
 

 

 

  



 

 

A WELL TOO DEEP 

Book 2 of The 12 Nights of Jeremy Sunson 
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Hidden inside the most unlikely person can be the most extraordinary hero … 

 

  



 

 

ABOUT A WELL TOO DEEP 

Hidden inside the most unlikely person can be the most extraordinary hero … 

 

The craziness surrounding Jeremy is real! He’s survived the first night of Armageddon but the second 

beckons him today, and he has no idea what to do about it. His bronze saviour dead, Jeremy is alone. 

 

His plan: prevent the apocalypse’s return by luring an assassin from the future away from everyone he knows. 

Not to mention avoid the Cartel and that mysterious man in black. 

 

But how can he survive the trial of fire alone? Welcome to the second night. 

 

The 12 Nights of Jeremy Sunson—ride a wave of laughter, fun, and sci-fi fantasy all the 

way to Armageddon! 

  



 

 

INTRODUCTION 

he end of the world is here.  

The Mayans predicted Armageddon's arrival long ago. Experts deciphered the secret 

writings and pronounced the dreadful date to be 12th December 2012. Twelfth of the twelfth of 

the twelfth.  

December 2012 came and went. The earth did not expire in a fury of flame and pestilence; 

Armageddon slept for another day. The superstitious breathed a collective sigh of relief, while 

the sceptical snorted with derision: yet another prophecy exposed as no more than chilling words 

for the gullible to believe.  

But the Mayans were right.  

The expert translation in error, Armageddon now swoops overhead.  

Unknown to the world, a second prophecy exists. Secret even amongst the Mayans, it 

describes events that precede the coming of Armageddon, signs that the end of the world is 

nigh. And hints that the world's end can only be forestalled by a jere of power, a son of stars, one 

who will perform acts of bravery over twelve days. If the jere succeeds, Armageddon will remain 

at slumber. If not …  

Jere has several translations. One is hero. Others are not so flattering. 

Armageddon is at hand. Jeremy Sunson has survived the first night … somehow. Only eleven 

more to go. 

Welcome to the second night. 

  

T



 

 

CHAPTER 1 

he solid front door to Mrs. Abercrombie's apartment jolted as the gauntleted fist struck a 

third time. But the many locks held. 

"Jeremy, what's happening?" Mrs. Abercrombie stood frozen in a floral pink dressing-gown 

forty years out of fashion. "Who is that?" 

Jeremy strode forward, the soles of his black boots squeaking with purpose, and brushed 

curly black hair from his eyes. The bracelet on his wrist now flashed non-stop; the parting gift 

from his dying protector announced the assassin's arrival. He pulled a sword from the pocket of 

his black pants and paused in front of his upstairs neighbour, shielding Mrs. A, knowing the time 

had come. 

The door shattered and Mrs. Abercrombie screamed. Jeremy shrugged off the splinters and 

faced the assassin. 

The Redwins' armour favoured the futuristic. According to Ultimo, the last of his bronze 

saviours, the assassins were from the future. 

But not Jeremy's future. The Redwins invaded from another dimension. 

"Why don't you let her go?" Jeremy brought the sword in front of his hooked nose with a 

smooth, fluid motion, reflecting sunlight into the Red's eyes. Did Jeremy spot a hint of hesitation 

in that gaze? Good. 

A less than ideal location for a duel, Mrs. Abercrombie's apartment featured wallpaper that 

matched her dressing-gown and an ancient sofa facing away from the door that smelled of 

mothballs. But the setting couldn't be helped. 

"You're here for me," Jeremy said. "Here to stop me preventing Armageddon, so you and 

your vulture friends can plunder my dead world." 

The assassin stepped past the wreck of the door, took in the furniture, the beanpole holding a 

sword, and laughed. "Pretty words. You sound like a hero—saving the world and protecting the 

little old lady. But you don't understand. See, I didn't come here to destroy the world. You can 

forget about all that high sounding, noble stuff. I'm not here for all the money they're gonna give 

me when I kill you. Not even because I like killing, though I do. I really do." 

Jeremy licked his lips, his mouth dry from the imminent battle. He shouldn't ask, but he 

couldn't stop. "So why are you here?" 

The vulture's smile widened, one hand caressing the hand-cannon pointed at Jeremy. "I'm 

here for the rush when I crush all hope. When you realise that you're not just gonna die, you'll 

take the whole world with you. And when you see the little old lady killed in front of you—that 

makes everything sweeter." 
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The hand-cannon exploded, but Jeremy had already moved. He knocked Mrs. Abercrombie 

onto the sofa and rolled to the side, landing behind a solid wooden cabinet. The hand-cannon 

whined as the charge restored, which left him safe for a moment. 

The step of an armoured boot. Another detonation, and a hole the size of his fist appeared at 

the cabinet's edge. The crockery behind him sprayed Jeremy's head. 

Another step, another hole, closer to Jeremy, the assassin driving him to the side. Jeremy 

ducked under the holes as a third appeared—the Red must be close now. Now, before the cannon 

can recharge. Jeremy spun round the cabinet, stepping with grace, appearing opposite to where the 

assassin expected him. A small advantage. But one that might suffice. 

The sword sliced straight, angled at the Red's wrist. Decades of cricket practice came back to 

him. Hold steady, watch the angle, step into the thrust. The Red laughed again. Bullets bounced 

off that armour, and Jeremy held a big knife. 

Jeremy didn't pause. The clean stroke lopped off the Red's hand at the wrist, the unique 

sword edge acting as though the armour didn't exist. 

And now the Red reacted, swearing as he rolled away from the blade. 

Jeremy kicked the cannon across the room, shielded Mrs. A, and readied himself. The Red 

would be out for blood. 

The Red rose and typed a command on his bracelet. With a slight whir the blood escaping 

from the wrist slowed, then ceased. The helmet hid the Red's face, except for angry eyes. But the 

eyes said enough. Jeremy's knuckles whitened around the sword handle. 

"That hurt. They'll grow it back, but now I'm gonna crush you slowly. You think you know 

pain—" 

The Red moved before he finished speaking, stepping into Jeremy. He blocked the flat of the 

sword with a handless forearm and drove the other fist into Jeremy's solar plexus. The sword 

dropped from Jeremy's fingers and he crumpled to the floor. The Red kneed him in the face and 

Jeremy flew backwards, collapsing as though smashed by a truck. 

Mrs. A fell next to him on her knees, shaking his shoulders. The Red pressed the cannon to 

her head. 

"Jeremy," Mrs. Abercrombie cried. "Wake up! Buddy? Wake up!" 

ω 

Jeremy didn't appreciate being shaken. Part of him remained surprised at Mrs. Abercrombie's 

ability to fall to her knees and shake him that hard. 

"Buddy? Can you hear me? Wake up!" 



 

 

Jeremy's eyes opened. The street under his back hurt as the big man in a checked shirt shook 

him. 

"Oh jeez," the man said. "Thank god. Thought I hit you with the truck." 

Jeremy struggled to lift his head from the ground. His eyes refused to focus, and his head kept 

screaming: watch out for the assassin! But there were no assassins here. And as for Mrs. 

Abercrombie and his sword … 

His hand attempted to soothe the thudding in his head, which hid behind severely cropped 

black curls, and he scratched himself with a metal object on his wrist. In part covered by his 

sweater, he didn't recognise the object at first.  

Jeremy's eyes widened in comprehension. The bracelet Ultimo had given him, proof he wasn't 

crazy. Proof that the apocalypse would arrive later in the day. And that the Redwins would come 

for him. He must have passed out when he hit the ground after saving Anna. The little girl gone 

and the day still beginning meant Jeremy must have prevented Armageddon. Mrs. Abercrombie 

remained alive, but perhaps not for much longer if Jeremy stayed here.  

He pushed the confused truck driver's hands aside and moaned as he climbed to his feet. "No 

problem," he said. "No harm, no foul." 

Then Jeremy ran. 

ω 

Three weeks ago 

Strykland Littlemore wove through the outskirts of the city, returning with a present for his 

brown haired, pig-tailed little girl, Anna. He didn't enjoy driving, and above all he detested the 

stop-start traffic that characterised the city centre. The car jolted, the steering wheel shuddered. 

He must've hit a pot-hole. 

"Pay attention, Strykland." He used his wife's voice, because he never listened to himself. But 

his concentration lasted only a second. 

The machine. His greatest invention would harness Dark Energy. A revolution in science! But 

he'd hit a stumbling block. The design of the initiation sequence—a big red button—simple 

enough, an aspect eluded him and blocked his progress. A line from his daughter's favourite 

movie returned to him: When in doubt, I find retracing my steps to be a wise place to begin. 

Strykland shrugged. His first thoughts on the machine occurred during Professor Antony's 

lecture. The road more or less empty, a blessing compared to the city centre, and the reason he 

drove so far out of his way, a little background noise wouldn't make any difference. He chose the 

audio tape—technically, a file on his phone, but he still remembered cassette tapes being the 



 

 

norm in cars, and the terminology never came unstuck. Not that he tried. He cued the tape, 

which in this case meant selecting the file, and pressed play. 

Dr. Smith's dry monotone blared from the sedan's speakers; reminding Strykland of the dim 

lecture room, and the stuffiness which left the audience dozing. 

Quite a change to now. A stab of sunlight reflected off his glass-fronted surroundings and 

took him in the face. He swerved once again and messed with the visor to blunt the glare; 

another aspect of driving he disliked. A part of his mind designed a device to avoid the glare—a 

light sensor and a small battery-operated motor sufficing—he'd need something to take his mind 

off things when he finished his current masterpiece. He started as a flash of blue from the mirror 

confused him, until he realised his own eyes stared back at him. 

Glare passed, Strykland fast-forwarded the tape, having suffered through Dr. Smith's opening 

remarks the first time. Dr. Smith's introduction of Professor Antony soliloquized himself, which 

Strykland understood to be normal for the psychiatrist. 

Strykland hit play again, glanced back at the road and slammed on the brakes. 

ω 

Jeremy ran, more of a stumble in blue jeans too small, which chafed, and black leather shoes 

not designed for sprinting. His thoughts cleared as he headed towards the city centre. He now 

remembered saving little Anna from the garbage truck. That had hurt. He must've blacked out, 

and when he woke, Anna wasn't in his arms anymore. Better, her mad-scientist father, Strykland, 

no longer stood at the window with insane eyes, pressing the big red sinister button on his latest 

invention. But more important, the world survived. Jeremy hoped that meant Anna returned 

home and restored Strykland's sanity.  

Jeremy's side screamed at him to stop fleeing, but if he stopped the Redwins would find him. 

And murder anyone in their way. 

He pushed through the pain, still too close to his apartment. A fleeting smile passed his lips as 

he remembered 'protecting' Mrs. Abercrombie. He should have guessed he'd dreamed; his black 

curls last reached his eyebrows a decade ago. And who pulls a sword from their pocket? What 

sword cuts through armour, anyway? Jeremy didn't even have a sword. Such weapons didn't 

form part of an arsenal to combat space-age assassins … except for that guy in black who'd 

taken on the assassin! 

Jeremy remembered only a fleeting glance as he fled from Mrs. A's apartment, jumping over 

her lifeless body, only to watch Anna die and Strykland end the world, before time reset. Who 

was that man? And why did he seem so familiar? The man's black, curly hair reminded Jeremy of 



 

 

his own years before. A suspicion that he'd missed something important wouldn't leave Jeremy 

alone. 

His life become all too weird, Jeremy felt certain he missed plenty. A mountain of questions 

teetered above him: how to survive the next week and a half, not to mention preventing 

Armageddon each and every day. Jeremy laughed; the notion sounded farcical, and not only to 

the suit who veered away from him. Jeremy, a trained accountant, save the world. 

Perhaps the man in black could save the world? He at least could handle a sword. Jeremy 

couldn't do anything. Except that … he did save Anna. He stopped Strykland blowing the world 

to smithereens. Surely that counted for something? But it wasn't enough. 

The world would end today. And Jeremy didn't have a clue how to stop it. 

"Watch out, you idiot!" 

Feet still pounding the pavement, legs chafing and heels no doubt blistering, Jeremy yelled 

over his shoulder, "Sorry." Part of him wanted to apologise for spilling coffee over that guy's 

expensive suit. But Jeremy had bigger concerns. 

The world would end today. And, according to his now deceased protector Ultimo, only 

Jeremy could stop the apocalypse. Though, far from understanding how to stop Armageddon, he 

didn't even know what would happen. Let alone when. 

"Do you know anything?" Based on the middle-aged woman who snatched her children well 

away from him, Jeremy had shouted his question. And he surprised himself with his answer. 

"Yes. Yes, I do!" His laugh sounded hysterical, even to him. "The assassin will kill me later 

today!" 

Wait a minute! He didn't need to consult an oracle about that. To prevent Armageddon, 

Jeremy at least needed to survive the next encounter with the Red. Everything else he would 

have to work out later. 

The revelation jolted him. Such thoughts never occurred to Jeremy, and an insistent voice in 

his head spoke in alarmed tones. But a reckless abandon seized him, and he shrugged. So what if 

he sucked at improvising? He had no other options. 

The assassins stalked him in the dead of night. He couldn't rely on that but the timing 

suggested options. His watch's ticking hand warned him that suits would soon flood the sidewalk 

seeking their morning coffee fix. He needed to keep the Redwins from Mrs. A and Anna. And 

he needed to survive. For that, he needed a plan. 

That, at least, lay within Jeremy's capabilities, akin to preparing a tax audit! Except that … the 

audit's aim isn't to save the world, let alone himself; and killing him wasn't the main focus of the 

opposition. 



 

 

The run became a limp. The crowd pressed in on Jeremy, a wall of swirling black that 

reminded him of the man with the sword. His thoughts cycled. Perhaps the man in black was 

another protector, like Ultimo? But no. The man lacked bronze armour for a start. Yet the 

familiarity wouldn't leave Jeremy alone. 

Wait a minute—he remembered seeing that guy before! At the train station, before a troll 

redecorated Jeremy's apartment. Was he following Jeremy? 

An uncomfortable prickle spread over Jeremy's back, as if eyes followed him or a non-existent 

spider crawled over his shoulder.  

ω 

Three weeks ago 

His arms frozen, Strykland lifted from the seat as he stomped on the brakes. The car squealed 

to a stop. 

The garbage truck didn't even notice and rumbled onwards. Though the truck had pulled out 

without warning, an accident would be Strykland's fault. He wiped the bead of sweat that trickled 

from his receding wiry blond hairline.  

"Careful, Littlemore," he said, in the best rendition of his wife's voice. "Or soon there'll be 

little more of you to play with Anna." 

He needed to pay more attention. Strykland unclenched his hands before they seized, stabbed 

at the button to stop the distraction of Dr. Smith, and focussed on the street in front of him. He 

removed his foot from the brake and applied gentle pressure to the gas. The car lurched forward. 

He slammed the brake again, wiped his hands on his pants and tried once more. When his pulse 

calmed he pressed play, though he drove slower than before, as his thoughts remained with his 

machine. 

Dr. Smith's voice wasn't as annoying this time, perhaps because the speech concluded. 

Strykland remembered the polite clapping as the projector flared into life, bathing Professor 

Antony in the weird light that tech presenters adore. Antony didn't seem to notice.  

"This is the world's tallest building. Completed last month, you can catch a glimpse from the 

foyer if you crane your neck. The marketing claims the monolith" —and here Antony cleared his 

throat to quote— "heralds the return of glory to our great city. At least until someone else builds a 

bigger skyscraper next month." 

The projector didn't want to progress to the next slide. With increasing discomfort, Professor 

Antony clicked from a variety of angles. Strykland's lips curled, and his eyes crinkled as the acute 

agony of death by presentation shivered up his spine; an affliction shared by many. A young 



 

 

assistant had taken the remote from Antony's hand, worked arcane magic, and handed back the 

gizmo as the next slide bumped the first from the screen. 

Antony coughed again, thanking the magician. "Unfortunately for the city, the country's 

deepest sinkhole is a mere ten minutes away as the crow flies. What does that do? By itself, not 

much. But both lie slap bang on the San Andreas fault-line. And that can be dangerous." 

ω 

Jeremy shook his head to rid himself of the prickling sensation. His breath exited chapped 

lips in gasps which sent a shot of pain through his ribs. No man in black here. Paranoia would 

have to wait. The morning cold infiltrated his saturated sweater, and now his toes chafed more 

than his jeans. Clouds overhead threatened rain. He needed somewhere to stop; a place to think. 

Ahead, a coffee shop attracted his gaze, a place that wasn't filled with suits. Though the 

reason escaped him, Jeremy never frequented cafés, or at least for longer than he remembered, 

but the tables and chairs provided would be welcome. He darted inside, stood confused in the 

warm doorway as he worked out whether table-service featured, then shrugged and collapsed 

into the chair near the window.  

Assassins hunted him, and he still worried about looking foolish. 

"Get a grip, Sunson," he said to himself in a mumble. "Not going to matter how embarrassing 

you are when you're dead."  

The bottled tension not far from spilling, he stifled a laugh, and glanced at the other patrons 

to see if anyone noticed. But only a loud waiter, white apron gleaming against chocolate skin and 

black hair that spilled in every direction—Dreadlocks, is that what they're called?—paid Jeremy any 

attention. 

The young man, perhaps a college student, flashed teeth whiter than the apron in an I'll be with 

you soon look. 

Vague memories of student days spent working in a London supermarket, before he came to 

the States, recurred to Jeremy. He remembered being unhappy then too. Funny, Jeremy would 

most likely die in the next few days—if not today—and he didn't remember ever being happy.  

"Need to do something about that." Jeremy quashed another laugh. Now that assassins 

stalked him, he might as well enjoy himself. He peeped at the other customers through his 

fingers before berating himself. "Get a grip. No one cares." 

Jeremy stared out the window at the flow of dark-hued fabrics. The rush didn't hold his 

attention for long. A harmony and rhythm sounded above the customer's chatter. Reggae, or 

Roggee or something. Pictures on the wall, one of which Jeremy thought he recognised, 

resembled the young man and made Jeremy wonder if he owned the shop himself. 



 

 

"What can I get you, man?" 

He of the gleaming teeth and apron interrupted Jeremy's thoughts. In an attempt not to 

appear foolish, Jeremy pointed at the picture he recognised. "That your father?" 

The dreadlocks betrayed confusion as the young man followed Jeremy's finger and chuckled. 

"Joking, right? I wish Bob Marley was my father." 

Who? Jeremy played along, hiding his confusion. "Right. Right. I'll have …" He shook his 

head in failure. 

The chocolate features became perplexed, but the perfect white teeth never faltered. "You 

don't know if you want a coffee?" 

"I don't drink coffee. Keeps me awake at nights." 

"But, man, it's morning! Nothing you drink now will affect your sleep." 

"Still …" 

"Hey, man, you need to break out. Live a little. If the world ends today, you'll be sorry you 

didn't." 

An excellent point. "Okay. Something strong. A Latte please." 

"Strong," the waiter replied with a wink. "One Latte coming up." 

Jeremy didn't get the joke, but he'd become used to that. Or did he only now realise? 

Perpetual confusion the norm only a few days ago, now the thought occurred that ignorance 

might be a mistake. Perhaps even deadly. 

Jeremy didn't spot when his musings became interrupted. He fiddled with Ultimo's bracelet, 

the many hued-buttons catching sunlight that still burst through the clouds, when something 

seemed out of place. A black cloaked figure watched him through the window—the man with 

the sword! But the man moved on and Jeremy was no longer sure. Every second person wore a 

black coat in December. "Getting paranoid, Sunson. Thinking everyone is watching you." His 

psychiatrist Dr. Smith would love that. 

A minute later the waiter returned. "Here you go. One Latte so you won't regret living if the 

world ends today." 

Jeremy tried to smother the noise, but the giggle spilled out. The waiter gave him an odd look, 

but Jeremy couldn't help himself. The world exploded earlier this morning. And would end later 

today unless Jeremy did the impossible. 

"Thanks," he said, spitting the word out. "I wouldn't want to regret." 
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Three weeks ago 

The sinkhole. Strykland drove past it now. Once the world's deepest well, he himself had 

stared into the inky depths.  

From outside the construction site, straddling the city block, spoke only of a world whose 

time has passed. The concrete and metal structure housing the drill, once an imposing several 

stories high, now crumbled and rusted in places. Brick walls along the road now sported graffiti; 

barbed wire bent, warning signs faded. Strykland still didn't understand the purpose of the 

drilling—the secret kept from everyone—not that the matter interested him. 

The Well passed, and Strykland's attention returned to the tape. He'd missed a sizeable 

description of Dr. Antony's background, but he recalled a hazy impression of a county map with 

both the Well and the skyscraper marked on a thick, jagged red line that extended from both 

ends. 

"Both structures place great stress on the fault line," Antony said. "In fact, my colleagues 

predict that either can cause an earthquake. Both of them together, near one of the largest fault 

lines on earth? Sounds like a disaster waiting to happen. But let me take the analysis one step 

further to the subject of my current thesis: can earthquakes cause extinction events?" 

"A what event?" 

Strykland remembered cringing at the interjection. Audience unfamiliarity with the lecture 

topic wasn't uncommon, but they didn't need to be impolite. 

Antony scanned the audience, searching for the questioner, or checking to see who remained 

awake. "Extinction events are just that: an event that causes mass extinction, otherwise known as 

Armageddon. Such as the meteor that snuffed out the dinosaurs. Earthquakes aren't a common 

consideration, but they can cause remote devastation." 

The magic dissipated and Antony pressed the button three times before the slide agreed to 

part, only to confront Strykland with pictures of desolation: collapsed mines, disintegrated 

buildings, and dark clouds of smoke that blotted the sky. "Tsunamis—picture waves hundreds of 

feet high that wash away beach-side cities. Landslides—picture a mountain falling on you." 

Another click. Images of the Fukushima nuclear explosion. "Japanese earthquake several years 

ago. The reactor exploded. Anyone want to live near that? Mass destruction. But an extinction 

event requires more. A lot more. Armageddon isn't so accessible." 

Antony scanned the audience again, this time appearing to connect with individual faces. "Or 

is it? For those of you who are unfamiliar, let me describe the process of earthquakes. We sit on 

the San Andreas fault-line, the meeting place of two tectonic plates. You might not notice, but 

the plates move constantly. They rub against each other and stick, which breaks the rock deep 



 

 

underground. The pressure builds until released when the ground shakes. If we're lucky, the 

energy leaks out. If we're unlucky …" 

ω 

A plan. Jeremy needed to make a plan. Seated in the coffee shop, Reggae beat bouncing his 

brain cells in a most unaccustomed way, a sole coherent thought remained: he needed to lure the 

Redwins away from everyone and survive.  

"All right," he said in his most decisive auditing tone. "That sounds like the goal. Next we 

need to detail our assets." Leather dress shoes and jeans that chafed would not be appropriate. 

"What clothes do you need for a fight?" 

A lady a few tables over jerked up and narrowed her eyes at him. 

Oh, God. She must have heard me! What do I do? Think fast, Sunson. 

Jeremy raised his drink and gave a warm smile. After she shook her head in disgust he noticed 

the milk froth spread over his mouth. He tried to remove the foam with the back of his hand 

without drawing attention. After a few attempts, he gave up and used the napkin. At least she 

ignored him now. Phew. 

Clothes. Jeremy needed clothes. Though he had little cash on him, his wallet still padded out 

the rear pocket in his pants. Lucky he'd found it the other day. "Step one: go to the bank. Step 

two: buy clothes." Simple. And he could use the time to decide where he would lure his 

opponents. Oh, and work out how to stay alive and prevent Armageddon. 

Jeremy left the coffee shop buzzing. Invigorated, ready to tackle any obstacle. Jeremy snorted 

at the small voice which said he'd regret drinking the coffee. He left a large tip on the table; he 

didn't remember doing that before either. 

Jeremy didn't just walk to the bank, he bounced. His gaze flicked from face to face in the 

distance, alighting on one. For a moment he didn't understand what held his gaze. Then he froze 

in the middle of the sidewalk. The blood drained from his face and an intense desire to flee 

wormed into his belly.  

His psychiatrist, Dr. Smith, strode towards him. Hide! 

Dr. Smith would ask him more questions about Ultimo, and Jeremy never could hide the 

truth. The shrink would find out everything, and then commit Jeremy to a mental institution, and 

the world would end because Jeremy didn't stop Armageddon and—and it would all be Jeremy's 

fault!  

Jeremy shook himself. Those thoughts followed him from a time when he wasn't chased by 

assassins. He didn't have to keep the same thoughts now—they didn't help. He needed to avoid 



 

 

Dr. Smith. And if he didn't—Jeremy saved the world yesterday; he would cope with it … 

somehow. 

There! A doorway. An alcove up four steps away from the street that would hide him. A few 

short steps later he wiped the sweat from his neck, not yet able to relax. He focussed on the 

door, sure peeping would attract the shrink's attention. He pressed a buzzer at random, then 

almost freaked wondering what would happen if the door opened, but it didn't.  

"I think you'll agree that Ultimo is a masterpiece," Dr. Smith said to a face hidden from 

Jeremy. 

"I do. My editor has been clamouring for my attention for days now. And when I read the 

story, the contrast between that idiotic main character and the two combatants impressed me. I 

particularly enjoyed Ultimo climbing back through the window—a cinematic touch. But you 

need a nickname so readers can remember you. You're a psychiatrist—how about 'Doc'?" 

Jeremy breathed out a long slow breath after they passed. The conversation's meaning eluded 

him. Clearly Ultimo—his Ultimo—and an idiot. A quiet voice in his head told him he didn't 

want to understand. 

Tension drained from his shoulders. An uncomfortable sensation made Jeremy wish for a 

toilet. Perhaps a reaction to the coffee. He prayed the experience wouldn't linger; such a reaction 

wouldn't help his confrontation with the assassin. 

  


