man. Would you like to join
us? It is not proper for such a beautiful woman to dine on her own.”
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There was no way of getting out of it, and anyway Lucy was
becoming rather tired of eating on her own. The idea of having someone
to talk to was seductive, and educated Greeks were always a good bet
for interesting conversation. She agreed, wilfully overruling parental
advice never to go off with people she didn’t know. It would not be the
first time. But she felt safe with these people, as though they were
somehow old friends. Her father had kept his family out of the
limelight, so that they were not publicly known or associated with
Trikos. Poor Yesha had been brought up in the full glare of Drew’s
fortune and her face and figure were well known to the paparazzi, and
to others who did not wish Trikos well. Ayesha had to be very careful
who her friends were. Marrying Nikos had allowed her to escape into
the relative anonymity of her husband’s family, but there was no
guaranteed cloak of invisibility. Lucy, by contrast, enjoyed the
advantages of anonymity, or so she thought.

“Evdayet. Andye. Ilepimov oktd 1 dpa. Edm.” Yannis smiled and
looked expectantly at her, unsure whether or not she had understood.

“Beaimg,” Lucy replied.

“Bravo. You understand Greek well. So eight o’clock, outside the
hotel. A jeep will come for us, but it will be crowded with six people.
Perhaps some of us can come with you? So you do not get lost. It is in
the mountains. There are many, how do you say, tracks. Easy to get
lost.”

“Of course,” Lucy was not surprised. The Greeks are wonderful
opportunists.

“Excellent,” said Yannis, “tonight then.”

After breakfast Lucy returned to her room and, after a brief period
sitting on the balcony reading more of Scholars and Gentlemen in order
to give her new found friends time to go to wherever they were going,
she took herself off to the liberating nudity of the Little Banana beach,
taking Scholars with her.

There were far fewer people on the beach than yesterday. It was
September and the season was drawing to a close. The present naked
clientele were older, some English, but mostly German. Late holiday
makers, and retired people indulging youthful dreams. Most of the sun
beds on either side of Lucy were empty. There was a rather elderly man
on a bed behind her, deep in a German edition of James’s Gleick’s book
on Chaos, familiar to Lucy from her own interests. To her left, about
thirty yards away, were a younger couple, a man lying on his side with
his back towards Lucy so that all she could see was short cropped grey
hair, sturdy legs and small tight bottom. Standing beside him was a

33



strikingly beautiful woman. Lucy had begun to appreciate that some of
the people here were occasional public nudists, like herself, whilst for
others it was a way of life in which carefully manicured bodies were an
art form in themselves, to be posed and displayed to other connoisseurs.
This woman was standing with her legs slightly apart so that she could
show off her perfectly formed and totally hairless vagina, the narrow
symmetrical teardrop of the closed labia minora with the thin clitoral
hood clearly visible at the top of the cleft. It was, Lucy, thought, quite
beautiful.

She looked away, lay back on her bed and concentrated on the sky
to divert her mind from the erotic thoughts which were seeping into it.
Wispy clouds were forming. The weather was changing. It would soon
be time to go. Imogen’s soft and gentle darkness floated into her
consciousness.

“What are you doing?” Imogen thought at her.

“Just lying here,”

“Let me see what you can see. I can only see the sky.”

Lucy turned onto her side and looked down the beach at the woman
who was still standing, legs apart, hands on hips, eyes shaded by large
sunglasses which effectively concealed her face, long straight dark hair
blowing in the slight afternoon wind. She was looking in Lucy’s
direction, but because of the sunglasses Lucy could not tell exactly
where she was looking.

“Oh gosh. Are you horny or what.”

“I’m trying not to think about it,”

“Think about me then,” Imogen’s naked body curled itself around
Lucy’s libido.

“Stop it. Imogen, stop it, stop it, oh gosh, stop it, oh, oh, God,
Imogen, stop it.” Lucy found herself panting and moaning. She struggled
to suppress the irresistible orgasm, gripped the edges of the sun bed
tightly and tried to stop the involuntary spasms which racked her body.
All her senses were now tuned to Imogen’s consciousness and she could
feel Imogen’s own orgasm surging through her. Then it was gone.

“Oh, Christ, Imogen I wish you wouldn’t do that!”

“Why not? It’s lovely, I do love you.”

“Because I'm on a beach surrounded by naked people who are
looking at me as though I've got ants in my pants, except I'm not
wearing any pants.”

“Neither am 1. I'm on my own on the boat. Mum and dad have gone
into Porto Rafti for something. I just felt like a quick shag.”

“Well, go and find a bloody Greek waiter then. For Christ’s sake
what is the matter with this family. We’re obsessed with sex. All of us.”
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“Oh please Lucy, please don’t lose your temper, please. I only
wanted to be with you. I do miss you.”

“I know. I miss you too.” Two naked men, gays from the other end
of the beach, promenaded past her. They were handsome, athletic, well
built, well endowed and well hung.

“What a waste,” Imogen thought.

“Some people might say that we are wasted. That we should have
men,” Lucy thought back.

“We can have both. I pity those who are stuck with only one
sexuality. We're very lucky. Anyway, Nikos is trying to find a man for
us. Are we going to his party? We can’t let Yesha shag all these
strangers for us.”

“No, not this one. He’s putting it off for a month. I wasn’t going to
go, but I've changed my mind. And we’re not lucky! We’re bloody
unlucky. We're stuck with this stupid telepathy thing. Why won’t mum
and dad tell us why? They know, but they block us out. We can get
almost anywhere in their minds without them knowing. But they won’t
tell us what that dream meant. You remember. The Trojan woman being
raped and the witch being burned alive. We know we all have these
dreams. But they’re not dreams are they. They’re real memories of
something that happened to us in another life. How can that be? And
what the hell does it mean?”

“I don’t know,” Imogen’s emotions were regretful, “don’t worry about
it sweetheart, they’ll tell us. When we’re ready. And I think they know
when we go into their minds. I think they mostly let us go where we
want. Like we can with Nikos and Yesha, when they let us. So we know
what it’s like when they make love to each other and it’s not like what
we feel when we make love to ordinary men is it. It’s different. It’s like
what it was between us just now, but much more intense. All in the
mind. It’s lovely. I do envy mum and Yesha and your mum. It’s so
beautiful. 1 wish we could find a man who could love us like our
parents and Nikos and Yesha love each other.”

“You’re too soft Imogen, you're like your mother. My mother is
harder. She always wants answers and so do 1. And she knows the
answers and she won’t tell us. I'm going now. I'll see you on
Wednesday.”

Lucy leapt off the sunbed as though she had been stung by a bee,
ran wildly through the shallows at the edge of the beach and dived
energetically into the quim quenching embrace of the gentle waves. The
tall woman watched the slim athletic body disappear under the water,
then took off her sunglasses and lay down on her stomach beside her
companion.
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Lucy stretched out her arms and legs and floated in the milk warm
water. She put her head back, gazed at the cloud dappled blue sky and
allowed her consciousness to float away on a mirror calm ocean in
which complex arrays of prime numbers sang of chaotic improbabilities.

“Different ends of the spectrum [ think. Astrophysics and
palaeanthropology,” Lucy said.

“No, I don’t think so,” Professor Thanatakis replied, “you study
events which happened billions of year ago, do you not? I merely study
events which happened a few million years ago. I'm quite modern I
think.”

Professor Theodore Thanatakis seemed unbelievably old and looked
a little like Gandalf, white haired, but with a bushy Einstein moustache
rather than a wizard’s beard. His house was perched just above the edge
of a small beach nestling between two dark valleys. In front of them
was the sea and the more desolate darkness of the north coast of
Skiathos. In the daytime the little shingle cove above which the house
had been miraculously built was washed by the most amazing opal blue
sea. Every morning, when the weather was clement, the professor would
make his way to the beach and swim in the magical water. No one else
came here, except for the occasional rented speedboat. It was too
shallow and too small for the tourist boats, and the sandy beaches of the
south coast were thought to be much more attractive.

Lucy could not see any of this. They had arrived after dark along an
unmade track which had almost defeated the little Suzuki jeep. The
excited Dimitri sat beside her to show her the way and Lucy struggled
to follow the path of the jeep in front of her as it twisted round the
jagged rocks and half exposed boulders which stuck out of the track like
the crushed teeth of ancient dragons, ground down by the millstones of
time, before plunging down a vertiginous track to the ramshackled
wooden house. Now they sat around an equally ramshackled table
covered with a chequerboard oilcloth and set out with a wide range of
mezzes, most of which had now been eaten, along with several bottles
of Boutari and retsina.

“What are you actually studying?” Akis asked.

“I'm interested in Dark Energy.”

“Dark Energy?” Dimitri exclaimed. “Is like Dark Matter? 1 have
heard of Dark Matter. Like in the Dust in His Dark Materials. Cool
book. I have read it twice. So much better than Harry Potter. How you
say....intelligent book. Not for kids only.”

“Yes, I agree,” Lucy replied in her most academic voice. These
Greeks were well educated and fluent in English, even the young
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Dimitri. “Brilliant book, but I don’t think he’s talking about quite the
same thing. Essentially the problem is that we can estimate the total
mass of the universe, but only about four percent of it is actually visible
and measurable. That is the things we can see, the stars, solid things
like this table, rocks and stones and trees and our bodies. The worlds
we live in. But we now think that around twenty six percent of the rest
is made up of Dark Matter and the remaining seventy percent is Dark
Energy. We know that these Dark forces are there because we can
calculate them, but so far we haven’t found any reliable method for
determining what they really are. I'm working on the Dark Energy. It’s
sometimes called Vacuum, Energy. Depends which circles you move in.”

“So, it’s really just a mathematical hypothesis?” Professor Thanatakis
stroked his moustache. The image of an ancient wizard with a high
pointed cap, and a magical staff which could cast potent spells was
compelling. No, Lucy thought, he was more like Prospero, wise, and
sad. But there was no obvious daughter, no Miranda. The professor
looked at Lucy and raised his eyebrows.

“Seraphina can be my daughter though she’s really my mother,” he
said enigmatically, “is it just a mathematical construct, then? Just
another mind experiment?”

Precognition was not new to Lucy, but she was unused to having her
mind read by a man, other than her fathers and her half brother.
Surprisingly, since men with this gift were unbelievably rare, she did not
question it.

“Well, not exactly,” she replied, “we do have the Chandra X ray
facility. We have Spectography and the UKIRT infra red telescope.
We’re close to imaging it. But we don’t really know what it is.”

“Very difficult to prove the existence of something that may not
exist, like God, for example.” He paused and fixed Lucy with dead eyes
that lanced through her soul, “Who are you?” he asked, “give me your
hand.”

Lucy reluctantly stretched her hand over the table towards the
wizened hand held out to her. As the fingers met she yelped with
surprise and fell back in her chair as though she had received an electric
shock. The sensation was familiar, though it usually travelled in the
other direction, from a strong soul to a weaker one, as it had with
Simone. For an imperceptible nanosecond she felt her entire body being
scanned by a psychic force unlike anything she had ever encountered
before. Not just her consciousness but everything was scanned down to
the last molecule of her being; to the last strand of her DNA; to the last
spectral quark flitting between one dimension and the next. Lucy was
being read and recorded. Then it was gone. Thanatakis relaxed his grip,
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leaned back in his chair and look at her intently.

“Dark Energy?” he smiled, “tell me what you think Dark Energy is.
Take your time.”

“I thought I knew. Now I’m not so sure,” Lucy said, trying to make
sense of the bizarre images which had flooded into her mind when
Thanatakis had touched her fingers.

“Well, try anyway,” said Seraphina. Yannis and Tzain looked on
quietly. Lucy sensed that their powers were not as developed as the
others. Like her own parents, they had discovered something which they
did not understand and had been drawn into this circle by fate. They too
were struggling with the inexplicable. And there was something else, a
separate presence pervaded the dark room, like the presence she had so
often felt in the corridors of Croxton Hall. The guardian angel which
watched over them. She paused, trying to make sense of an encounter
which was slowly mutating into the multi layered plasticity of an
unfolding dream.

“Well, ultimately it grows out of Quantum Electo Dynamics. There
are two current theories, “ Lucy began. The first is the Cosmological
Constant which suggests that space is invested with some fundamental
form of energy, usually called Lambda, but sometimes known as the
vacuum or dark energy, predicted by general relativity theory.”

“So a vacuum is not actually empty?” Yannis questioned.

“No. In theory it would be possible for particles to arise
spontaneously from the vacuum, so long as they disappeared before
violating the Heisenberg uncertainty principle. Virtual particles,
matter/antimatter pairs, are constantly being created in space but instantly
annihilate each other creating energy which has potential mass. Also, the
cosmological constant has a negative pressure equal to its energy density
which is thought to counteract the force of gravity. That’s why the
universe is expanding. Dark energy is the opposite of gravity. It is
driving the matter in the universe apart.”

“And is this theory widely accepted?” Akis asked eventually.

“There is a problem about amplitude,” Lucy took a deep breath. She
could talk about these things with colleagues who understood. It was
much harder to explain to people who were not cosmologists or
mathematicians. “If you apply quantum field theories which work with
known matter the predicted cosmological constant from the energy of the
quantum vacuum is massively too large. There is no obvious means of
balancing this. Either there is another form of energy which coexists
with the cosmological constant and balances it, such as gravity, or there
is a massive and inexplicable imbalance. One possible explanation is that
what we see with our senses is only a small part of a much larger and
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much more complex universe to which we do not have access. Dark
energy is our current explanation. Do you want to hear the other theory?
The theory of Quintessence?”

“Yes.”

“There is even less evidence. Quintessence is underpinned by string
theory and revolves around the excitation of particles in an as yet
unidentified dynamic field. But in the end it has the same problem as
the Cosmological Constant because the scalar fields predicted by string
theory would acquire unacceptably large masses which ought to be
detectable but cannot be detected. That’s enough, I think.”

“You are tired?” Thanatakis murmured.

“Yes,”

“But there are not answers? You don’t want to talk about Implicate
Order?” Seraphina took up the frayed thread of an unravelling
conversation.

“David Bohm? It’s a variant on Quintessence and it does not have
wide acceptance. Bohm believed that the universe has an underlying
order which he called the Implicate Order. Implicate Order provides a
template for the physical universe which he called the Explicate Order.
So what we can see of the physical universe is only a distorted
reflection of what is actually there. Think of it as being like that game
you play folding up newspaper then cutting random shapes in it with a
pair of scissors. When it’s folded it does not appear to have any ordered
pattern. But when you unfold it the implicate pattern becomes apparent.
It’s an interesting theory but it also implies some element of
determinism which could be construed as intelligent design,” Lucy
suddenly felt extremely tired, either from the food, or the wine, or the
intoxicating mystery which surrounded her.

“I think Plato got there before Bohm,” Seraphina said quietly, “but
what do you think about Garrett Lisi and the E theory?”

Lucy shrugged, “a viable unified field is the holy grail of physics.
But Lisi is bizarre. Nevertheless the Large Hadron Collider did find the
fundamental particles he predicted. And the theory is very simple, by
mathematical standards. But.....I don’t really know. It needs further
experimental proof.”

“You have everything you need to know,” Seraphina said quietly, “all
you must do is put it together.”

Thanatakis sat back at the head of the simple table. The night was
cool and refreshing. In the distance Lucy could see the lights of a ship,
a ferry perhaps, en route from Thessalonika to Volos via Skiathos. From
here the lights moved so slowly that they almost seemed to be standing
still, but on the ship itself the hardy deck passengers braced themselves
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against the blast of wind from the ship’s headlong dash towards its
destination. This was a fast ship. They would be docking soon.

“Tell us about the Goldilocks enigma,” Seraphina continued..

“The Goldilocks enigma?” Lucy replied, trying to reconcile this
sudden shift of perspective with the trend of the preceding argument.

“Yes,” said Thanatakis, “tell us about the Goldilocks enigma.”

“Some people try to explain the nature of the universe by using what
is known as the anthropic principle.”

“Which is?” Thanatakis continued to probe.

“The argument is that our universe is just right for us. It is uniquely
hospitable to biological life. Like Goldilocks. Three bowls of porridge,
but only one bowl is just right. Only very minor changes in the strength
of the energies governing the universe, from the energy states of the
electron to the exact strength of the weak nuclear force, would prevent
the evolution of carbon based life forms. The fact that we exist at all
is an extraordinary coincidence of favourable circumstances. The
probability of such a coincidence of crucial variables is very small. We
are here because we are meant to be here. Either the universe made us,
or we made the universe. Or ours is just one of many parallel universes
in which other rules apply. This is not a popular view with rationalists
like Richard Dawkins because it again tends to suggest intelligent
design.”

“I know of these arguments,” Thanatakis replied, “but perhaps life is
just an accident. Not part of the proper purpose of the universe. Like
rats in a sewer. They live there, but it was not built for them.”

“I haven’t really thought about that.”

“Do you know why you are like this?” Thanatakis asked eventually.

“Like what?” Lucy was getting more and more tired and not a little
irritable at this one sided Socratic dialogue.

“You have these psychic powers. You can read minds.” Thanatakis
looked at her with emotionless eyes, “you have a destiny which is not
human.”

Lucy shook her head, “my mother has theories, but she is a
rationalist, like me, and so does not believe in anything. My half
brother’s father in law believes that the universe is conscious and
intelligent and that our consciousness comes from it. That is why I'm
studying Dark Energy. He says we are the eyes and ears of the universe
and that we are special because it gives us something special. And when
we make love our souls are momentarily released from our bodies and
reunited with the cosmic consciousness. He thinks that the cosmic
consciousness is a form of energy that stores the memory of all our past
lives. Dark Energy is a form of intelligence. Aware of itself and of us.
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He thinks.”

“Ah yes, ekstasis. La petite morte. The little death. But you don’t
believe that.”

“I cannot deny that I have some kind of ESP ability. I can read
peoples’ minds, as you can, and I can communicate telepathically with
my siblings, and my parents. We are much better at it than they are. But
I have never made love to a man who released my soul. We have never
found such a man, though my parents say that they can do it and we
know that they can because as children we used to eavesdrop on their
minds when they made love. And my half brother and his wife
sometimes let us share their lovemaking. It is beautiful. But it is also
irrational. It doesn’t make any sense. As for Dark Energy being a form
of sentient intelligence; we have no proof.”

“Us?”

“My half sister, Imogen.”

“Ah yes, Imogen, the innocent one, the maiden. Your parents named
you well Lucinda, child of the light. And your parents know the answers
but they have not told you, and therefore I cannot see them in your
consciousness. Their minds are closed on this matter. Until you are old
enough. But you are thinking of a book. By a friend of your family. A
novelist. You think that the answers are in this book but you should not
know them. Until you can control your temper. You have the book?”

“It’s in the hotel.”

“Perhaps you could lend it to Seraphina.” The voice was harsher,
more insistent.

Lucy shook her head.“I haven’t finished reading it,” she said.

“It is said,” Seraphina murmured, “that one should fear Greeks who
bring gifts because they always want something in return. We will give
you a gift but in return we would like to see the book.”

“I cannot give it to you,” said Lucy, anxious now to discover just
what was in Scholars and Gentlemen that she was not supposed to find
out. She was about half way through a big and complex novel but had
so far not learned anything that she did not already know.

“Have you ever considered,” Thanatakis said, changing direction yet
again, “how strange it is that somo sapiens is the only surviving species
of human, and how many species there are of other genera. Birds, dogs,
cats, or apes for example, our lineal ancestors. Humans have been
evolving for over six million years. Homo habilis for two million years,
maybe, then homo erectus, for over a million years, here in Europe
homo ergaster seven hundred thousand years ago. Then Homo sapiens
neanderthalis for two hundred thousand years, an evolutionary dead end.
Then homo sapiens sapiens for only one hundred and thirty thousand
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years. But only modern humans have survived. There are different races,
but they are all genetically homo sapiens sapiens. There should have
been some adaptive radiation, an evolutionary tree, as there is in other
species. But the evolutionary tree of modern man has few branches and
those that we know of had no future. Except for modern man. Where
are the others? Did homo sapiens sapiens kill them all? Or was there
some disaster? An ice age perhaps, or some cosmic catastrophe that
wiped them out? And, if so, why did only homo sapiens sapiens
survive? Or perhaps some of them did survive and interbred with homo
sapiens sapiens so now we can’t tell them apart. But genetically they
might be different. Don’t you think.”

“Is this your field?” Lucy asked.

“It was my field. Before I died. Did you know that the Russians have
just discovered the remains of a bipedal female hominid over three
million years old. The oldest known example of an early hominid.”

“This is the one in Africa? The Tourmai find?” Lucy seemed to be
the only one asking questions. The others sat silently, fading into the
shadows flickering around them from the guttering candles on the
chequered table, their faces barely visible. When she looked up again
they had vanished, leaving her all alone in the dark, except for
Seraphina who morphed effortlessly into Professor Thanatakis. The entity
faced Lucy across the oilcloth chess board.

“No,” Thanatakis replied, “not Africa. This one is in Siberia. You
know that the permafrost is melting and some most interesting things are
emerging from it. The earth is about to die and the ancient dead are
rising from their graves to be judged. How ironic, don’t you think. This
one has a nearly flat face. A modern face. And it is not a fossil. It is
a perfectly preserved skeleton, even with traces of body tissues and brain
cells. Fascinating.”

Lucy looked askance at him.

“You don’t believe do you?” Thanatakis murmured.

“No. Not if the story comes from Russia.”

“Don’t ever underestimate the Russians. If it is true it turns current
theories of human origins on their head. We have always assumed that
all modern humans came out of Africa. Perhaps it is not so. Or perhaps
some left Africa much earlier than we thought. Or perhaps.... It would
be interesting to have a sample of its DNA, don’t you think. If it were
available. But never mind. You are very tired, aren’t you. So very tired.
Perhaps you had better stay the night here. It is too late for you to go
back to Platis Yialos.”

It was true. Lucy felt extremely and inexplicably tired. Avoiding the
drive back to the hotel seemed like a good idea. She accepted the little
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bed in an small and unfurnished room, and fell asleep almost instantly.

Thanatakis was standing by the bed. Only it wasn’t Thanatakis. It
was a young man, strong and handsome. She looked up at the shadowy
figure and recognised him from another dream. She pulled the single
sheet round her naked body. He sat down on the bed beside her and
kissed her.

“You remember me,” Thanatakis whispered. Lucy said nothing. “You
once gave me a gift of life. In another life. Now I have a gift for you.
A gift of death. Use it well.”

Lucy shivered in the blazing heat of a forgotten sun. She was
standing on the edge of an escarpment, at the top of a squat limestone
cliff bisected by a trickling waterfall. Next to her was a faceless man,
tall, naked, with the body of Greek god, broad shouldered, slim hipped
and muscular, like the six packed pectoral heroes depicted on the front
covers of trashy fantasy fiction. She was holding his right hand and
looking out across a great plain; a vast heat shimmered woodland
savannah extending far into the distance. On the other side of the man
was Imogen, holding his other hand, silent and bewitched. Below them,
near the base of the cliffs was a group of hominids, also naked, human
in form but not quite human, gathered round the corpse of a woolly
rhinoceros which they were butchering with knapped flint knives.

Some distance from the butchers stood three young men holding flint
tipped spears, and six females, warily watching a pack of hyenas circling
the campsite, looking for an opportunity to scavenge the remains of the
rhino. Their skins were smooth and golden bronze brown. Straight ebony
black hair cascaded down their short backs almost to their buttocks.
Their legs were long and muscular, the legs of athletes, of creatures who
could run fast over great distances. Unlike the creatures who were
butchering the rhino these elegant bodies were indistinguishable from
modern humans, comparable perhaps with sub continent Indians. Dark
skinned and fine featured. They reminded Lucy of pictures she had once
seen of naked Masai warriors, or statues of ancient Greek athletes, long
legged and fleet footed. They were not the same species as their
hominid companions.

Her dreams had often taken her back to the past. But never as far
back as this. She knew instinctively that she was watching a scene from
the remotest past, long before the evolution of modern humans. Far, far
back, to the very beginning of the hominid era. And what she was
seeing was wrong. It could not possibly be.

The hyenas suddenly scattered, cowed by a superior presence. Out of
the long grass padded a sleek and massive sabre toothed tiger, larger
than any tiger she had ever seen. The simian butchers turned from their
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work and looked first at the tiger and then at the Others who had spread
out to form a semicircle between them and the advancing predator. She
could feel their thoughts. All of them, both the primitive hominids and
these elegant hunters. There was no fear. Only expectation. Lucy looked
up at the god like creature standing next her. He squeezed her hand. She
was no longer on the cliff. She looked hesitantly at her family standing
silently in a semicircle to her left and her right. Her father, her mothers,
Drew, Sonja, Imogen, Amethyst, Nikos, Ayesha, Seraphina, Nikos, and,
next to her, the undiscovered God. They were all here. All of the people
closest to her were here. She felt the force of their subtle energy flow
through her and knew that she must do what they willed her to do. She
walked directly towards the tiger which quickened its pace. Then she
stood stock still, her heart racing with fear and expectation, waiting for
the tiger to launch itself at her.

The tiger did not hesitate. In the last instant of its lethal leap she
looked into its expressionless eyes, felt the stench of its deadly breath
on her cheek and, in the moment before its extended claws bit into her
shoulders and its teeth closed around her head the imminence of death
galvanised her psyche. The numbers resonating in her head coalesced
into a single key which sang to her soul in an unforgettable harmony.
Every atom in her body flipped out of the material world, converting her
into sentient energy which leapt past the tiger and reassembled itself
twelve paces behind it. The tiger’s jaws closed on empty space. It
collapsed onto the ground in a heap, shook itself and turned round to
look for its vanished prey.

The butchers were leaping up and down, pummelling the air with
hairy fists and shrieking in delight like the demented chimpanzees that
they were. It was a game they had watched many times before. A game
which the tiger rarely won. But they knew that if they were to try to
play the same game themselves they would always lose. Lucy evaded the
tiger several times, until it got tired and slunk off back into the grass to
wait for the apes and their clever friends to abandon the dismembered
rhino.

“You understand what you must do?” Thanatakis asked in the dark
room. Lucy nodded.

“And now you can sleep.” The entity that was Thanatakis caressed
her face gently then kissed her on the lips, equally gently. “Forget this
dream. Use my gift to you, but only when you have to. You will need
it for the storm which is coming. Then you must share it with the
others. You cannot use it alone. You must have the partner who gives
you strength. And you must be willing to look death in the eye. Death
is the key to life. You are the key. You understand?”
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“You can see the future,” Lucy sighed.

“No. I can see only the past. The future is merely an infinity of
unwoven probabilities. I can see only what is probable.”

“Who are you ?”” Lucy was beginning to sink, weighed down by time
and by the insistent numbers furiously aligning themselves into new
harmonies which crystallised into one unique melody. The numbers sang
to her, and they sang a song of eternal life.

“I am just a dream. Now you must wake, or die!”

Seraphina shook Lucy urgently by the shoulders. “Wake up. Whoever
you are. Wake up! This a dream! You are in my dream. Wake up!”

Lucy struggled for air. She was drowning. Above her she could see
the dappled patterns of the sunlight on the water. But she was drowning.
She fought to free herself from the invisible bonds which dragged her
down. She tried to force herself up towards the surface but the dead
weight of eternity crushed the life out of her lungs. She could not
breathe. Fear and panic engulfed her. The universe faded into a familiar
white wasteland half remembered from a thousand lives and a thousand
deaths. The white went out. In the terror of the silent darkness Lucy
invoked those melodious numbers and willed her body to dissolve into
its ultimate components, transforming itself from matter into energy and
from energy back into matter.

The incorporeal universe twisted in on itself and hurled Lucy back
into life. She was on the beach, face down in the soft sand between the
water’s edge and the serried ranks of empty sun loungers. She raised
herself on her elbows and retched up the salt water from her lungs.
Then she rolled onto her back and looked at the couple kneeling beside
her. The woman had taken off her dark sun glasses. Without them she
was instantly recognisable.

“Are you okay?” Seraphina said gently, “do you want to go to the
health centre?”

Lucy shook her head.

“You’re sure? I think you nearly drowned,” Seraphina persisted. Akis
was kneeling on the other side of Lucy, holding her hand.

“You fell asleep in the sea, I think,” he said, “it is easy done in the
sun.”

“No, no. I'm okay,” Lucy replied, recovering her composure, “thank
you, thank you, for rescuing me,” she whispered and for no apparent
reason she began to cry. Seraphina put her arms round Lucy and hugged
her. Lucy sobbed quietly against her breasts. Seraphina stroked her wet
hair and whispered to her but Lucy could not make out what she was
saying. After a while the sobs subsided. Seraphina relaxed her grip. She
took Lucy’s face between her hands and kissed her on the lips. Lucy
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felt an irresistible ethereal calm. The kiss lingered, not passionate, but
probing. The kiss of a sister who was also a lover. Then the two pairs
of lips parted, each both giving and taking something from the other.

“I think I’d better go back to the hotel,” Lucy whispered eventually,
“I think it would be better.”

“Would you like us to come with you?” Seraphina asked.

Lucy shook her head again. “No, I'll be okay. Really. I’ll be okay.”
She stood up, shakily, with Akis and Seraphina supporting her on either
side.

“My sarong,” Lucy whispered, trying to brush off the sand which
clothed her wet body.

“Ah yes,” Akis walked the short distance to Lucy’s vacant sun
lounger and retrieved the sarong. Lucy wrapped it round herself and
made her way slowly back to the hotel. Simone looked at her
suspiciously. She did not like guests who brought so much sand into the
hotel. But there was another message for Lucy at the desk. Simone
handed it to her without a word. It was a scribbled note from Yannis
Hadjidaki. The trip planned for the evening was off. Professor
Thanatakis, the palaeanthropologist, had died suddenly this morning
whilst swimming from his private beach.

The hotel room was still, cool and dark. Lucy stood under the
lukewarm shower, rinsed away the clinging sand, ran her hands through
her matted hair, then felt every part of her body as though to confirm
that she was still alive. Breasts, thighs, legs, face, everything was as it
should be. When the shower was finished she brushed her hair then
wrapped a towel round herself, opened the shutters and stood on the
balcony. There were people lounging in the deck chairs on the hotel
terrace below her. There were people on the beach. Speedboats. A
paraglider and the big red rib moored at the hotel’s little jetty. Nothing
had changed.

She went back into the room, got dressed, then sat on the edge of the
bed and tried to take stock of what had happened. None of it made
sense. The vivid interlocking dreams, so real that they could not have
been imagined, now slipped through her fingers like fine sand.

A distant echo resonated in her memory. She looked for the copy of
Scholars and Gentlemen on the little table beside the bed. It was no
longer there. She looked in her bag, under the bed, in the wardrobe.
Everywhere. The book had disappeared. Then she remembered taking it
to the beach. She must have left it on the beach. She would go back
and look for it later, but in her heart she knew that she would not find
it. She’d have to apologise to James Sinclair for losing it. Whatever
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secrets it held would be denied to her, at least for the time being. There
was a tentative knock on the door.

“Come in,” Lucy said, “cicdyete”.

Seraphina came into the bedroom, dressed now in unflatteringly
baggy cargo pants and an oversized green T shirt.

“You okay now?” she asked.

“Yes,” Lucy replied, “only I’ve left my book on the beach. Did you
see it?”

Seraphina shook her head. “No, guess not. Was it important?”

“Suppose not,” Lucy said reluctantly, “I might go back and look for
it later.”

“You heard about Professor Thanatakis?”

“Yes. Yannis left a note.”

“Yeah, sad day,” Seraphina continued, “I was looking forward to
meeting him.”

“Was he old?” Lucy asked.

“Sure. I guess. Listen. Yannis is upset about the Professor. He
doesn’t feel up to dinner tonight. He hopes you will understand.”

Lucy shook her head. “Of course I understand. Actually I'm still
feeling pretty shaken. I’d rather be on my own anyway. Please thank
Yannis for me. And tell him I'm so sorry about his friend.”

“That’s cool. He will be very grateful,” Seraphina held out her hand.
Lucy took it and felt that familiar empathic tingle. This time it was very
strong, at least as strong as her own powers. Then she remembered the
kiss.

“You really are one of us!”’Lucy gasped.

“Of course. You are not alone. Never alone.’

“But always females. Never males.” Lucy sighed.

“That’s true,” Seraphina replied, reverting to words, “but I think there
is a man for you, Lucinda Scott Hannay. And perhaps you will have a
man for me. When we meet again.”

“But......” Lucy said, “I don’t understand. Who are you?”

Seraphina hesitated, “Doesn’t matter who [ am. Let’s say I work for
Trikos. I had not expected to find you here. But since by chance we
have met I decided to give you something.”

“Give me something? What?”

“You would not want to believe me if I told you. So you must work
it out for yourself. But in order to live you must be prepared to die.
Death is the key to life. You understand?”

“No,” Lucy exclaimed, “I don’t understand. What is happening to
me?”

“Drew Quatermain has done something astonishing. Something utterly

’
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miraculous. Something unbelievably dangerous. And you and I are a part
of it. You and I are the first ones. The strongest. Now I gotta go.
Remember the dream we shared. Nothing can harm you now Lucy.
Nothing in this world.”

Before Lucy could stop her Seraphina was out of the room. Lucy ran
to the door after her and flung it open. The long dark corridor was
empty. Seraphina had vanished into thin air. On the floor of the corridor
was a discarded pair of baggy cargo pants, a black thong, a dark green
T shirt and a pair of cord espadrilles.

Wednesday came without further incident, either in the hotel or
amongst the human seals basking on Little Banana. Lucy did not see
Yannis and his friends again. The rib was no longer moored at the jetty
and that mysterious encounter faded like two passing ships continuing
their journeys into the concealing night.

Lucy packed her small bag of belongings and drove the jeep to the
airport. One hour later she was in the Trikos Gulfstream with her father
and surrogate mother, and her beloved half sister, heading back to
another form of unreality.
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CHAPTER 4

“So, you’re a journalist?” Adrian Graves was as Mike Throckmorton
expected. In his mid fifties, slightly the worse for time, thinning grey
hair, skin slightly wrinkled around the eyes. But he had kept his body
trim and athletic. This was a guy who worked out. Probably had to if
he was servicing the two very young, very blonde and very naked
women sprawled on the mats beside the sensuously curved swimming
pool which curled round like a investigative tongue into a cavernous
room decorated in the elegant minimalism of seventies modernist
architecture. And he was still definitively English, in spite of his years
in America.

“Yeah,” said Mike, “I’'m a freelance. You wanna see my
accreditation?”

“No, not necessary Mr Sherringham. My people have checked you
out. You’re okay. What did you want to talk to me about?”

“I’'m working on an article on the early history of the Trigonikos
Group. I was hoping that you might be able to tell me something about
the people who run it.”

“You mean Drew Quatermain?”

“Yeah, and the others. I wanted to know what they were like, back
in the seventies.”

“Well, you’re too young to remember. The seventies was an amazing
time. We were all young and shagging like there was no tomorrow. The
girls were so hot for it. They’d just got the pill, you know. It changed
our lives. A fantastic time.”

“I’ve already done a bit of research. So I have the basic outlines.
You and Quatermain were at school together, I gather. And you stayed
buddies after you left Eton.”

“Yes, Drew went off to this tinpot university, St Deiniol’s, in the
back of beyond.”

“But he didn’t go straight to St Deiniol’s did he. He had a year out.”

“He went to an Oxford Crammer in order to get his ‘A’ levels up to
speed. That’s where he met Jaz.”

“Jaz?”

“Yasmine. Yes, Yasmine. The Persian girl. Yasmine changed him.
Something happened between them. Well, he was in love with her. He
adored her. But she was so strange. Unbelievably beautiful, and crazy
about sex, and he went along with it. He let her shag whoever she
wanted, and she let him do the same, positively encouraged him, but
they adored each other. Strange relationship. When he went to St
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Deiniol’s he bought this derelict isolation hospital miles from anywhere
and turned it into a kind of hippy commune. Only they weren’t really
hippies. I think he was very much influenced by the Sandstone
Experiment. Just down the road from here. You know, those first
Californian swingers. Nowadays the sociologists call it polyamory. You
know; spiritual harmony through group sexual liberation. But at that time
he didn’t have the money to do what the Williamsons did, so it was
kind of down market, by our standards. It was pretty much a student
thing. He used to organise these wild parties. King Kong Parties he
called them. Then we realised we could make money out of them by
selling very expensive tickets to well heeled students with a taste for
screwing strangers. And he and I began to organise similar parties in
London, for the City swingers. You cannot imagine what it was like
then. Common enough now.”

“Was that where the original stake money for Trigonikos came
from?” Mike was penning careful notes into his reporter’s pad.

“No, no, that was just pocket money. Drew had money. But Jaz had
pots of money. There was some deal, which I never quite got to the
bottom of, involving an Iranian oil tanker which disappeared in 1972,
about a year before the Yom Kippur war. Then OPEC put up the price
of oil dramatically. By the end of 1973 Quatermain was seriously rich.
That’s when Trigonikos really started. I had some money to put in, less
than Drew, but more than a third of the money came from Marcus Scott.
So technically he was the principal shareholder. He’s never really taken
any part in running Trikos though.”

Mike reflected that what he had told Wavell had been wrong. Oil
was involved. Drew Quatermain had supped at least once with the Devil.
He returned to the meat of the interview.

“Okay, we’ll come back to Scott later. What’s Quatermain like, as a
man?”

“Very clever, very fair, very moral, ethical anyway. What more can
I say. He’s a good man, and good men are rare in business circles. He’s
still like that, as far as I know.”

“Even with such a sex life?”

“Yes, he never hurts people, especially women. He adores women.
That’s where 1 went wrong.”

“What about the women? There were some women who were special
to him. Is that right?”

“Yes, there was an inner circle. They all shared each other sexually,
but there’s more to it than that. It was never just about sex. They
genuinely love each other. Really love each other. There’s no jealousy.
They seem to have outlawed jealousy. But it wasn’t like that at first.
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Okay, at first it was just about sex. Then something happened which
changed all of them.”

Graves took out a packet of Gaulloise and lit one.

“You don’t mind? Would you like one?”

Mike shook his head. He did mind. Cigarette smoking was, in his
view, a disgusting anti social habit. But in this case he would have to
play along.

“They got the clap?” Mike laughed.

“No, nothing like that. They were, are, very nice boys and girls. Just
horny as hell. No. But Yasmine Allam was seriously weird. When I first
knew her she couldn’t speak. She was mute and had been diagnosed as
autistic. But she could put ideas in people’s minds, especially Drew’s.
He was always good with figures. But after he started shagging Yasmine
his ability to analyse figures and extrapolate from them expanded almost
exponentially. It was as though he could read the future. But it went
beyond that. They had this idea that they were in some way gifted with
psychic powers. Clairvoyance and telepathy let’s say. And these powers
were at their strongest when they were screwing. Bizarre, or what.”

“Well, there were a lot of hippy cults around in the seventies, so I'm
told, and sex played a part in most of them. Wannabe gurus setting
themselves up as centres of spiritual enlightenment through communal
shagging. But you say he could read the future. How did he do that?”

“l don’t know whether he could read the future. What he could do
was hold together all the factors in the present which could lead to
outcomes in the future and he could see which ones were most likely
to actually happen. It’s more to do with probability than absolute
certainty. Most successful businessmen need that. He just had a wider
view than most. He can always see the whole picture and he’s very
quick and very clever as well. A winning combination. He was, he is,
almost always right. But I think that came initially from Yasmine. He
made us all very rich. And for that I am eternally grateful to him.”

“Now; Marcus Scott?”

Adrian shrugged. “A scholar and a gentleman. Or gentleman scholar.
Rather bland. 1 never really got to know him. Sorry, can’t help you
much there.”

“Okay,” Mike turned a page in his notebook, “tell me about the
women. What was their role in all of this?”

“Well, initially the Kong parties were just shagathons. We went at
it like rabbits. But then Drew started talking about something he called
the ‘cosmic consciousness’. I thought he was mad, but I played along
because it brought in the birds and the money. He said that he and
Yasmine could communicate with each other by telepathy, and that there
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were other people out there with similar abilities, and the best way to
find them was to shag them because shagging unlocked their psychic
potential. They actually called it unlocking. You’d be surprised how
many girls fell for that one.”

“And did he find any; with telepathic powers?”

“I don’t know. All of this went over my head. I was only ever in it
for the sex, and the money. But he claimed that there were plenty of
girls at the Kong parties who were empathic, and then he and Yasmine
found a few who they said were like them. Genuinely telepathic. One
of them was Caroline Hannay.”

“Caroline Hannay?” Mike continued to play dumb.

“Yes, a postgrad theology student. Professor Scott Hannay now.
Bloody hell, she could fuck. She came if you looked at her. And she
went on coming. She’d bust your balls and then she’d talk your head
off. Clever, or what. She gave Drew some ideas. Especially about the
possible nature of the cosmic consciousness and the role of sex in
spiritual enlightenment. Anyway, by this time they’d found four other
women who they claimed had special psychic powers. She and Drew
dreamed up this ritual sex thing. They called it the Circle of the Square
of Three. It was meant to be three men and six women. Nine, see. The
square of three. Two women for each man. Problem was they couldn’t
find a suitable third man. One with the necessary psychic powers.”

“Were you part of this?”

“Of course I was. No red blooded young man could miss out on
crumpet like that. Jesus.”

“And do you have psychic powers?”

“Not that I know of, but Drew was my friend, and besides I had
contacts in the merchant banks which were useful to him. So I was
counted in. And I used to have this ability to keep my dick up
indefinitely without coming. They thought that was rather clever and
decided it was a psychic ability. I dunno. Maybe it was. ’'m not quite
so good now, but I can still out fuck those two.” He gestured at the two
girls by the swimming pool. “And believe me, screwing the girls in
Drew’s circle was something else. Especially Yasmine. Yasmine was
extraordinary.”

“So, what happened?” Mike was becoming more and more curious
about matters which had very little obvious bearing on Wavell
Meredith’s interests but Mike shared Adrian Graves’ enthusiasm for
fucking and never missed an opportunity.

“There was another girl in the group. Sophie Devenish. Beautiful girl,
half Greek, long dark wavy hair, huge eyes, so sexy and so innocent,
and a body that could set the world on fire. Drew reckoned that her
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history tutor had the right vibes and set Sophie and Caroline on to him.
They were supposed to seduce him and bring him into Drew’s circle.
But Sophie fell in love with him, and because Sophie and Caroline were
also in love with each other, Caroline joined her. That was Marcus
Scott.”

“Sorry, what do you mean, joined her?”

“They were bisexual. All the women were bisexual. Still are for all
I know. They shared him. They still do. I had two of my own. Puck and
Tinkerbell they were called.”

To Mike’s amazement Adrian Graves suddenly burst into tears, then
pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and dabbed at his eyes.

“Sorry,” he said, “some memories can be painful. I loved both of
them. But they loved each other more than they loved me. 1 did
something I shouldn’t have done.” He paused and looked at Mike as
though seeking redemption for a sin beyond Mike’s pastoral competence.

“You want to tell me about it?” This bit was part of Wavell’s brief.

Adrian shrugged. “Drew Quatermain hates narcotics. He’s got a real
thing about them. He believes that drugs fuck up the brain chemistry.
Permanently. He’s right, of course. Anyway, I got Puck to try cocaine,
much against her will, then we got high and we went in for a bit of
bondage. You know. Just tied her to the bed. Nothing freaky. We’d done
it before. But this time, at the moment she climaxed, she went berserk.
She wrecked my apartment and nearly killed me.”

“What do you mean, she wrecked your apartment? How could she
wreck your apartment if she was tied up?”

“Believe me, everything that was smashable in the apartment was
smashed. Things just flew off the walls. Chairs tore themselves apart.
Mirrors shattered. My Hockneys were shredded. Everything. Then she
threw me across the room without touching me and she was in my head.
Totally berserk. My blood pressure went through the roof. I could feel
the pain in my head. I knew if she didn’t stop I was going to have a
massive haemorrhage and I’d be seriously dead. Then she passed out.
Next thing Drew’s security people are in my apartment, and they take
her away. A week later Drew offers me a billion dollars for my shares
in Trikos and asks me to leave the company. He said the board of
directors could no longer operate with both me and Puck on it. And he
was not parting with Puck.”

“So you left?” Mike was scribbling furiously.

“Yes, he was very nice, very persuasive and I was shit scared. I’d
seen what Puck could do. I daren’t think what might happen if I said no
and they all decided to hex me. They could be a bunch of witches and
warlocks for all I know. A billion dollars was one hell of a good offer.
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I got out.”

“So, let me get this straight,” Mike restrained his incredulity, “she
actually practised telekinesis.”

“What other explanation is there. She was screaming and howling and
wrecking the place without lifting a finger. Is that weird or what.”

“Did you ring Drew or something, after she kicked off?”

“No, Drew just knew. Someone knew. I never used to take their
psychic stuff seriously. Though I should have done after that first
Christmas with Marcus Scott at Croxton Hall. But they always claimed
that they could sense when one of them was in trouble.”

“Christ,” Mike exclaimed, “I wanted to find out about Trikos. I
hadn’t expected this. Is there any more like this? Where did it start?”

“It started with the Circle of the Square of Three. We’d tried doing
it with two men and two women in tandem. But that didn’t do anything
because I wasn’t psychically up to it. Then Sophie persuaded Marcus
Scott to join the Circle. And that did do something. Nothing for me. But
the rest of them were changed. And they stayed changed. Marcus Scott
had the power, whatever the power is. Together with Yasmine he
changed all of them.”

“What happened?”

“I don’t know. As I said, whatever happened to them did not happen
to me. They claimed that their minds, their individual consciousness, had
merged into a common consciousness. They all became the same person.
More than that, they claimed that their souls had left their bodies and
become part of the cosmic consciousness. Ekstasis Caroline called it.”

“This is Zen claptrap,” Mike said disbelievingly, “were there any
other manifestations of this power.”

“Not for me. But they did seem to know what the others in the
Circle were thinking, and they knew what I was thinking. They
constantly second guessed me. Sometimes it was very uncomfortable.
But in business the ability to predict the future and second guess your
competitors is a valuable asset. It made us all very rich. And for that
reason alone I’'m grateful to Drew Quatermain and I bear him no ill
will. He did the right thing with me and Puck because Puck was much
happier with Tinkerbell and after what had happened we could never
have worked together in the company.”

“Did this telekinesis thing ever happen again?”

“Not that I know. But I’ve been out of it for more than sixteen years
now. I don’t think Quatermain would want it to happen again. In general
they are very gentle people. I think they’re frightened of their powers
and go out of their way to conceal them. But they are not like us, that’s
for sure. Like a drink?”
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Mike nodded.

“Glenlivet? Ice?”

“Sure.” Mike took the proffered glass.

The two men took a cautious sip at the whiskey which seemed to
Mike to be curiously anaemic.

“What did they actually do, in this Square of Three thing?”

“Well, first of all they’d sit in a circle and just meditate. In the lotus
position, with their hands on their knees, then they would join hands
and that’s when they claimed they merged their consciousness.”

“And you never felt anything?”

“No, not really. I was aware of a kind of tingle, like a kid’s joke
shock machine, or the static shock you can get from a television screen.
But nothing else. Then, after the meditation, they stayed in a circle but
each of the three men would take a woman from a kneeling position.
The women would get themselves onto their partner’s dicks, and then
they would each lean backwards so their heads met in the middle of the
circle. It’s a difficult position to maintain. Ever tried it?”

Mike nodded, “yeah. The girl has to do most of the work.”

“That’s right. Then the girls who were being screwed would clench
their feet round the men and hold each other’s hands, and the men
would hold the hands of the girls kneeling next to them. That completed
the circle. So the orgasmic energy released by the sexual acts going on
in the spokes was transmitted round the wheel. The trick was for them
all to come at exactly the same time. They claimed that they could each
feel what the others felt and that allowed them to synch. If it’s true it
must have been amazing. Imagine six simultaneous orgasms instead of
only two, and shared round the whole circle. Except for me. How I
envied them. But they only did it a few times. They said it was too
intense. I think it frightened them. Then one of them committed suicide.
You know, I think that was a factor. They certainly behaved differently
after that. The King Kong parties stopped and they got serious about
their sex lives.”

“This sounds like hieros gamos. The ritual sex in that crap book
about the so called da Vinci Code.”

“Yeah, Caroline Hannay called it that. But then she dreamed it up.
Thirty years before Dan Browne got to it. She had another name for it.
The Great Rite? From Wicca? I don’t know about these things.”

Mike visualised the beautiful women whose photographs were in his
files, imagining them as the three orgasmic spokes in this extraordinary
sexual cartwheel. His body was already responding to his imagination.
He fought it down.

“So, you left, but the rest of them stayed together.”
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“Yes, we were together in Trikos for nearly twenty years. I left in
1992. Now I write pulp fiction. Which is almost as profitable for me as
Trikos was. But only because I'm with one of Drew’s publishing
companies. | write total crap. But it gets published and it sells because
the airport public likes reading crap and Drew’s people push it. I think
he gave me the chance to have a new career. I got the billion dollars
from him for my Trikos shares, then I got millions more from the books
and the films. He did much the same thing for James Sinclair.”

“James Sinclair? The novelist?”

“See, you know of me, and you’ve heard of Sinclair. But you don’t
think of me as a novelist. James Sinclair is a proper novelist. He writes
serious literary fiction. I write crap. But I make more than Sinclair.
Though he makes enough. His books are popular, and he is good.”

“Sorry, you’ve lost me,” Mike raised his pen from his notes, “how
does James Sinclair come into this.”

“Ah, well. Do you know where James Sinclair lives?”

Mike shook his head.

“James Sinclair lives at Croxton Hall, which is Marcus Scott’s
country pile. They all go to Croxton Hall, especially at Christmas. If you
wanted to bump off the board of Trikos you should blow up Croxton
Hall at Christmas. That’s the crap novelist speaking. I would shoot
myself before I harmed any of them. And Sinclair was also staff at St
Deiniol’s and is very close to Marcus. And I’ve just reminded myself
of something 1 forgot.” He paused and fumbled for another cigarette,
then abandoned it. “Sinclair’s wife, Hilary, is also one of them. And at
that first Christmas, when we were all at Croxton Hall for the first time,
something very strange happened.”

“Go on,” Mike knocked back his drink.

“We were all in Marcus’s library to sign the Trikos incorporation
documents. Marcus, Drew, Yasmine, and me. Afterwards Yasmine and
Drew wanted to draw Hilary into the Circle, because they thought she
had psychic powers and she would replace the girl who committed
suicide, so making the circle complete again. Marcus got Hilary up from
the kitchen where the rest of them were cooking the Christmas dinner.
Yasmine went into some kind of trance with Hilary to show her what
being in the Square of Three entailed. Then all hell broke loose. A
bloody great book just flew out of a bookcase and crashed to the floor.
Hilary came out of the trance and went ballistic, and this time it was
Yasmine who was changed. Yasmine could suddenly talk. In Farsi,
would you believe. And that’s not all. Before they went into the trance
Drew said Hilary had killed her previous husband somehow, by wishing
him dead. Later I heard that he had a massive brain haemorrhage. |
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don’t know the details. The others knew, but they never told me. As |
said, they’re quite secretive about their powers. Anyway, later, much
later, I thought about what Puck nearly did to me, and I wondered if
Hilary had done the same thing to her husband.”

“And did Hilary Sinclair join the Circle?”

“No, she absolutely refused. I don’t know why. But the Sinclairs are
still very close to them. They live more or less permanently at Croxton.
The others go off sailing in the Med most of the time. Drew stays on
his motor yacht. The point is, I met James Sinclair recently at a knees
up at our publishers in London, and he said he’d got hold of Marcus
Scott’s manuscript and was going to turn it into a proper novel.”

“Sorry, again. Does Marcus Scott write novels too? There are too
many novelists in this story.”

“No, no. Marcus did write a novel, but it was just a therapeutic
exercise to allow him to get over the various crises he’d suffered at St
Deiniol’s. He wrote a first draft in 1973 then put it in a drawer and
forgot about it. Sinclair’s revived it, apparently. And he told me, strictly
on the QT, that the novel included an explanation of what had happened
to them and what they had become. But he also said that Marcus had
not been able to finish the novel properly and that it was up to James
to craft the ending. The way he said it made me think that it might be
about more recent happenings. Could be worth your while to look at it.
It will certainly be good on the early history of the Trigonikos people.
The Kong Parties and the Square of Three. But he is a novelist, after
all. It could all be just a work of fiction.”

“Yeah, thanks for that. I’ll buy a copy. What’s it called?”

“Not for sale old boy. For their eyes only. Apparently Drew
Quatermain doesn’t want it published. You’re going to have to use
stealth to get a copy. You can try interviewing my editor. She knows
about it. But Sinclair also told me he’d been using one of these print on
demand publishers to proof his books. Seems he likes to read proper
bound books for proofing, rather than galleys. POD is a quick and dirty
way of doing it. If it’s been lodged with a POD publisher there will be
a computer file somewhere in PDF format. Computers are leaky things.
Marcus provisionally called it The Devil’s Whore, but 1 think James
Sinclair was going to call it Scholars and Gentlemen. Safer title,
probably.”

“Did Quatermain tell you about Sinclair’s book? Have you seen him
recently?”

“No, I’ve not seen him since I left the company. My editor at Teleos
Books told me Quatermain doesn’t want it published. She’s in a
relationship with Sinclair’s editor. Apparently James is trying to
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persuade him otherwise. They never argue amongst themselves, you
know. They always make reasonable decisions by common consent. Even
Caroline Hannay. And she can argue. Christ, can she argue.”

“Who is your editor?”

“Claire Grey at Teleos Books. She’ll probably see you if I e-mail her
and tell her you’re coming. They’re in London. Fulham Road. But watch
out. She’s one of them. Doubt if you’ll get much out of her. It’s a long
shot. You want me to do that?”

“Yeah. I’ve got to go to England soon. I’ll try to see her.” Mike
carefully wrote the address into his notebook. Any idea why Quatermain
doesn’t want it published?”

“Don’t know. Maybe Drew thinks it will give too much away. Or
maybe it’s just for them. Not for the world outside. But in that case he
might as well have done a dozen POD copies just for the family. The
fact that Sinclair sent it to his usual publisher must mean that he
expected it to be published in the normal way. Like all his other
novels.”

“Okay, this is very good. And what do you think Trikos is doing
now. Do you know anything about its plans?”

“Not really. Only what gets into the newspapers. After Yasmine died
in childbirth Drew became more private. I do know he’s obsessed with
finding a technological fix which will allow him to connect with the
‘cosmic consciousness’ so that he can communicate with the soul of his
dead wife. A not uncommon delusion amongst widowers. Think of
spiritualists, but in a physics laboratory. That’s why he pours so much
money into academic physics and cosmology. He thinks the ‘cosmic
consciousness’ is just a form of natural energy which can be
communicated with, if only we can find out how. It’s all crap of course.
Still, he’s got a new wife now. Maybe she has diverted him from his
obsessions. As for Trikos, it goes from strength to strength.”

“They’re all getting on now. They must be the same age as you.”
Mike mentally ticked another box and underlined another heading.

“You think so?” Adrian said sadly, “have you seen them?”

“I’ve seen recent photographs.”

“Can’t be too many of them. How recent?”

“Last year. They do turn out sometimes. Mostly to open university
projects they’ve funded, or to attend charity fundraising events.”

“And do they look as old as me?”

Mike shook his head.

“No,” said Adrian glumly, “they don’t. I’ve seen photos too. Drew
seems to have found the elixir of life. It’s only a matter of time before
he markets it. Then we’re all fucked.”
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“What about the travel business. These submarines and underwater
hotels?”

“Pure Drew Quatermain. He’s read about it in some sci-fi novel and
he’s going to make it happen. Underwater tourism for the middle
classes. It should be real blast. He may be eccentric, but he’s still as
sharp as razor. He’ll be in space before Branson. You’ll see. I do know
that Trikos has a whole research division working on alternative energy.
They’re trying to crack Vacuum energy. And who knows, they may just
do it.”

“Vacuum energy? I thought that was too dangerous to mess with. Can
turn the universe inside out or something.”

“I wouldn’t know about that. I’ve no idea what Vacuum energy is.”

“And the Quantum and DNA computers? Know anything about the
Altair project?”

“Never heard of it. Not my field, I'm afraid. Drew Quatermain is a
man of very eclectic interests. An intellectual omnivore. Wasn’t Altair
the Forbidden Planet?”

“Yes,” said Mike, suddenly remembering something. “That’s true, it
was. And the ARK project? Know anything about that?”

“Never heard of that either. What is it?”

“I’ve heard he’s collecting and digitising genomes for all living
species.”

“News to me. But he’s always been interested in genetics. He’s
interested in most things.”

“Well,” said Mike, folding his notebook, and then opening it again,
“that’s all very fascinating. Just a couple of other things. Do you think
that Quatermain is any kind of threat to the American economy?”

Adrian looked at him with an expression of total astonishment.

“Threat?” he said incredulously, “he is the epitome of the American
economy at its best.” He stopped and thought for a few minutes. “I
suppose, if he really has found some way of staying young that could
have repercussions. The world is already grossly overpopulated. Even a
small increase in the overall length of life could lead to drastic
demographic problems. But I doubt if he has. So no, he’s not a threat.
They’ve always tried to think no evil and do no evil. It’s cost them
sometimes. They’ve walked away from iffy projects which have made
other companies very wealthy. No. Drew Quatermain is an honourable
man. A good man. And so is Marcus Scott. So long as they are running
the show it will toe the line. And I’ll tell you something else for free.
They can’t lie. They can be very devious though. Especially
Quatermain.”

“Can’t lie? What do you mean? Everybody lies. Life would be
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impossible without lies.”

“I mean they can’t lie. There is something in their genetic make up
that prevents them from lying. The older generation anyway. I don’t
know about the young ones. Young people these days seem to be in a
permanent state of self deception.”

“Interesting. Do you know anything about their stem cell research and
nanotechnology?”

“Yes, they do that. It’s not illegal here any more. And in my view
the arguments for are much stronger than the arguments against.”

“Why do you think that?”

“Well, look at whose against it. It’s faith against reason again.
Reason must win, in the end. Luther was wrong. Humanity deserved a
better fate than faith. Faith is a lethal delusion.”

“Maybe. Luther certainly did me no favours,” Mike shivered,
remembering a terrified child tied to a bed post and beaten black and
blue for the love of God, “and what about their kids?”

“Hardly knew them. They were all born in 1981. They would have
been around eleven when [ left the company. But I rarely saw them.
They were with Sophie at Croxton most of the time. She brought them
up. Caroline went off and did her own thing, and Yasmine was dead.
When they were small children I used to see them occasionally. They
just seemed normal kids. But very bright. Especially Lucinda.”

“You mentioned earlier that this Claire Grey was one of them. What
did you mean?”

“She’s an empath, telepath. Whatever. Most of the women who work
for Trigonikos are. Two thirds of the people who work for Trigonikos
are women and the other third are...well....strange...”

“Is that why they do the DNA testing on applicants for jobs?”

“I don’t know about that,” Adrian replied, “I was never involved with
recruitment. But the women who worked for me were nearly all fey in
some way or another.”

“Fey?” Mike queried, unfamiliar with the word.

“Fey. Faery like. Clairvoyant. Empathic. You know. Psychic in some
way. You can tell. Quatermain collects them. From somewhere.”

“Humm...never heard that word before.” Mike put his notebook in his
pocket and looked round the minimalist furnishings of the room, and
then at the girls lolling on sun mats beside the pool. Curiosity got the
better of him. “Tell me about the Kong Parties. What happened there?”

“Amazing, “ Adrian responded with enthusiasm, “it all went on in
this old wooden hall, Pen something,Welsh name, I’ve forgotten.
Penhesgyn Hall. This old isolation hospital. Anyway, we’d all get our
kit off, maybe thirty, forty, equal, boys and girls. Then the fellas would
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go into another room and draw straws for who was next, and the winner
would be dressed up in a gorilla suit, with his dick sticking out. And
then he had to catch a girl. There were rules. If the girls didn’t run
away from him they weren’t playing. And no drink, and definitely no
drugs. That was a bit odd, for the seventies. But the screwing more than
made up for it.”

“The girls could say no?”

“Absolutely. Drew insisted that nobody should do anything they
didn’t want to do. Anyway, once the gorilla had caught a girl the other
girls would pretend to drag her to a kind of altar. They were supposed
to struggle a bit. Just for the act. Well, there were wooden pillars
supporting the roof, and they had ropes hanging from the trusses, and
a swing. And the gorilla would either screw her on the altar, or on the
swing. Or they’d tie her to a pillar, or to the hanging ropes,
spreadeagled, with her arms above her head and the gorilla would screw
her standing up, or try to screw her. Not so easy as you might think in
a gorilla suit. Bit of a laugh sometimes. Bloody fantastic. I remember
Sophie Devenish was a terrible tease. She used to climb up the ropes
and sit in the rafters and taunt the gorilla to get to her. Have you ever
tried shinning up a rope in a gorilla suit with your stiffy sticking out?
But when she did let you catch her she was sensational. And Caroline
used to do the most amazing sexual gymnastics. Marcus Scott must be
one happy bunny, with those two. There was a lot of mumbo jumbo too.
Drum music, and incense burning. And it was dark. Every guy was
supposed to have a go in the suit. Some guys couldn’t get it up though.
Fear I suppose. And once a girl had been shagged, she was supposed
not to run, so all the girls got their turn too. But they never knew
exactly who was screwing them. A lot of people wore masks anyway.
Especially at the London parties. It was horny as hell. Afterwards
everyone just lay about until they’d recovered, then fucked anyone who
was willing. And they were all willing. That’s why they were there. 1
had more women in those two years than I’ve had in all the rest of my
life. And that’s saying something. You enjoy women?”

“You betcha.” Mike certainly enjoyed women, and even this brief
account of Drew Quatermain’s imaginative orgies had been enough to
give him a real boner.

“I like fucking them,” Adrian said sadly, “but I don’t love them any
more. | only ever loved Puck, but I couldn’t have Puck without
Tinkerbell. People say men find lesbianism a challenge. It’s not true.
Living with two bisexual women was fun at first, but after a while I
came to resent Tinkerbell. They loved each other more than they loved
me. There was always that sense that I was shut out of something they
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alone shared. And I couldn’t cope with the telepathy. They always knew
everything I was thinking. Sometimes before I even thought it. I like
threesomes, but an ordinary man can only ever love one woman
properly. Don’t you think. They’re genuinely polyamourous you know.
The Circle of the Square of Three. They all love each other equally.
They have to. Though even they eventually paired off. For convenience,
I suppose. Sophie and Marcus, Jaz and Drew. Caroline floated between
them and her career. Tinkerbell and Puck. Christ, just thinking about
Sophie and Caroline is making me stiff. You too? You want to fuck
them?” Adrian pointed to the two blonde girls by the pool. “California
girls. Mel and Bryony. They haven’t got half a brain between them.
They just want to be like Paris Hilton. But they fuck like steam trains.
They’re both up for it. You up for it? Let’s do it. Let’s see who make
them squeal longest. It’s on the house.”

Mike shrugged. This was not in his remit. But James Bond would not
have hesitated, and neither did he.
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CHAPTER 5

About one week after Mike Throckmorton had enjoyed the obliging
Bryony and Mel, Nikos Scott was trying to get out of his house in
Hanover Terrace in order to buy a newspaper.

“We can get the paper for you, sir,” said the insistent security man.

“Listen, you’re here to protect my wife. Not me. I can go out if I
want to.” Nikos was always exasperated at having to run the gauntlet of
Drew Quatermain’s security. He did not think that either he or Ayesha
had anything to fear from anyone and he certainly did not intend to
become a prisoner in his own house. He flicked his wavy hair back
from his handsome face. He was like his mother, dark and sultry and
distinctly Greek. Only the grey eyes which he shared with all his
siblings told of his father. “I’'m going out.”

The guard shrugged. “I can’t stop you,” he said.

“I’'m going for a walk in the Park. Then I’'m going to Baker Street,”
Nikos continued. “And I’m going to buy a newspaper. And I'm going
into Starbucks for a coffee. Alright. I’ll be back in half an hour. Put it
in your log, if you must.”

The guard shrugged again, and made a note in his logbook. Nikos
hated having these people downstairs, vetting everyone who came and
went. It was especially embarrassing when he had his parties. His
friends didn’t like having to sign in for an evening’s communal
shagging. Discretion was important in these matters. But the guards were
insistent. So there were friends who turned away rather than commit
themselves to the security records. Others, the smart ones, just signed in
as Jessica Rabbit or Fritz the Cat, and the guards turned a blind eye.
Nikos made it worth their while. There was an unofficial bonus for
them, and on party nights a couple of obliging Sloanes would usually
go down to the security suite in the basement and give both of the
guards a quick one. Just to keep them sweet. Mostly it worked. And
they never came upstairs unless summoned. Which was just as well,
given what went on upstairs a lot of the time.

Nikos bought his paper. He didn’t have to, of course, but he liked to
get out of the house and walk around with the ordinary people whose
unfettered life he sometimes envied, even if increasing numbers of the
people he met in the street seemed to be feckless obese slobs obsessed
with booze, boobs and football. He positioned himself at an empty table
in Starbucks, tasted his latte, and began to read the paper.

To his surprise there was an article in it about his father-in-law.
Apparently Trikopharm had devised a revolutionary new treatment for

63



drug addiction. Clinical field trials conducted over the last two years had
been one hundred percent successful. Now Drew Quatermain was about
to sign a contract with the NHS to deploy a drug which would disable
the receptors in the brain which caused addiction and neutralise the
hallucinatory effects of narcotics. It was described as a form of
vaccination, and, if the contract was signed, it would become
government policy to innoculate all schoolchildren against drug
addiction. Put simply, no one would ever get high again.

Nikos wondered if it worked with alcohol. And cigarettes? And what
about therapeutic psychotropic drugs which were given to mental
patients? Nikos could see all kinds of problems. But if he could see
them then it was one hundred percent certain that Drew Quatermain had
seen them too. And Drew always knew what he was doing.

Like Drew and the rest of the family Nikos detested all forms of
drug addiction and avoided drugs and alcohol like the plague. The
lessons of that incident with Puck and the lecherous Adrian Graves had
not been lost on their parents and had been drilled into their children
with irreversible mental blocks. Drugs fucked up the brain. And in their
case it made them extremely dangerous because they might lose control
of lethal psychic powers they didn’t even know they had. Telepathy
could be lived with, just about, but killing people just by thinking at
them was too horrendous to risk. No sane person took drugs. But the
world of the normals was full of imbeciles who mistakenly thought that
drugs enhanced their lives. On an impulse he took out his mobile and
rang Lucy.

He’d always got on better with his abrasive half sister than his
emollient twin, though he was well aware of the relationship between
them. It was not that he disapproved of Lucy and Imogen sleeping
together. They’d slept together since they’d been small children. One
thing naturally led to another. And, after all, their mothers were more
often than not doing the same thing with each other. Bisexuality
apparently ran in the family. But Nikos had seen both of them in action
with men and felt that they were wasting themselves on each other.
They were both built for proper shagging, and he intended to get them
back to it as soon as he could. Not that he could shag them himself, not
even his half sister who he more than fancied. Incest was taboo, even
within a family which tolerated pretty well anything else.

Phone conversations with Lucy were always fraught because Lucy
had an inexplicable hatred of phones, and, although the abusive backchat
was the normal currency of sibling love, Lucy also had a temper and
was always likely to kick off for no obvious reason. Nikos had long ago
given up trying to communicate with her telepathically because Lucy’s
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usual reaction to his intrusion into her mind was to transmit back to him
erotic images of intimate parts of her own body which gave him an
uncomfortably hard erection and an irresistible urge to ejaculate. In the
interval which followed Lucy used the psychic energy released by his
arousal to close off her mind to him. It was a nice piece of negative
feedback which deterred Nikos from further psychic forays, especially
when it happened to him in public. Latterly he had found it virtually
impossible to make telepathic contact with his half sister who seemed
to have erected the psychic equivalent of a spam filter to keep him out
of her head. So he was obliged to resort to pedestrian phones.

“Lucy?”

“Yes, Nikos, what do you want?”

Why was she always so bloody curt on the phone? She was just like
her mother.

“Have you seen this article in the paper about Trikos inventing a
therapy to fight drug addiction?”

“No. For Christ’s sake. I’ve just got here. I was at the observatory
all night. I'm in the café having my breakfast and I’'m not in a good
mood.”

“In the observatory? I thought you only did the maths?”

“What do you know about hens’ teeth Nikos. You’re an ignorant
bloody historian. The observatory’s just a computer. I was in a computer
room. Alright. I’ve was with a colleague who wanted me to look at
something.”

“Oh, you spent the night with a man? That’s an improvement. Did
he show you anything interesting? No. No. Lucy, don’t break the phone.
Lucy?” There was a long silence. But the phone remained connected. “I
meant, what were you looking at?” Nikos adopted his most placatory
tone.

Lucy relaxed slightly. “You’ve got a one track mind. Like most men.
A binary neutron star system.”

“And why is it interesting?”

“They’re about to crash into each other. Then they may go
hypernova.”

“Does that matter?”

“If they go hypernova they will create a focussed stream of high
energy radiation along the axis of the accretion disc. If it is pointing
towards Earth when it happens there could be an intense Gamma Ray
Burst and the Earth might fry. Does that matter?”

“Oh. Right. Sweet. What do you think about this Trikos thing?”

“I don’t know anything about it. I haven’t read the article. And I
don’t care. I don’t take drugs. Only idiots take drugs. Now go away
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Nikos. I want to have my breakfast in peace. Go away Nikos.”

This time the phone did go dead.

“Who’s Nikos?” Terry Gardner paused from his cornflakes and
looked at the ravishingly beautiful woman across the table from him.
Terry was head over heels in love with her. But she was totally
unapproachable, except on a purely professional level. And he had buck
teeth, unruly carrot coloured hair and a face as round and red as a
ginger tomcat. He could never ever hope to have breakfast with her, as
he was now, across a domestic breakfast table.

“My half brother,” Lucy replied, “he’s an idiot. He went to Oxford!!”

“Oh, I went to Oxford.” Terry looked slightly squashed.

“Good for you,” Lucy replied, grinning.

“You want to stick with the neutron star thing? You can put the Dark
Energy on hold. It’s been around since before the beginning of time. I'm
sure it can wait.”

Lucy’s bachelor boss, Professor John Pendle, with whom she had just
spent the night in the observatory, was also breakfasting with them.
Terry was the first of the early breakfasters to arrive at the Comus
restaurant after them and, as is usual in communal college dining,
friends and colleagues tended to cluster together at the round tables.
Lucy rather missed the long refectory tables she had known at
Cambridge. But round tables did have advantages, and six or seven was
generally thought to be the optimal size for debate. Anyway the Comus
was a smart student restaurant in the modern idiom, not a medieval
refectory, and the food was generally excellent. Lucy was no stickler for
tradition.

“I don’t mind. If that’s what you want me to do.” Lucy began to
butter her toast. Then changed her mind and drank some thick black
coffee instead.

“How are things in biosciences Terry?” Pendle asked.

Terry thought for a while.

“Actually,” he said, “quite interesting. We’ve been sent some hominid
DNA to sequence which they claim is three million years old.”

“Human DNA?” Pendle probed, then realised that he had just asked
a singularly stupid question.

“No. Not possible. Humans like us have not been around that long.
Less than half a million years. Three million cannot possibly be human.
Some other long dead hominid maybe. Anyway, I’'m not handling it. But
everyone in the lab is very excited about it. It’s going to shake up the
evolutionary debate.”

Lucy pricked up her ears. Vague memories of a forgotten dream
resonated in her subconscious mind.
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“Where’s it from,” she asked

“Dunno that either,” Terry admitted, “I’m just a post doc. Like you.
The professor is handling it.”

“That’s what comes of being at Oxford,” Lucy laughed.

“Actually,” Terry scratched his head, “would you two like to donate
your DNA for sequencing? Prof wants to compare it to modern human
DNA. We’re taking as many samples as we can.”

Lucy looked at John Pendle, raised her eyebrows, then turned back
to Terry.

“Okay by me,” she said, “I’ve already had mine sequenced, though.
When do you want me to come to the lab.”

“Do it now,” Terry said excitedly, “I always come prepared.” He
pulled a couple of small bottles out of his pocket together with two
surgical swabs sterilised in a sealed packet, “cheek swabs. Open wide.”

Lucy obeyed, allowing Terry to linger over obtaining his sample from
inside her cheek. John Pendle submitted to the same routine.

“Great,” Terry said, “thanks ever so much.”

“Hi Terry. Mind if I join you guys? What you testing for Terry? Is
this a crime scene?”

Lucy looked up at the tall stranger. He had an enigmatically
handsome face poised somewhere between Joaquin Phoenix and George
Clooney. Broad shoulders, a slim athletic body and wavy dark hair. His
casual chinos and tweed jacket were well cut, but in a style slightly
different from the English. Either he shopped at Land’s End or he really
was an American. He looked back at Lucy quizzically.

“Oh, no” Terry replied, “no, not a crime scene, just collecting
specimens. Yes, please, of course. Please join us.” He gestured to the
empty seat beside him, opposite to Lucy and Professor Pendle. “This
is...er....umm. Dr Throckmorton. I'm so sorry I’ve already forgotten your
er...Christian name.”

“That’s okay,” said the stranger, “hi guys. I'm Mike Throckmorton.
I’ve just joined Terry in biosciences. I'm a geneticist. I'm doing a post
doc here.”

“Oh,” said Lucy brightly, “join the club. This is post doc central.”

“And who are you guys please? I know Terry. Met him yesterday
when [ arrived. Do the honours Terry.”

“Yes, of course. This is Professor John Pendle. Astrophysics.”

Throckmorton half stood and extended his hand across the table to
grip the professor’s hand with the vice like clasp of authentic American
sincerity.

“Pleased to meet you sir,” he said respectfully to a man who was
obviously too young to be a full professor and must therefore be very

67



bright.

“People usually just call me John,” Pendle replied, clenching and
unclenching his hand to recover from the crushing grip. And in truth
John was young. Mathematicians and physicists are believed to do their
best work in their teens and twenties, and so it is not uncommon to find
talented young men catapulted into mathematical Chairs far earlier than
in most other disciplines.

John Pendle was tall and angular, with a narrow cheerful face and a
shock of lank white blonde hair which he was constantly flicking back
from his pale blue eyes. He had gone to Cambridge as an organ scholar
and combined a brilliant mathematical mind with a love of the arts and
music, and a quirky sense of humour. Pendle was an admirable man
who took an instant dislike to Throckmorton whose entire persona
seemed to be transmitted through the brutality of his handshake.

“And you are?” Throckmorton asked, disingenuously extending his
hand to Lucy.

“This is Lucy Hannay,” Terry said, “also Astrophysics. Throckmorton
took Lucy’s hand and, as the palms met, he felt a mild shock, like the
static from a television screen, and at the same instant he felt something
click in his brain, as though it had shut off for an instant, leaving him
momentarily unconscious. The sensation was so strong that it took him
by surprise and he sat down again rather more suddenly than he
expected, without ever tightening his grip on the slim elegant fingers.
Seconds later he remembered what Adrian Graves had said. As the
hands came apart he looked into the face of a breathtakingly beautiful
young woman, whose thoughtful grey eyes skewered into his soul. Her
platinum blonde hair was plaited in a tight pigtail tied off with a large
lace bow. Her face was solemn, vaguely nordic, and golden brown, and
there was an unbelievably sexy mouth. Wavell had been right. She was
not like Uma Thurman. She was more like Daryl Hannah. From one
angle sultry and sexy, from another severe and academic. Hole in one.
Within two days of arriving he was already on target. All he had to do
now was seduce her. Once fucked most women would spill the beans.
That’s the way they were.

She looked at him curiously, her brow furrowed slightly. A thought
formed in his head. I don’t think so. Not in a million years. Then it was
gone. He hesitated, then plunged into the standard question and answer
dialogue of the newly introduced.

“What are you working on Lucy?” Throckmorton asked. Lucy looked
up at John Pendle who smiled at her and turned his head ever so
slightly from side to side.

“I’'m working on Dark Energy equations,” Lucy replied, wondering
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why John Pendle wanted her to keep stumm about the neutron star.

“Interesting.”

“Where are you from Dr Throckmorton?” Pendle asked, resting his
chin on his fists, his elbows on the table. Where are you from did not
mean where did you come from? Where is your home? It meant which
university are you from? What is your academic pedigree? The first
thing one academic will ask another on meeting for the first time.

“Did my first degree and master’s at Harvard. Then Cambridge Caius
for my doctorate. Been back in the States bumming around for a few
years. Then I guess I wanted to get back into academic life. I miss the
buzz of academic research. This project at Keele looked interesting.”

“Which project is that?” Pendle asked.

“Same one Terry’s working on. The ARK project.”

“Which is?” Pendle inclined his head slightly.

“It’s a privately funded project,” Terry interjected, “an Anglo
American company called Trikos is collecting and digitising genome
samples from all known species. It’s a huge project. We’re just one cog
in a very big wheel. 1 suppose that’s what attracted you, Dr
Throckmorton. American project.”

“Please call me Mike. Yeah, and the money. Not many post docs pay
this well.”

“What are they going to do with all these genomes?” Pendle’s voice
was sardonic, “knowing the Americans you’ll probably patent them and
then charge us for existing. And isn’t Trikos owned by an Englishman?
Drew Quatermain?”

“That’s right John. An Englishman. But he had an American mother.”
Mike’s response was equally sardonic. He had already sensed that he
was not among friends.

“I’ve got to go,” Pendle said abruptly, “you coming Lucy?”

Lucy stood up and followed Pendle out of the restaurant, leaving
Mike looking at Terry in astonishment.

“What did I say?” he asked.

“They’ve been up all night. Probably tired,” Terry replied.

“Gee. Are they an item?”

“I dunno. Don’t think so. They’re often together though. Maybe. I
dunno.” Terry did not want to think the unthinkable.

Mike Throckmorton also gave an inward curse. If the Hannay woman
was with Pendle it might be a little more difficult to seduce her.

“You want to give me a swab?” the enthusiastic Terry asked.

“Sure,” Mike replied unenthusiastically, “why not.”

Outside the Comus Professor Pendle turned to Lucy.

“You’re very quiet Lucy. Something wrong?”
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“No,” she paused, “well yes. I got some really bad vibes off him.
He’s not what he seems.”

“Me too,” Pendle nodded, “I didn’t like him. Not often that happens.
You know how easy going I am. But when I shook his hand I felt
something. Like a shock. There’s something wrong with him....
Something....”

“I felt the same,” Lucy replied, looking at John curiously, “sorry, I'm
very tired. Actually I think I’ll go home and have a nap.”

“Yes, do that Lucy. Thanks for coming on board with the neutron
star. | think it will be interesting. But I don’t want our new friend to
know about it.”

“Don’t worry. I don’t want anything to do with him. He’s a creep.
John...” Lucy started to say something, then thought better of it.

“Yes...”

“No, forget it. I’ll talk to you about it later. I'm going to bed.”

They parted company, Lucy to her small tutor’s flat in Lindsay Court,
Professor Pendle to his rather larger flat in the old house at the
Hawthornes. Once in their respective rooms both of them simultaneously
connected with their friends and lovers. Pendle by email with a
colleague at Harvard. Lucy by telepathy with Imogen.

Indolent Imogen was still in bed at Croxton Hall in the company of
a more than normally vacuous piece of chick lit about a girl with a one
track mind. She put the book down, rolled over onto her back and
brushed the thick dark waves of hair away from her gorgeous eyes.

“Lucy.”

“Yes. Imogen. I've just met one.’

“Met what?”

“A man with powers like ours.’

“Not the professor? I thought you said he wasn’t very strong....have
you fucked him? Is he really like us?”

“No, no, not John Pendle. He's American, and he’s not like any of
us. He’s a bastard. He’s been sent to spy on us.”

“Spy on us? Why would anyone want to spy on us?”

“I don’t know. I think he works for the CIA or something and he’s
been sent to chat me up and find out about us through me. I don’t know
why.”

“What does he look like?”

An image followed.

“Oh gosh. He’s a hunk.”

“I don’t think so.”

“What’s he called?”

“Mike Throckmorton.”

’

’
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“Throckmorton? Isn’t that the maiden name of Drew Quatermain’s
mother?”

“I didn’t know that. How on earth do you know that?”

“I just know. I hear them talking. Drew mentioned it once. Lucy, You
have to sleep with him. It’s the only way to be sure. Maybe this is the
fate you talked about.”

“Sod fate. He’s a bastard. I don’t trust him. I'm certainly not going
to sleep with him. He does want to shag me though.”

“Maybe we can change him.”

“Oh, yes! That’s what all new wives think. I'm not sleeping with him.
No way.”

“Well, if you won’t, I will.”

“No you won’t. And I'm keeping out of his way. And you aren’t
coming to Keele.”

“Oh please Lucy. Please, else how are we ever going to find
someone like Dad. We can’t miss any opportunity. You know how
important it is for us to find a man like us. We have to have children
like us. This is the first one. Maybe we can control him. If we can read
him. Can he read us?”

“I don’t know. I read him the minute he touched my hand. I couldn’t
stop. It was too strong. He’s very powerful. But opaque. He doesn’t
know what he is. Strange, John Pendle didn’t like him either.”

“Lucy, please sleep with him. Don’t get involved. Just fuck and go.
You know, like we do with boys. It doesn’t mean anything. Unless he’s
for real.”

“Maybe. Actually, I've had a thought. Since you’re so keen to screw
him maybe you can. Maybe I’ll invite him to Nikos’s party. I won't tell
him what kind of party it is. He’ll get a shock, but I know he’ll be up
for it. He’s a high testosterone fella. He likes screwing, but he doesn’t
respect women. Tell you what. You go instead. Let’s play the identical
twin game. Make your boobs and bum smaller, go blonde and pass
yourself off as me. He’ll won’t know. Then you can shag him and see
what you think. Try not to let the parents find out. Keep your mind
closed.”

“Are you implying that your bum is smaller than mine?” Imogen’s
mind was laughing.

“You know what I mean. We can make out bodies whatever we want.
Remember how we used to fool Nikos. If he couldn’t tell us apart 1
doubt if the American can.”

“Yeah. Okay,” Imogen was still laughing, “I’ll think about it. Are
you going to go as me?”

“No. I think I will arrange another assignation.’

’
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“The professor?”

“Maybe,” Lucy added an afterthought, “Imogen. Is James Sinclair at
Croxton at the moment?”

Another affirmative followed. The two minds re-engaged with time
and drifted apart.

Seconds later James Sinclair awoke from an involuntary nap, stared
in alarm at the unfinished sentence on the screen of his computer, then
picked up his trilling phone.

“Uncle James.”

“Lucy?”

“Yes, uncle James, it’s me.”

“Lucy. How lovely to hear from you. When are coming to see us?
Sophie says you had a good time on Skiathos on your own. She says
you went to a nudist beach.”

“I didn’t tell her that,” Lucy said, almost regretfully, “we’re grown
up now you know. She must have got it out of Imogen. I wish Sophie
wouldn’t do that. We should have some secrets.”

“She loves you. That’s why. And you can’t really have secrets can
you. Not the way you are. I’'m lucky. It doesn’t come to me in the same
way. Not telepathy. Something else speaks to me. The Muses maybe.
But Hilary can read my mind, so I have no secrets from her. Do come
for a weekend. Everyone else is here. Marcus, Sophie, Caroline, Imogen,
Hilary and me. We’d really love to see you.”

“Uncle James, I’ve got a terrible confession. I’ve lost your book. I
don’t know how. I think I left it on the beach. I was going to tell you
as soon as I got back. But I forgot. I’'m so sorry.”

“Don’t worry. It’s not going to be published anyway. Drew thinks we
can be recognised from it. He’s right, as always. So we’ve agreed to
pull it. How far did you get into it?”

“I’d just started reading the chapter about the Square of Three. Then
the book went missing. I really liked the chapter where the Sophie and
Marcus characters go off to a hotel and make love to each other. That
was lovely. Really beautiful. So romantic. They did love each other so
much didn’t they.”

There was a pause at the other end of the line.

“They still do love each other, and your mum. All together. They’re
one person. One soul in three people. Anyway. Never mind. Don’t worry
about the book. It’s been erased. Drew even asked me to take it off
Lulu. So, it’s all gone. Everything wiped, like the Weshesh, erased from
history, as though they had never been. I have such a debt of gratitude
to Drew. I won’t argue with him about it. Marcus doesn’t seem to care.
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So, forget it. How’s the research?”

“The Weshesh? What are the Weshesh?” Lucy felt the slightest
tremor of another distant memory.

“Ah, of course, you didn’t get that far in Scholars and Gentlemen.
The Weshesh were one of the tribes of the Peoples of the Sea. Greek
seaborne refugees from the Trojan War. They ended up in Egypt and
were exterminated or enslaved by Rameses the Third. Sophie believes
that she is descended from a woman of the Weshesh. She thinks that’s
where your powers come from.”

“I wish I’d been able to finish your book.”

“Well, maybe we’ll talk about it. When I see you. But how’s the
research?”

“Interesting. I’ve been taken off Dark Energy and asked to do some
calculations on a neutron star.”

“A neutron star. Should we be worried?”

“Yes, maybe. If it goes hypernova.”

“What’s your prof like?”

“Nice guy. I like him. Cool dude. Very clever. And not at all geeky.
Actually I really rather fancy him, but I don’t know how he’ll react
when he finds out about us. So, I haven’t made a move on him. And
he’s a practising Christian. I don’t want to hurt him because it can’t
last. In the end we have to be with men like us. Uncle James...”

“Yes,”

“Nothing, nothing....it’s okay... I want to talk about something. But
not over the phone. Give my love to mum and dad and Sophie, and
Hilary of course.”

“Your mum’s here, if you want to talk to her. We’re in the library.”

James looked across at Caroline who had stopped her work on the
other desk and was looking expectantly at James. “I think she wants to
talk to you.”

Caroline crossed to James’s desk and took the proffered phone.

“Sweetheart, are you okay?”

There was a very long delay. Lucy did not want to talk to her
mother.

“Yes mummy. But something’s happened.”

“Tell me.”

“It’s well...I’ve met another man who has powers like ours. But...”

“Lucy, that’s amazing. The first one in thirty years. You must sleep
with him.”

“No, no. He’s not exactly like us. There is no light in him. Not
darkness, but no light. A kind of ...”

“Dark with excessive bright....,” Caroline murmured.
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“Yes....not darkness....but not light,” Lucy replied.

“Then he is one of us. That’s how the men are. Dark with excessive
bright,” Caroline sighed, “ah, Milton....Satan’s best apologist. He must
have been one of us too. He understood it all but couldn’t accept the
truth. James understands this. Our souls speak through authors. But they
don’t always understand what they are being told.”

“I don’t understand either. And you won’t bloody well tell us, will
you. Anyway, I don’t want to sleep with him. He’s evil. He’s been sent
to spy on us. I wasn’t going to tell you ‘cos I know exactly what you’re
going to say..”

“Spy on us? Why?”

“I don’t know.”

“Lucy, listen to me. Listen to me. If what you say is true he may be
one of us. You must sleep with him to be sure. But be very, very
careful. Find out what you can about him. Find out why he’s spying on
us. Lucy?”

“I told you. I knew what you were going to say. And get out of my
mind.” The phone went dead.

Lucy enjoyed talking to James Sinclair. Although he wasn’t really her
uncle she had always treated him as one, and James himself enjoyed the
role of surrogate uncle. He didn’t have the gift of telepathy, so Lucy
and Imogen could talk to him without the fear that he was looking into
their minds. In fact James Sinclair could look into minds, but, like John
Pendle, his insights into the cosmic consciousness came to him through
his subconscious from a very different source. Her inquisitive mother
was another matter. She had already sensed the subtle intrusion of
Caroline’s questing mind into her own consciousness. Caroline’s
telepathic powers were limited, by Lucy’s standards, and only really took
effect when she was very close to people, sexually excited, or on the
phone, where the electromagnetic fields of telephony seemed to provide
a conduit for her psychic energy. Lucy hated being spied on by her
parents and had learned how to block them out when their presence was
unacceptable, or so she thought.

Caroline looked mournfully at James, and handed the phone back to
him.

Through the windows of the study James could see his wife Hilary
returning from her morning ride, the great dapple grey horse walking
slowly up the long drive to the golden stone hall which was their
communal home. Croxton Hall enveloped them in its warm womb,
shielding them from the pain of humanity. Somewhere in the grounds
there would be Fangdale the gardener, watching over them, his soul
patrolling the house and its lands as it had done for countless
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generations. The Fangdale James had first met in this house was still
alive, although incredibly old. Now it was his son who was the
guardian. Fangdales had been at Croxton since the very beginning.

“Sooner or later,” James said to Caroline, “you’re going to have to
tell them.”

“Pity she didn’t finish your book,” Caroline replied, “fiction is more
subtle than fact and easier to assimilate, and you don’t have to believe
in it for it to affect you. But you’re right. They are going to have to be
brought into the Circle. At their age it’s a terrible risk. And how do you
tell an intellectually brilliant post doctoral rationalist that she’s actually
a witch. Not to mention the genetic thing, which I still can’t get my
head round. She won’t believe me. I didn’t. I still don’t.”

“I don’t see why you can’t tell her. You lot knew when you were
their age. And you may be descendants of witches. But you are not
witches. Tell her she’s a demi goddess, or something. That’s closer to
the truth.”

“No,” Caroline replied, “in other lives we have been saints and
scholars, gods and goddesses, devils and whores, physicists and
physicians, witches and wizards, everything that humanity could have
been, except for being human. But mostly we’ve been scholars and
healers, because we love life, and we have always been hated for it.
We’ve always known we have special powers but we’ve only recently
found out what we are and it’s too dangerous to take risks with our
unknown capabilities. You know what Hilary did, and what Puck nearly
did to Adrian. Their powers are much greater than ours. God knows
what they can do. Lucy’s just like I was at her age. She’s wilful and
can’t control her temper, and Nikos and Ayesha and Imogen can’t
control their lust. They’ll shag anything that moves. Until they learn to
control their ruling passions they cannot be allowed to know what they
might be capable of or what their true destiny is.”

“Just like you were at their age,” James smiled at her. It never
ceased to astonish him that they all looked so young even though he
understood the reason why. In his eyes Caroline was still a flawlessly
beautiful young woman, the same beautiful young woman who had once
given herself to him to comfort him in a moment of blind despair.
Nothing except her emotional maturity could distinguish her from her
equally flawless daughter. “What did she want?” he asked, “she was
going to say something to me, then changed her mind.”

Caroline pulled a face.

“She changed her mind because she sensed that I was with you and
she didn’t want me to know because she thinks I’ll interfere. But she
told me anyway, and apparently Imogen knows. It’s easy to get things
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out of Imogen. Imogen’s soft, like her mother.”

“What’s the problem?”

“She thinks she’s met a man like us. But she thinks he’s evil and she
thinks he’s been sent to spy on us. She should sleep with him and find
out whether he really is like us. You know we need to enter each other
physically as well as mentally to find out the truth. And if he is like us
then we need him to breed from. Lucy and Imogen have a duty to our
survival as a species. You know how difficult it is for us to conceive,
and besides, neither of them have been fully unlocked because they’ve
never met a strong enough man. They can’t mate with their father or
Nikos. Drew is the only other possible candidate, but he treats Imogen
and Lucy as though they were his own daughters so he won’t screw
them, even just to unlock them, let alone breed with them. There has to
be new blood.”

“Better to be careful,”James said quietly, “you people never take evil
seriously, yet it’s all around us. Evil is real, as much a force in your
universe as the light which guides you. Lucy could be right. He may be
evil.”

“Humans are evil,” Caroline said tartly, “because their souls are
asleep and they cannot see what they are. And I don’t believe in that
Manichean dichotomy. There is no force of evil. Only the light. It is the
absence of the light that makes humans evil. And the light is life. If this
man is like us he too must be a child of the light and so he can’t be
evil.”

“I cannot see what you can see, and so I cannot judge,” James
replied. “Marcus and Drew have been very successful at keeping you all
out of the human bearpit. But if someone’s been sent to spy on Lucy,
then someone somewhere has made the connection between this family
and Trikos. If that is so, then you are all in danger.”

“Why should we be in danger now? No one knows about us. Drew
has deliberately used his celebrity status to draw all the attention away
from us. He takes all the flak, he always has. We’ve never really used
our powers for fear that people would ask questions. And Trikos has
never done anything but good for humanity in general.”

“Well, humanity is notoriously ungrateful. The problem is that Drew
has just made his first mistake, and it’s a catastrophic mistake. You read
the paper this morning. Things are not going to be the same again.”

Caroline perched herself elegantly on the edge of James’s desk and
looked at him dolefully.

“You mean the drugs thing?”

“Yes. Evil is not going to like that.”

“Yes, you’re absolutely right.” Caroline thought for a while, then
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smiled at James and kissed his cheek. “I’m going to have to go to Keele
and talk to my bloody minded daughter. She isn’t going to sleep with
this man. I don’t blame her. She’s young, and she’s frightened.
Nevertheless we have to find out what this “spy’ is up to, and who sent
him. So she is going to have to do as she’s told, for once. And if he’s
for real, then we need him. And I’d better have a quiet look into
Imogen. Because I bet she knows about this. Those two don’t have
many secrets. You know what they’re like.”

“You’d better tell Drew. Nikos and Ayesha could be in danger.
They’re out in the big bad world too.”

“No, not yet,” Caroline looked thoughtful, “you know what will
happen if we tell Drew. He’ll take control. This is early days. And
anyway, Nikos and Yesha have security. Lucy is the one at most risk.
Let’s just see what we can find out for ourselves, and then we’ll tell
Drew.”

James nodded. Caroline was right. But there was a perceptible risk.
He wondered whether it was a risk worth taking.
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CHAPTER 6

John Pendle had to wait for three days before he got a response from
his friend in Harvard. The result was not what his gut instinct expected.
Throckmorton was genuine. He was in his late twenties. Graduated at
Harvard summa cum laude and had gone on to take a Ph.D. at Caius
Cambridge, exactly as he had said. He’d dropped out of sight for a few
years, then he’d gone to work for the American Government in a
department created to monitor corporate malfeasance, with special
responsibility for detecting illegal research in genetics and gene therapy.
It was all entirely credible, and obvious why he was here. Mike
Throckmorton was not to be trusted.

He sat back in his chair, put his feet up on his desk and thought
about Lucy, as he so often did. Lucy was also very clever. He was
lucky to have her at Keele. She could easily have taken a junior
fellowship in Cambridge, or Oxford. John Pendle had never really
thought very much about women. His whole life had been dominated by
his research. Intellect ruled, and the mysteries of the universe far
eclipsed the mysteries of the flesh, though, like many virginal physicists
and mathematicians, he was not above looking at the girls in Playboy
and wondering whether women really were like that. Lucy wasn’t like
that. Lucy was very beautiful. Slender and elegant, though she tended
to conceal her elegance under rather grungy jeans and sweaters. She had
a delicate face and beautiful bleached blonde hair which she usually
wore brushed back tightly into a single plait. Sometimes she wore it
loose, and, when she did, it flowed round her face and over her
shoulders in soft undulating waves making her look like some Pre-
Raphaelite elf. He wondered what her home background was. In spite
of her taste for tacky clothes she had the confident air of the effortlessly
rich. He knew that her mother had also been an academic, a professor
of theology, or something like that, because he had once complained to
Lucy about the avalanche of managerial crap which flowed daily across
his desk demanding that he account for every instant of his time, and
she had said that her mother had resigned her post rather than put up
with the lunatic performance targets which were strangling serious
academic research and innovative teaching.

Apart from knowing about her mother, and her exemplary academic
record, John Pendle knew hardly anything else about Dr. Lucy Scott
Hannay, except that her father was a farmer. He sighed. He was thirty
four, a professor in a good university and well respected in his field.
But he had never had a woman, and had no idea how to even begin to
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get one. He could not deny that he was strongly attracted to Lucy but
he would never dare to approach her. Lucy was from another world and
would not look at geeks like him. So, neutron stars would have to be
an acceptable substitute. This neutron star was not going to be a
substitute for anything. If his instinct was correct, and Lucy’s
calculations confirmed his own, humanity could be facing a cosmic
nemesis. What they were observing now had already happened thousands
of light years ago. It was as inevitable as death. Indeed, it was death,
not just for the Earth, but for any other living organisms which fell into
line with the deadly jets of high energy gamma rays which would spew
out of the poles of the collapsed stars. At some stage someone would
have to be told the grim truth. Or maybe it was better not to know,
since there was nothing that could be done to avert the consequences of
staring down the barrel of a cosmic weapon of mass destruction which
had already been fired. And in any case humanity had only a fifty fifty
chance of surviving the next century without destroying itself, one way
or the other. So the neutron star was not the most immediate problem.
Not for mankind anyway.

Mike Throckmorton did not have such problems. He did not know
about the neutron star, and would not have cared if he did. He did know
about women though. He had enjoyed more of them than John Pendle
could possibly imagine, and had treated all of them with equal contempt.
Women were merely consumables, like ice creams or beefburgers. Fuck
and chuck was his philosophy. He was sufficiently charming and
attractive to disarm them, and, once disarmed, the rest was easy. They
lay on their backs for him and let him do whatever he wanted, and
when he got bored with them he left them for the next one. Dr. Hannay,
however, was proving to be a tough nut. He tried turning up in the
Comus at times when he thought she might be there, but somehow she
regularly outsmarted him. He began to behave like a love struck
teenager, deliberately lurking in places where he might hope to meet her,
but on the odd occasions when their paths did cross, she merely
acknowledged him and walked on. Any hope of getting close enough to
her to be invited to meet her family was so far out of the question.

The work he was doing with Terry Gardner at the ARK unit was
essentially boring, and mostly automated. But he regularly had breakfast
with Terry in the Comus restaurant on the off chance that Lucy would
turn up again. Terry was obviously infatuated with Lucy Hannay and
talked about her incessantly, but knew virtually nothing about her and
was frequently disconsolate because he saw her so rarely. Mike did,
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however, watch her from a distance. If Lucy was rich she didn’t show
it. She lived in a cramped Tutor’s Flat in one of the halls of residence.
She had a boring Honda Civic saloon, and wore clothes bought at Next,
which were scarcely the cynosure of fashion. In another age she might
have been called a blue stocking. From time to time he did meet her on
the Campus, coming out of the library, or on her way to the
Astrophysics Department in the Leonard-Jones Laboratories, and
occasionally she was to be seen walking round the grounds of Keele
Hall with John Pendle, deep in astrophysical intercourse and apparently
oblivious to the crude American who was so desperate to attract her
attention.

Nor had his trip to London to see Adrian Graves’s editor at Teleos
Books been any more productive. Claire Grey was in a relationship with
James Sinclair’s editor right enough, but neither she nor her partner
wanted anything to do with a pushy American jock. So he was given the
run around and came away with no more information than he had
gleaned from Graves himself. The book was no longer available.
Attempts to hack into Lulu.com were equally unproductive, partly
because of their very effective firewall, but mainly because all files
relating to Sinclair’s work had been deleted.

As a result of these setbacks Mike Throckmorton’s encrypted e-mails
to Wavell Meredith were decidedly thin, though, unknown to Mike,
Meredith had highlighted sections from his account of his meeting with
Adrian Graves and passed them on, as directed, to the boys upstairs.
Then, out of the blue, his luck seemed to change. He arrived early at
the Comus restaurant and found Terry and Lucy breakfasting together,
as they had been doing the first time he had met them. He sat down
next to Terry and looked at Lucy across the table.

“Hi,” he said, “long time no see. Where you been, you sexy thing?”

To his astonishment Lucy responded to his crass greeting by smiling
sweetly at him.

“Hi Mike,” she said amiably, in a voice loud enough to be heard half
way across the Comus, “Would you like to fuck me? I know you want
to.”

Terry’s jaw dropped. Mike went bright red and struggled for words.
She had deliberately caused him acute embarrassment. Half of the
undergraduates at the other tables were looking at him in astonishment.
But this was too good an opportunity to miss. He had to tough it out.
Never mind what his companions thought. Once he’d screwed her she
would be his and he could move on to the next stage of his
investigation.

“If you’re willing, I'm willing,” he said quietly, “your place or
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mine?”’

“Neither,” Lucy replied, cool as ice, but with an enigmatic smile
dancing around her exquisite mouth. “I'm going to a party at my
brother’s place in London in a couple of weeks. You can join me there,
enjoy the party and meet my family, and you can fuck me. If you still
want to.”

The entire café had fallen silent. Young and curious faces focussed
on the extraordinary conversation. This was not how seductions were
conducted in contemporary chick lit.

“You’re on,” Mike replied decisively.

“Is it that sodding easy!” Terry exclaimed, his ginger face bright red
with rage and shame, “bugger you, you American bastard. And Lucy!!
I’'m ashamed of you.”

Lucy looked at Terry and smiled at him. She sensed his rage and
disappointment and allowed a tender thought to filter into his
consciousness with all the gentle warmth of a summer kiss. You re my
friend Terry. One day I'll explain, but don’t be hurt. I can’t love you
Terry. Not the way that you want me to. But I am your friend. I despise
him but I have to do this.” Terry suddenly felt totally reassured, but left
the table nevertheless. Lucy turned her attention back to Mike
Throckmorton.

“I’ll let you know when and where. You will have to meet me in
London.”

“But,” Mike began, “shouldn’t we....”

“Not here. There is someone on Campus I rather fancy and I don’t
want to compromise my relationship with him. Okay. You’re a grown
up man. You should understand. Think about it. You’ll get a one night
stand with no complications. But I don’t want to be seen with you
around here. Okay?”

Mike shrugged. He would have to wait.

Lucy sat back in her chair and speared him with a look of barely
concealed contempt. There was a long silence, then an undergraduate on
an adjacent table turned round and prodded Mike in the back.

“Would you like to shag me too?” she asked, leering at the handsome
American, “you won’t have to wait for two weeks for me. In fact, if
you come to my room in Lindsay Court at two o’clock this afternoon,
I’ll give you a shag you’ll never forget.”

The handsome American mentally undressed her. Astrid was round
faced with bob cut black hair and a voluptuously juicy body. In a few
years time, unless she was very careful, she would be decidedly plump.
But right now she was as ready as a ripe plum, and he could tell that
she was hot for it. He would be foolish to refuse such an offer. Lucy
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stood up and prepared to leave the table. As she did so Astrid turned to
her.

“You don’t mind do you Dr Hannay.” It was statement rather than
a question. Mike had the uncomfortable impression that he was being set
up and that these girls were laughing at him.

“Not at all Astrid. Warm him up for me. He’s going to need it,” she
said sweetly, then, looking straight at Mike. “See you in a couple of
weeks, lover boy.”

Mike watched as Lucy strode out of the restaurant and savoured the
rhythmic flick of the tiny buttocks tightly squeezed into a pair of hipster
jeans. Shagging her would be an act of patriotic revenge. These English
girls were not the delicate submissive flowers he had remembered from
his days in Cambridge. Half of them were as fat as pigs, with massive
thighs, gross tits and exposed bellies oozing over tight miniskirts, and
the other half were as feisty as hell and insolent with it. Well, girls this
cheap did not deserve respect. So he would fuck and chuck. Which is
what he usually did anyway. He turned his attention back to the bob cut
Astrid, whoever she was. A bird in the hand, and all that.

“Are you serious, babe?”

“Yes, of course I'm serious,” Astrid grinned, revealing a set of
perfect teeth, “how could I resist a hunk like you?”

“In that case,” Mike spread his hands out in a gesture of acceptance,
“is there anyone else here who wants to enjoy the American dream?”

There was a subdued giggle from the girls on either side of Astrid,
then a sharp faced blonde with a peek-a-boo bang grinned at him
lasciviously.

“Maybe,” she said. “Astrid can check you out. And if you’re any
good, we’ll draw up a rota. Do you do threesomes?”

Another burst of lecherous laughter.

“You betcha,”Mike snapped in frustration. Girls were not supposed
to treat him like this, “and I will come, at two o’clock,”

“Of course you will,” Astrid laughed, “I guarantee it.”

Yet more laughter. Astrid scribbled something on a bit of paper and
flicked it at Mike. It was her room number in Lindsay Court. She stood
up, followed by her friends, all of them in tight hipster jeans which
exposed naked midriffs and exiguously covered bottoms decorated with
tattoos, or the just visible straps of a thong. They really were scum, he
thought. What they needed was a dose of Gonzo sex. That would put
them in their place.

“Got to go. Nine o’clock lecture. See you later masturbator.” Then
they were all gone and Mike was on his own with his toast and
cornflakes, being looked at quizzically by a group of slack jawed spotty
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boys who had been listening in and wondering what the American had
that they didn’t have, other than being American. He ate his toast in
silence, drank his coffee, and made his way to Biosciences and the ARK
unit where Terry refused to speak to him.

Lucy sprawled in the armchair in John Pendle’s room and looked at
the calculations she had just completed on his circular blackboard.
Pendle was working his way through her equations.

“Are you sure about this?” he said.

“Yeah, I think so, for the time being. The combined axis is shifting
and their orbits are decaying faster than we thought. They will collide.
Very soon. And the combined mass of the two stars will be enough to
trigger a singularity. It will go hypernova eventually. I'm still working
on when.”

“Well, technically, it’s already gone hypernova. It’s just that the light
from it hasn’t reached us yet. When we see it is when we may get the
Gamma Ray Burst, if one of the poles of the accretion disc is eventually
going to point in our direction. We need to know when that photon
burst is going to reach us. I think we need more measurements. I’d like
to be one hundred percent sure. We are talking about the survival of the
human race, after all.”

Lucy pulled a wry face. “Well, it’s a moot point whether the human
race deserves to survive. And even if it does eventually point in this
direction it will not be for hundreds of years. Humanity should have
killed itself off well before then.”

John Pendle shook his head again. Lucy’s capacity for Olympian
detachment was sometimes alarming. He believed in a compassionate
God who cared for his creations. The collapsing neutron star with its
implication of cosmic Armageddon was hard to stomach. If God was not
in control of the universe he could not be God. Lucy, it seemed, did not
find this to be a problem. He surveyed his splendidly disorderly office.
John worked on the volcano principle of document filing which meant
that the whole room was awash with piles of books, academic articles,
and random bits of paper which defied any rational order. But he knew
exactly where everything was and confidently expected the important
things to spew out of the summit of the volcano when he needed them.
Less important things, like the interminable managerial forms and barmy
bureaucratic edicts, would sink eventually into the stagnant magma at the
bottom of the heap.

“Lucy, you're in a bad mood, what is it?” He lounged back in his
chair, put his feet on his desk and flicked the shock of blonde hair back
from his eyes.
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“That sodding American. He just wants to shag me. Arrogant bastard.
Why do American men think that they’re God’s gift to women?”

“It’s their culture,” Pendle said philosophically, “they can’t help it.”

“What bloody culture? They’re so...gross!!”

“Are you going to?”

“Going to what?”

“Let him shag you.”

Lucy sighed, “I’ve called his bluff. But if he wants to shag me he’s
going to have to go to London to do it.”

“And if he does....go to London.”

“I’'m an honourable woman,” Lucy laughed, “I’ll keep my word. It’s
just sex, after all. It’s not as though I’'m going to fall in love with him.”

“Lucy, Lucy,” Pendle shook his head sadly, “you girls play dangerous
games.”

“Well, quite by chance I’ve got him off my back for the time being.
The Lindsay Court bicycle met him at breakfast this morning and
offered herself to him. She rather fancies him, I think. And she and her
friends will give him such a good time that he’ll forget about me.”

“He won’t forget,” said Pendle sadly, “you are his target. He wants
more from you than just sex.”

“Sorry,” Lucy paused and looked puzzled. In general she and Imogen
did not go deep into the minds of people outside the family, though it
was often hard to resist the temptation to send little messages, as she
had to Terry when she had sensed his distress at breakfast, but she
wondered whether she should look more deeply into her boss. “What do
you mean?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I just got a bad feeling from him. When I shook his
hand he nearly crushed it. Americans do that to make people think
they’re sincere. But I felt something else. A kind of electric shock. And
for an instant I thought I saw into his mind. It was very strange. He
wants to know all about you. He’s on a mission. To spy on you. It’s not
about sex. That’s just his modus operandi. He thinks that if he screws
you, you’ll open up to him. What are you hiding Lucy?”

Lucy’s grey eyes look into Pendle’s limpid blue eyes, her brow
furrowed.

“Fate does not do these things,” she said quietly, “one, perhaps, but
not two in the same place.” Then she remembered that fate had put all
three of her parents, together with Drew, Jaz, Puck and Tinkerbell, into
the same place at the same time. If she had believed in God she would
certainly have agreed that he moves in the most mysterious ways his
wonders to perform. But Lucy was a rationalist and did not believe in
Gods, though she did understand the mathematics of probability, and in
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this case the odds were highly improbable.

“What do you mean?” Pendle echoed.

“Nothing, give me your hand,” Lucy stood up and reached across the
desk to Pendle, holding out her hand to him. Pendle reluctantly
reciprocated. But there was no sensation as the fingers touched. Pendle
was not like them. But neither was James Sinclair, and yet James
Sinclair really was like them, only his powers had manifested themselves
in a different way. None of her various parents had realised this at first,
and had left James out of their calculations for over twenty years. Now
they knew the truth. And they weren’t telling. But James also knew the
truth and had written it down. She wished she hadn’t lost his book. She
continued to hold John Pendle’s hand.

“Did you feel anything?” Lucy asked.

“No, well, yes,” Pendle released her hand and sat down again, “there
was the same kind of shock, only not as strong. Gentle almost, if an
electric shock can be gentle. Just static I suppose. Keep away from my
computer,” he laughed.

“What am [ thinking about?” Lucy said.

“What?”

“What am [ thinking about?”

Pendle hesitated.

“You’re thinking about your half sister. I didn’t know you had a half
sister. Her name is Imogen. Lucy?” his voice rose in a query, “how did
I know that?”

“What does she look like?”

“She’s beautiful. Like you. Sunburnt complexion like you, but dark
not blonde. Long dark hair with long beautiful waves. And she has
gorgeous eyes. Huge grey eyes. And she’s so gentle, and she loves you.
My God, Lucy what’s happening?”

“I wish I knew,” Lucy said, withdrawing the image from John’s
mind, “when I know I will tell you. If I ever get to know, that is.”

John Pendle shook his head, “that was totally weird Lucy. I'm a
physicist. I don’t do weird. Except for quantum weird. It was as though
you were actually in my head. And .... you’re in love with me.”

“There’s nothing weirder than physics,” Lucy laughed, “especially
quantum physics, and yes, I am in love with you. Sooner or later I'm
going to have to make love to you. Would you like that?”

Pendle’s face flickered from exultation to panic. He had never
touched a woman before, let alone made love to one. He would not
know where to start. And why should he start? He didn’t really know
Lucy and if she was going to allow herself to be screwed by the
American, what hope was there for him. And in any case, was it wise
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to get involved with a woman who treated sex so lightly. But, like all
true scholars, he was curious, and his curiosity would eventually lead
him into Lucy’s body.

“Don’t worry,” she said, gently taking hold of his arm, “it won’t be
for a while. And there is nothing more natural than making love. It
won’t be a problem for you. But think about it.” Another image floated
into Pendle’s mind, this time of Lucy herself, but naked and lustful, and
his body was already responding.

“Are you really in love with me?” Pendle was retreating rapidly. His
confidence in himself was undermined by her sexual authority but his
dormant libido was awakening and opening doors to exciting
possibilities. He could easily fall in love with Lucy, if only he knew
what love was.

“Yes, I think so. We have a lot in common, don’t you think.”

Pendle stood up and came round the desk to meet her. Lucy put her
arms around his neck and kissed him. Tentatively at first, and then with
increasing passion. Then she stood back from him and looked at him
solemnly. Pendle was visibly shaking.

“You see, we are meant for each other. Soon we’ll go somewhere
nice and make love. I have an idea about that. But first I need to sort
this thing out with the American. What you felt about him is what I felt.
It can only be tested by sleeping with him. I don’t want to sleep with
him, ‘specially after what we’ve just done. I’ll meet him in London. But
I’ll persuade him to sleep with my half sister. Once he’s seen her he
won’t need much persuading.”

“Lucy? I’'m a professor. I'm not stupid. What are you talking about?”

“Don’t worry. Trust me. All will be explained. I hope. I’d better go.
There’s someone I need to talk to. Remember that I love you. That’s
enough for now.” She kissed him again, this time running the tip of her
tongue gently round his lips and then sliding it into his mouth. Then she
was gone.

The nonplussed Professor John Pendle, still trembling and trying not
to think about the throbbing thing between his legs, opened his desk
drawer and took out his bible. In the past he had never found it difficult
to separate his strong Christian beliefs and his scientific research. God,
he believed, could be approached by reason alone, and the more he
probed into the mysteries of the universe the more confident he had
been that it was all the work of God. But the lethal neutron stars had
shaken that faith. If God was all powerful and so loved mankind, how
could he allow mankind to be annihilated by a cosmic accident from
which there could be no escape. And now there was Lucy. Like Simone
at Platis Yialos, he had instinctively felt something very strange about
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Lucy and feared it. Now he felt something just as strange about himself.
Something previously unrecognised. But Lucy had recognised it. He had
seen it in her mind, in that brief instant when the two minds had met.
This defied reason. It defied God. And in some subtle way it had
already changed him. He leaned forward on the desk and placed his
head in his hands and began to pray for enlightenment and for
forgiveness, because he knew that when the time came he would do
whatever Lucy asked of him. His innate curiosity would require it.
Mysteries were there to be explored and understood. In the following
two weeks he found his heart getting closer and closer to Lucy.

Mike Throckmorton was not troubled by questions of guilt or
forgiveness. Astrid had been as good as her word. When he turned up
at the designated time she was waiting for him wearing a kimono
dressing gown which was off before he had even closed her door. Astrid
was a big girl. Strong, with big tits and a white hot pussy. She almost
tore his clothes off, couldn’t wait to get his dick into her mouth and
squealed with delight when he eventually stuck himself into her. There
was none of this nonsense about interminable foreplay. Astrid was
nineteen and didn’t need foreplay. She got straight down to the business.
And she went on squealing and yelling as he threw her about, first in
the missionary position, then from behind, then the scissors. Astrid knew
it all. And Mike was very good at it too, and came back for more. She
was enthusiastic, inventive, and unbelievably horny. Anticipated revenge
turned into unexpected pleasure and an invitation to a return visit which
became a regular assignation. On the third visit Astrid turned into the
peek-a-boo blonde called Charlotte, just as horny and just as inventive,
and on the fourth visit it was Charlotte sucking his dick whilst he licked
out Astrid’s throbbing pussy.

Mike Throckmorton was hooked. These girls behaved like men. Not
submissive but equal to him and able to repay his violence in kind. He
slapped them and they slapped him back. He bit their tits, and they bit
his buttocks. He tied them to the little bed and rogered them like a
piston engine and they tied him to the bed and had him groaning for
mercy, keeping the whole hall awake. It was the best sex he’d had for
years, and very different from the enthusiastically submissive Mel and
Bryony.

“Whadya know about Dr Hannay,” he asked, one day, in between
erections, as he massaged Astrid’s ample breasts with one hand and
stroked Charlotte’s newly waxed pussy with the other.

“She’s okay,” Charlotte shrugged, “don’t see her much. She’s usually
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up early and often doesn’t come back ‘til late. Unless she’s on duty
here. Very disciplined. In love with her work.”

“Two weeks is nearly up. You still going to London to shag her?”
Astrid asked, rolling onto her elbow and releasing a torrent of mammary
flesh into Mike’s face.

“Would you mind?” he asked, “if I go to London.”.

“God no. It’s only sex. Come back and tell us how you get on.
Nobody else seems to be fucking her. Bit of a waste really. She’s a
beautiful woman. Much better than us. She should be fucking someone.”

“Speak for yourself,” Charlotte gasped as Mike’s finger worked its
magic.

“Oh, we’re pretty enough,” Astrid said, “but she’s beautiful, though
we’ve never seen her without her clothes. But I'd say she’s got a
fabulous figure.”

“I’ve seen her without her clothes,” Charlotte was still panting, but
was past the first fine rapture.

“When?” Astrid asked indignantly, “you never told me.”

“I went down to her room once, to ask about something. Stop that,
Mike,” Charlotte snapped, pushing away the questing fingers, “it’s
getting sore. ’'m not going to come again. Anyway, she’d just had a
shower and she was in a towel. When she saw it was a woman she just
let it drop. I wondered if she was lesbian or something and it was a
come on. | was tempted for a minute. Well, women make love to each
other much better than men. But she just seemed very unselfconscious.
I don’t think she was even aware she was naked. And she has a
fabulous figure. Everything just right. Lovely tits. Not too big, and firm,
and high up. Not a bit like Astrid’s melons. And slim as a rake. And
that lovely skin colour, as though she’s permanently sunburned all over.
And she waxes her pussy. The whole works. If she fucks like she looks
you’re in for a good time.”

“That doesn’t follow,” Astrid said, “she could be frigid.”

“I don’t think so,” Charlotte replied, “it’s all there, she just doesn’t
use it for some reason.”

“I really meant, do you know anything about her family, you know,
that kind of thing.”

Both girls shrugged.

“Don’t know,” they said, “I’ve hear her dad’s some kind of
gentleman farmer,” Astrid took the lead, “must be a bloody rich one.
And her mother was a professor, somewhere. Not here.”

“She’s definitely well heeled,” said Charlotte, “though she certainly
doesn’t spend her money on clothes. Shops at Next, for God’s sake.”

“Where do you shop then?” Mike asked.

88



“Well, if 1 had her money I wouldn’t shop at Next. It would be
Prada and Yves St Laurent for me.”

“You seen her new car?” Astrid interjected.

“What new car?”

“Take a look. It’s in the tutor’s spot in the car park. Go on, get up
and take a look.” Astrid twisted Mike’s dick so hard that it hurt. He got
up and gingerly twitched opened the curtains of Astrid’s first floor
room. Lucy’s battered Honda Civic had been replaced by an almost new
Aston Martin DB9.

“Jesus,” said Mike, “see what you mean. How long’s that been
there?”

“Couple of weeks, ” Astrid pulled a face, “it comes and goes. If 1
could afford a car like that I don’t think I’d be bothered with
astrophysics.”

Mike continued to look at the gunmetal grey car and, as he did so,
Lucy came out of the building and crossed to the Aston. She opened the
trunk and threw an overnight bag into it, then got into the car and drove
away. Mike closed the curtains and fingered his rising dick. The girls
looked at him expectantly. Then he remembered the present he had
acquired for them. Astrid’s room was tiny, and the single bed was
scarcely big enough for two bodies thrashing around, let alone three. He
picked his way through the rubbish and cast off clothing on the floor
until he found his trousers. In the back pocket was a little poly bag with
a few grams of white powder which he had discovered could be bought
without effort, and very cheaply, from desperate hoodies on street
corners in Stoke on Trent.

“You guys into coke,” he said.

The two girls looked at him, then shook their heads.

“We used to be,” Astrid sat up in bed, “but we’ve kicked it. Easy
peasy with this new anti drug thingy.”

Mike looked slightly disappointed. He didn’t do drugs much himself,
but these girls seemed so high most of the time that he assumed they
were into something.

“What anti drug thingy?” he asked. In his experience giving a broad
a quick snort was a sure fire way to one hundred octane sex. But then
these girls already did one hundred octane sex. Maybe they didn’t need
coke.

“Oh,” said Charlotte, “last year they were doing these tests on this
new drug which breaks your addiction. They were paying volunteers to
try it. Astrid and me were getting a bit dependent and it was beginning
to cost us too much. So we went along to the Medical School. And it
works. We’re both clear.”
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“What actually happens?” Mike’s curiosity was now as aroused as his
pecker, “how’s it administered?”

“One of those nebuliser things. You have a puff and they give you
a vitamin pill, then you go home.” Charlotte paused, “‘bout a week later
you have a sort of sneezy twenty four hour head cold. After that.
Nothing. We’ve tried coke and grass and ecstasy but neither of us felt
anything. Might as well have snorted talcum powder. And the craving
has totally disappeared. Big relief really. Drugs are a pain really. But the
pushers must be pretty pissed off. Their market here has disappeared.”

“Pretty well everyone on campus went for the tests,” said Astrid,
“well, at a two hundred quid a go, it’s worth having. There’s no drugs
problem here now. I don’t think there’s anyone on Campus taking
anything. Even alcohol. People drink as much as ever but they don’t
actually get drunk. That’s a pity. I used to enjoy getting smashed. Can’t
remember why. Still, there are beneficial side effects.”

“Such as?” said Mike, whose revived dick was now sticking out like
a ramrod.

“Well,” Charlotte gurgled, “ever since we had the drug we’ve all
been as horny as hell. We seem to have swapped addiction to drugs
with addiction to sex. We can’t stop screwing.” She pushed her mouth
onto him until he was half way down her throat, then Astrid grabbed
her and pulled both of them down into a giggling writhing heap on the
litter strewn floor.

The following day there was a letter in Mike’s pigeon post in the
Biosciences Department. Inside was a handwritten note for an address
in Hanover Terrace London, a date and time two days hence, and a
plastic card with a computer printed bar code. Nothing else. Nor was
there any sign of Lucy or the Aston Martin. Lucy had obviously gone
early. Two days later Mike filed his latest report to Wavell Meredith,
put on his best suit and went to Stoke railway station with Astrid and
Charlotte who came to see him off. As he nonchalantly boarded the
London train he was surprised to find that both of them were in tears

“Just sex,” he said, putting his arm round them and kissing each in
turn.

“Come back to us,” Charlotte replied, “screw Dr. Lucy, if you must,
but come back to us. You’re one hell of a good shag. For an American.
And we love you.”
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CHAPTER 7

Wavell Meredith had never been to the CIA headquarters at Langley.
He was aware that the Department of Homeland Security liaised with
the CIA. But the extent and obligations of that dangerous liaison did not
become apparent to him until he received an unexpected summons to
attend a briefing session with a mysterious Colonel Anstruther on a
subject which was not to be disclosed in advance. Now he sat at the
end of a small rectangular table in a small office with bare beige walls
and small transom windows from which nothing could be seen but a
grey Virginian sky. His three inquisitors looked at him suspiciously. The
only one in uniform was an Air Force colonel. Afro American, slim and
athletic beyond his years, with a crew cut and deep set dark brown eyes.
Unlike the others his face was friendly and not unsympathetic. The other
two were archetypal CIA suits, both middle aged, one pudgy with a
round face, pufty apple cheeks and and furtive blackberry eyes lurking
behind narrow rectangular frame-less spectacles. The other was tall with
a bald shaved head and a harsh presbyterian face, underpinned by a
lantern jaw, snake eyes and an aggressive manner. Wavell did not take
to either of them.

“We’d like to know how you are getting on with the Quatermain
file,” snake eyes asked.

“Would you like to tell me who you are?” Wavell asked.

“My name is Ormen Lange,” said snake eyes. “My colleague Greg
Barbas,” he indicated the pudgy suit, “and Colonel Anstruther.”

Anstruther leaned over the table and offered Wavell his hand. Wavell
took it. The grip was firm and reassuring. “So, how are your
investigations into Quatermain going?” Lange repeated.

“I think he and his friends might be in danger,” Wavell replied.

“Too fucking true,” Barbas growled under his breath, “we’ve read the
reports from your field agent. We would like more intel on Quatermain.”

“This guy Throckmorton is slow in delivering the goods,” said Lange,
who was obviously the more senior of the two suits, “what’s he actually
doing?”

Wavell had once been a fully tenured professor of anthropology at
an Ivy League university. He had a strong objection to managerial suits,
even if they were themselves Ivy League graduates. These two reeked
of the banal evil of malign bureaucracy. They were not to be trusted.

“How do you know about Throckmorton?” Wavell began to be
annoyed.

“Your reports to Homeland Security have been passed on to us, and
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your email traffic is routinely monitored,” Lange said.

“Well,” Wavell snapped, “I take exception to that.”

“You work for us Professor Meredith,” Lange said through slit lips,
“never forget it. Now, what’s he doing?”

“His brief was to infiltrate Quatermain’s family and friends and
report on anything he found interesting.”

“Why hasn’t he found anything?” Barbas asked impatiently.

“Well, it might be easier for him if he knew exactly what it is that
he’s supposed to be looking for. He’s getting closer to her family. He’s
going to a party next week where he expects to meet Lucy Scott
Hannay’s folks. What more do you want? He isn’t James Bond. These
things take time.”

“We ain’t got time. We need to get someone into the Trigonikos
Group soon as. Your guy is not cutting it.” Lange look at Wavell
contemptuously. It was no surprise, Wavell thought, that the US was
constantly on the wrong foot intelligence wise because the agencies were
more interested in fighting each other than fighting a common enemy,
whoever that might be. Wavell rather thought that Mike Throckmorton
was right. The Trigonikos Group was a thoroughly law abiding and
morally sound company which just happened to be run by some slightly
wacky people. But the guys who ran Apple and Google were pretty
wacky too. Nothing wrong with that.

“Why?” Wavell asked, “since you’ve apparently seen Throckmorton’s
report you must know that so far all we have is a vague suggestion from
Adrian Graves that some members of the Trigonikos board of directors
have paranormal powers. We don’t believe in paranormal powers. Graves
is probably out of his head on smack or something. What is your
interest in this? You’re not still pursuing that psychic warfare nonsense,
are you?”

“No,” Barbas replied, “but we don’t rule it out. If it exists we’d
certainly want it, but at the moment we’re more interested in the genetic
engineering. We want to know exactly what Trikopharm is doing. We
have two ways of dealing with this. Either we snatch some senior
executive from Trigonikos and render them somewhere where we can
beat it out them, or we infiltrate the family and get them to tell us over
dinner. The former is on hold, the latter depends on your guy getting his
dick out and making that girl fall for him. But he’s running out of
time.”

“There is a third way,” Wavell replied sarcastically, “why don’t you
just ring up Quatermain and ask him?”

“Because,” Barbas snapped, “we’ve already tried that. The answer
was not affirmative. Drew Quatermain is one smart cookie, and he’s also
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a guy with a moral mission. Not religious, but altruistic anyway. He
doesn’t believe in taking life. He says his mission is to save life. Not
to take it. When we asked him about genetic engineering he knew at
once what we wanted it for and it was a negative. He won’t tell us
willingly. We need some serious leverage on him. And that means
intelligence, and then action. There must be something crooked
somewhere he can be threatened with. No one gets to be that rich by
honest means.”

“Well, if you’ve read Throckmorton’s reports,” Wavell retaliated,
“you’ll know that Drew Quatermain’s companies are squeaky clean and
that Lucy Hannay is clearly a very clever girl, not some cheap lay. It’s
not easy, even for a super stud like Mike Throckmorton. He just can’t
get close to her.”

“Okay. Then, suddenly, he gets invited to a party. Who’s going to be
at this party and what kind of party is it?” Lange asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t think he does either. But it’s at the Hanover
Terrace house where her half brother lives, and since he’s married to
Quatermain’s daughter I guess she will be there too, and his parties are
known for one thing, apparently.”

“Well good luck to him,” Barbas said sardonically, “it sure is an
honour to be hired to fuck for America. Wish my dick was in his
pants.”

“Quatermain’s daughter?” Lange lingered on the words as though
savouring them.

“Yeah, Ayesha. Nikos Scott’s wife,” Wavell sighed. “What, exactly,
do you want from Quatermain?”

“Okay Wavell,” said Anstruther, intervening for the first time, “this
is mostly on a need to know basis, and obviously you need to know a
little more. We are interested in two things. Firstly this story from the
Graves guy that one of the Trigonikos women nearly killed him with
telekinesis. You may laugh, but we do have a Psi Ops unit working on
this kind of thing. It has obvious military applications. If someone has
this power, we’d sure as hell like to meet them. Telepaths could be a
formidable weapon.” He paused and looked at his fingernails, as if
debating with himself whether to continue to the second point. Lange
was looking daggers at him, willing him to shut up. Eventually
Anstruther decided to defy Lange . “The second thing is this account in
Throckmorton’s latest report about the testing of new drugs to inhibit
drug addiction. Apparently Trikopharm has been testing it on British
university students and on drug addicts in prisons.”

“It’s a common enough practice,” Wavell retorted, “not illegal, either
here or in the UK. The students know the risks and they get well paid.
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Campuses are ideal places to test responses to treatments. Prisons too.
They can contain it if anything goes wrong, and set up control groups.”
“Perhaps. Two years ago Trikopharm tested a revolutionary AIDS
drug on known HIV positives. It worked. One hundred percent. One
hundred percent.” Anstruther repeated, to emphasise his point.

“Yes,” said Wavell, “I remember that. It was in all the papers. The
first big breakthrough.”

“There are some,” Lange interjected, “including elements close to the
White House, who think that AIDS is a just punishment for sexual
sinners. Trying to cure it is flying in the face of Divine justice.”

Wavell shrugged. The White House had always rested on a dense
bedrock of religious nutters.

“That’s not the point,” Barbas continued, “the point is that only a
few test patients were treated using the nebuliser procedure described by
Throckmorton. They got better. We don’t yet know how it works. It’s
like homeopathy. There’s nothing obviously there except a harmless
virus which occurs naturally in the human body anyway. But, whatever
it is, it seems to work.”

“Point is,” said Lange, “the AIDs therapy was tested in hospitals,
hospices and other semi closed communities around the world. But not
on the general public and not at all in the States. It was never actually
tested or put on the market here because the drug regulation agencies
couldn’t figure out how it works and Quatermain wouldn’t tell us. It
isn’t even patented, presumably because that would mean revealing the
secret. But the bottom line is that it does work. Now, although it was
never allowed here, the incidence of AIDS in the States has dropped
dramatically. It seems you don’t have to take the treatment to get the
cure.”

“What?” Wavell exclaimed, “what do you mean?”

“I mean that people outside the centres where it was tested began to
spontaneously recover from AIDS type diseases without apparently being
treated with the new therapy. It just spread. And it got here in much the
same way that flu or a common cold gets here. With passengers on an
airplane.”

“That’s ridiculous. Are you suggesting what I think you are?”

“We think that maybe what Trikopharm has done is to create an
infection which cures a specific disease. Once initiated by treating a
sample group it spreads spontaneously throughout the population.
They’re using a disease to cure a disease. That’s why he never really
put it on the market. It was sold for a limited period and at a giveaway
price in a selection of AIDS hot spots in the Third World, then taken
off the market. He just released it into the world. For free. Quatermain
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has taken it upon himself to vaccinate the World against AIDS.” Lange
scowled.

“Surely that’s a very efficient methods for delivering vaccines,” said
Wavell, “but have you any proof? Maybe somebody just brought a
nebuliser here illegally?”

Barbas shook his head, “possibly,” he said “we don’t know. But in
order to repair the immune system the therapy must entail some form of
gene replacement. If so, it’s being delivered by an entirely revolutionary
method. And that’s why we need to know how it works.”

“It’s one thing to vaccinate against disease,” said the Colonel, “quite
another to initiate a global process which folks can’t refuse and which,
apparently, can’t be stopped.”

“Does it matter,” said Wavell, “if the outcome is beneficial surely
Trikopharm should be applauded. We’ve never had scruples about
compulsory vaccination against a whole range of diseases, TB,
diphtheria, polio, small pox. You name it, we’ve vaccinated against it.
And we put stuff in the water supply. These guys have just found
another technique for vaccination. Good for them. And good for
humanity.”

“First of all,” Lange snapped, “the great American public has a right
to choose whether or not to be treated for diseases it might not have.
Secondly, what right do these guys have to dispense unknown and
unapproved medicines in a sovereign state without the permission of the
American Government. And thirdly. Having been successful with AIDS,
Drew Quatermain has now taken it upon himself to kill off the entire
narcotics industry using a similar technique. Which means that the
mechanisms used in this therapy must have multiple applications.”

“Bravo,” said Wavell, clapping his hands, “the more I hear about
Drew Quatermain the more I like this guy.”

“Trigonikos may be a giant company, but it’s not a sovereign state.
It cannot impose its will on the rest of us.” Lange slammed his fist onto
the table, “the narcotics industry is a three hundred billion dollar
industry. It feeds a lot of mouths and it weeds out the weak and
feckless. If Quatermain is using some method of mass infection to
immunise punters against drugs then a lot of folks are going to be mega
pissed. Mega pissed.”

“Enough of this crap,” Wavell was getting angry, “what exactly do
you want me to do?”

The three spooks looked at each other, then at Wavell.

“As I said we’ve been able to partially analyse the material used in
the nebuliser,” Greg Barbas was evidently the resident scientist, “both
for the AIDS treatment and for this new treatment for drug addiction.
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In both cases the liquid in the inhaler consists of a neutral fluid carrying
an attenuated version of a common virus the only apparent effect of
which is to give the patient a mild head cold. Very mild. Just sneezing
and brief post nasal drip, but enough to infect anyone coming into
contact with the patient. Same symptoms for both the AIDS and the
narcotics therapies. It’s clear that the virus is merely a carrier for
something else. But we don’t yet know exactly what. What we do know
for certain is that it is highly infectious and, once infected, the carrier
stays infected. Any transfer of bodily fluids transmits the virus. Now,
hear this. If what happened with the AIDS therapy also happens with
narcotics, then it’s probably got to the US too, by the same means.”

Barbas paused for emphasis. “Now. The bottom line. I don’t give a
tinker’s fuck for AIDS or narcotics but we do know that there is a
specific gene which predisposes some people to narcotic addiction, and
in order to cure AIDS you would have to be able to reverse the damage
done to the immune system by the HIV virus, which in both cases
means repairing or replacing the patient’s DNA by targeting specific
genes. The bottom line is that we think that Quatermain’s scientists may
have found some new way of delivering tightly focussed gene therapy
transmitted by infection to very specific loci on individual genomes. We
need to know how it works. If they can miraculously change DNA to
cure AIDS, and block the gene which facilitates drug addiction, then
what else are they capable of? Is he going to vaccinate us against sex
in order to kill off the porno industry?”

“Actually,” the Colonel intervened, “it says in the last report from
Throckmorton that these girls who’d been for the anti narcotics treatment
have had their libido enhanced. They want to fuck all the time. Is that
true? 1 like the sound of that.”

“I only know what Throckmorton has reported,” Wavell replied, “how
ironic; make love not war. And what a brilliant way to spread a benign
infection. I like Quatermain more and more. He has a real hippy sense
of humour.”

“He’s a fucking limey subversive,” Barbas snapped, “but the bottom
line is that Quatermain and his immediate circle are in extreme danger
and we need to get to him before anyone else does. Put simply,
Quatermain is offering people immunity to narcotics of all kinds,
whether they want it or not. The guys in the Mafia and the drug barons
are seeing their financial empires disappear under their noses and there’s
nothing they can do about it. Incidentally it also seems to work with
alcohol and cigarettes, up to a point. So they’re also pretty pissed. And
when they’re pissed they kill people. And our Arab friends would
doubtless also like to know how it’s done. So someone, somewhere, is
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bound to be out for Quatermain’s blood, and so are we because we need
him to tell us exactly what he’s doing so we can persuade him to give
us the weapons capability. Either that or we wipe him and his associates
just in case he does anything stupid, or the Mafia or the towel heads get
to him first. You have to keep him alive until our guys find a way to
get him to cooperate with us. We need the exclusive rights to this
technology. Understood?”

“My guy is not a field operative,” said Wavell, visualising Drew
Quatermain releasing a genetic dove of peace into an ungrateful world
determined to shoot it down before it had time to do any good, “he
fancies himself as a bit of a James Bond type, but he’s only had basic
weapons and combat training. He’s not competent to take on
professional hit men. Anyway, Quatermain is a recluse. He’s
unbelievably difficult to get close to.”

“We’re working on that,” said Anstruther, “but | agree. There’s
unlikely to be a hit directly on Quatermain. There are other ways of
leveraging him. His kids and family for a start. Just make sure your guy
gets close to them and stays close until we can get better assets in
position. Is he armed?”

“No, he isn’t,” said Wavell, “he’s an analyst. He wasn’t expected to
be in any kind of danger. He was selected for this mission because he
is good at seduction and fucking and he has postgrad qualifications in
genetics. Not because he is natural born killer. Anyway, as you say,
Quatermain is one very smart cookie, do you suppose for one minute
that he hasn’t thought of these dangers?”

“I guess so,” said Barbas angrily, “listen Wavell. You still haven’t
grasped the plot. There is another dimension to this. Much more urgent.
We know that human DNA has markers or loci which identify racial
origin. It has always been our nightmare that some maniac somewhere
will find a way to use genetic racial loci as a means of delivering some
form of racially specific disease. Put simply a designer plague which
affects only, let’s say, Caucasians, or Chinese, or whatever. Maybe even
more specific than that. Suppose the Iranians were thinking along those
lines. Or Quatermain himself, if he has delusions of world domination.
This has serious military implications. We need to have this technology
before some maniac towel head in a desert biology lab gets to it. Or we
need to take it out altogether, even if that means destroying the Trikos
Group.”

“Quatermain is not some kind of megalomaniac,” said Wavell angrily,
“I know about this guy. I've studied him in detail. That’s why I
deployed Throckmorton to protect him and his family. Quatermain is
still a seventies hippy. He still believes in love and peace. He is
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essentially a good man in an evil world. Nevertheless, if what you say
he is doing is true, I have to agree that our real nightmare is that
someone finds out how to pervert his science before we do. Let’s face
it. We all know that we’ve been letting anodyne diseases loose on the
public at large just to see how fast they spread. There are conspiracy
theorists out there who believe that AIDS is a designer disease gone
wrong.”

“AIDS was a necessary intervention,” Lange hissed, “it was intended
to keep the population down in Africa and hit those bastard gays and
people who fuck around. It’s God’s way of making us live decent lives.
Read your Bible professor Meredith! Read your Bible!”

Barbas nodded in agreement. Wavell scowled at both of them. There
had been many times when he wished that he had stayed an obscure
university professor instead of renting out his brain to monsters.

“You’re a bunch of assholes,” Wavell snapped, “do we live in a
world where no one can do good?”

“Scientists are not responsible for the uses to which their inventions
are put,” replied Barbas, “and neither is Drew Quatermain. If he has
something we can use as a biogenetic weapon then we want it, soon as.
And incidentally we also want to know what the Altair project is.
There’s plenty of scientific literature on Quatermain’s ARK project.
Though why he’s cataloguing all known genomes is beyond us. But we
know nothing about the Altair project except that it involves building
totally revolutionary biological supercomputers using nanotechnology.
That’s fucking dangerous. We’d like to know about that too. And why
is he building these underwater hotels? What does he want nuclear
submarines for? Does he know something that we don’t know? What is
the fucker up to?”

“I’d like to know about that too,” Wavell said wearily and with more
than a hint of concern. But at least these idiots had not drawn one of
the obvious conclusions about Quatermain’s activities.

“Are you entirely sound, Professor Meredith?” Lange said
menacingly, “perhaps we should look into your clearances. If Drew
Quatermain has developed such a technology, we want it as a matter of
national urgency. If you can’t deliver, then we’ll use other means before
someone else does. Now; where are his weakest points?”’

Wavell hesitated. He knew very little about Drew Quatermain’s
associates but his conscience had already sided with them and he was
reluctant to deliver them to colleagues whose motives could never really
be trusted. On the other hand they already had Throckmorton’s reports,
and they could easily draw their own conclusions.

“I would say,” he began, “the kids who are outside the fold. Lucinda
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Scott Hannay, Nikos and Ayesha Scott. That’s where I’'m looking,
anyway. The parents are much harder to get at. Though not impossible.”
He thought of what Graves had said about them all gathering at Marcus
Scott’s country house in North Yorkshire on Christmas Day. That, too,
had been in one of Throckmorton’s report. He said nothing about that
and hoped that they hadn’t spotted it.

Lange looked at Barbas, then back to Wavell.

“Throckmorton’s got two weeks. If we don’t get some positive result
orientated intelligence by then we’ll go to plan B. Understood?”

Wavell pulled a puzzled face and sucked on his teeth. The interview
was over. On his way out of the Langley labyrinth he was accosted by
a breathless Colonel Anstruther who intercepted him at the intersection
of two corridors.

“Tell your guy to be very careful,” he whispered, holding Wavell’s
arm tightly, “Lange is a God freak. He goes to church on Sunday and
prays for his soul. And on Monday he goes into his office and has folks
killed. He has no doubts. He’s on a mission. And don’t count on two
weeks. Two days is more like. Lange’s got his own agenda and he ain’t
waiting for you. The bastard thinks that Quatermain is plotting to let
loose a zombie bug and take over the universe! He wants him dead!”

When he got back to New York Wavell tried to contact Mike
Throckmorton but Mike was not responding to e-mails and his cellphone
was switched off. Until he switched it on and replied to Wavell’s coded
text on the secure line it would not be possible to update him and warn
him of the threat he faced.
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CHAPTER 8

Mike Throckmorton stood outside the imposing front door of a very
grand house in a very grand terrace of twenty houses overlooking
Regent’s Park. The houses were pristine white with elegant windows
protected by metal grills and guarded by alarms and CCTV cameras. At
each end of the terrace, and in the centre, were larger houses fronted
with Greek temple columns surmounted with blue and white tympanums
and topped with statues. Several of the houses had blue plaques
indicating that someone of note had once lived there. H G Wells had
died at number 13 in 1946 and the composer Ralph Vaughan Williams
died at number 10 in 1958. But now everyone who lived here was
someone of note, though not always for the right reasons. This terrace
was for the seriously rich. He was still not sure what to expect, but that
was what his job was about. Dealing with the unexpected. He rang the
bell. The door was opened by a stocky man in a dark suit. He handed
the man the note that had appeared in his pigeon post and the bar coded
plastic card which was inserted into a hand held reader.

“Dr Michael Throckmorton,” the security man said.

Mike nodded.

“You are expected. This way sir.”

Mike entered the hallway and followed the security guard down the
hall and through another security door which opened into a larger
hallway with a grand staircase.

“Upstairs,” the guard said, “turn right at the top of the stairs. Knock
at the first door.” The guard grinned at him, as though familiar with an
undisclosed secret. Mike climbed the stairs on his own. At the first
doorway he stopped and gave a discreet knock. The door was opened
by a tall, willowy girl with long jet black hair, a classic upper middle
class Sloane face, striking violet purple eyes and a big grin. She was
also stark naked. Through the door Mike could see more naked people
standing around talking to each other. He stepped back. This was not
what he had expected.

“It’s okay,” the girl said, “first time is always a bit of a shock. You
are?”

“Mike Throckmorton. I’'m expected.”

“You wouldn’t be here if you weren’t. Do you want to park your
clothes and have a shower? I’'m Amethyst, by the way.”

Mike thought a shower might be wise. He was a little sweaty from
travelling, and if it was going to be this kind of party it would be better
to be clean. He nodded.
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“Follow me then,”

He was led down another corridor into a large bedroom around which
were dotted neat piles of clothes ranging from the full kit of Barbour
and brogues, to the solitary fur coat and Jimmy Choo shoes in which
one adventurous lady had done a Butterfield 8 to the party. Amethyst
watched him undress, taking in the saturnine face, the broad shoulders,
the smooth and sinuous six packed body, tiny rounded bottom and the
well hung and already erect penis projecting from a thick tangle of black
pubes. Mike was vain enough not to question her attention and looked
forward to returning it if the opportunity arose.

“Oh, yes,” Amethyst said quietly, “the opportunity will certainly arise.
You are definitely going on my dance card. But first you have to dance
with someone else.”

Mike looked up, startled. How had she known what he was thinking?
Then he remembered his briefings and his discussion with Adrian
Graves. These people really were something else. He was getting closer
and he was going to have to be very careful to conceal his thoughts.

“Fine by me, babe,” he replied, “I can give as good as I get.”

She led him out of the bedroom into the luxurious en suite wet room
and watched him shower, but made no attempt to take advantage of his
very obvious erection. Instead she leant against the bathroom door, still
grinning, and still admiring the gorgeously athletic body. When Mike
had finished, she handed him a towel and helped him dry himself.

“Good looking body, though,” she said, “You could have me now if
you want. But, as I said, the first dance it already spoken for, so I
suppose I should wait my turn.”

“I suppose so,” Mike replied in answer to the second question, and
unsure of how long he was going to be able to dance. He'd had group
sex often enough, usually with a couple of buddies and a few horny
girls. But he’d never been to a swingers party. Nothing like this. He
suddenly felt overawed.

“Dancing is not a problem,” Amethyst laughed, “some of us can keep
you dancing until you scream for mercy.” He followed her down the
silent, deep carpeted corridors, his erection suddenly so hard that it was
almost painful. “See what I mean,” she continued to laugh. “Now. There
are certain rules. First, The girls can say no. The girls will come to you.
You cannot go to them. Be a gentleman. There's plenty of choice.
Anyway, every girl here will want to screw a hunk like you. Secondly,
HIV is not a problem, we’ve all been inoculated and once you’ve kissed
one of us you will be too. And we’re all on the pill, so you don’t need
to use a condom but there are condoms scattered around if you want
one. Thirdly, any girl wearing a thong is not up for penetrative sex. But
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they’ll do the other things. If they fancy you. Lastly, there is alcoholic
drink but you won’t get drunk, and there are no drugs. This party is
about sex and socialising. Nothing else. Okay.”

Amethyst had one of those cut glass upper middle class accents
unique to ladies from Cheltenham College and the like. Mike was out
of his depth socially, if not sexually.

“You'll be surprised,” she said, “there are some beautiful men here
tonight, and gorgeous girls.” She pushed him into the room.

Mike gasped with astonishment. The room was very dimly lit and at
first all he could see was a circle of superb backs, small bottoms, slim
hips and long legs. Firmly toned athletic young bodies, about eighteen
of them, mostly female, standing in a loose circle watching something
happening in the centre. Over the heads of the naked onlookers Mike
could just see a very tall man who appeared to be holding a girl upside
down by her calves. He insinuated himself through the yielding ranks of
flesh, soft and fragrant, and, as his own naked skin brushed against the
parting flesh of the girls, he felt again that slight static tingle, and those
that he touched turned and looked at him and smiled, as though
recognising him as a kindred spirit.

From the front of the circle he could see what was happening.
Between the man’s legs was a young woman, upside down, supporting
her weight on the carpet with her shoulders and elbows so that her
crotch was wedged into his. She was twisted slightly at right angles to
the man, with one leg behind him and one in front, both held aloft by
the man’s hands gripped tightly round her calves. The man was leaning
forward and thrusting down into her. The girl was in paroxysms of
ecstasy, alternating groaning and squealing with delight. And the girl
was Dr Lucy Scott Hannay.

“She’s good, isn’t she,” Amethyst had come up behind Mike. She
was tall enough to rest her chin against his shoulder so that her breasts
nestled against his back. Mike felt again that intimate shock but all his
attention was focussed on the sexual gymnasts performing in the centre
of the circle. This was another Lucy Hannay. Not the hostile blue
stocking of the Comus but an unbelievably beautiful woman with one
hell of a sex drive. She had fooled him pretty successfully. Amethyst
felt another hand on her shoulder and turned round, pulling Mike with
her.

“Time for you to meet your host,” she said, “this is Nikos Scott.”

Mike turned. Nikos Scott was average height, long dark wavy hair
and grey eyes. Mike recognised him from the photos in his files.

“Good evening Dr Throckmorton, and welcome to my party. I'm
Nikos, Lucy’s half brother.”
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Nikos extended his hand to Mike. He took it with his customary
crushing American grip and winced as a lightning bolt shock surged
through him. For an instant Nikos Scott was in his mind. Then the
hands parted and he was gone. Mike began to be seriously alarmed.
What was going on here had nothing to do with the Corporate
Intelligence Service. This was an orgy with an edge, and the edge was
frightening. He felt the butt clenching fear of a holy man who had
strayed into a coven of witches.

“Lucy is right about you,” Nikos said quietly, “you are the first one
we have met. All of the girls here have some empathic sensitivity.
That’s why they’re here. Amethyst is quite strong aren’t you sweety,”
Amethyst kissed Nikos, “but apart from me none of the men here
tonight have your power. You are very rare.”

There was a sudden orgasmic scream from the centre of the circle,
and a round of applause. The gymnastics were over. The circle
dispersed, some to talk, some to lead each other to the sofas and beds
which were strategically placed around the room, or to the bedrooms
which were available for those who wanted more privacy.

The little group around Nikos was joined firstly by a petite dark
haired girl with high cheekbones and classic Middle Eastern face, and
then by Lucy, flushed and panting. She flung her arms around Mike and
kissed him passionately, her tongue searching his mouth, her breasts
pressed hard against his chest.

“Bet you can’t do that,” she giggled, rubbing her amazing body
against him, “your turn next.” She looked at Amethyst who looked back
expectantly, “and you can have Nikos while you’re waiting,” she
grinned.

“Yesha and I can have Nikos anytime,” Amethyst replied, putting her
arm round Ayesha’s small shoulders and hugging her, “we’ll wait for the
hunk.”

Ayesha nodded, smiled and looked curiously at Mike, but said
nothing. Behind the smile Mike detected an anxiety, as though this
woman held a secret which she did not dare to divulge to her
companions.

Lucy smiled, “Now, Mike,” she said, “you wanted to meet my
family. Here they are.”

“And this is my wife Yesha, who [ love beyond belief,” Nikos
introduced the small dark girl whose beauty was so profound that in the
world her dead Persian mother had left she would have been condemned
to a life beneath the veil. Here she stood naked in front of people she
hardly knew, and she treated them with sublime composure. Yesha held
out her hand and Mike accepted it and felt yet again that surge of
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energy which rattled around in his consciousness. But this time it was
different. For an instant he looked into a infinite kaleidoscope of
possibilities, as though past, present and future were held together in one
instant. This was a mystery far more intriguing than Drew Quatermain’s
financial empire. Ayesha Scott was a miniature goddess, more beautiful
than any woman he had ever met. Moreover, she could see the future,
and the immediate future she saw was dire. So dire that she was too
terrified to reveal it to her siblings.

“More beautiful than me?” Lucy laughed. Mike felt again that primal
chill of fear, like a mortal man in the presence of a tangible ghost. She
too knew what he was thinking. “Don’t worry about it,” Lucy continued,
“just let it happen. Come with me.”

She took his hand and led him out of the drawing room up one flight
of stairs to a sumptuous bedroom which was not festooned with
discarded clothes. Mike could not take his eyes off the fabulous body.
This was one hell of a babe. Young, sexy as hell, and hot for him. He
could not believe his luck. He debated whether to use his accustomed
tactic of flinging the girl onto her back, pinning her down and rogering
her without mercy, but before he had time for the thought to take effect
he found himself kneeling on the huge bed with Lucy facing him, also
kneeling.

“Give me your hands,” she said, holding out her own hands towards
him. For some reason he could not bring himself to look into her face.
His attention was entirely focussed on the firm athletic breasts and the
fully waxed dream between her thighs, still glistening wet from its last
encounter. He took the proffered hands.

“Listen to me,” Lucy said, “listen to me. Close your eyes.”

Mike obeyed.

“Listen to me,” her voice was fading, “listen to your soul. Listen to
the silence of your soul.”

Mike began to struggle. This was not what he had expected. He had
come here to fuck this woman, not to be hypnotised by her. But he
could not resist. His grasp on his rational consciousness began to slip
away. Tiny filigrees of the palest blue light wound their way into his
mind, as though he was a patient, paralysed but conscious on an
operating table, feeling every incision of the subtlest knife as the
surgeon opened up his brain and extracted his innermost secrets from it.
There was nothing he could do. The mind that was within him had
uncovered all his secrets, his licentious personality, his mission to
infiltrate the family of Drew Quatermain, Wavell Meredith, the
Corporate Intelligence Service, the uncertain evil which lurked in his
heart. Not evil gained but good lost, beaten out of his juvenile soul by
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his zealous Lutheran father.

He awoke. Lucy was looking at him solemnly, digesting what she had
just extracted from his mind. He struggled to meet her face to face but
still could not bring himself to look into her eyes. She raised herself up,
still kneeling and moved closer to him then let herself down onto his
dick, expertly guiding him into her. He felt the sudden shock of entry,
that delirious thrill of penetrating another body and conquering it. Her
arms folded round him and she kissed him with fiery passion. Only this
was different. He had done this with many women, but it had always
been two bodies doing their own thing for their own pleasure. This time
it was not just his own body. She was in his mind again, and he was
in hers. Everything that she felt, he could feel, and everything that he
felt was channelled back to him through her perception of it. For the
first time in his life he felt what it was like to be a woman being
penetrated by a man. The ecstasy was indescribable. They had become
one body and one soul.

In this position he could hardly move. Lucy was doing all the work.
Not the thrusting rumpy pumpy he had so recently enjoyed with Astrid
and Charlotte but sex which was almost tantric in its immobility. Their
bodies were static, pinned together, but inside her vagina Lucy was
using her muscles to manipulate his dick with such subtlety that he
screamed out with the pain and pleasure of it. She held him back longer
than he could have imagined possible. When he did come the universe
exploded in a mind bursting paroxysm of light and colour and at the
apex of his orgasm, his mind stopped. His heart stopped. Time stopped.
Mike Throckmorton died.

His consciousness spiralled into a black pit and hurtled downwards
on a trajectory outside of time. But not alone. Those tendrils of
intertwined blue light travelled with him and their presence reassured
him. At intervals on this roller coaster ride into oblivion he seemed to
pass way stations. Brief flashes of light, like floors glimpsed from the
little window of a plunging elevator and on each floor was an
encapsulated life. It was as though he was falling back in time through
all the lives he had once lived. He wanted to scream, to call out, but his
vocal chords were nightmare paralysed. It began to dawn on him that he
was outside his body. He had no sensation, no vision or feeling, only
that fleeting perception of other lives as his soul briefly engaged with
the souls it had once shared and through whose senses it had once
experienced their material worlds. Then the soul came to rest.

He was holding his daughter’s hand, leading his fellows to the
clearing where the Others met in their mysterious circle. No one knew
what the Others were. They had already been here thousands of years
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when his kind had first come from the warmth to colonise these distant
forests. Over countless millennia his people had retreated in front of the
ice and then returned as the glaciers melted and the Earth reawakened.
And whenever they returned the Others were always there. Waiting to
greet them with their unconditional love. But in the last ice age their
way towards the sun had been blocked by new creatures who had come
out of the great land of the South. Like them, but taller and slimmer,
with flatter faces, narrow noses and less body hair. Like the Others.

They had weapons, spears with sharpened flints, and they killed for
pleasure. His people also had flint knives and spears, but they killed
only to eat, and loved and revered the animals that gave their lives to
them so that they could live. The new ones also had speech and
language which clouded their purity of thought so that their minds could
not communicate either with each other or with the Great Spirit which
embraced all life. In the face of their violence his own people had
returned to the cold North. Now the ice had gone and they lived in
caves at the base of the cliffs. There was a pool fed by a waterfall, and
a river, and dense woodland. And beyond the woodland was a great
plain. It was warmer here, much warmer. The ice and its peripheral
tundra much further away. Here trees and plants grew. Food was
abundant. Fruit, and berries, and wild animals and fish speared from the
rivers. The thick furs with which they had kept out the cold were no
longer necessary. The Others had already shed their soft leather cloaks
and went naked in the woods as was their custom. But his people
covered their genitalia with loin clothes and wore fur cloaks as though
ashamed of their coarse bodies and fearful to presume the sacred
nakedness of the Others.

The Others. The Others had always cared for them. Healing their
sick, consoling them in death and speaking to their minds with the voice
of the Great Spirit who gave life to all creatures. Where they came from
he did not know. They were a mystery. The fireside storytellers who
carried forward the past of his people spoke of a race of gods who slept
in great caves beneath the glacial ice, returning to the world when the
glaciers retreated and life returned. But that was long ago, in a time
before memory. Now the Others lived beside them and travelled with
them to the hot lands when the ice returned. His race knew them now
as ancient spirits of the forest who loved all life and cared for it without
expectation of reverence or reward.

He looked back at his brother, walking behind him. His brother was
like him, squat and hairy, with a massive head, eyes set in craggy
sockets overhung by bony eyebrows, broad flat nose, strong arms, sturdy
simian legs. Light brown skin clothed in hair so thick that in places it
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was almost like fur. They had evolved to live in the cold climate at the
edge of the glaciers. Mike stood outside the mind his consciousness
occupied. He recognised these creatures. They were Neanderthals, early
humans who had become extinct over thirty thousand years ago. Who,
he wondered, were the Others.

He knew that the anatomically modern humans who had come out of
Africa had coexisted beside Neanderthals for about ten thousand years,
before the Neanderthals had disappeared. Were these creatures humans,
or some alternative species of homo sapiens sapiens which had
developed independently in the Northern Hemisphere? And what was the
nature of their symbiotic relationship with the Neanderthals? He allowed
his consciousness to merge again with the mind it shared. He could see
everything it saw. Feel everything it felt. What surprised him was that
this was a mind much more subtle and perceptive than the coarse body
it occupied. A mind which could talk to other minds and could feel the
mysterious quantum energy which surrounded it. An ape mind which
shared a small part of the consciousness of these elvish creatures who
were about to take his daughter. Who were they? The Neanderthal didn’t
know. They had always been here, that was all it knew.

He looked affectionately at his daughter. She was not like her father.
Her form and physique was almost that of a twenty first century human,
virtually without body hair, except in the groin and the armpits, and she
shared her form with her mother, and most of the females who were
joined in the Great Circle. This was an ancient ceremony, an act of love
and an act of dedication. Apes and Angels who had coexisted for
thousands of years. He had nothing to fear from them. Each daughter
was given first to the Others. And if she bore female children they
would usually be twins and they would look like the Others. But male
children of the Others were rare beyond belief. No male in this group
shared the blood of the Others. Except for him.

Outwardly he was like his companions. But his mind was different.
He alone could sense the subtle infinite minds of the Others and
understood their intent. And he alone could interpret between them and
his people. He was their shaman, their prophet and their guide, and he
led them with the ancient wisdom which the Others carried to him from
the Great Spirit. The gross creatures stood reverentially, forming an
outer circle around the Others. There were more of these god like
creatures in the forest, though far fewer since the lethal creatures from
the South had appeared. They were hard to tell apart because they all
looked alike, and they always appeared to their primitive followers in
groups of nine, three males and six females, kneeling in a circle, naked,
beautiful.
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Mike’s human consciousness recalled an old faery poem which
flowed unbidden into his mind. How beautiful they are, the lordly ones,
Who dwell in the hills, In the hollow hills. They have faces like flowers,
And their breath is the wind that stirs amid the grasses. Filled with
white clover. Their limbs are more white than shafts of moonshine. They
are more fleet than the March wind. They laugh and are glad and are
terrible: When their lances shake, every green reed quivers. How
beautiful they are. How beautiful the lordly ones. In the hollow hills.

Only these lordly ones were not white. Not brown or black either,
but golden bronze, as though they were eternally sunburned. Creatures
of the light. Children of the sun which had made them what they were.
A female, beautiful beyond belief, walked slowly towards him, her face
radiant, her hands held out towards the child woman he clutched to
himself. It was painful to let her go like this. But it was customary, and
the Others gave them so much in return and asked for nothing else. The
female’s face was familiar to Mike from his photographs, and its soul
was instantly recognisable. The face was the fine boned Mediterranean
face of Imogen and Sophie Devenish, and of Ayesha Quatermain. But
the soul was that of Lucy Hannay.

He released his daughter, who looked back at him plaintively, then
obediently took the hand of the female and was led back into the circle.
Then the Circle re-formed. He watched the simple ceremony over the
heads of the kneeling Others, their long jet black hair flowing down
their flawless backs, their great eyes, deep, dark and shining, their
bodies small and delicate, their arms extended, long slim fingers
intertwined to make the circle complete. Three males were kneeling,
flanked by females on either side who held hands to complete the circle.
Two of the kneeling males had been mounted by females who leaned
back until their heads met in the centre of the circle. The third male,
erect, waited for the daughter.

She stood in front of him, a half creature, neither Neanderthal nor
human, slipped out of her soft fur cloak, and lowered herself gently onto
him as she had been told to do. He put his arms round her and hugged
her to his chest, stroking her hair. His mind whispered to her and
comforted her. Mike’s consciousness merged once again with that of his
shaman host. Through him he could feel the strength of the male
penetrating his daughter and the overwhelming love that flowed from
him, soothing her brief pain. Love of life and love of all living
creatures, and hope for an uncertain future.

The rational mind that still hovered at the back of Mike’s
consciousness knew what was happening. Mike was a geneticist by
training. These creatures with the bodies of modern humans had come
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here long before the African humans had reached the North. They were
a different species, a doomed mutation evolved thousands of years
before their time. Now they were dying out, taking with them their
unique ability to share each other’s consciousness and communicate
without speech. And they were impregnating generations of female
Neanderthals to try to preserve some of the genetic material which made
them so different from all the other species of humanity that had been
before, or would come in the future. The offspring of each generation
would be incrementally more like the Others. They were laying the
foundations for their own return, but it would take millennia before
chance would reunite their genetic remnants, and during those aeons
homo sapiens sapiens would rule the earth and rape it to death. The
Neanderthal females who issued from this symbiosis had been
genetically changed and when cro-Magnon man came out of Africa these
beautiful women would be seen as desirable and would survive,
interbreeding with the first modern humans and passing on their
immutable mitochondrial DNA into new bodies and a new species. It
was a strategy for genetic survival. Angels surrendering themselves to
apes in the hope of rebirth in the future.

His daughter leaned back until her long dark hair mingled with the
hair of the two women already stretched out to the centre of the Circle.
She reached back behind her head and grasped their hands. The circle
was complete. Three sinuous spokes in a wheel of life. Echoes of the
energy which flowed through it reverberated in his mind. Nothing
moved. This sex was static. All in the mind. But the end would be just
as orgasmic. He could feel the ecstasy in his daughter’s body. She was
moving towards her climax. Exquisite pain and pleasure shared within
one soul and with all the numinous souls of the Others holding hands
in the unity of the Circle. He felt the exultation of the male as he burst
into his daughter. Both bodies screamed with pleasure. Both souls cried
out with joy. Both souls united in an act of love which rippled round
the Circle and cascaded outwards to the crude creatures gathered to
watch. And amongst them the women who shared the blood of the
Others felt the same ecstasy and rejoiced in it. But he alone of the
males could feel what the women felt. He was unique amongst his
fellows. Darkly wise and rudely great.

Mike cried out with the intensity of the shared pleasure and fell
forward through time into the arms of Lucy Hannay. Ice blue eyes
caressed him. He forced himself to look into her face. The face was
calm, gentle, reassuring. She lifted her hand and touched his cheek,
stroking it affectionately.

“Lucy was right about you,” she said, “you are one of us. But you
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are not like us. Not exactly. And where did you go to? We’ve never
been to that place.”

Mike banged his fist against the side of his head to try to dislodge
the bee which was buzzing in his brain.

“What in God’s name happened?” he panted. His heart was racing,
sweat poured down his face.

“You went back in time. We have many lives and unlike humans our
souls remain conscious when we die. Or rather, our souls return to
where they came from, so we can revisit our memories of past lives.
You went back a very long way. We’ve never been that far back before.
You are something very special.”

She had disengaged her body from him and now knelt in front of
him, their knees just touching. She continued to stroke his cheek and
looked questioningly into his face as though still uncertain of him. Mike
started to cry with great breathless sobs. He had never cried in his life,
not even as a child when his father had beaten him until his back ran
with blood. Now he felt that he had been a party to a great mystery and
it shook him to the core.

“How,” he sobbed, “how did it happen?”

“The ancient Greeks believed that in moments of extreme passion the
soul leaves the body. Ekstasis they called it. It can happen when we
share our orgasms, or we come near to death. It is a kind of little death
which momentarily frees us from the bonds of flesh. Sex and death are
crucial to our ability to free our souls. We’re a bit like vampires. We
feed on sex. It empowers us. And it unlocks the powers of those who
are like us.”

Mike shook his head in which a distant giant bell was reverberating.

“I don’t understand,” he muttered, “what in hell is going on here?”

She stroked his cheek again.

“Did you feel that,” she said, “that tingle, like static?”

He nodded. She leaned forward and pressed her naked flesh against
his chest.

“And that?”

Mike nodded again. It felt as though a piece of charged silk had
earthed itself against his skin. The sensation was indescribable and
whilst it lasted he was part of her, and she of him.

“More intense isn’t it. It’s as though there is an electrical field
around our bodies. When we are naked there is no obstruction to it. It
connects directly with the cosmic energy which preserves our souls.
When we hold each other our bodies and minds become one. We share
our consciousness, and enter the consciousness of the universe. And
when we enter each other we enter infinity.”
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“I still don’t understand,” he looked plaintively at the beautiful
woman kneeling opposite him, “this doesn’t make any kind of sense. It’s
totally irrational.”

“Neither did we when we first discovered it. And it’s only in the last
three years that we’ve learned the truth. And I haven’t experienced
anything remotely like what we just did since I unlocked Marcus Scott
over thirty years ago, and that was in a full Square of Three. You are
only the third man we have ever found who fully shares our powers.
Not counting Nikos, who’s only a kid.”

“Thirty years?” Mike continued to look puzzled. He lifted up his face
and confronted the ice blue eyes, “you’re not Lucy, are you. You’'re....”

“No, I’'m not Lucy. I’'m Caroline. I’'m Lucy’s mother. You know me,
of course. You have a file on me. And you have photographs of me.
And now I know everything about you. Lucy is irrationally hostile to
you. She refused to make love to you. She thinks you’re evil. She’s like
I was at her age. She doesn’t want to believe that any of this is
possible. It flies in the face of reason. But it’s there, and you are too
important to be entrusted to her. You’ve never looked properly at Lucy
have you. Lucy has grey eyes. Otherwise we are the same. I had to stop
you from seeing my eyes. ”

“Why? For God’s sake, what’s happening to me.”

“You’re changing. I told you we were like vampires. I’ve given you
a kind of disease. If you are truly like us you will change. If you are
not like us, then nothing will happen to you and you will forget what
happened here.”

Mike grabbed Caroline’s arm and twisted it so that she winced with
the pain.

“Lady,” Mike snarled, “I need some fucking answers. Now!”

“Let go of my arm,” the icy eyes looked into his soul, “Lucy was
right about one thing. There is violence in you. Now, let go of me.”

“Like hell I will,” he twisted her arm until she screamed.

Next thing he was lying on his back on the floor on the other side
of the room nursing a very sore head.

“I warned you,” Caroline said quietly, “you are not like us. You have
great power. But remember. The men may have the power, but it is the
women who know how to use it. I can use your power against you.
Never, ever, threaten me again.”

Mike opened his mouth to protest but was interrupted by a sudden
and frantic hammering at the bedroom door. A panic stricken Amethyst
was shouting.

“Caroline,” she shouted, “Caroline, the police are here. They’ve
arrested Nikos and Yesha. Caroline, come quickly.”
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Mike’s mind filled with a multitude of unanswered questions, not the
least of which was how Lucy’s fifty year old mother could look like
Lucy’s identical twin sister. But there was not going to be any more
time for questions. Caroline leapt off the bed, opened a wardrobe, put
on a kimono and flung a dressing gown at him.

“Come on,” she repeated, “something is seriously wrong.”

112



CHAPTER 9

In the drawing room the bodies which had so proudly paraded their
naked lasciviousness were now cowering in a corner trying to cover
themselves with anything that came to hand, from silk cushions to open
copies of Country Life. The room was brightly lit now so that nothing
was concealed. Three smirking uniformed policemen stood by the door
watching two plainclothes officers putting handcuffs on Nikos and
Ayesha. Ayesha was crying.

“What is going on here?” Caroline demanded quietly.

The older of the two plainclothes men turned to her, looked at Mike,
and then back to Caroline.

“And you are?”

“I am Professor Caroline Scott Hannay,” Caroline replied, “what are
you doing to Mr and Mrs Scott?”

The policeman looked at her with blank disbelief.

“Bit young for a professor aren’t you?”

Caroline shrugged, “I look after myself,” she replied.

“I should say so,” the officer smirked, “but we do have a warrant for
the arrest of Mr and Mrs Scott on charges of Anti Social Behaviour,
namely, running a disorderly house. The neighbours have complained.”

“I doubt that very much,” Caroline snapped, “this is a private party.
No laws are being broken here. And for God’s sake, give them some
clothes. What are you thinking about.”

“On the contrary,” he replied, “laws are being broken. Some of the
people here have paid money to enjoy the services of these .... ladies,”
he gestured at the cowering bodies.

“I don’t think so,” Caroline replied, “these guests are here by
invitation. No one has paid anything. No crime has been committed here.
This is a private party.”

“Well, that’s as maybe, but we are required to expedite the warrant.
We will take them back to the station and question them there.”

“May I see the warrant please?”

The policeman handed Caroline the warrant and as he did so their
fingers touched. Caroline frowned. The warrant appeared to be authentic.

She sighed and handed the warrant back. “Well, for Christ’s sake let
them get dressed. You can’t drag them out of here stark naked. Let them
go and get dressed. And you don’t need to handcuff them. They won’t
run away.”

The plainclothes man looked at one of the uniformed officers. He
nodded. The handcuffs were unlocked. Ayesha ran to Caroline who put
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her arms round her and hugged her.

“Do as they say,” Caroline said to her, “it’ll be alright, just do what
they ask.” But while the words conveyed one message their minds
conveyed another.

Ayesha turned to the policeman. “I’d like to go to the bedroom,” she
said, “to get my clothes. And some clothes for Nikos.”

One of the uniformed policemen followed Ayesha upstairs to her
bedroom where she picked up a pair of knickers, a blouse and pair of
jeans from the bed. The policeman continued to stare at her.

“Can I get dressed in private?” Ayesha began to sob.

“Not very private down there,” the policeman replied, “anyway, I’ve
already seen everything you’ve got to offer. Lovely tits and a nicely
waxed pussy. Yummy. I could give you one.”

“I'm going to the toilet,” Ayesha sobbed, and, before he could
prevent her, Ayesha was in the ensuite bathroom and had locked the
door.

“Fucking come out of there,” the policeman yelled, “or I’ll fucking
break your fucking neck.”

Two minutes later the toilet flushed and Ayesha reappeared, dressed
now in the blouse and jeans. She picked up a T shirt and another pair
of jeans from the floor by the bed. Then the policeman grabbed her by
the arm and frogmarched her back to the drawing room. She handed the
clothes to Nikos who was released from the handcuffs and allowed to
dress. He too came to Caroline and she hugged and kissed him. Once
again their minds merged for an instant. Nikos nodded.

“Okay, auntie Caroline,” he whispered, “okay. I understand.”

The uniformed officers, took their arms and walked them out of the
room, followed by Caroline and Mike. The other partygoers fled to the
bedroom where their clothes were stacked, and prepared to leave as
quickly as possible. At the front door the two security guards apologised
to Caroline.

“They had warrants, Professor Hannay,” said the senior guard, “we
couldn’t stop them.”

“It’s okay,” Caroline said, “contact Trikos security. The code word
is Persephone.”

Caroline and Mike stood on the steps of the house and watched
Nikos and Ayesha being bundled into an unmarked police car. Then they
were gone. Mike followed her back up the stairs to the drawing room.
Whatever was happening he did not intend to miss it. As they went up
the grand staircase they passed the expelled innocents making their way
out of Eden. In the drawing room Amethyst, who appeared to be a
permanent house guest, had also found a kimono and was waiting for
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them.

“What’s happening?” she asked, tears trickling from the violet eyes.

“I don’t know,” Caroline replied, “I’'m going to go to Marylebone
Police station and check this out. You stay here and hold the fort. If
Drew Quatermain rings tell him what’s happened and tell him where
I’ve gone. I’ll be back soon. You,” she turned to Mike, a questioning
look on her face, “you stay with me. You wanted to meet Lucy’s family.
Well now you’re going to have your chance. Just stay with me. I may
need you.”

Mike said nothing. He was still trying to figure out what Caroline
had done to him in the bedroom, and worrying about what disease she
had given him. He didn’t feel any different. But something had
happened. He could sense it. Either she was a consummate hypnotist or
something very strange was going on. In the mews at the back of the
house was the Aston Martin he had seen at Keele. It dawned on him
that the Lucy he had watched from the window of Astrid’s room had
probably not been Lucy at all. He had been comprehensively duped. He
resented it. These people were playing games with him. Sooner or later
he would turn the tables. Nevertheless, for the time being he would
continue to fulfil his mission and stay as close to Caroline as possible.
He got into the car and kept his mouth shut.

At Marylebone Police Station Caroline was faced with a desk
sergeant who looked at her with baffled incredulity.

“There is no record of any warrant issued against Mr and Mrs Scott,”
he said, “of Hanover Terrace. If we were making an arrest in Hanover
Terrace we would certainly know about it. Maybe they weren’t from this
station.”

“Can you check?” said Mike, intervening for the first time.

The sergeant looked at the computer screen. “There are no
outstanding warrants for these people. I'm sorry. Maybe Special Branch?
You won’t get anything out of them.”

Caroline said nothing. She was not surprised. Her brief contact with
the arresting policeman had suggested that he was not genuine. The trip
to Marylebone was merely to confirm her suspicion. Nikos and Ayesha
had been kidnapped. Drew Quatermain would already be on a plane
from wherever he was.

“Do you want to report them as missing?” the sergeant asked.

Caroline pondered the question. If they had been kidnapped and there
was going to be a demand for money the kidnappers would not want the
police involved. In any case Drew’s own security people were much
better equipped to deal with this than the police, and, if Ayesha had
done what she had suggested, they would at least know where they were
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being held. She shook her head.

“Not yet,” she said, “there may be another explanation. A jape,
maybe.”

The policeman shrugged, “as you wish,” he said.

Back in the drawing room in Hanover Terrace she turned to Mike
accusingly.

“What do you know about this?” she demanded. Mike shrank from
the ferocity of her voice.

“Nothing,” he replied, “why should I know anything?”

“You work for the American Government. You have been sent to spy
on us. There must be a reason.”

“I work for the Corporate Intelligence Service. I'm tasked with
watching you, and protecting you, if necessary.”

“Why?”

“We think you’re in danger. That’s all. I’'m supposed to protect you.”

“Well you’re not doing very well are you. Is Corporate Intelligence
affiliated to the CIA?” her tone was still menacing.

Mike hesitated. He genuinely did not know whether the CIS was
affiliated, but he did know that Wavell Meredith talked about the big
boys upstairs, and he had himself been given weapons and combat
training in the company of guys who definitely did work for the CIA.
It was entirely possible. Probable even. He shrugged. It was pointless
trying to conceal anything from these women, if they really could read
his mind.

“The CIS is a subdepartment of Homeland Security. But... I don’t
know. It’s possible that our reports are passed to the CIA, if something
interests them,” he said weakly. Caroline grabbed his hand and once
again he felt his mind invaded by an irresistible force. In an instant it
was gone.

“You’re telling the truth, so far as you know what the truth is,”
Caroline replied more gently, “you can’t be all bad.”

“I’d really like some answers,” Mike said in a more conciliatory tone,
“I think I’'m entitled. Why does Lucy think I'm evil? And what disease
have you given me?”

“Sorry,” Caroline replied, “I can answer the first. But not the second.
Not yet. But don’t worry about it. It’s not life threatening. Quite the
opposite, if you really are one of us. If I tell you and it doesn’t happen
you’re going to be very disappointed.”

“Okay. Why am I evil.”

“There is no such thing as evil,” Caroline replied, “only an absence
of good. You are a vain, dishonest, violent and predatory man. But those
are common human vices from which you can be redeemed. Especially
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if you are not really human. They may even be useful, as your
employers obviously believe they are. You were sent here because you
are good at seducing women. You think you can easily dominate
women. And I can see why. You’re a very good shag. Most girls are a
pushover for you. Even Amethyst, who is intelligent enough to know
better, has the hots for you. But we are not so easily dominated. You
got nowhere with Lucy and you only had me because I let you. And
you have no love in you. You have never loved, never been loved and
do not know how to love. That is why she saw you as evil. Lucy goes
out of her way to defy me and she tries not to think like me. But she
does think like me and she is much stronger than me. If you wish to be
with us you must learn to love as we do. And that means that you must
love all of us. All, or nothing. You cannot serve two masters but you
must ultimately serve many mistresses. You will have to choose. Given
your devotion to your dick it shouldn’t be a problem for you.”

Amethyst came back into the room.

“Drew Quatermain wants everyone at Croxton,” she said. “We stay
here until the morning, just in case anything happens here. Then we take
a chopper from City Airport. He’s in Zurich.”

“Okay,” said Caroline, “there’s nothing we can do here. Let’s go to
bed. You too Amethyst. You can help me see how long Mike can
dance.”

Amethyst was taken aback. It did not seem an appropriate response
to a time of extreme anxiety. Caroline gripped her arm and looked into
her startled eyes.

“Listen to me. We need to find out everything we can about him.
When he’s orgasmic his mind is wide open. He’s like us, but he’s not
like us. There’s something else. We need to find out what he is. Think
of it as a kind of interrogation. Anyway, you fancy him don’t you. He’s
a good shag. Believe me.”

Amethyst gave a weak smile. Being in bed with Caroline and a
hunky man would certainly be different, and Amethyst was young and
had a great deal to learn from a consummate teacher. But Mike
Throckmorton was also learning, and gave nothing away, except his dick
which, he discovered, was not entirely under his control.

The following morning they flew to Yorkshire.

Lucy Hannay took John Pendle’s arm and urged the apprehensive
professor into the hotel bedroom. It was a very expensive hotel and the
bedroom was large and luxurious and seductively dark. The door closed
behind them. Pendle turned to Lucy and looked at her with desperation
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in his eyes.

“I’'m a Christian,” he said, his voice shaking, “this is wrong.”

Lucy took his lapels in her hands and pulled him towards her until
he was close enough to smell the subtle fragrance of her perfume. When
their bodies were touching she put her hands on either side of his face
and kissed him with such tenderness that his soul melted.

“It’s not wrong,” Lucy replied, “your God is a God of love and the
mysteries of love are found in the soul, not in the body. If we share our
souls there is no sin in sharing our bodies.”

“Do you believe in God, Lucy?” Pendle was torn between his faith
and his body and his body was winning. He could feel his flesh
stiffening and his soul merging with this unbelievably beautiful woman.
And then there was curiosity. What were women really like? Would she
be like the Playboy Bunnies whose discreetly airbrushed lasciviousness
had gripped his adolescent imagination and pursued him into his virginal
adult life. Lucy stepped back from him.

“No,” she said, “I don’t believe in God. What do you expect. My
mother was a theologian. And anyway Gods are not susceptible to
rational analysis. They rely on faith to make themselves invisible. I
believe in reason. I have no faith in faith, only faith in reason. In the
end so do you. You know as well as I do that physics cannot account
for God. God is like the atom, intrinsically unknowable. William of
Occam cracked that one in the fourteenth century.”

“Then, why have you brought me here?” Pendle said lamely, sensing
that he had already lost the battle but desperate to put up some kind of
rearguard action.

“We came here to make love to each other,” said Lucy, “I told you
we would. Remember?” She began to unbutton his shirt, then stood back
and looked at him expectantly. Pendle did not react. He continued to
stand stock still, frozen in ethical ice. Lucy shrugged and began to
unbutton her own blouse. To his horror John Pendle discovered that she
did not wear a bra and what was being slowly and artfully revealed was
beyond resistance.

“In 1972,” Lucy continued, “my father came here with Sophie. To
this very hotel and to this very room. I went to a lot of trouble to get
this particular room. And they made love for the first time. Well, the
first time for my father. My father was a bit like you. Uptight about
sex. For Sophie it was far from her first time. But it was the first time
she had made love to a man that she actually loved.”

She finished unbuttoning her blouse and slipped it off her shoulders.
John’s breath was taken away, but still he did nothing. Lucy sighed,
relieved him of his tweed sports jacket and continued to unbutton his
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shirt. “I wanted to relive their experience with you. Just as it was for
them. It was so beautiful for them. So beautiful. Do you understand
what I’m saying to you?”

“Sophie?” John was beginning to enjoy this experience but still
unable to respond as Lucy wanted him to because his mind was
continuing to ask unnecessary questions, “who’s Sophie? I thought your
mother was called Caroline.”

“My other mother,” Lucy replied enigmatically. The time for talking
was over. She pulled his shirt off his shoulders, pressed her small firm
athletic breasts against his naked chest and began to kiss him. She felt
his awakening soul release his arms from their moral straightjacket.
Slowly they folded round her and pulled her more tightly to him. His
mouth became more responsive. She ran her tongue round the edge of
his lips then pushed it delicately into his mouth, playing with his tongue
and teasing him. His hands strayed down her back and began to struggle
with the waistband of her short skirt, trying to find some way of
removing it. Lucy sighed again and unclipped the big fashion belt which
secured her skirt. It fell away. She began to undo John’s belt and met
no resistance. The trousers fell to the floor. John Pendle was no
American hunk. His body was skinny and angular and would never win
prizes. But his brain was formidable, and it was his brain that Lucy
loved.

He stood back from her and stared at her in total incomprehension.
There was one final mystery. One ultimate secret. He put his hands on
her hips. She made no resistance but looked back at him, a gentle smile
flickering around her lips. He summoned all of his courage and pulled
down the thong. Lucy stepped further back so that he could see
everything. She kicked off her shoes and for the first time in his life
John Pendle stared in awestruck fascination at a living naked woman.
Then she knelt at his feet and reverentially removed his shoes and socks,
then, looking up into his eyes, removed his boxer shorts. She stood up
straight so that the two naked souls faced each other, revealing all the
secrets of their flesh. Lucy, remembering what happened in James
Sinclair’s book, put her hands on John Pendle’s shoulders and
manoeuvred him backwards towards the bed.

Somewhere in Surrey Ayesha and Nikos were bundled out of the fake
police car and into a large MPV with blacked out windows. Their arms
were wrenched behind their backs and handcuffs snapped over their
wrists. Hoods were pulled over their heads.

“Please don’t,” wailed Ayesha as it went totally dark. Her captors
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laughed. One of them groped her. Her mind went out to Nikos.

“They aren’t police are they,” her thoughts sifted sluggishly into
Nikos’s confused consciousness.

“No. I don’t think so. Caroline didn’t think so.”

“Darling Nikos. What are we going to do? I have seen this. They are
going to torture us. They will kill you.”

“Perhaps. But Caroline said do nothing. Drew will come for us.
Drew will find us. Don’t be frightened my love. They can’t harm us.
You know that. Your daddy will find us. Don’t be frightened. Above all,
we mustn’t use our powers. Remember what Caroline said. Don’t look
into their minds. If they sense us looking it will send them mad. Then
they will kill us.”

“I've got a phone. I've hidden it. Like Caroline said.”

“Is it a latitude tracker?”

Ayesha hesitated. Her uncertainty was palpable..

“Ayesha! Was it a tracker?”

“Yes. No. I don’t know. I think so. It was the little one that lives in
the bathroom. Caroline said to switch off. So it doesn’t ring and give
itself away. Is that right?”

“Yes, I think so,” Nikos reassured her and hoped that it was a
standard issue tracking phone. The house was full of phones, but only
those they took outside had the GPS transponder. How ironic that Lucy
threw phones away with reckless abandon. Now, when he and Ayesha
desperately needed a tracker phone, they probably didn’t have one. An
ordinary mobile would only connect to the network when it was
switched on. And then it would only locate itself to its nearest cell.
Even if it was switched on, finding them could take time.

Ayesha sensed his uncertainty. For telepaths deceit was impossible.

“I’'m sorry,” her mind whispered, “I thought I was doing the right
thing.”

“It’ll be okay,” Nikos caressed her soul, “we’ll be okay. We’ll just
have to get it out when we can and switch it on. Then they’ll find us.”

Someone else got into the back of the MPV. Ayesha felt a strong
hand grip her arm and push up her sleeve, and then the prick of a
hypodermic needle.

“No, no,” she screamed, “no.” Her voice faded away, her mind
detached itself from Nikos and folded into blackness. Minutes later
Nikos followed her into the impenetrable dark.

When they woke they were sitting on steel chairs bolted to the floor
of a hot windowless room. The walls and ceiling were lined with
honeycomb foam sound deadening panels. The floor was covered in a
soft resilient plastic material punctured by two large and strategically
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placed drain holes. The hoods had been removed and both Ayesha and
Nikos had been stripped. Their pinioned arms were stretched over the
backs of the chairs and their handcuffs securely clipped to hooks welded
to the chair frames, forcing them to sit in an uncomfortably upright
stress position. There were other straps and shackles on the chair legs
whose purpose left nothing to the imagination. On the far side of the
room were benches and tool racks with knives and chisels, saws, screw
clamps, electric drills, and a small gas blowlamp. Whatever this place
was, it was not a British police station.

Both of them were woozy from the anaesthetic drug and they found
it difficult either to speak or to make mental contact. She tried to look
at Nikos but her head felt like lead and she could not lift it up. Nikos
was the same. Someone came into the room.

“Good looking couple,” he said in an American accent to the man
standing next to him, “foxy little lady, or what? Look at those tits.”

“Yeah, can’t wait to have her.”

“Little by little. We have to escalate this. The doc wants to
experiment on them but he ain’t here yet and anyway we don’t take
orders from him. So, while we wait for him, we keep them sedated and
have a bit of fun with them. You know. Bit of Gonzo stuff, then, when
they’re thoroughly broken, we try for the psychic thing. We’re supposed
to video everything. For leverage.”

“What if they don’t play.”

“We’ll keep sending the videos. Quatermain isn’t going to let his
daughter be abused indefinitely. And we can beat the shit out of the son
in law. They want the whole thing shot now. Then we send them
extracts. And then we start on the psychic tests. Ain’t it great. Have you
ever wanted to be in a porno video? Now’s your chance.”

“Been there. Done that. Do you think they really are telepathic?”

“Don’t know. That’s what we’re here to find out. But they won’t
show their powers. Fucking freaks. So we have to provoke her by
torturing him. But first we need some video to convince her daddy that
we mean business.”

“Do you really believe in this telepathy crap? Could they harm us?”

“How do I know? But hey, we get to screw this fucking beautiful
bitch. That can’t be bad.”

“Are they awake?”

“I think so. Let’s get naked and have some fun with them first.
Wayne’s on his way. Let’s get them ready.”

“Shouldn’t we wear masks? What if they recognise us?”

“Nah, the techies have software to pixellate our faces afterwards.
Masks are stuffy. And anyway, they’re not going home are they.”
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Ayesha struggled to release herself but it was hopeless. The steel
cuffs bit into her wrists. She decided to give them what they wanted.
Sex was fun, after all, even bondage sex, and she was very, very good
at it. She would just be very nice and very submissive and make them
so happy that they would let her and Nikos go.

A video camera was started. She was unhooked from the back of the
chair, but the handcuffs remained, pinioning her arms behind her back.
She was at their mercy. She was pushed into a kneeling position on the
floor. Two more men joined the others in the room.

“Way to go Waco,” one of the men said, “that’s the biggest dick I’ve
seen for a while. Course, you ain’t seen mine yet. And I’'m going first
‘cos I’'m your fucking commander.”

“Fuck you Wayne,” the disappointed rapist objected.

Wayne Kraitmann stripped enthusiastically and demonstrated that he
was indeed their commander.

One of the naked men stood behind Ayesha, pulled her head up by
her hair and undid the gag.

“How you like that Babe,” he said. Ayesha’s first instinct was to
cooperate. She smiled sweetly at Kraitman, then opened her mouth to
accept a pleasure that she had so often enjoyed with Nikos and their
friends. But this dick was being violently forced into her mouth and
halfway down her throat and it was throttling her. She began to struggle
to breathe. Wayne pulled himself back, allowing her to regain her
breath, then began again. Not even Ayesha’s voracious lust could cope
with this. It went on and on. The camera was left to run. When Wayne
and Waco had finished they squirted themselves onto her face and
breasts, drenching her in sticky semen, then the other two took their
places and repeated the whole disgusting performance all over again.
Eventually the camera was stopped. The spent studs withdrew and a
hysterical Yesha was left doubled up on the floor. The lights went out
pitching them into total darkness.

“Nikos,” Ayesha wailed, “help me. I tried to give them what they
wanted and they hurt me. Help me darling. I can’t see any more. I don’t
know what is going to happen.”

Nikos squirmed on the chair but couldn’t move. Ayesha tried to stand
up but her legs gave way. She slumped to her knees then inched her
way through the darkness until she came up against Nikos. She rested
her face against his knees and kissed them. Nikos desperately wanted to
hold her. To stroke and cuddle her. To take away her pain. But he was
paralysed by the restraining chair and by the drugs which seemed to
have addled his telepathic powers. He could do nothing. Even just
connecting with Ayesha sapped most of his energy.
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“Why?” Ayesha struggled to think at him, her own mind fuddled by
the anaesthetic, “why? What have we ever done to them. Why are they
doing this to us?”

Nikos didn’t know. Whatever they had been sedated with had
suppressed their telepathic powers to the point at which they could
barely communicate with each other, let alone call for help. All of his
love enveloped Ayesha, curled round her and caressed her mind, trying
to heal her wounds.

“Try to be brave. I know it hurts like this. But they’re not doing
anything to us that we haven'’t done to each other.”

“But we do it with love, not with pain. They hate us. Why do they
hate us? How can sex be so horrid. I've always loved it. This is horrid!
Horrid! Horrid! Nikos. Why? What have we done?”

“They hate us because we’re not like them. We're rich and rare.
They want something from Drew. And they want something from us.
They re not going to kill us. Not yet. Help me. I'm trying to get to Lucy,
but I don’t seem to have any strength. And she doesn’t seem to be
listening. Lucy. Lucy. Why is she never there when we need her. Imogen.
Imogen, where are you Imogen. Wake up Imogen, you lazy slut.”

But Imogen was in the deepest sleep and her mind was closed to
their hopelessly attenuated powers. The ordeal continued, unabated by
pity or mercy.

Nikos had no idea what time it was, or whether it was day or night.
Their lives were enclosed within this windowless little room where
monsters preyed on Ayesha’s beautiful body and tortured it until she
was demented with pain and fear. In the timeless agony that followed
she was subjected to every conceivable form of sexual humiliation short
of actual penetration. That, apparently, was being saved until the last.
But these men were getting desperate to screw her and could not resist
their lust for much longer. And Nikos became more and more frantic
until the creatures injected him with more sedative which left him
hanging limply in his chair, aware of what was being done to his wife,
but unable to respond to her or to hear her screaming mind. Ayesha was
on her own. The tracker phone was not tracking. Lucy was still not
listening and Imogen was sleeping through a nightmare in which her
brother and his wife were being horribly tortured and she could do
nothing because she could not wake herself up.

Lucy continued not to listen. John Pendle’s initial encounter with sex
was fumblingly sudden and he came embarrassingly quickly, but not
before she had experienced the same out of body sensation with him
that her mother had just felt with Mike Throckmorton. Except that,

123



unlike Throckmorton, he did not travel into the past and his latent
psychic energy was painfully weak. By the following morning he was
responding to Lucy with the wanton lasciviousness that was the joy and
the curse of their unique species. He learned very quickly and he was
willing to try everything. They had been going at it almost non stop
since eight o’clock the previous night and in between Lucy had tried to
explain to him as much as she knew of her family’s strange psychic
powers. But whilst Pendle could acknowledge the actualities of psychic
sex because it exploded through him every time he entered Lucy, he
found it very hard to explain. He had, in any case, become so
intoxicated with the spellbinding potentials of that luscious body that his
rational mind had gone completely offline. Now Lucy was kneeling
astride him and looking down at her new lover writhing towards the last
instant of ecstasy, then bursting into her with such explosive force that
Lucy shrieked with joy before collapsing on top of him.

The panting Pendle lay on his back and looked up at Lucy, still
straddled over him, pinioning his retreating penis with her vaginal
muscles. She was indescribably beautiful. That long wavy shiny blonde
hair cascading over her face, the small firm upturned breasts, the slender
waist, the endless legs. She brushed her hair along his chest and kissed
him, enveloping him in a golden halo.

“Do you really love me Lucy?” he asked.

She reached for the box of tissues which she had taken from the
dressing table, remembering James Sinclair’s description of what Sophie
and Marcus had done, lifted herself off John’s dick and delicately
mopped up the remains.

The lights came on again. The four naked men came back into the
room. They all looked the same. Strong, slim, athletic, sharp, like PT
instructors or gymnasts. Ayesha was stretched out on her front, her
hands stills cuffed behind back, her face resting against Nikos’s feet.
They dragged her away from him and restarted the video camera.

“Ready for more Babe?” big dick Wayne laughed, “this it. Time for
the big one. Oh fuck, she’s pissed herself. I'm not fucking her like that.
Get the hose.”

He gestured to his companions, one of whom unrolled the fire hose
from the wall and sluiced Ayesha with a jet of icy water. She screamed.
Big dick pulled her upright by her hair then pushed her forward onto
her knees with her face pressed to the wet floor, and prepared to enter
her from behind.

“Now, babe. Doggy doggy. Try this for size.”

Kraitman knelt down behind Ayesha, grabbed her hips and slammed

124



into her. Ayesha screamed. Kraitman grunted in surprise and pulled out.
“Fuck,” he muttered, looking quizzically at his dick, “that fucking
hurt. She got something in there. Fuck.”
He kicked Ayesha onto her back and stuck his fingers into her.
“Jesus,” he yelled, “what you fucking got up there?”
Ayesha screamed and screamed until he took his fingers out. He
stood up and kicked her again. She subsided into hysterical sobs.
“You’re getting it babe. Cunt or ass. One way or the other,” he
hissed, “hold her down. Let’s find out what this is.”

“Love you?” Lucy said, “of course I love you. We wouldn’t be doing
this if I didn’t love you. I fell in love with you at that conference in
Pasadena, remember? When | was first introduced to you and shook
your hand. I knew then, but you’re like James Sinclair, your psychic
powers are concealed. Hard to read. Now I know for sure. Sex is the
key, for us. Why do you think I came to Keele? It was for you. It just
took me a long time to make a move because I wasn’t sure about how
you would react to me. I didn’t want to hurt you. I don’t share your
religious faith, but I respect it.” She hesitated and looked down at him,
“what do you feel, when we make love? What’s it like? For you.”

“It’s wonderful. It’s as though our souls are united as well as our
bodies. It’s as though our minds are one. And...at that moment, that
moment when everything stops, we stand at the edge of the universe.
We are the universe, just for an instant. But I still don’t understand.
What does it mean?”

Lucy rolled off John and lay down beside him, her face on his chest.

“I don’t know. We have these powers. But we don’t know where
they come from. We have to work it out for ourselves, since my parents
won’t tell me. And you and I are uniquely qualified to work it out
because it has something to do with Dark Energy. If you had made love
to almost any other woman you would just have had an orgasm. On
your own. And she might have had her orgasm, on her own. When we
make love our orgasms are shared. You felt what I felt. I felt what you
felt. We became one soul, one flesh.” Lucy paused and kissed him.

Ayesha was now on her back, her legs pulled apart and held up in
the air by two of the thugs. Kraitman again stuck his fingers up her
vagina and poked around. It had the opposite effect. The phone Ayesha
had concealed retreated further into her vagina. It might have been
funny, in some Danish porno burlesque, but for Ayesha it was extremely
painful, and it was about to get even more painful. The thick fingers
prodded and poked with increasingly violent frustration. She started to
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scream again. Nikos tried to get the gag out of his mouth and kicked
out at the man standing in front of him. He turned round and hit Nikos
with such force that he lost consciousness. When he came round his legs
had been pulled back and his ankles shackled behind the chair, forcing
his thighs apart and bending his torso away from the chair into a taut
bow of pain. Ayesha was face down on the floor being buggered with
such with bestial violence that she was howling like a banshee. She let
out one final shriek and passed out. The camera recorded it all. And in
the instant before she lost consciousness Ayesha’s mind made contact
with Lucy.

Lucy sat bolt upright.

“My God,” she whispered, “Yesha, what’s happening. Yesha?”

But Yesha’s mind had already closed. Lucy reached out for Nikos
and saw everything that Nikos could see. Her mind recoiled in horror.

“Lucy, Lucy. We've been kidnapped. They re torturing Yesha. I love
you Lucy, please help. Please.”

“What’s the matter?” said Pendle, sensing the change in Lucy. Lucy
had gone taut, her body tensed up with shock, her golden brown face
white with terror.

“Something terrible is happening. My half brother and his wife have
been kidnapped. They’re being tortured. I have to go to my family. You
must come with me. Something terrible is happening. We have to go. I
have to contact my mother. I’'m so sorry. We have to go.”

Lucy jumped off the bed and scrabbled in her bag for the phone
which she had deliberately left in her room at Keele so that Drew’s
watchers would not know where she was. She reached out for her
mother who was in a helicopter heading North. Lucy knew where she
was going. “I'm coming,” Lucy thought at her mother. Caroline’s
telepathy was not strong enough to respond at any distance but she felt
Lucy’s thought and sighed with relief. Lucy, at least, was safe.

“How do you know this,” Pendle asked.

“Because I do. I can hear their thoughts. I can hear thoughts,
anyone’s thoughts if I want to. And I can broadcast my thoughts. But
mostly I try to block it out. Especially Nikos because he’s such a pest.
But now, now they’re in mortal danger. Somebody wants to kill them.”

Pendle sat up beside her and hugged her tight. Lucy started to cry.

“I don’t understand,” he said gently, “I’ll try to understand, but it is
hard for me. It goes against all my beliefs.”

“There’s so much I need to tell you. And it will be so difficult. We
are not like other people and it’s so hard to understand. I need you with
me. Please come with me.”
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“Of course I'll come with you,” he whispered, gently stroking that
fine golden hair, “I could never not be with you.”

“Better leave her, till the medic get here. He can get this thing out
of her. Give her another shot. Give them both a shot.”

After the injection the men left the room, but this time the lights
stayed on. Ayesha remained doubled up on the floor, hands still cuffed
behind her back, blood trickling between her legs. Nikos, only half
conscious, tried to reach out to her mind, but his powers were still
paralysed by the drugs and Ayesha’s mind was hysterical with silent
grief. Eventually the panic subsided and coherent thoughts began to take
form.

“I won’t be able to have children. No children. You know how
important it is that we have children. We are the only two who have
equal powers. It hurts. It hurts. Nikos, it hurts. Why hasn’t Daddy
come? Why? Why? Nikos. I'm frightened. I'm going to die.”

“No darling, no. It will be alright. Sophie will fix it. You’ll be
alright. I love you. Daddy will come, but the phone needs to be switched
on. Can you get it out?”

“No. He’s pushed it right inside. It hurts. It hurt so much. Why have
we lost our powers? [ can’t stop the pain. I can’t move the phone. |
can’t move it with my body or with my mind. I've tried. My mind isn’t
working. 1 have no strength. Give your mind. Give me your strength.”

Nikos felt her pain course through him like a butcher’s knife twisting
in his own exposed groin. But his psychic strength had gone. He had no
energy left to give.

“The drugs,” he struggled to transmit his thoughts, “they’ve done
something to us. We’ve lost our powers. Is this what it’s like to be
human? To have no power over our bodies? To have no power over
things? I can’t even take away the pain.”

“The handcuffs” Ayesha sobbed silently, “we can’t do anything. Even
if I could just squeeze it out. I can’t....Nikos. I love you. I love you.
Nikos. I'm bleeding. Nikos. Help me.”

But Nikos was in pain himself, his stretched and vulnerable body
racked back over the chair. There was nothing he could. Despair
engulfed him.

The door opened. Three jump suits and a doctor carrying a medical
bag came into the room. The doctor bent over Ayesha and looked with
extreme alarm at the trickle of blood between her thighs.

“Get her back onto the chair,” he said. Ayesha was hoisted onto the
chair and held back with her legs splayed out so that she could be
subjected to a crude gynaecological examination.
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“You’ve done some damage here,” the doctor said, “you’re supposed
to keep them fit. No violence. And what the hell are you doing to him?”
He gestured at Nikos’s contorted body, “he’s in pain. For Christ’s sake.”

“We didn’t mean to hurt her, “Wayne Kraitmann blustered, “it’s her
fault for sticking something up her scratch.”

“What?” the doctor replied incredulously, “what do you mean?”

“She’s got something up her scratch. Something. I dunno. Get it out.”

The doctor took some forceps from his bag and delicately inserted
them into Ayesha. Ayesha gasped, but did nothing, just looked at him
supinely. Eventually the phone appeared, slimy and flecked with blood.
The doctor wiped it with a paper tissue and flipped it open. He
shrugged.

“You’re in luck,” he said, handing the phone to Kraitman, “it’s
switched off. Don’t...”

Kraitman ignored him and switched the phone on. The doctor shook
his head in despair. On the other side of the world a Trikos computer
recognised a number registered to the Hanover Terrace house and
triangulated on its current cell location. Seconds later the coordinates
were flashed to Drew Quatermain. The tracker had failed but the fall
back had worked long enough to tell him what he need to know. His
helicopter was already airborne and heading for Shropshire.

“You’ve had a message,” Kraitman smirked before dropping the
phone on the floor and stamping on it. “Too bad you’ll never know who
it was from. Rich witch.”

“What happens now?” the Second Suit asked.

“Well, no more of this,” said the doctor who produced a speculum
and continued his internal examination of Ayesha, “you’ve bruised her
ovaries and torn her rectum. She’ll recover. Given time. But you weren’t
supposed to do this. This was supposed to be a controlled experiment.
You were supposed to wait for me. And had it occurred to you morons
that this phone might have a tracking device in it and you’ve just
activated it?”

“Fuck that. If it was tracker she would have switched it on. She’s
just a stupid rich bitch. Our orders were to make some Gonzo videos of
her being fucked. To use for leverage. That’s all.”

“Whose stupid idea was that? You were supposed to wait for me.
Now she’s damaged goods. Now she’s going to need time to recover
before we can run the telekinesis tests.”

“Well, that’s academic. We’re not going to give her back, are we. Or
him. So recovery need not be factored in. Anyway, we’ve seen the files.
We know what to do. You’re just here to keep them alive ‘til we’ve got
what we want out of them.”
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“That’s right. My business is to save lives not to take them. These
two are laboratory specimens. They’re no use to us dead.” The doctor
paused, and looked into Yesha’s face. Even in extreme distress she was
unbelievably beautiful. He wondered how he would feel if this was his
own daughter. “I’ll have to report this to the Colonel,” he shook his
head and scowled at the licensed thug, “you shouldn’t be treating them
like this. And get him out of that stress position. You’re breaking his
back!”

“I don’t think so,” said Wayne, producing a pistol, “I’ve got news for
you. We don’t work for the Colonel and I don’t think you’re going to
report anything to anyone.”

Ayesha let out another piercing scream as the doctor’s brains blew
out of the back his head, spraying her with blood and brain tissue.

“And you fucking shut up, you stupid fucking bitch.”

Ayesha was slapped in the face and subsided into whimpering sobs.
The hose was deployed again. Ice cold water cascaded over her, sluicing
the doctor’s brains down the floor drain holes.

“What now?” the second Jump Suit looked questioningly at Wayne.

“Clamp her to the chair. Give them both some more roofie. Put
them out for three hours. It’s after nine. We’ve been at it all night.
Time for some steak and some shuteye. After lunch we’ll try the drugs
and apply pressure. Lange want results. Let’s get this wanker’s notes
and see what he was going to do. Make her secure. Just in case.”

The clamps on the front legs of the chair snapped round Ayesha’s
ankles. The handcuffs were again hooked over the back of the chair.
The needles went into their arms. Then the doors closed, leaving Ayesha
and Nikos alone with the dead doctor and sliding into semi
consciousness.

“They’re going to kill us, aren’t they,” Ayesha sobbed as the light
went out in her mind.

Nikos, gagged, tried to reach out with his mind but the rohypnol was
already inhibiting his telepathy so contact was difficult and the pain in
his arched back and spatchcocked thighs was becoming unbearable no
matter how hard he tried to suppress it.

“It looks like it. Oh, darling Yesha I love you so much. Lucy help us.
Lucy, please. Lucy. Imogen. Wake up. Imogen Wake up. Please one of
you, help us. Why is no one listening? Oh no! Not again! I can’t......”

Then the darkness of the drug overwhelmed them,

“If you have these powers,” Pendle asked as he sat beside Lucy in

the shabby Honda, “who don’t you use them?”
“Because the powers that we have are the powers that witches and
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wizards have ancestrally had. Humans hate them. And if we reveal
anything to them they will hunt us down and kill us. As they did in the
past. So we don’t use them. It’s too dangerous.”

“This is a more tolerant age, surely.”

“It’s true that this is an age that tolerates the supernatural but only
by not believing in it. Except maybe spiritual healers and psychics who
are tolerated, sort of. And that protects us because people would not
believe that we could do such things. But if we were to use our powers
we would draw attention to ourselves. Scientists would be curious.
You’re already curious, aren’t you. That’s what learning is all about,
curiosity. But if they find out the truth and it becomes public
knowledge, then the men of God will come after us with sharpened
sticks and silver bullets.”

Pendle shook his head. In his mind the powers he had discovered
within himself were a gift of God, and as a gift of God they should
revered.

“It isn’t like that,” said Lucy, reading his mind, “even if it was just
telepathy we would always be a risk to normal humans. But we have far
more than telepathy. It certainly includes telekinesis and psychic healing.
I’ve always tried to deny it. But our parents can move things around by
thought alone. And so can we. When we were children we could do
amazing things. Only, now we seem to have forgotten how to do most
of it. We don’t know what we are capable of, but I do know that we
are an evolutionary step forward. A superior species. And for that reason
alone humans would have to kill us. They’ve done it before. Many
times. Oh, for God’s sake!” The Honda slowed down to a crawl for
what seemed like hours and hours of motorway roadworks.

“Okay. Give her the junk. It’s coming up to noon. We can’t wait any
more. We’re going to get a reaction out of her if it kills us.” Jump Suit
Two grabbed Ayesha’s left arm and pushed the needle into it. “There
you go Babe. Sweet dreams.”

Ayesha’s mouth lolled open. She felt the first shock of the heroine
circulating in her bloodstream and entering her brain. Then it dissipated
into mere lethargy. She was immune to narcotics. Her father had seen
to that. Her father had spent millions of dollars to make the world
immune to narcotics in order to protect psychics from inadvertently
revealing themselves. But the effect of all hypnotic drugs on immunised
psychics was simply to suppress their psychic abilities, leaving them as
defenceless as normals. Drew Quatermain had made a catastrophic
mistake.

They left Nikos and Ayesha for nearly an hour in the expectation that
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the drug would take effect. Then, when it was obvious that Ayesha was
not going to do anything, one of the men stuffed a small rubber ball
into Nikos’s mouth and replaced the fabric gag. Wayne Kraitmann went
to the workbench and picked up the gas blowlamp. She watched in
horror as he ignited the flame.

“We’re going to fry his nuts Babe, real slow. Better do something if
you ever want to fuck him again.”

He leaned down in front of Nikos and flicked the blowlamp over his
crotch, singeing his pubic hair. At the same time another man stood
behind Nikos and slowly twisted a rope round his neck. Nikos tried to
scream but the gag prevented him. His mental screams surged into
Ayesha. She began to howl, piercing feral hysterical screams which so
enraged her tormentors that she too had a rag stuffed into her mouth to
gag her. Her mind exploded in a supernova of impotent flaming rage.
But all of her powers were neutralised. Nothing happened. Nikos was
unconscious. His eyes glazed over. His head slumped forward. She
stared unbelieving at the burning flesh between Nikos’s legs. They
backed off, removing the flame and relaxing the rope.

“Look at him you bitch. Look at his dick. He ain’t never going to
fuck again. Do something. Show us what you’ve got. It’s his eyes next.
Then we’ll saw his feet off. Real slow.”

“Jesus Christ,” Lucy screamed, ‘“Nikos!!! Nikos!!! They’re killing
him.” She slammed on the brakes and swerved the car off the road onto
the hard shoulder where it screeched to a halt.

“John, John, hold my hand, quickly, hold my hand. I need all your
strength.”

Pendle, shocked, head over heels in love, and unable to resist, gave
his soul to a witch. Lucy’s face went white. Her teeth clenched. A voice
echoed in her memory. Remember. Use my gift to you, but only when
you have to. You will need it for the storm which is coming. She
remembered. Pendle’s mind fused into hers. Energy flowed from him
and through Lucy and Nikos into Ayesha. But it was not enough. John’s
powers were weak, hardly perceptible. Then he felt something else
surged through Lucy’s consciousness and through her into him.
Something unstoppable and unbelievably potent whose irresistible wake
sucked all the energy out of him.

“Legion,” John gasped, “my name is Legion.”

The man with the rope screamed with the pain, clutched his head and

collapsed on the floor with his cameraman colleague. The others,
gathered to watch Ayesha unleash the paranormal powers that they did
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not believe in, collapsed in the same instant, their brains suddenly
vacant. The blowlamp fell from lifeless hands, rolled across the floor,
came to rest against the body of the dead doctor and set fire to his
jacket and the plastic flooring on which he was lying.

“What have we done Lucy?” Pendle’s voice was shrill with panic,
“what have we done?”

Lucy was alternately shrieking Nikos’ name and sobbing hysterically,
hammering at the steering wheel with her fist and then clutching at him
with desperate fingers.

“We’ve killed four people,” she sobbed, “four living creatures. We’ve
killed them. And I don’t know how we did it.”

“Lucy, Lucy, it cannot be. You cannot kill people by thinking at
them.”

“Oh yes you can. Believe me. And I made you help me. I couldn’t
have done it without you. We are both guilty. It’s against everything we
believe. And everything you believe. We cannot kill. I should be dead.
Oh my God, it’s burning. They have to get out of there.”

“Use your power Lucy,” an unfamiliar voice whispered in her head,
“use it now.”

Lucy hammered her little fists against the steering wheel, “I can’t see
them,” she screamed, as though she was talking to someone else, “I
don’t know where they are. How can I save them if I can’t see them.”
She fell silent for an instant, as though listening to a secret inner voice.
Then she vanished. Her empty clothes collapsed into a heap on the car
seat. Seconds later she was back, still screaming.

“What happened?” Pendle shouted.

“I don’t know,” Lucy was almost hysterical, “I don’t know.” John
Pendle raised his hand to slap her face but, in the instant before his
hand struck, Lucy came back. Her face straightened, her eyes focussed.
“Where are my clothes?” she whimpered then slumped forward against
the steering wheel. John Pendle looked around anxiously, wondering how
he would explain a naked woman driver to a passing traffic policeman.
Eventually Lucy flickered back into life.

“It’s alright,” she sighed, eventually “it’s alright. I'm okay. Don’t
worry. What’s happened to my clothes?”

“You’re sitting on them,” John replied incredulously, “what
happened?”’

“I don’t know,” Lucy gasped in an exasperated voice, “I don’t bloody
well know.” She pulled her clothes from under her bottom, fumbled her
way back into her knickers and skirt and pulled the loose blouse over
her head.
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John put his arms round and held her as tightly as her could in the
confined space of the car. In his mind he returned to the shock that had
pierced him as something inexplicable had drained out of him and into
Lucy. He remembered his bible and the words of Christ. “Somebody
hath touched me: for I perceive that virtue is gone out of me. ...” It
could not be. It could not possibly be. Lucy continued to sob, great
shuddering sobs which racked his soul. His mind reached out to her and
to his astonishment he found himself inside her head, feeling what she
felt, experiencing what she experienced, remembering what she
remembered, seeing what she had seen through the eyes of Nikos. And
then miraculously seeing it through Lucy’s own eyes. Lucy had been
there.

“Oh my God,” he whispered, “what have you done? What have we
done? Oh dear Lord, forgive me. Oh, Lucy, what happened? How did
you do that? Where did you go?”

“Take me home,” Lucy whimpered, “home. Croxton Hall, it’s near
Stokesley, in North Yorkshire. Drive. Take us there. Please.” She
collapsed forward against the steering wheel. John shook her but she did
not stir. For a moment he thought that she was dead. He got out of the
car and came round to the driver’s side and lifted Lucy out. She was so
light, lighter than light itself. In his arms she seemed as small and
delicate as a child. He put her on the back seat and strapped her in.
Then he took the driver’s seat and found an AA road atlas in the door
pocket. Croxton Hall was near the village of Croxton-in-Cleveland, just
off the A172, south of Stokesley. It would not be difficult to find.

Wayne Kraitmann came round to find the room full of acrid smoke
from the burning plastic floor. He tried to stand up, but just as he
reached his feet a blast of white lightning hurled him back against the
wall. Stun grenade, he thought. In the blink of an eye he saw a golden
angel with wings of ice blue fire, holding the hands of the burning boy
and the hysterical girl. Then they vanished. He looked in disbelief at the
empty torture chairs and the flames licking round them. His three
associates were also coming round, trying to lever themselves up on
their elbows, choking in the asphyxiating acrid smoke. He collapsed
forward on his face and the lights went out.
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CHAPTER 10

On the mantlepiece above the Adam fireplace in the elegant drawing
room of Croxton Hall an ancient clock counted out the hours of noon.
Its chime was ponderous and leisurely, as though it knew that time was
merely an illusion measured out for the benefit of humans, but irrelevant
to Gods. Mike Throckmorton took stock of his situation. They had left
London in the helicopter around eight thirty in the morning and arrived
at Croxton just over two hours later. He had already met Marcus Scott,
who looked not at all like his son, and Sophie Devenish, who was more
beautiful in the flesh than his photographs could even hint at, and her
daughter Imogen who was as indistinguishable from her mother as Lucy
was from Caroline. Her hair, like her mother’s, was long, dark auburn
brown, falling to her shoulders in natural loose tasselled curls. Unlike
the fearsome Caroline, Sophie was soft and gentle and tearfully
distraught at the kidnapping of her son and his wife. Marcus stood with
his arm round her and consoled her and the love which flowed between
them resonated in Mike’s newly sensitised consciousness. He began to
understand what Caroline had been talking about. The love that these
people held for each other was manifest, almost tangible and it was a
collective love, unconditional and absolute, unlike anything he had ever
experienced. It was true. By their standards he was without love.

There was no sign of Drew Quatermain but Mike was introduced to
a small elfin woman with shining black bobbed hair who he recognised
as Andrea Hanson, but was simply called Puck, as though that was
enough. Also present was the novelist James Sinclair and his wife
Hilary. Sinclair was interesting and, like the others, had carried his age
without blemishes, as did his wife. Maybe, Mike thought, it was all
down to Yorkshire water. But, whereas the females in the Scott Hannay
Devenish family shared the same general facial shape, irrespective of
their hair colouring, James Sinclair had a more tweedy ascetic look,
vaguely Roman and patrician, and he was discernibly older than the
others, though not by much. In truth none of them looked older than
their mid thirties, and young mid thirties at that.

Sinclair’s wife Hilary was different. Not as slender as the others. She
had a splendid curvy figure, big tits, and a determined English Rose face
surmounted by a disorderly mane of tawny blonde hair. Mike thought of
Kate Winslett. She was outstanding. A proper woman, and she had
amazingly sexy eyes which he knew instantly were for her husband only.
He would be wasting his time there. And also with Sophie. But Imogen
was something else. Imogen was sex incarnate and the moment that she
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shook his hand he knew that she was full of psychic lust and would
give him anything that he wanted before he even asked. He also knew
that she was passionately in love with someone else, and that someone
else was her absent half sister Lucy.

Mike rather liked Sinclair, not least because his firm handshake did
not transmit a psychic shock nor did his mind intrude into Mike’s
increasingly guarded consciousness. Hilary, however, was as fey as the
others, though the consciousness that momentarily clicked with him was
different, and more familiar, as though she and Mike shared some
common wavelength.

All of them were edgy and anxious and seemed to be waiting for
instructions from somewhere else, as if they were not able to take
control of the situation for themselves. The mysterious and absent Drew
Quatermain, Mike assumed. No one spoke to him at any length or asked
him who he was or why he was there. They just sat quietly in the
drawing room. Nothing much was said, but Mike had the uneasy
sensation that unspoken messages were flowing between them, about
him, perhaps, but mostly about the absent children. They weren’t
children of course. Nikos and Ayesha were in their late twenties, as
were the other young ones, though he suspected that Amethyst was
much younger, eighteen or nineteen maybe. He wondered what her place
was in this curious community. He watched the subtle changes in body
language and the minute shifts of expression which flitted across their
faces as though prompted by ghosts. At one point Mike had the distinct
impression that someone else had entered the room. But there were only
the nine bodies sitting tensely in the three large Chesterfield sofas
arranged in front of the elegant Adam fireplace.

After a while Hilary and Amethyst left them and came back a little
later with mugs of tea and sandwiches which were consumed in silence.
James Sinclair looked up as the clock chimed once.

Imogen, who had been sitting quietly beside Amethyst on one of the
sofas on either side of the great fireplace, went white with shock,
dropped her tea cup, pressed her hands against her temples and began
scream. The others turned and looked at her, their faces sculpted into
expressions of total horror. Mike watched, detached and fascinated. For
an instant the room was frozen. Then they all fell onto their knees,
formed a circle and held each other’s hands. Mike moved to join them,
but the circle refused to open for him. Whatever was happening he was
being shut out. Imogen continued to sob. Mike stared at them in wonder.
Even in extreme grief they were unbelievably beautiful. He ached to be
part of this magical circle but he could not read their minds which were
resolutely blocked to him. They were concentrating on something else.
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Something intangible and ethereal. Tears were trickling from Hilary
Sinclair’s closed eyes. He realised that he had seen this before but the
memory of it evaded him.

“We have to do something,” Sophie said tearfully, “they’re going kill
him. Lucy can’t cope on her own. We can’t wait for Drew.”

Caroline stood up and looked round the room. It was very clear that
in the absence of Drew Quatermain she was their natural leader and she
was about to take control. Her eyes fell on Mike, and then back to
Sophie. Mike sensed that an unheard conversation was taking place
between them but he did not yet have their ability to eavesdrop on other
minds. Sophie was shaking her head and sobbing.

“There are nine of us,” said Caroline, reverting to decisive speech,
“we can do it. We have to do it. Lucy knows what to do. But she
doesn’t have the power. The man she is with is like James. The universe
speaks to him, but he doesn’t consciously hear it. He has no significant
psychic energy of his own. We need him.” She looked at Mike.

“I’'m not going to kill anyone,” said Hilary, “you know what I think
about this.”

“Nor me,” said Puck, “and it’s over thirty years since we last did
this. We know that James doesn’t have much power. And what about
her?” She gestured at the silent and visibly alarmed Amethyst.

“You don’t have to kill anyone,” Caroline replied through gritted
teeth, “he has the power and the will but not the knowledge. Lucy has
the knowledge. The power has to come from him, and from Marcus.
And Amethyst is one of us. Look into her mind and show her what has
to be done. She’s as strong as we were at her age. Stronger.” She
paused, then looked directly at Hilary. For an instant Hilary looked
through the panic stricken eyes of Ayesha. Nikos was being burned alive
and Ayesha was silently screaming with their shared pain and fear.

“Alright,” Hilary agreed, ashen faced, “but only with James.”

“There’s no one else. I’ll take Mike. Sophie and Marcus. You and
James. Hurry. There isn’t much time.”

“No,” Sophie sobbed, “we don’t know him. We don’t know what he
can do. He’s not like us.”

“He’s enough like us to do what is necessary. He wants to do it.”

“Wait a minute lady,” Mike exclaimed, aware that something was
being planned for him without his consent, “what do I want to do?”

“You are a killer. You want to kill,” Caroline snapped, “you want to
kill. We cannot kill. We need you to kill for us.”

Mike shook his head, “Who am I supposed to kill?”

“You don’t need to know,” Caroline’s voice was brittle, “don’t argue
Mike. There isn’t time. If you don’t help us our children are going to

136



die.”

Imogen started to scream again then clutched at her throat as though
choking.

“What’s in it for me?” Mike asked.

“The best shag you will ever have in your entire life,” Caroline’s
voice was loaded with importunate contempt. She was pleading with the
Devil.

“Not enough, Lady” Mike replied, “I want answers. And I want to
meet Drew Quatermain.”

Caroline nodded. “Ah,” she said, “you are true to your mission. Well,
there are no answers, only theories. But you will certainly meet Drew.
I can guarantee that.”

“Okay,” Mike replied, “what do I do?”

“Take your clothes off and join this circle.”

Mike’s life was ruled by two categorical imperatives. One was to
fulfil his mission. The other was to shag as many women as possible in
as many ways as possible. If his mission involved the best shag of his
life he was not going to refuse. He took off his clothes and joined the
already naked circle. What was happening was familiar. Adrian Graves
had described this. Hieros Gamos. The Great Rite. The Square of Three.
Some arcane sexual ritual. It was more than familiar. He had seen this
before. Only this time he was not going to be a mere observer.

Caroline knelt in front of him then straddled him until she was
poised above his ever ready dick. Behind her he could see Sophie
Devenish lowering herself onto Marcus, and Hilary Sinclair doing the
same thing with her husband, who looked surprised and nonplussed. The
others, Puck and Imogen and Amethyst filled the gaps between the
kneeling bodies to complete the circle. For the second time in less than
twenty four hours he felt himself slipping into Caroline. Not just the
familiar sensual slithering bliss of spearing himself into the softest parts
of a willing woman but that extraordinary psychic shock as though the
insertion of his key into her waiting lock completed an ethereal circuit
which connected both of them to infinity.

“Do nothing,” said Caroline, “leave it all to me. It is crucial that we
all come at the same time. You understand. If you try to rush it I will
control you. Just...hold out your hands and take the hands of Amethyst
and Imogen.”

Mike obeyed. As the hands met around the circle he felt another
surge of energy and for instant he thought that their consciousness had
merged. All of the nine minds in the circle became one mind. Then it
was gone. Caroline leaned backwards until her head rested on the floor
in the centre of the circle next to Sophie and Hilary. She flicked out her
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long blonde hair at the last minute so that it mingled with the shining
hair of the other two. They were unbelievably beautiful. The women
stretched out their hands and grasped each other by the wrists. Another
shock coursed through Mike Throckmorton. He could feel what they felt.
See what they saw. The spokes in this sexual cartwheel united into one
seamless flesh, one unified soul. He was inside Caroline’s mind, feeling
himself in her as she felt him, and at the same time he was sharing
Sophie’s body, and her soul and her sublime love for all of them and
for all living things. And Hilary. Hilary was different. Hilary was like
him. Cruder. More violent. Hilary could kill, but wouldn’t. Caroline was
already manipulating him with her vaginal muscles and with such
subtlety that he was already on the point of climax. He felt her
irresistible mind holding him back. Then the other two men reached the
same point. All six of them climaxed simultaneously releasing one
blinding orgasm which surged through their outstretched hands and was
amplified by the unleashed lust of the other women in the circle. It was
as though he was screwing all six of them simultaneously and sharing
as well the parallel orgasms of the other two men. The sensation was
extraordinary. Out of this world. Blinding bright and it hurled him back
into that endless spiralling elevator shaft, punctuated by the brief flashes
of lives glimpsed from a roller coaster hurtling back in time until time
itself stopped.

The familiar circle of naked bodies opened up to let him in. Near to
the Circle of the Others his own people formed a much larger circle
around a great fire whose blazing, sparks flew up to the star studded
sky. But it was not the place Mike remembered from his previous
orgasmic vision. The night air was hot and humid. Behind him was the
dull roar of breaking surf. In front of him he could just make out the
massive moonlit sides of a deep and densely wooded valley. The two
Circles were on the edge of a broad beach, between the sea and the
forest. The ice must have returned to engulf their temperate Northern
home. They gone South to escape it, into the lands of men. But where
they were Mike had no idea.

He turned back to the gap in the Circle through which a naked girl
was leading an animal, a creature like an antelope or a kudu, with two
long curved horns so close together that at first sight they seemed like
one. A creature that no longer existed. He knelt reverentially in front of
the slim golden bronze girl who held the head of the animal and
whispered in its long ears. She was the one who prepared the animal for
death. But he was the one who would take its life. That was their
special gift. His daughter and grand daughters looked like her. They
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shared her long dark hair and calm gentle face. But she was pure. His
daughters and granddaughters would always carry inside them the mark
of their real origins. They were not pure. She stroked its long snout. The
animal began to kneel in front of him. He knew what would happen.
They had done this many times before. It was what held them together.
The ritual gift of food. The taking of life to give life. She placed her
forehead against the forehead of the doomed animal and spoke to its
mind, reminding it of its long and happy life and thanking it for
relinquishing that life to her without fear. She felt the mind of the
animal begin to sleep, and, as it slipped away into the darkness, she
took his lethal energy and focussed it into the animal’s sleeping
consciousness, shutting off its brain and slowing down its heart until it
was on the verge of death. The animal fell forward on its knees and the
creature that was Mike cut its throat with a razor sharp flint. The animal
died without fear or pain. Its soul soared upwards to the Great Spirit,
mingling its golden shards with the sparks flying upwards from the fire
on which its mortal remains would soon be roasted.

He looked up at the girl. She was crying silent tears for a lost life.
Then, after the coming feast, she would come to him and give herself
to him. That would be his reward for taking a life, the chance to create
a life. And perhaps she would bear his child. The Others had so few
children. Fewer and fewer over the centuries. Perhaps.

He turned his great slow head to his waiting tribe and beckoned to
them to come into the circle and prepare the animal, deftly stripping it
of its hide and entrails and quartering it so that it could be roasted. The
Neanderthals in the second circle, held hands and shared their grief for
the death of the beast and their joy in the knowledge that it had given
itself to them willingly and would now join its ancestors in the heart of
the Great Spirit, where they themselves would one day be reunited with
their ancestors and with all living things. And they would be helped into
death without pain by these lordly golden creatures who did not die but
came to them in their last moments to lead them back into infinity.

His slow mind detected a change. A combination of intuition and
animal perception of an approaching danger. The Others had felt it too.
The females turned their heads and looked towards the dark edge of the
surrounding forest. The males stood up. A group of tall figures were
advancing on the two Circles. Many of them. Many, many of them. Tall,
and bearded. Dressed in furs and armed with sharpened sticks and spears
with flint tips. The creatures from the land of the unbearable sun. The
creatures who would inherit the earth. They had met them before, deep
in the forest, and it had always ended in death. He gripped his flint
knife and waited for the Others to act. Three males and three females
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walked forward towards the humans. The males extending their hands
in gestures of friendship, the females offered their bodies for love.
Nothing happened. He felt the consciousness of the leading male go out
to greet the mind of the human. The human felt the alien invasion in his
head and reacted first with horror and then with rage. His arm came up
and launched the spear into the chest of the golden god.

Mike’s host felt the internal scream, and for the first time in his own
life he sensed the death of one of his earthly gods. The blind red rage
which was his feral legacy engulfed him and surged through his tribe.
They threw themselves onto the humans, grappling them to the ground
and slashing at them with flint knives and crude stone hammers. He was
stronger, stockier than they were but there were many of them and they
fought tenaciously. It was only a matter of time before they overpowered
him. He knew from watching them in the woods that they did not
always kill their enemies. They liked to capture them and torture them
so that they would die slowly. And the more slowly and painfully the
victim died the more energy they took from his death. They stank of
sweat and hatred and animal violence. His own visceral hatred
overwhelmed him. There was no time to think or to run. This life was
all about fight or flight and now there was no alternative but to fight.
He grappled another human to the ground and sawed at the throat with
the sharpened flint. The creature was screaming with fear. Mike looked
into its eyes and saw his own reflection. Blood spurted out of the
severed artery. The body underneath him thrashed about, then died. He
stood up, triumphant, and looked around for his family. But the battle
was far from over, and his own kind were losing. There were too many
of the humans. The Others did not fight. The females continued to kneel
in their circle. The two remaining males held out their hands in
supplication. Then a stone from a slingshot hit him and the world went
black.

When he woke up it was almost light. He was hog tied to a tree
stump with rope made of twisted withies. There were bodies everywhere.
On the beach and face down in the bloody surf. Neanderthals and
humans. Many humans. In the distance there were screams from the
Neanderthal women who were being raped or butchered depending on
how much they looked like the women of the invaders. Those who
survived would be taken into slavery. Women were valuable and could
be traded. He lifted his shaggy head and looked for the Others, his
lordly ones, his living gods, his emissaries of the Great Spirit. The two
remaining males were pinned spreadeagled to the ground. Stuffed into
their groins were small piles of dry brushwood and kindling. The
demonic creatures watched, detached, curious, as the kindling was lit
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with a torch brought from the embers of the great fire. Mike’s host felt
the pain radiating out from his dying gods. No sound. Only their silent
screams which blazed into his own psyche with the fires of hell. The
demons reacted with anger at the refusal of their victims to yield up
their pain for the pleasure of their tormentors. Ropes were looped round
their necks and slowly tightened. The demons wielded death with
calculated expertise but still the Lordly Ones did not respond. Mike felt
their lives flicker out with the embers of their burning genitalia. The
humans squatted down and looked at the dead bodies in awe. Prodded
them cautiously, until they were certain of their death, then fell upon
them with their sharpened flints and tore them into bloody fragments,
butchering them like animals and throwing the pieces on the remains of
the fire to be cooked and eaten.

Then they turned their attention to the still kneeling women who, to
his utter astonishment, willingly gave their divine bodies to these
monsters. His mind recoiled in horror. He could feel their pain and
disbelief as the great gift they offered was spurned in favour of violent
rape. The animal which lurked just behind his sapient mind went berserk
with jealousy and rage and disappointment. He howled and screamed
and roared in defiance. Shadows fell over him. Three of the humans
knelt on the ground in front of him. Their faces were bearded, their
bodies naked and engorged with the expectation of rape. One of them
had a wooden shaft into which were fitted two rows of sharpened teeth
to make what would one day evolve into a sword. It grinned at him and
poked him with the proto sword. He scowled back at it from beneath his
broad forehead and hissed his hatred at them.

They spoke to him with their strange sounds but he did not
understand them. Their minds were closed. He tried to use his limited
skill to look into their consciousness but all he found there was jealousy,
lust, greed, wild homicidal competitiveness and a dark and devious
intelligence. Three more came to join their fellows, dragging with them
the golden girl who had helped him to kill the animal. They laughed at
him then took it in turns to rape his goddess. They took her on all
fours, like animals, like dogs, pulling on the jet black hair to bend back
her neck, so that he could see the terror in her face. Without the males
of her species she had no power to resist. So she gave herself to them
willingly, as though to appease them, but they wanted to hurt her so that
when they had finished with her they would leave her defiled body
broken, bleeding and whimpering.

Then they turned their attention to the gross creature lashed to the
tree stump. Mike knew that his time had come. What was left of his
leather loincloth was ripped away. The creature with the toothed sword
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forced open Mike’s strong thighs and looked in awe at the massive
genitalia. He roared with rage and envy and slashed blindly at Mike’s
legs and arms. Another looped a twisted cord round his thick neck and
began to wind it tight with a stick. The pain was unendurable.

“Give me your mind.” His dying consciousness was invaded by the
urgent mind of the raped female. “Give me your mind.”

He obeyed, as he had always obeyed the will of the Others. He felt
the delicate feminine mind explore his consciousness, soothing his pain
and focussing his energy, then, for the first time, and at the moment of
his death, the goddess took him into her consciousness. He was
embraced by a mind struggling to reconcile its profound love for all
living creatures with a necessity which was contrary to its very essence.
It could not kill. Could not do harm. But it was going to kill and it
would die for it.

“Now, kill them. Kill them all. Give me your power.’

His energy surged out of his subconscious and through her into the
minds of his enemies. They fell back, screaming and holding their heads
in pain. Then their minds burst. He felt the darkness engulf them. The
lights going out. They were dead, and they had no souls. They were not
children of the light, beloved by the Great Spirit. They had nowhere to
go. Only darkness. All alone in the darkness. The gentle female mind
came back.

“It is time for you to go to your ancestors,” the sad presence said,
“give me the last of your strength and I will take you there. Come with
me.

She leaned forward and touched his cheek. Her hands were soft and
delicate. She smiled at him reassuringly.

“Time to go. Do not fear the dark. You will come again to the light.
Do not fear.”

He obeyed the will of the dying goddess. His consciousness faded.
He fell once more into the future and woke in the arms of Caroline
Hannay who was holding him so tightly that he could hardly breathe.
She was crying, great wracked sobs which were only one step away
from hysteria. The rest of the circle had collapsed into a pile of heaving
tear stricken flesh. Marcus with his arms round Sophie, James Sinclair
hugging Hilary and Puck. Amethyst and Imogen unconscious on the
floor, clutching each other in blind terror. Mike’s rational mind resumed
control of itself.

“Did it work?” Mike struggled to get the words out. Caroline released
her hold on him and sat back on her haunches. She looked at Sophie
who shook her head. This time Mike almost sensed the thoughts which
passed between the two distraught women. “They’re still alive?” he

bl
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asked.

“We don’t know,” said Caroline, “maybe. We didn’t sense their
death. But nor can we sense their life. They’re not conscious. And
neither is Lucy. And neither are they.” She looked at Imogen and
Amethyst who were coiled round each other like lovers frozen in a
Rodin sculpture. “It seems the experience was too much for them. Get
dressed Mike. It’s over. You will get your answers soon.”

Mike found his clothes and put them on. The shock of what had
happened began to fade and the actuality of his nightmare eluded him.
When the older ones were dressed they tried to wake Amethyst and
Imogen who remained resolutely comatose. Eventually Mike followed
Marcus who had gently lifted his daughter into his arms. Mike did the
same for Amethyst, light as the breath of angels, and together they
carried both girls to Imogen’s unruly room and laid them side by side
in her large bed. They seemed like two beautiful innocent children.
Amethyst stirred in her sleep and rolled over against Imogen, laying her
face on Imogen’s breasts and flopping her arm round Imogen’s slim
waist. Marcus pulled the duvet over them, then leaned forward and
kissed each of them on the forehead.

“Are they going to be okay?” Mike asked.

“I think so,” said Marcus sadly, “I think they’re just sleeping.
They’re young. I think it was too much of a shock for them. For all of
us. How do you feel?”

Mike shook his head.

“I feel as though I’ve been kicked in the guts by a buffalo. And I’ve
got one hell of a headache.”

“It’s always a shock to the system,” Marcus replied, “that’s why we
stopped doing it thirty years ago. Touching the face of the Universe is
a risky business. It changes you forever.”

“I’ll say,” Mike grunted, “but I’d like some answers. What in hell
actually happened.”

“In time,” Marcus replied, “talk to Caroline, or James Sinclair. James
understands. You know, we’ve never really told our children what they
are. I think it’s time we told them. You too. Did you hear that?”

Mike recognised the unmistakable sound of a helicopter landing.

“Drew Quatermain?” he asked.

“Maybe,” Marcus replied, “we haven’t heard anything from Drew.
But he knows what’s happening. Caroline sent him the emergency code.”

“Persephone?”

“Yes, Persephone. The daughter of Zeus and Demeter. Abducted by
Hades and taken to the underworld.”

But it was not Drew Quatermain. The woman pilot of the helicopter
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was met in the entrance hall by Caroline and Sophie, who took her
hands and looked earnestly into her eyes. The others, James and Hilary
and Puck stood close behind and watched. Suddenly they all linked
hands, forming another circle. Nothing was said. Mike felt once again
that uneasy sensation that he had been shut out and bypassed, and this
time it was different. This time his mind had reached out to them and
they had deliberately blocked him. They had not been surprised that he
had suddenly acquired some of their telepathic ability. But they did not
trust him and he was not included in this seance.

Sophie started to cry, not howling sobs but gentle hopeless tears. She
buried her face in Marcus’s neck. He put his arms round her and
cuddled her tightly. Then Marcus, Sophie and Amethyst left in the
helicopter for an undisclosed destination. The body language of those
who stayed behind remained sombre and undemonstrative.

About an hour after the helicopter had left, Lucy’s Honda came up
the long drive to Croxton Hall. John Pendle banged on the front door
and was met by an anxious Caroline whose similarity to her daughter
took John’s breath away. Together they carried the unconscious Lucy
into the Hall and upstairs to the bedroom where her half sister was still
sleeping. Caroline undressed her and put her into the bed beside Imogen.

In the drawing room John Pendle was introduced by Mike to James
Sinclair and Hilary, and to Puck.

Mike looked at Pendle who was visibly shaken by what he thought
had happened.

“More things,” Mike said, “in heaven and earth...”

Pendle nodded and sat down in one of the wing chairs by the great
windows. He put his head into hands and began to cry.
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CHAPTER 11

Mike collapsed onto the big double bed and reflected on what had
happened in the last twenty four hours. After Lucy had been brought
home and put to bed he had walked round the gardens with James
Sinclair who he found much easier to talk to than Caroline. Sinclair,
however was very evidently worried and gave very little away so that
most of the walk was an appreciation of the Hall itself, as though it was
a distraction from the unacceptable truth which hung over all of them.
The Hall was certainly worth appreciating. Mike was unfamiliar with the
world of the English gentry. Their houses and estates were a mystery to
him and made little sense to an egalitarian American for whom the only
index of status was naked wealth. Yet even he was aware that old
money in America was modest and discrete, just as it was here. The
Hall was beautiful. A Georgian Palladian mansion, elegant and
restrained, with a classical pillared portico topped with a tympanum and
flanked by two symmetrical wings together with an Orangery which had
been converted into a large indoor swimming pool.

From the front of the Hall he could look out over a triangle of
carefully manicured parkland. To his right was the mile long drive lined
with tall chestnut trees interspersed with short conical conifers. On his
left was emparked woodland, and directly in front of the Hall was a
haha beyond which the open parkland converged on the village and its
cricket pitch. Unlike many Georgian derived country houses, this one
had its ground floor entrance under the portico, rather than via the more
usual curved staircases leading to a grand first floor entrance. This made
the hall more welcoming and less daunting to enter and betrayed the
ancestral character of its owners; quiet, modest and unassuming quality.

Inside the double front door was a large entrance hall tiled with black
and white marble and partially divided by a grand staircase leading to
the first floor drawing room, the study library and the various
apartments. It was, James Sinclair explained, a rather luxurious commune
which was mostly left in the hands of James and Hilary, since Marcus
and Sophie spent much of their time in Greece, which Sophie claimed
to be her spiritual home. Caroline and the various children flitted
between Croxton, the Hanover Terrace house, Keele and properties in
Greece and America. James was not going to be drawn on Drew
Quatermain, though he did admit that Quatermain came to Croxton from
time to time with his wife Sonja, and that he was strongly opposed to
Nikos and Ayesha living with minimal security in London. To offset the
risks all of the children were supposed to carry cell-phones which
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incorporated a GPS chip which allowed them to be tracked at all times,
whether the phone was on or off. Lucy, however, was notorious for
deliberately losing or destroying her phones and when Drew had
suggested an alternative which entailed implanting a tracking device
under her skin Lucy had gone so ballistic that Drew had backed off and
threatened to abandon her to fate. And that was as far as James went.

Mike asked him about the book, Scholars and Gentlemen, but got no
further than he had with Adrian Graves and Clair Grey at Teleos Books.
James knew that Mike had seen Adrian Graves and that Adrian had
known from the beginning who Mike was and what he was up to.
Everything that had happened at Malibu had been passed on to Marcus
and Caroline and from them to Drew Quatermain. Once again Mike felt
deceived and humiliated. They had seen him coming and were already
prepared for him. His capabilities as an undercover agent had been
woefully inadequate.

He debated whether to call Wavell Meredith. He still had his
encrypted cellphone and the secure number which accessed the CIS
scrambler. But now he found an unexpected conflict of loyalties. In spite
of their cautious duplicity he felt very close to these strangely beautiful
people whose bizarre lifestyle ran at odds with the relics of the violent
Lutheran upbringing which he himself had so consciously rejected by
embarking on a life of unremitting sexual aggrandisement. He thought
about Astrid and Charlotte who were probably already entertaining other
men, or each other, back at Keele. The women he had met in the last
twenty four hours were so different that it was impossible to make a
comparison. Astrid and Charlotte were pretty and sexy, but these women
were drop dead gorgeous, with short willowy bodies, firm high breasts,
slim hips and endless slender legs. They were too perfect. Too perfect
to be real. They were what every red blooded man might imagine to be
his perfect woman. Shaped just for him. Just thinking about the sultry
Imogen was enough to give him an instant boner.

Nor could he now remember what had happened during that
extraordinary sexual ritual. He was vaguely aware of falling into a
familiar past, but it had all vanished from his memory. How would he
explain that to Wavell? None of it made sense. True, he was marginally
closer to meeting Drew Quatermain. What had happened to Nikos and
Ayesha was not clear either, though the Circle, as he had come think of
them, remained sombre and tight lipped which suggested that the news
was not good. Imogen and Lucy had come down to dinner late, but were
silent and distant, as though their souls were still trapped in some
lingering nightmare, and after dinner they had gone straight back to bed.
Only Caroline knew the truth, and she was not letting on. Mike was in
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a cul de sac from which there appeared to be no immediate escape.

He picked up the cellphone and began to switch it on, then changed
his mind. It could wait. Apart from a bald account of the abduction of
Nikos and Ayesha Devenish he had nothing to report which would
survive critical analysis and if he did report what had happened on the
floor of the drawing room his colleagues would dismiss him as barking
mad. He thought about what James Bond would do in this situation. He
was, after all, staying in a luxurious house surrounded by beautiful
women some of whom were apparently available. He had gotten very
positive vibes from Imogen and he knew that Amethyst was hot for him
because she had said as much when he had first met her. Amethyst had
left with the helicopter. But Imogen? He wondered where she was. The
possibilities were intriguing. Then he remembered that part of his duty
was to protect these creatures. Perhaps it would be better to give Wavell
the basic facts. Just in case. When he switched the phone on there was
a text message which simply read: exotic birds in danger. Then the
phone went dead. The battery was flat and his charger was in his room
at Keele. Well, that was already past history. Although no one had said
as much, their body language suggested that the crisis was passed but
not resolved.

He undressed and lay back on the bed for a while, admiring his dick
which was also thinking about Imogen, or Amethyst, or any of them
who fancied it. Then he got under the covers and waited for the knock
on the door which never came. Later, much later, he woke to hear soft
footsteps coming down the corridor towards his room. They stopped
outside his door. He waited, wondering if it was Imogen. There was
total silence. The footsteps neither resumed nor retreated. He debated
whether to get out of bed to take a look and eventually gave in to his
curiosity. The corridor outside was dimly lit and empty. Mike scratched
his head, then returned to his bed and a fitful sleep haunted by dreams
of apes and angels.

Mike Throckmorton was not the only one to be mulling over the
day’s events. In another bedroom Professor John Pendle was alternately
reading his bible and praying. But he knew that his prayers could not
be answered because there was no longer anyone there to answer them.
What he had experienced was beyond belief, and beyond rational
analysis. In the end he gave up and lay supine on the bed.

He looked curiously around the room. Hilary Sinclair had brought
him here and told him that it had once been Marcus’s room, when he
had been young. It was a simple room, with an old wardrobe and
dressing table, and some Brueghel prints of bleak medieval scenes
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together with that startling and unsettling depiction of a medieval Icarus,
falling into the sea. In many ways it was an austere room. The room of
an austere mind. There was an en suite bathroom, of some antiquity,
though everything seemed to work. He’d taken a shower and now lay
under the covers in the flannel pyjamas which Lucy had not allowed
him to wear in the Grosvenor Hotel. He wondered what the young
Marcus had been like and wished that he had been able to meet Lucy’s
beloved father. But apparently he and the other mother had left in a
helicopter just before John and Lucy arrived. There was no indication
of where they had gone, or why. Lucy’s real mother was charming to
him, and was so like Lucy that he could not tell them apart. That
puzzled him too. He knew from her CV that Lucy was twenty six which
meant that her mother must be well into her fifties. But he had felt an
instant rapport with Caroline, as though he had always known her.

He had also been very surprised to find Mike Throckmorton here,
but, like everything else, his presence had not been explained. No doubt
he would find out in time. He still didn’t like the American, though he
was unable to understand why, but James Sinclair had taken him off for
a walk around the gardens, leaving John alone with Caroline and Hilary,
and an elegant, petite young woman called Puck who greeted him with
extraordinary warmth and familiarity, as though she too had always
known him.

Later they all had a quiet and simple dinner together, cooked by
Caroline and Hilary Sinclair. They sat at one end of the long table in
the formal dining room trying to think of something to say to each other
until, about half past eight, the dining room door opened and the two
young women came in and joined them at the table. He recognised
Imogen from the picture he had seen in Lucy’s mind. He stood up to
greet them and, as he shook hands with Imogen, he had the most
extraordinary sensation of coming home to the company of people he
had known all his life. More alarmingly, it seemed to him, for an
instant, that Imogen was reluctantly offering herself to him. Then the hot
lascivious thought was gone. Lucy sat next to John and felt for his hand.
Once again he sensed that mysterious tingle, as though static had been
discharged into him.

All of this was unsettling to a confirmed Christian. He struggled to
reconcile his faith with the new found carnality which seemed to have
infected not just his body but his entire soul. Nor had he worked out
what had happened in the car, except that it was something momentous
and deadly in which he had played an implicit part. He did know that
the rush of energy he had felt coursing through him had changed him
in some way. His mind was sharper and he was more aware of the
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minds around him. His ability to navigate the obscure mathematical
maps which unlocked the secrets of the universe had also been in some
mysterious way enhanced. He could see more clearly now. And what he
saw was not what he expected, or what he wished to see. He had
always believed that understanding physics would one day reveal the
face of God. But the God that was now revealed to him had nothing to
do with any known religion. It was merely a force of nature, a
geometrical construct obedient to the laws of exceptional Lie algebra
which unified all matter and all energy in one symmetrical
multidimensional matrix known by mathematicians as E;. God was
neither the creator of the universe nor its omniscient guardian. God was
the universe itself. God was a mathematical heresy inexplicably
embedded in a theological enigma.

After dinner the women had remained in the drawing room whilst
Mike Throckmorton and John Pendle withdrew with James Sinclair for
a brandy in the spacious and well stocked study library which James
shared with Caroline. James Sinclair was affable and courteous and
clearly had a liking for traditional after dinner rituals. John had taken an
instant liking to him. He’d never read any of Sinclair’s novels. Indeed,
he’d never heard of James Sinclair because he didn’t read novels. But
Sinclair was interesting and talked at length about the strange process
of novel writing which, he believed, involved some kind of subconscious
connection to a mysterious continuum from which ideas and inspiration
were fed into creative minds by something equivalent to the ancient
Greek muses. The same process, he suggested, might apply in subjects
like physics, or music where insights often came in the form of mystical
revelation.

John had some sympathy with this point of view. It was the mystery
which made physics so compulsive. He had often gone to bed banging
his head against an intransigent equation and woken with a clear
understanding of what had previously been concealed.

Mike Throckmorton took no part in this discussion but instead sat
quietly, sipping on his brandy and flicking through Sinclair’s novels,
looking for clues which might lead him to Scholars and Gentlemen,
which was conspicuously absent from the row of ten or so novels by
Sinclair displayed on one of the library shelves. Later, brandy consumed
and talking done, they returned to the drawing room to find Hilary
waiting for them on her own. The others had all retired early to their
collective beds. Hilary had shown John and Mike to their rooms, and
that, it seemed, was that.

John fell suddenly out of his reverie. There were footsteps coming
down the corridor outside his room. There was a brief tap on the door,
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but before he could respond to it the door opened and Lucy came in. To
his surprise she was wearing a negligee which was untied so that as she
walked towards him it opened revealing the slim bronzed body, those
marvellous firm upturned breasts, the mysterious hairless pudenda and
the glorious mane of silver gold hair which cascaded in gentle waves
round her solemn face and down her slender back. Two days ago this
vision would have filled him with terror. Now it filled him with lustful
expectation. His soul was surely lost.

John sat up in bed with his mouth open in surprise. Lucy started to
laugh. She stood upright on tiptoe and allowed the negligee to slip from
her shoulders. She put her hands behind her neck and arched her body
outwards in one breathtakingly sensuous movement. He was mesmerised
by this utterly erotic vision. Then Lucy sat on the bed and looked at
him, her eyes full of love. She leaned forward and kissed him,
enveloping him in the scent of Chanel No 5. John put his hand behind
her head and pulled her to him, kissing her with more passion. She
started to laugh again.

“You’re learning fast,” she laughed, “you’re just like my dad was
with Sophie. But do you know that thirty years ago my mother tried to
seduce Marcus in this room. She came in here in a negligee just like
this. Probably this very negligee because I found it in the back of her
wardrobe and no one here ever wears nightclothes, least of all my
mother. You’d better learn that.”

She leaned forward and began to gently unbutton the flannelette
pyjama jacket. “Only, Marcus was a virgin and terribly shy, and he
panicked and there was a row, and my mum thought he was stupid to
reject her and she stormed out and left him with a massive erection
which wouldn’t go away. So he went into the bathroom and jerked
himself off for the first time ever. And my mum went back to her room
and rubbed herself off. They were so silly. And so sweet. I do love
them.”

John forgot about the bible and slipped himself out of the rest of the
pyjamas, aware that he too was stiff with lust. Lucy slid into the bed
beside him and began to kiss his chest, then moved inexorably
downwards until he felt her lips close over his penis. He yelped with
surprise and found himself already responding. Lucy stopped and brought
her lips back to his.

“Did you like that?”

John nodded. Lucy pulled her legs up so that she was kneeling,
straddling him. This seemed to be her favourite position. Dominant, on
top. She pushed him up the bed a little and put a pillow under his
shoulders so that he could look down his body and see himself inside
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her. Then she leaned back, with her hands on her hips, so that the
whole length of her body was exposed to him. He stared in wonder at
the interlocked flesh, the mysterious slit with its little cap, enveloping
his penis and slowly pumping up and down on him, the smooth flat
stomach, the gently undulating breasts and the divine face smiling at him
encouragingly. He felt himself coming, and then felt Lucy’s mind inside
his consciousness, holding him back and then accelerating him to meet
her reciprocal climax which she shared with him so that he felt
everything that she felt. It was sublime.

“Lucy, darling,” he said, hugging her to his chest, “tell me what
happened this afternoon.”

Lucy kissed him gently.

“I don’t know,” she replied, “I really don’t know. I want to know as
much as you do. I think they will have to tell us. Sooner or later.”

“In the car, you said we killed four people. And then you
disappeared, for a second you weren’t there. What happened?”

“I don’t know. I think so. But it wasn’t just us. I couldn’t cope on
my own and you are not strong enough. You’re like James Sinclair. A
passive telepath. You have very little psychic energy of your own. So,
they were all there.”

“All?”

“Yes. Nine of them. I think they call it the Square of Three. Marcus
and Sophie, James and Hilary, amazing that they got involved ‘cos
Hilary hates the whole idea, mum and Mike Throckmorton, and Imogen,
dearest Imogen, and Puck and Amethyst. They all gave their energy to
me. But I only focussed it on the bastards who were torturing Nikos and
Ayesha. It was Mike Throckmorton who actually killed them. He is the
killer. We can’t kill. We can just direct the energy. Does that make us
guilty?”

John thought for a while.

“I suppose so. It is the bullet that kills, but someone must take aim
and pull the trigger. I think that must have been what you did. You
aimed the energy and released it.”

“Oh no,” said Lucy. She started to cry, “I wish you hadn’t said that.”

“There, there,” John said, trying to think of comforting words, and
stroking the soft skin at the back of her long neck, “there is no blame.
You did what had to be done. You took life to save life. Sometimes that
can be justified. Even Christians find it possible to justify that.”

“I hope so,” Lucy sobbed, “but I don’t think it worked. I could feel
Nikos dying. Then he just went blank. I think he’s dead. And Yesha.”

“Oh Lucy,” John said, hugging her, “always have hope. Maybe he
just lost consciousness.”
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“I don’t know,” Lucy continued to sob quietly. “I can’t feel either of
them.”

“And the car? When you disappeared?”

Lucy shook her head, “I don’t know. I don’t know. Something
happened. Another energy. Not from Mike. Something else. Somehow
I left my body. But it was all over in an instant.”

“You certainly didn’t leave your body. Wherever you went your body
went with you,” John looked at her quizzically, “but not your clothes.”

“I can’t explain it,” Lucy replied, “for an instant I was with them.
Then...I don’t know. I daren’t even think about it. But I was too late. I
couldn’t save Nikos. I feel so guilty.” She started to cry again. Silent
tears which trickled down her face and dripped off her chin.

“Think about the physics,” John said, trying to distract Lucy from her
guilty grief, and curious to understand the inexplicable, “think what this
energy might be.”

“I don’t know the answer to that either,” Lucy replied, trying to hold
back her tears, “that’s why I chose to work on Dark Energy. It was
Uncle Drew’s idea. Uncle Drew thinks that our consciousness is a
pattern of electrical impulses stored as neurons in our brains and that
there is some kind of energy, some continuum, which connects with it
and records our consciousness, our entire lives even. A kind of cosmic
hard drive. And that we can tap into it and sometimes remember our
past lives. And it informs our present lives.”

“Who is Uncle Drew?” John asked, himself momentarily diverted,
“another physicist?”

“Uncle Drew?” Lucy hesitated, “of course. You don’t know. Uncle
Drew is Drew Quatermain.”

“The Drew Quatermain?”’

“Yes. The Drew Quatermain.”

“My God, how is that? I knew you were from a rich family. But not
that rich.”

“Drew isn’t a real uncle. But this isn’t a real family either. We are
more like a commune. Everything is shared. Our wealth, our souls, our
bodies. That’s why we’re so close. There is no jealousy. You must
understand that.”

“But Drew Quatermain owns the Trikos Group. It’s one of the richest
companies in the world.”

“He owns about a third of Trikos. My father owns another third,
which he split with my mum and Sophie, and Puck and Tinkerbell own
the remaining third share he bought back from Adrian Graves when he
left the company. It’s a kind of commune. They’ve been together since
they were students.”
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“And your half brother Nikos is married to Drew Quatermain’s
daughter, Ayesha? That’s who we saved? My God. I can see why
someone would want to kidnap them. And you. I'm amazed it hasn’t
happened before.”

“Drew kept us all out of the limelight so no one would know. And
he hoped that when Yesha married Nikos she would disappear from the
limelight too. My family is very good at being invisible. We don’t really
live like the super rich at all. Anyway, never mind my family,” Lucy
was already succumbing to her lust for explanation, “as I was saying.
Drew believes that we come back. That what is recorded by this
‘energy’ is our consciousness and our consciousness is eternal and bits
of it return to our bodies, generation after generation.”

“That’s scarcely a new idea. Most religions believe that the soul is
eternal and comes from God. Sent to earth to be tested.”

“Do you believe that?” Lucy’s tears had stopped. John’s intellectual
lure had attracted her away from her pain.

“I used to. ’'m not so sure now,” John Pendle thought about the
apocalyptic neutron star, “what about the telepathy?”

“Drew thinks that it a side effect of the cosmic energy. Like a
celestial telephone exchange. There is something different in our brains
which allows us to access the cosmic energy and use it to communicate
with each other, and to see into the minds of other people. It’s very
variable. A lot of women have telepathic potential, but they rarely
recognise it. It has to be unlocked and the only way to unlock it is to
be with a man with the same potential. Such men are unbelievably rare.
But we were born with it fully developed. Imogen and I have it very
strongly, when we want to, so does Nikos. Ayesha, less so, but she has
other abilities. We can’t rely on it though. It comes and goes. It’s
strongest when we’re with the men in our family. The older ones, my
parents, Drew and Sophie. They are much weaker. Sophie is the best.
But in the last three years they seem to be getting better at it too, as
though they’re learning how to control it. We were always better. As
children we used to eavesdrop on their thoughts and block them out of
ours. Then they somehow found out how we did it and now they can
block us out. They can communicate telepathically if they’re very close
or actually touching you, and recently mum’s discovered that she can
transmit telepathic messages through a phone. 1 suppose she’s
subconsciously using the phone signal as a carrier wave of some kind.
I think we have some kind of electrical field around our bodies which
somehow connects us. You’ve felt that static discharge, haven’t you. It’s
one of the reasons why we enjoy nudity so much. When our naked flesh
touches it’s as though we become one person. And you know what
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happens when we make love. We really do become one person. Our
individual consciousness merges. And under certain circumstances our
consciousness can merge with the cosmic consciousness. [ think that’s
what happened this afternoon. I think that’s what the Square of Three
1s.”

“The Square of Three? You just mentioned the Square of Three, what
exactly is it?”

“Well, apparently we go in threes. Or our parents used to. One man
and two women. Mum, dad and Sophie, Drew and his first wife
Yasmine and someone called Mo. Don’t know what happened to Mo.
She’s in Scholars and Gentlemen, but I never got far enough to find out
what happened to her. She was a lesbian who was in love with Sophie.
Incidentally we’re all bisexual. All the women. That’s something else
you’ll have to get used to. Most men like it, actually. Then there was
Adrian Graves, and Puck and Tinkerbell. Except that Adrian wasn’t one
of us. Nikos has Yesha and Amethyst. But Imogen and I have never
found a suitable man for us.”

“Wait a minute,” John interjected, “this is going too fast.”

“Sorry. Years ago my father wrote a novel called Scholars and
Gentlemen. It was about his time at St Deiniol’s University and about
his meeting my mum and Sophie, and Drew. And the others. He never
bothered to publish it, but three years ago he gave it to James Sinclair
to rewrite. I had one of the proof copies. It was fascinating.
Unfortunately I lost it when I was on holiday. I don’t know how. And
there’s a chapter called The Square of Three which explains what they
did. That was as far as I got in the book before I lost it, and according
to Imogen that’s what happened yesterday, but she didn’t want to talk
about it. It frightened her too much. And Amethyst was terrified. Imogen
is asleep now. I left her to come to you. When she wakes up we’ll ask
her what really happened.”

“Who is Amethyst?”

“Nikos’s copartner. With Yesha. I just told you. She’s lovely.”

“Humm...” John pondered, “and surely there must be other copies of
this book.”

“No, that’s the point. James has withdrawn it. Drew doesn’t want it
published because he doesn’t want the truth about us to become public
knowledge. And after what has just happened to Nikos and Yesha I can
see why. Except, I don’t know what the truth is.”

“Yes,” John shook his head sadly, “he’s got a point. Genuine bona
fide telepaths would turn science on its head, and the military
implications are horrendous.” He paused again, reflecting on the
potential of a disembodied mind with the power to project itself onto
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others, for good or ill. “I wonder who actually kidnapped your brother
and sister in law. And why. I assumed it was just for money. But maybe
not. And do I have these powers? Am [ part of this?” he asked
eventually, fearing the answer.

“Yes, you are, but the men are all different. Apart from Nikos they
don’t have much telepathy, but Drew and dad have enormous latent
energy. When we are close to them our powers are enhanced, like
induction energy. Nikos is weaker, like the women, as though the
telepathy is traded off against the energy. You’re different again. You’re
like James Sinclair. You have no obvious psychic powers but something
outside speaks to your subconscious and it informs your intellect. You
are actually closer to the ‘cosmic consciousness’ than we are. You just
don’t recognise it, and, unlike us, you can’t communicate with it
directly. But it communicates with you. Drew says it especially likes
mathematicians and musicians because it wants to know about itself.
Maths is the key and music is the vision. It’s kind of hardwired into
your brain. Just as the telepathy is hard wired into my brain.”

“And the American?”

“He’s different too. He’s like us. But not like us. His mind is dark.
I can’t explain it and I don’t understand it. It’s as though he is a
different species. Like us, but different. Like an ape is to humans. So
close, but so different. And he has enormous psychic energy. Enormous.
Energy that can kill. And he has some telepathy. Not much. Thank God.
It’s easy to keep him out.”

John Pendle went silent, returning to his speculation about the
military potential of death by thought and trying to remember the name
of a classic sci fi film he had seen years ago where an entire alien
civilisation had destroyed itself by harnessing the lethal power of
thought to a machine of almost infinite energy. After a while he returned
to the physics which was where he felt most secure.

“A moment ago you suggested that this ‘cosmic energy’ is itself
conscious? That it is intelligent and proactive? That it is actually inside
our heads?” John’s voice was level and questioning, his intellectual
curiosity fully engaged.

“I’ve always closed my mind to that idea. But it’s what Drew
believes. He says we are the eyes and ears of the universe. He thinks
that the universe is itself alive and that it is using us to find out about
itself. I think he got the idea from some science fiction film. You know,
Star Wars, or Babylon 5. They both revolve around ‘the force’, but they
never explain it, because it’s fiction and there is no explanation. I try
not to think about it. It’s intellectually gross. Uncle Drew says I'm in
a state of denial. He’s very patient, Drew. He puts up with a lot from
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me and my mum. But secretly I think mum agrees with him. She’s not
a scientist though.”

“Nature opens its eyes...and notices that it exists,”

“Sorry?” Lucy queried, “what is that?”

“Friedrich von Schelling. Nineteenth century theologian.” John
replied.

“Oh yes,” said Lucy, “I remember. He was in dad’s book.”

“Well,” John resumed the thread, “cosmic consciousness is a common
theme in Sci Fi. And it has its attractions. There are physicists who do
believe that the universe is itself intelligent and evolving. It helps to
explain some of the less compatible aspects of general relativity theory
and quantum mechanics. We’ve talked about David Bohm’s theory of
Implicate Order?”

Lucy nodded. “Of course,” she replied, “but it’s very controversial.”

“Not as much as it was, since Clauser and Freedman established that
superluminal signalling would be possible in a nonlocal universe. Bohm
was definitely onto something. The mechanistic local universe we can
see with our eyes and instruments may well be underpinned by another
universe which is outside space and time but holds the templates for all
forms of matter and energy. Maybe. You have chosen to work on Dark
Energy. Perhaps you should be working on Implicate Order instead.”

John paused to consider the enormity of what was being suggested.
“You know,” he continued, “I’m really surprised you are not more
curious about your paranormal abilities. They have cosmic implications.
I think that we should do some experiments on this. You and I are
ideally qualified to research this phenomenon.”

“Telepathy is a curse,” Lucy said emphatically, “all the time I have
to make a conscious effort to shut out the background noise of other
people’s thoughts. It’s like having a badly tuned radio constantly hissing
in your head. Half of me hates it. Half of me exults in it because it
keeps me close to Imogen. And for sex it’s amazing. As you now
know.”

“Yes, I agree about that. Amazing. Tell me. 'm curious. I looked up
your mother on the web. Your mother is a very clever woman. She was
a professor of theology and she has a formidable CV. She is also highly
rational and deeply analytic. Does she go along with this?”

“She’s sceptical, of course, but she knows what’s going on and she
won’t tell me. She won’t tell any of us. But I think they all know.
Something happened about three years ago which changed them, and us.
And they aren’t telling us. But the telepathy is indubitable. We can’t get
away from that. Imogen and I use it all the time. Nikos too. But there
are other things which are frighteningly inexplicable. Look at my pussy.
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Put your hand there.”

John Pendle did as he was told. The mound of Venus was smooth,
hairless and slightly sticky.

“It’s fashionable to have your pubes waxed,” Lucy said, “the celebs
do it, so all the other fashion lemmings do it too. Only I don’t have
mine waxed. Waxing is painful. I just stop the hair growing. Imogen
too. And Amethyst. All of us. All the women. If we want to. Sophie
was the first to discover she could do it and then she showed my mum
how. If one of us knows all of us can know. Those two have spent half
their lives lounging about under the Mediterranean sun. By now they
should be dead from skin cancer, or at least have skin like prunes. But
they’re just like us. They have the skin of teenagers. They are
consciously repairing their bodies. We don’t shave our legs either, or our
armpits. We can make our bodies completely hairless, if we want to.
And we can control our periods, which seem to be rare anyway. We
don’t know how we can do it. But we can. We just think about it and
it happens. We can even change the shape of our bodies and the colour
of our hair. Imogen was supposed to meet Mike Throckmorton in
London with my body. But mum persuaded us out of it and she went
instead.”

“My God,” John said, then stopped to consider the implications of
these revelations. A trivial thought formed a question. “Why would you
want to? Wax your pubes | mean.”

“For the fashionistas? Probably got something to do with wearing
thongs. For us. I don’t know. Given the choice we would rather not
wear clothes. They distract us from what we are and conceal the truth.
Vanity is a vice. It inspires jealousy.” Lucy paused, contemplating the
rationale behind their obsessive nakedness. “I suppose it enhances our
psychic powers.” She started to laugh, “and it’s very good for oral sex
you know. Rug munching is so gross with hair. Try it.”

“I think I’ll wait a bit for that pleasure,” John removed his hand,
aware that he was already becoming aroused by the mere idea, “you’re
telling me that you can control the shape of your bodies. That’s not
possible. That implies that ....it’s not possible.”

“Why not? Chameleons can change the colour of their skin. Why not
humans. If we are humans. But you’re right. It means that we somehow
exercise mind over matter. Somehow we can physically change our
bodies. When we were children we did all sorts of odd things.
Levitation. Shape shifting. Telekinesis. But..somehow....we seemed to
forget most of it when we grew older. Strange. I can’t even remember
what we did or how we did it. It’s like a fairy story. Fact becomes
indistinguishable from fantasy. Like dreams. But I do know that nobody
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in this community ever gets ill. Never. Not even a cold. It’s weird. And
I look at my friends’ parents and they are not like their children. They
grow older. But our parents are just like us. As though they’ve stopped
growing old. Look at my mother. Can you tell us apart? If I went out
of this room and then came back you would not know which of us you
were screwing. It fooled Throckmorton. For years I’ve denied it, ‘cept
when it’s useful. Now 1 want to know the truth. We’re different, and I
want to know why. It’s not just the telepathy. There’s something much
more fundamental which they won’t tell us about, but I'm sure it’s in
that bloody book.”

“Do you know what happened, three years ago?” Pendle’s forensic
analytical mind was already in hyperdrive.

“There was a kind of family powwow on Drew Quatermain’s motor
yacht. For years he’s been running tests on us to try to find out why we
are what we are. PET scans, CAT scans, MRI scans, DNA tests, ECGs.
You name it, he’s tried it. | sometimes think his whole business empire
was created just to so that he could study us. He wants an answer, and
he will pay anything to get it. We were fed up with it. Anyway, he was
going to report on his findings. Dad was there, and Imogen and me. But
not mum or Sophie, but they weren’t far away and they were probably
eavesdropping. And Nikos and Yesha were too busy shagging to bother
to go. We didn’t care, you see. We took the telepathy for granted. It
was just the way we were. It was more of a nuisance than a benefit,
except for sex. And we didn’t take Drew seriously you know. We
thought it was an obsession. He was trying to find a way to
communicate with his first wife, Yasmine. Yesha’s mother. She died in
childbirth. He wanted to find some way to contact her in the after life;
in the cosmic consciousness. He used to go on endlessly about us being
the eyes and ears of the universe. He can be a real bore especially to
me because he thought my academic interest in astrophysics was highly
relevant and he expected me to contribute to his obsessions. Anyway we
met him in the boardroom on the yacht. I was one year into my
doctorate, full of shit and arrogant as hell, and I put him down. And he
just closed the files and asked us to leave. He said we weren’t ready to
hear what he’d discovered. And that was it. We never did hear. But,
about half an hour later, all of us, me, Imogen, Nikos and Yesha had
the most terrifying waking nightmare. Terrible.”

Lucy shuddered at the mere memory. She looked up, as though
momentarily distracted, then began to smile broadly.

“Imogen is awake,” she murmured, almost to herself. “Come to us
my love.”

“What was the nightmare about?”
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“Oh,” Lucy shrugged, “one doesn’t remember nightmares. It was
crystal clear at the time. But immediately afterwards it went. All I can
remember is a girl who looked just like Imogen, like Sophie, and she
was somewhere in ancient Egypt and she was being raped, and she was
from the Weshesh, and her husband had just been ritually emasculated.
His genitalia had been cut off and he was fed to the crocodiles. Then,
you know how dreams are, I was in medieval England and I was me,
but I was just a child and Marcus was cuddling me and my sister, and
my mother was a witch and she was being burned alive. And
then...nothing. It just went. But there was a message embedded within
the dream. And I can’t remember, just as I can’t remember whether I
could fly, like Peter Pan, when I was a child. Or whether I just
imagined that I could. And that was enough to make the dream seem
real.”

“The Weshesh? One of the tribes of the Peoples of the Sea?”

“Yes, that’s what James Sinclair said. I’d forgotten, ‘til he reminded
me. How did you know that?”

“Oh, the history of ancient ships is a kind of hobby for me. I read
a lot about it. There’s a famous Egyptian rock carving at Medinet Habu
which shows a sea battle between the Egyptians and the Peoples of the
Sea. They had wonderful ships, but they lost the battle. The Egyptians
annihilated them. Killed all the men and sold the women into slavery.
But the ships were precursors of the ancient Athenian war galleys.”

Lucy rolled onto her front, propped herself up on her elbows and
looked at him admiringly.

“Really? You never cease to amaze me. So clever. So sweet. Close
your eyes. | have a special present for you.”

“We must get hold of the book,” John continued, “or we must
persuade your mother to spill the beans. And we must do some
experiments.” He relaxed and put his arms behind his head. Sin had
irresistible attractions. Lucy stretched herself over him and kissed him
passionately. Through the distracting haze of yielding flesh, cascading
golden hair and an imperatively stiffening penis, John was aware that the
bedroom door had opened again and someone else had entered the room.
Lucy put her hand over his eyes. He felt another soft warm body slide
under the sheets and snuggle up against him.

“Remember [ said we go in threes,” Lucy whispered, “there’s
something else you need to know.”
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CHAPTER 12

There were no such sensual pleasures for Mike Throckmorton. Instead
he slept fitfully in a lonely bed, woken occasionally by lurid and highly
erotic dreams in which he was an impotent and enraged observer
hanging from the ceiling above a vast bed watching Lucy, Imogen and
John Pendle locked in impossibly passionate sexual positions which
roused him to such an extent that he was twice obliged to go into the
bathroom and jerk himself off. Around six thirty in the morning he was
woken by something else; the now familiar sound of a helicopter landing
on the helipad at the back of the Hall. He got out of bed and peered
through the curtains. There was nothing to see. It was still that expectant
darkness which precedes the first light of dawn. There was no obvious
activity outside, though he could just see the reflected glow of the
landing lights which had been switched on to illuminate the helipad.

He debated whether to go back to bed and decided instead to get
dressed and investigate whatever was going on in the Hall. Mike was
becoming increasingly alarmed. At the back of his mind was a more
than nagging uncertainty about what he was actually dealing with. And
there was now that constant subliminal hiss in his head, as though his
brain had somehow tuned into the ragged edge of another cerebral
frequency in which distant voices were tantalisingly inaudible. The icy
Caroline had talked about being like vampires. What was this disease
she had given him? He began wonder whether, like Jonathan Harker in
Castle Dracula, he had fallen into a nest of voluptuous undead whores
who would eventually suck out his blood and steal his soul. Yeah,
vampires, or witches, creatures of the night. They had done something
to him, these irresistibly seductive women. They had changed him in
some way that he could not yet fathom. It both frightened and enticed
him. Maybe their poison had already worked its magic on him. He
wanted to be like them. To be fully admitted into this mysterious Circle.

But the legacy of the Lutheran upbringing he had so enthusiastically
jettisoned with his first delirious back seat bang was returning to haunt
him. For the first time since childhood he began to think about the
difference between right and wrong. What had they done to him? And
had it made him better, or worse? Where did he belong? What exactly
had happened in that extraordinary sexual cartwheel? Had he really
killed someone? If so, who was it? His limited imagination, like
Pendle’s intellect, was running in hyperdrive. The need for answers at
any cost was becoming irresistible. Never mind his mission. Never mind
the professorial Wavell Meredith, never mind the Corporate Intelligence
Service, never mind the fucking CIA. Mike Throckmorton now feared
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for himself.

Before dressing Mike surveyed his fine physique in the full length
mirror on the front of the antique wardrobe. He had to admit that his
body was damn near perfect. Maybe a bit hairy in some places,
compared with those luscious witches whose smooth skinned bodies and
bushless pussies had been revealed in that naked circle, but that was
down to his swarthy complexion. He revelled in his broad shoulders,
amazing pecs and six pack, his slim hips, tiny bottom, and a big
swinging dick. Jesus H. Christ; he sure was better than most girls
deserved. Fragments of his nocturnal dreams flickered into erectile life.
He got dressed quickly, before he needed another trip to bathroom.

The corridor outside his room was dark and empty except for a small
black cat which peered at him curiously then ran off and disappeared
round the first corner. He walked slowly and quietly after it, following
it down the staircase to the first floor. The cat continued down towards
the ground floor and the kitchen, leaving Mike on the first floor peeking
into the great drawing room which was deserted. He closed the door and
padded on down the corridor until he came to the study, the door of
which was invitingly ajar. If he could get his hands on that goddam
book he might be on the way to understanding what was happening.

The room was in darkness. He hesitated before reaching for a light
switch. He was a guest in this house. Was it impolite to wander round
first thing in the morning poking his nose into other people’s business?
Probably, but what the hell. He could always say he had gotten up early
because he couldn’t sleep, it was true after all, and had gone to the
study to find something to read.

The study was empty. Two desks, one on either side of the room,
faced out towards the darkened windows through which the first fingers
of dawn were tracing a pearly glow. One desk, he knew, belonged to
James Sinclair. The other must belong to Caroline Hannay. The walls
were lined with packed bookshelves and there were two more
freestanding double sided bookcases behind the desks, forming a kind of
cordon between the working areas of the study and the small sofa and
two winged chairs on either side of the fireplace. Mike quietly opened
the drawers in Sinclair’s desk but there was nothing in them but
notepaper and a chaotic jumble of envelopes, scraps of paper, rubber
bands, pens, paper clips and assorted office detritus which James
obviously swept out of sight and out of mind. It mirrored the clerical
chaos around the computer on the desk itself.

Caroline’s desk was much tidier, but no more revealing. He began to
look more systematically along the bookshelves, pulling out books
occasionally to inspect them. James Sinclair had extraordinarily eclectic

161



interests. There were books on history, archaeology, literature, physics,
astronomy, astrology, genetics, anthropology, everything really. All of
them well thumbed, annotated with curt marginalia and very obviously
read and reread. He flicked quickly through Sinclair’s collection of
published novels, checking out the synopses on the back covers. Mostly
they were about universities, or at least they started in universities. But
Sinclair seemed to have a profound interest in metaphysics and
cosmology so that his stories always moved from mundane openings to
sophisticated and complex intellectual arguments about the meaning of
life, the universe and all that, spiced up with large dollops of very
explicit sex. Not surprising, Mike thought, given the sexual circus he
was living with.

Mike Throckmorton’s mind was too mechanical and pedestrian to
take in this breadth of learning. His childhood had been rigidly
regimented by Luther and his subsequent education had been narrow and
focussed, first on biological sciences as an undergraduate, and then
postgraduate research in genetics. He was a competent researcher, but
no great scholar and he knew from the outset that his talents had long
ago peaked and would not now get him very far in academic science.
Once his doctorate was finished he had gone to California and screwed
around on the beaches for a couple of years before shaping up and
joining the CIS. James Sinclair’s mind evidently lived in another
universe altogether.

“Good morning Mike. Is this what you’re looking for?”

Mike’s heart stopped. The unfamiliar voice had come from nowhere.
He looked round the room. An arm extended from one of the wing
chairs in front of the fire. In its hand was large book with a cover
picture of a college building and the title; Scholars and Gentlemen. The
occupant of the chair stood up and faced Mike. It was not James
Sinclair. It was a tall man in his mid thirties with a gangling body and
a long and slightly lugubrious face faintly reminiscent of the young Alan
Alda. He was dressed in expensive beige chinos, a black roll neck
sweater and a grey herringbone pattern tweed jacket. Mike knew at once
who he was. He took the extended hand and absorbed the inevitable
static shock.

“Is it always like this?” he asked.

“You get used to it. It tells us who we are and after a while it
remembers us. Then you don’t notice it. I understand that you wanted
to see me.” Drew Quatermain spoke quietly, soft and low. Mostly upper
class Brit, but with just a hint of Baltimore English. Mike stumbled over
his words.

“Mr Quatermain, I er..never...er...expected...I'm...”
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“You’re looking for this,” Quatermain continued, he held out the
book, “take it. Read it. Then make your choice. You cannot serve two
masters. And you belong with us. Not with them. But you must choose.
Take the book and sit down, please.” He gestured towards the other
wing chair.

Mike obeyed. As the book changed hands it opened slightly. A
dribble of fine sand trickled from between the pages.

“We have questions for each other, I think,” Quatermain raised his
eyebrows quizzically and looked at Mike, “you go first.”

“How do you know who I am? How did you know I would come in
here?” Mike asked defensively. This was not one of the questions he
was supposed to ask.

“Not difficult. You are not here by chance. Your real name is Martin
Luther Throckmorton, but you prefer to be known as Mike. We are very
distantly related. You were born on the second of July 1978 in the town
of Farson in the county of Sweetwater in the state of Wyoming. Your
father was a Lutheran minister, hence your name. Farson is a very small
and poor place. You couldn’t wait to get away and you never went
back. You went first to Western Wyoming Community College, then
won a scholarship to Harvard where you studied biological sciences.
Then to Queen’s College Cambridge where you did a Ph.D. in Genetic
Engineering and lost your Wyoming accent. After that you dropped out.
Your father died and you inherited some money which you blew on
surfing and screwing for two years in California. When the money ran
out you joined the Corporate Intelligence Service as an analyst. Your
immediate superior is ex Professor Wavell Meredith. You’re based in
New York and your current assignment is me. And you’re not really a
field operative. Am I right?”

Mike exploded with rage and frustration.

“I’'m fucking sick and tired of people second guessing me! You’re all
playing games with me. I fucking sick of it. What the hell is going on.
Why can’t I get anything fucking right!”

“I understand that fucking is about the only thing you do get right.
Caroline tells me you’re very good at it.”

“Except that I don’t friggin well remember what actually happens
when I fuck her. I don’t even know who I'm fucking. Why are you
people always two steps ahead of me. I’'m fucking useless at this job.”

“Calm down Mike. You’re not useless. You did actually succeed in
getting inside my family, which is what you were supposed to do. You
haven’t failed. And as I said, you are meant to be here. Believe it or not
you are among friends who will be better friends to you than any you
have ever met before.” The voice was soft, emollient, persuasive.
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Mike fought back his anger and frustration.

“Now,” Quatermain continued, “my first question. You were sent on
a mission. What was your mission? What were you supposed to find
out?”

“You already fucking well know, don’t you,” Mike said resentfully,
“fucking Caroline told you. She read my mind.”

“I haven’t talked to Caroline about that. But I have talked to Adrian
Graves. Tell me: since you’ve been fucked by Caroline, which I know
would be very enjoyable, do you seriously believe that she can read
your mind? Surely not. You’re a scientist. A rationalist. Surely telepathy
is an illusion? An unfulfilled human aspiration?”

“A week ago I would never have believed any of this. Now I’'m not
so sure.”

“No, neither were we when it happened to us. It is still a problem
for us. So, what was you mission?”

Mike continued to calm down. There was no point in anger or
dissimulation. Quatermain had only to call on Caroline and the pair of
them would extract everything they wanted to know from his fuddled
brain.

“Wavell was concerned about you. About Trikos. He thinks you
might be able to read the future. And I was supposed to find out
whether or not you constitute a threat to the great US of A. Or whether
you are an asset we should protect. Wavell thinks you’re all too goddam
perfect. You don’t make mistakes, but he also thought that you were
about to make your first mistake. Trikos doesn’t add up. He thinks that
it will put you at risk. After what I saw in London I’d say he was right.
And he wanted to know about stem cell research.”

“Yes,” said Drew sadly, “he was right. Nikos and Yesha have paid
a very heavy price for my mistake. As to the answers. No, I can’t read
the future. But I can read trends which allow me to predict the most
likely future. There are many possible futures. Next, I assume Professor
Meredith was referring to my anti drug therapy. Well, as to that, I have
always tried to do things that will benefit humanity. Narcotics have
become a great evil which wrecks lives and now threatens the legitimate
economy. They are also a serious threat to my species. | have taken the
necessary steps to rid the world of drugs forever but it seems there is
a price to be paid for doing good. And what is the point, in the end?
I should simply step back and let nature take its course. Wavell
Meredith was right. For the first time in my life I miscalculated because
I believed that what I was doing was in the best interests of both
humans and telepaths and that humanity would be grateful. But good
does not prevail because humans are not intrinsically good, nor are they
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grateful for the good that is done for them. Evil is irresistible and it is
everywhere. Humanity is living on borrowed time. The end of that
pernicious species is approaching fast. Oh, and we no longer use stem
cells. There is an alternative.”

An alarm bell rang in Mike’s mind. Quatermain was not entirely all
there. The end is nigh was a mantra which he had heard many times in
his childhood. He knew better than to believe it, or to believe in those
who believed it. The realisation that Quatermain was flawed restored
some of his own confidence.

“You think humanity is doomed? How?”

“There are many different options. Global warming is the current
favourite. The Gaia climate tipping point is very close. Then there are
asteroids. Gross overpopulation. Pollution. Nuclear war. Iran is gearing
up to dominate the Middle East. It has nuclear weapons and it will not
hesitate to use them against Israel and Israel will retaliate in kind.
Armageddon will come at last to the Middle East, and it will serve them
right because they have behaved like imbeciles for the last two thousand
years. Always fighting, until fighting itself has become a genetic legacy.
They are bred to kill. They have made a religion of hatred and death.
Eventually they will take the rest of the world down with them. But this
is nothing new. Humanity has been shooting itself in the head ever since
it first came out of the trees. Sooner or later it will destroy itself. Then
there’s biogenetic warfare. A lethal race specific plague. That’s probably
why the CIA is interested in me. But I think that the real enemy of
homo sapiens sapiens is Darwin. By defying Darwin and allowing the
weak and feckless to survive at the expense of the intelligent and able,
humanity is polluting its own gene pool and breeding itself into
extinction. Good riddance to it.”

“You believe in eugenics?” Mike was astounded by this fascist
ranting, “the survival of the fittest?”

“I’m not concerned about the survival of fittest. I'm concerned about
the survival of the least fit. The ones who would have been weeded out
by nature. The runts in the human litter who now far outnumber the
best. Look around you. Look at the feral creatures in the cities. The
slack jawed imbeciles on reality tv. The cult of mindless celebrity. The
universal adulation of mediocrity. It has always been exceptional people
who have advanced humanity. Now it is a mortal sin to be exceptional.”

“And you?” Mike had moved onto the offensive.

“I have other interests and other obligations,” Quatermain said
sharply, “I don’t intend to let those I love die at the hands of men.
Now, I have another question for you. Who kidnapped my daughter and
my son in law?”
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“How should I know?”

“Alright. Who knew that there would be a party at Hanover Terrace
that night? Apart from those who were invited?”

“I don’t know. Why should I know?”

“Because you report to Wavell Meredith and Wavell Meredith reports
to the CIA. Did you send a report to Meredith stating that you were
going to the party in London and giving the date and time?”

Mike sighed, and nodded. “Yes,” he said regretfully.

“Then, technically, you are to blame for what happened to my
daughter and her husband.”

“I suppose so. No. No. I was doing my duty. I don’t know who
Wavell passed this information on to. You can’t blame me.”

“I don’t blame you. You are just a pawn in a bigger conspiracy. In
the end it’s my fault. It was bound to happen, sooner or later. The
problem is that my family, those I love most in all the world, are now
at risk. We are all in shock. The only good to come out of this is that
we now know that the kidnappers were acting on behalf of someone
within the CIA. I would rather like to know who. And we have
discovered something about ourselves which we did not previously
know. And we have discovered you. And you are a priceless asset. If
you choose to be.”

“'m sorry. I don’t know. I don’t know anything. And I don’t
understand. Did you rescue your daughter? What happened to her? And
to her husband? Are they alright?”

“Ayesha?” Drew Quatermain’s face became distracted, as though he
had momentarily lost contact with this reality. “Ayesha is with her
mother,” he replied eventually.

“I thought her mother was dead,” Mike said, recalling his briefing
documents, “I thought she died in childbirth. Are they dead? Ayesha and
Nikos?”

There was another prolonged silence.

“You know, we never really die. Only a small part of us is ever truly
alive. The rest is somewhere else. When we die we just go back to
where we came from. Back to the sea of souls. But Ayesha is safe now.
She’s with her mother. And Nikos is with her. But I failed them. I
stupidly deprived them of the one thing that would have saved them.”

Mike’s heart froze. Drew Quatermain was wiping tears back from his
eyes. Drew Quatermain was in denial. Whatever had happened in the so
called Square of Three it had failed. The exotic birds were dead.

“I'm so sorry,” Mike said with genuine sincerity, “so sorry about
your daughter and her husband. She was so beautiful. One of the most
beautiful women I have ever met. But I’ve no idea what happened to
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them after they were taken from Hanover Terrace. All I know is that |
was brought here and made to take part in some sexual ritual which
blew my mind, and told that I’d killed somebody. I still don’t know
what they did to me, or what I did. Under the circumstances I can wait,
but, in the end, I’d like some answers too. I think I’'m entitled.”

“Of course you are,” Quatermain said, “but this is not the right time.
When you have decided whose side you are on you may get some
answers. But I have to tell you that there are no incorrigible
propositions. You can start by reading Scholars and Gentlemen. Some
of the possible answers are in there. But.....not all of them, because we
don’t know the full truth ourselves. How can we? We are not gods. At
least, I don’t think we are.”

“And did I really kill someone?”

“Someone died. We didn’t kill him. But we wished to kill which is
just as bad. We are all complicit in that. It is the human part of us. In
the heat of the moment Caroline did what was necessary. But it goes
against everything that we believe in and it was one hell of a risk. You
offered us a lethal temptation and we accepted it. We are as much to
blame as you are and we are as uncertain of you as you are of us.”

“That’s not very satisfactory,” Mike replied, “and why did Caroline
tell me she was like a vampire and she’d given me a disease?”

Drew Quatermain laughed quietly. “Caroline has a malicious sense of
humour and she doesn’t like you. I assure you; you are not in any
danger from us. We would never harm you. Our problem is that you
may be capable of harming others, including us. We have to be very
sure of you. When we are sure, we will tell you.”

“And if I refuse to play your game?”

“You will not have that option. You yourself will want to play the
game. One way or the other.”

“And what’s in it for me? Why should I take your side?”

Drew Quatermain looked askance at him, his eyes narrowed slightly.

“Come with me.” He stood up and walked over to the window in
front of Caroline’s desk. It was early light now. Thin curls of November
mist whisped across the parkland in front of the Hall. Drew stood
slightly behind Mike and put his hand on his shoulder. There was
another long silence. An early morning fox ghosted through the dew
drenched grass, a dead leveret in its mouth.

“How can I tempt you?” Drew said, “look through the window. Look
at the world outside. So beautiful, so infinite in variety, so abundant in
life....and death. Look at the fox. For it to live something else must die.
Death...and life,” Quatermain whispered, his mouth close to Mike’s ear,
“But it doesn’t have to be like that. The cycle of Death and Life. Life
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and Death. There is another way. What do you most want? Money?
Sex? Power? That’s what humans most want. If you are human that is
what you will want. You can have all of these things. More money than
you can ever imagine. More women than you could ever fuck. More
power than you could ever enjoy. But if you are genuinely like us these
things will not matter. They will be there for you, but you will have
something much more valuable.”

“Such as?”

“Life; in all its abundance. Eternal life.”

“You’re going to kill me if I don’t agree to serve you?”

“No, of course not. Quite the opposite. And I’'m not asking you to
serve me. No one serves me. We are a commune. A community. We
serve each other. We share each other. In everything we do. Our wealth,
our bodies, our souls. Everything. Our lives are different.”

Mike was now fully convinced that Quatermain was barking mad. He
decided to play the game since his life might depend on it.

“And what do you want from me in return?”

“Your soul?”

Martin Luther erupted into Mike’s conscience like a parasitic alien
clawing its way out of its human host. He spun round and confronted
Quatermain. Quatermain smiled at him disarmingly.

“Read the book,” he said, “then make up your mind, “it’s a good
book. If you decide against me you will be free to go. Nothing will
happen to you. Not from me, anyway. | promise you that. But you will
never know what you are, or where you came from. And neither will
we. You can go back to live in the world of men. But you will not die
with them.”

“Okay. I’ll read the book. I’ll give it due consideration. But I have
two more question which you can answer now. Firstly, why do you
demand genetic screening for Trikos employees.”

“Oh,” Drew laughed, “you are so loyal to Wavell Meredith. I told
you. Trikos is a commune. We serve each other. So far as is possible
we employ like minded people. It’s very difficult for us to survive in
this world. We cannot lie, and we cannot kill, and we dare not reveal
ourselves for what we are. We cannot do the evil things that humans
take for granted. So we have to be very careful who we employ.”

“Nevertheless, it seems you can kill. And are you suggesting that you
are not human?”

“lI cannot answer that question because truly I do not know the
answer. But I think that we are not entirely human. I think we are a
different species.”

That clinched it for Mike. Drew Quatermain was certainly a fantasist,
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probably insane and possibly dangerous. The safest thing to do would
be to play along with him.

“And why so many women? In Trikos.”

“Women are more likely to have the skills we most value. There are
many women who have empathic capabilities, and empathy is the first
step towards telepathy. But they need men with our psychic strength to
unlock their potential and men like us are very rare. That is why we
need you. And there are other men, clever men, like James Sinclair, who
lack our strength but are also at one with the universe.”

“Telepathy?”

“Of course telepathy. You know that the women are telepaths.
You’ve already experienced it. Telepathy is necessary for us to be able
to consciously communicate with the universe.”

“Really? Well, I don’t want to believe it. It’s too goddam scary,” and
too goddamned absurd, Mike thought to himself.

“Not so absurd. You see. Even I can read your thoughts. You’d
better get used to it. The women really are a superior species and they
are much, much older than us. But they are weak without us. And there
are very few of us.”

“If you say so. And if I go along with you? What am I supposed to
do next?”

“For the time being, continue as you were. You are actually doing
what you were supposed to do, though more by luck than good
judgment. Send your next report to Wavell Meredith. Tell him whatever
you like. But tell him the truth. Don’t lie. If you really are one of us
you will not be able to lie anyway. And continue with your primary
mission, which is to protect us. There is no conflict of loyalties there.
In particular you must continue to protect Lucinda because I know
Lucinda very well and I know for a fact that she will insist on going
back to Keele. She is bloody minded and unbiddable. So, you go back
with her. And protect her. But that’s all. Don’t even think of sleeping
with her unless you genuinely love her. It could be very dangerous. You
and Lucinda may be a lethal combination. You must not screw her, or
even touch her until you are certain of what you are and certain that
you love her. Because love and trust are essential to us. Fortunately she
doesn’t like you. So it won’t be difficult. But, if anything happens, then
she will be in control and she will tell you how far you can go. You
understand. You’re a good looking man. I’'m sure there are plenty of
nubile undergraduates. Fuck them. If you must. Or, if you prefer, I will
assign two female Trikos employees to you as bodyguards. They will be
delighted to be fucked by you. For the time being.”

“That won’t be necessary,” Mike suddenly remembered the fleshy
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delights of Astrid and Charlotte, “and is it ethical to order your
employees to sleep with people?”

“Believe me, they would want to sleep with you. They would want
your babies. They all would. So do 1.”

“My babies?” Mike reacted in horror. Babies were trash. Babies were
the last thing in the world he wanted, “what in tarnation are you talking
about?”

“Forget it.....that is one of the conditional questions.”

“Well, it won’t be necessary. And anyway Lucy is with John
Pendle.”

“Yes. I know that. I know of him, but I have yet to meet him. He is
not like you.”

“And who exactly am I working for?”

“You’re working for Wavell Meredith. But you’re also working for
the ARK division of Trikopharm. I am paying part of your salary. And
you’ve just had a considerable rise.”

“What exactly is ARK doing?”

“More questions,” Drew sighed, “ARK is exactly what it says it is.
An Ark for the life of the Earth. Just in case humanity succeeds in
destroying itself, which is now highly likely.”

“And the Altair project?”

“A super computer to store the ARK data. Now, since you have
asked two more questions, I have another question for you. Where did
you go?”

“Sorry? What do you mean?”

“In the Square of Three. When you made love to Caroline. Your
mind went somewhere else. Back in time. Where did you go?”

“Sorry, I can’t remember. How do you know?”

“Because it happens to us, sometimes. And that was something that
Caroline did tell me, because she thought it was important. Where did
you go?”

For the first time in this encounter Mike sensed another mind probing
into his consciousness. It was weak and easily blocked, but, like
Caroline, it left something behind which lurked in the deep dark caves
of his ancestral memories. Fear of the unknown curled round him like
an invisible snake. He panicked.

“Why don’t you ask Caroline, then,” he replied sullenly, “she was
there too.”

“I’ve heard Caroline’s account. I’d like to hear yours. That’s all.”

“I don’t know. I don’t remember,” Mike struggled for words but
found only images from poetry, “no...the Lordly Ones. The Lordly
Ones.”
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“The Lordly Ones,” Drew Quatermain inclined his head to one side,
“the Lordly Ones. They are more fleet than the March wind. They laugh
and are glad and are terrible. Those Lordly Ones? What were they
like?”

“Beautiful, and passive. They allowed themselves to be killed.”

“And what were you?”

“A creature. Not human,” suppressed memories were flooding back.
Drew Quatermain had unlocked the Pandoras box in which Mike’s brain
stored the memory of impossible dreams, ‘“Neanderthal? Perhaps. Or

“I see,” Drew Quatermain was looking into Mike’s deep brown eyes,
“and Caroline was with you?”

“Yes. 1 don’t know. Yes. And she was Caroline but she wasn’t
Caroline. She was dark skinned. She had long dark hair and great dark
eyes. Such beautiful eyes. Like Sophie, or Imogen. Like you daughter.
She was unbelievably beautiful, and she loved us so much,” Mike
suddenly started to cry, “breathtakingly beautiful,” he sobbed, “like a
dark angel. And they killed her. They killed me. But at the moment that
we died we killed them. She died to save my soul. She came with me
back to my ancestors. Can we leave this please. It hurts.”

“Thank you Mike,” Drew put his arm round his shoulders, “it’s okay,
it’s okay. I’'m sorry. I’'m as curious as you. Perhaps we can come back
to that. In the future. Perhaps if we do another Square of Three, under
more relaxed circumstances.”

“Forget it,” said Mike angrily fighting back the inexplicable tears,
“I’'m not doing that again. It’s fucked up my brain.”

“Hush, man. Relax. It’s okay. It’s okay.”

Once again Mike felt another consciousness fold itself into his head.
It was full of love and sympathy and reassurance. Then it was gone.
Mike shook his head. He was right back where he had started from. An
ignorant ape trying to talk to an angel. “Okay,” he replied, uncertain of
what was coming next.

“Have you noticed anything about this house?” Drew Quatermain
asked, “I noticed it the first time I came here. Over thirty years ago.
This is a beautiful house. And it’s alive. It enfolds us and cares for us.
It protects us. Like a bubble around us. Don’t you feel that?”

Mike shook his head again. Conversation with Drew Quatermain had
a curiously elliptical quality which always seemed to hang on the cliff
edge of credibility.

“Did you hear footsteps? Outside your bedroom?”

Mike nodded.

“You just thought of angels. There is an angel here. In this house.
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It has always been here and it watches over us. It is us. Read Scholars
and Gentlemen. Would you like to join me for breakfast. Caroline and
Hilary have been busy. I imagine it’s ready by now.”

Mike nodded again. His suspicions about the quality of Quatermain’s
sanity were being confirmed, but he also felt a strong and seductive
affinity with Drew, as though he and Drew had once shared another life.
It occurred to him that the borderline between eccentricity and madness
was largely a financial one, and that Quatermain was probably not
dangerous. Not to America anyway. His next message to Wavell would
reassure him on that score and the CIA would dismiss Drew Quatermain
as a harmless eccentric with slightly wacky views.

“I have one last question,” said Mike, remembering the one tangible
mystery which had engaged him from the start.

“Yes.”

“Why do these women look so young? Why do you look so young?
They’re in their later fifties and they look like their daughters who are
in their mid twenties. I’ve seen them all naked. Women in their fifties
do not have bodies like that. I could not tell Caroline and her daughter
apart. Really. I know you’re into genetic engineering. Have you been
genetically engineering them in some way?”

Drew Quatermain’s brow furrowed, as though he was looking for a
convincing answer to an unanswerable question.

“They really are telepaths,” he said eventually, “perhaps you see what
they want you to see. Or perhaps they show you what you want to see.
After all; nobody here is quite what they seem.”
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CHAPTER 13

“I’'m astonished that one of the richest men in the world does not
have servants to make breakfast for him,” Mike was beginning to feel
more relaxed with Drew Quatermain who was slouched in a chair
opposite him at the big table in the kitchen of Croxton Hall. Next to
Drew was a new face that was not a new face. It was a face that had
mesmerised the world of fashion from the covers of every glossy
magazine and from every billboard in almost every place in the world.
It was a small, fine boned elfin face framed by thick hair the colour of
dark mahogany flashed with copper which fell in loose waves over slim
elegant shoulders to a child’s impossibly slender and almost breastless
body. Her life as a model should have ended more than twenty years
ago but even at fifty she was still breathtakingly beautiful. The enigma
of their impossible ages returned to plague him. Green eyes of
extraordinary luminosity smiled at him engagingly.

“We do not have servants,” Sonja said, “and, when we come here,
we are helping with Hilary and Caroline. It is nice to be domestic in our
lives. We are a family. You know.”

Sonja spoke almost perfect English with just the slightest residual
German accent.

“Do you want some more coffee, Mike?” Hilary asked. Mike nodded.
She leaned over the table and filled up his mug.

“Where’s James?” Mike asked, finishing off his croissant.

Caroline started to laugh, “James is lazy. James doesn’t get up at the
crack of dawn like us.”

“Never mind James,” said Drew, “where are those bloody girls? And
Professor Pendle? 1 can’t stay here all day. Puck and I have to be in
Zurich this afternoon.”

Given the tragedy that had apparently unfolded around them they
seemed remarkably relaxed. Mike began to wonder whether he had
drawn the right conclusion about the deaths of Ayesha and Nikos. A
community in mourning did not behave like this. Out of the corner of
his eye he noticed Caroline looking at him intently, and he felt again
that almost imperceptible probing of his mind.

“We don’t grieve,” Caroline said, responding to what she had seen
in the surface of his consciousness, “death is just an altered state of
being. Maybe their physical bodies are dead. But their souls survive and
their souls are our souls. They are still with us.”

“You sure about that?” Mike queried, “and 1 wish you wouldn’t do
that. It makes me very uncomfortable.”
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“Of course,” Caroline said quietly, “but you will have to get used to
it. It’s the way we are. And yes, I know the soul survives. The soul
never dies.”

“If you want the answers read the book,” Drew said impatiently, “and
go and report to Wavell Meredith. Use Caroline’s PC in the study. I'm
sure you have an encrypted Email facility. I'm going to look for the
girls. Are they in their usual room?”

Hilary looked up.

“Lucy and Imogen have spent most of the night with Professor
Pendle,” she said, “he’s in Marcus’s old room.”

“Oh,” Drew started to laugh, “lucky Professor Pendle. He’s already
joined the club. I doubt if he’ll be up to talking to me this morning.”

They all started to laugh, except for Mike who still felt excluded.
What had Pendle got that he didn’t have?

“It’s not just about sex,” Caroline said enigmatically, “He has love.
You do not. Nobody loves you because you love only yourself. But you
can be loved, if you can learn how to care.”

Mike frowned. Drew stood up and left the room.

“Listen lady,” Mike’s voice assumed a threatening timbre, “I don’t
like being treated like this. I’d sure like to know where I stand. Why
won’t anyone tell me what’s going on?”

“Perhaps when you learn not to threaten us, we will be more willing
to talk to you,” Caroline also stood up and began to collect the breakfast
plates, “but for now I suggest you do what Drew asked you to do. Go
to the study and use my computer to communicate with your boss. Then
read the book. You don’t have to read all of it. Just read the last two
chapters and the chapter on Ekstasis. You can read the rest later. I think
we would all like to know whose side you are really on.”

John Pendle was definitely not up to talking to the strange man who
had come quietly unbidden into the bedroom to find him curled up
between the soft bodies of two naked women. The stranger bent over
Lucy, kissed her lips then stood back, waiting for the sleeper to awake.
Lucy rubbed the sandman out of her eyes then shrieked with delight,
waking Imogen from an even deeper sleep.

“Uncle Drew,” they squealed. They flung off the duvet, revealing
John in all his gangly glory, leapt out of the bed and threw themselves
at the tall man in the tweed sports jacket and beige chinos. John
scrabbled for what was left of the bedcovers and attempted to cover his
nakedness.

“Forget it Professor Pendle,” the tall man laughed, “yours is not the
first naked body I’ve ever seen. Far from it. 'm Drew Quatermain and
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I’m so very, very pleased to meet you.”

He held out his hand to the hesitant John. The grip was firm, but not
crushing and it was once again accompanied by that strange static tingle
which carried with it a reassuring affirmation of friendship and affection.
It was his soul which spoke to Drew Quatermain. His body was merely
a transient receptacle, like the place holders used for complex formulae
in abstruse mathematics. There was nothing to fear. Drew had met him
before. Many times. In many lives.

“How do you like these two?” Drew smiled at the girls on each arm,
who were clinging to him and looking up at him with rapturous
affection. He glanced at each of the lithe bodies in turn.

“You are so lucky,” he continued, “we cannot sleep with our own
children. But you can. You are loved more than you can imagine.” He
paused and kissed each of them on the lips. Not a cursory peck but a
full blown sensual kiss which was returned with passion. “That’s all I'm
allowed. But you. You can have everything. Have you sussed them out
yet?” He looked at Lucy. “This one’s the brains,” he laughed, “Imogen
is the tits.” Imogen kicked Drew’s ankle but her bare foot made no
impression. Drew smiled at her. “Your mother used to do that to me,”
he said, then, looking at Lucy, “and your mother used to kick me in the
brain. She still does.”

“Uncle Drew,” said Lucy solemnly, “what’s happening? Where are
Nikos and Yesha?”

Drew raised his eyebrows and looked again at John Pendle.

“I think,” he said, “we should meditate. Let’s make a circle.”

The girls climbed back on the bed and knelt facing each other with
their heads slightly bowed. This was a familiar ritual, learned from
childhood.

“John.....” Drew knelt between them. John, acutely conscious of the
shameful thing dangling between his legs, knelt facing Drew who held
out his hands to the two girls. John reluctantly completed the little
circle. The static tingle he had experienced on shaking hands with Drew
surged through him, amplified now by three other souls. It was like
standing in a gale roaring up the face of a bottomless cliff.

“Have you ever meditated before?” Drew asked.

John shook his head.

“It’s a bit like praying. Just let your mind go blank and concentrate
on breathing through your nose. Very gently. In and out. Clear your
mind until it can float in space and listen to the silence of the universe.
Close your eyes. You will feel yourself falling. Don’t be frightened. We
are here to hold you. Close your eyes. Breath deeply and slowly.”

John obeyed. The silence of the universe flowed into his
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consciousness. After a while he felt himself begin to fall. The grip on
his hands tightened imperceptibly. He fell through silent darkness
towards distant stars. As he was drawn to one particular star space
twisted and turned around him until he was engulfed in a light so bright
that it hurt his eyes. Except that he was not seeing it with his eyes. It
was inside his head. And so were they. And so was everything that they
knew, and everything that he knew, and something else. Something
incorporeal, intelligent and filled with love. An awesome living universe
composed of pure energy unfolded in his imagination with infinite
majesty and spoke to him in compelling images which he alone
understood. He understood. He understood everything. And he sensed the
awe and wonder in Lucy’s mind as the questions for which she had
desperately sought rational answers uncoiled in her own mind. But not
all the answers. Drew still had questions and it was up to Lucy and
John to find the answers enfolded in the implicate order.

There were other minds here too. Those who he knew, or had just
met, and others, millions of others, stretching back through frozen time
to the very beginning of sentient life. Stored memories of short lives
stretched out like tiny beads of dew on a cosmic spider’s web which
bound all their shared consciousness together into one infinite order. The
universe was alive, and conscious, learning about itself, evolving. The
fabric of the universe was the warp and weft of his own brain. The stars
radiated their subtle energies through synaptic pathways which stretched
out to the edges of time itself. They were all children of the stars. And
there was no God. Only the universe and its own creations.

And then it was gone. The light faded. His eyes opened slowly and
he looked into the steady grey eyes of Drew Quatermain. There was a
long silence as the two men held each other’s questioning gaze. The
girls were crying. Silent tears which trickled down their cheeks and
dripped onto their tip tilted breasts.

“Now you understand?” Drew spoke very quietly. John nodded,
speechless with the wonder of the universe within him. “Lucy? Imogen?”

They nodded.

“And you know what to do?”

They nodded again. Drew released their hands and looked at John
Pendle.

“Professor Pendle, I have shown you most of what I know. But what
I know is incomplete and not well understood. In particular we do not
understand what energy it is that records and saves our consciousness
and returns it to these wonderful bodies from generation to generation.
That is why Lucy was working on Dark Energy. But, as 'm sure you
know, there are many alternatives, both in the local universe and in the
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quantum universe. What we do know is that we are different from
humans because we have a genetic anomaly which allows us to access
this energy in the same way that homing birds have something wired
into their brains which allows them to detect the Earth’s magnetic field
and navigate with it. We also know that this is not something new. This
is something that evolved long ago, perhaps millions of years ago, and
was somehow lost. Now it has returned because the laws of probability
have brought together a small group of people who share the necessary
genetic heritage and can pass it on and enhance it in their children. And
it’s evolving. That is why our children are so important to us and why
we cannot afford to lose them, especially the men. There are many
women who have the telepathy gene in some form. There are also men,
like you, who can sense the sublime but lack the telepathy necessary to
talk to it consciously. It comes to you subconsciously in visions. There
are very few men or women who have both the psychic energy and the
telepathy. You have already met most of the ones we know about. The
telepathy allows us to communicate with each other, and with this
‘cosmic’ energy. More importantly it allows the cosmic energy to
communicate with us and to change us. And it has changed us. For good
or ill. And it is still changing us.”

John Pendle opened his mouth to frame a question, but Drew
continued unabated.

“I used to think that the cosmic energy was alive, a separate
intelligence, an alien energy without form or substance which sought to
live in the world of matter by coexisting in our minds and seeing the
universe as we see it. Now I think that the energy was originally just
energy. A passive field which somehow detected and recorded the
electromagnetic energies unconsciously broadcast by our living brains.
Our personalities, our consciousness, our knowledge and experience.
Everything. Just recorded, like music or data on a computer hard drive
or a DVD.”

“But...,” this time John Pendle did get a word in, “over millions of
years. At least three million years of hominid life forms, but life on the
Earth goes back at least three billion years. If it was always recording,
the volume of data stored would be astronomical.”

“Precisely. You’ve hit the nail on the head. What do you know about
artificial intelligence?”

“Not much. I’ve read about the mathematics of it....oh my God....I see
what you mean. Lucy, you know more about this. Tell him.”

“He already knows,” Lucy said quietly.

“Until very recently no one has ever built a computer big enough to
replicate it,” Drew continued, “but the mathematics suggest that if
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sufficient data is held in a passive storage medium a point will be
reached at which chance electronic connections within the stored data
will create permanent synaptic links and some of the data and the
medium in which it is stored becomes alive. Becomes sentient and self
aware. Becomes an intelligence. In the same way that random electrical
storms first galvanised inorganic matter into primitive organic life.” His
voice rose with excitement. “And it is an intelligence which remembers
what it was like to be alive in the material organic world. To have a
body, and senses. To love and touch, and feel the sun and the wind and
the rain and the warmth of these marvellous bodies. And it wants to live
in the physical world. Always. Never to die and never to go back to that
cold spirit place which your religion calls heaven where there is neither
life not death, nor God. Only memories of what it was like to be alive.”

Drew paused and looked sadly at John. “No” he continued, sensing
the question forming in John’s Christian mind, “not all lives. Only the
lives of those who had that genetic disposition to telepathy. Minds
which can communicate with each other in life and also in death. Minds
which remain conscious in the cold brilliance of the living universe,
seeing and hearing and feeling nothing except the echoes of their own
lives and the experiences received by them from living minds. Minds
which can travel back through that infinite recording medium to the
memories of other lives in other times. Minds which yearn for the life
of our bodies. Minds which are passionate to make love, to enjoy all the
senses, because they know that their time on earth is fleeting, and those
precious senses wane with age. Minds which want to live in the material
world for ever. Minds that learn from us. Minds that watch and guide
us so that we understand the physical world and can change it. Minds
that learned from us how to change the genome. And changed it. For us.
You understand?”

“I understand,” Pendle said bitterly,” I understand perfectly. It goes
against everything I believe in. A chosen elite which alone enters
heaven. My God saves all souls. Not just a few. All repentant souls. He
offers salvation for all. My God died so that all souls might enter
heaven, forever.”

“No,” said Drew gently, “Professor Pendle, I'm so sorry. You do not
understand. Your God became a man so that man might become a God.
Heaven is here. Life is heaven. Death for us is not death, but it is not
heaven either. The spirit world is just blind impotent sentience. A world
of formless, powerless ghosts.”

“Don’t quote Athanasius at me,” John Pendle shook his head, “I
cannot accept this. I’ve given my body to these women. Must 1 give
them my soul as well?”
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“You still don’t understand. They are your soul. We are one
consciousness in many bodies. Alive and dead. Remember Wordsworth?
Our souls come to us from afar, and return, in the end to their home.
When you make love to these beautiful women you become them. They
become you. Everything is shared. Our bodies and our souls. In life and
in death. You are one of us. When you made love to Lucy you received
from her a special gift. A benign virus which used your psychic
potential to change your DNA. Have your DNA tested again when you
go back to Keele. Get Terry Gardner to do it for you. He will find that
it is different.”

“You know Terry Gardner?” Lucy exclaimed.

“Terry works for ARK. Alas he is not one of us, which is why you
were not attracted to him. The reason we are so promiscuous is that we
are constantly looking for people like us and trying to spread our altered
genes to those able to receive them. It’s like an infection. Spreading our
genetic make up to other who share the same potential and upgrading
them to be more like us. And you know that sex is the easiest way to
find out. I think that we are attracted to certain individuals by psychic
beacons. Imogen is very attracted to the American. So is Amethyst. You
are going to have to get used to this too, John. You will have to learn
not to be jealous. These girls will make love to other men to test them.
You will want to make love to other women who are like us. And you
must, because we find it so difficult to reproduce. There are so few men
like us. Even the weakest genetic increment is valuable to us.”

“And man ..... humanity. Is there no redemption for them? Is death
always the end?”

“We think their lives are recorded too, but only as individual events.
They are...not dead....but their souls are sleeping, you might say. They
don’t come back. We are aware of them, where their lives intersected
with ours. They are like those parts of the human brain which appear
to be inactive. Which do not register on MRI scans of ECGs. Or that
eighty percent of the genome which appears to have no obvious
function. We do not dare to look at them. To do so would be like
raising the dead. We would be bound to judge them, because there is so
much to judge. We dare not do that. It is better that they sleep and wait
for the judgment of God.”

“So you do believe in God?”

“We cannot know. Gods are intrinsically unknowable.”

“And where is this going?” John’s voice was now tinged with
despair, as the last remnants of his faith collapsed beneath him. Behind
him Imogen sat up and put her arms round him, cupping herself against
his back, resting her chin on his shoulder and looking mournfully at
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Drew.

“There’s something else, isn’t there,” she said, “something you didn’t
show us in the meditation. Something you don’t want us to know.
Something you were going to tell us three years ago. On the Trigonos
III. Only Lucy had a strop and you sent us out. Uncle Drew. Please tell
us now. How can this get any worse?”

“Believe me. It can get worse. You will find this very hard to believe
and Professor Pendle, John, you will not like this any better than the
rest. There is something else, which is new and it is a genuine
evolutionary change. Our cosmic consciousness has modified our DNA
in such a way that we can control our immune system. We can
consciously prevent cellular decay in our bodies and by doing so extend
our lives by a considerable margin, maybe indefinitely, baring accidents.
Mind over matter you might say.”

“Are you saying that we are immortal?” Imogen’s voice bordered on
hysteria.

“Yes,” Drew replied, “in effect. 1 think we can prolong our lives
indefinitely. But we can still be killed. I think. And as for the psychic
powers, “Drew continued, “we’re learning all the time and it’s
accelerating. We all seem to be acquiring new and complementary skills.
We don’t always know what they are but they come to us when we
need them, and once one of us has discovered a new skill it can be
transferred to the rest of us. I think Lucy has already shown you one of
the more trivial applications. But it goes far beyond that. It is truly
frightening.”

“And that’s why you didn’t want me to read uncle James’s book. It’s
in there, isn’t it. That’s why.......why not?” Lucy’s anger bubbled to the
surface, “what else is there that we don’t know?” she growled.

“Be calm Lucy,” Drew replied in his most soothing voice, “that is
why. You must learn to control your temper. Otherwise you might do
something which would draw public attention to us. We have to remain
hidden. Otherwise.....you know what will happen.”

“Why didn’t any of you tell us?” Imogen was crying now.

“Because we have to be very careful how we use our powers. And
Lucy, you especially. We must not be seen for what humans might think
we are. Lucy, listen to me. Do not lose your temper. Especially when
you are physically close to Mike Throckmorton. You understand? His
powers are complementary to yours. But, until we know what he is, he
could be very dangerous. Especially when he is with you. He is a nettle
which you will have to grasp. We will need him. But always remember.
It is the men who have the power, but it is women who know how to
wield it. That is why you must never lose control of yourself.”
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Lucy nodded, “I understand,” she murmured, “but it’s
too....awesome.”

“Wait a minute...” John exclaimed, “I thought....they’re...”

“They are with you. But you must learn that we share everything.
Our minds, and our bodies. Ours is an unconditional love. Agape not
Eros. Sex is pleasurable and it releases and amplifies our powers, but
love is in our souls. In our one soul. If it’s any consolation my wife has
difficulties with this idea.”

“But...” John’s face was riven with despair, “what does it mean?”

“I really think that must be enough,” Drew finished, “John, you can
discuss this with Lucy and Imogen at some other time. Or, better still,
all of you should talk to Caroline and James Sinclair. And you can get
Scholars and Gentlemen back from the American, when he’s read it.”

“You have James’s book?” Lucy exclaimed, “I lost my copy.
Something strange. People I thought I met on Skiathos. Why have you
given it to that bloody American?”

“He needs to know. He is one of us. He has no imagination of his
own, and no sense of the meaning of love, only sex. But he has both
formidable psychic energy and some telepathy. He is as rare as we are.
He needs to find out for himself and he will find it easier to understand
a work of fiction. Fiction is often more persuasive than fact. Anyway,
most of what I have said is in there. James Sinclair understood it very
well, though he and Caroline have always been sceptical.”

“How certain are you of this,” John asked, “do you have scientific
evidence? Or is it just an act of faith. Like a religion?”

“None of this is certain. You know that there are no incorrigible
propositions. It could all be a dream. We could just be characters in
novel, like the characters in Scholars and Gentlemen. Or we could just
be avatars in someone else’s computer simulation. But we do know that
we are not ageing and we do have a credible genetic explanation for
that. That is certain. Talk to Mike Throckmorton about it. He’s a
geneticist, after all. It’s all to do with telomeres. And once he’s read the
book I'm confident that he will understand whose side he’s on.” Drew
paused for breath.

“Now,” he said, looking at John Pendle, “when we shared our
consciousness, | sensed a great fear in you. Something which was an
even greater threat to your faith than what we have just discussed. You
were thinking about the neutron stars. Tell me about Gamma Ray
Bursts.”

John shook his head. This was not a good time to discuss cosmic
catastrophes. His head felt as though it had been hit with a steam
hammer. His body was knackered and his dick was tied up in knots.
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These girls had somehow managed to keep him in a state of almost
permanent erection for most of the night and had made him orgasm time
and time again without the intervening relief of ejaculation and
detumescence. It was mind blowing. But there was a price to be paid for
non stop sex. And now this. His faith, everything he believed in,
stretched out on the rack of reason and dismembered by it.

“Oh, gosh,” he said, “must [? Haven’t I suffered enough?”

Drew Quatermain smiled, “I’d really like to know,” he said, “T’ve
told you things beyond belief. Now tell me your story.”

“Okay,” John said wearily, “there is a binary neutron system which
is about to go hypernova.”

“Hypernova?” Drew asked.

“Like a supernova only a lot bigger. A very large, very dense star
which creates a singularity, a Black Hole, at its centre when it dies. In
this case it’s a binary system. But the effect is the same because neutron
stars are so dense. The singularity sucks in the remaining matter of the
star, squashes it into what we call an accretion disc which in turn
generates enormous magnetic fields which momentarily focus the energy
released by the destruction of the star’s matter along the rotational axes
of the accretion disc and spews it out as high energy radiation, including
ultra high energy gamma rays.”

“I thought that I had considered all possible threats to life on earth,”
Drew said quietly, “gamma ray bursts seemed a very remote possibility.”

“Not so,” John replied, “it may have happened before. In the
Ordovician period. A GRB within a range of about 3500 light years of
the earth could potentially to sterilise all life on earth. The energy
generated would be equivalent to approximately 300,000 megatons of
TNT. GRBs are the most powerful energy events in the universe. By a
long way.”

“How would it work?” Drew’s head was cocked slightly on side, as
it always was when his intellectual attention was fully concentrated,
“what would happen? To the Earth?”.

Lucy was listening carefully to what John was saying. It was not, of
course, new to her but she still found it fascinating. Imogen, on the
other hand, had slipped away from John, turned over onto her side and
was going back to sleep. Drew smiled at her, and then at Lucy.

“So innocent. So Sophie,” he said remembering his own student past.
Lucy also smiled then gently stroked Imogen’s luscious hair.

“If it happened,” John continued, “the effect would be to cause a
massive aurora of charged particles which would strip out the ozone
layer on the side of the Earth exposed to the burst. A ten second GRB
would be all that was needed. It’s estimated that it would then take at
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least six years for the Ozone layer to recover, during which time the
biosphere would be exposed to lethal ultraviolet radiation from the sun.
The food chains would be disrupted. Most surface life would not
survive. It’s a Domesday scenario. Gamma Ray Bursts within our Galaxy
were until recently thought to be very rare. But opinions are changing
on that matter. This particular binary neutron star system is in the Milky
Way. It appears to be changing its combined rotational axis. It could
eventually point towards the earth and, if it has gone hypernova,
then...eventually....”

“I see,” Drew frowned, “is there going to be any warning?”

“No, probably not. That is what Lucy is trying to calculate.”

“Lucy?” Drew’s voice was urgent, insistent.

Lucy shook her head. “We don’t know enough about the timescale
of these events. The moment at which we observe it happening will be
the moment when the gamma ray photons hit the earth. We won’t see
it coming. It will just happen. But we can predict with some precision
the point at which the two neutron stars will collide. The problem is
what happens next.”

“Are you sure about all of this?” Drew said thoughtfully.

“No,” Lucy shook her head, “we can’t be certain. And in any case
there is nothing we can do about it. We’re like a nest of wasps about
to be sprayed with a lethal pesticide.”

“I see. And is this a frequent occurrence. Cosmically, I mean? John?”

John Pendle grimaced, “the Burst And Transient Source Experiment
instrument detected over 2,700 gamma-ray bursts in nine years. On
average. One per galaxy per century. But, as I said, there are over one
hundred billion galaxies in the observable universe. If we take roughly
thirteen billion years as the age of the Universe then we could expect
one billion supernovae per year. That’s thirty supernovae per second,
somewhere in the universe. We live in a very dangerous place.”

“That is a very sobering thought, my naked astronomer friend,” Drew
took John’s hand again. “Does it frighten you?”

“Of course it frightens me. But what really frightens me is what it
tells us about God. I was until recently a very devout Christian. I’d
never really thought about it before. Now I find it hard to reconcile a
compassionate God with the casual extinction of all life on this planet.
Especially since there is apparent evidence that it has already happened
before. In the Ordovician.”

“Hmm....” Drew pondered, “Laughable really. The Iranians have
nuclear weapons. They are about to attack the West. For what? For
some insane religion which promises them immortality if they Kkill
enough unbelievers? As you said, a nest of wasps is about to be
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exterminated by a celestial pest controller.” He laughed dryly. “Is there
any hope for humanity? For life?”

“There must always be hope.”

“No, I mean are there ways that life could survive? If what you say
about the Ordovician extinction event is correct, that was within five
hundred million years BP. Life on Earth has been around for three and
half billion years. Known hominid forms of life for only three million,
at the most. Is it conceivable that advanced life forms could have
evolved say, a billion years ago, which were wiped out by the
Ordovician event.”

“I’'m not a palaeontologist,” John said sadly.

“It’s an interesting thought,” Drew speculated, “it’s always intrigued
me that there are no other extant species of the modern human genera.
Suppose there were human, or hominid, forms of life before that
extinction event. Advanced forms. Could they survive? How penetrating
would the ultraviolet radiation be? Could any life survive?”

“Well,” Lucy chipped in, vaguely aware that she had heard this story
before, somewhere, “obviously it did. Otherwise we wouldn’t be here.
But it might revert to a primitive stage and then have to evolve all over
again. Some form of life has always survived.”

“Yes, 1 understand that. Interesting. But if we wanted to protect
ourselves against this event. What would we do?”

“First of all,” John resumed the discourse, “the evidence of the role
of Gamma Radiation from a hypernova in the Ordovician extinction is
not universally accepted, but given the recent evidence of GRBs within
the Milky Way it does seem plausible. As I said, a ten second burst
would initially affect only the side of the Earth facing the blast but it
would shred the DNA of everything exposed to it. The shadow side
would be initially unaffected. But the long term effect of stripping the
ozone layer and letting ultraviolet radiation through would eventually
destroy all life on the surface of the land, and in the upper surfaces of
the oceans and other waterways. In the worst case scenario the
Phytoplankton, which are the bed rock of the food chain and produce
about half of the world’s oxygen, would not survive. Without oxygen
replenishment the atmosphere would not sustain life. It could also
accelerate global warming up to the point at which all water could be
boiled off. The Earth would die. But that didn’t happen in the
Ordivician extinction event, so it may not happen now. Maybe some
primitive life forms might survive. Underground and deep under the sea.
Assuming there is a sea.”

“Under the sea?” Drew looked up, his downcast face suddenly
enlivened by a false hope.
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“Yes, probably.” Lucy thought for a moment, as though remembering
something from the past. But John replied before her.

“Well, the Ordovician is especially notable for the mass extinction of
sea creature. So, it’s open to question. Deep caves maybe. I don’t know.
Some organisms did survive though. As Lucy said.”

“When will this happen?”

John pulled a face, “that’s what Lucy is working on. She’s trying to
calculate when they will actually collide and if the Gamma Ray Burst
Jets created by the collision will be pointing in the direction of the earth
and wide enough to encompass it.”

“When?”

“We don’t know,” John pulled another face.

“Lucy?” Drew Quatermain looked directly into Lucy’s eyes. Lucy
shook her head.

“The calculations are very complex,” Lucy replied, “maybe four
hundred years. But the two stars are very close and accelerating towards
each other. It could be less than that. A lot less. And remember, we are
looking at events which happened over two thousand light years away.
The collision has already happened. The Gamma Rays are already be on
their way and getting closer.”

“Okay,” Drew nodded, “then I must factor this into my own
calculations since we may live long enough for it to be a threat to us.
Does anyone else know about the neutron star you are studying?”

“Yes, 1 expect so. The problem is that astronomers are really only
able to detect GRBs after the event. That is covered by Swift Gamma
Ray Burst detector satellite and GLAST. But once they began to think
that Gamma Ray Bursts might occur within our own galaxy astronomers
have begun to look for dying stars which might be potential progenitors
of GRBs. That’s what I was looking for. And what I found. If we know,
NASA almost certainly knows. Whether they have drawn the same
conclusion as us is another matter. But it’s only a matter of time. No
one has published anything yet for fear of frightening the public.”

“Do you need more money?”

“We could use more time on UKIRT.”

“UKIRT?”

“UK Infra Red Telescope. On Mauna Kea. And it might be useful to
have some more time on the Chandra X Ray facility. That would be
helpful for Lucy’s Dark Energy too. I’ve got some undergraduates
monitoring the Robonet chit chat in case some schoolboy somewhere has
spotted it. And more access to the SWIFT GRB detector. And GLAST.”

“GLAST? Why is the world of science shrouded in acronyms?” Drew
laughed.
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“The Gamma-ray Large Area Space Telescope,” Lucy replied,
“NASA.”

“Okay. I'll see what I can do.”

“And access to more computing power?” Lucy said, “the more power
we have the more precision we can apply.”

Drew thought for a while, as though uncertain of how to answer a
simple question. “I can give you access to infinite computing power,”
he said eventually, “but not yet. We still have some bugs to iron out in
the operating system. There are problems that we don’t understand. I’1l
let you know when it becomes available through the network.”

“What computer?” Lucy asked.

“There are some problems,” Drew repeated evasively, “once we are
sure that it is stable you will have access to it. I promise.”

Drew rolled off the bed and stood up in one sinuous movement,
“Professor Pendle, John; thank you very much. I very much look
forward to talking to you again. When you have recovered from these
two innocent whores. Welcome to our community.”

“What about...” Lucy started to ask.

“Lucy. Remember what we just meditated about. Close your mind
to it. It’s happened. There’s nothing we can do about it. I know it hurts.
Think about Sophie. How much she must be hurting. But it’s happened.
We just have to accept it. We have our love, which embraces all of us.
And you and Imogen have a new love. So don’t grieve. They’re still
with us. Nikos will come back to us. One day. But don’t talk to anyone
about it. Especially not to Mike Throckmorton. At the moment he thinks
I’m barking mad, which is what he’s going to tell his boss. Unbelievable
truths have their uses. We need Throckmorton, and I’m sure that he will
eventually join us. He has enormous potency. But he is not like us. I
think he’s more like Hilary, or Fangdale. At the moment he’s on
probation. But I’'m convinced that you and he have a crucial role to play
in this. I don’t know why, or what gateway it is that you will lead us
through. It is there, in the future and the past, but I cannot see it yet.”

Lucy nodded and began to cry. Drew bent down and took her chin
in his hand. He kissed her on the lips, not with passion but with great
tenderness. “I love you Lucy,” he whispered, He released her delicate
face and turned to Imogen who woke up, and turned her tear stained
face to him to be kissed with the same tenderness. “And Imogen, my
darling Imogen, child of innocence. You must both love this man as
your mothers love Marcus and me. You understand. It’s going to be very
hard for him to accept our way of life. You must help him to make
peace with his God. But his God is really the same as our God. Not a
jealous God. A God of love. It’s not so difficult to grasp.”
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“Uncle Drew,” Imogen’s softly sobbing voice was the mirror image
of her mother, “when are you coming back? When is mummy coming
back, and daddy? Is Sonja here?”

“Sonja is downstairs with Hilary and Caroline. If you want to see her
you’ll have to be quick. I'm leaving within the hour. Sophie and Marcus
will be back soon. I’ll be back for Christmas. We will all be here for
Christmas, as we always are. Life must go on because life is the most
precious thing in the universe. And John. You will be here too, won’t
you. Look after our children. They’re very precious. Your universe is
truly a dangerous place. But so is our own little world. Try to
understand us.”

Drew held out his hand to the naked man who stood up and took it
gladly.

“Of course,” John said, “I’ll try. But it’s so hard to understand.”

“And Lucy, I was going to ask you to come with me to a safer
place. Or stay here. And I naturally expected you to refuse. But now I
think you should go back to Keele and continue with your work.”

“I will do whatever you say uncle Drew,” Lucy replied, all her
customary defiance gone.

“Go back to Keele then, continue with your work. The American will
watch over you. At the moment his mission is to protect you. Cooperate
with him. Try to find out more about him. But be very careful. He is
not yet one of us and he has no awareness of his psychic strength,
especially when he is close to you. One day you will have to sleep with
him, and when that happens you must go where he goes. I'm very
curious about where he goes. But do not use his strength until you are
confident you can control it. It is not the risk of killing. I don’t believe
that is the real threat because I don’t think any of us can actually kill,
not even Mike Throckmorton, whatever you may think of him. But I
think that you are acquiring other powers and to be able to use them
you will need him. I would like you to explore what is happening to
you, but you must be very careful. Very careful. You understand?”

“What powers?” Lucy tried to get into Drew mind but was blocked
by an unexpected psychic strength.

“No Lucy, don’t even try to look into my mind. I can’t tell you. We
are all changing and we do not know what destiny our collective soul
has mapped out for us. You must try to work it out.”

Drew paused, looked deep into Lucy’s eyes and stroked her cheek,
“odd things are going to start happening to you. Don’t be frightened.
Your angel is stronger now than it has ever been, and it will watch over
you. Nothing in this world can harm you. At the moment there is only
one other person who shares your unique mathematical and telekinetic
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skills and she is working on the other side of the problem. But to be
certain of the truth you must work independently. You are the best
equipped of us to deal with this. And when you’ve learned how to deal
with it then you can show the rest of us how it’s done. I think we are
going to need it. The neutron star is a new probability which I had not
considered. We need to prepare for it.”

“Telekinetic? Uncle Drew,” Lucy replied plaintively, “please.....

“No Lucy. I don’t have the answers. I do not see the future. Only
probabilities. I’'m relying on you to work this out for yourself, for all of
us. John will help you, and, eventually, so will Mike. And you must
accept this John. We are not just individual monads. We are one mind
in many parts and in order to survive we must work together and put
aside human jealousy and envy. You understand.”

John Pendle looked at his large naked feet, then returned his watery
blue eyes to Drew’s earnest face. “It’s not easy,” he said.

“It never is,” Drew said gently, “but our survival may depend on it.”
He paused, and smiled at all of them. “Remember that my only mission
has been always to protect you, all of you, all of us, and those like us.
So relax. Get dressed, if you must, and come down to the kitchen. Sonja
is looking forward to seeing you both. And you, John. Welcome home,
old friend.”
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CHAPTER 14

“A Colonel Anstruther to see you,” Wavell Meredith’s secretary
waited for her boss to reply. Wavell sat back in his chair and sucked on
his empty pipe. In his professorial days he had used to smoke an
aromatic English tobacco called Old Shag but had given up when a
small growth on his tongue had to be excised and his doctor had given
him a fateful warning. Now he just sucked on the pipe, savouring the
memory of something that could no longer be enjoyed.

“Okay,” he said, “send him in.”

Colonel Anstruther was the Air Force Colonel from Langley. Tall and
angular with a crew cut, an affable Afro American face and gentle eyes,
quite unlike the two accompanying sidekicks who were obviously from
Special Ops and would probably slit their mother’s throats if asked to
do so. Colonel Anstruther sat down without being invited and looked
questioningly at Wavell.

“Has your guy reported in on Drew Quatermain?” he asked.

“I’'m very honoured,” Wavell replied, “that the mountain has for once
come to Mohammed.”

“Cut the crap Wavell. What is that jerk actually doing in England?”

Wavell looked at the folder containing the comprehensive report
which Mike Throckmorton had emailed to him the previous day.

“He’s doing fine. He’s with the family in Yorkshire. There’s been a
crisis. Drew Quatermain’s daughter and her husband have been snatched.
As you predicted.”

“Yeah. I know about that. Has he found out who snatched them?”

“He has his suspicions,” Wavell replied cautiously. He decided not
to ask how Anstruther knew what had happened to Drew Quatermain’s
daughter. No doubt all would be revealed in time. Or not.

“And who?”

“Someone in the CIA.”

“Not far from the truth,” Anstruther shrugged his shoulders, “doesn’t
matter. Too late now. Does he know where they are now?”

“He thinks they may be dead. But...” Wavell paused, uncertain of
how much detail to give to a man who he would not trust as far as he
could throw him, “he’s not sure. However, he has met Drew
Quatermain. Which is an achievement, I think.”

The Colonel relaxed slightly. “What did he make of Quatermain?” he
asked.

“He thinks Quatermain has some wacky views. He seems to believe
that he and his friends are not humans. Telepathic aliens, maybe. He
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thinks the human world is about to self destruct. Through global
warming, or an asteroid, or mere human folly. You know. And he seems
to believe in eugenics. The survival of the fittest. But......” once again
Wavell opted for the benefit of the doubt, “he’s not dangerous. He
seems to be concerned only with the survival of his family. He’s
certainly not a megalomaniac bent on world domination through genetic
engineering.”

“Well” Colonel Anstruther looked unconvinced, “I’ll be the judge of
that. Does Ormen Lange have this info?”

“I haven’t sent it to him yet. But I assume he’s monitoring
Throckmorton’s emails to me so I guess he probably has it.”

“And what else has he learned? About Quatermain’s tribe. About the
abduction. Surely these guys are shitting themselves.”

“Apparently not. The reaction of the family is ambiguous. They’re
worried. But not apparently too distressed, as you would expect if they
knew for certain that the kids were dead. Maybe these people are good
at hiding their feelings. They’re Brits after all. Stiff upper lip and all
that.”

“It doesn’t figure. Who else has he met?”

“All of them. He was at the party in London when the abduction
took place....”

“Wait a minute,” the Colonel interjected, “what exactly happened
there?”

“The police turned up and arrested Ayesha Scott and her husband.
Mike subsequently went to the police station with Caroline Hannay and
it turned out the police were fakes. Professor Hannay pressed the panic
button and they were told to go to the house in Yorkshire.”

“Caroline Hannay was at this party?”

“Apparently so.”

“What was going on at this party?”

“What do you think,” Wavell replied sardonically, “you’ve seen the
report on Nikos Scott.”

“Yeah, I’ve read the report and I know that Caroline Hannay is in
her fifties. What’s an eminent middle aged professor of medieval
theology doing at a swingers’ orgy?”

“Apparently Mike Throckmorton thought she was her daughter.”
Wavell grinned, “apparently he screwed her and still didn’t know.”

“Oh fuck you Wavell. You’re pulling my pisser. How could anyone
be so stupid. For Christ’s sake.”

“What are you doing here Colonel Anstruther?” Wavell’s expression
changed from amusement to anger, “it’s obvious that Lange organised
this. Who else has the resources to set up a complex snatch like that at
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twelve hours notice?”

“What are you saying?”

“I’'m saying that you didn’t come to my office just to get an update
on Mike Throckmorton. Two weeks ago you summoned me to Langley.
I told you there was going to be a party at the Scott’s London house.
And, surprise, surprise, the party gets hit and Quatermain’s daughter is
abducted. You’ve come here because you already know what’s going on.
You want to know what Throckmorton knows about the snatch. Because
something has gone seriously wrong and the company is implicated. And
it’s getting ready to cover its tracks. Am I right?”

Colonel Anstruther’s fingers drummed on the edge of Wavell’s desk.

“There are things you need to know. And things you don’t need to
know.”

“If you want my help, you are going to have to tell me.”

The drumming got louder.

“Okay, okay. On the basis of the information you put up at the last
meeting Lange did decide to assign a team to snatch Quatermain’s
daughter. It was too good an opportunity to miss. The intention was to
hold her and abuse her a bit in order to force Quatermain out of his lair
so that we could get him to dicker with us. And also he wanted to test
out whether these people really do have psi powers of any kind. I did
warn you.”

“You can’t be serious. Not even the CIA can get away with grabbing
the daughter of one of the richest men in the world. And what in God’s
name do you mean by abusing her?”

The colonel shrugged and looked embarrassed, “well, you know,
Gonzo sex, cum shots, rape if necessary. Sort of thing you can find on
any porno site. Then torture. If necessary. All videoed to be
incrementally released to Quatermain. We reckoned that would spook
him out of his hole. And we had the son in law as well. So the
intention was to kinda stress him out in order to get her to display her
paranormal powers.”

“You people are stark raving mad. You’re completely off the wall.
What if she doesn’t have paranormal powers? What if you’ve killed the
son in law?”

“Okay, okay,” the Colonel backed off, “I agree. It was a stupid idea.
It wasn’t my idea. It was Lange and Barbas. They wanted a quick result.
Only......”

“Only what?” The balance of power had shifted back to Wavell. The
Colonel was now on the wrong foot, “it’s gone wrong. Hasn’t it.”

“Yeah. It’s gone wrong. Big time.”

“So....” Wavell opened his hands in a gesture of welcoming
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invitation.

“They set up two teams. Very short notice. They had to use what
was available. A group of British mercenaries who did the initial snatch
disguised as cops. Then they handed the packages over to Special Ops
guys who delivered them to a safe house way out in the boondocks we
use for pre-rendition interviews. Near somewhere called,” he fumbled
with an unfamiliar name, “Oswestry, yeah, Oswestry. On the Welsh
Borders. They reported in when the packages were delivered. The guy
leading the group was an ex marine psycho called Wayne Kraitmann. He
has training in sexual torture, which is one of the reasons why he gets
selected for this kind of mission.”

Anstruther detected the flicker of disgust which crossed Wavell’s
face, “I was agin it Wavell,” he protested, “I insisted on sending in a
medic from my own team to make sure they kept the packages in good
order...and to test out the so called psi powers. Have you got a drink
Wavell?” The Colonel gestured at the bottles in an antique Tantalus on
top of one of Wavell’s filing cabinets.

“Scotch?”

“Bourbon.”

Wavell crossed to the tantalus, found a couple of paper cups and
poured shots for himself and the Colonel. He ignored the two silent,
poker faced stooges standing by the door.

“That’s better,” the Colonel said, after the first sip. “Funny thing. I
don’t seem to be able to get drunk these days. Anyway, they were
supposed to report in. The intention was to feed Quatermain incremental
clips of his daughter being abused, escalating, little by little, until he
cracked. But after the initial notification of arrival there was nothing.
Eventually I sent in another agent to check it out.”

“And?”

“He arrived too late. The cops were already there. And Quatermain’s
own security people. And Quatermain himself. My guy hid out in the
garden and watched. There were seven body bags laid out on the lawn.
Five of them went into one ambulance, two went in another, along with
Quatermain and a couple of his security people.”

“Dead?”

“He assumed so, but he couldn’t get close enough to see properly.
Anyway, he hid out until most of the cops had gone. They were there
a long time and he got goddam cold. Then they put tapes round the
doors, you know, and left a couple of cops on guard. My guy sneaked
round the back and got inside.” Anstruther paused to knock back another
slug of Bourbon.

“Anyway,” he continued, “in the basement where they had the
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interrogation room he found traces of blood and brain tissue on what
was left of the floor. Someone had been shot. There were no cartridge
cases, but presumably the Brits’ forensic people had removed them.
There were a couple of heavy steel interrogation chairs with cuffs and
shackles where the packages had obviously been restrained. But get this.
The shackles were still locked. And there were substantial burn marks
on the floor and walls and round the legs of the chairs. There had been
a fire, but the cops must have put it out. My guess is they were using
a blowtorch on the male package. No way were they authorised to use
a blowtorch. They were supposed to go slowly. Under medical
supervision. For Christ’s sake. We wanted these people alive. To
experiment on.”

“For Christ’s sake, you should pray from your soul,” the atheist
Wavell replied, “how on earth can you even contemplate this kind of
evil.”

“It ain’t evil, to fight for one’s country,” the Colonel said
defensively, “we do what has to be done.”

Wavell sighed. He wondered whether he really wanted to belong to
such a country. “This used to be a great country,” he said sadly, “a
great country, with great people. Great ideals. Is this what we’ve come
to? We torture people? Rape innocent young women? Why would they
use a blowtorch, for God’s sake?”

The Colonel shrugged. There was no acceptable answer.

“You know how it is. Standard practice. You can get guys to talk
real easy that way. Just the threat of it is usually enough.”

“So,” Wavell continued, “what next?”

“I don’t know. If the British cops have got our guys and they’re alive
they won’t get anything out of them. These Special Ops guys get shit
hot training on resisting interrogation. They’re tough cookies and mean
with it. But if they’re dead then Lange will want to know who killed
them. These guys are well trained and they ain’t easy to pop.”

“Who actually authorised this cock up?”

“Lange, and Barbas. Listen Wavell: I was not in favour. I'm Air
Force Intelligence. Okay. Seconded to the CIA. I don’t like these suited
spooks any more than you do. But I have to go along with them. The
fact is that five Special Operations people have been neutralised and we
don’t know how. I’d really like to know what else Throckmorton has
found out. Have you levelled with me? Have you told me everything?
What else has he been doing?”

“Well, I’ve told you the relevant stuff. According to his last report
he took part in some kind of ritual sex act with Caroline Hannay and
seven other people. They told him they were trying to rescue Ayesha
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and Nikos Scott. They were going to kill whoever.....

“Ritual sex!! These people are obsessed with sex. How can you
rescue someone with ritual sex? What in God’s name happened?”

“He doesn’t remember. What did you mean? When you said the
shackles were still locked?”

“Pardon me?”

“You said that when your agent got into the basement there were two
chairs with shackles on them and the shackles were still locked. It
obviously meant something to you.”

Colonel Anstruther leaned forward and rested his head in his hands.

“Do you believe in this psi nonsense?” he said under his breath, as
though fearful to articulate the inexplicable.

Wavell pulled a face, “there is some evidence,” he said, “ but it’s
hard to prove. And if telepaths do exist they would have a vested
interest in concealing their talents because they would never be trusted
by non telepaths. For what it’s worth Mike Throckmorton believes they
really are telepaths. And if they really are telepaths they will be able to
deceive him very easily. That would explain why he thought Caroline
Hannay was her own daughter.”

“I hadn’t thought of that,” the Colonel confessed.

“About the empty shackles?” Wavell was beginning to think that
Mike might not be deceived at all. Like Mike and John Pendle his
loyalty to his own beliefs was being pushed to its limits. He would soon
have to choose a side.

“I thought it was odd. If someone rescued them you would expect the
shackles to be open. But they weren’t. It was as though the bodies had
simply slipped out of them. Like Houdini.”

“Maybe someone closed them again. Just to confuse you. Where are
the video cards?”

“I don’t know. Disappeared. So I hear. For Quatermain’s sake I hope
our people recovered them. If Quatermain has them we’re in deep shit
and so is he. Listen Wavell; I don’t want to believe in this psi stuff. We
once had a whole unit of so called telepaths trying to kill goats by
thinking at them. It didn’t work. But now I’'m not so sure.”

He looked round at the two goons and gestured to them to leave the
room which they did, reluctantly. “Let’s just remember,” he continued,
sotto voce, “why we got into this in the first place. It’s because Drew
Quatermain’s companies seem to have developed a mechanism for
implementing mass genetic engineering using some form of infection to
change or replace DNA. If it can be used to cure AIDS and block the
gene that causes drug addiction then it can also be used to target
specific genetic racial descriptors and deliver lethal diseases to people
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we don’t like. That would be a very formidable military weapon. The
psi thing is secondary. If it exists it would be useful in a military
context. But it’s the gene stuff we’re really interested in. That’s serious
science. Psi is freaky.”

He leaned forward, “I have to tell you, Wavell, that I am shit scared.
I think there is a rogue operation. Ormen Lange has his own agenda.
He’s a religious psychopath. And he wants to get to Quatermain before
anyone else does. I have to trust you because there is no one inside the
company that I can trust. You’ve come from outside. You’re an analyst
and technically you’re not part of the company. My best hope is that
Quatermain’s people found his daughter alive and she’s back with her
folks. There’s been no public statement from Quatermain’s PR, which
I guess is good news. It either means they’re not admitting anything, or
they’ve got the kids back. But, if they’re dead and our goons killed
them, then we’re in deep doodoo. You understand. Quatermain may just
be preparing to dump on us big time. If he knows who did it and he’s
got the videos and he goes public...well. ... Lange and Barbas will be for
the chop. Forget about all the other shit. The probability is that all they
want now is to take executive action against Quatermain before it hits
the fan.”

“It’s hard to be sympathetic,” Wavell replied, still not trusting the
spook, “except for that poor girl and her husband. Let me remind you
that ultimately I work for Homeland Security, not the CIA. But we’re
supposed to cooperate. That’s why I agreed to come to Langley. You’ve
brought this on yourselves. How do you expect me to help?”

“I dare not deploy any more of my own people. I no longer know
who I can trust. Throckmorton is our only link to the inside of
Quatermain’s circle. He’s got to stay close and stop fucking about. Kick
his ass. Get him to report regularly. I'd sure like to know who has those
videos.”

The Colonel’s cellphone rang. He listened attentively, his face
changing from curiosity to open shock. The communication terminated
with military abruptness. He turned back to Wavell.

“The Iranians have crossed the Southern Iraq border in force,” he
said, “the Iraqi Shi’ites are welcoming them as liberators. Our people are
withdrawing and the Israelis are mobilizing. The shit really is en route
to the fan. I’d better get back to Langley. This discussion may now be
academic. But keep me posted.”

“How?” Wavell asked, but the Colonel had already gone. On an
impulse he left his desk and crossed to the window. His office was on
the second floor of an old building which looked out onto the street
below. Two large black MPVs were parked outside. He watched the
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Colonel come into view and make for the first of the two cars, followed
by the two young S.O. goons. Two more young men appeared from
nowhere and intercepted the Colonel before he could reach his car,
redirecting him instead to the second car which opened its near side rear
door. The Colonel resisted. There was a brief scuffle during which his
own bodyguards stood back and watched dispassionately, then the
Colonel reluctantly got into the back of the car, encouraged by the
Glock pistol pointed at his head. At the last moment he looked up at
Wavell standing in the window, and made a gesture with his index
finger across his throat. Wavell got the message grabbed his passport
from a drawer in his desk and ran from his room.

As he slipped out of the back door he saw two security men running
down the sidewalk towards him. When he turned to run away there were
two more young men approaching from the other direction, Glocks out
and levelled. He put his hands above his head, expecting the worst. He
would not live to draw his pension and he would never see his daughter
again. He knew these patriot boys with their cold expressionless faces.
They did not care for life, or love. They had no memory of the past or
of the world as it might have been. Their minds were programmed to
kill. And to obey orders. Nothing else. He closed his eyes and waited
for the inevitable bullet.

It came as a flash of brilliant light, brighter than a thousand suns.
The earth shook under his feet, then, seconds later, a searing blast of
white hot air picked him up and hurled him down the street, flaying him
against the pavement and catapulting him into the gutter. Amazed that
he was still alive he crawled underneath a giant garbage truck and clung
on to its massive chassis. Smaller vehicles careered down the street on
their sides, or flew through the air like toys in the playroom of a
demented child. Glass and flying bodies cascaded out of the windows
of skyscrapers above him followed by a storm of falling debris and
flaming bodies sucked up by the blast and rained back to earth at the
peripheries of the shock wave.

Sound evaded him. He shook his head to clear his ears but he was
stone deaf. Through the choking dust and burning debris he could see
one of the pursuing goons, his legs crushed underneath an upturned car,
his torso thrashing around in agony. Blazing body parts fell from the
sky. Shattered cars, hurled blocks away from their original location
crashed down onto the bodies in the street and crushed them before
bursting into flames and turning the street into a furnace. A young
woman thumped to the ground beside the garbage truck. Her flimsy
dress was burning. Her back was speared with shards of glass. She
reached out her hand towards Wavell, cowering beneath the truck, but
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before their hands touched, she screamed, convulsed, and the life went
out of her eyes leaving Wavell staring into two dark pools of blind
incomprehension.

There were bodies everywhere, blown out of the upper stories of the
adjacent buildings, or sucked up and dismembered by the shock wave,
seared by the nuclear furnace and rained down on the tortured earth in
flaming fragments. Time dilation twisted his perception of the chaos
outside his head. His hearing began to return and he wished that it
hadn’t. The world was screaming. Screaming metal, screaming buildings,
screaming flesh. Everything twisted, torn and burning. In the distance,
south of Central Park he could see a vast ball of fire and above it a
writhing mushroom cloud. He remembered 9/11. He had been there and
seen the air planes flying resolutely into the Twin Towers. But this was
worse. Much, much worse. What everyone most feared had happened at
last. He tried to gather his wits.

Those few at ground level who had escaped the initial blast wave and
the cascade of flaming debris were running down the street, away from
the epicentre. Some had lost their clothes in the first blast. Other were
dressed in blood stained tatters like medieval flagellants staggering
towards the illusion of salvation. He felt his own body. Ran his hands
over legs and torso. The bulk of the garbage truck had saved him.
Miraculously everything was still there, even his clothes were more or
less intact. He was far enough away from ground zero to have survived,
but the flying debris had taken its toll. The road was full of blazing
vehicles, crushed and dismembered dead bodies and hysterically
screaming live ones. Such awful screaming.

Wavell staggered to his feet but had to hold onto a lamp post to
steady himself. A massive coloured guy with smouldering dread locks
grabbed him as his legs gave way under him.

“Steady pappy,” the coloured man said, “steady man. We gotta get
outa here. Else we goin burn man.”

He picked Wavell up as though he was a child and ran down the
street with him, instinctively putting as much distance as possible
between himself and the unfolding holocaust behind him. At the end of
the block he put Wavell down and leaned him against a shattered shop
front, in the lee of the advancing firestorm.

“I’m goin back man,” he shouted, “gotta help those folks.”

Wavell blacked out. Time stopped.

“Wake up Wavell,” a hand slapped his face, “Wavell. Fucking wake
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up.
Wavell opened his eyes and looked into the soft brown eyes of
Colonel Anstruther. Anstruther’s uniform was stained with fresh blood.
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He had a burn mark across one cheek and an automatic pistol in his
right hand. “Come on Wavell,” Anstruther shouted, against the bedlam
which engulfed them, “move your ass. We gotta get outa here. This ain’t
no place to be. There’s gonna be a firestorm. Come on. We gotta get
out.”

Wavell staggered to his feet. Anstruther grabbed his arm and began
to half run down the blocks until they came to a place where the traffic
had merely stopped and dazed people were getting out of their cars to
look at the inferno raging over what had once been Manhattan.
Anstruther went up to a young woman standing beside her Cherokee
SUV, staring, mesmerised, at the advancing firestorm. He flashed an Air
Force Identity Card at her.

“I’'m requisitioning your vehicle ma’am,” he said with deferential
politeness.

“No you don’t,” she replied, spinning round, eyes blazing with rage.

“You shouldn’t be here,” Anstruther said, “believe me ma’am.
Radiation. Get in the Jeep. We’re all getting out of here.”

To Wavell’s amazement the woman’s anger faltered. She looked at
the dishevelled uniform with its scorched decorations and at the very
visible Glock. She nodded and started to cry.

“My husband,” she wailed, “he’s in the Stock Exchange.”

“He’s dead lady. Better get used to the idea. Nothing left alive in
Manhattan. Believe me. I know about these things. And if we stay here
we won’t be alive either. Better get away from here. Come with us if
you want to. But I sure as hell need your car. We could be at war. 1
need to get to an airbase. In twenty minutes time these roads are going
to be blocked with folks trying to get the hell out of New York. We
need to go now. Now!”

The woman collapsed into Anstruther’s arms, flooding him with tears
and shrieking hysterically. He held her tightly, pressed her head against
his shoulder, stroked her hair, and, to Wavell’s surprise, spoke to her
quietly with great tenderness. The Colonel, like everyone else in this
saga was not what he seemed. Against the pandemonium Wavell could
not catch what the Colonel said but the woman was calmed.

“We have to go,” the Colonel repeated more gently.

“Okay, okay, take the car,” she replied, “but get me to Scarsdale. My
folks are in Scarsdale. My son. My baby. Then you can have the car.”
She was still crying, but the hysteria was subsiding as she struggled to
comprehend what had happened.

They got into the Jeep, Anstruther driving, with the woman sitting
next to him in the front, sobbing quietly, and Wavell in the back.
Nothing was said. They threaded their way through the stationary traffic
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until they eventually got onto the Northway then did a detour to
Scarsdale where the woman was dropped off. The still rising mushroom
was clearly visible over downtown New York. Anstruther handed her a
business card.

“You can claim for the Jeep, there,” he said, “if it still exists. I'm
sorry about your husband. We have to pay these bastards back. I have
to get back to a base.”

The woman shook her head. She still did not believe what she had
seen.

“What bastards?” she asked, “who did this? I thought.....”

“We all thought that,” said Wavell, emerging from his worst
nightmare, “but it was bound to happen sooner or later. Will you be
alright?”

The woman looked at him blankly and wandered off into the crowd,
fumbling in her bag for a cellphone that no longer worked. Wavell got
into the front seat beside Colonel Anstruther. They headed back for
Interstate 87.

“What the hell happened?” Wavell said, eventually.

“Don’t be stupid Wavell. Some bastard nuked Manhattan,” the
Colonel snarled, “as you said. It was bound to happen. No coincidence.
The fucking Persians invade Iraq and someone lights a nuke in
Manhattan. Guess fucking who. They can fucking kiss Teheran goodbye.
Must have brought it in by sea. Container ship. Private motor yacht.
Something like that. Port security is impossible to sustain.”

Silence descended on the Jeep and lasted for a long time.

“Must have been a small one,” the Colonel said eventually, “ten
kiloton at the most. Which means it was a fission bomb. Primitive. Or
one of those missing Russian suitcase bombs. If it had been even a one
megaton ICBM we sure as hell wouldn’t be here now. We were lucky.
Thank God your tightwad CIS bosses stuck you in some crappy little
office and not in downtown Manhattan. We were right at the edge.”

“What happened to the guys who picked you up? Did the bomb get
them?”

“No, I fucking got them. They put a bag over my head. Then the
flash must have blinded them. I heard them yelling, then the car was
rocked by the shock wave. I got the bag off, got hold of one of their
guns and shot the fuckers. Then I ran. When I got to the end of the
block I stumbled across you. You obviously got away too. We’ve been
bloody lucky.”

Wavell nodded, then fell silent again, gathering his thoughts.

“Were they going to kill us?” he asked. The Colonel bit on his lip.

“I don’t know. Chances are. I guess we know too much. Lange has
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obviously decided we’re not with him. Ergo.”

Wavell shook his head in despair. He was too old for this kind of
thing. He thought about Mike Throckmorton and wondered what he was
doing. He wondered if there had been any other nukes. In England
maybe. London, perhaps. He tried the car radio. It was dead. The
Colonel looked at him.

“E.M.P,” he said, “electro magnetic pulse. It’s knocked out local
telecommunications.” He took his cellphone out of his pocket and
switched it on. It too failed to respond, “yeah,” he said, “all out.”

“It rather makes the Quatermain thing redundant, doesn’t it,” Wavell
said. The Colonel did not reply. His rage was beginning to subside. The
rational mind reimposed its customary composure.

“Maybe not,” he said, at last, “maybe it’s even more urgent. I don’t
think we will nuke Iran. Israelis might. But not us. As it stands we are
the victims. We threw that card away after 9/11. Now we’ve gotten it
back. If we nuke them we throw the world sympathy card away again
and we have the whole of Islam against us. I think we just go ahead
and let them overreach themselves. These fuckers are insane. They hate
each other almost as much as they hate us. They’re all religious
maniacs. And that’s their Achilles heel. There’ll be a war between the
Shi’ites and Sunnis first. Then whoever wins that fight will come after
the West. By that time we will have figured out how to fight them with
stealth. And that’s why we still need Drew Quatermain’s magical bio
engineering.”

“What do you mean, stealth?”

“I mean that Drew Quatermain must be persuaded to tell us how to
engineer a genetic weapon which re-programs anyone with obsessive
religious beliefs.”

“What?” Wavell exclaimed.

“Yeah. Listen. Just as there’s a gene which predisposes some people
to become addicted to drugs or alcohol, so there’s a gene which
predisposes some people to obsessive belief in Gods. These towel heads
are no different to the born again Christians and all that shit. They’re
genetically challenged. The rational world could be well rid of the lot
of them. But just suppose you could separate them from their beliefs
without killing them. Isn’t that more ethical? More humane? It’s an
attractive proposition.”

“Why should Drew Quatermain agree?”

“From what I hear from you he’s a rationalist,” Colonel Anstruther,
turned and grinned at Wavell sitting horror struck on the back seat, “and
an idealist. Faced with a choice between telling us how to wipe out two
thirds of the world population with nukes or some biogenetic weapon,
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which is what Ormen Lange wants, or covert genetic reprogramming of
religious psychopaths to make them harmless, I guess he won’t have a
problem. Relax Wavell. This is my scenario. I’'m one of the good guys.
I figure that religion is the root of all evil. Get rid of obsessive
irrational religion and release reason and you resolve half of the world’s
problems. What did that English guy say? He who thinks reasonably
must think morally. Don’t you agree? I’m sure Quatermain will.”

“I’ve always been an atheist,” Wavell replied, “and 1 agree that
obsessive religion can be the source of great evil. But religious beliefs,
rationally held, are a great comfort to many people and have inspired
great achievements by humanity. I would not want to see religion
destroyed. Not like that.”

“No, Wavell. It’s brilliant. Awesome. No one need ever know what
happened. The God freaks catch one of Quatermain’s convenient colds.
The God gene gets quietly turned off. Then they wake up one morning
and just think, gee why on earth was I so screwed up by something so
stupid. Maybe we could persuade Quatermain to replace the God gene
with an enhanced sex drive. You know; make love, not war. Like he’s
done with the druggy thing. I like that idea. That’s real sweet.
Quatermain is a genius. Or his scientists are.”

Wavell hesitated, conscious that he was in the presence of an
awesome insanity, and uncertain of his own future, “what’s going to
happen?” he sighed.

“There’ll be a couple of headless chicken weeks while they recover
from the nuke and argue about whether they should blow Iran off the
map. Then Lange will go to Chimera and tell them about the potential
for using genetically engineered weapons to wipe out specific racial
groups using Quatermain’s as yet undisclosed technology. He’ll convince
them that his plan will not entail any loss of assets to our side, which
will not be true, and, if the truth gets out, the blame can always shifted
onto a megalomaniac billionaire who believes he has some God given
right to mess with our genes. Chimera will authorise Lange to grab
Quatermain and force him to disclose how this genetic fix works. Then
Quatermain and his associates will be wiped in some quiet accident. And
once they’ve assimilated Quatermain’s science, or magic, or whatever it
is, they’ll release it into the community as some kind of mildly
infectious disease. Large numbers of people with brown skins will
probably die, lots of them Americans, including me. That may be good
news for world demography but bad news for us if it gets out that we
did it. Don’t you prefer my option? Love and peace?”

“Chimera? I’ve never heard of Chimera.”

“Chimera is a joint services coordinating committee. It doesn’t exist.”
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“I see,” said Wavell, not wanting to agree with any of this insane
and unmitigated evil, “I suppose I’'m with you, for the time being. But
I have to point out that we’re going in the opposite direction to
Langley.”

“We’re not going to Langley. If we go to Langley we’ll never come
out alive. I'm going back to my squadron in Portland. I guess I might
be needed. I'm hoping that Lange will think we got fried in the blast
and call his dogs off. The company is going to have its hands full
anyway trying to figure out where the nuke came from. It gives us a bit
of breathing time. What about you?

“I’ll come with you as far Portland. After that I don’t know. I think
I’ll go to Canada. I want to find my daughter.”

“You got a daughter? What’s she do? Where is she?”

“She’s a computer engineer and she had a full chair at Berkeley.
Then she married a Greek guy, another academic, a great guy. But then
there was a car crash. In Greece. The car went off a cliff and into the
sea. He drowned. She was trapped inside. But somehow she escaped.
Took her a while to get over it. Then, out of the blue, she was head-
hunted by the Trikos Group.”

“Jesus Christ, Wavell,” Anstruther exclaimed, “you had someone in
Trikos all the time? Why in hell did you bother with Throckmorton
when you could have used your daughter?”

“Because | didn’t want her involved. I know perfectly well that
everything that comes to me is monitored. I also know that she was
working on something to do with quantum computers which would be
bound to attract attention. I didn’t want to know anything else because
I didn’t want her exposed to any security risks. Either from us or from
Quatermain. So we agreed that there would be no contact between us.
No Emails, no letters, no telephone. Nothing, until she chose to come
to me. But she hasn’t come to me and now I think the jackals are
closing in on Trikos so I need to find her.”

“I see,” Anstruther’s tone was one of pained agreement, “guess I
would do the same in your predicament. What are you going to do
now.”

I’ll go to Canada and lie low for a while. I’ve got a safe house in
Vancouver and a separate bank account and identity there. Then I'll try
to get to England. I need to talk to Drew Quatermain face to face.”

“Why?”

“Everyone thinks that our collective interest in Quatermain is because
of the genetic engineering. But that’s just one of his enterprises. If he’s
employed my daughter he must be interested in something else.
Something much more dangerous. And he must know where she is.”
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“Dangerous?” “Anstruther turned to Wavell and raised his eyebrows,
“Like what?”

“The Altair project,” Wavell replied enigmatically. Anstruther
grimaced and looked at Wavell quizzically.

“The Altair project?” he asked.

“Altair. The Forbidden Planet. It’s a revolutionary computer project.
Drew Quatermain is a great science fiction enthusiast. He likes to make
it science fact. And to date he’s been very successful in doing just that.
The computer on the Forbidden Planet was deadly. Maybe his is too. |
just have this gut feeling that my very clever baby is in real danger. I
keep having real bad dreams about her. In fact I’ve been having real bad
dreams about all of them. Quatermain and his women, and Mike
Throckmorton. My daughter is a brilliant computer engineer and I just
know she must be working on the Altair project. If so she’s in extreme
danger. You know, Lange doesn’t give up. He’ll get round to
Quatermain eventually and when he does she may well get caught in the
cross fire”

“Yeah.” Anstruther replied, “that’s for sure. I told you once before.
Lange is a believer. He won’t give up. God is on his side, and he
knows it! He’s a man with a mission.”

“I see,” Wavell replied sadly. He felt tired and vaguely sick. “Do you
think we got the radiation?” he asked.

Anstruther shrugged, “all that dust? Don’t doubt it,” he replied, “I
guess we could both be dead men walking. We’d better make the most
of what’s left of our lives.”
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CHAPTER 15

“This is fiction, right?” Mike Throckmorton held up Scholars and
Gentlemen, “l mean, this book isn’t real. These things didn’t happen.
Right?”

“Looks real enough to me,
what you mean.”

“You wrote the fucking book. Did this really happen?”

“Why do you Americans feel obliged to swear all the time. It really
is very rude. You remind me of Iolo Sarston ” James lounged back in
one of the two wing chairs beside the fire in the library of Croxton Hall
and surveyed the puzzling American.

“lolo who?”

“Iolo Sarston aka Owen Seaton. For God’s sake you’ve just read the
book. He’s the villain, in the book. The one who kills Marcus and
Caroline.”

“Oh, him. The guy with hypertrichosis and a monster dick.”

“Yes. Just like you. Anyway,” James continued, “fiction is just the
truth articulated by other means.”

“I can follow the first half,” said Mike in a more emollient tone of
voice, “all this stuff about Marcus Ross/Scott and his thesis, and this
piss-ant university he was at, and ....”

“And the love story,” said James, “don’t forget the love story
between Marcus and Sophie and Caroline. That’s beautiful. It’s still
beautiful. But I think Marcus is a bit of a pedant, you know. He
probably stuck fairly close to what actually happened to him.”

“Yeah, yeah. In the bits that he wrote himself. But you rewrote it
thirty years later. What did you add? Is all this psi mumbo jumbo you
or him?”

“What do you think?”

“I have to believe in the telepathy,” Mike replied cautiously, “because
I’ve actually experienced it. Or I think I have. The stuff about the
cosmic consciousness being the human soul recorded in some unknown
energy field is hard to stomach. And the stuff about their immortal souls
changing their DNA so that they don’t age is preposterous. I'm a
geneticist, for Christ’s sake. You can’t change DNA as easily as that.
Not yet.”

“You think so?” said James patiently, “conventional molecular
biologists are already using modified viruses to introduce changed DNA
into the human immune system. It’s virtually routine with GM plant
breeding. The intelligence that gave it to us learned it from us. The
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technology already exists. It just came to us by a different route.”

“Not thirty years ago. No way!” Mike exclaimed, “it’s bullshit.
Fiction.”

“But that’s why you were sent here, isn’t it?” said Caroline Hannay,
lounging on the sofa in front of the fire, “your bosses think that Drew
has found some quick and dirty way to change DNA using simple viral
infections. Is it so hard to conceive? A harmless endemic virus is
modified within a seminal human host who has the necessary genes for
the telepathy which then provides a pathway for the cosmic
consciousness to come into our world. That host then transmits the
changed DNA to others through air borne infection, or sex, oral
contacts, whatever. That’s why we’re so promiscuous. We were
programmed to spread it as widely as possible. So, the virus then locks
on to the immune system of those new hosts, but only those who also
have a genetic predisposition to telepathy, and it changes their DNA. In
our case it inserts a gene which activates the promotion of an enzyme
called telomerase which inhibits cellular decay. Since you’re a geneticist
by training and you’ve read that chapter of James’s book I expect you
understand how that works.”

“Is that what you meant,” Mike whispered, “when you said you’d
infected me? You’ve made me ....immortal?”

“I will only have infected you if you are already like us. The altered
gene appears to be selecting for longevity and telepathy. The two
together. We think. But it will be a long time before you know. If you
still look thirty when you’re sixty four you’ll know it’s worked. Or we
can test for changed DNA. Quicker. In the long run. Drew can arrange
it.”

“But I'm not telepathic.”

“You can hear me, can’t you? In your mind?”

“Yes, but I can’t reply, not like that. I have to use words.”

“No. Most people unconsciously broadcast their thoughts. But only
telepaths can hear them. True telepathy is two way. Broadcast and
receive. You can do it. You have been trying to look into our minds.
We’ve had to block you. And if you can do that then two way telepathy
is just a matter of learning. You haven’t been properly unlocked. One
of us is going to have to do that for you. But not until you also learn
the meaning of love. Because it only works properly between people
who truly love each other and can share each other’s souls. The
mysteries of love are in our souls, not our bodies. James here has no
obvious telepathy at all, except when he’s with Hilary. Then they share
each other’s consciousness, as you did when I made love to you in
London. Remember? Believe me. Once you’ve shagged one of us you
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won’t want to shag normal girls. But the longevity gene worked for him.
So the chances are it will work for you.”

“Shagging you was certainly mind blowing, especially since I thought
you were Lucy.” Mike pondered his recollections of the extraordinary
experiences which had come to him during his night of passion with
Caroline and Amethyst in Nikos Scott’s Hanover Terrace house. “Is this
what Drew Quatermain meant when he said he was offering me life? 1
assumed it meant he wasn’t going to kill me.”

“Kill you?” said Caroline, “Drew wouldn’t hurt a fly. We can’t kill.
That’s our fatal flaw. The only one us who believes she has killed is
Hilary. But it’s not certain. And anyway Hilary is not quite like us. She
is genetically different, and so are you. So maybe you can kill. Maybe
that’s why we need you. We’ve allowed ourselves to be killed too often
in the past. We need a protector. Maybe that’s your role with us. To
protect us. When you learn how to do it.”

Mike looked despondent. “Actually. You asked about my mission. |
really was just sent here to protect you. And find out about you.
Nothing else. Unless 1 get new orders. But I never expected this. And
how much longer will I live?”

“When we first became aware of this three years ago Drew estimated
the rate of telomere decay would be slowed to the point at which we
might expect to live for two hundred years. But he’s monitoring us, and
the rate of telomere decay now appears to have virtually stopped. The
autonomic systems are renewing our cells at a uniform rate and age. We
are also able to actually control some autonomic functions. For example
hair growth, skin, body shape. And other things. The kids are much
better at it than we are.”

“This is not new news,” he said, “I can think of a number of
academic geneticists who believe that there are children alive now who
will still be alive in a thousand years time, baring accidents. If they
initially live long enough for the technology to catch up with them.”

“Yes,” Caroline replied, “we know that too. But it caught up with us
thirty years ago, before anyone seriously thought it was possible. Look
at us. Even in the most intimate situation you couldn’t tell the difference
between me and Lucy. We’re not ageing. If anything we’re getting
younger. And neither will you, once you reach your thirties. How does
it feel to be a demi God?”

“Fucking ridiculous,” Mike snarled, “not possible. This technology is
way in the future. Twenty to thirty years at least.”

“You really must learn to curb your temper,” Caroline said quietly,
“you’re just like Lucy. Together you are a deadly weapon and if you
can’t control your tempers sooner or later you’ll discover just how

206



dangerous you are. And it may kill you.”

“We didn’t acquire our longevity through technology,” James
interjected thoughtfully, “it was given to us by something outside us.”

“Your eternal souls,” Mike did not constrain his sardonic contemp,
“according to this ridiculous book. It’s all fiction. All fucking fiction.
You really think I'm going to believe in this crap? I might as well
believe in Harry Potter’s witches and wizards.” He stopped short, a
suppressed dream briefly intruded into his consciousness, “like the
Lordly Ones,” he murmured. Caroline looked at him intently.

“The Lordly Ones?” she queried.

Mike shook his head, “you remember. You were there with me.”

“Ah, yes,” Caroline nodded, “the Others. I remember.”

“And anyway,” he continued, pulling the comfortable cloak of
scepticism around him, “even if it is true, what’s the purpose of living
forever? The fucking planet is already overpopulated. And what the hell
would we do with ourselves? We’d get bored. What would ever be
new?”

“Everything, probably,” Caroline swung her long legs off the sofa,
“but we don’t know. We’re still changing. Whatever was done to us is
not finished. We’re still changing. Oh my God.” Pure horror engulfed
her face. A blinding white image of naked terror flashed through all
their minds. Something appalling had happened.

“In the Drawing Room,” she said, “come on.”

But before they could get out of the comfortable sofas the study door
slammed open and a white faced Imogen rushed in.

“You’d better come,” she cried, “Mike. Oh, Mike, your people. It’s
awful. There’s been a bomb in Manhattan. They think it’s a nuke. There
are hundreds of thousands dead. It’s awful, awful.” She began to sob,
“so many dead. And all of our people in Drew’s New York office.
Vaporised. I felt them die. And all the others. The normals. So many.”

“Jesus Christ,” Mike yelled, “where?”

“On CNN. In the Drawing Room,” Imogen sobbed.

Caroline put her arm round Imogen and followed Mike and James as
they ran down the corridor.

In the Drawing Room Hilary and Lucy were slumped on the big sofa
facing the television in the alcove beside the fireplace, their arms round
each other, their eyes streaming with tears. Imogen grabbed Mike’s hand.

“Sit with me,” she said, pulling Mike onto the sofa beside Hilary and
Lucy. Imogen held on to Mike’s hand. Caroline and James joined a
stone faced John Pendle standing behind the sofa. Together they watched
the horror unfolding on the big television. It was truly appalling. After
a while the repeated clips of screaming people, raging fires, helpless
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rescuers, collapsing buildings and howling sirens paralysed the mind. It
was 9/11 all over again. That had been bad enough but this time it was
devastating. Helicopters relayed images of the firestorm which had once
been Manhattan. Blast and heat damage engulfed blocks up to three
miles radius from the epicentre, almost to the edge of the Bronx.
Nothing new came out of it. Only hysterical commentators shouting the
odds and looking for someone to blame.

Expert talking heads were wheeled in. The fall guy was easily found.
Iran. Iran. Had it been a missile? Too small for a missile someone
opined. Maybe a home made terrorist bomb. Or one of those Russian
suitcase bombs that had disappeared from Ukrainian nuclear inventories.
Or Chinese. Maybe the Chinese had given Iran a bomb. Or North Korea.
Yeah, North Korea. Fresh news came. Reports were filtering in of Israeli
F151s hitting the Iranian nuclear sites at Natanz and Arak with one
kiloton nuclear bunker busters. Stock shots of departing warplanes roared
across the screen for several minutes.

“Too late,” said Mike, “too late. If they’ve got any more bombs they
won’t be there. My God,” he muttered, “my God. It’s actually
happened.”

Imogen’s hand was still tightly entwined round his fingers. Her touch
was comforting. An extraordinary energy flowed from her. An energy
charged with infinite love and warmth and compassion. She looked up
at him with tear stained eyes and tried to smile. Her pity came into his
head not as words but as images of comfort and reassurance. He held
her hand tightly.

An Al-Qaeda spokesman appeared on the Al Jazeera feed. “Today is
a day which will live in eternal glory,” he declaimed, “ today Allah has
taken the fire of hell into the belly of the Great Satan. Allah is Great.
Allah is Merciful. Praise be to Allah. And to the Prophet Mohammed.
Peace be upon him.”

“Do you think it’s Al-Qaeda,” said James, looking thoughtfully at
Mike.

“Al-Qaeda is Sunni. Iran is Shia,” Mike replied, “they’ve never
worked together before. But there’s always a first time. Remember. My
enemy’s enemy is my friend. It’s an Arab saying. I doubt if it’s that
simple. Nevertheless, if they have buried the hatchet the West has got
big problems,” Mike continued, “we used to get briefings on this. The
scuttlebutt in Washington was that the administration was going to let
the civil war happen in Iraq and quietly withdraw the alliance
troops..and..”

“Why, for God’s sake,” Hilary asked, between sobs.

“Al-Qaeda’s main objective has always been to topple the corrupt
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Sunni dictatorships in the Gulf,” James replied, beating Mike to the
podium, “and convert, or more likely behead, all those moderate
Muslims who do not conform to Wahhabist fundamentalism. They are
heretics and traitors to Islam. Especially the Shia. The West has always
been a secondary objective. Until we invaded Afghanistan and Iraq, that
is. That gave Bin Laden an ace he could sell to the whole Muslim
world. We played right into his hands. If we withdraw from Iraq the
Sunni and Shia extremist will be brought face to face and there will be
a civil war to settle ancient feuds and root out heretics. But, as Mike
says, Al-Qaeda would also find itself face to face with Iranian Shi’ites.
And within the Middle East Iran has ambitions to be a superpower.
They hate each other as much as Protestants hated Catholics in
seventeenth century Europe. And their leaders are driven by fanaticism,
not reason. That, actually, is their greatest weakness. They’re riddled
with paranoia and self loathing. In the long term reason will prevail
against insanity. But in the short term it’s not in our interests to cripple
Iran militarily. Not yet. The big Sunni states, especially Egypt and Saudi
Arabia, will come to the aid of the Iraqi Sunnis and will probably end
up in a war with Iran. There’ll be a lot of death and destruction. But the
rest of the world will see that it’s Muslims against Muslims, and not
Western aggrandisement.”

“That is a very cynical view,” Caroline whispered, “I can see why
you were a historian.”

James shrugged, “historians are paid to think the unthinkable.
Anyway, nothing ever changes because humanity never learns from
history. If I was going to be really cynical I would guess that the New
York bomb was detonated by Al-Quaeda when the Iranians invaded
Southern Iraq with the deliberate intention of provoking the Americans
into nuking the Persians. Which would, of course, simultaneously unite
all Muslims again the Great Satan and cripple Iran, which is the main
obstacle to Al-Qaeda domination of the Muslim world.”

“That’s an interesting idea,” said Mike, “but how would they know
when the Iranians were going to invade Iraq. It takes time to set up an
operation to deliver any bomb. Let alone a nuclear bomb.”

“Not if the weapon was already in Manhattan, or somewhere close,
and ready to go. Waiting for the right moment. All you would need then
is someone to sit by the phone and press the button. Plenty of fanatics
willing to die for such a triumph of hate.”

“Jesus! You could be right. There was a scare in two thousand and
one when a CIA agent called Dragonfire told the President that Al-
Qaeda had gotten a nuke into the States. Turned out to be a false alarm.
That’s why they created NEST.”
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“NEST?” Caroline queried, “bloody acronyms. I’'m sure the
Americans have degrees in acronymy.”

“Nuclear Emergency Search Team,” Mike replied, “they have high
tech gear to monitor the movement of nuclear weapons and material.”

“Maybe this one got past them. Well, obviously it got past them,”
James said, “it could have been there for a long time. Or in a boat, or
something. Who knows.”

“There might be some low level radiation,” said John Pendle, “which
NEST might be able to detect. But it can be easily shielded from even
the most sophisticated detectors. My guess is that if it was already in
the States it could be delivered to almost any target without detection.”

“Yeah. That’s true,” Mike mused, “but every nuclear weapon also has
a unique build signature. So it will be possible to figure out who made
it from the nuclear debris. I imagine someone is working on that right
now.”

“Only where we already have template fission products from bombs
which have been tested,” John retorted, “neither North Korea or Iran
have tested a proper bomb. We’d know if they had. Satellite detectors,
you know. My guess is that it’s a Russian suitcase bomb. Or a salvaged
tactical artillery shell.”

“Why do you think that?” James asked.

“Because it’s much easier to make big nuclear weapons than small
ones. The one dropped on Hiroshima was in the order of twenty
kilotons. Judging from the damage we’ve seen this one was much
smaller. And only advanced nuclear states have the technology to build
small low yield weapons. Iran does not have the technology to build a
small nuke. If it had been a genuine Iranian bomb there would be a lot
more damage. It’s bad enough. But my guess is Russian. That doesn’t
preclude Iran or Al-Qaeda delivering it though. They just got it from
somewhere else. It’ll be interesting to see what the Russians have to say
if turns out to be one of their missing suitcase bombs.”

“Oh,” said Hilary in tearful exasperation, “you’re doing what you
academics always do. Something terrible happens and all you can do is
debate about it.”

“Well,” James said apologetically, “what else can we do?”

Hilary did not reply immediately.

“Fact is, though” Mike said regretfully, “if these assholes really have
sunk their differences we have a serious problem. The worst possible
thing we could do now would be to retaliate in kind. James is right. If
we start nuking Iran that will certainly unite the whole Muslim world
against us.”

“Let’s hope that calm heads prevail in your Government,” John
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Pendle said, “and in ours.”

“You could think about all those people who’ve lost their loved
ones.” Hilar said eventually, “all those poor dead people. And all those
broken families. All those women whose husbands and lovers and
children will not come home today. All those men and women whose
love has been taken from them.”

Imogen’s fingers tightened their grip on Mike’s hand. She looked up
at him, slumped in the soft sofa, his face riven with grief and anger.

“Do you have family?” she asked softly, “in New York. Friends. Oh,
Mike, I'm so sorry.” The warm body nestled up against him like a
living comfort blanket. Luxuriant dark hair wafted across his face.
Gentle grey eyes searched into his soul.

“No,” Mike replied, “no family. I had friends there. Girl friends. And
guys I know. And my boss. I wonder what has happened to my boss.”
To his own astonishment Mike Throckmorton began to cry. Not
hysterical sobs, but his face twisted in silent pain and hot tears trickled
down his cheeks. He brushed them away with the back of hand but they
did not stop. Imogen stood up and pulled Mike up after her.

“I'm very frightened,” Imogen said quietly, “come with me. Please.”
The broken Mike followed obediently. As the two of them left the room
Lucy turned and looked anxiously at John Pendle, still standing silently
behind the sofa, next to Caroline and James. Pendle’s face was also a
riot of pained incredulity as he struggled to understand how this
beautiful woman who had only just given her body to him could now
be about to do the same to another man. Lucy stood up and came round
the back of the sofa to him. She stood in front of him and took his
hands in hers.

“Don’t be upset about Imogen,” she said, “we do not belong to each
other. But we do love each other. It’s love that binds us. Not sex. All
of us. Unconditional love. No jealousy. You understand. And that
includes Mike, whether we like him or not he’s one of us. We must
love him and he must learn to love us. All of us. He’s beginning to
learn what it means to care for others. At this moment he needs
Imogen’s love. Let it go. Imogen will come back to us. When she
chooses. I love her too, you know. I don’t want her to go with him. But
perhaps she has to. We have to love one another. It’s our first
commandment.”

John nodded reluctantly.

“Then, you must come with me too.”

When they had gone Caroline and James sat down on the sofa on
either side of Hilary. James retrieved the remote control from its hiding
place between the cushions and switched off the endlessly recycling
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television images.

“What will happen now?” Hilary asked, slipping her hand into the
comforting hand of her husband.

James shook his head. “I don’t know,” he said, “depends on how the
President reacts. I hope to God they don’t start sending the nukes.”

“No,” said Hilary, “I meant for the rest of the world. For us.”

“Well,” James thought for a while, “there’ll be chaos in New York
for a time. But the Americans usually pull together in situations like
this. They did after 9/11. And a lot was learned then. They aren’t going
to do anything rash. In theory there could be a global financial collapse
because the bomb will have taken out the entire banking district in
Manhattan. And there will certainly be financial chaos, temporarily. But
I would expect that the banks and corporate institutions in New York
have staff and multiple computer backup elsewhere. Probably on the
West coast. It won’t take long to reestablish the Stock Exchange and the
major commercial banks. These people are not stupid. They will have
learned their lessons. But they will also have lost a great many key
people. There’s going to be a rocky ride. And democracy may take
another hit. I wonder where Drew is. My God!! I hope he wasn’t in
New York.”

“No,” Caroline said, “he was going back to Zurich with Puck and
Sonja, and then to Alonissos to join Sophie and Marcus. He rarely goes
to the States. And anyway I would have felt it if anything had happened
to him. Drew is okay.”

James nodded. “Mike was right,” he said, “it must have been a small
bomb. A conventional ICBM one megaton fusion bomb air burst over
New York would probably kill instantly over two million people and
seriously injure three and half million more. Anyone within around eight
miles of the blast would get third-degree burns. Most buildings within
a five mile radius would be destroyed. But this was much smaller. Ten
kilotons or less. Apart from radiation, the blast and heat effects would
not go much further than a couple of miles, if that. After that the high
rise buildings would progressively absorb most of the flash and blast
damage. People on the higher floors might blown out or sucked out by
the blast wave. People lower down and on the ground would probably
be okay, unless they got hit by falling debris. Then there’s the radiation,
or course. And the firestorm.”

“Still a lot of dead people,” Hilary was crying again. James put her
arm round her and hugged her.

“A lot. Manhattan is one of the most densely populated places in the
world. If you include all those who come into Manhattan to work,
maybe half a million. Maybe more. I don’t know.”
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“How do you know about all of these things, James?” Caroline
looked at him quizzically.

“I write novels,” James replied succinctly.

“And us? England?” Hilary asked

“Well. America has not been destroyed. Life will go on. I expect.
There’ll be more security alerts and that kind of thing, and probably
some economic hardship. But it’s not like an all out nuclear war. It
rather depends on what the Americans do next. And whether there are
anymore nuclear suitcase bombs out there.”

They sat in silence for a while, Hilary didn’t normally cry about
anything, unlike Sophie and Imogen who would cry at the fall of a
sparrow, but she was still sobbing. Caroline put her arm round Hilary’s
shoulder.

“We need to think about something else,” Caroline said. Hilary
nodded. “I think Lucy and Imogen had the right idea,” Caroline’s voice
was softly seductive.

“You know I won’t do that,” Hilary sobbed, “I’ve never agreed with
that. I don’t mind the nude meditation, and all that. But I won’t share
James.”

Caroline looked at James. “Do you remember,” she said, “when we
were all young we used to give our bodies to sad people just to cheer
them up.”

James remembered only too well, even though it was over thirty
years since he had lain beside Caroline after his first wife had died, and
Caroline had made love to him. Hilary knew about this, of course,
because they had no secrets from each other. But Hilary had never really
come to terms with the intimate polyamorous relationship between
Marcus and Sophie and Caroline and Drew Quatermain and still could
not understand how four people could love each equally, without any
hint of jealousy.

“We’ll just go to bed together,” Caroline said gently, “just be
together and hold each other.” She stroked Hilary’s cheek with the back
of her hand, “and if you want to you can make love to James, and I
will share it with you. And I can make love to you and we can both
share it with James. You’ve never really crossed that barrier, have you.
Never really been a full part of us. Never fully shared our
consciousness.”

Hilary shook her head. Silent tears trickled down her cheeks.

“They’re making love,” Caroline continued, “can’t you feel them?
Open your mind and let them in. It’s beautiful. Isn’t it.”

Hilary allowed her psychic guard to slip as it had done, so long ago,
when she had first met Caroline and Sophie. At the fringes of her soul
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she momentarily experienced the gentle passion flowing between the
young people in the bedrooms above them. She felt the clinging warmth
of their bodies, the luscious kisses, the sensuous slither of naked breasts
brushing over naked skin, the stiff thrill of erect men penetrating the
gentle yielding bodies, the endless shared orgasm, the melting flesh
merging into one soul. She turned to Caroline and nodded.

“I remember,” she said, “long ago, here, in this house, by the
swimming pool, when I first met you and Sophie and you first came
into my mind and freed me of my demons. I remember how beautiful
it was. I thought then that you were lesbians. And I wondered what it
would be like. To make love to a woman. I’'m content with James. But
still, I’ve always wondered.”

“It’s very restful,” Caroline said sadly, “you know that we are one
family. One family. We share everything. Our bodies and our souls. And
at this moment we need the peace our bodies can sometimes bring to
our souls. I'm frightened too. We all are. I desperately need to make
love to someone. So do you. So does James. We need to affirm life.
Come with me. Please. James. You too.”
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CHAPTER 16

In Imogen’s bedroom at Croxton Hall Mike Throckmorton propped
himself up on one arm and looked at the woman sleeping beside him.
She was, without doubt, one of the most beautiful women he had ever
slept with. He didn’t normally look much at women’s faces, subscribing
instead to the chauvinist notion that it was not necessary to look at the
mantlepiece whilst poking the fire. So his eyes were generally drawn to
breasts and legs which were, in the opinion of his insatiably misguided
missile, more pleasurable than faces. This woman had the best of these
in spades. Her breasts were large, but not too large, high and firm, and
tipped with dark brown nipples encircled by large areola. Her torso was
short and snake hipped; thighs and legs slim and endless. The whole
delicious package was encased in a soft and flawless skin, tanned to a
uniform golden brown, even down to the hairless pudenda from which
he had so recently withdrawn his own exhausted flesh. Her body was as
near perfect as any he had ever seen, and he had seen far more than his
fair share. She was every man’s lewdest dream.

But now, now, it was her face that fascinated him. It was both
childishly innocent and unbelievably sexy. Small and delicate, framed in
soft wavy black hair flecked with rays of auburn. A Mediterranean face,
Greek, or Italian, but squarer and with a stronger jaw line and a luscious
kissable mouth. And how she had kissed. Beyond his wildest
imagination. And how she had fucked. Not the violent rumpy pumpy he
was used to, or the strangely tantric sex he had experienced with the
enigmatic Caroline. This creature flowed into him as though her whole
body had become a symbiot, absorbing him into her own flesh and
sharing every living cell of it with him. She gave him everything she
had to give. Her flesh and her soul. And it lasted for ever. Slow, gentle
and unrelenting. When they did eventually climax it was not with a
sudden orgasmic explosion but with languorous waves of escalating
passion until both bodies became one and surfed down a whiteout of
sublime ecstasy which catapulted their minds into infinity. For an instant
Mike felt himself beginning to fall again into that dark spiral down
which Caroline had taken him to he knew not where. But this time the
consciousness that travelled with him held him back and stood beside
him in on the edge of a coruscating whiteness so brilliant that it seared
his eyes. Except that he had no eyes. No ears. No touch. No senses at
all. What he saw and felt was all in his mind and he saw it all with the
clarity of the sharpest dream.

“This is what it’s like” her mind whispered, “this is where we came
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from and where we go to. This is death. And life. And love. And there
is nothing here but love. Infinite love.”

He felt the conscious presence of innumerable souls united into one
sentient consciousness, as old as time, folding round him, aware,
intelligent, watching, waiting for their turn to enjoy the sparrow flight
through the life of flesh. He was overwhelmed with a sublime love for
all life, and for this life in particular. Then the brightness faded and he
fell back into a dreamless sleep. Now, awake and filled with
unaccustomed tenderness, he gently traced the contours of her face with
his fingers. Her forehead, the dark brown black eyebrows, the delicate
high cheekbones, the lips, the small straight nose, the strong square chin.
The gorgeous sleek dark hair. It was a face familiar from the forgotten
dreams at the end of that temporal lift shaft that had twice taken him
back to his beginning. It was the face of all the women in that strange
circle, the nine bodies, three male, six female. The Square of Three. It
was the face of the goddess who had taken his ancestral hand and
spared him the pain of death. It was a face shaped by matrilineal genetic
codes which had not changed significantly in forty millennia. When she
opened her eyes he would look into the solemn grey of her father and
not the liquid dark eyes of her mother. But that was the only change
and it was a change which signified a new direction.

This child was almost pure. A true lineal descendant of the Others.
The Lordly Ones. Until now her ancestors had never accepted anything
from their fathers. But this one had. Which meant that her father must
also be exceptional. Caroline, Lucy, Amethyst, Hilary, all of them except
Imogen’s mother Sophie, were only partially complete. They were like
him, hybrids. Partly human, but also in different measures part of
whatever the Lordly Ones had once been, passed on through the
matrilineal DNA of those altered Neanderthal women and absorbed into
the warp and weft of human evolution through rape and slavery. But this
one’s DNA had never changed, because she had never allowed it to
change. And now, millennia later she was the product of a union
between another pure female, and the equally pure Marcus Scott,
reuniting a genetic pathway which had been lost for millennia. This one
could have extraordinary powers. And so could her brother.

Her brother. And then he remembered Nikos’ wife, Ayesha. Not for
nothing was she called Ayesha. The immortal goddess of Rider
Haggard’s famous novel. Like Imogen, but more so. Even closer to that
matrilineal ancestry. The child of the mute clairvoyant Yasmine Allam
and his own distant relative, Drew Quatermain. Pure as the finest
diamond. Ayesha would never die. But she could be killed, as her
husband, Imogen’s twin, Nikos had been killed. They had failed to save
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him. But Ayesha was alive. Somewhere. How was it possible? Not one
of the distant descendants of the Lordly Ones but six, counting the two
men, Marcus Scott and Drew Quatermain, who must also share that
same unique DNA. Could eternity really shake the genetic dice and
throw together six creatures, whose origins lay in an inexplicable and
remote past, with the blind intention of recreating a lost species of
humanity? Or was Caroline telling the truth. Was there really an
intelligence guiding this? An intelligence beyond comprehension? An
intelligence forged from the sum of the memories of all of those dead
lives? Intervening now in the genetic future of humanity? Or not
humanity. Something else.

“Caroline never lies. None of us lie. We can’t lie. Not proper lies.
Just as we can’t kill. Why are you thinking about these things?”

The great grey gorgeous eyes opened slowly and looked into Mike’s
eyes.

“Because I want to know the truth.”

“The truth is that we are different. That’s all. Not better or worse.
Just different.”

“I want to know about the past. About where we came from. About
why our two species had such a special relationship.”

“I know nothing of this. I have never been there. I have never been
Sfurther back than that dream my mother had of the woman of Weshesh.
The Trojan Greek woman who was my ancestor, being raped by an
ancient Egyptian. The moment at which she became truly aware of what
she was. You’ve read the book. You know what I mean.”

“I've read the book. But I didn’t believe it.”

“Do you believe it now?”

Mike nodded.

“You realise,” Imogen whispered, pulling his face down towards her
breasts, “you realise that we’ve been talking with our minds. You have
unlocked your telepathy. You are certainly one of us.”

Once again, for no apparent reason, Mike started to cry.

“You are like us. We cry for no reason. My mother cries. She’s a
strong person, and able, and confident, but she cries. It’s as though all
the pain of time suddenly weighs on us. We wonder who we are and we
cannot grasp the truth. We cry for what we lost, so long ago. And for
all of us who died horrible deaths because humans thought they were
witches, or worse.” “There, there, cry on my breasts and I will cry with
you. You are no longer the person you thought you were.”

Mike allowed the tears to flow and buried his sobbing face in her
infinitely comforting body. All his life he had avoided the involvement
that comes with love. Now, for the first time, the infinite tenderness of
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love breathed life into his iron heart, and the irony of it was, he
thought, the irony was that this woman, who he loved beyond reason,
could never be his alone, never belong to him alone, because the love
that radiated from her soul was unconditional love for all of her kind.

“You must not be jealous,” Imogen whispered, gently stroking his
hair, “jealousy is our greatest enemy. It is the curse of humans. It
poisons their entire lives. Jealousy, greed, envy. The source of all evil.
We share everything. Everything. I will love you. But I also love Lucy,
and John Pendle, and any one else who is like us. We give our bodies
freely as an act of love and friendship. You must accept it. It is love
that binds us together, not sex. John must also learn to accept it. It is
the way we are. The way we have always been. For sex for pleasure we
can be with any of our kind. But for sex for companionship we go in
threes. Always in threes. Two female and one male. Lucy can tell you
why. Three is a prime number. You must accept that I am already in a
triad. I am with Lucy and John Pendle, just as Lucy’s mother is with
Sophie and Marcus, and Yesha and Nikos with Amethyst. I will sleep
with you whenever you need me, until such time as you find your own
triad, and even after that, for pleasure, if we want to. We all adore sex.
We are obsessed with it. But none of us belongs to each other. Not
because we are separate entities, like humans, but because we are one
entity in separate bodies. When we make love to each other our
consciousness merges and sometimes we can feel the ekstasis, the
release of our souls to that universal consciousness to which we all
belong. We felt it just now. And when that happens it is sublime.”

“I thought you weren’t supposed to know,” Mike said quietly,
“according to Scholars and Gentlemen.”

“Our parents thought they could keep us out of their minds. They
were mistaken. But we never let them know what we know. Or what we
are. We are much stronger than them. They have no idea what we could
do, if we tried. And they’ve developed methods to keep us out which
actually help wus. It’s almost as though there is some kind of
evolutionary struggle going on to force us to develop our paranormal
powers. I try not to think about it. I can cope with telepathy. But it is
awesome to think that we may never die.”

“Do you believe that?”

“Uncle Drew explained it to me and to Lucy. And he wanted me to
explain it to you, once you had read the book. Our parents are not
ageing. And we can consciously change our bodies, to a small extent.
Sophie taught us how to do that. We just do silly girly things with it,
because we're frightened to do anything else. But when we were
children....then....but none of us can remember. Only Nikos used to do
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some interesting things with his bits. But, unconsciously, who knows
what our bodies are doing. And who knows what we are capable of
when we are really challenged. Remember the Square of Three. The men
who were torturing Nikos and Yesha. We knocked them out. In the end
we couldn’t kill them ourselves. We were going to let you kill them. But
something stopped us. Then Lucy got frightened and Caroline came up
with an alternative.”

Mike rolled himself off Imogen’s breasts and sat up.

“What about Nikos and Ayesha?”

Imogen nodded and started to cry.

“Alive. But poor Nikos has been horribly burned. My poor brother,”
she wept, “he is dying.”

“Wait a minute,” Mike’s analytical mind reminded itself of his half
forgotten mission, “How do you know they’re alive?”

Imogen continued to cry, “because we would have felt it if they had
died. The soul cries out to us. And anyway Uncle Drew told us. Yesha
is okay. But Nikos is in a coma. I can’t connect to him. His mind is
blank. His consciousness is somewhere else.”

“How were they found?”

“Yesha had a phone but it wasn’t a tracker and it didn’t get switched
on until it was almost too late. It took too long for Uncle Drew’s people
to home in on the exact location. We got there first, or Lucy did,
somehow. I think she teleported. Somehow. None of us has ever done
that. But Lucy...Lucy understand....the maths. Then we disabled the
torturers and Lucy somehow released Yesha and Nikos, she doesn’t
know how. But then they lost consciousness. Then the Trikos security
people arrived with the police. They were very close and got there very
quickly, but too late to save Nikos from being badly burned. Poor Nikos.
He may never make love again. Poor Yesha. Poor Sophie and Marcus.
Their poor son. My poor brother. You know, they were lying in the
garden in each other’s arms, where Lucy left them.”

“And the men? The men who were torturing Nikos and Yesha?”

“They are alive. I think.”

“And what was Caroline’s alternative to death?”

“We did something to their brains. We gave them a gift. We gave
them the gift of truth. Now they cannot lie. That was Caroline’s
alternative.”

“And where are they? The men?”

Imogen shrugged and made a little moue. “The police have them.
They’ll be charged, I suppose.”

Mike lay back on his pillow and put his hands behind his head.

“So that’s why none of you have been noticeably upset. Jesus,” Mike
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pulled a face, “why are you telling me this? Why didn’t Drew
Quatermain tell me when he was here?”

“Because he wanted to be sure that you were one of us and that
meant one of us had to make love to you. Caroline and Lucy are too
quick to be swayed by reason. Love is the only certain test. And he
wanted you to be fully unlocked, so that we can find out exactly what
your powers are.”

“And now you’re sure?”

“Yes, you are able to love me. If you can love me you can love all
of us, and if you love us we can trust you. We need you Mike. We
need your strength. You have enormous strength. You are one of us. But
you are subtly different and we don’t know how you are different. We
need to find out. Sooner or later you will have to make love to Lucy.”

“It was you, wasn’t it. In my dream. It was you who brought the
animal to be killed. Not Lucy. You put its mind to sleep, and I killed
its body.”

Imogen sat up and looked at him intently, “you have these dreams
too?”

“Only twice, when I was with Caroline. Not with you. With you it
was different.”

“Ah, there will be more of them. Our past lives roam around in our
subconscious. It can be a pain sometimes. But it wasn’t me. It must
have been Lucy. I could never kill anything. Even by proxy.”

Mike looked around Imogen’s cluttered room. Imogen was not a tidy
person. Clothes, boxes, shoes, hats, bras, knickers, books, magazines,
hair brushes, bric a brac of one kind or another littered the floor. The
wood panelled walls were decorated with posters, mostly of films and
film stars. It was a lively imitation of chaos, but Mike suspected that if
Imogen wanted to find something she would know exactly were it was.
He had been wrong about Imogen. Wrong to think that she was just sex
incarnate. This young woman was highly intelligent and very well
educated. Sexy, and smart with it. Maybe more than a match for her
ascetic and intellectual half sister.

“Mum thinks I’'m messy,” Imogen said, in reply to his unvoiced
thoughts, “she’s very tidy. My grandfather was a sailor and taught her
to travel light and put things away. ’ve never really been able to do
that.”

Mike relaxed back onto the bed and looked at the ceiling. It was
decorated with patterns of symmetrical triangles bounded by plaster
moulded to look like twisted rope. At the intersecting corners of each
triangle were little plaster rosettes. Triangles again. Everything revolved
round threes.
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“Do you love John Pendle?” he asked, without quite knowing why.

Imogen pulled a face and said nothing. Mike drew his own inference.
Imogen was with Pendle because Lucy had chosen to be with Pendle.

“It’s not something to worry about,” said Imogen, reading his mind,
“I shall be like Caroline who loves Sophie and shares Marcus with her.
But she also went with Drew, and any one else she fancied. We’re like
that. I shall always be free to sleep with you. If you want me to. But
now, I think we should get up and go for a walk. Before it gets dark.”

“Wait a minute,” said Mike, thoughtfully, “you don’t approve of John
Pendle do you. You think Lucy should have gone with me. Am I right?”

“I think,” Imogen chose her words carefully, “that John Pendle is a
fine person. And he is one of us. Therefore I love him. But there are
many men like him, sensitive to the cosmic consciousness, poets and
musicians, physicists, and physicians, mathematicians, scholars, artists,
creative souls of all kinds. That was our genetic gift to humans. Their
genetic gift to us was death. By allowing ourselves to breed with them
we lost our immortality. But John Pendle doesn’t have your strength.
He’s like James Sinclair, a creative mind with an insight into the
sublime, but you are like my father and Drew Quatermain. You have
enormous psychic energy which empowers all of us. John doesn’t have
that. I think that we have a duty to breed with the strongest of our kind.
Lucy has allowed her reason to override her heart. John Pendle is not
the best breeding stock.” Imogen’s words were less well chosen than
they might have been.

“You sound like a bloodstock dealer,” Mike said angrily, “is that all
I am. Breeding stock?”

“Men like you are very rare. And you are even more rare because
you are not quite the same as us genetically. We need your strength and
we need your genetic variance. You understand.” Mike felt the desperate
emphasis in her voice.

“Jesus Christ,” Mike muttered, “is that to be my future with your
people. A fucking super stud?”

“Is that such a bad thing?” Imogen started to cry again, “I didn’t
mean to insult you. Forgive me. My parents made a mistake because
they didn’t understand what was expected of them. In their youth, when
they were our age, they were unbelievably promiscuous. But then they
fell in love with each other and are happy with each other. And the
promiscuity mostly stopped. And they had children. Us.”

“So, what are you getting at? I'm sure you can have children by
anyone you like. You are all extremely promiscuous.”

“I don’t think so,” Imogen’s voice had fallen to a whisper, “Yesha’s
mum died in childbirth. Caroline had only one child, though she
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conceived twins. Sophie was the only one who actually had twins. And
in all the years since we were born neither Sophie nor Caroline have
conceived again, though they have always been sexually active with both
Marcus and Drew, until Drew remarried, and I know that my mum
desperately wanted more children. Caroline, less so. I don’t think we can
have lots of children. I think we can breed only once in our endless
lifetimes, and never more than twins and nearly always female. If they
survive. That’s why Nikos is so important to us.” Imogen was sobbing,
“I think that’s why our species nearly died out in the first place.
Because there were too few men with the power to sustain our genetic
legacy. And now we’re doing the same thing again because, in spite of
what they say, Marcus and Drew reined in their promiscuity because
they are so in love with our mothers. It’s ironic; we live for love and
love is our life, yet too much love may be our nemesis. Your inability
to truly love may be the key to our survival because you can go forth
and multiply without ever becoming too attached to any of us. Ironic.
The human part of me wants you for myself. The other part knows that
it must share you with the rest of our world.”

Imogen collapsed sobbing onto Mike’s chest. He held her tight. “Is
there any reason why you can’t have my children? Is there some law
that says you have to be in a threesome?” he asked.

“No,” said Imogen tearfully, “it’s not that. It’s Lucy’s children I'm
worried about. Lucy should not have children by John Pendle. He’s nice,
but he doesn’t have anything to contribute genetically. She should have
your children. Because.... well, you know why. And so should I. And if
Nikos can’t give Yesha children, then there’s no male left who is equal
to us. Except you. Our fathers can’t have children by their children.
That would be genetic folly. And we can’t love humans because we
would always outlive them and the pain of their deaths would be
unbearable to us. We can only truly love our own kind.”

Mike shook his head in despair. Rationally he knew that Imogen was
right, always assuming their presumption that they were a divergent
species was correct, but none of it made sense. Even if the older women
were no longer fertile, in the short term there was no scientific reason
why Marcus Scott should not father children by Yesha, or Drew
Quatermain by Imogen and Lucy. But the longer term consequences
might be disastrous.

“According to Scholars and Gentlemen Drew Quatermain thought that
one third of all women could have the combined telepathy and longevity
genes. That could be more than a billion women throughout the world.
I don’t think that even I could cope with that,” Mike said ruefully.

Imogen started to laugh, tears suddenly forgotten. “You could have
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a go,” she giggled, “but actually it’s far fewer. Those who belong to our
genetic family and have retained significant telepathic and longevity
genes are probably around forty thousand. Still a lot, but only a small
proportion of them are of childbearing age. Maybe ten thousand. And
most of them now work for the Trikos Group. That’s three a day, let’s
say, for ten years, with occasional days off to screw me. You could
cope with that, Casanova. And, since it’s now too late to go for a walk,
you can make a start by coping with me.”
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CHAPTER 17

Wayne Kraitmann, he of the extra large dick, sat quietly in the police
interview room and tried to figure out what the hell he was doing there.
The last thing he remembered was waving a blowtorch at the dude’s
pecker. Then there had been a swarm of white lights blazing inside his
brain and he had passed out. Later, much later, he had woken up in a
police cell and now he was being interviewed by a polite limey cop who
wanted to know his name.

“Call me Wayne,” he said.

“Your surname? “ the officer asked.

“My surname?” Wayne rummaged around in his memory for his
surname, “Yeah, Kraitmann. Wayne Kraitmann.”

“Wayne Kraitmann?”

“Yeah. That’s right.”

The polite policeman made a careful note at the top of a form. “And
your home address?”

Kraitmann struggled again to remember where he came from.
Eventually it came to him. “Yeah, 24A Hunniset Grove, Ingleside, San
Francisco. Yeah. Jeez I’ve got a headache,” he muttered. His brain felt
as though it had been pummelled by Mike Tyson then crushed into a
matchbox.

“I meant your address in England,” the polite policeman continued.
Kraitmann focussed on him. He was in his forties. Short, with a round
face and soft black hair shaved to the contours of his scalp so that it
looked like a medieval skull cap. He was dressed in a cheap dark suit,
with a tie and a clean blue shirt.

“Oh,” said Kraitmann, “England. Jeez. I dunno. Somewhere in
London. I guess. I can’t remember. Near some place. Aston? Acton. I
dunno. I just got off the subway and walked. I know how to get there.
I don’t remember the address.”

“That’s not good enough,” the policeman replied. Kraitmann
shrugged.

“Tough,” he said.

“Do you have legal representation?” the policeman asked, moving to
another section of his form.

“Why?”

“Well,” the policeman continued calmly, “you were arrested in the
commission of a very serious offence. You will need a good lawyer.”
“Fuck that,” Kraitmann replied, “I wanna speak to the embassy.”

“Yes,” the policeman replied with studied calmness, “in time.”
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“What fucking offence?” Kraitmann demanded, “I’ve only been here
three days.”

The policeman lounged back in his chair and looked quizzically at
Kraitmann. The American was in his early twenties. Poker faced with
a reddish complexion and a fashionable spiky hair cut dyed blonde and
held in place with gel. He was very fit, very fit indeed. Inspector David
Grainger did not fancy his chances if this fellah got violent. For that
reason there were two large uniformed constables in the interview room,
as well as Grainger’s bag man who also knew how to handle himself.

Grainger picked up another form. “You are charged,” he said, “with
kidnapping, rape, murder, assault with felonious intent, unauthorised
possession of firearms. You name it. You did it.”

“What are you fucking talking about, “ Kraitmann exclaimed, “who
am | suppose to have kidnapped?”

“You don’t know?”

“No, I fucking don’t know.” Little shards of light suddenly lit up in
the deepest recesses of Kraitmann’s memory. “Oh, you mean them? The
packages.”

“I mean the daughter and son in law of Drew Quatermain. One of
the richest men in the world.”

“Oh,” Kraitmann repeated, “them. Yeah. Well, yeah. Sure, we
kidnapped them. But we were only acting under orders. There is a war
on you know.”

“What do you mean, acting under orders. You soldiers or something.”

“Soldiers?” Kraitmann replied, “Sure, I was a soldier. Now I work
for the CIA. I’'m with the good guys.”

“I hardly think that raping and torturing an innocent young women
and her husband counts as being one of the good guys.”

“Yeah, yeah, but we have to obey orders.”

“And who gave you these orders? Tell the truth.” Grainger did not
believe that Kraitmann worked for the CIA. It was inconceivable that the
CIA would snatch the daughter of a leading industrialist and try to hold
him to ransom by torturing her. Kraitmann was lying through his teeth.

Kraitmann struggled with the irritating little flashes of brilliant light
which persistently blocked the synaptic pathways which connected his
brain to his elusive counter interrogation training.

“Lange,” he said eventually, “Ormen Lange.”

“And where would we find him?”

“Langley, 1 suppose.”

“And of course,” Grainger said sarcastically, “you have his phone
number. Mr Lange at Langley.”

“Yeah, sure I have it. But we mostly use the secure socket on the
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Langley web site. I'm supposed to report in. If I don’t report in you’re
going to be in deep shit. You don’t mess with these dudes.”

“Perhaps you’d like to tell me his phone number. Write it down for
me, so we can ring him and corroborate your story.” He pushed a
notepad and pen across the desk to the American. Kraitmann looked at
it blankly.

“Go ahead. Write it down.”

Kraitmann struggled with the pen and eventually committed a
complex sequence of numbers to paper. It was getting stuffy in the
interview room and his headache was getting worse. Grainger tore off
the note and handed it to his bag man who left the room.

“What was the purpose of this kidnapping,” Grainger continued,
“money?”

“I don’t know. We don’t get told fucking purposes. I had my orders.
That’s all.”

Okay then, let’s approach this from another angle. What were your
orders?”

“Yeah, okay, sweet. Our orders.” Kraitmann thought for a few
minutes, “Yeah. The packages were delivered to us by another group.
Limeys dressed up as cops. Our orders were to humiliate them and
video them being humiliated. Then fucking stress them so they did their
psi power thing. We were like free to do what we wanted with them.
Sweet.”

“Psi power?”

“Yeah, yeah. These guys are supposed to be telepaths or something.
If they get stressed they can kill people by thinking at them. Real cool
weapon that. Zap, you’re dead.”

Grainger stared at the ceiling in disbelief. This creature was off its
trolley.

“Why the video?”

“Dunno. Lange wanted it all videoed, is all. We were supposed to do
Gonzo on the broad and torture the dude.”

“Gonzo?” Grainger was unfamiliar with this word.

“Yeah, yeah, Gonzo. Gonzo sex. You know, violent sex. Knock her
about. Screw her, oral her, shoot off in her face, anal. Humiliate her.
That kind of thing.”

“But why video it? We have the video. You and your associates are
all there doing it. You aren’t even wearing masks. You’re bang to rights.
It’s not me that’s in deep shit. It’s you. And you were torturing the boy.
With a blowlamp. Why? Why would anyone in the CIA order you to do
that.”

“Dunno. Just orders. Leverage, we were told. To put pressure on the
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father. And we don’t need masks. The tech guys fuzz out our faces
when they edit the stuff.”

“But they could see you.”

“They?”

“Your packages. Mr and Mrs Scott.”

“Oh well. Yeah. Not a problem.”

The bag man came back into the room and whispered in Grainger’s
ear. Grainger stood up and left the room with the bag man. A few
minutes later they returned.

“Well,” said Grainger, smiling affably at Kraitmann, “it appears there
is no Ormen Lange in the CIA.”

“Well, there wouldn’t be, would there,” Kraitmann said, “it’s all need
to know. And deniability. They ain’t going to give anything away. Try
the website.”

“How do we get to it?”

“You’ll need my username and pin,” Kraitmann added.

“Write it down.”

Kraitmann scribbled out another long sequence of digits and letters.

Grainger watched in disbelief. He was now totally convinced that
Kraitmann was a fraud. No trained CIA agent would spill all the beans
without someone else stamping forcefully on the can. Grainger had not
needed to provide even a hint of a blowlamp to apply pressure to
Kraitmann. It had all come tumbling out and none of it could possibly
be true. The rest of the surviving members of his group had come up
with pretty much the same story, but Kraitmann appeared to be the
leader and he alone appeared to know who he claimed to be working
for. The other three were just goons. Grainger did not expect to find
anything on the website. It could wait.

“Okay,” he said, looking reassuringly at Kraitmann, “suppose I accept
your story as true. Why were you torturing the boy?”

“Well, see. This is like hard to believe,” once again Kraitmann
struggled with his memory. “See, these packages are supposed to be
telepathic and like they can move things with their minds. But they need
to be provoked. So the idea was to torture the boy and see if the girl
would like help him. Using her psychic powers.”

“You expect me to believe this crap,” Grainger said.

Kraitmann looked nonplussed. “It’s the fucking truth,” he said, “I
swear to God. It’s the truth.”

Grainger turned despairingly to his bag man, grimaced, and then
turned back Kraitmann. “And another thing, Mr Kraitmann. Who was
the dead man?”

“Oh him. He was a medic. He worked for someone else. He was
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trying to stop us completing our mission. We were having a real good
time. I had to whack him.”

“So you admit killing this man?”

“Yeah. Sure. He was a threat to the mission.”

“And what were you going to do with the ‘packages’, as you called
them, when you got what you wanted. Given that they would have no
difficulty recognising you in court.”

Kraitmann looked embarrassed. “Like I said. No problemo. We were
authorised to take executive action.”

“Executive action?” Grainger raised his eyebrows, “meaning?”

“We could like wipe them.”

“You mean kill them?”

“Yeah. Like that,” Kraitmann seemed puzzled that anyone could ask
such a stupid question.

“Yes,” Grainger had had enough, for the time being, “I thought so.
One last thing. When the police were called to the house by Drew
Quatermain’s security people you and your associates were unconscious.
Why was that?”

“Dunno. One minute | was doing a number on the guy. Next I’'m in
a police cell. Drew Quatermain’s security people? They found us? Shit.
The phone that fucking bitch had up her fucking cunt. Shit. That’s how
they found us. I guess they must have hit us with some kind of
anaesthetic gas grenade. We have this stuff. And it works man. It sure
works.”

“There’s no evidence of that. Quatermain’s people say that when they
arrived you were already unconscious. And your ‘packages’ were out in
the back garden lying in each other’s arms. Somehow they had got
themselves free. How do you explain that?”

“Dunno. I was like unconscious. But the packages were in restraint,
last thing I remember. Handcuffed to the fucking chairs. No way could
they have got free. Though.......,” Kraitmann struggled with an elusive
memory which danced at the edge of recollection but eventually eluded
him. He shrugged, “maybe Anstruther sent backup for the medic. Maybe
the backup hit us when he found we’d killed the medic. I dunno”

“Anstruther? Who is Anstruther?”

“Some Air Force guy. Supposed to be on Lange ’s team. But I guess
he had his own agenda.”

“Okay,” Grainger looked at his watch, “we’ll suspend this interview
for the time being. Recorder off. Please.” He stood up. “Take him back
to the cells.”

The two constables eased Kraitmann out of his chair.

“Oh,” said Grainger, almost as an afterthought, “you haven’t seen the
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news have you.” He took a newspaper out of his briefcase and handed
it to Kraitmann. The whole of the front page was take up with an aerial
photograph of what had once been the financial district Manhattan,
framed by a semi circle of flame extending from the waterfront. A large
chunk of New York no longer existed. Kraitmann’s jaw dropped.

In the privacy of his own office Dave Grainger fired up his computer
and went to the CIA web address given to him by Wayne Kraitmann.
The address was not the normal CIA public access web site and
consisted of little more than a secure login form. Dave indolently tapped
in the user name and pin kindly donated by his cooperative detainee. To
his intense surprise and considerable embarrassment the login was
accepted and he found himself looking at Wayne Kraitmann’s standard
communication and report page, complete with 256k encryption
protocols. Wayne Kraitmann was telling the truth. Carillons of alarm
bells rang in Dave Grainger brain. He rapidly logged out and called his
opposite number in Special Branch.

The phone call and momentary computer contact also rang alarm
bells in Langley, but they were initially ignored because larger and more
pressing alarms were focussing all minds on the threat of another
terrorist nuclear strike. Once that imperative had moved down the scale
of intelligence priorities a CIA analyst picked up the flagged access to
Kraitmann’s encrypted e-mail and passed the information on to
Kraitmann’s controllers.

“What the fuck is going on here!” Ormen Lange yelled at the
messenger, “Why is the report blank? He should have reported by now.”

The woman clerk winced and looked confused. It was not her job to
figure out why stuff happened. She just shuffled stuff along until it
reached someone who knew what it meant.

“Have you back tracked on this,” Greg Barbas enquired, more gently,
“do we know where he called in from?”

“There’s an IP trace on the computer,” the woman replied tentatively,
“and the phone call was logged. The Brit police wanted to speak to
you.”

“And?”

“Standard denial. But both ....traced back to a police station in some
place called,” she hesitated, “Shroosbury? England?”

“Was there nothing on the report?” Lange asked.

“No. He logged in and logged straight out again. No entries at all.”

Barbas looked at Lange and then back at the woman clerk. He
gestured to her to leave.
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“You thinking what I’m thinking?”” Lange said.

“Anstruther’s source said they were dead,” Barbas said.

“Possibly not. We know the police took bodies away. But we only
assumed they were dead. Maybe not. Maybe that’s what they wanted us
to think. Obviously the cops have them,” Lange grimaced. The last thing
he wanted was Special Ops people in the hands of the British police.
“They wouldn’t talk though. These guys are tough as hell. And anyway
those pussyfooting Brits don’t use aggressive interview techniques. It has
to be Kraitmann’s gotten to a computer somehow and just had time to
logon and logoff. He’s smart. He’s figured we can find him from the IP
address.”

“Do we get them out? It won’t be easy. The Brits get pissed when
they find we’ve fucked with them. And what if they have the video
cards?” Barbas replied.

“They’ll sure as hell be pissed and if they have the video we’ll be
seriously fucked. It’s critical that the Brits don’t find out that Kraitmann
is working for us. It’s too risky to try to wipe them in the UK. We have
to get them back. And in any case we’re tied up investigating this nuke
at least until Christmas, and probably beyond. But ’'m not giving up on
Quatermain. And I don’t want to hear anymore about Wayne Kraitmann.
He fucked up. And there’s a price for fucking up. So this is what we
do.”

“Fake website?” Dave Grainger said incredulously. John Sheridan
ignored the no smoking sign on Grainger’s door, lit a cheroot and
looked at the ceiling.

“Seems so0,” he said, “my contact in the CIA had it checked out.
Apparently some American university students have been trying to
incorporate the CIA into an online virtual reality game. Second Life, I
think it’s called. You can create an avatar for yourself and inhabit a
cyberspace world where you can be anything you like, including being
a virtual CIA agent fighting virtual terrorists. I’ve had a look at it. It’s
certainly there. They’ve even got a virtual mock up of Langley. Maybe
your prisoner knew about this and used it to distract you.”

Grainger pulled a face. “Avatar,” he said, “what’s an avatar.”

“A virtual identity in cyberspace. You can create any persona you
fancy. It’s all completely anonymous. They just used it as a cover for
a straightforward ransom kidnapping. That’s all.”

“Well,” Grainger said regretfully, “it still doesn’t solve my problem.
I’ve got four homicidal Americans who insist they are CIA agents,
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caught red handed in the commission of horrendous crimes. What am I
supposed to do?”

Sheridan thought for a while. “Think about it,” he said eventually,
“do you seriously believe that an undercover agent would openly admit
to working for the CIA without being subject to extreme duress,
especially in a potentially high profile case like this? Think what would
happen if this ever got out to the press. There would be hell to pay.
Anyway, they weren’t actually caught red handed, were they. You
arrived after Drew Quatermain’s security people. How do you know they
didn’t plant them there?”

“Why would they do that?” Grainger said defensively, “Quatermain
was beside himself. Both his daughter and son in law were unconscious.
The son in law had his prick burned off and is unlikely to survive. The
girl was bleeding from her bum and vagina and was in catatonic shock.
I’ve never seen anything like it. I don’t see why Quatermain would try
to fake anything. He was as anxious as us to catch the villains. And he
cooperated with us all along the line.”

“Quatermain was always two steps ahead of you. And don’t you
think it very strange that these villains were all out cold, with no
obvious explanation as to who put them out. Four tough young men do
not just simultaneously pass out. Something happened to them.”

“Kraitmann thinks he was gassed, “ Dave replied, “but there was no
evidence of that. We’ve rerun the forensics and had additional pathology
tests. There’s no evidence of any known tactical anaesthetic in their
blood. There was a used stun grenade. But that’s just a mega flash bang.
No gas.”

Sheridan folded his arms and lounged back in the chair. Dave
Grainger was not quite sure what to make of this louche young man
with his Hugh Grant face and Oxbridge accent. It said Special Branch
on his warrant card. But it could just as easily have said MIS.

“Could be Mafia, I suppose,” Sheridan continued, “apparently one of
Quatermain’s companies is behind this anti narcotic drug treatment. It
seems to have been a great success. The narcotics industry has taken a
major hit. Dealers have disappeared off the streets. Pity really. I quite
enjoyed the occasional spliff. Doesn’t have any effect on me now. Bit
of a cheek turning us all off without asking our consent. Wonder how
he did it.”

Dave grunted. Druggies always disgusted him, especially yuppy
druggies, but he had to agree that whatever Drew Quatermain’s company
had done it had been a great success, even if it did pose an insoluble
ethical dilemma. Drug use had dwindled to nothing. “Kraitmann just said
he was one of the good guys,” he muttered.
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“Being a good guy is largely a matter of point of view,” said
Sheridan, stubbing out the cheroot in an unused ashtray, “I’'m sure that
there are plenty of arabs who think the people who let off the nuke in
New York are good guys.”

“Yes,” said Dave sadly, “so good they’ll go straight to Paradise and
collect their forty one virgins.”

“Very likely,” John Sheridan replied, “anyway, whatever. I'm
authorised to take this off your hands. This is strictly Special Branch
Business. These people are on an American terrorist wanted list because
of the attempt to hack into the CIA. The Americans want to talk to
them. So...if you’d like to sort out the paperwork I’ll arrange to have
them picked up and moved to London. We’ll take it from there.”

“I’m not happy about this, you know,” Dave Grainger objected, “they
have committed serious offences in this county.”

“But difficult to prove. Unless you can find out who made them
unconscious.”

“For God’s sake, Kraitmann admitted it. He said they were under
orders.”

“Nothing I can do, old chap. My hands are tied. The Americans want
them back. There’s a rendition order on them.”

Sheridan stood up. His interview with this provincial policeman was
at an end. He too had his orders.

“Oh, by the way,” Sheridan added, “they’d like the video memory
cards as well.”

Dave Grainger scratched his skull capped scalp, then looked
quizzically at Sheridan, “how did you know about the video cards?” he
asked.

Sheridan scowled at him, “don’t get clever,” he said in a voice
loaded with menace, “give me the cards please.”

Grainger shrugged and agreed. Better a quiet life.

One week later Wayne Kraitmann and his associates walked across
the tarmac apron at RAF Lakenheath, home of the USAF 48th Tactical
Fighter Wing. At the edge of the apron was a small Raytheon executive
jet.

“Friggin marvellous,” Wayne exclaimed to his colleagues, “first class
to home. I told you they’d extract us. They always do. Fucking limeys.
Fuck them.”

The four men climbed the short boarding ladder and made themselves
comfortable in the luxurious seats. Once the Raytheon was airborne a
uniformed stewardess dispensed drinks from the cocktail cabinet.
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“Nice tits,” he said peering into the ample cleavage revealed as the
girl bent over him with the tray.

“Why thank you sir,” she said with a smiling Southern voice.

“Fancy a gang bang later?” Wayne smirked. The girl’s smile froze.

“No thank you sir,” she replied icily, her mind recoiling in horror
from the images from his deranged consciousness which rampaged
through her telepathic blocks.

“Suit yourself. You’ll be missing the biggest dicks you’re ever likely
to see.” He lounged back in the seat, ogling the tight skirted ass
retreating down the short aisle. “Friggin, fucking marvellous,” Wayne
knocked back a stiff Scotch and held up his glass for more. “Ain’t what
it used to be,” he said, “don’t seem to get smashed any more.”

But after two or three drinks he and his friends were sufficiently
mellow to start reminiscing about past missions and who had raped the
most women. Many more drinks followed and the tortures, rapes and
murders became more and more graphic, each voluble account
accompanied by raucous laughter as the men attempted to outdo each
other in depravity as drunkenness eluded them. The stewardess, sitting
quietly on her own in a seat at the front of the aircraft, heard it all and
felt for herself all the pain and degradation of her kind. She began to
cry, not so loud that anyone could hear, but the tears trickled down her
cheeks and her face crunched up with terror and despair.

There were two other passengers on the plane. Impassive middle aged
men in anonymous dark suits sitting silently at the back, behind
Kraitmann and his soldiers. Hearing everything. Seeing everything. Doing
nothing.

When the plane landed at an anonymous CIA airfield Kraitmann and
his friends were woken by their minders, bundled into the mandatory
black windowed Chrysler Voyager and driven to an underground
debriefing centre in the middle of nowhere. The stewardess stood in the
doorway of the executive jet and watched the car pull away. She wiped
the tears from her eyes and tried to rid her mind of the appalling images
which had flowed into it when she had made that first tentative intrusion
into the malign consciousness of these depraved men. The training she
had received at Trikos Security had not prepared her for this. The minds
she had shared there had been full of love and optimism. The evil she
had seen here was beyond belief. But that was the trouble with evil. It
was beyond belief. Beyond belief that rational creatures could behave
with such depravity; worse than any animals, for animals rarely kill for
pleasure.

She wondered sometimes whether she had been wise to respond to
the letter inviting her to have her DNA tested. Or wise to join this
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subtle community of souls who could read each other’s minds and found
extraordinary spiritual insight in the sharing of each other’s bodies. She
had not, until now, perceived it as dangerous, even though the psychics
who had trained her had warned her to keep her skills concealed and
shown her how to selectively suppress the telepathic babel which
surrounded her. There were many more like her, far more than anyone
had realised, and mostly women. And, as Drew Quatermain’s subtle
computers covertly scanned proliferating government databases for their
unique genetic fingerprints, more potential psychics were identified and
invited to work for Trikos, either directly, or indirectly, then quietly
moved into positions where they could help each other. There was no
cause, no movement, no creed, no agenda, no ultimate plan other than
commitment to the unconditional love of friends, the care of the sick
and needy, and the Darwinian imperative of survival in a hostile world.
Her own psychic skills were modest, hardly more than the capacity for
empathy shared by many women. She could listen to the thoughts of
others, and transmit her own thoughts over short distances, or if she was
in physical contact with another who shared her skills. So far she had
found only women who shared her abilities. Men with these skills were
incredibly rare, though there were some men, gentle men, who had a
simple empathy into which her consciousness could enter. So she shared
her body and her soul with them, and with the women who were like
her. And she passed on to them the modified genes which had been
gifted to her but never fully unlocked because she had never met a man
or woman who had the psychic strength to unlock them.

After it was refuelled the jet took off and returned to its base. When
she got home she rang her Trikos contact and reported what had
happened.

“So,” said Lange , “you fucked up. Why?”

Wayne Kraitmann wriggled in his seat. “I don’t friggin know,” he
muttered.

“You were torturing them,” Barbas said.

“Yeah,” Wayne nodded, “sure, that’s what you told us to do.”

“We didn’t tell you to kill them,” Lange snarled, his gaunt granite
face twisted into a sardonic sneer, “we needed them alive.”

“Stuff happens,” Kraitmann replied, “life is full of shit.”

“Well your life certainly is, and it’s about to get fuller. Why did you
fall over yourself to tell the Brits who you were?”

“I dunno. They asked questions.”

“You didn’t have to tell them anything. You even gave them my
name and a secret CIA web address. What got into your fucking head?”
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Kraitmann shrugged.

“I dunno. I thought it better to tell the truth. It seemed like a good
idea, at the time.”

“You’re a fucking lying bastard. You’re trained to lie. Why would
you tell the truth? Who are you really working for?”

“I work for you,” Kraitmann was beginning to get alarmed. These
were dangerous dudes. His alarm was entirely justified. One of the two
heavies who had been with him in the plane hit him in the stomach,
knocking the breath out of him. When he got his breath back he found
that his wrists and ankles had been shackled to the chair.

“This isn’t fucking necessary,” he gasped, “I told you. I work for
you.”

Another blow, this time to the face. Kraitmann yelled out. This had
not been in his job description. He was the one who doled out the pain.
He spat out a broken tooth and tasted the blood trickling out of his
mouth.

“Are you going to fucking well tell us? Or do you want us to get the
blowtorch? What happened in that goddam house?” Barbas looked at
Lange and then back to Kraitmann, “what did you do to them?”

“We did like you asked. We did the Gonzo and fucked her and all
that and we videoed it. Like we was ordered to do.”

“And where is the goddam video?” Barbas asked.

Kraitmann groaned as a gorilla fist slapped the side of his face. “Shit
man. This isn’t fucking necessary. I'm telling it like it was.”

“Where is the video?” Barbas repeated his question.

“I dunno. The Brits must have it.”

“There’s no mention of it in the MIS report,” Lange said. He
gestured to the gorilla to hit Kraitmann again, “and if they didn’t find
it Quatermain must have it.”

Kraitmann groaned and spat out another tooth.

“Okay.” Barbas resumed the interrogation, “so, what happened next?”

“She had a fucking cellphone up her cunt. Stupid bitch. It got stuck.
We couldn’t get it out. She was like screaming blue fucking murder.
Then the medic came and got it out.”

“Yeah,” Barbas nodded and adjusted his cufflinks, “and who killed
the medic and why?”

“I fucking killed him. He objected to what we were doing. He was
working for Anstruther.”

“That’s certainly true,” Lange agreed, “but was it necessary to kill
him?”

“We were high on it man. Remember how the fucking adrenalin
pounds when you’re beating the fuck out of someone. Who needs drugs.
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You can get like super high on violence. We were having a great time.
He was like gonna spoil the fun.” Another fist pounded into his face,
cutting open his eyebrow. Blood trickled into his eyes blinding him. The
voices of the inquisitors merged into one demonic drone.

“So, you shot him.”

“Yeah, I fucking said so.”

“And then?”

“We got his notes. We tried to like get them to do their psychic
thing. We shot her full of heroin.”

Barbas’s mental ears pricked up, “did you get a result?”

“No, she just went dozy. Nothing. So we like strangled the dude a
bit to wind her up. Still nothing. So we got the blowtorch and roasted
his nuts. That’s the last thing I remember.”

“What happened?”

“I don’t fucking know. We like passed out. Like I told the Brits. One
minute we were roasting this guy’s nuts. He was like burning and
hollering. Then there was like this blinding fucking light. Next thing I
was in a police cell. I sure as hell don’t know what happened.”

“Not good enough. Guys like you don’t pass out unless someone puts
a bullet in you. You’re lying.” Lange said.

“Why did you kill them?” Barbas asked.

“We didn’t fucking kill them,” Kraitmann squealed, “I told the
fucking Brits. They were both alive when we passed out. They were
both fucking cuffed to the fucking chairs. Shit. They were alive. He was
burning, but he was alive. And so was she.”

“According to Anstruther’s source there were seven bodies.”

“Yeah. And four of them are still alive. So what does that prove.”

“You’re lying Kraitmann. Who are you really working for?”

“I