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Tony Falcon is back when deadly viruses are released and an apocalyptic ransom is delivered to the UN. Teaming up with old colleagues from MI6 on the same trail, they find themselves in action across Spain, France and the Caribbean in a race to stop an even more deadly attack.
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Richard Lewis, ‘Rich’ to his friends, studied himself in the mirror as he waited for Sarah and the boys to sort themselves out. Recently passing forty he didn't think he had faired too badly. He still had his hair with just one or two strays greying.  And if he held his stomach in he might even catch the eye of the two girls staying in the next apartment. He knew he couldn't do anything serious about it with a wife and two kids in tow, but every smile was worth a fortune to his ego. 

A scrabble broke out behind him and he glanced around at the two boys fighting over a beach towel. 

“That's enough.” He said firmly and they calmed if not actually ending their squabble. 

Two weeks in Corfu was supposed to be a relaxing break away from his job as a supermarket manager but it was tiring constantly looking out for the children. And Sarah, as always, was in a constant state of frustration. 

The weather had been good and there had been some fun times in the few days they'd been here, but in the more mundane moments he couldn't help but find himself fantasising about how he could meet those girls were he single. 

“Ready?”

She stood with her standard look of annoyance and her bikini covered by a Sarong that she would keep on until they reached the hotel pool. 

“Come on you two.” She called the boys. 

“Yaaay.” They screamed in unison, the petty argument finally forgotten as they ran to the door. 

Twins, ten years old, and on occasion, Rich still had problems telling them apart. 

“Well?” Sarah was always sounding irritated. 

“Take the bag. 

I'm not carrying it all.”

Rich obediently did as he was instructed and headed out after the boys. The sun was bright and hot already, even in the dappled shade thrown down from the craggy-trimmed olive trees that lined the walkway from the self-catering apartments into the main complex. 

“Wait.” Sarah shouted out as the boys ran ahead in an impromptu race. 

“Leave them alone. They know where we're going.” 

Rich defended as he wondered why the bag was so heavy. Just what did you need to take only to sit by the pool for a morning? 

“It's alright for you. I'm the one who has to worry about what they're doing all the time. You'd just let them run riot and annoy everyone.”

Rich chose not to respond. There was little point. 

The pool was already busy with the other guests. Children playing in the large clear swimming pool that shimmered a mineral blue under the rising sun. Parents and couples sat around on the sun beds sipping cool alcoholic drinks. One group had the hotel breakfast set out on a small table. And above it all a steady drone of voices interspersed with the shouting of kids. 

They found unoccupied beds at the far end of the pool away from the complex and the added noise of the bar. 

Rich looked over at Sarah on her sun bed. She was busy folding the sarong neatly and putting it away into the bag. Next would come the suncream routine that he could never be bothered with. 

She had quite a pretty face still. A few lines had crept in over the years around the eyes. Large eyes, that had always captivated him. And despite a little cellulite at the tops of her thighs she still had a fairly fanciable body. She had shape and tone despite approaching forty and having given birth to twins. Most men would be proud to cuddle up to Sarah on a cold night. It was just that he was bored with it. As he was with the constant nagging. Motherhood had made her perpetually organised and it drove him mad. 

She hadn't always been like that. When they had met as teens she had been fairly carefree and adventurous.  He had been the sensible one. If only she could be like that again and go with the flow occasionally. 

He laid back and turned his head away, surveying the rows of sun beds for someone new to look at. He could hear her calling Rob and Jamie. They were already messing about in the pool, their screams of delight joining the cacophony of noise already emanating from the busy water. He didn't care. The idea was to have a morning of relaxation and that's what he intended to do even if Sarah couldn't. 

Then Rich saw the two girls from the adjacent apartment and he felt a flutter in his stomach. Stupid infatuation he knew, but for a week or two he could dream. He wondered if they were even English. Maybe he would get a chance to talk to them and find out. 

The two girls continued walking towards him. Both in bikinis. Slim and suntanned. One a blonde, the other a brunette. He knew they would smile at him as they passed and Sarah would notice. She never missed things like that. 

Rich took a sly look back to see if she was distracted. She was laid down with a hand shielding her eyes oblivious to her approaching competition. Her top was off and for a moment he looked at her breasts and reminded himself that despite feeding two infants they were still fairly firm with a good shape and size. 

He looked back as the girls came past, comparing. Theirs were smaller, but so much sweeter looking. He forced his eyes upwards. 

“Morning.” He ventured. 

Both smiled as he had hoped they would. He let his eyes follow them past, taking in the wiggle of pert bum cheeks at the top of long slender thighs. Then he caught Sarah watching him out of the corner of his eye. He knew his face had flushed red but hoped the glaring sun would hide it. 

He almost jumped as the small plane swooped across the complex far too low. The noise of its engines rudely intruded into the background sound of happy people and squawking sea birds. Just a two-seater propeller-driven craft with what looked like small gas tanks under each wing.  For coloured smoke he guessed. It would be part of a display somewhere. Possibly skywriting over the beach. But it was really low. He could read the numbers and letters written on the wings clearly as it passed, casting a momentary shadow across him. 

Using the distraction he turned his head away again and pretended to dose in the sun, hoping Sarah wouldn't say anything. His thoughts drifted back to the girls, fantasising about how he could meet them properly. 

It was damn hot already and he was feeling queasy. He thought about calling one of the wandering waiters over so he could order a drink. 

“Daddy. My head hurts.”

Was that Jamie or Rob? He couldn't tell. And he couldn't turn his head to see. He tried again without success.  A moment of confusion, and then panic set in. He cried out for help, except he only heard the shout in his mind. Now he screamed but again nothing came out. His mind raced trying to make sense of it. Maybe he was just tired. He eased his breathing and tried again. Nothing. This time fear encompassed him as he realised something serious was happening. 

Next to him, Sarah was becoming terrified. She couldn't move, locked in position with her eyes open staring at the sky. She had tried to move but remained fixed unable to even lift a hand. 

She could already see the sun moving upwards on the clear blue backdrop above, its heat burning her bare tender nipples. She wanted desperately to move, to get out of the sun but she couldn't. 

Unable to blink her eyes dried and the brightness invaded her cornea, slowly blistering and cracking the tender outer layer of her eyeballs. It seemed as if an eternity was passing and she felt herself slowly cooking. 

In her head, she screamed and screamed but nothing came out. She willed herself to raise a hand over her face for relief if only for a moment. But it remained stubbornly at her side. 

Five thousand times brighter than a lightbulb the rays poured in through her dilated pupils, burning the retina. Sarah, felt her heart rate jump, pounding through her ears like a steam train.  There was no pain but her vision blurred and speckled with black dots as the reflective cells fried. She knew she was going blind and could do nothing other than lament that she would never see the faces of her children again. Where was Rich? Why wasn't he helping her? She wanted to cry but no tears would come. 

Rich couldn't open his eyes and he so desperately wanted to. He hadn't heard his son speak again and now, more worryingly he couldn't hear anything. He knew he hadn't gone deaf as there was still the shrill of a nearby bird and the gentle lap of water in the pool. And smell, he could still smell the faint aroma of cooking from the kitchens. But the people had gone silent. Had they left? Crept away while he was locked in some kind of night terror? 

Something was terribly wrong. His head hurt more, the rush of blood through his brain at each pump of the heart bringing another wave of nausea. 

Sarah felt the agony too. It was as though sand was rushing through her arteries, tearing at the inside of her skull. She wanted it to stop. Her sight had deteriorated to little more than a grey blur. In the moments she could think straight she knew her eyes were burnt out. Useless as surely as if someone had taken a knife and cut them away. 

Tender regions of her body, breasts and upper thighs not normally exposed, dried and reddened in the Mediterranean heat. The soreness expanded, turning to a prickling itch she couldn't scratch.  It drove her wild. 

Finally, the blood pumping through her veins slowed and she gained some relief from the agony. At first, she was thankful and began to think she would recover, but the slowing continued and a blackness entered her head in waves between beats. It grew worse as the thump, thump slowed further until it stopped altogether. In a flash of understanding, she realised the only thing that was over, was her life. Sarah felt a strange calmness as death came to take her, surely and silently. She felt herself just fade away until finally, she felt nothing. 

Rich pictured his wife. He realised for the first time in years that he still loved her. Familiarity and effort of day-to-day life had numbed his feelings but they were still there. Now he wanted to turn to her, desperate to hold her one last time. But his body was just a limp piece of meat slowly burning under the Greek sun. Nausea rose again, coming in waves with the rhythmic drum of his own heart clear in his ears. Then the black of nothingness rolled over him snuffing out his thoughts. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


The Merlin Commando Helicopter swooped in low toward the Northwest of the Mediterranean island. With a lush green cover spread over rugged mountains, Corfu was just as the holiday brochures described. An emerald in the smooth expansive blue of the sea. Then the bay of Agios Georgios came into view with its oval of calm water lined with stunning flax gold beaches. 

Becca Johnson felt the helicopter bank right and she saw the coastline glide past as they headed down into the resort areas. It was beautiful, like a painting of an idyllic ancient Greek world. But she wasn't here for sightseeing.  She had seen enough and sat back in her seat. They would be landing soon. she needed to be focused. 

With her a team of four specialists were also waiting in anticipation, encased in the noisy, harshness of the military helicopter. Like herself, they had been rushed out from England and were now heading in to support the Greek authorities who had declared a serious incident. They had requested immediate assistance from the U.K. with its specialist knowledge in chemical and biological warfare. 

Minutes later they touched down on a beach and were greeted by Alessandro Demos of the Hellenic National Defense General Staff. 

“Welcome. Welcome. 

You are Miss Johnson?

We spoke on the phone.”

“Yes. 

Call me Becca. 

And this is James, Gordon, Philip and Julia.” She said indicating to the four people unloading bags into the heat of the day from the Merlin. 

“Thank you for coming. This is way beyond the expertise of our facilities.”

Becca looked out along the stony beach towards the low-rise hotel complex several hundred yards away. It was cordoned off with yellow tape and uniformed officers surrounded it like a ring of steel. 

“Has anyone been in there?”

“We sent people in HAZMAT suits to survey the situation but they haven't disturbed anything. Two delivery men discovered the people. Also, two police officers responding to the initial call. They have been quarantined at the local hospital, but haven't shown any ill effects.”

“No one else?”

“No. Once we realised how it looked the decision was made to reach out to our friends in NATO who have more experience of this sort of thing.”

“I'd like to go see the quarentined people if I can.” Gordon interceded. Sweat already dripped from his forehead in the late afternoon heat. 

“And to have a look at any blood works you've done.”

Alesandro beckoned for a nearby policeman. 

“Demetri will take you there straight away.”

“Thank you.” Becca continued. 

“James, go with him.

The rest of us will get kitted up right away and take a look.”

“You can change in the Incident Tent.” Demos indicated the white tarpaulin at the top of the beach.

Philip climbed back into the Merlin and began passing down more of their equipment as Gordon and James headed away with Demetri. 

A short while after, dressed in a white HAZMAT suit Becca passed the line of uniformed officers and ducked under the Police Incident barrier tape.  A slight hiss echoed inside the hood as an air tank maintained pressure slightly above normal to stop any airborne biological or chemical contaminants from seeping in. 

She entered the hotel through the lobby where guests should have been arriving or departing. It was ghostly silent. Philip and Julia followed. 

Almost immediately they found bodies lying around where they had fallen. No one appeared to have tried assisting the stricken, suggesting it had happened quickly. Everyone struck down in moments rather than over a protracted time. A gas or a nerve agent she pondered. 

She saw Julia and Philip already examining one victim. A young man dressed in brightly coloured shorts and tee-shirt. A rolled towel lay nearby. He had probably been on his way to the beach or pool when it happened. 

Becca carried on, past the collapsed receptionist sprawled over her desk. A pen still hung loosely between her fingers. At the doorway that led out into the open a pretty blonde girl lay face down. Becca stepped over her legs with a little trepidation, not wishing to disturb the body. Nearby another, a brunette, slumped in the shade against the whitewashed wall. The mouth was slightly open and her eyes stared away into the distance. She could have been a waxwork or a detailed piece of art that had been carefully positioned. Macabre while attractive even in death. 

A large pool curved around the building and to the side, rows of flat-roofed accommodation apartments could be seen through the decorative olive trees and shrubbery. It was clean and tidy, everything carefully manicured for middle-class families who could afford just a little above the basic package holiday. 

Everywhere Becca looked, someone had died. Young, old, children all lay where they had fallen. She counted fifteen, mainly kids, just floating in the water. The total stillness of what should have been a noisy, vibrant holiday venue gnawed away at her. Only the sound of the occasional bird foraging for food scraps broke the silence. She felt sickened. 

Becca kept walking, until finally stopping at the far side of the pool. She looked down at one woman lying out on her sun bed. Mousey brown hair framed her reasonably attractive face. Probably late thirties. She had been lying enjoying the sun when it happened and still stared upwards at the sky with unseeing eyes. Much of the skin was beetroot red, blistered in the hot rays. What had been full lips in life were now dried and cracked. Against the line of the bed, her skin was blackened, like bruising, where blood had pooled inside her after death. 

Becca was struck by how there had been no attempt to move. That she could see, the woman hadn't sat up or tried to summon help. Like the others she had just died where she was. 

Next to her, a man in trunks and a tee-shirt lay on his side with his eyes shut.  A young child had fallen at the base of his lounger. Both were as burnt by the Mediterranean sun as the woman. With a tinge of sadness, she wondered if they had been a family. 

Then she saw the man's chest move. He was breathing. 

“Hey.

I've got a live one.” Becca shouted out before dropping to her knees. 

She grasped the man's hand to let him know help had arrived. 

“Hello?

Can you hear me?” She said. 

“We’re here to help you.”

She didn't get a response but Rich heard her. Muffled by the suit the voice seemed far away. But it was a voice. It felt like a thousand years he had been sealed inside his head, alone with just his terrors. Too long, and he was verging on madness.  

No idea how long he had been unconscious he had woken to the same immobility as before. Alert and able to hear and smell everything around him. Hours upon hours laying without the hint of another person around him. Just pain from his burning skin that had grown and grown until it had numbed itself into oblivion. 

Perhaps he'd died. Was this hell? Trapped alone, burning for eternity. 

But finally, there was a voice from outside. At first, he thought he had imagined it. But now there were other voices and the sound of movement. Then came a pinprick of light as someone pulled an eyelid back to check his responses. 

“No dilation.” Rich heard someone say. What did that mean? 

But happiness flooded through him and were he able, he would have broken down in tears of joy. So grateful not to be alone any longer. 

Jeremiah swung the scythe with practised skill, cutting down the wheat for helpers to bundle up and place in the cart. It was hard work despite the ease with which he appeared to handle the archaic tool,  and he was already sweating in the early sun. Back-breaking work that he and the others would spend the whole day at, with only short rests. Rain was forecast for the evening and they could not afford to risk a wet crop. It needed to be gathered whilst the sun shone and the wheat heads were dry. 

Everyone in the village helped. Men such as himself cut whilst children gathered the crop into bundles and loaded it. Others led the horse-drawn carts back to the main barn where it would be unloaded and stacked. 

“Jeremiah. Take a rest.” Sally called out as she approached. 

He took one last swing and placed the scythe on the ground. Waving two boys away as he did so. They needed to rest just as much as he did. 

“Not now. It’ll wait.

Go get yourselves a drink.”

He turned in time to see his young wife cross the last few yards to him. She always had a glow about her at harvest time, and this year was no different.  Her long black puritanical dress hid much of her figure and her face was as nature intended. He loved her so much. And there was the added beauty of the tiny life growing inside her.  It would be an early spring baby. The brightest and strongest were spring babies. He felt blessed. 

“Thank you.” He said taking the earthenware mug. 

The farm-brewed Mead was refreshing and so, so welcome. 

“It’ll be a good harvest this year.” He observed looking out over the remaining uncut wheat as it waved gently in the breeze. 

Sally stood next to him, leaning ever so slightly against his shoulder. 

“Good. Our little one will have a bright start in the new world.”

He looked up at the sky. No sign of rain yet. They would have time to get the rest of the crop undercover. 

“We’ll teach him, or her, well.”

Sally smiled again. 

“Maybe little’n will be a favourite of the Overlord and help spread the message one day.”

Jeremiah was committed to the farm and its ways. He was confident that would happen. 

“He, or she, will. We’ll see to that by proving our worth. 

But for now. This wheat won't harvest itself.” He downed the rest of the mead and handing back the mug he picked up the scythe again. 

Sally stroked a hand down his powerful shoulders. He was older than her, a lot older, but she didn't see the years. His Puritan life kept him fit and healthy. With a smile, she turned back towards the rudimentary housing that lay along the edge of the fields. Wattle and daub, whitewashed single story dwellings reminiscent of Tudor times which had been constructed by the hands of the community several years previous. 

Sally and Jeremiah's was one of the first built and stood proudly near the church from where each morning the bell sounded to announce the start of the day. Then again in the early evening when the farmers and blacksmiths could down tools, relax, and enjoy valuable time with their families and friends around the community meal. 

It had been hard work creating everything from scratch. It still was hard work. But here, everything was sustainable. They used only the resources around them and were careful to nurture replacements for the next generation. 

Sally passed the shire horses that grazed freely around their houses and went inside.  

It was Spartan but homely. Wooden beams held the roof above whitewashed walls. The furniture consisted of little more than a couple of benches and a table cut from local trees. 

Closer to the hearth were two carver-style chairs. They had been upholstered in cloth which she and the other women had woven by hand and stuffed with horse hair. Then off to the side, a second room served as a bedroom. Again just a basic wooden framed bed with a horse hair mattress and wooden blankets. Only a sheepskin throw for the colder nights approached anything like a luxury 

The house offered little in

































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





