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While Emmy and I left, Garrett strode back down to the end of the garden, where a white tent was being erected in preparation for the remains to be brought out.  I felt a wave of nausea fill my stomach as I envisioned the poor woman’s mummified body which had been so disgustingly abused. 

Turning away, I followed Emmy as she led the way through the house.  She seemed intent on leaving fast, and I was keen to get away too.

After putting Bailey in the back seat, we climbed into the front and were off.  

‘Shall I just head back to the safe house for now?’ I asked, ‘Or do you want to go home to change?’

‘I’d prefer to go home,’ she told me.  ‘I’ve got clothes which I know fit and are comfortable there.’

‘Yeah, good point.  Well, I can drop you off, go and get myself sorted at home and then come back for you?’ I suggested.

‘Yeah, perfect,’ she agreed.  ‘We can still be back at the station in the hour.’

‘And I don’t think there’s any rush, anyway.  Garrett will be tied up at that house for a while longer, no doubt.’

‘Exactly,’ she sighed.

‘You doing okay?’ I questioned, glancing over at her weary sound.

‘Yeah,’ she replied, but didn’t sound so sure.

‘You sure?’

‘I don’t know...it’s just...’ she broke off, leaning back against the head rest.

‘What?’ I asked, softly.

‘I feel like it’s over, and yet it’s not,’ she told me, looking over at last.

‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean, like unfinished.’

‘Well, he is finished, Emmy,’ I told her.  ‘Not much chance of continuing to kill if you’re stuck in prison, right?’ 

‘Right,’ she murmured, but sounded unconvinced.

‘Emmy, it’s bound to feel like that.  We’ve just apprehended him.  We’re yet to even talk to the man and discuss all of this.  Once we’ve spoken to him, heard his justifications and understand why he did the things he did, it’ll feel more settled.’

She wrinkled her nose a little.  ‘I hope so...’

‘You don’t sound convinced?’

‘I just...’ she huffed, frustratedly.  ‘I feel like I’m missing something.’

‘Like what?’

‘I don’t know...something obvious, but I’m missing it.’

‘About Cook?’

‘Maybe...yeah...’ she murmured.

‘What about the son? Could it be the son that’s on your mind?’

‘I mean, I am concerned about that, yes,’ she agreed, looking over at me.  ‘I feel like he could be his little protégé, so the sooner we bring him in the better.’

‘Absolutely. We’ll make it our aim.’

‘He could go to ground though,’ she pointed out.

‘Oh please-he’s a geeky little lad who is barely out of his teens.  He won’t last long, and we’ll get him into custody to question. You’ll quickly be able to tell us if he’s involved in these crimes too,’ I pointed out.

‘I hope so,’ she replied, as we pulled up outside the house.

As I went to get out too, Emmy gave me a look.

‘For goodness’s sake, Mrs Overprotective!’

‘The son is still out there! Let me double check the house. We can’t be too careful, right?’

‘I suppose so,’ she grumbled.

‘Come on then,’ I said, following her and Bailey to the door.

Inside, I went from room to room and checked everything was as it should be.  The back door and outside area were somewhere I lingered before being satisfied, due to that being the place where we’d been attacked previously.

‘Okay, I think it’s all good,’ I said, heading back to the hall.

‘Told you,’ she smirked.

‘Better to be safe than sorry,’ I replied, lingering at the door.

‘Yeah, fine.  Anyway, come back and collect me soon?’ she questioned.  ‘Or do you want me to just to meet you at the station? I can drive over,’ she pointed out.

‘Oh yeah...I’ve got used to us travelling as a pair,’ I realised.  ‘What would you prefer?’

‘I guess sticking together while all of this is going on,’ she admitted.

‘Okay, me too.  I’ll be back in about half an hour,’ I promised, reaching for the handle.  ‘Lock the door, okay?’

‘I will, boss!’

‘Hey,’ I said, holding her eyes.  ‘I care, alright?’

She went still, meeting my eyes.  ‘I know...and I appreciate it.  You be careful too,’ she told me.

‘I will be.  Back soon,’ I said, and turned to leave.

I headed to the car, recognising how strange it felt to be on my own after spending so much time with Emmy.  After climbing in, I hesitated briefly, looking at the house for a moment before turning on the engine and driving away.

The journey home only took just over five minutes, and I used the time to reflect and dwell on the eventful morning we’d experienced since waking at the safe house.  I felt almost shellshocked, but there was still work to be done, so my exhaustion would have to wait.

When I reached home, I unlocked the door and then went room to room, cautiously checking for intruders and being very aware of my own safety after everything that had occurred.

Once I was satisfied, I headed up stairs and stripped out of my clothes before leaving them in a heap on the landing.  They could all go through the wash after how sick I had been.  

In the shower, I turned the water onto piping hot and spent a good amount of time washing away the horrors of the day.  When I was done, I wrapped myself in towels and then brushed my teeth about three times, intent on getting rid of any lingering sickness.

That done, I headed back to my room, dressed in fresh clothes and then headed back down the stairs to throw the clothes in the wash before heading out again.  With damp hair, I left the house and headed back to the car.  If I stopped to relax, I doubted I’d get going again, so I made myself keep going.

Back at Emmy’s home, she was waiting for me.  When I pulled up, I didn’t need to knock as she came out of the front door and headed straight to the car with Bailey.

‘You were quick,’ she commented, after loading Bailey in the back.

‘And it seems you were even quicker!’ I commented, seeing she was freshly showered, dressed and looking refreshed.

‘Yeah, well, doesn’t take long,’ she responded.  ‘Any word on Adam yet?’ she asked.

‘No, that’ll be our first call when we get to the station,’ I replied, having thought the same thing myself.  We needed to check up on our colleague and as Danny was with him, it should be fairly easy to get information.

‘You’re exhausted,’ she commented then, not a question but a statement.

‘I’m making sure I don’t stop,’ I replied, not bothering to ask how she knew that.  ‘I had a wave of it but then figured it’s because I’m slowing down.  If we keep going, we’ll get through this.’

‘Yeah...but at least we can breathe a sigh of relief now that Brian Michael Cook is behind bars.’

‘True-but I’d feel better if his son’s whereabouts were known too,’ I commented.

‘You’re worried he’s dangerous?’ she questioned.

‘Aren’t you?’

‘I’m not sure...I feel he’s got potential to be dangerous, whether he is already or not is a good question,’ she sighed.

‘Well, hopefully we’ll catch up with him soon.  He’s probably just lying low with all of this kicking off.  All the instant attention must be overwhelming, I mean the press were starting to swarm outside their house.’

‘I know...it’s a lot...they’ll probably move them elsewhere now, won’t they?’ Emmy commented.

‘I’m sure they will, what with the body and the need to do a more thorough search of the house now that it’s been discovered.’

‘And the press will be hungry for information.  They won’t want to be living there while they’re sniffing around,’ Emmy murmured.

I pulled into the station and parked up.  Waiting for Emmy to get out of the car with Bailey, we then headed in and found that we’d beaten Garrett to it.  He was still out at the house, so we had some time to check in with Danny and Adam.

I immediately went to my desk and called Danny.

‘Hey, Danny, it’s me,’ I told him.

‘Hey Eve.’

‘How is Adam?’ I asked, cutting straight to the chase.

‘He’s actually alright,’ Danny responded.  ‘They’re just patching him up now, but he’s recovering well and thankfully we got to him in time before any lasting damage was done.’

‘He wasn’t...’ I began and broke off.

‘No, he wasn’t,’ Danny answered, filling me with relief.  ‘He didn’t get the chance.  I think all he lost was his dignity as he had his pants down, but Adam’s surprisingly chipper, all things considered.’

‘That’s really good, Danny.  I’m so relieved.’

‘Has the interview happened yet?’ he asked then.

‘No, no...there’s been developments at the house, so Garrett’s been out there with us getting everything in order.’

‘What’s going on?’ he asked, intrigued.

‘Emmy found remains at Cook’s home.  There’s an outbuilding, shed type man cave he had at the back of the garden. Turns out he dug up Mummy dearest from her resting place and stashed her in the base of an old, leather sofa.  She was mummified, abused and defiled,’ I told him.

‘Fucking hell, seriously?’

‘I know, right.  That’s one image I’m never going to be able to shift.  Emmy and I have both just been home to shower, because we both threw up at the sight of what he’d done to her.’

‘Jesus Christ, it must have been bad then.  I don’t think I’ve ever witnessed you puke, and we’ve worked together for five years now.’

‘It was so bad, Danny...I’m not even kidding...we were all so disturbed by what he had been doing in there that neither of us could hold it together,’ I told him.

‘Fuck,’ he muttered.  ‘Well, we’ll be back in soon,’ he said.

‘Back? Don’t bring Adam back! Take him home!’ I exclaimed.

‘Nah, he’s not having it...but then look at you and Emmy.  You’re battered and bruised by the evil fucker, and you’re still working the case. I think he needs this, Eve.  He needs to feel like he’s working towards getting this damn man put away.’

‘I get it,’ I murmured, understanding exactly how he felt.  ‘Just, keep an eye on him and make sure he’s up to it before you bring him back into this mess.’

‘I will.  He’s doing alright though,’ he assured me. ‘I’ve been surprised how quickly he’s bounced back.’

‘That’s really good to hear. Send him our regards okay, and we’ll see you later.’

‘Bye Eve,’ he said, and hung up.

‘How’s he doing?’ Emmy asked, looking up at me from her place at the desk.

‘Apparently not too bad.  They’re just patching him up now, but Danny says they’re even headed back in soon.  Sounds like Adam’s as head strong as we were about staying on the case,’ I told her.

‘Yeah, well, we’ve all got a vested interest in seeing him put away after what he’s done to us.’

‘Exactly,’ I agreed.  ‘What are you going there?’ I asked, sitting down beside her.

‘Just reading the information we’ve got on him.  I feel like there’s so much we don’t know yet about him, like we’ve barely scratched the surface.’

‘I know what you mean,’ I sighed.  ‘God, he’s my father...’ I said, leaning back against the head rest of the chair.  ‘I can’t even get my head around that part of it! It’s just all so incredible,’ I murmured, frowning.

‘You’re tied biologically to him, yes,’ Emmy murmured.  ‘But let’s face it, it takes more than that to be a father, right?’

‘True,’ I replied, thinking about the man who had raised me.  ‘I know who my true dad is-but it doesn’t stop me wanting to find out all I can about this evil bastard who took it upon himself to destroy all our lives-starting with Adam’s.’

‘We need to analyse that more,’ she said, frowning at the thought.  ‘Why the situation with Adam kept him killing for so many years.  I understand why he killed Adam.  I understand his family background and his mother who humiliated him, but why not just kill the family members? Why recreate the crime again and again? Why so many, poor men dead?’ she asked aloud.

‘Maybe he can give us some answers in the interview.’

‘I think you’ll struggle,’ she said, pursing her lips.

‘Why’s that?’ I questioned.

‘Well, because he’s so messed up!’

‘That a technical term, Moon?’ I smiled, looking over at her with amusement.

‘You know what I mean.  His head’s all over the place; whether it’s diagnosed or not.  The thing is, he’s going to be quickly labelled as insane, but I don’t believe that it’s mental illness or insanity or bipolar disorder which has brought all this about.  Yes, I believe he needs help with his mental condition, but I think that his reasons for doing these things are very clear cut in his mind.  I believe he knows exactly why he made his first kill, and all the subsequent ones.  He’s even proud of them! Look how he spoke to us in that basement-the words he used and the fact he’d even considered the name he wanted to be known by.  That’s a thinking, feeling individual, but I don’t know if we’ll get access to that side of him when we interview.’

‘You think he’ll play us at interview?’ I asked.

‘I’m sure of it...unless you let me in,’ she said, more quietly.

‘You?’ I replied, frowning.

‘Yeah...I can get a rise out of him, guaranteed.’

‘And how’s that?’ I questioned.

‘By channelling his mother.  Last time it completely set him off.  Give me a chance if he won’t speak.’

‘I mean, I’d say yes, but you’re going to have to run it by Garrett.  He thinks we’re both too close to this case to be that involved.  He wants us looking on but not contributing.  We need to respect that-and we cannot allow anything to go wrong at this stage.  We can’t be responsible for the arrest or charge not going through because we fuck up.  It’s better to stand back and let him dig his own grave.’

She stared at me, somewhat blindly, and I realised she was zoning out.  I knew even before Bailey alerted that she was going to go, and then he got to work, while she did slump entirely.  On the chair, he jumped, pawing at her chest and I watched her, no longer fearing this condition that she lived with, just wishing that it didn’t have to affect her quite so constantly.  It really was a lifelong affliction, and I longed for her to lean on me more heavily for support.

When she came around, she stared at me, not quite looking at me, more looking through me.

‘Emmy? You okay?’ I asked, gently.

‘Castor,’ she said to me, her eyes rolling slightly.

‘Emmy, come back.’

‘The great...’ she spoke.

‘Emmy! Time to wake up,’ I told her.

‘Pollux,’ she said, confusing me.

‘I have no idea what means,’ I said, frowning.

‘Our duality manifests our destiny,’ she told me.  ‘Don’t fuck it up.  You hear me? Don’t fuck it up, fuck it up, fuck it up, fuck it up,’ she repeated, again and again.

‘Emmy!’

This time, she blinked and then sat up, turning to look at me with a look of confusion.  ‘Eve?’

‘You okay?’ I asked, staring at her.

‘I think so.  Why?’

‘Just some things you were saying.’

‘What was I saying?’ Emmy asked, frowning at me.

‘You were rambling a little.  I heard something with the name ‘Castor’ and you told me ‘our duality manifests our destiny,’ I told her.  ‘Then you kept telling me not to fuck it up.’

Emmy looked confused.  ‘I don’t really know what I was talking about.  Maybe something Brian instructed his son?’ she suggested.  ‘I don’t know this time.’

‘Who knows?’ I shrugged.  ‘But look-Garrett’s back.  I’m going to go and speak with him and find out when this interview is happening.’

‘You’re chomping at the bit for it to start, aren’t you?’ she asked.

‘Damn right! I want to see him answer for his crimes, and I want that to start now,’ I replied, before getting up and walking away.

After speaking to Garrett, I agreed to meet him down in the interview rooms in the next half an hour.  We had a mirrored room in which we’d be able listen and observe from the other side of the class while Garrett and another detective went inside to interview the man.

I went back to the desks and killed time by reading up on Cook until the time came to go down to interview.  With Emmy and Bailey in tow, we all traipsed down and positioned ourselves looking into the room.  

‘I actually feel really nervous,’ I admitted, pacing the room.

‘It’s okay...it’s the adrenaline,’ Emmy told me. ‘You’ll settle once he arrives and gets sat down hopefully.’

‘I just want to be in there, firing questions at him.  Most of all, I just want to scream and shout at him, ‘why did you kill my beloved brother? My beautiful, talented, intelligent twin brother who l loved more than anything.’

‘Which is why you can’t,’ she pointed out, her voice soft and supportive.

I looked down at her, noting her tone.  ‘I miss him so much, Emmy.  Sometimes, I feel like he’s still around me, but that’s ridiculous, right?’

‘Not in the slightest.  He is, anyway...he’s always around you, Eve.  A bond like that doesn’t go away.’

I stared at her.  ‘I don’t know how that makes me feel, either,’ I told her. ‘Because I want that...I do...and yet, surely dying means moving onto the next world...the next place...hopefully some kind of heaven.  If he’s hanging around near me, he’s in limbo, surely?’

Emmy frowned at me, deeply.  ‘I think sometimes the dead hang around if they feel like something in this life has remained unfinished, unresolved.  Adam’s death wasn’t solved, so he’s back in order to put that right.  I think, if he’s laid to rest properly, then he can move on and rest in peace at last.’

I nodded, like that idea better.  ‘I hope so.’

‘We’ll make it happen,’ she assured me.  ‘It just all takes time, which is frustrating I know, but soon you’ll be able to bury him in his own grave.’

‘Thank you, Emmy.  I can’t believe you’ve come into my life and helped me like this.  It’s beyond incredible.’

‘Hey; don’t start all that again,’ she said, rolling her eyes. ‘Anyway, look-they’re bringing him in.’

I turned to watch as Brian Michael Cook-my biological father-was brought into the interview room.  He’d been dressed in prison clothes, and was handcuffed, making his appearance far less intimidating now that he was the one being questioned.

I listened in as Garrett introduced himself and his detective partner for this interview, Lucian Greenwood.  Once the pleasantries had occurred, Garrett went straight in and started at the point where we had apprehended him-in the woods with Adam Luxton, with a bomb pre-prepared to inflict as much pain and suffering to those around him as possible.

‘So; Brian, care to talk about what you were doing with Officer Adam Luxton in the woods today when we came across you?’

‘My name is Gemini,’ he told Garrett, staring at him with wide eyes.

‘You are listed as Brian Michael Cook.  You object to me calling you Brian?’

‘My name is Gemini, and that is the name I shall be called in reference to my glories.’

‘We call them crimes,’ Garrett quipped, not taking any of his nonsense.

‘The true crime is being an abhorrence of nature,’ Cook said, still staring wide eyed at Garrett.

‘What would you describe as an abhorrence of nature?’ Garrett asked him, interested in his answer. 

‘Me,’ he replied, smiling.

‘You? How do you figure that?’

‘Mama always said it,’ he said, sitting back in the chair.  ‘So, it must be true.’

Garrett stared at him for a moment before speaking again.  ‘How did you get along with your mother, Brian?’

Brian frowned, tilting his head at him.  ‘Why do you ask?’

‘Because you brought her up.  Were you close? Did you have a good relationship?’ Garrett questioned.

‘My mother was a woman of character,’ Brian told Garrett, flatly.  ‘Honourable, God-fearing and hardworking.’

‘Is that really what you thought of her? You just said she called you an abhorrence of nature!’

‘Yes; but that was true! It is true! Mama was always right about me.  She knew the evil inside of me and would voice it.  I was bad from the day I was born, Mama helped me to see that.’

‘Is that why you killed her?’ Garrett asked.

‘I didn’t kill my mother,’ he objected.

‘Then why did we find her at your home?’ he questioned.

‘You found Mama?’ Brian exclaimed, sitting up straight in his chair suddenly.

‘Yes, we did.’

‘I didn’t kill her! I just dug her up to keep her.  She gives good advice, you know-when she’s not shooting her mouth off, anyway!’ he scoffed.

‘Your mother...talks to you?’ Garrett asked, cautiously.

‘Shut the fuck up!’ Cook responded, laughing.  ‘Think I’m fucking nuts, do you?’ he continued, throwing his head back and laughing maniacally. 

‘I don’t know as of yet, Brian.  Are you?’

‘I was talking about the fact that she was a good conversationalist-when she wasn’t in one of her bitch moods.’

‘What was she like when she was in a ‘bitch mood’ Brian?’

Brian narrowed his eyes at Garrett.  ‘What have you done with her?’

‘Excuse me?’

‘You said you found her? Found her where?’ he demanded.

‘You tell me,’ Garrett responded.

‘My sofa? That’s her resting place.  You can’t move her from there! I need to keep her there,’ he told him.

‘You won’t be returning, Brian, so there’s little issue with moving her at this stage.  You’re going to be going away for a long, long time,’ Garrett told him, staring at him intently.

‘That’s where you’re wrong.  I have done nothing wrong.’

‘Cook; we caught you red handed! Assaulting one of our officers! Hell, you were seen running from a basement after having beaten and injured two of our detectives as well.  We have ample evidence pointing at you being TRS, so don’t try to deny it.’

‘TRS?’ Brian responded, screwing his nose up. ‘I hate that moniker! I’ve told you-from now on, go by my chosen name-Gemini.’

‘Why do you want to be called Gemini?’ Garrett asked him, curiously.

‘Why not?’

‘Is it because of the twins?’ he questioned.

‘The twins?’ Brian replied.  ‘Why do you say that?’

‘Because of Adam and Eve Thirtyacre-your children...one of which you killed and the other which you left injured and hurt.’

‘You know nothing, Detective Inspector,’ Brian murmured, smiling at him.  ‘And I would like representation.  I’m no fool.  I have rights, and I know them.  Get me a lawyer, then we can talk...maybe,’ he added, smirking.

‘You are entitled to a solicitor, yes.  If you have your own counsel, you can call them.  If you need one appointed for you, that’s possible too.’

‘I don’t have a lawyer,’ he replied.

‘So, you need us to provide one for you?’

‘Yeah, I do,’ Brian smiled.  ‘And you can’t talk to me now, can you? Can’t ask me any of your stupid-arse questions about how I got on with my dead mother,’ he laughed.  ‘What a fucking stupid question,’ he continued.  ‘She here?’

‘Who?’

‘My mother! You said you found her? Have you brought her here? To your shitty morgue? What will you do with her now?’

‘We will conduct an autopsy and then rebury her-in her proper burial place.’

‘Don’t bury Adam next to her once you’ve got him out of the ground too, okay?’ he frowned.

‘I’m sorry?’

‘He failed me.  Betrayed me with his choices. He might be blood, but he wasn’t family.’

Garrett just stared at him.

‘And her...’

‘Who?’

‘Eve,’ he said, startling me by naming me.

‘What about Eve?’

‘Is she here?’ he asked, suddenly, straightening.  ‘Course she is...fucking pigs,’ he snarled.  ‘What a choice of profession! Anyway, I don’t want her buried with Mama either; once she’s dead.’

‘What do you mean ‘once she’s dead’ Brian?’ Garrett asked, frowning intensely.

‘Exactly what I said.  When she’s dead.  She’s not going to be buried with my Mama, blood or no blood.  Those kids are not mine anymore.  They’ve sinned and betrayed me.  I want nothing more to do with them,’ he ranted, angrily.

Emmy looked over at me as we listened on, her eyes intense.

‘What?’ I asked, feeling a sense of urgency from the look on her face.

‘From the moment he has a lawyer, all we’ll get is ‘no comment.’  Fuck it-let’s go and talk to him.’

‘Emmy, no! We won’t be able to use any of it! I objected.

‘You never would be able to anyway once they decide he’s mentally unstable and not fit to stand trial.  Come on-this is probably the only chance you’ll get for proper answers before he goes quiet on every, last member of law enforcement available.’

I deliberated for a split second, then decided that as a one off, I would allow myself this.  He was my biological father, and I might never get this kind of access to him again.

Leaving the room, we quickly headed next door, surprising Garrett.  He looked up in surprise as we walked in, Bailey in tow.

‘He’s lawyered up,’ he told us instantly.  ‘And you can’t talk to him anyway-as you well know!’

‘Ah! The living twin!’ Brian Cook hollered, sprawled back in his chair. 

We all turned to look at the arrogant man, who was grinning from ear to ear happily.

‘Well...for now...’

‘Fuck you, Cook,’ I spat, angrily, infuriated by his cocky attitude.

‘Nice bruises, Evie.  They suit you...suited your brother too,’ he said, making my fists clench with tension.

Before I could react, Emmy reached for my arm and squeezed hard, reminding me not to respond to his taunts-that he wasn’t worth it.  ‘Fuck you,’ I said, but my words were calm this time.  ‘We got you, fucker.  And you’re never getting out of here again.’

‘Yeah, yeah,’ he laughed.  ‘Doesn’t even matter...because I am Gemini!’ he told me.

I frowned at him.  ‘What does that even mean? It means nothing! You think we’re worried that your geeky, pussy of a son is out there ready and poised to kill for you, do you?’ I laughed.  ‘What a joke? He couldn’t kill a fly, let alone a grown man.’

‘You know nothing, dyke,’ he said, in an accusing voice.

‘Homophobic ignoramus,’ I commented. ‘If it weren’t for your warped views, none of this would ever have had to happen!’

‘You can shut up, bitch.  And as for Kristian...you underestimate him, clearly.’

Emmy glanced at me; her frown fixed in place.  ‘Why?’ she asked, instantly.

Cook just laughed, clearly pleased with himself.

‘Why have we underestimated Kristian, Brian? Is he murderous like you?’ I asked, leaning towards him slightly.

‘None of your fucking business, whore.’

‘I’m not a whore,’ I replied, coldly, ‘Nor any of the other choice words you seem to like to use for me.’

‘You’re all whores,’ he spat back, looking disgustingly. 

‘What-like your poor mother? Why did you dig up your mother and keep her in the sofa in your shed?’ I asked, wanting answers.

‘Mama’s good to talk to,’ he said, as if it were obvious.

‘She’s dead!’ I cried.

‘She still talks to me...gives me advice.’

‘She gives you advice? Then why’d the hell did you throw darts at her face? Why did you force her mouth open and fixed into that position? I asked, disgusted at the images in my head.

‘None of your fucking business, nosy bitch!’ he scowled.

‘But you did that, right?’

‘Sometimes she won’t shut the fuck up, okay?’ he ranted.  ‘Had to shut her up for good...removed her voice box.  Now she’s spending an eternity unable to say another fucking word,’ he said, laughing maniacally.

‘But I thought you just said she talks to you?’ I questioned, confused.

‘Oh, you don’t understand...you don’t have the mind of a Gemini,’ he told me, shaking his head.  ‘Once the other half is dead, it disappears.  The magic disappears.’

I stared at him.  he was completely mad.  There was no way he was sane enough to stand trial.  ‘Magic?’

‘See, I see your scathing look and your suspicious eyes.  You’re one half of a twin, Evie...and your other half is dead.  You’re incomplete and always will be.  That’s why you’d be better off dead!’

‘You want me dead, do you?’ I questioned, sure of the fact.

‘That was the plan, until you all got involved with my work!’ he exploded, angrily.  ‘Stupid fucking pigs getting themselves involved.  I have work to do!’

‘You consider it work?’ I asked, shocked.

‘What would you call ridding the world of evil? Yes, it’s work! It’s my work!’ he told us.

‘But what do you consider evil?’

‘The homosexuals of course. They are deviants! Disgusting, horrors of nature.  They should all be killed...and I’m working my way through as many as possible...or I was, until you stopped me.  Still...it doesn’t have to end...’ he said, mysteriously.

‘Why would it not end?’ Emmy asked.  ‘You’re locked up now, and there’s no chance of you going anywhere,’ she said, frowning.

He cocked his head at her.  ‘You’re the one...’ he murmured, looking at her.

Emmy surprised me by walking closer and laying her hand on his briefly
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