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			‘Max, your father is here. He’s come to take Matthew away’

			Have you ever wondered what would happen if Max’s husband met Max’s father? What would Leon do? 

			They’re normally a fairly amiable bunch, but this is the story of what to expect if St Mary’s doesn’t like someone. As in, really doesn’t like someone. Warning: contains a unit-wide criminal enterprise, a great deal of illegal activity and a sad misuse of public resources. All the things a father will do to protect his family. 

			It is also a story of revenge. Because this is payback – St Mary’s style.
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			Jodi Taylor is the author of the bestselling Chronicles of St Mary’s series, the story of a bunch of disaster-prone historians who investigate major historical events in contemporary time. Do NOT call it time travel!

			Born in Bristol and educated in Gloucester (facts both cities vigorously deny), she spent many years with her head somewhere else, much to the dismay of family, teachers and employers, before finally deciding to put all that daydreaming to good use and pick up a pen. She still has no idea what she wants to do when she grows up.
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							Leon Farrell

						
							
							Chief Technical Officer. Not just husband and hero but now criminal mastermind as well.

						
					

					
							
							Dr Bairstow

						
							
							Director of St Mary’s. Chief conspirator.

						
					

					
							
							Mrs Partridge

						
							
							PA to Dr Bairstow. The Muse of History. Whoever asked her to hold his coat made a big mistake. A big, big mistake.

						
					

					
							
							Mr Markham

						
							
							Head of the Security Section. ­Concerns he is losing his criminal touch are mercifully unfounded. In the happy position of legitimately being able to let his baser side run wild and free. Like turning a gnarled old warhorse out to pasture, according to Dr Peterson, adding that this might be the moment at which to hum the signature tune to Black Beauty.

						
					

					
							
							Mr Dieter

						
							
							Not really involved but couldn’t resist shoving his oar in. Naughty boy.

						
					

					
							
							Dr Peterson

						
							
							Resident urine expert and expecting full credit.

						
					

					
							
							Polly Perkins

						
							
							No, we still don’t get to meet her in person but she proves to be an all-round good egg just the same. Maybe next time.

						
					

					
							
							John Maxwell

						
							
							‘Eminent surgeon and utter bastard,’ Leon Farrell.

						
					

					
							
							Dr Maxwell

						
							
							Standing her ground. Confused and bemused, yes, but most importantly – avenged.

						
					

					
							
							
					

				
			

		

	
		
			Author’s note

			I don’t know how I came to write this. I know when I came to write it. That’s easy. I was climbing into bed one night, accompanied by all the usual paraphernalia – laptop, Kindle, box of tissues for my early morning nose – my nose will kill me one day – notebook and a couple of pens – because they all run out together – and a Terry Pratchett novel. The great man is probably most alarmed to find that death has not released him from the burden of having me take him to bed every night.

			Anyway, it was a night just like any other. I arranged everything nicely, wandered off for the usual bathroom pit stop and threw my dressing gown on the floor just where I’ll trip over it when I lurch, crusty-eyed and wild-haired, on my way back to the bathroom the next morning.

			I’m going to digress. I know bed hair is fashionable these days, but I have real bed hair. REAL bed hair, not the namby-pamby, girlie stuff you get from a jar. I’ve learned to perform my early morning ablutions with my eyes closed. Getting a brush through it is a waste of time – I just have to wait for gravity to kick in, which is normally around three in the ­afternoon.

			I’ve lost the thread again. Bed. Yes. I was just at that stage where I was drifting off nicely and that’s when the idea hit me. And it wouldn’t go away. There was a really weird compulsion to write this one. I sat up and switched on the light, because there was no chance of sleep, and got stuck in. I only meant to make a few notes – just so I didn’t forget anything – but I had half the story down that night. I finished the whole thing in about a week and then made myself put it away for a while because it was a story I needed to read again from a distance.

			And the idea?

			What would happen if Max’s husband ever met Max’s father? 

			I knew what he’d want to do but what would he actually do? What could he do? Without making things even worse for Max or littering the place with corpses, I mean. Protecting Max would be his first instinct. And then I thought – would it? Because suppose it wasn’t Max her father wanted? Suppose it was Matthew. And after everything that’s happened to him, the last thing he needs is to meet his grandad.

			So, there’s Leon – he lost his first family under tragic circumstances and now it looks as if it’s going to happen all over again. Leon’s family means everything to him.

			What would he do?

		

	
		
			

			I never knew my father. As far as I know he’s never seen me and I’m almost certain I’ve never seen him. I don’t know who he was, what he was, or what he’d done. I do remember a group of men – if there were women present I don’t remember them – sitting behind a long table, asking, ‘When did you last see your father?’ I was about three or four years old, I think, and they’d had to stand me on a box so I could see over the table.

			I said nothing. There was nothing I could say. They asked the same question in a number of different ways. I said nothing in exactly the same way to all of them.

			Eventually they went away. There were no threats or violence. No one ransacked the house. My mother was more angry than frightened. I never asked what it had been about and she never volunteered the information. They never came back and slowly the memory faded.

			In fact, Maman never spoke of my father at all. I don’t know if it was because he died and she loved him so much that talking about him was too painful, or whether he was someone she was glad to be rid of and wasn’t going to pollute the rest of her life by thinking about him.

			Maman was English and so am I. Her name was Grace and it suited her. Her height gave her an elegance even among the elegant Frenchwomen. We weren’t well off, but she always looked smart. In fact, I thought she always looked beautiful. It was only later I realised just how poor we had been. It didn’t take me long to realise that everything I asked for – new toys, new books and so on – must have entailed considerable sacrifice on her part. I made sure I didn’t ask for much.
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