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About Feet of Clay

Hero worship is not just for the masses…

 

Sister Jacobine has a secret. An incredible gift from God. It is also an incredible curse.

 

Sister Jacobine is also the Pope’s hitwoman. When Bishop McGinty gets out of hand with the altar boys, Sister Jacobine is sent to Philadelphia to deliver “greetings” from His Holiness. 

 

In Philadelphia, she meets Rachel Rafferty and her world is turned upside-down. Now, her only possible confidante is Rachel’s brother, the Philadelphia Police Detective that has arrested her for murder.


A Nun With A Gun is a series of short stories and novelettes about Sister Jacobine, the Pope’s hitwoman. They are best read in order.

1.0 Feet of Clay
2.0 A Port in the Storm
3.0 Excommunication
4.0 Requiem Mass
5.0 Den of Lions
6.0 The Narrow Gate

Thriller Short Story



 

Praise for Mark Posey’s Thrillers

Well-fleshed out characters to really care about, and a deep state plot that is very timely given current world affairs.

All in all, an enjoyable page-turner! 
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FEET OF CLAY

“So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen you and help you; I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.” – Isaiah 41:10

 

The stillness in the sitting room would have been eerie had Alice not sat waiting to kill a man countless times before. 

What would he have done differently if he had known today was his last day on earth?

A car pulled up to the curb in front of the brownstone. The headlights shut off and the lone occupant stepped out.

Her left hand moved from the arm of the chair to the butt of the 10mm Tanfoglio Force resting in her lap. The suppressor screwed to the end of the barrel would help the neighbors presume someone had merely slammed a door.

McGinty strode up the walkway to the front door. 

Alice could barely think of him as Bishop McGinty, now. His continued dalliances with pre-teen members of congregations in the archdiocese had left His Holiness no alternative.

She remained still. Any movement might attract his attention. He stepped inside, flicked on the foyer light and shut and locked the door. 

He turned from the door, took one step into the sitting room, and froze.

She leveled the Tanfoglio at him. “Bishop McGinty.” The title emerged like a swear word.

His gaze swept over her and paused on the black veil with the white band. He swallowed, his jaw sagged, and he licked his lips. 

The weakest ones always wept and begged for their lives. Some would try to bargain their way out of trouble. A very few waited defiantly, their false bravado doing them as little good as begging or bargaining.

McGinty surprised her. She could see acceptance on his face, and fear. He knew exactly why she was here and the uselessness of trying to avoid his fate. 

She gestured with the Tanfoglio. “I bring you greetings from His Holiness.”

A wet spot appeared on the front of his pants. 

Now, it would start. It would also end. She was not in the mood.

He took a hesitant step forward and she squeezed the trigger. The Tanfoglio bucked in her hand, giving off a loud pop despite the suppressor. A 10mm spot of red appeared in the center of McGinty’s forehead. 

The back of his skull and half his brain splattered across the wall behind him.

She slid the Tanfoglio into her tan Gucci handbag. She used the bag just for these occasions. It had always done its part.

She rose and knelt beside the body. With the thumb of her right hand she drew a cross on his forehead in blood, the bullet hole at the center. 

She bowed her head. “Lord Jesus Christ, Saviour of the world, we pray for your servant, McGinty, and commend him to your mercy. For his sake you came down from heaven; receive him now into the joy of your kingdom. For though he has sinned, he has not denied the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, but has believed in God and has worshipped his Creator. Amen.”

She was glad the requirement of wearing a habit had been done away with years ago. Although she did prefer to wear the traditional black veil with white banding, the long and flowing robes always snagged on the barrel of the gun and the blood stained them. Knives and short broadswords had also been a problem. The habit had often ended up torn, in addition to bloody.

The grey Armani tweed suit she had chosen to wear tonight would not get in the way. Just to be safe, she had worn the suit pants rather than the pencil skirt. Along with the sensible, low-heeled shoes, better for her if she had any chasing or running to do. Although, chasing a target down and shooting them in the street was problematic, no matter the outfit.

She stood, adjusted the lay of the veil across her shoulders, picked up her Gucci bag and stepped out into the night, locking the door behind her.

* * * * *

She did not make it back to her rental car. She had parked it two blocks from McGinty’s brownstone, in a quiet, residential cul de sac. No one would notice it and no one, in this neighborhood at least, would bother a nun walking alone at night. 

Yet two cars sped toward her from opposite directions, the flashing blue lights on their dashboards giving the street an otherworldly feel.

The car in front of her lurched onto the sidewalk to halt her progress. She stood with her feet together, clasped her hands one over the other, her purse hanging from her right elbow, and waited with her head bowed. Her veil moved with the cool breeze.

The two men in the car opened their doors, stepped out and, she assumed, trained their weapons on her.

She heard the doors of the car behind her open. She made no attempt to look over her shoulder. She could hear they were there and that was enough. She did not want to spook them. They would be on edge enough already.

The command came from behind her, as footsteps approached. “Sister? I’m Detective Rafferty of the Philadelphia Police Department. I’m going to ask you to put your hands on your head, fingers locked together.”

It occurred to her that there was only four of them. She could take them out, continue to her car and catch her flight back to Italy without problems. She only appeared to be twenty-five. They would not suspect, nor would they believe her experience.

His Holiness would be displeased if she raised her hand to the police, though. 

The detectives had their guns trained on her. The two in front of her would not shoot for fear of hitting Detective Rafferty. The same went for the second man at the car behind her.

Detective Rafferty would be the one to shoot. Odds were good that he was taller than her. His gun would be level with her head. She had never been shot in the head before and was not sure what that would feel like.

“Sister?” Rafferty prompted when she remained still.

“Certainly, Constable. May I set my bag on the ground first?”

“Slowly, Sister.” She heard the click-clack of a hammer being cocked.

She unfolded her hands and straightened her right arm until the handles of her bag slid to her hand. She bent her knees until the bag settled on the ground. She let go, straightened, and moved her hands to the top of her head as instructed.

She heard Rafferty step closer. He grasped her left wrist. The handcuff ratcheted as it was squeezed in place.

“That won’t be necessary, Constable.”

Her left arm was pulled down behind her back, followed by her right. Her wrists were cuffed together.

“It’s Detective, Sister. And it’s just procedure. It doesn’t mean anything.” Rafferty’s voice was above and behind her, very close to her left ear.

“I only mean I will offer no resistance, Constable. Even if I did, there’s four of you and there’s only me—one very small nun.”

Rafferty stepped around her. He was at least a head taller than her and large around the middle. The moustache didn’t suit him. He met her gaze. “One very small nun I’ve got on video breaking into Bishop McGinty’s home, then killing him. It’s a shame, someone as young as you, throwing your whole life away like that.”

She returned his gaze steadily and then smiled at him. “Very well, Constable. Are you taking me downtown, as they say?”

“It’s Detective and yes, I’m taking you downtown.”

He informed her exactly what she was being arrested for, read her the Miranda rights card from his wallet and confirmed that she understood those rights. Then he snatched up her bag from the sidewalk, took her by the elbow and led her over to the rear passenger door of his car. His partner held the door open while Rafferty put her inside. 

His similarly-sized partner was the one who needed the moustache. It would at least give him some character.

“I do hope this will not take too long,” she said to the two detectives as the car pulled away from the curb. “I’ve a flight to catch in the morning.”

Rafferty and his partner both laughed. 

“I wouldn’t count on making that flight, Sister,” Rafferty said.

“Oh, but I do count on it, Constable Rafferty.”

Rafferty blew out his breath and wrenched around in his seat to glare at her. “It’s. Detective. Rafferty.”

She smiled at him, anticipating the experience. “Downtown we go.”

* * * * *

The uniformed officer manning the police station’s front desk laughed when he saw four large men march one very small nun in the door. “Catch yourselves a real
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