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      Isle of the Wolf

      
      David Spotpal had a secret and that secret was fear. It was primal and it came in the dark.
      

      
      Spotpal was a very wealthy man, though this hadn’t always been the case. He was an estate agent and now a property developer,
         with an impressively broad portfolio. He had begun by selling on ex-council houses in the mid-eighties, at first in Archway
         where he had grown up and then gradually spreading out to Tufnell Park, Camden and Kentish Town. In a supernaturally short
         span of time – or so it seemed to his competitors – he had diversified into commercial properties. Office blocks, industrial
         units, warehouses – initially on Greater London’s uglier shores lapped by the orbital grimness of the M25 and then closer
         and closer to the more desirable islands of the West End and the City. From here it was a short leap to ever more exotic and
         remunerative markets overseas. Now his empire encompassed a wide range of developing and richly profitable locations in China,
         North Africa and Dubai. Places whose names he had not even heard of as a child. The idea that he would regularly fly to these
         distant lands business class … well, in his youth just to be aboard a plane was to be in the province of kings, princes and
         international football players. Then money had been an absence, a clutching terror. Now it was an ocean – a freshwater ocean
         at that – where one could drink and drink and drink and know that one would never be dry again. The ease with which this had happened was as mysterious to Spotpal as it was to his rivals.
      

      
      Regardless of this material success Spotpal had not had a peaceful night’s sleep since his early childhood. It was not the
         supernatural that he feared but the evil that lay inside other men. He had a brief, barely retrievable memory of a comfortable
         small room, patterns of repeating brown monkeys lining the blue wallpaper. But this was mostly obliterated by another, intense,
         pounding recollection of something harsh and cold that hurt and never stopped hurting. A ground-floor room and a small mattress
         on the floor. It was cold and the air was wet with damp. It smelled of wet bricks and earth and when he slept his head was
         level with the pavement outside. He would hear footsteps approaching from two hundred metres away and receding as they passed.
         And because the flat was only two doors down from a blood-brown brick-walled pub with metal grates over its windows, weekend
         nights were broken by the sound of fights and shouts and screams that seemed to be in the room, inches from Spotpal’s face.
         At some point the bedroom lost its door. From then on it remained permanently open to the dark corridor outside. Spotpal would
         lie there, waiting for the morning, without a watch or clock to guide him through the hours, willing the soft light to creep
         along the floor from the lone mesh-embedded window high in the damp-scarred wall beyond. Why the memory hurt so much it was
         hard to say. He could find no injury to accompany it, other than a dark sense of things not being good with his tired and
         often absent mother. But the feeling of groundlessness, of being held suspended over an unfathomable pit, never left him,
         and in his teenage years it found a correlate in the possibility of random violence which he began to experience around him
         – the stabbings, the beatings, the occasional murders. Although one of these had yet to claim him, Spotpal was sure in his
         heart that it was simply a matter of ill luck and unavoidable circumstance before this happened. Death lurked and it would
         take him soon.
      

      
      When his business began to make notable profits Spotpal started to indulge himself. Not on the cars, or drugs, or tailored
         suits that others in his trade seemed to enjoy, but on domestic security. After one particularly large dividend he telephoned
         a company called Gramscis which had a large premises on the Holloway Road and arranged for a consultation. The anticipation
         he felt waiting for the representative to come round would not have been keener had he been expecting a high-class escort.
         His flat was on the third floor of a serviced block near Old Street, with a reception that was manned twenty-four hours a
         day, so one might have thought that there was little need for any extra protection. Nevertheless Spotpal spent nearly a thousand
         pounds on deadlocks, hinge bolts, Banham gates and night latches in a single cash purchase. For a while this felt like the
         most satisfying expenditure he had ever made. But only for a while.
      

      
      Several weeks after the devices’ installation Spotpal found his imagination worrying a way through what he had believed to
         be impregnable. Intruders with power tools modified for near-silent operation drilling out his keyholes, lock-pickers with
         the prowess of Las Vegas conjurers, psychotic trespassers with near-supernatural skills of forced entry – all began to queue
         on the fringes of sleep to perpetuate his state of disquiet. He started at every noise and woke unrested in the morning. He
         began to scour specialist literature and trade journals for the latest in home protection equipment. Soon the locks were joined
         by closed-circuit televisions, monitored burglar alarms and rolling shutters on internal doors. The compulsion to protect
         himself had flowered into full obsession.
      

      
      As Spotpal’s personal fortune rose, the means to feed this obsession expanded too. And of course his increasing wealth exposed
         him to those who might covet it. He moved to a detached residence in East Finchley – formerly inhabited by an importer and
         distributor of fruit machines. The house was surrounded by a double-perimeter, three-metre fence, each rung of which was topped with a sharpened and polished point. When the gate was shut the place was as impregnable as a moated
         castle. And indeed relief came on his first night in the property. Until the third week, when Spotpal’s newly acquired sense
         of security was routed by an imaginary pair of villains equipped with nothing more than a set of window-cleaner’s ladders.
      

      
      The next stage was one he had considered some time before, but had avoided because he was aware, uncomfortably so, that it
         pushed him beyond the boundaries of what might be considered normal. Nevertheless the lack of peace and security he was experiencing
         on a now-nightly basis led him to the decision. He employed a full-time bodyguard. This involved some elaboration of the truth.
         He felt the need to embellish his circumstances to the agency so that they would take his need seriously. He explained that
         his dealings overseas had brought him into contact with some unsavoury characters who had been inadvertently upset by some
         of his transactions – now he needed to protect himself, at least until the storm died down. The agent listened patiently and
         sympathetically to Spotpal’s fictions. He assured his prospective client that he understood his position and that they would
         be able to provide close protection of the most discreet yet reliable nature. And when Spotpal met Danny Rowe – the ex-marine
         and middleweight wrestler assigned to him – he experienced a new kind of solace. That this man might be with him, keeping
         watch as he slept – well, this was everything he had been waiting for. For a time he imagined what it must be like to be Danny
         Rowe – huge, self-contained, confident that he could repel any aggression that might be directed towards him. At first the
         man was taciturn, but after some weeks they began to come to know each other. Rowe spoke of his experiences in the ring –
         fights where he felt so much pain that he did not know how he would endure the next minute. He explained how he developed
         an inner feeling to overcome the resistance. Pain was merely a steep hill to be climbed. It felt like it would go on and on and on, but there would always be a summit. There was no hill on earth without
         a summit. And from there on in the journey was always downhill.
      

      
      Yet once again Spotpal found this period of peace, of nocturnal security, to be short-lived. Rowe’s previous employment had
         been as a nightclub bouncer in Ilford and he had made enemies of a local gang of sub-Yardie dealers. He was accosted outside
         his house and beaten with an iron bar. He lay comatose in a hospital for three weeks before he died. A shattered Spotpal felt
         the loss personally. He attended Rowe’s funeral and wept – wept at the persistence of his own unending torment.
      

      
      And it continued as the years passed. He experimented with drugs – temporary suicide on a recurring basis – but they made
         him feel sick and faded and weak so he gave them up. He had an alcoholic period in the mid-nineties but he put on weight and
         didn’t like looking at himself in the mirror, or in the changing room at the gym. Time spent seeing a psychotherapist – something
         maybe he should have tried sooner – was not productive – endless chat about a childhood he could not remember and did not
         want to remember. He needed to live in the now, act in the now, end this in the now. And as a new century dawned he received
         the resources with which he could surely do so and find the peace he craved.
      

      
      The business sold for a very, very large amount of money. He could invest the capital and live off the interest without ever
         having to think about money again. And there was more. Equity that he had invested in the early eighties – mutual funds that
         were now coming to fruition. Interest that had compounded and then compounded again. In short David Spotpal was one of the
         wealthiest men in the country.
      

      
      He first saw the island on a television programme. It was tiny. It barely figured on any maps. It lay midway between Corsica
         and France. It had been privately owned for many years by the Giafferi family – descendants of Luigi Giafferi, the Corsican nationalist, and now they were seeking to sell.
         Naturally they wished to achieve the highest possible price and Spotpal did not disappoint them. It wasn’t just the fact that
         the island was available for purchase that inspired Spotpal to act – its essential geography was a bigger part of its unique
         appeal. For Lalouppe – a pretty name that did not suit its aspect – was virtually a natural sea fort. Its coastline – not
         three miles in diameter – comprised jagged rock formations, sheer cliffs and a near-impossible approach from its northernmost
         tip. Only a skilled sailor in a small craft would be able to make the landing. The island was also unique in being an independent
         principality by decree of the Corsican constitution. Whoever bought Lalouppe would become ruler of what would be in effect
         his own country, subject to his own laws and his own sovereignty. This was Spotpal’s logic: whatever his imagination might
         create – whatever torments and tortures, whatever the nightly parade of psychotics queuing to attack, to torture, to maim,
         just out of view in the darkness – would simply dissolve when faced with the brute fact that it was not possible for them to come there. There was no way – because physics and geography and the laws of nature meant that there could be no intruders on the island.
         And he would make this so by taking the natural fortification and enhancing it. He would commission and construct the most
         complete security system that had ever been constructed for a domestic dwelling. The goal was simple: to create a state such
         that when he was lying in bed awaiting sleep he would know – with absolute certainty – that he was safe from all possible
         harm. Around the time that he had made this decision an element of synchronicity came into play. An article in a trade journal
         – which Spotpal still took a subscription to – detailed the rise of a maverick Austrian architect called Franz Fenster. The
         man was already notorious for undertaking the design of a film studio – the largest and most elaborate ever built – for North
         Korean President Kim Il-Sung. But Fenster’s passion for detail, his vision and enthusiasm, and his taste for the unusual immediately made him the perfect candidate
         to fulfil Spotpal’s vision. And vision it was. Spotpal felt it deep within him, in his gut, in his essence. It was something
         he was waiting for – had been waiting for all his life. Like Rodin searching for the sculpture in the marble, it was only
         a question of carving it out in actuality. Spotpal was not a cultured man – he had little interest in art or poetry – but
         had he done so he would have recognised that the thing he was striving to bring into being and the keenness with which he
         felt it – the clarity of the idea, the need to make it manifest around him – this was indeed the stuff of art. Lalouppe would
         be a hymn to home security – a monument to the protection of the self.
      

      
      And so a meeting was arranged with Fenster and the commission set in motion.

      
      ‘Please – so I may understand you – are your family to accompany you?’ said the dapper gentleman sitting opposite Spotpal
         in the Savoy Grill. His look was eccentric and particular – a porkpie hat which he had not removed, a button-down Ben Sherman
         shirt and a small, delicately-trimmed pencil moustache. Bizarrely – and perhaps unintentionally – he resembled Kevin Rowland,
         the singer from Dexy’s Midnight Runners.
      

      
      ‘I have no family.’ Spotpal’s response was curt. He did not elaborate.

      
      ‘And do you wish – how can I best express this – is there a time in the future when you will wish to play host to children?’
         Fenster smiled. Spotpal did not smile back.
      

      
      ‘No,’ was all he said.

      
      ‘Excellent,’ said Fenster. He smiled again and his pencil moustache seemed to expand, wriggling across his face. ‘Then we
         can really go to work.’
      

      
      In August 2001 a series of Sikorsky S-61 helicopters began their cycle of landing on and taking off from the warm but wind-battered plateau of Lalouppe’s surface. They delivered building materials – concrete hardcore, York stone, reclaimed
         timber. They brought equipment – bulldozers, diggers, forklifts. They delivered workmen and craftsmen who were barracked in
         temporary accommodation built into the old stable block of Calve di Vazze – the island’s lone but large residence. Fenster
         stood watching this activity, wearing a bright blue jumpsuit, its zip drawn down almost to his belly, revealing the fuzzy
         brown hair of his chest. David Spotpal stood next to him, squinting into the turbulent, rotor-churned air.
      

      
      ‘We will build your castle, Herr Spotpal – we will create your principality – and it will be unlike any yet constructed.’ Fenster clutched his copy of the
         blueprint in both hands. Spotpal said nothing. He merely watched the Sea Kings unloading their cargo and then rising into
         the air again, like giant wasps, armoured and prehistoric, hovering awkwardly in the Mediterranean light.
      

      
      The work went slowly at first. The weather that year was unusually stormy. There were times when Lalouppe became covered in
         a permanent mist – the ocean atomised into billions of microscopic droplets that bound together to create a dense cloud. Some
         of the men rebelled – they objected to the Spartan conditions and Fenster’s exacting standards. If details were not executed
         perfectly – to the millimetre – then work was torn down, broken up and begun again. But gradually, as the nights lengthened,
         Fenster’s vision began to emerge from the crags and cliffs, growing like black crystals against the azure sky. A second wave
         of contractors arrived, replacing the first. They were more refined in manner – specialists, craftsmen, technicians, gathered
         from all around the world. Blacksmiths from Poland, clockmakers from Switzerland, computer engineers from the San Fernando
         Valley, each came in to play his part at the appointed time. A year after they had stood together facing into the ocean wind,
         Spotpal found himself next to Fenster, staring at a transformed topography. Lalouppe had been remade in Spotpal’s image.
      

      
      ‘Were you back in your mutter’s womb – you could not feel safer,’ said the architect pressing his foot down lightly on one of the sensitised slabs of York
         stone. ‘It has been the dream of man since he first crept into a cave to know such security. Come – I will show you …’
      

      
      The interior of Calve di Vazze had not been radically altered, at least not in any way that was apparent to the casual observer.
         It had been tastefully renovated certainly – wallpaper from de Gournay, polished maple wood floors, Ambaji marble in the bathroom.
         But the spirit and feel of the house were not dissimilar to when Spotpal had first walked in there nearly three years earlier.
         This was not true of what lay beneath the building’s surfaces. Every centimetre had been completely rewired, replumbed and
         reserviced. And deep within the house – or more accurately below it, since Fenster had tunnelled down some distance under
         the original cellars – there beat an entirely new heart of his creation.
      

      
      They were standing before a bookshelf in a nondescript corridor behind the kitchen.

      
      ‘You will see,’ said Fenster, adjusting the tilt of his three-cornered Napolean hat, ‘that there is a copy of the London A–Z on the shelves.’ Spotpal nodded. ‘Partly to remind you of your humble roots of course, but it serves a dual purpose.’ The
         architect reached up and gently pushed the book’s spine. The bookcase swung to one side with alarming speed, revealing a dark
         stairwell beyond.
      

      
      They walked for some time, or so it felt to Spotpal. They must have been twenty metres below the rest of the house. Although
         the stairs had been plain concrete, the room they reached was itself lined with polished oak and equipped with a three-seater
         La Corbusier sofa. The only other furniture was a slim computer monitor and keyboard on a low wooden table, comfortably within
         reach of the sofa itself.
      

      
      ‘Look closely, Herr Spotpal, and I will walk you through every facility of your new abode. It is quite unlike anything conceived by any other mind. I believe the Pharaohs themselves would have been proud to reside here.’ He switched the computer
         screen on and for a moment it hummed white, filling the dark room with its glare.
      

      
      Later, after his initial tutorial, Spotpal walked with Fenster around the island while the architect demonstrated in actuality
         what had merely been illustrated on the screen.
      

      
      ‘There is not a centimetre of this island that is not wired or monitored or known about by the system. Even the surrounding
         ocean is constantly watched by the radar – you are alerted if any individual comes within three kilometres. It is not possible
         for a person to be closer than that without you knowing exactly where they are. And if you know exactly where they are – you
         can deal with them.’ Suddenly, theatrically, something sprung out of the ground. Spotpal was disorientated for a moment. Polished
         steel bars surrounded them, glinting in the sunlight. They were standing in a cage – about three metres square – from which
         there was no possible escape.
      

      
      ‘It is concealed in the earth, Herr Spotpal, contained in its own housing. The ceiling locks and assembles as it rises. There is no way out – without the key.’
         The architect produced an anonymous-looking fob with a button on, which he pressed. With the same startling speed the cage
         disassembled itself and returned beneath the ground. The only evidence of its presence was a faint, dark line around the paving
         stones’ edge from whence it sprang. ‘Now this is all powered by electricity and controlled by computer. Please, be reassured
         that the back-up system is modelled on the very same one utilised by the Airbus 330 – the safest commercial airliner in existence.’
         Fenster looked around himself into the empty air. ‘This cage is but one of numerous such devices spaced regularly around your
         island, mein Herr – all of which you can control from any point in the house. You will see the monitoring system gives you a thousand eyes
         in the night – like a spider in the middle of her web. Should – by some impossible set of circumstances – a trespasser stray on to your domain, well—’, Spotpal smiled to himself,
         ‘you would be as a god to them. A cruel and capricious god if you so chose who could toy with the intruder as a cat toys with
         a sparrow.’ The two men walked on along the scrubby ground. The temperature had risen, an oily haze smeared itself across
         the horizon. ‘Of course the surest system must always have a contingency. An airline pilot who has lost all power knows he
         still has a chance of gliding his plane down to the earth. If – by some dark miracle – your power was to fail and your back-up
         was to fail and the back-up of your back-up was to fail, would you then become suddenly exposed? Is it possible for the hunter
         in his lair to become the prey?’ Fenster had leaped out in front of Spotpal, adopting a ludicrously pantomimic pose. Spotpal
         regarded him with an expression somewhere between mild puzzlement and irritation. ‘The answer of course is no. For we had
         discussed the concept of total security and total security was the brief. Total security is what you have, Herr Spotpal. As no one has had it before.’ Fenster clapped his hands. ‘Come – I will explain …’
      

      
      They made their way back to the house, along the plain, stone causeway that led to the front entrance.

      
      ‘Electronics of course can fail. Computer systems can fail. These things are possible. Mechanical devices are surer. These
         rely on the laws of physics – and the laws of physics, they never fail. It is not möglich. The house itself has a mechanical system that will turn it into a trap. And so we may be sure – you may be sure – of your
         ultimate safety – I have made that trap a lethal one. In the last instance Death sits between you and your pursuers – as implacable
         and inevitable as the setting sun. Let me demonstrate.’
      

      
      They passed inside and mounted the stairs, climbing to the master bedroom. Fenster talked as they walked. ‘The mechanism can
         be set in motion from any room in the house. Each has a similar system installed – there is no way of overriding it. You only have to ensure that you have the instantiation process retained in your memory – and you are safe.
         The system itself functions as a giant clock. It needs winding – but this process is mostly automatic. A physical intervention
         – a maintenance service – is required but once a year. I will supervise it myself.’ He smiled, and his caterpillar moustache
         expanded, like a furry concertina.
      

      
      The following evening, the first night Spotpal was to spend alone on Lalouppe, he sat on the terrace in an Arne Jacobson chair
         and watched the last helicopter ascend into the amber sky. He listened to its roar diminish into a buzz and then almost to
         nothing – a tiny particle of sound among an infinity of others: the timpani of the ocean against the rocks, the insects chirruping
         in the long grass, the ice cracking in his glass of Belgian beer. He let the sense of being alone settle over him. He began
         to feel something – something familiar but not experienced for decades – a waft of his earliest memories. Perhaps it was peace.
         The feeling lingered for a moment like a mist above the sea. Then his imagination attempted to destroy it. An image of a boat
         creeping up on the far side of the island – frogmen with rope-ladders and grappling irons, free to take Spotpal apart at their
         leisure, for no one would ever hear his screams or be aware of his suffering. But then he withdrew the mini-laptop from his
         pocket and logged into the system. Typing in his password he accessed the main security menu, clicked on the camera icon and
         the sonar scans. Immediately a number of displays appeared chained across the screen. One displayed a slideshow of the island’s
         perimeter. With surprising clarity each frame revealed nothing but waves crashing against unscalable rocks. The radar showed
         no vessels anywhere within its purview. The grid-pressure sensor system revealed nothing moving anywhere on the island. Spotpal
         studied these various readouts over the next few hours – as the sun descended beneath the rock-strewn horizon. He was amazed
         at the sense of connection they gave him with the place, as if Lalouppe was now an extension of his consciousness – part of his nervous system. Fenster’s design was brilliant indeed. This
         was no mere burglar alarm – the interface had been crafted with intelligence and sensitivity, creating an intuitive sense
         of oneness with the whole environment; of knowing everything one could know about it at any given moment. Spotpal might never
         have been able to articulate this, but in fact it was exactly what he had always craved. With a rising sense of excitement
         he realised that Fenster’s system was answering the need in him that he had always thought could never be answered.
      

      
      He jumped to his feet, holding the mini-laptop balanced on his left palm, and grabbed the cushion he had been leaning on.
         Pausing to click on a particular function on the security screen, he set off to the east of the house, in the direction of
         the bay – Lalouppe’s only feasible access point. Lights mounted in trees and occasionally on poles flicked on as he walked
         past, illuminating the path he chose, like some hero in a Norse legend. When he had reached a spot halfway between the house
         and the island’s edge he threw the cushion as hard as he could without aiming it in any specific direction. It landed about
         fifteen metres from where he stood, behind a patch of scrubby gorse. He squatted down on the floor, searching for a particular
         icon on the computer’s desktop. He clicked on it and selected the function he required from the menu. Instantly one of Fenster’s
         huge cages flew from the ground, clicking into place, somewhat absurdly around it – a Dali painting brought to life: cage
         with cushion in a moonlit landscape. Spotpal walked towards it, pressing his head against the bars. He looked down at the
         piece of soft furnishing now imprisoned until he chose to release it. He laughed. He laughed and he laughed and he laughed.
         And then he took himself to bed and he slept with a consistency and a depth he had no memory of ever achieving in his adult
         life.
      

      
      And this sensation persisted – over the coming nights – weeks of them – whenever Spotpal’s treacherous imagination produced a ‘but’, he was able to counter it with some element of
         Fenster’s system. However devious the portion of his brain that devised these torments was, it was outwitted by Fenster, who
         had been even more so. You think someone may be tunnelling up through the cliffs? Not possible – check this readout of seismic
         activity sensitive enough to pick up the vibrations of a dentist’s drill. You think someone’s flying overhead? The separate
         earth to air radar system would have picked up the intrusion and alerted you of it some time before the thought occurred to
         you. And even had you detected an unwanted visitor – well, retreat to the house, flip the secure switch, let the shutters
         come down and toy with them until they leave. What Fenster had done was give Spotpal a kit of tools which could be applied
         effectively to every scenario he could conjure. Together they formed a key, one that unlocked a door to a particular kind
         of freedom Spotpal had never known – the freedom that came with peace. It was not the countering of the imaginings themselves
         that did this – it was the fact that over time, and not that long a time, Spotpal’s mind began to tire of the game of devising
         them only to have them so effectively neutralised on each occasion. And thus finally – after decades of ingenuity – his tormented
         fictions subsided.
      

      
      And Spotpal began a new life. Solitariness had become so ingrained in him that he did not baulk at it. It was not why he had
         chosen this existence but it was a not unwelcome byproduct. His internet connection opened the whole world to him. He began
         many online relationships – at first observing others at a distance through the pages of Facebook and MySpace, and then gradually
         making associations with some personalities who appealed. He would play the markets too, not because he needed to add to his
         wealth, though the purchase and development of Lalouppe had made a sizeable dint in it. Rather Spotpal enjoyed the sense of
         connection that accompanied the activity – observing the actions and reactions of others as it impacted on the price of shares and the rate of trade. And so his life continued for some months
         – untroubled by any of the darker aspects beyond the foam-dashed fringes of the island. Food was delivered from the mainland
         every twelve weeks or so. He began to cultivate a small vegetable plot, and to tend the orchard and vinery to the rear of
         the house. Though Spotpal had no experience with horticulture his attention was enough to bring the old trees back into some
         semblance of health and as September approached he was able to enjoy the pleasure of eating grapes directly from the branch.
      

      
      This idyll may have persisted for the rest of Spotpal’s days had chance not intervened. But intervene it did and in the mundane
         form of a Sunday magazine article. An in-depth career retrospective of Franz Fenster, in the form of an interview and pull-out
         wallchart, was the fuse for what followed. Fenster had assured Spotpal he was as discreet as a royal gynaecologist yet he
         could not help but allude, when probed, to some of the revolutionary aspects of his commission, particularly those relating
         to the idea of absolute security. And those allusions were enough to bait the interest of Aslo Kastriot, who read the article
         on a flight from Heathrow to Zagreb on the day of its publication.
      

      
      And who was Aslo Kastriot? His name was unknown to even the most informed of European police chiefs but he was in fact the
         force behind the force – the power behind the power – of nearly four hundred criminal gangs that operated from St Petersburg
         in the east to Belfast in the west. Nine words in the article were enough to excite Kastriot’s interest: ‘a place of unassailable
         and absolute security and privacy’. For like David Spotpal, Aslo Kastriot had a vision. His vision was about freedom too –
         the freedom to express his will, unbound by the law, or any notion of the law. Of course had it occurred to Kastriot, he could
         have found his own island, commissioned Franz Fenster to build his own version of Lalouppe and Calve di Vazze. He certainly
         had the resources to bring such a project into being. He stretched out in his seat, holding the olive from his Martini loosely in his hand.
         The plane banked to the right, turning away from the ground and forcing him into the sky, the weight of the earth pulling
         against him. The olive rolled in Kastriot’s fist and he closed it, holding the wet fruit tightly. Why build, when you can
         take, he thought.
      

      
      It was a simple matter to get to Fenster. The man was a fool who had no idea of the world and the state of potential threat
         that he – and everybody else – was under every second of their life. When Fenster came home that day to his Ringstrasse apartment
         he was actually smiling – smiling to himself though no one else was present. Kastriot, who was sitting cross-legged on the
         floor waiting for him, was fascinated to see that the smile remained frozen on Fenster’s face for a good five seconds after
         Kastriot shot the man’s shin out with his Beretta.
      

      
      ‘Good afternoon, Herr Fenster.’
      

      
      The architect was gulping now, trying to take in enough air to keep pace with his accelerating heart. He had yet to cry out.
         The pain would not hit for another thirty seconds or more, depending on his metabolic rate.
      

      
      David Spotpal was waiting. Waiting for his first visitor from the world beyond his realm. There had been four deliveries of
         provisions since he had been there. The supply drop was organised by his agents on the mainland – who were in fact Swiss rather
         than Corsican. He preferred the neutrality of this arrangement – there was less opportunity for it to be corrupted by some
         outside influence. But Spotpal had not been in the presence of
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