
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Flint

        

        
        
          The Island Connection, Volume 11

        

        
        
          Graham Hamer

        

        
          Published by Graham Hamer, 2019.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FLINT

    

    
      First edition. May 20, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Graham Hamer.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386834687

    

    
    
      Written by Graham Hamer.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



FLINT

THE ISLAND CONNECTION 11

GRAHAM HAMER



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER ONE
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Flint hunched into the early evening shadows. He scratched his close-cropped head where the midges had taken a liking to his scalp. The heat had gone out of the sun, but the air was calm and it was still warm enough to leave a sheen of sweat across his face. He ran a hand over his forehead, wiping the sweat off, and then dried his hand on his jeans. Flint checked his watch for the umpteenth time. Every time he checked it, he convinced himself that it had stopped, and shook his wrist, as though that would get it going again. It was like waiting for a giraffe to give birth. After what seemed like an eternity, something on the other side of the grassy enclosure stirred. At last, the Friday evening self-defence class was over and the women were leaving. He sneered. What conceit, the weaker sex thinking that a bit of basic self-defence could stop a man with a punch like an iron bar. These women might be gutsy but they were also deluded. Someone should tell them – but it wasn’t going to be him. Not yet.

He examined each woman as the ladies in their jogging suits left The Hub, the local community centre on the edge of the playing fields. Some chatted together, others left on their own. As he kept an eye on the exit, he allowed his plans to play through his head. He thought of what was to come - a decision - a major decision - one that would change one person’s life forever. At last, his time was here. He would take control now, so he would wield the power. Meanwhile, others would have to die. That’s just how it was. Anything else would be cowardice, and Flint wasn’t a coward.

Not for the first time this evening, he gave his brain the go-ahead for his eyes to half close - watching the community centre and examining his thoughts at the same time. He tried to tune out the cheeping sound of the cicadas as they vibrated their drum-like tymbals in the tree above his head. But that, of course, was no more than a false memory of his holiday to the Caribbean earlier in the year. Sometimes odd memories like that hijacked his thoughts and defied reality, though he’d had enough now of their damn chirping. There were no cicadas on the Isle of Man, even though it had a mild climate, being positioned in the middle of the Irish Sea, at the end of the Gulf Stream. It was warm for the time of year, mid September, but it was never warm enough to attract cicadas or other such bugs that thrived in temperate or tropical climates.

What it was warm enough to do was to make the sweat run down his back under his T-shirt. It ran into the crease of his buttocks and made him squirm. He hated feeling sweaty, unless he was at the gym developing his muscles. Flint stood up and adjusted his jeans. It didn’t look very elegant, but it beat having a sweaty arse.

Out of the blue, as he crouched down again, a clear, calm, moderate voice perched on his shoulder and whispered in his ear. It was a voice he heard less and less nowadays. “You know you have not a shred of an inkling of an idea what you’re getting yourself into, Flint, right?” He’d nicknamed it his voice of irrational cowardice. This evening, the voice caught him by surprise - it was so long since it had visited him. But Flint smiled. He smiled so big, he would have started to laugh at the impossibility of what he was about to do. His mother would never know how fearless he now was in the face of the ultimate challenge, because he’d never tell her. He was doing the right thing and, no matter what that particular voice said, he knew it. Other voices, more numerous and more logical, told him so. He listened to those other voices nowadays. The voice of irrational cowardice was a concept from his past.

A mosquito buzzed near his ear and he smacked at it with his hand. It didn’t seem to have any effect. The damn thing was back moments later. Why the hell couldn’t the bloody women hurry up and leave. Then he could get clear of the bushes that lined the mown grass of the playing field. Damn them. Damn women and their bossy, know-it-all attitudes. He’d soon show them.

Flint flicked a mental switch and remembered his vow not to ponder and speculate, not to analyse; to just go with the flow. Sometimes he felt like the kid standing at the top of the water slide, over-thinking it. He just had to go down the chute. If he started analysing, none of it would make sense and he might stop. He knew enough to realise that was the last thing he wanted. Whatever happened, he was going to serve up a dish of revenge. As if they were having a normal conversation, he answered the voice on his shoulder: the voice of irrational cowardice. Speaking aloud, he said, “I know what I’m doing. Now bugger off.”

With a minikin shrug of his shoulders to rid himself of any doubt, Flint poked himself back into the present. He had to concentrate on the departing women. Or at least on one particular departing woman. He’d already done his research. He knew she was 37. He knew where she lived and that she lived alone. And he knew that she was in the community centre because he’d watched her go in an hour-and-a-half earlier. He was looking for someone who was almost a head taller than the rest. It was that which had caught his eye in the first place. She’d soon be wishing she’d been born a bit shorter and a bit less noticeable.

Flint began to count out the remaining women as they left either on their own or in small groups. When they made their way to their cars, laughter and chatter surrounded them like the buzz of bees on a pollen-laden flower. Then there she was - a woman so tall, elegant and so self-assured you could light a bonfire under her and she wouldn’t bat an eyelid. He watched as she climbed into her Mini Countryman and headed down the hill towards the main road. Then Flint watched some more as the last few ladies left the hall. The tall blonde one and the mouthy dark one said goodnight to the caretaker. He locked up and ambled towards the Manx Arms for a large glass of insomnia before going home to his wife and falling asleep in front of the television.

The big man stood up straight and stretched his back. He cracked his neck from one side to the other. Then, with slow, measured footsteps, Flint made his way to his Ducati Panigale. Pure, mean power on two wheels. 1,100 cc with a V4 engine. His bikes would be the only things he would be sorry to leave behind when he made his departure. He watched the dusky young woman pull away from the kerb in her big state of the art 4x4. It was all just show. The vehicle wasn’t even hers; it belonged to the guy she lived with above the restaurant. Then the tall blonde coasted down the hill, leaving the road empty and silent.

Flint’s bushy dark eyebrows formed a straight line over his eyes and his cruel mouth broke into a self-satisfied smile. Now that everything was in place, he could begin his revenge. It was going to be sweet - for him. Not so sweet for everybody else. Earlier he had hesitated at the thought of what he was about to do. Now, having eyeballed the whole group, his insecurity had melted away. He was Flint. He could deal with anything.

Five minutes later he eased his motorbike along Douglas promenade; the sea on his left, a flat calm. Traffic, or what counted as traffic on the Isle of Man, was light, and he relaxed into the gentle flow. Nobody was ever in a hurry on the Isle of Man. As he often said to anyone who wanted to listen, there was Greenwich Mean Time, there was Daylight Saving Time, and there was Isle of Man time. Rules were a bit different during Isle of Man Time. Instead of the clocks moving forward or going back an hour, they fell way, way back – like sixty years back. The island was still as it was in the 1950’s and 60’s.

The Isle of Man was the island that time forgot, with its steam trains and electric trams and horse drawn trams. And all the other things that the tourists found ‘quaint’ like the Fairy Bridge, and the biggest working water wheel in the world. Sheep with four horns, cats with no tails, the motorbike road racing capital of the world, ancient burial sites, splendid castles, fairies in the glens, wishing stones, ghost-like dogs in the castle dungeons - they all helped attract an otherwise dying tourist trade. And, of course, the island had its self-important little politicians. He hated small-minded people who tried to dictate their terms to others. For that reason, he’d be glad to leave the moment he finished his task. There were things he would miss, but there were other attractions elsewhere.

When his mother had her stroke, Flint had been able to take control of her assets. It had taken time, but it was what he had wanted all along and was well worth the wait. It was only when the courts had granted him that administrative control and he had monetised her assets that he’d been able to consider and plan for his future. He’d sold his mother’s big, empty house high on the headland, which he’d shared with her through childhood and pubescence. He’d banked the proceeds abroad. Then he’d cashed in all her shares and savings and insurance policies at the best prices. That money too was now awaiting his eventual arrival in the Dominican Republic which had no extradition treaty with Britain. Whoever opined that money couldn't buy you happiness must have had far too much of the stuff. 

For the time being, until his task was complete, Flint had rented a pleasant accommodation on Douglas promenade with a terrific sea view. The only drawback was that he’d had to take his mother with him. Even though she could no longer speak, every time she saw him, her voice rattled round in his head, “You’re late home, Flint. Where have you been, Flint? Who have you been with? Been with one of those dirty women of yours, have you?” But not for much longer. The sea view in the Dominican Republic was even better than on the island, and he wouldn’t be taking his mother with him, that was for sure. Old, wrinkled vampires like her didn’t like the sun anyway.

Flint had intended just leaving and going to live in the sun. That would have been simple. But it was just after he had sold everything and stashed the money abroad that things went wrong. It was then that The Bitch had shown him gross disrespect and Flint had been obliged to change his plans. It wasn’t just a normal level of disrespect; it was disrespect on an industrial scale and it had reminded him so much of his god-awful mother. He didn’t actually need the thing that The Bitch had refused him. He would be leaving anyway, with or without it. It was the way she had done it. It was the insolence and contempt that had taken a hold on his soul and forced him into a different course of action. It was her discourtesy and incivility that had decided him to take revenge before leaving for the Caribbean. The Bitch had taken over the reins from his nagging mother, and there was no way that Flint could leave before putting matters right. A man doesn’t do that. Even so, it wasn’t a quick and easy decision, but it was one that grew on him. And the more he thought about it, the more he liked it.

It had taken him one year, four months and six days to get to this point. The point where he could put his plan into action. Now, just a few more days - a couple of weeks at the most - would see his revenge complete and he could move on to better things. He would never have been able to settle overseas if he hadn’t straightened things up first. It would have bothered him, like flies bother rotting meat. How can a man relax when he has walked away from contempt like that without putting matters right? Sometimes you just had to stand by your code of ethics, no matter what the personal cost.

Flint pulled his bike to a halt at the lights and glanced at his reflection in the wing mirror of the car in front. Him with his big boulder shoulders, and the crash helmet that disguised his face. He knew that, underneath, he had a large head and ears that stood out a little. But he also knew that his body more than made up for that small detail. He’d always been fit. He’d always taken care of his body. And for the last one year, four months and six days he had trained two or three times a week at a boxing gym near to the apartment where he now lived.

Like Kirk Douglas in Spartacus, Flint had gone back and gone back, slugging it out in a sheen of oil and sweat, like an ancient gladiator. The fear and the adrenaline kept him alert, and the knowledge that there was an end game made him anxious to keep going back for more. He refused to accept defeat. In a match, they either knocked him flat or he kept boxing. That was just how it was. He’d made a pledge to himself that he would seek his revenge without the use of weapons to take his victims captive. Weapons to finish them off, maybe, but not to take them captive.

There would be one exception, but he would deal with that when he got there. It would be too easy to fight this battle armed with a gun or a knife. But he needed the satisfaction of knowing that he had been right all along about his superior prowess and intellect. He was the man. He was in control. They were just women - the scourge of humanity now that men had given them positions of power. Women had had dominance and control handed to them, when in fact they were useful for only one thing - serving the needs of men.
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CHAPTER TWO
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At the southern end of the promenade, Flint turned right, and then took an immediate left to cross the swing bridge and follow the marina until turning left again. His powerful bike climbed the steep hill with no effort. It led to the headland overlooking the two mile crescent of Douglas bay. At the top stood the former coastguard station that developers had converted into four luxury apartments and renamed ‘The Point’. With their dominant position and unspoilt view looking north-east over the long sheltered bay, it was easy to see why the apartments seldom changed hands. Rolien van der Laan lived in one of two on the upper floor. For sure it was the best of the group with huge picture windows that capitalised on the glorious vista

Flint parked a little way downhill of the building. A wide expanse of well-maintained grass monopolised much of the headland. With its view of the harbour below, the town beyond, and the glorious sweep of the bay, the spot was popular with people just taking the air and watching the town settle down for the evening. He removed his helmet and hung the chin guard over the handlebars. Then he stepped off the bike, lifted the saddle and reached into the modest storage space beneath. Flint took out a small polythene bag and tucked it into the pocket of his jeans. He’d left his apartment in T-shirt and jeans with a thin biker’s leather jacket over the top. He patted the jacket as if searching for something, then relaxed. Now that the evening was drawing in, there was a freshness in the air. But he welcomed the coming of autumn and winter because by the time the winter storms arrived, he wouldn’t be here. He’d be long gone, and shorts and sandals would be all he would need. By then he would have made it clear that he wouldn’t tolerate disrespect. Especially not from a woman.

There were no signs of movement in Rolien’s apartment. He would have been surprised if there were. He’d followed her for three weeks now and each time she had left the vocational course on self-defence for women, she had stopped at a friend’s house for about half an hour before going home. Flint sat on the grass bank, wrapped in his thoughts and drawing deep breaths, awaiting the arrival of the royal blue Mini Countryman. He was clear about what he intended to do when she arrived. His intent was what made him invulnerable. His resolve granted him abnormal powers. His self-control guaranteed his success.

Just 50 metres down the slope from where he was, stood the green and white Great Union Camera Obscura that had fascinated him since his childhood. It was a unique wooden construction, built in 1892 as an attraction for the flourishing Manx tourist industry in the Victorian era. For Flint, as a child, hiding in the darkness of the Camera Obscura, with its various 360 degree periscope-like views, was a way to watch other people without them seeing him. From his secret surroundings, he used to keep an eye on reticent lovers as they kissed and cuddled in the assumed privacy of the bushes. He used to watch the women take their clothes off, leaving only a skimpy bikini or bra and pants. He used to observe the men in shorts, without shirts, posing and posturing to catch the women’s attention. The memories were still clear in his mind.

And the other thing that was clear about his childhood was that his mother had only ever called him Flint. Despite his repeated requests that she use his correct forename, she had insisted on calling him Flint, right up to the day of her stroke. Now she didn’t call him anything because she couldn’t speak. Flint had been given his father’s forename, yet his mother had stood firm, using his middle name ‘so she wouldn’t get confused’. Or that’s what she said. Flint knew now that it was just another of her ploys to control his life. At least everybody else knew him by his proper first name.

He was an adult now, but in his youth, when one kid at school had taunted him with his middle name, he had beaten three shades of holy shit out of the boy, leaving him bleeding and unconscious. It took three teachers to drag him off. After that transgression his mother sent him away to a private school and he began regular visits to a child psychiatrist.

Now, the voices in his head called him Flint too. He didn’t mind that, though. His voices didn’t do it to mock him. They were respectful. They were his friends and they all understood that using his middle name was a way to avoid acknowledging his alter ego - an upright citizen living a model life of sobriety and self-discipline. Well, almost. For sure, not someone who would crouch in the bushes watching women emerge from a self-defence class. When he was in reprisal mode like this evening, he was even happy to think of himself as Flint. It kept his two lives separate. Flint was tough and resourceful and disciplined. His other self was - well, just a guy doing a job and getting along. It wasn’t like he even needed the job now his money was all abroad, but he had to put right the wrong before he left. Having a regular job made everything seem normal to the outside world.

Half-an-hour into his daydream, just as the first of the evening clouds began to gather in the sky, Flint blinked as he saw the Mini Countryman making its approach up the hill. His heart quickened pace. It was decision time. Once he took this first step, there would be no going back. He would have obliged himself to carry on to the end. And when he completed his task, they would know his identity and he would be a hunted criminal.

But Flint had planned his escape with care and, with this mother’s financial legacy, he could afford to relax on the other side of the world, along with his new identity. Of course, he could leave now with a clean sheet and live out his life in comparative luxury without being hunted. But then he would never have the satisfaction of revenge. And it was revenge and retribution that drove him on. Retaliation against The Bitch for her injustice and the humiliation she heaped on him. If you are a real man, you can’t let a woman prevail; you have to master your own destiny. To turn back now would be a betrayal of men everywhere.

The Mini pulled in behind the apartment building onto a private parking space next to the road. There was a basement car park for the residents, but Flint knew that Rolien van der Laan kept her beloved Morgan down there. The Mini was her everyday runabout. The Morgan was her treasured possession that only saw the light of day on weekends when the sun was high in the sky. As the tall, shapely woman stepped from her car, Flint moved into action. He licked his lips at what was to come. Or was it to settle his nerves and moisten his dry mouth? There she stood, no idea what was in store for her. What a beauty. Good family genes – no doubt about that. He would have liked to have got to know her better on a personal level, and for her to be nice to him, but the voices in his head spoke up and reminded him that all that would come in good time. “Everything has to be at the right time, Flint”. He smiled to himself and answered, “Yes, I know.” There would be plenty of good-looking women once he arrived in the Caribbean. And not one of them would be in a position to tell him what to do, particularly the locals who only spoke limited English.

Flint strode up the hill towards the woman while she locked her vehicle and walked towards the entrance door of the building. His pulse quicken as he realised what was about to happen. He called out, “Ms van der Laan, can you spare a moment?” Rolien looked around and saw a man she didn’t know, waving at her and smiling. She paused and waited for him to catch up. No thought of a threat crossed her mind. The Isle of Man wasn’t that sort of place, and anyway this guy appeared to possess a certain relaxed amiability that she immediately trusted. “What is it?” she asked, when Flint drew closer.

“Sorry to bother you, but you own a Morgan motor car, don’t you?”

Rolien seemed surprised at the question, but nodded. “Yes. What of it?”

“Well it’s just that I live up there,” he nodded to an imposing building perched at the top of the headland. “In the Douglas Head Apartments. One of my neighbours found a key with a Morgan key ring attached and has been asking around if anyone has lost one. Morgans aren’t that common and, from my lounge window, I’ve spotted you a time or two leaving your underground parking in a rather nice looking one. So I thought, since I saw you getting out of your car, I’d just ask if you are missing any keys.”

“Not that I’m aware, I’m not. Do you have it with you?”

“No, my neighbour is a little old lady who doesn’t trust anyone - not even me!”

Rolien chuckled. “So she won’t let go of the key except to the owner?”

“You’ve got it. Do you want to make a quick check while I’m here, then I can either cross you off the list or reunite you with your key?”

“Well, yes, okay. Though I can’t imagine how I might have dropped it without knowing. Did the lady say where she found it?”

“Not exactly. She said she was walking JoJo - that’s her Pekingese dog - down towards the Camera Obscura when she spotted the key on the ground.”

“I guess if I dropped it near the entrance to the apartments here, that would make sense.” Rolien said. “Do you want to come up while I take a look?”

Of course Flint wanted to take a look. Or at least, he wanted to go with her into her apartment. He was brimming with confidence now, knowing that his approach had been guaranteed right from the start. It was game on.
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CHAPTER THREE

[image: ]




Penny Chakyar was short, dark-skinned and cropped her silky black hair pixie fashion. Currently she wore a Baker Boy hat which helped cover a patch of thin hair on the back of her head where she had been burned over a year ago in a car accident. The burned patch was almost healed now, but Penny liked the Baker Boy look, so stuck with the hat. During the day, Penny was Detective Sergeant Penny Chakyar of the Isle of Man Constabulary. Most evenings, she was the lover of the man she lived for, Hjalmar Linnekar, whose real name was something else. He and Penny had grown so used to him being Hjalmar Linnekar that they never gave his former identity a thought. And neither of them ever gave a thought to the fact that he was missing two fingers on one hand. All that was in the past, and only the future concerned them now.

Penny was smart and sassy and never considered anything to be finished until she could do it to the best of her ability. Which usually meant better than anybody else. It explained why she was fluent in five other languages, had an MBA, and played off a three handicap in golf. With her dark complexion, impish good looks, and pixie haircut, Hjalmar couldn’t believe that somebody so talented and so, in his view, drop-dead gorgeous could be attracted to him. He was still wondering how on earth he'd been lucky enough to find her.

The feeling was reciprocated and, at the age of twenty-six, Penny was certain that she had found her soul mate and life partner. Wasn't that the point of life? To find someone to share it with? And if you got that part right - which she believed she had - how far wrong could you go? If you were sharing your life with the person you loved more than life itself, wasn't everything else just scenery?

Three years earlier, Hjalmar had sold his online gaming web sites for an eight-figure sum, which meant he would never have to work again. But, easy though it would have been, Hjalmar didn’t want to use his wealth to change their lifestyles. Penny needed to follow her career and he needed to satisfy his urge to be useful and create. Being a talented amateur cook, and an even more talented organiser, the Bay View Restaurant was the perfect answer. It didn’t completely run itself but, thanks to well trained, loyal staff, he could spend at least some time with Penny each evening.

Perched on the headland, the Bay View Restaurant, as its name suggested, had superb views looking south over Douglas bay. But the large apartment above, where the two of them lived, benefited from the best views of all over the sweeping crescent of sand. Now though, due to the success of the restaurant, the pair were thinking of finding somewhere else to live, so they could extend the dining area to take in the first floor as well. Traditional Haute Cuisine on one level and Fusion Cuisine on the other.

Hjalmar looked up and smiled as Penny marched into the living room. She threw her kit bag on the floor and flopped onto the sofa. “Friday kiss, please,” she said, and held up a finger. “No half-arsed junior school kissing either. I want the whole deal.”

“What am I? A bloody kisso-gram service?”

“I’m serious, I want the Hjalmar special.”

Hjalmar rolled his eyes and looked up at the ceiling. On normal days, he had a healthy but lived-in face - a face that everybody liked. He didn’t seem to be aware of it but when he smiled he looked like a friendly puppy. And when Penny demanded a kiss, his amiable instincts found their reward. He dived from his chair and sunk down on the sofa next to his girl. The welcome kiss was long and deep and only ended when Penny gasped, “I need to breathe, man.”

Hjalmar laughed. “I though you wanted the Hjalmar special. I was trying to oblige.”

“You did, you prat. You just ate my face.”

“I like eating your face,” Hjalmar said. “Was it a good kiss?”

“Yes it was.”

“So everything’s okay then? If you like, you can just lie there while I kiss you to death.”

“And you’re doing that staring thing too.”

“I’m looking into your eyes. Those wonderful dark Penny eyes. No-one else I know has eyes like yours.”

“What do you mean?”

“They glisten somehow. They’re like warm chocolate with sprinkles of rock salt. The salt sparkles and glistens in different places. I’m not doing a very good job of explaining, am I?”

“Keep going, Buster. You’re talking food, so this could be your lucky day.”

“Well it’s just that—” Hjalmar smiled and gave up. He put his lips against hers, mouthing, “I love you,” against her mouth, as if he was breathing love into her body. 

“How much do you love me?” Penny whispered back.

“I love you like a fat kid loves cake.”

“Oooh, you’re talking food again. I love it when you talk food like that.”

Hjalmar brought his hand up to her face. As tender as a summer night, he laid it against the side of her cheek. But he couldn’t stop looking at the salt specks in the pools of chocolate delight. He heard a soft sigh, and it didn’t come from him.

“You know that thing you are doing with your hand?” Penny said.

He nodded and ran his finger along her jaw line and onto her neck.

“Not that hand; the other one. You can quit doing that. I’m all sweaty after the self-defence course.”

“You smell good,” Hjalmar whispered into her neck.

He was warm against her and Penny instinctively arched into him and smiled. “I doubt it,” she said.

“You do, honest”

“Honest?”

“Mmm-hmm. Delicious. Like barbequed bacon.”

“God, you’re talking dirty again. But I’m still going to grab a shower before we eat.”

“Yeah well best I come join you in the bedroom. I offer a great undressing-before-a-shower service. I can even talk food at the same time if you want.”

Penny raised her eyebrows and her dimples came out to play. But she didn’t say ‘no’.

A while later, the pair sat at the kitchen table. Penny was wrapped in a comfy towelling dressing-gown but Hjalmar had dressed again since he had to go down to the restaurant later. The pair were enjoying a plate of veal kidneys in Madeira sauce which Hjalmar had prepared earlier.

“Mmmm, you have no idea how good that is,” Penny said, spooning more onto her plate and scraping the dish. “I was starving.”

“You’re always starving,” Hjalmar replied. “You’re famous for starving. I still haven’t met anyone who can starve as well as you. There were two whole veal kidneys in there, plus 250 grams of lardons, a large handful of baby onions, a great swathe of mushrooms, Madeira wine, and there’s the rice as well.”

With a full mouth, Penny peered over the rice dish, grabbed it and scraped what remained onto her plate. “Yeah, but you’ve eaten half of it,” she muttered.

“Half of it, my arse. I had one reasonable helping. You’ve scoffed the rest.”

Penny looked up and winked at him. “But you know you love me for it.”

“Yes, I do, Hjalmar said. I just wonder why I have to work to keep trim and you stuff anything edible down your throat with no thought to the consequences.”

“Must be your age,” Penny chuckled. At 37 Hjalmar was older than Penny, but that was something else neither of them gave a thought to. “Anyway,” Penny said, “I’ve been training all those women for the past hour-and-a-half. It’s got to be the quickest way to work up an appetite.”

“How was it tonight? Many there?”

“About twenty. We’ve got a good core of regulars now.”

“And at work?”

“Same old, same old. It’s all very quiet on the island at the moment. Josh and I had to go tell a poor old dear that her husband had had a heart attack while driving. His car hit a granite wall, and he didn’t make it. Mind you, I’m willing to bet that the autopsy will show it was the heart attack that killed him. Poor old girl was devastated. We left her with a Family Liaison Officer in the end, but it’s breaking the news that’s tough. You never get used to it.”

“How did Josh manage?”

“Better than me. I think gay people are generally more sensitive than us heterosexuals. He may never make it beyond detective constable, but he’s a damn good copper and does his job well.”

“That’s because he’s the same age as me. Old and wise.”

“But he’s lousy at making coffee. Always forgets that I take it black with one sugar. Some people are quite good at making coffee.”

“Do I assume from your conversation that you’d like a coffee, Penny Chakyar?”

“Oh, well if you’re making one Mr Linnekar, that would be terribly nice.”

Hjalmar chuckled. “You realise you just dropped into Dutch, don’t you? You always do that when you want something.”

Penny smirked. Dutch was one of the other languages that she spoke. It was also Hjalmar’s native tongue. They often swapped from one language to another in private. It was usually a case of whatever language best suited the conversation. “Didn’t realise I was doing it,” she said.

“Not bloody much you didn’t. It’s standard practice for Penny Chakyar to use Dutch when there’s food or sex involved.”

Penny smiled at him. “Yeah, well I’m a very sweet person. Sometimes I'm so damn sweet even I can't stand it.”

“And other times, you’re Penny Chakyar - the girl with attitude.”

Penny grinned. “You’ve got it, Mijnheer Linnekar I'm a temperamental, uptight, petty-minded, intolerant, lethal bitch. And you must promise me that you're okay with that, because it's who I am. And you're what I need to balance the equation and make me a better person.” She paused and gave Hjalmar a long, fond look. “When I first saw you,” she said, “I fell in love, and you smiled at me because you already knew. That was creepy.”

Hjalmar laughed. “You’ve got a vivid imagination, Detective Sergeant Chakyar. When we first met, you threw up in the kitchen sink and I slept in the spare room.”

“That’s not very romantic. I was trying to be romantic. Anyway, I made up for it next day.”

“Yes you did, but then you’re all heart. Just a soft-hearted push-over. I can’t imagine anyone being capable of disliking you.”

“Except the guys who I kick in the nuts.”

“You’ve done that?”

“Not very often. But best you see what you can do about that coffee before I turn mean.”

“Black with one sugar, wasn’t it?”
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CHAPTER FOUR
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Flint followed Rolien van der Laan into The Point apartment building on the headland. They immediately turned right and took the stairs to the first floor. “Hope you don’t mind,” she said over her shoulder, “but it’s quicker than the lift.” She reached into her bag and took out the key to her home. Unseen by her, as she unlocked the apartment door, Flint slid his hands into disposable blue powder-free nitrile gloves, as worn by all good tattooists. When he snapped the wrist elastic on the second glove, she turned around and frowned. The noise was unexpected, yet carried an unknown warning. The man’s amiable smile had disappeared and his bushy dark eyebrows had taken on an identity of their own. They threatened to leap from his forehead and attack. But it was Flint himself who attacked, grabbing Rolien by the throat with one powerful hand and pushing her backwards the length of the wide entrance hall into her lounge.

Rolien screamed as best she could with one hand choking her. With the other hand, Flint punched her hard in the kidneys and threw her to the floor, leaving her sobbing and rolling in a torture of pain. “Fucking self defence course not much good to you now, is it?” Flint snarled. “You should ask for a bloody refund.”

“What do you want?” she gasped, holding her back and reeling on the floor in pain. “What ever have I done?”

Flint kicked her hard in the side. As she howled in a turmoil of agony, he strode back to the entrance door and slammed it shut. Stepping back into the lounge, he stared down at the good-looking woman on the parquet floor. Again he had just a moment of doubt, but his voices said, “Go on, Flint, just do it. Get it over with. Man up. Are you in or out, Flint?”

“One hundred percent in,” he muttered to himself, “no matter what.” As soon as he said it, he had a surge of panic. He had just yanked Pandora’s backpack wide open to nosey cops, and jail time, and sharing a cell with, pimps and murderers.”

“What have I done?” the woman pleaded again, dragging Flint back to reality.

“Who said you have to do anything to deserve a visit from the angel of death?” She was sobbing and Flint didn’t want to look at her while he still felt uncertain. He needed to steel himself. If he looked at her and thought of her as a fellow human-being, he might change his mind. She was holding her side where he had kicked her. He may even have broken a rib. One thing was certain - she wasn’t getting up any time soon, so he turned his back to her and stared out of the huge expanse of glass that took up one wall of her lounge. His focus was on a large, square building two miles away on the far headland. “Nice view from up here, isn’t it?”

“Please,” she whimpered, “tell me what you want.”

His face broke into a grin. His voices reassured him that everything was going just fine. “I have exactly what I want,” he answered, turning round to look down at her now that his confidence was growing. All uncertainty had gone, and his courage had returned. She was just a woman after all. “But don’t worry, I won’t make you suffer. I’m saving that for somebody else.” He knelt next to her. The woman was too terrified to react. Too lost and confused to put any of her self-defence training to use. It would, in any case, have been as ineffective as pitting a crippled mouse against a cat on steroids. A wet patch appeared on her jogging bottoms and grew bigger as the man reached into his pocket and pulled out a small polythene bag. He withdrew a cheap stainless steel knife and grabbed her face with one hardened hand. “This will be quick,” he said. “You won’t have to endure any pain. Only she will experience that.” 

“Please,” Rolien begged. “Please why me?”

Flint nodded over his shoulder to the picture window. “That big restaurant across the bay on Onchan Head. Well they and some others have some unpleasant surprises coming their way. Sorry, lady, but you are the first. That’s just the way the cookie crumbles.”

“You mean Hjalmar’s restaurant?”

“Him, his woman, and their friends. You must know them if you go to the self-defence classes.”

“Yes, but what has Hjalmar done to you? He and I haven’t been together for ages.” Rolien’s voice had taken on a pleading tone. “He did some bad stuff online over ten years ago, but that’s all in the past. He’s paid for it financially, physically, and mentally. He’s been clean for years.”

Flint thought for a moment, then let go of her face. Information was king. You never knew when it would come in useful. When you knew something about somebody that no-one else knew, you had the power to control events. “Don’t even try to get away,” he snapped. “I can see it in your eyes that you are thinking about it, and I can tell you, that wouldn’t be wise. You’ve not experienced pain yet, but you will if you attempt anything stupid. So let’s talk. You seem to know a lot about him. Tell me more and I may yet show you some mercy. What do you know about this Hjalmar?”

“We lived together for a while in The Hague, over ten years ago.”

“Yes, go on.”

“Well he’s a computer whizz. He used to hack into the utility companies, so we never got a bill for our apartment, or for the properties I inherited from my parents. I owned quite a lot of properties in Amsterdam and The Hague that I let out.”

“What sort of utilities?”

“Gas, Water, Electric, Rates.”

Flint grabbed her face once more. “And that’s it, is it? Is that all you know?”

“No, no. Please. You’re hurting me.”

Flint released her but remained kneeling next to her. “So keep talking Ms van der Laan. At this moment in time, it’s the only thing keeping you alive. If you hold back on any secrets, you will suffer unimaginable pain. And then I will kill you. You tell me everything, and things might turn out a bit different this evening.”

“This won’t get him into trouble will it?”

“I don’t give a damn, and I don’t know, because you’ve not told me everything. It might just save your life though. So what else do I need to know?”

“Well it’s just that Hjalmar isn’t his real name. His real name is Robert Duisenberg. His father was chief inspector in the police before he retired. His sister, Jolanda, is herself now a detective inspector in The Hague.”

“Keep going.”

“Hjalmar wrote a computer programme that emptied people’s bank accounts. You could key in someone’s bank account number and it would transfer whatever money was in there into the account of the person running the programme. Hjalmar didn’t used to run it himself. He didn’t know enough people’s bank account numbers. In any case, he didn’t want anything traced back to him. So he used to get other people to run it with the promise that they would keep 90% of the money and he would only take 10% for the use of the programme.”

“What sort of people ran it?”

“People who would have access to bank account numbers. Accounting clerks, legal secretaries, bank cashiers, people like that.”

“Okay, so he used to get other people to run it and they would keep 90% of the money.”

“But...” Rolien paused.

“But?”

“Well, he would then use his own programme to empty their bank account before they could move or withdraw the money. They could hardly complain to the authorities so, in effect, nothing was traceable back to Hjalmar.”

Flint encouraged her to continue and then to repeat the whole saga until, twenty minutes later, he had fixed every detail in his memory. He nodded. “Very interesting. And that’s all? There’s nothing more?”

“No. I told you; he used to hack the utilities sites so we never got a bill, but his main source of income was from draining people’s bank accounts. Then, later, when he was in London, he stole almost three quarters of a million pounds from the mob and got caught. But he paid that back and took a beating. His real wealth came from selling his gaming websites. He sold them for tens of millions. It made all his illegal stuff look very insignificant.” Rolien looked at Flint with begging eyes. “Please can you go now? Please? I’ve done nothing.”

Flint hesitated. This woman was showing him some respect. But the voices in his head rose up and stirred him back into the moment. “Remember the hamster?” they asked. “You were only nine, but you were so brave. The knife is your friend, Flint. Do it. Do it now!”

With glassy eyes, Flint nodded to Rolien. “Sure. I’ll leave now. But not before this —” He again grabbed her face and, with the other hand, he pushed the cheap stainless steel knife with one rapid move through her eye and deep into her brain. She didn’t struggle. It was too late for that. Her death was instant. That was Flint’s version of showing mercy. Just like he’d shown mercy to his stinking hamster after he had cut its legs off and slit its belly open.

He stared at his gloved hand. The fingers were covered in a vitreous gel from inside her eye. In a long, slow movement, he stood up and stared down at her. She’d been a stunning, pretty lady half an hour earlier. But now the pierced eyeball had turned her into a hideous caricature of her former self. Her mouth was wide open in a scream that nobody would ever hear - like a real-life version of Edvard Munch’s painting. Flint breathed a deep sigh and shrugged. “Sorry, lady, it was nothing personal. You’re just a means to an end.”

He’d just killed an innocent woman and he wasn’t sure how he felt. No question that guilt was in the mix since this woman had done nothing to harm him. But he had a strange feeling of utter detachment, as though the body lying there was nothing to do with him. Just like he had with the hamster, and the cat, when he was younger. Rolien van der Laan was just a tool in his quest to show The Bitch that she was unworthy. And the information he had gleaned from her could prove useful in that quest. At best it would cause one of them a great deal of embarrassment. At least it would provide some unexpected fuel for the fires of misdirection. No good offering all his best clues on a plate. Let the police work for it. They would get there in the end. Of that he was certain. That was the whole point.

Keeping his gloves on, Flint removed a coin from the polythene bag. He placed it in the woman’s open mouth under her tongue. Then he took a foldable utility knife from the bag. It was a Promithi, designed for outdoors use. Razor sharp and the preferred knife of many campers and hikers, the blade was a fraction under three inches, making it legal in the UK. He pulled open the blade and carved a letter ‘V’ in Rolien’s cheek. The knife sliced through her flesh like a well honed scalpel, leaving the ‘V’ like a flap. ‘V’ for victory, or vengeance, or vendetta, he thought. Now, she looked even more grotesque. He rolled off the gloves and dropped them into the bag, along with the knife. The gloves he would dump. The knife, he would wash and use again. 

Flint reached inside his leather jacket and withdrew another small polythene bag. Inside was a paperback book that he laid on the lifeless body. He pulled his cell phone from his pocket and took several photos of Rolien van der Laan’s face from different angles. He sniffed. He could smell himself - his sweat and his excitement. He didn’t like smelling of sweat. A long shower would soon cure that.

He stared for a moment at the woman’s body. Flint wanting to burn the scene into his mind before things got crazy – which they most certainly would if he had anything to do with it. He pushed the polythene baggy into his jeans pocket as he left the building, taking care to leave no prints. He wasn’t ready for them to trace him - not yet. The voices in his head spoke up again. “See, that wasn’t so bad,” they said. “Quick and easy, just like we said.”

“Yes, but my mother isn’t going to be happy about it.”

“Now it’s you who tells other people what to do, Flint. Women no longer have power over you. You’ve broken free. Your mother has no say in your life any more. She can’t speak. She can’t even move without your help. Remember? ”

No she can’t, Flint thought as he walked back to his bike. Now he could say whatever he wanted to his big-mouthed mother. The mother who had always insisted on ‘helping’ anybody and everybody, as if she somehow owed it to them. She was an unadulterated busybody. She liked to have her finger in every pie and made it her business to ‘connect’ with as many of her neighbours as would talk to her - a diminishing number in later years. Somehow, she would always be there when they ‘needed’ her. Unfortunately, she would often be there when they didn’t. And always ready to offer her ‘advice’. She was the official unofficial reporter and woe betide anybody who didn’t listen to her advice. Thank God she wasn’t advising anybody now.

Flint didn’t want or need his mother’s nosey arse in his business any more. Even as an adult, it was the constant where are you? Who are you with? How long will you be there? Every time when he was not at home. 

But above all, Flint would always remember her as being the woman who knew everything. When she asked, ‘Do you want a piece of advice?’, it was a mere formality. It didn’t matter the fuck if he answered yes or no - he was going to get it anyway. And at the end of the day, what did she know? Did she know she was going to have a stroke that made her reliant on him for her continued existence? No, she damn well didn’t. Turned out the know-it-all shrew knew bugger all.

As he left the apartment building and made his way back to his motorbike, Flint pushed his mother out of his mind, or at least as far out of his mind as she allowed him to. She was always hovering somewhere in the background. He considered how to use the information that he now had. So the owner of the Bay View Restaurant had come to the Isle of Man to hide from the London mob who wanted their money back. And Rolien, his former lover, who had inherited her wealth from her parents, had come to the island five years later looking for a tax haven for her money. Small world.
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