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Prologue


It’s a well known fact that back in 1940 with the threat of the Nazi invasion of England by Hitler that Winston Churchill organised a resistance force. Caches of weapons were built up around the country in hiding places and people were organised and trained to fight as the French resistance did after the Nazi invasion. Of course the invasion of England never came and to this day a number of the caches of explosives, weapons and equipment still lie buried in parts of England awaiting resistance fighters who will never come and are not now needed.
It is a little known fact that Winston Churchill also created an espionage network across the United Kingdom in 1940 to assist the resistance fighters and to watch the government, the law enforcement agencies, the army, the navy, the air force, the people of the towns and cities and generally speaking the streets, the transport routes and coastline for any attempts to infiltrate the land, the communities and the forces organised to protect the country. This agency was made up of ordinary citizens, chosen for their loyalty, their levels of intelligence and their foresight.
They were scattered across the UK, armed, equipped with the latest technology, which at the time was radio and radar equipment, and given diplomatic immunity on the British mainland. They were a non military branch of the civil service. They were recruited on the basis of recommendation from Churchill’s most trusted aides. They were of course not needed when Hitler’s army failed to invade, but they continued their espionage work through the war.
The police, Special Branch, MI5 and MI6 watch for threats against the UK, domestic and foreign. They have done since Churchill’s time and before, but since 1940 those watchmen and watchwomen of the known and recognised services have been in turn watched by Churchill’s war time secret network.
It’s a little known fact that the network of watchers set up by Churchill in 1940 still exists to this day and there is still a web of men and women in every town and village across the UK working for a branch of the civil service known as the Department for Internal Concerns or the DIC. They are the unseen and unknown; they are those who watch the watchers.



Chapter 1


LOCH CARRON SCOTLAND
JUST BEFORE DAWN
April 17th
The shores of Loch Carron are beautiful, with ragged edges of rock against which chilly sea water sometimes bumps gently and incessantly and at other times scrapes and scratches wildly, rasping away at the gouges time and tide have left on the land’s edge. Deep green moss and grass cover the bumpy ground of the foreshore like crumpled baize and there is a reinvigorating power in the clean and Spartan air.
One might walk happily, if a little cold, on spring days, over rough chunky tracks to the edge of the Atlantic Ocean and, on a clear day, see to the stark western horizon. Night is different though. You have to be of a mind as sturdy as the clothes and boots you’ll need and as clear in your mind about your business as the thick plastic lens on the kind of heavy duty torch you’ll need to cut the pure darkness of such a landscape.
A skilled captain with a good crew and some nerve could bring a submarine from the Atlantic into the inner sound and within a strong swimmer’s distance of the shores close to Port an-eorna. It would have to be a powerful swimmer with emotions as cold as the water, not to mention good modern diving gear, to even attempt such a feat. It was in fact five such cold fish who left the submarine, gathered together in the water, orientated themselves by compass bearing and headed for the shores of Scotland with careful effort.
The submarine turned about, job done, and dropped out of sight. The captain, not for the first time thinking that his vessel and specialist teams willing to swim a decent sized distance were easily the best way to make an incursion into enemy territory unsighted and unnoticed. On this occasion he was wrong; his vessel had caused a blip and a bleep on some highly sensitive equipment located in the loft of a house just off Main Street Drumbuie. He wasn’t to have known it was there, neither were the five swimmers; nor did, amazingly, the people of the area or the neighbours of the man who lived in that house know anything other than that Michael Dewey was a computer programme writer and that the slightly bigger than usual white satellite dish on the house was for the purpose of transmitting and receiving the work he did to allow him to live in such a remote and beautiful place in easy comfort.
Inside his loft a small sized, but commensurately powerful radar scanner rotated slowly and an electronic screen registered vessels tracking them across the LCD map. All of this information was fed into a laptop which in turn was linked to a satellite phone.
Michael was an early riser and was sipping tea waiting for the dawn, which was a mere half hour away, when his idle scanning in the loft registered the submarine. He climbed down the loft ladder and frowned at the drizzle spattered glass of the landing window. April was living up to its reputation.
He made a short visit to the gun cabinet in his bedroom to remove a well oiled automatic Sig 220 pistol. A quick check on the mechanism reassured him of his ability to defend himself and he slipped it into a belt holster.
In the hall downstairs he laced on his walking boots and put on a heavy waxed green coat. At the sight of the coat and boots Paddy, his Border collie, jumped around him wagging his tail. Paddy didn’t bark, knowing his master didn’t approve of unnecessary sound. Finally Dewey grabbed his night vision binoculars, hanging in a case in the hall, and together he and Paddy went out into the drizzly darkness and climbed into the Land Rover.
The Land Rover left Drumbuie and a short time later it was bumping over the tracks to the water’s edge. As the Land Rover was approaching the land’s edge the five swimmers from the submarine were approaching a slight rocky cove which was half mile to the left of Dewey’s aimed for vantage point.
There were a few bubbles and some turbulence in the harshly cold Atlantic water, but amongst the daily thrash of the ocean it was for the best part invisible. The swimmers closed up on the land and one by one hauled each other onto the rocks. As the first two landed waterproof bags were handed up and activity began silently. The five men, for men they were, took no break after the long hard slog through the cold waves. They stripped in the near dawn darkness, changed into dry clothes by touch, stowed equipment, readied themselves and sank their water gear and all signs of their landing into the dark water near the rocks.
Out of the car with his master Paddy sniffed around the moss and grass happily letting the light wind brush his black and white fur. Michael’s night vision binoculars inched their way over the seascape. He saw nothing, but still he scanned and watched.
The men on the rocks had crawled with care from sea level to land level and were now dressed in civilian clothing. Keeping a careful look out, watching to right and left, one after another they made their way inland. The first to the A87 road to thumb a lift, the second to the Plockton air strip, the third to the rail station at Duirnish, the fourth to a waiting motorbike in Drumbuie and the last to the Plockton harbour, where a boat was waiting.
It wasn’t the cold and the niggling drizzle but Paddy damply brushing against his leg that led Michael to begin heading a hundred metres inland to the dry of the Land Rover. The five men would have made the best of starts if the last hadn’t lit a comforting cigarette. Michael, sharply observant, a skill for which the DIC pick all their people, caught the match flare in his peripheral vision. He whipped out the night vision glasses and zoomed in.
In the dark the cigarette lit up a profile and Michael mentally stored the lines of the face, another skill the watchers had honed to an edge from natural talent by DIC trainers. Even then he didn’t stop there. He scanned a line inland and caught dim outlines, fuzzed by gloom, but moving nonetheless. He got as far as a fourth and with a narrowing of eyes he took the shortest route between the edge of the ocean and his attic.
The smoker flicked the butt away unaware, though he knew his habit was unhealthy, how true the black writing on the Lucky Strike pack was ‘Smoking Kills’.
A short time later Michael Dewey was back in the loft in the house in Drumbuie, tea in hand. He accessed the DIC network via the internet and alerted them to the illegal incursions. He contacted the police describing the men, but knowing that the remote location and the size of the area that such a small number of police patrols had to cover immediate capture of the intruders was unlikely. DIC wouldn’t expect Michael to take them on personally, not in those numbers, besides given the power of the DIC network and its coverage Dewey felt certain the men would be captured very soon. Messages sent Michael sat down to draw a sketch of the smoker.



Chapter 2


Dover
7 a.m.
April 17th
Mary McKie waddled uncomfortably through her kitchen door, paused for breath and called up the stairs clutching her rounded bump.
“Come on David you’re going to miss your train!”
“Alright I’m coming.”
David McKie, tall, broad shouldered, sandy haired and dressed in a dark brown suit heavy footed down the stairs of his Dover semi. He checked his reflection briefly in the hall mirror, aware in his Spartan soul of the dangers of narcissism.
“Don’t want to be late first day.”
David bent and kissed her puffy cheek and rubbed at her denim covered pregnancy. She took one hand and held his face examining his eyes.
“No. You’ll be alright no?”
She had watched him stagnate at Dover customs, always wondering why with a degree in history he had applied to the civil service. True he had passed the Executive Officer’s exam and gone into the Scottish Office at the top, but he hadn’t liked the desk work. Then transferring to customs had brought the family to Dover and the adventurer in him had stopped him getting further up the promotion ‘ladder’. It was so like his father who’d spent twenty years in the army and got no further than sergeant. She was pleased that he’d got the London job and she was glad he’d be working from home most of the time. She was worried though mostly because of the lockable metal gun cabinet and the loft full of technical equipment the two men had come and fitted two months ago, but mostly she was worried because of David’s month long absence at Lympstone in Devon. She knew from Conor, David’s dad, that the marine commandos trained at Lympstone. She shared her worries with him and he had reassured her and she knew that he wasn’t a man to be held back from things he wanted to do. She also knew he wasn’t a man to take random risks.
“I’ll be fine and don’t forget I’ll be at home here a lot of the time. It’s only two weeks on the active rota three times a year, the rest I’ll be here.”
“That’ll be nice, especially now.” She hugged him as tightly as the pregnancy bump allowed.
Their three year old son Conor joined the scene.
“Me hug! Me Hug!”
He grabbed their legs and pulled at them. David bent down and picked him up and squeezed him. Conor struggled against the gaggle of kisses David planted on his son’s morning ruffled hair.
“A wee hug for my man Conor here!”
“I’m a boy.”
“You’ll be the man when I’m not here though. Look after mummy and bump.”
“Okay daddy.”
David put him down and for a moment there was silence.
“You’d better go, you’ll be late.”
“Righto.”
On his way to the door David picked up a medium sized black rucksack and a large black holdall. To his strong arms the rucksack was surprisingly light, especially when he thought that it contained his hand gun, ammunition, laptop, satellite phone, night binoculars, a digital SLR camera and a gun microphone. The holdall had changes of clothes and toiletries.
“David…”
“Aye…”
“I’m proud of you. Take care.”
“Bye love. See you in two weeks.”
“Call me tonight.”
Outside of the nineteen thirties semi-detached house on the outskirts of Dover, towards the Folkestone side of the Kent coast, David inhaled deeply and cleared the moisture from his eyes.
But for the contents of the rucksack, and the large black holdall, it might have been any man commuting to a job in London. As he closed the black iron garden gate David McKie thought momentarily of the thrill of being a spy.
“Morning David.” The neighbour’s voice cut into his thoughts.
McKie checked his stride for his retired neighbour’s undoubted banal conversation and turned, surreptitiously glancing at his watch.
“Morning Tom.”
“Off to Customs today? Guarding the borders?”
“Aye. That I am.”
“Listen David a word about that new satellite dish up on your roof
…”
David cut across him. “Not now Tom I’m late. I’ll talk to you later.”
With the view that people thought too much of the glamour of espionage David marched to the train station.



Chapter 3


A87 near Port an-eorna
Scotland
7- 30 a.m.
April 17th
Trevor Stanton, the ‘fifth man’ that Michael Dewy had failed to spot when he had spotted the other four illegal entrants to the country on the shores of Loch Carron, had hitched a lift on a truck bound for Inverness. It was a lucky break and he knew it. The truck was on a return from Plockton, delivering refrigerated supplies to the hotels. Stanton knew he could have waited for hours, even had to have walked quite a long way before he’d got any transport. It wasn’t a straw he had drawn; he had chosen this starting approach to his journey south. It made most sense to him. The others had drawn for transport down the country.
He sat in the passenger seat of the van’s cab listening to the banter of the stereotype trucker. Stanton was barely able to keep his eyes open. He had brown, almost black eyes; harsh hard marbles with no hint of friendliness. The swim had really pushed into his energy reserves. Ten years in the French Foreign Legion, six years as a mercenary and the last three as a freelance assassin, hiring himself for the most part to foreign governments, had taken their toll on him. He was still incredibly fit, but at thirty nine, the oldest of the five, it was tough going. He knew the money on this one was enough to retire on though so it seemed worth it. Somebody wanted someone very important dead that was for sure.
“Where have you been?” The truck driver asked.
Stanton knew the drill. He reeled off some well rehearsed and thoroughly researched tourist details. The stock in trade lies of assassins and spies everywhere rolled out of his mouth with enthusiasm and verve. In spite of being tired he kept his focus.
The truck driver enthused over his homeland and bemoaned the effects of the tourist industry with a careful ‘no offence meant’ thrown in.



Chapter 4


Duirnish Rail Station
7-30 a.m.
April 17th
Peter Mason, the first of the four illegal entrants to the country Michael Dewy had spotted, sat on a bench at Duirnish station. The station was a short damp walk from his arrival point on the shores of Loch Carron. He had a relatively short wait for his train, though the cold would make it seem longer. The train wasn’t due in until seven forty-one; they’d even had to ask for the train to stop there, as it was a request station, which Peter didn’t like; it felt like he was ‘lit up’. He could cope with the cold though. Six years in the army, three of those in the infantry and three in the SAS had given him layers of toughness that practically no environment could break through. The over work of infantry service in Afghanistan had led him to leave. He went into security work and got bored. Then he had gone ‘freelance’ as an assassin and had made good money and a polished reputation making tricky hits on both sides of the law. He had been contacted for this job three months ago. He had no idea who the mark was. All he knew was that the target would be revealed when he reached the contact point in London. Three words had been given for the contact point; ‘Priory Arms Vauxhall’. It didn’t give any indication of who was funding the job.
He sat on the bench, the vision of a travelling backpacker. He was a tall good looking man, dark hair and blue eyes. He’d not shaved and had let his usually neat hair become unkempt. He opened the worn rucksack and took out a flask and sandwiches. Breakfast was overdue and the swim had made him hungry. The train got into Inverness around ten a.m. and then he had some thinking to do.



Chapter 5


Plockton Marina
7-45 a.m.
April 17th
Charley Cobb, the ‘smoker’ whose match flare had alerted Dewey to the illegal entrants to the united Kingdom, took the boat keys from the Harbour master at Plockton harbour, an unhappy man for being dragged from his house all too early, but knowing that Cobb, or ‘Mr Jake Howard’ as Cobb had been ‘labelled’ for the mission, had money behind him and you didn’t turn that down these days.
They exchanged sea and boat related comments in a casual, small talk manner as they looked over the boat. It was a small ocean going cruiser, a little on the scruffy side, but suitable for the task. Cobb held his cover as an American tourist easily though in reality he was an ex Navy SEAL with a global criminal underworld reputation as an outstanding ‘hit man’. He had a stocky build and short cropped, blonde hair, dressed in the kind of all weather gear American tourists typically bought for such tourism.
Charley had done his homework and his paperwork for the boat and his ability to sail it into the ocean were impeccably faked. Everything had been brilliantly arranged and Charley thought that the influence behind this job was second to none. Even the fact that there were five of them, so that at least one would get through was pretty stunning. Even more stunning was the use of a British submarine and the fact that the Royal Navy captain had thought they were on a Navy exercise.
Charley checked over the boat, turned the engine and ran over the charts. He drank some strong coffee and delved into his ‘Luckies’ soft pack twice for comfort, while the engine warmed. An hour after he’d got into the country he headed out into the western coastal waters planning to use the boat as far as Liverpool at least.



Chapter 6


‘Caravan Air Strip’ Plockton
7-45 a.m.
April 17th
Marco Spencer, the third of the illegal entrants that Dewey had spotted, sat on a bench outside Plockton airstrip, in a suit and expensive Crombie. The suit and coat had been folded carefully in a rigid suit carrier to give his change of clothes a fresh look. Under the coat his trousers had wet spots from the sea water and his shirt was damp next to his skin. With a briefcase in his hand he waited for the chartered helicopter to arrive. It had been pre-arranged through a third party to keep his cover. He would be first into Inverness, via the airport. He was seriously thinking about a plane from there, possibly London, though Exeter was a thought. Overshoot and come back just to check for trailers. He knew there were agencies that would be looking for anyone unusual, but he and the others probably didn’t show up on the usual profile radars of the domestic protection services, they were stretched looking for terrorists. He knew of a certain agency that had a UK wide network, but so much more secretive than MI6 that it was hard to know where they were. What he did know was that it was a million for the hit and the first to the contact point got the job. They had no idea who the target was nor had they any idea who had hired them, though for his mind it looked like big business.
The airstrip was empty and if anyone on the helicopter asked him he was just to say he was a rich business man looking at land buys in that area of Scotland; obviously not the thirty year old veteran of MI6 field work; a consummate and cold blooded assassin of the first order.



Chapter 7


Drumbuie
7-45 a.m.
April 17th
It was unlucky for Martin Wheeler, the fourth of the men that Dewey had actually seen in his binoculars in the pre dawn gloom, that his pre-prepared transport, the 500 cc Honda was parked within sight of Michael Dewey’s house. Michael had asked about the bike at his local pub, the night before. Doing the logic link on the morning arrivals Michael made a point of watching it when he got home.
Sure enough a moving blur walked into focus in the view finder of his Nikon digital SLR not twenty minutes after he’d got home. Michael watched the man unlock the bike. Stow the padlock, do a quick check over and straddle the bike and ease it away noisily out of the small narrow street.
Michael Dewey had already tapped into the DIC system and used three minute’s worth of live satellite link up to look at Duirnish rail station and the airstrip. He was allowed the satellite link for short periods, given the remoteness of his location, but it was expensive and he had to account for every second. In this case he knew DIC would be happy with his use of it. He called the harbour master at Plockton and unsurprisingly found him awake and glad to talk about the unhappy reason for his ungodly awakening hour, that being an American tourist. The possibility that the four men might use a boat was one that Michael had to explore, but he had been a little surprised at finding out that they were splitting up and taking different routes and modes of transport.
He had four of them ‘tagged’ and had sent the information at high speed via the secure internet connection available to DIC operatives wherever they lived.
Sadly and unknowingly he had missed Stanton and was still thinking there were only four inbound ‘illegals’ when he sat down to thick cuts of bacon, creamy scrambled eggs and crunchy golden slices of toast.
Within two hours of arrival the five men were on their way into the United Kingdom mainland, via different routes, none of them aware that they had be seen and were now being tracked by the watching machine that is DIC.



Chapter 8


Scotland A87
8-10 a.m.
April 17th
Still on the A87 in the passenger seat of the refrigerated truck he’d hitched a lift with, Trevor Stanton, the one assassin Dewey hadn’t seen at the coastal arrival point, wasn’t best happy with the turn of events that had unfolded in the truck. When the conversation had lulled in the truck he and the driver had fallen into silence. Stanton had drifted off into a heavy doze as the truck rolled easily along the highland roads.
Stanton had woken to find the truck stopped in a lay-by to find the truck driver with his hand emerging from Stanton’s bag with three fake passports and matching credit cards.
On the driver’s lap Stanton’s Russian made PSS pistol sat accusingly. The PSS was small and looked unsophisticated and almost home made. It had been chosen as the weapon for the assassins on this mission because it is silent and deadly up to twenty five metres. It fired a bullet from a cartridge which stopped gases coming out the barrel and the addition of a two part barrel made the recoil virtually noiseless as well. This silent pistol with no muzzle flash was the ideal weapon for an assassin and 5 of them had been stolen to order for this mission from Russian an anti-terrorist forces armoury. Each assassin had been given two six shot, single stack clips of the silent piston drive 7.62mm x 42 cartridges.
For a moment the truck driver looked confident and triumphant, waving the items in a finger wagging style. The moment passed as Stanton’s right hand, edge first in a chop action swept past the waving passports and struck the driver’s throat, breaking his neck and killing him instantly. The unfortunate man slumped fatly against his driver’s side window, a rasp of now dead air wheezing from his lifeless lips.
Stanton checked the windows and mirrors. Not a living thing in sight, but knowing that this might change, he worked quickly and with collected calm. The driver was somewhat overweight and therefore would be hard to handle. Stanton went to the back of the truck and opened the doors on the refrigerated containment. The cooler wasn’t on as this was the return trip. Stanton opened the driver’s door and luckily the height of the cab allowed him to drop and shoulder the heavy body. Already the muscles were relaxing and fluids had begun to seep out. Stanton quickly staggered the body to the back, and hefted it in. He climbed in afterwards and secured the corpse to the inside of the van with straps.
Most people wouldn’t look back; they’d walk away, climb down and close the doors without a glance. Self preservation for the mind and protection from a wounded psyche, but Stanton had seen too much death close up and he stared with intensity at the clouded, glazed eyes of the unfortunate man. Stanton justified the murder in his mind, taking in the livid purple stripe across the man’s throat and reminded himself that in his line of business, innocent or not, witnesses must not live. Having satisfied himself of the necessity of the death he dropped out the back and closed the doors. He removed a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped the door handles. After doing the same on the driver’s door handle he climbed into the cab. He pulled a shower bag from his raided rucksack, took out surgical gloves and quickly put them on. In a moment with some alcohol from a small bottle he had wiped all he had touched. He started the engine and switched on the refrigeration.
With the gloves still on he started looking for maps. He found a flask with tea and the dead man’s sandwiches. He took advantage and worked out a few facts and details about the journey whilst he enjoyed the dead man’s lunch. As he hungrily munched his way through the cheddar and piccalilli in white sliced bread, washing it down with the slightly stewed in the flask tea, all too sweet for his taste, he thought of the corpse in the back. Having noticed the worn gold band on the driver’s ring finger he ruefully, though not guiltily, thought of the wife who might have made the lunch, not to mention any children who were yet to be grieved by their father’s unsolved and unexplained murder. Ten minutes later, having wiped the flask cup and disposed of the sandwich wrapping in a hedge the truck pulled out of the lay-by and onto the roads leading to Inverness. He hadn’t seen another vehicle yet.
No he wasn’t best pleased. He didn’t have time to properly dispose of the body, and even if he did there were risks in that process. He knew he was going to have to hide the truck well enough for its delayed discovery to be surpassed by his having done the job and escaped. With that thought in mind he turned the refrigeration unit up to maximum. A frozen body would take time to give away tell tale smells. He had seen three car parks on the map where the truck could be dumped in the middle of Inverness. Oddly he had often found that given as long a pay and display ticket as the machine allowed a body could be more easily hidden in a built up area than a remote location. As he never left evidence and he was usually a long way away when the body was found car parks could become quite useful temporary cemeteries. Still, he had to kill a civilian and too early on. Trevor Stanton wasn’t happy with himself.
‘Stupid man’ he had thought, ‘stupid, stupid man.’



Chapter 9


Inverness
8-15 a.m.
April 17th
The ride in the ‘chopper’ from Plockton air strip had taken Marco Spencer roughly as the crow flies to Inverness, skirting Loch Ness and to his mind making the land beneath him look like a rapidly scrolling version of the satellite map he’d studied as part of his preparation. The pilot had been too busy for conversation and Spencer was lost in thoughts. The ‘ride’ didn’t register. He’d been on that many helicopter flights, mostly across the Middle-East, and even then in ‘khaki company’ in semi darkness, fearing hand held missile attacks, ready to be dropped, army style, in disguise, meeting contacts and watching his own back weeks on end until ‘extraction’, usually by chopper again, to a debriefing where he had offloaded the intelligence he had gathered and explained any killing he had had to do, or at least those of note or those likely to cause any fuss.
This chopper hovered and settled with a mild bump at Inverness Airport one hour after his arrival in Scotland. Being an internal flight, there was no clearing of security or customs. He’d entered the country and slipped into society with barely an eye brow being raised.
When the blades had stilled Spencer climbed out, thanked the pilot and with the casual attitude of a rich man he made easy strides into Inverness Airport, to get a coffee, not to mention a good breakfast, and think carefully about his next move.
He was going to buy a ticket for Gatwick, on a Flybe flight at nine forty-five, but that was an obvious move. There was the train, the night sleeper, but that put him behind again and Mason was booked on that train. The whole ‘not all the eggs in one basket’ situation had been made clear to all of them. Having been part of the espionage network in the UK he knew about DIC, the secretive watching agency, and was aware that he could be ‘tagged’ coming in. He hadn’t told the others, it was ‘every man for himself’ as far as he was concerned.



Chapter 10


Irish Sea
8- 45 a.m.
April 17
Charley Cobb had not had an easy journey down the coast towards Liverpool. For a start there had been a sudden squall amongst the isles of Rhum, Coll and Tireee, a possibility well known to sailors on that part of the coast. It wasn’t stormy, but Charlie felt the small sea going boat’s engine strain as he passed Islay and pushed through the North Channel. It had crossed his mind to make a stop at the Isle of Man when the Irish Sea threw a mild tantrum, but Charlie was made of sterner stuff. He knew the sea well and took the heavy splashing rain, forceful waves and sudden dips and rises as part of the work to be done, just a journey and not an adventure. The small boat made sturdy progress towards the mouth of the Mersey with Charley’s bitter blue eyes reflecting the spray and drizzle.



Chapter 11


Loch Lomond
8- 45 a.m.
April 17th
Martin Wheeler had enjoyed the Honda’s responses to the highland roads. The bike really kicked and he had lost himself in the rollercoaster adrenaline experience of a fast bike on empty open roads. The south bound route he took went over a short stretch of the Grampians. The empty mountain scenery flashed by in his peripheral vision. At those speeds, even with a couple of stops he knew he’d be in Glasgow in two or three hours. He pulled the hot bike over, ticking and sizzling in the drizzle, at guest house on the northern shores of Loch Lomond. The cooked breakfast, with Scottish sausage rolls, firm pork patties with a distinctive flavour in heavy rolls, washed down with hot sweet tea, took him a good half hour to enjoy. He felt good and the thrill of being the killer amongst the low chatter and clatter of forks and plates in the rest house dining room brought sharpness to the day and the business in hand. He enjoyed the feeling of being the outsider, the mission man, amongst the everyday people.
Well fed he went back to the bike and his race to the London meeting point. His thought was that it was all too easy. He slipped into traffic on the eighty-two and twisted back his wrist. The bike and the money pulled him south. Dewey’s alert had the motorbike registration listed as a wanted vehicle; stop on sight being the instruction.



Chapter 12


Rail Line between Duirnish and Inverness
8- 45 a.m.
April 17th
Even under the shelter the niggling drizzle had blown at Peter Mason. When the train did arrive, fifteen minutes late, it was gone eight am. The train journey seemed to wind on forever. He bought tea and biscuits from a trolley, which surprised him at that time in the morning. Mason was bored and cursed the straw picking ceremony for transport. His mind turned to Stanton as he waited for the scalding hot, watery tea in the too thin cardboard cup to cool, cursing his hunger for opening the short cake packet, leading to thirst and ultimately burnt fingers and a scalded mouth. Stanton had chosen to hitch; the slowest possible means. Mason wondered why? Did Stanton know something or was he just avoiding any camera spots? Stanton was the oldest, he looked it; maybe his face was registered in places?
Mason mused on the British Navy submarine drop off. There was influence in the mission he was sure. Though they’d only given them thirty pounds cash and a fake credit card, though a working one. Because his train was pre-booked he had the ticket. It was all very well organised.
Thirty quid though. He smiled, cheapskates, this had to be a government funded kill, but why have them enter that way? It didn’t add up. Mason took a speculative sip at the tea and winced. Still too hot a small wave of tea burnt his fingers as the train jump stopped and jolted into the next station in what seemed an unending chain of ‘dree’ stops.



Chapter 13


London
8- 45 a.m.
April 17th
McKie stepped from the fuggy train onto the London concrete slipping into the salmon throng of commuters working their way up stream one way or another. They all threaded their way through the eye of the ticket barrier McKie amongst them. The stream of commuters spread out into the city and he headed down into the underground for the quick hop to Warren Street.
On the underground platform he looked up at a CCTV camera and wondered if any colleagues were tuned in. It was one of the amazing facts about DIC that they were able to access every closed loop camera network in the country. The firm that serviced the national and business cameras was in fact a front for a branch of DIC whose bid for the job was secured by underhanded dealings. The front firm meant that DIC technicians placed digital microwave transmitters which used the cell phone network to feed all the captured images, which were bled from the camera, into the computer storage systems of local DIC operatives. The DIC job of monitoring the entire country was helped enormously by the system. Scanning through hours of CCTV footage is more interesting than one might think and being paid well to do so at home a good way of making a living.
The tube train from Charing Cross on the Northern Line shook its way into Warren Street station.
For McKie the city was full of potential; miles and miles of streets and buildings full of rooms, full of humanity, with all the chaos and turbulence that goes with it. The day was just beginning and he felt invigorated by the life around him. He followed the map in his head to the building two streets away.
If you look at a satellite map search of Euston Road you’ll see the top of the fourteenth largest office building in London; Euston Tower, number 286 Euston Road. What you won’t see on a satellite image nor on the 3D image of the well known office block is the satellite dishes, radar scanners and microwave phone masts which cover the top of the building, all of which still leaves enough space for a helipad. It took a certain amount of underhanded doctoring on the quiet to eradicate from the satellite photograph the mass of surveillance technology which might arouse curiosity as to what was going on in that building. That in turn would lead to unwanted interest and publicity, something that DIC have managed to avoid since 1940, though they didn’t move into this building until 1970, when it was built.
David turned into building’s concourse and entered through the revolving door. The door moved very slowly on its revolving pivot. It was an annoying experience for anyone coming in who felt the need to hurry as the door could only be made to move faster by controls at the security desk. The slow moving door allowed security to photograph and check every entrant to the building, from different angles, and have time to appraise any threats. As no-one from outside DIC, the espionage services and certain government ministers knew they existed it might have seemed unnecessary to go to such lengths, but it was such an exact and pedantic approach to secrecy that had kept DIC out of the public domain for so long.
Inside the foyer there was a security desk from wall to wall. There was a gap to pass through to the building behind, but it wasn’t clear where it was unless you knew or were given the time to look, which you wouldn’t be if you weren’t meant to be there.
Behind the desk, some five metres, there was a wall set into which were two lifts. They didn’t work. Once inside one of the lifts you had to be let out. To the right of these red herring lifts there is a concealed door leading to a lobby behind the wall where there were stairs and four working Schindler lifts.
There were no signs or no indications of who or what was in the building and so innocuous was the whole set up that nobody ever asked. On rare occasions a tourist might wander in and security politely turned them away with directions.
Occasional people passing by accidentally went in and were redirected. On one infamous occasion security was breached and the lift was used. The breach was in 1974 when a CIA operative tried to penetrate the building using very good fake paperwork. Mild nerve gas was blown into the left hand lift, which he had entered thinking it real, after which he was taken to a hospital and thanks to the after effects of the gas couldn’t remember two days of his life, let alone the fact that it was a fake lift that he had tried to use.
David put his hand on the glass surface covering part of the front desk and passed the first part of the biometric security system. One security guard took his rucksack and the large holdall and passed it into a small side room where the hands of an unseen guard gripped both bags in one hand, with the ease of a very strong man, David noticed. The two security men manning the front of house were casual about their work in a way that only truly capable security operatives can be in as much as they exuded the quiet threat of dangerous potential. The desk gap opened up and McKie walked in through the hidden entrance in the back wall, opened by security. In the lobby behind the wall he used a retina scan to get into one of the real and working lifts. He’d have needed the same biometrics for the door on the stairs, had he a mind to walk up. The fact was he didn’t want to walk up, mostly because he had to see Jack Fulton and his office was thirty-one floors up. Jack Fulton was head of DIC.
DIC centre is thirty-six storeys high with a basement underneath. It’s a decent sized space and if you added up the number of household centres around the country the DIC organisation floor space would rival the Palace of Westminster and Buckingham Palace put together.
Below the techno roof of the building are five floors of overnight apartments with en suite bathrooms and central shared kitchens for the staff, including the active duty team.
Jack Fulton had his own rooms, but mucked in with his team in the kitchen. The floor below the overnight apartments was where McKie was headed; Fulton and his office staff worked there. The fifteen floors below that contain gathering centres. These are staffed night and day by two shifts of full time officers. There are computers for the collection of in bound material, website monitoring and recording radio newscasts and there are banks of TV screens with rolling news linked to digital recorders filling both floors. The six floors below that are duty team offices and the staff canteens. This seemingly odd combination puts the rotating staff in contact with the permanent staff regularly which is enough to build good relations and bond the teams. The six levels below these are technical support centres staffed by some of the best technicians the country can supply including the front CCTV firm people.
The first four floors house the vast computer system and a small armoury. McKie’s lift journey took him unseeing through the centre of this tightly packed and dynamic building.
The two week duty team rota is made up of DIC operatives aged twenty-five to forty-five. Each local area operative between those ages spends at least two weeks a year at the centre in London and should the need arise be ready to travel around the country to deal with any small or large problem highlighted by the intelligence sent in from the local area watchers. Some DIC operatives do up to three fortnight shifts a year at the centre depending on age and lifestyle. Other than that they work from home, most of the year.
Knowing that he was about to spend two weeks in the building McKie felt both excited and a little homesick about not being there in the evening to be with his family. He consoled himself that in the long run he’d be around his family a lot more as a result of the job.
The cold and warm air conditioning in the building was perfect and as a result a comfortable temperature greeted David as he exited the lift to be met by Jack Fulton.
Fulton had served his time as a DIC operative and passed the rigorous selection process to run the service after only five years in the job. He’d been top man for twenty years. Selected from the diplomatic branch of the civil service at twenty-five, a Cambridge graduate, he’d distinguished himself on two crucial occasions for the country, once in nineteen eighty five and once in nineteen eighty seven. The latter adventure had left him with a limp from a broken leg. A year later he was put in charge.
He had been a short and wiry young man, but the limp precluded exercise and he had at fifty acquired a rounder, though not fat, stature. Along with his physique, his white hair and short white beard gave him the appearance of a friendly and amiable teacher. His grey eyes though betrayed the chess playing genius and brilliant mind within and for a moment David recalled the image of a wolf in sheep’s clothing that had come to mind the first time he had met Jack Fulton.
A small dry hand firmly held his own large bony fingers and as an added gesture of welcome Jack placed his left hand warmly on top of their grip.
“So good to see you. You’re right on time. Is everything going well?”
David said that it was and Fulton guided him, hand on back towards an office, passing through his secretary’s ante chamber, he introduced her.
“This is Magda, Magda David. You’ll have read all about him no doubt.”
“White tea in the morning, no sugar, will you have some now?”
David was not taken aback. He had answered a ream of questions and been subsequently quizzed on all his answers several times as part of the selection procedure.
“That’ll be lovely thanks.”
Fulton gestured to a chair as he closed his office door, McKie sat and Fulton took his place across the desk.
“I had the report from Lympstone. You’re quite an athlete. The unarmed combat instructor said you were flexible and in some ways fairly unstoppable and the firearms instructors said you had good eyes and steady hands. Quite a shot by all accounts, but I want you to know now that though the unarmed combat and firearms training is essential it’s rare, sometimes unheard of for an operative of DIC to need it. No it’s the observation, the fast mental processing, the image and detail recall and the thinking skills that mark you and all our DIC people as a force to be reckoned with.”
“Brains not brawn I know.”
“Quite right, though you appear to have an ample supply of both. I’m very pleased David, very pleased to have you on our team.”
“Thank you. I’m delighted to have got on the team.”
“Good. Well we’ll wait for Magda with the tea. Whilst we do I’ll go through the building layout, procedures and other useful information.”
Fulton drew out no papers, gave out no hand book and didn’t give David paper or pencil. He reeled out a stream of information and David listened and mentally stored it for immediate recall. Tea came half way through and they both ignored it until Fulton was done. Finally they both sipped their tea.
“Any questions?”
“No that all seems clear.”
“Good. Then finish that tea and give me a tour of the building.”
“Give you a tour?”
“Little test of our brain training eh?”
“Right sir.”
“It’s not the army David, you call me Jack.”
“Sure enough”
They got up.
“Where do we start?”
“At the top Jack, I’d like to see if you’ve put my luggage in the right room. You did say room six didn’t you?”
Jack smiled.
“Lead on David, lead on.”



Chapter 14


London
Hampstead
9 a.m.
April 17th
A golden haired nine year old boy, with a freshly scrubbed face presented himself at the door of what was a very austere dining room. He was followed by a golden haired girl, half a foot shorter, with the neatest of pigtails. They were both dressed in green uniforms. The boy was dressed in a crisp white shirt and green and yellow striped tie, green shorts and the girl was dressed in a green check cotton dress; both were holding straw hats in front of them.
A door chime sounded down the hall and a slim yet motherly blonde woman appeared flustered behind the children. Across a dining table strewn with the remnants of breakfast a severe man in his early forties, dressed in a black three piece suit, pale blue shirt and deep blue tie, lowered a tabloid Times.
The serious face with heavy lidded eyes and thin lips creased into a warm smile. Nigel Sternway removed his reading glasses.
“Aha Summer uniforms so it’s April already.”
He beckoned the children to him and kissed them. As they left the room, waving, a tall thin man stopped and let them pass.
“You’re early Joe” Mrs Sternway frowned watching her children exit the room.
She disliked her husband’s employees coming to the house. Joe was Nigel’s number two and drove him around. She disliked Joe. He was grey and pale. He had x-ray eyes. He was tall and thin. He always wore a dark blue suit and a light blue tie, and oddly, she had noticed, that he wore brown boots, the walking kind. He was thin, but he had a wiry quality. She felt him to be like snake, long and thin, with coiled, poisonous potential within the thin frame. Della Sternway hated her husband’s work.
When Joe nodded and offered a weak and ineffective smile she happily followed the golden children, heading for the school run.
“Morning Joe.” Sternway’s smile for his children slipped suddenly from his face.
Joe closed the dining room door.
“Sir. The sub dropped them this morning. They should be heading this way.”
“Good. We’ll see which one gets through then.” Sternway precisely folded his reading glasses, encased them and slipped them into his jacket top pocket.
“If any DIC 's record on malicious intruders is ten to nothing so far.”
“See they do have their uses. You sure this will work?”
“It’s as good a way as any. These men are the best and one should get through and if they don’t we’ll know it can’t be done.”
Sternway looked at his watch.
“Just before nine, a couple of them at least should be in Inverness by now. When we get to the office send Bentall to you know who to have the conversation. Tell him the game’s afoot, oh and he’s to leave the contact package with him.”
They left the house, Joe in front, opening the door of the black Jaguar for Sternway. Once in the driver’s seat, Joe took his revolver out from under it and slipped it into his holster. Della’s rule on guns in the house made him uncomfortable. Joe wondered why she hadn’t become used to such ideas after ten years of marriage to a member of the British Secret Service.
Sternway ran the ‘dirty work’ section at the secret service and the contradiction of Sternway’s warm family life and cold blooded working day reminded Joe of the poem Vultures, by Chinua Achebe. He glanced in the mirror at Sternway’s ‘cold telescopic eyes’.



Chapter 15


Inverness Airport
9- 20 a.m.
April 17th
At Inverness Airport with his coffee and breakfast finished Spencer went to book a flight to Gatwick. He had decided that DIC or not the quicker he moved the better.
Chance was against him though. At the small Flybe desk he found himself embarrassed by the failure of the fake Visa card. There was a seat on the flight, but it wasn’t his for the taking.
He walked out of the airport in a foul mood. The April drizzle might have cooled his hot head, but its niggling needle like drops only increased his annoyance. He checked the thin black wallet for cash and cursed the expensive breakfast, newspaper and coffee for taking nearly ten pounds of the thirty cash they had been given.
The flight was twelve pounds, but the surcharge and taxes took the price up to twenty four. He didn’t have the money for the flight. He wondered why they had been given so little cash and then became angry when he realised that the organisers had assumed that the credit card would work. His didn’t and he had no way to contact then to get it sorted.
He stood briefly in the rain, exasperated, wondering what to do when a taxi stopped in front of him.
“Going into the city my friend?”
The pale, podgy, pudding faced taxi driver called from his open window.
Marco Spencer smiled, but his eyes were predatory and his mind made up. Well he wanted the million. The man looked close to a coronary anyway.
“Sure. I need to go to…” He let it trail off.
“Yeah?” The taxi driver was tired.
It was the end of his night shift and he’d done extra hours; too many really. His last fare had taken him to the airport, so in greed he was looking for a fare to take back, so as not to waste the drive; it would be the last of his shift.
“It’s an address on the east side of the city.”
Marco got in.
“I’ll need better than that.”
“Have you got a map?”
The driver ‘tutted’.
“Sorry friend. There’s a twenty in it if you help me.”
Enthused at least a little by the promise of extra cash the driver got out a map. Spencer made a play of forgetting the exact address and by the time he’d looked at the map he had picked his spot.
“The business man I’m meeting lives on the front, just off the 96 on the way to Milton of Culloden.”
“Sure enough, but it’s gonna cost ya.”
“That’s fine.” The taxi driver took in the long black cashmere coat and smart look of his fare. He thought that the money was there alright.
The taxi driver swung the car around and pulled onto the road thinking he’d soon be at the end of his shift.
In the back, under cover of his smart black coat, Marco pulled the famously silent Russian PSS pistol out of his inside pocket and released the safety catch.
The taxi driver tried to make conversation, but Spencer’s short replies soon put him off. Spencer and his pale, unhealthy taxi driver drove pretty much right around the outskirts of the city and then drove along the ninety six A road in silence. Finally the car turned onto the road by the Moray Firth coastline. Spencer’s pulse quickened and his eyes hardened.
“You sure this is right no?” The taxi driver looked anxiously in the mirror.
Spencer checked for witnesses and there were none. It was a thick drizzle that would keep even the most ardent dog walkers and joggers away from the stretch of coastal roadway.
“I said…”
The PSS round passed through the sweat impregnated foam where the base of the podgy driver’s neck rested. The bullet passed through the seat, the man’s spine at the base of his skull and lodged in the grimy ceiling covering, above the sun visor. The man arched his back briefly, but suddenly becoming instantly quadriplegic he lost control of his limbs and his lower body. The driver was about to fall forward onto the car horn when Spencer’s hand grabbed the hair at the back of the man’s head. Spencer twisted the head into the gap between the seats; the driver’s eyes were wild with fear and desperate with the need to scream as Spencer held the pistol muzzle to the left eye and squeezed. A black hole replaced the bloodily disintegrated eye and the light in the right eye went out as skull, brain matter and blood spattered the passenger seat, the bullet passing through head and seat, ripping and tearing, finally lodging in the metal frame of the seat.
Spencer had killed innocent people to keep cover and killed for money, but this was a little different and Marco felt it to be so. He felt he’d crossed a line. In his work it was often kill or be killed, but the only danger from the man was second hand smoke fumes. The driver wouldn’t have the kind of money on him that Spencer got for contracts, but he needed the money to move on. He steeled himself and thought of the million waiting. Enough to retire on he knew well enough.
The shame for the driver was that a simple mugging was out of the question as Marco couldn’t leave a witness to identify him.
With brutal efficiency Spencer bundled the body into the boot of the taxi, having taken the jack out and lifted nearly a hundred and fifty pounds in notes and change from the man’s pockets. Spencer also took all that could identify the man quickly.
He knew the man had radioed in their trip from the airport to the coast. He sat in the driver’s seat practised a rough version of the driver’s voice. Then as quickly as possible called in
“Two – zero d. o Highland”
A voice crackled back.
“Okay Tommy, now away home to your bed.”
A quick “Aye” and the job was finished.
Spencer once again stood in the slashing, drizzling rain. He put his briefcase and long black coat down by the road. He turned the car to face the sea. There was no sea wall, just the pavement and beyond that a pebbly slope down to the choppy waters.
Spencer got out leaving the engine running; he jammed the accelerator down with the jack, popped it into gear, stepped back and watched the car high rev off the road, in first gear, into the Moray Firth. At this point on the coast the shelf was shallow enough for the car to roll a good distance under water and be hidden for some time.
Spencer dusted himself off, put on his now much damper cashmere coat, plucked his briefcase from a puddle and drizzle spattered headed back into Inverness. He decided to walk back, there’d be no witnesses to his return from that area and now he had transit money. He decided against the plane as he’d be linked to the driver at the airport. No he’d get the night train down to London. Even though he was wet and cold he thought with joy of a sleeper berth, a restaurant car and a hot meal. It was getting on for ten in the morning and he knew he had to find a quiet place to spend the day before buying his train ticket.



Chapter 16


Euston Tower London
9- 20 a.m.
April 17th
With the tour of Euston Tower over David and Jack Fulton went to the refectory for coffee. As the work involved monitoring, staff in the building took breaks in shifts. There were quite a few people in what was a large and friendly room. There was none of the uncomfortable plastic and chrome furniture like most office canteens. The well decorated, light and airy refectory was littered with club chairs set around solid well made tables. The DIC refectory was self service, funded by subs from wages. The building’s workers were happy to ‘divvy’ in and DIC couldn’t have a catering firm do the work on the grounds of secrecy. Cleaning was undertaken by a team of ex DIC watchers living in the London area that were mostly retired or looking for less demanding work with DIC. No-one working for a firm of regular caterers or cleaners would allow themselves to be so thoroughly investigated and questioned in the way that DIC would need to for the sake of security.
Sandwiches and take away were delivered to the reception frequently throughout the day and were thoroughly checked by security before being allowed in. Buyers had to pop down and collect their orders.
Jack and David made themselves some coffee.
“Hello Jack.” David and Jack turned to be faced with a rather thin woman, in her late sixties, with piercing sharp little hazel eyes.
“Maisie my sweet!” Jack embraced her and visibly glowed. “You paying us a visit or signed up for a two week duty rota.”
“I wish it was the latter. Alas I’m too old.”
“I’m sorry. Maisie Dewhurst this is David McKie, our latest recruit.”
David held her small hand in his and smiled shyly.
“A handsome one too Jack now you make me wish I was doing the duty rota this week.”
“Maisie’s father was on the original DIC team for Churchill, David. Maisie was active from the nineteen sixties until nineteen eighty-six and now runs one of our Midlands stations. I tell you David I wish she was on the active duty rota; you couldn’t get a better tutor. Maisie’s probably forgotten more about this work than I know now. Anyway I’m forgetting my manners, let’s get a table.”
Jack led them to a table with four club chairs. David brought their drinks on a tray.
“You getting bored at home Maze?”
“No. I do my historical research and read my history books.” She answered smiling.
David smiled too. “Now there’s a coincidence. I did my degree in history.”
“Where did you do your degree?” In spite of her age her eyes were sharp with intelligence and curiosity.
“Strathclyde University.” David replied.
“I did mine in London.”
“What led you into History?” David asked.
“It was growing up in London during and after the blitz, all those open houses. Sometimes the whole inside of a house was visible, like a doll’s house. I’d stand and look at the opened up life, as it were, and wonder who the people who had lived there were, what they were like and where they had come from. It continued in school. I still keep up to date and you David what led you to History?”
“It was my father really. He was in the army. He told me about the history of his regiment, the Black Watch and I wanted to know about them, not the grand battles. Like you, it was the lives of the people in the regiment that fascinated me.”
“You see. That same curiosity and desire to know about people also led you to DIC. David I’ll leave you with Maisie. Give it ten minutes and go up to your office on the fourteenth floor. I’ll introduce you to your partner on this week’s fortnight’s active rota, Jack Beaumont. ”
“Are you okay Jack you seem excited.” Maisie asked suddenly.
David didn’t know him well, but Jack Fulton seemed quite calm to him.
“You’re amazing Maze. Yes. We had a message in from Michael Dewey in the Highlands. It seems a submarine surfaced and dropped off four men. We’ve got some pictures through, if a bit fuzzy, one of them is a sketch. We’ve got DIC Scotland watching CCTV at stations, marinas and all transport centres. It could be nothing, but my nose tells me otherwise.”
“Have you checked submarine movements?”
“We’re just waiting for the decryption department to get into secret service, Special Forces and MOD systems. They never know that we get in and it’s a trick to get in and out without being noticed. Hudson in decryption thinks it’ll be another two hours before we’re in.”
With that Jack limped away.
Maisie sipped at her tea. There was a pause.
“You want to know what it’s going to be like?”
David smiled. “Yes.”
“It’s fascinating for a certain type of person. You have to be a people watcher. You have to be rather sedentary too. Action seekers will find it rather boring, mundane. I love it. I see so much. I can pick a piece of information here, one there and another and a story unfolds. I deduce, weigh the evidence and before I know it I’ve a corrupt policeman on the hook or a dodgy land deal uncovered. It’s painstaking work.”
“I like the idea of watching. I was on customs before this. I didn’t want to be a manager. I wanted to be on the front line looking at people, reading them. I’m sure I’ll like it.”
“You seem a little poignant?”
Again David smiled. “Yes I’m missing my son and my wife is pregnant with our second. Being here for two weeks is going to be hard.”
Maisie leaned forward, patting his hand in a motherly way. “It will pass soon, then every day at home for three months. Think of that.”
David smiled once again.
“You have a good broad and friendly smile David.” She sipped at the last of her tea, draining her cup. “Anyway the two weeks will pass soon and quite uneventfully.”
“I rather hope so. I mean the hand gun and the unarmed combat training is fun and exciting, but I’m not sure I’m the all action hero.”
“It’s so rare for anything to happen. There are big events from time to time. I’ve been involved in one or two myself.”
David raised an eyebrow, Maisie smiled.
“I’ll tell you one day, though obviously having signed the act it’ll be secret.” She winked.
“Ay.” A pause. “Do you have children?” David asked.
“Yes I have a daughter. She lives in Birmingham. That’s why I live in the Midlands. I moved to be near her. Mind you part of my watch is the chemical works around that part of the country.”
“Chemical works. That’s quite a responsibility. Well I would have thought so given the demographics of the Midlands.”
“Yes. Mind you it’s not only me watching that area; there are two of us there, given the spread of the works. It’s on a DIC border line, which is the M6. Where do you live?”
“Dover.”
“Oh a very historic town and quite a vital watch what with the port and Folkestone nearby. I take it you’ve done the war time tunnels?”
“Many times, I had hoped to see Churchill’s ghost, but no luck. Your father knew Churchill I take it, being in the original DIC.”
“Yes my father was the first head of DIC, hand picked for the job. Churchill didn’t trust the Secret Service, with their aristocratic roots and stock. Later on Burgess and McLean showed him to have been right about that, with hindsight. Dad was head of Inland Revenue, a customs man like you. He had adventures too, especially early on.”
David, on an impulse looked at his watch.
“Dear god, I’m seriously late! I’d better go. I lost track there.” He stood and leaned over. “You had me quite entranced.”
“I’m flattered. If your duty travels bring you to the Birmingham have your partner and self stop over, so much friendlier than a hotel.”
“Won’t your husband mind?”
“Well spotted on the ring, too easy, but I’m a widow.”
“I’m sorry.”
“Not your fault. In fact it’s the IRA who has to be sorry. He was army bomb disposal.”
“I see. My father was a peacekeeper in Northern Ireland with his regiment. Can I e-mail you to chat; it’s nice to have a kindred spirit in work.”
“Of course, I’d like that. We all use the network to keep in touch. They don’t discourage the use of internal encrypted e-mails for friendship, as long as you’re not profligate. We’re one big family here. That’s why I visit.”
“I’ll be in touch.”
With that David dashed away. Maisie cast a glance around and caught another known and friendly eye. She wandered over and shared a light, warm embrace with a severe looking woman of about forty. They fell to talking animatedly.
The morning wore on in the Euston building, information streaming in at thousands of gigabytes a second and every last byte being scanned, stored and sifted.
When David got to the Duty Team Office Jack Fulton and a muscular looking Afro- Caribbean man with grey hair, rimless spectacles and a grey moustache were engrossed by the images on a large LCD computer screen.
“Are you looking for the four illegal entrants from Scotland?”
“David! Jack Beaumont, David McKie.”
“Wow a big man and a Scot too.”
David shook hands. Beaumont had serious heavy lidded eyes. Looking at his physique David could tell that he kept fit. If it hadn’t been for the grey hair no-one one would have thought he was just forty, which he was.
“Jack was a security expert for private firms, I’m sure he’ll tell you all about that later.”
On the screen in front of Beaumont a section of CCTV was running whilst at the top of the screen there were Dewey’s four images; a sketch of Charlie Cobb, two fuzzy satellite images of Mason and Spencer, taken with high intensity satellite imaging, and finally the Nikon close up of Wheeler. There was also an image of Spencer from the airport
“These four were picked up by Michael Dewey at Port An-eorna, just on the Atlantic coast. Some blip appeared on the radar, just appeared, had to be a sub. This was just before dawn this morning. Now Michael saw one face by match flare and sketched it.” Jack Fulton pointed to the sketch. “He didn’t show up on satellite even though Dewey guessed one would head for a boat and scanned the harbour at Plockton. The harbour man, according to Dewey, said an American was taking a boat out, pre-arranged.”
“Well he’d be heading down the west coast in that. “ Beaumont interjected.
“We’ve got harbour and Marina bookings being checked down the west coast.”
“He might not put in. Anchor and swim in.”
Fulton nodded.
“That’s true enough. Now this one,” he pointed to Mason, “he had to have his ticket pre-arranged as Duirnish is a request stop and it was an early train. This one,” he pointed to Spencer, “was picked up by chopper. “ He waved a hand at Beaumont about to interject. “CCTV for Inverness, Perth and Aberdeen are being monitored and past hours checked so we should get something soon. That chopper had to be arranged too. The last one,” he pointed to Wheeler, “his motorbike was sitting waiting. We’ve put the license plate and picture out to police. There’s an approach with caution note attached.”
He walked to the door and turned.
“We’ll find out whose submarine it was. Decryption department are working the armed forces sites as we speak. For now,” he wagged a finger severely, “we assume they’re up to no good, positively dangerous and someone in the UK brought them in. The question is who or what are they? What are they going to do? I’m having the leads and vital information fed directly into the duty team offices and that means you two here. Remember brains David, not brawn. Work this one out and fast.”
David sat in a padded swivel chair his knees were half way up his chest. He struggled to reach the lever. Beaumont stepped over and worked the lever.
“Thanks Jack.”
“Call me Beaumont. Anyway, we’re a team for two weeks, partners. So let’s take a walk, get a sandwich and when we come back decryption will have cracked MOD and the rest. Plus the watchers will have found at least one face and we’ll have a lead. Come on.”
David hesitated.
“Trust me. I’ve been doing this job five years. Active duty rota isn’t usually this exciting. There are thousands of people watching. Our job will be to run around the country chasing.”
David smiled. “Okay Beaumont.”
They got their coats and headed down to the lobby. After being checked out by security they headed for Euston station.
“Good sandwiches at the station. The fresh air will get the brain cells going.”
Inverness watch picked Spencer out from the morning traffic at the airport. Meanwhile Decryption were getting ready to run the four images through MI6 computer when they got in, invisible to the secret service computer system and its anti-intrusion software.
Back in his office Jack Fulton stared at the footage of Marco Spencer eating breakfast at Inverness airport. His eyes hardened. He knew this one from somewhere of that he was sure. He stared harder at the image.
“Who are you?” He spoke aloud to the empty room.



Chapter 17


The Home Office
9 – 30 a.m.
April 17th
“Mr Robinson will see you now.”
The secretary opened the thick wooden door and let the blandly dressed man into the ornate and beautiful office. Behind the desk Tarquin Robinson, the Minister for The Home Office, sat waiting, reading through documents. He was a short and extremely plump man. Known for being outspoken his heavy build, short stature and wobbly chins made him the target of many satirists. This greatly annoyed him as he took himself very seriously. He watched the man walk in; a medium build man, grey suit and nylon mackintosh, hair blonde, though not naturally so as his eyebrows were brown. The man had serious brown eyes and a thin pointed face.
“Have a seat Mr Bentall.”
Bentall sat and waited to be spoken to.
“No-one here aware of who you are?”
“No. Your secretary has a false name. I’m listed as a security firm expert.”
“Good. What can I do for you?”
“I believe that after the last work done for you by my superior he expressed a concern about a certain ‘situation’ and you agreed that ‘elimination’ by some means would be desirable.”
“Indeed I did. Mutually beneficial I think we agreed.”
“You discussed a plan I believe.”
“Yes.”
“That plan is now in motion.” Bentall’s face was impassive as he looked at the man’s black eyes.
Robinson shifted forward in his seat, his bulky body shifting with difficulty in the heavy and softly furnished office chair.
“Is it indeed, is your boss sure this will work?”
“Yes.”
“I’ll be safely distanced?”
“Yes.”
“Do his superiors suspect anything?”
“No. We deal with people like this all the time it’s part of departmental work and no traces have been left. Our department is kept at arms length. No-one generally wants to know what we’re up to. It allows them to truthfully deny our work and if need be drop us in it. It’s not a good position. That’s why my superior has sought this…er… alliance, shall we call it?”
“Yes I see. The results on the target will be permanent will they?”
“Finished for good we should think.” Bentall couldn’t resist a small smile.
“The official explanation will pass muster?” Robinson probed somewhat nervously.
“Easily, it seems sensible given the security climate.”
“It’ll be a very satisfactory outcome. The time has come for change in that area.”
“We think so.” Bentall again gave a small smile.
“Your superior will gain from this himself, but what would he like from me?”
“Support.” Bentall had been told to make the cost clear. ”Of course if you’d like to cancel?” He added knowing that the fat, greedy man was hooked.
“No. Let’s proceed. It’s begun now.”
“Good.” Bentall felt in control. The old man was sweating. It was always the same with the power hungry, keen, but afraid when the moment came.
“What if I need to contact your superior?”
“We have a method. A mode of untraceable and disposable contact will simply appear and disappear as easily as you desire or he desires.”
Bentall took out the brown ‘jiffy’ parcel, sealed, and put it on the table.
“One number in the memory, untraceable, registered to a fake name and disposable.”
“Good. That’s all then.” Robinson once again spoke with authority, reminding himself he was speaking to a government lackey.
Bentall got up.
“Thank you minister, I’ll pass your consent to my superior?”
“Please do.”
Bentall left quietly.
Robinson opened the parcel and took out an orange coloured Bic ‘disposable’ cell phone. It was a clever gadget. It came with a pre charged battery and pre paid talk time. He’d seen them in France. This one was citrus orange colour.



Chapter 18


Inverness
10 a.m.
April 17th
Peter Mason arrived at Inverness rail station, close to ten in the morning. He knew that he was booked on the night train, but he also knew that he had the option to trade the ticket for a single ticket going south during the day. He’d had enough of trains. He wanted to be more independent. He knew that the credit card would stretch to a rental car, but that would leave a trail.
He caught a bus out of the city going north towards the Moray Firth. Sure enough, within fifteen minutes he’d found himself on the Carse Industrial Estate. After getting off the bus he wandered around the various units, scanning the car parks. He wanted an old car, the kind with visible pull up locks. He found what he was looking for under trees in the car park of a delivery firm. The owner of the mid nineteen-eighties white Alfasud Ti, a classic hatchback, was going to be devastated by the loss of his pride and joy.
Mason pulled up his hood, knowing he looked suspicious, but wanting to avoid the CCTV getting too good an image. He didn’t mind that he had been seen on other security systems CCTV cameras, it was being recorded committing a crime that counted; just being around when it happened wasn’t a crime. He was shielded from the building partly by the small trees lining a pathway, which ran through the estate.
He pulled a 30 centimetre piece of nylon parcel binder from his rucksack, creased it, slid it in through the driver’s side window and worked it down to the knob topped door lock release, on the inside; making a loop, by pushing one end of the binder, he slid it over the lock, pulled both ends tight and lifted the lock. The door opened easily. He learned that trick out in Asia. Most of the cars out there were old and the security was easily by passed with the nylon parcel binder. He angled himself into the car, pulled the door closed and lay hidden below the steering wheel. His six inch lock knife did for the plastic around the key ignition and within moments of rewiring the ignition he was driving out of the estate.
It didn’t take him long to find a residential area. It was there that he swapped number plates. He’d had to find a car with a square plate at the back. Having found a Suzuki Jeep he’d had to lay between that car and the one parked behind to hide from prying windows, it being broad daylight. Walking, casually, the short distance between the Suzuki and his stolen Alfa he fixed opposite plates back on both cars, with an industrial strength, quick drying glue, also from his rucksack; Mason had a lot of neat little tricks up his sleeve, or in this case his rucksack.
With that done he checked a convenient map in the car and drove for Glasgow. Checking the petrol gauge he knew he’d make it. The little Alfasud handled really well and had a good amount of ‘kick’ in the gear box. He sped onto the A9 Stirling bound. Having looked at a map he knew he’d get the M80 into Glasgow from there. After that he’d either get a train or plane, depending on the circumstances.



Chapter 19


Glasgow
10 – 30 a.m.
April 17th
Wheeler had been on the ‘eighty-two’ all the way down Loch Lomond and was pleased. He had just enough in the bike’s tank to get him into Glasgow and he was grinning beneath his helmet as the signs for the M8 came up near Erskine Hospital. As he negotiated the roundabout at Erskine a black BMW four by four failed to give way to the right and broadsided the Honda 500 with a resounding metallic ‘crump’. Wheeler, thrown from the bike hit the tarmac and, to the eyes of witnesses, with a gut wrenching, face screwing and teeth gritting bodily slump hit the road. He jerkily tumbled and rolled in a wrenching skid, his clothes ripping, grazes appearing and finally, at just forty miles an hour, his helmet struck the metal barrier cracking and splitting it across the top, knocking him unconscious.
Already out of his dented BMW the driver was on his cell phone. He was smartly dressed, clearly on his way to work and in contrast to his groomed look his white face registered the shock of the accident.
Sure that the ambulance was on its way he gingerly headed for the slumped figure of Wheeler. Other cars had stopped, some had had to, and people getting out headed straight for the hot ‘ticking’ bike, now on its side, mangled in the road. Others headed straight to the oddly angled unconscious rider by the barrier. The BMW driver was there first about to pull Wheeler face up when a young woman called out.
“Don’t move him. He may have a neck injury. I’m a nurse. Call an ambulance. I’ll check his pulse.”
“I’ve already called.” As he said this the sound of sirens confirmed him, ‘dopplering’ their way along the ‘A’ road from Stobhill hospital.
In a few short minutes, still unconscious, Wheeler had been strapped to the stretcher, neck brace on for safety, and driven way.
Police, having taken the Honda off the road, took names of witnesses and some short statements after which they cleared traffic and the blocked tarmac artery to the M8 slowly eased back to full flow.
It wasn’t until the wreck clearance men turned up, fifteen minutes later that the number plate was run through checks and flagged up as ‘important’.
In the ambulance the paramedic went through Wheeler’s bag. He was surprised to find three different passports, in three different names. Even more shocked after a second ‘delve’ he gingerly pulled the dull black, heavy PSS pistol from the bag. His colleague gave a low whistle. The paramedic, a little unnerved by the cold coiled potential of the oiled, hard edged and evil black item, gently lowered it back into the rucksack. He raised both eyebrows at his colleague.
“We’ll call the cops when we get back.”
They pulled into Stobhill casualty unit, just outside Glasgow, and unloaded the still unconscious body of Martin Wheeler. The sliding doors closed behind him and the paramedic took a moment to find a duty police officer. The contents of the bag brought immediate attention from detectives and began a flurry of activity. When the number plate information was added to what Glasgow police knew about Wheeler an urgent phone call was made to Euston Tower in London.



Chapter 20


Euston Station
10 – 50 a.m.
April 17th
David and Beaumont sat as comfortably as anyone can on the edge of the Euston concourse, happily eating French bread sandwiches.
“Brie is just a cheese. Technically that’s a cheese sandwich, in spite of the crunchy French bread and the exotic idea of French cheese.”
“That depends on the way you look at things. It’s all about perception and belief.” David replied after swallowing some of the topic of conversation.
“One man’s terrorist is another man’s freedom fighter sort of thing.” Beaumont suggested, somewhat playfully, irony lighting his sharp grey eyes.
“Put like that yes.”
“That’s okay as an idea, but that’s just sitting on the fence. The whole ‘you say tomato I say tomayto’ doesn’t change a tomato, nor does someone believing that murder by bombing is a means of freedom fighting.” Beaumont was into his argument.
“Is state sanctioned killing murder then?”
“No because it’s done by people employed by us to do it.”
“If you had to kill today, say one of these men, would you think you were doing the right thing?” David was suddenly serious and Beaumont sensed that his seriousness was part of some inner struggle he was having about the nature of their work.
“If he wanted to kill me and I got in first, yes. If I thought I’d stopped him murdering an innocent man yes. Are you saying you wouldn’t?”
“I’m not sure I can kill. I know if it was kill or be killed I’d like to think that I would. It’s hard to say. I’m sure I’d think of myself as murderer afterwards, whatever anyone else said.” David put the remains of the French bread and brie onto the discarded paper wrapper.
Beaumont picked up it up, holding it out ready to make a point.
“See the DIC calls you Brie on French bread, but you would still think yourself a cheese sandwich.”
Suddenly David laughed and shaking his head with disbelief said “Doing a philosophy degree teach you that did it?”
“Yes it did and the years in private security, guarding rich people and politicians didn’t change it. What did history teach you?”
“That time doesn’t stop. Let’s go. We’ll be wanted.”
When David and Beaumont got back to the office there was a lot of information in. The other two week rota teams were busy at their screens. David felt guilty and received a number of frowns in return for his watery, self conscious smile as he passed the small offices. There were six offices in total on their floor and David got the feeling that they had been missed at their post.
Beaumont closed the door of their office, sat down in his swivel chair and logged on. David stood behind him. Beaumont waved a thumb at the door behind.
“Don’t mind all that. I don’t worry myself about other people’s looks. You have to be sure of yourself to do this, guilt indicates wrong doing.”
“Looks like that one was at Inverness airport this morning.” David, feeling guilty, got straight down to work. He stared hard at the face of Marco Spencer. “That’s from Inverness watch three back tracking through CCTV. He’s dropped off the map since.”
“This one was spotted by the watcher of Inverness watch two earlier this morning; David looked over at Beaumont’s screen and the face of Peter Mason.
“He was at the railway station, but no sightings since.”
“Got himself a car?”
“Or a boat?”
“Watchers are doing walk by on Marina’s down the west coast. There’s a nil return from Clyde Marina, the whole of the Irish coast, Isle of Man and Welsh coast is a nil return.”
“That leaves Liverpool.” David replied.
“If I was doing the west coast I’d go further than Liverpool.”
“That depends on where you were heading for.”
“Well London is obvious.”
“Yes,” David agreed, but suddenly struck by the oddness of the situation said, “but then why not come in closer and why Scotland?”
“Good point.”
“Well Inverness could lead to the east coast.”
“That’s true.”
David frowned then his brow cleared.
“There are four of them. They separate, but two turn up at Inverness. If they all have the same job splitting up means they’re harder to chase, plus if they’re working together whoever gets through to wherever meets at a rendezvous point.”
“If they’re terrorists then Midland industry, what there is of it, would be a good target.” Beaumont suggested. David immediately thought of Maisie’s words about the chemical works.
“Let’s see who they are then we might have some idea of where they’re going.”
David logged into the decryption link to MOD sites when Jack Fulton came in.
“Good you’re back. We’ve just had a message from Glasgow watch, a little late, that the motorbike man has been tagged. Came off his bike outside Glasgow and is being watched by police, he’s unconscious. I’m just waiting for a call to say they’ve locked him up and I’ll send a team to Glasgow to interview him.”
“Why would the police let DIC do that if they don’t know who we are?”
Jack grinned. “We just say we’re civil service, show our diplomatic badges and they leave it at that. They think we’re secret service or some such, practically everyone does, except of course the secret service themselves who know we exist and hate us.”
David looked back at his screen. He loaded the images of the four men into the secret service computer system and was amazed at the return speed of information.
“Talking of secret service look at this,” Marco Spencer’s image came up on his top secret MI6 file, “this one is ex secret service, dirty jobs section by the looks of it.”
Jack Fulton clapped his hands loudly and nearly shouted.
“I knew I’d seen him before. I was watching him eat breakfast at Inverness airport. Yes there was a big problem over him two years ago. He killed a member of the cabinet in rural Scotland. Of course he’s freelance now.”
“The cabinet? Why isn’t he in prison?” David asked incredulously.
“Well we know he did it there’s just no proof, so no case to answer. It went off as an accident, heart attack hill walking.”
“Robert Cole the disgraced Home Office Minister, I remember that.” David was amazed.
Jack became serious.
“Of course that’s top secret and unrepeatable. We knew it was him. DIC watchers tagged him in the area and leaving. Of course Sternway, head of dirty tricks had a hand in it. It’s one of those cases that got by us. Cole must have had some story or information to put out and was first disgraced by the news then bumped off. The press treated it as a tragic accident. I liked Cole, I don’t like his replacement Tarquin Robinson and quite frankly as one of the few people in high power who know about us he doesn’t like us either. It was a bad business and no mistake. No I still haven’t got over that failure, but yes Marco Spencer. He knows about us and he’s a hired assassin.”
“That means that the other three are too.” Beaumont added.
They looked at the screen and checked the other files. In each case the file of hired assassin came up. Jack Fulton’s face became angry and seriously white.
“Four assassins have entered the country on our watch. You two had better get ready to go to Stobhill Glasgow. Go armed. I’ll call the police there and warn them.”
“We’re going to e-mail our watchers, especially the ones going to Marinas. They’re to go armed. I’ll e-mail that instruction around the building. I want you two to focus on the MOD sites especially the submarine movements. I want to know who brought them in. I’ll get the others looking for missing persons.”
“Why?” David was rather taken aback by the serious turn of events on his first day.
“These are hired killers. They don’t leave witnesses. If they’re compromised they kill first think later. Spencer is a cold blooded killer. They all came to get someone. There are four, or possibly more of them, so it’s a multiple attempt, to make sure one gets through. One of them might have killed already. Get on to that sub question.”
When Fulton left Beaumont gave David a raised eyebrow look.
“Serious stuff,” David said quietly, “you ever experienced this before?”
Beaumont shook his head slowly.
Both of them quietly began searching MOD sites for relevant information each suddenly intent on the screens in front of them.



Chapter 21


Glasgow Stobhill Hospital
11- 30 a.m.
April 17th
Wheeler rose through layers of unconsciousness to the sound of rattling cups and unfamiliar voices. To the watching police officer, sitting in the armchair near the bed, as he had been for the last hour, the stirring body was a relief. The constable was bored by his watch. The suddenly opening eyes and look of fearful unawareness were reassuring for the officer too.
Wheeler felt his way round his body, wiggled toes, waggled fingers and reassured that everything was okay he tried to sit up. Pain from his bruises made him wince. The memory of the bike skidding away from him and realisation that he had a hospital gown on, added to which his certainty that his bag would have been opened, brought a rush of adrenalin which enabled him to sit up quickly and bypass the sudden pain from the bump on the top of his head.
“Hello.” The constable said dourly.
The voice was Scottish. Wheeler took in the uniform.
“Where am I?” Wheeler feigned a vaguely foreign accent, somewhere Eastern European.
He took in the room. Standard hospital single room, window to his right, bedside table in that corner, red string for calling help above it, and to his left, other side of the bed, the door. At the foot of the bed an armchair for visitors, in which was seated the constable; young, he noted, about twenty-five.
“Stobhill hospital Glasgow.”
Wheeler nodded.
“I’ve to call in, for a detective to interview you.”
Wheeler feigned a lack of understanding, crinkling his brow, a slight shake of the head.
“For what? I am sorry?”
“The hand gun and fake passports matey.” The constable said flatly indicating his certainty of Wheeler’s guilt of some crime.
“I’m sorry I do not…” Wheeler touched his head and looked confused.
The constable spoke into his radio. Wheeler looked around the room. His clothes were not there. This was tricky.
In the background to his inner voice planning he heard the constable call for the detective.
“He’s on his way.”
Wheeler looked at the plastic jug and cup on the table by his bed. His throat was very dry. He poured water and the idea came to him. He leant over to the bedside table He shakily held the pitcher, poured and drank some water. Then again, more desperately, with more exaggerated shaking, he poured more water, feigned a pain in the head, let the jug go and eyes rolling slumped off the bed on to the floor by the table, between the bed and the wall.
Instinctively, as he had gambled he would, the constable came over and stood over him. Then to his annoyance the constable pulled the red cord to call for help. Clearly no fool, thought Wheeler, but too youthful to be wise and experienced.
Wheeler’s left hand shot out and grabbed the PC’s belt, as he did so his right leg swung up behind the policeman’s legs, caught him behind the knees tipping the man back. Wheeler rose up on the man’s weight going back, his right palm extending out into his victim’s chin. The policeman crumpled back unconscious in a heavy heap.
Wheeler, dragged the man under the bed, arranged the covers on the door side to cover the view from there, hiding his crime; he hopped into the bed and pulled the cord again.
A young Italian looking girl, round in hips, dark hair in a bun, bulging in her blue uniform, just under the obese side of portly, rolled in.
“Hello. You’re awake.” She saw him holding jug and then quizzically looked for the constable.
“I spill water. He go to get help.”
Wheeler indicated the other side of the bed hoping she was too busy to look.
The nurse took the jug “I’ll send someone to mop up.” She left with a withering ‘you’re wasting my time’ look.
As soon as the door closed, Wheeler was out of bed. The constable was just coming round, his head emerging from under the bed. Wheeler karate chopped him across the back of the head where it joined the spine, not hard enough to kill, but enough to knock him cold again. Wheeler could have killed him, but he knew that they had his description and too many people had seen him. Killing witnesses was pointless at this stage.
Being compromised he had to get out lie low, get a disguise, and then head for London. He had planned to strip the policeman, but apart from the man being too small, damned tailored uniforms, the disguise was too easy to spot. As he hesitated he heard the rattle of a trolley outside the door. He stepped behind the door, prayed to the god of hit men that the cleaner was a male and the right size and seeing a short, very thin, bald man step in front of him sighed and knocked this man out too.
As the body slumped forward onto the floor Wheeler thought of a Carry On film. After tying and gagging the bodies, taking keys, radio, tear gas, baton, all cash, the cleaner’s keys and from the cleaner’s belt one of those folding multi-tools in a leather belt case, popped them into a white bin bag from the cleaner’s trolley, he stepped into the corridor, knowing the detective was on the way.
In the corridor the occasional nurse passed by, he could see to his right the reception for his ward and to his left a corridor with a wall end and a dog leg right turn. On the floor there was a neat red line, indicating a route through the hospital. Wheeler instinctively went down to the dog leg, turned right to see a long corridor with wards off to left and right, indicated by different coloured lines on the floor. The nearest sign was radiology. Wheeler headed straight for it, noting a staircase and lift on the right as he passed them.
He was on the first floor. He walked into radiology and the reception. Self conscious in his hospital gown he knew he didn’t have long. He confidently walked past reception and seeing a changing room walked straight into that. There was a dressing gown hanging there, he immediately put it on. There were four lockers; three were locked, so clearly full. Wheeler pulled out the cleaner’s multi-tool, selected screw driver, inserted it in each locker and twisted the locks open, each forceful jerk making his head rock.
The contents of the lockers yielded cotton track suit bottoms and a ‘hoody’, just too small, but bearable, an oversize T- Shirt, jeans the right length, but too narrow at the waist, but thankfully, work boots in tan leather and thick socks which, though loose, would do the job. There was no coat in any, but a fold up umbrella, a clear rain poncho the kind old people wear, a green bobble hat, some cheap jewellery, two watches, one waterproof, a wallet, a purse, two loose credit cards and some cash in notes and change.
Wheeler added these to the white bin bag. Tugged and squeezed into the clothes and finally put on a pair of glasses, which though female, looked acceptable and changed his face. He added the bobble hat and clear poncho.
Having done this speedily and with some nervousness he walked rapidly out through the busy reception turned right, through the stair doors and down to the first floor. He followed signs for the casualty exit, where he knew there might be police, but not as many he was sure would be at reception.
As Wheeler had made the stairs the summoned detective entered the room Wheeler had left behind him and found his constable and the cleaner both still unconscious. Immediately he made a call on his radio putting out an alert, but sadly too late. Wheeler’s luck changed. He passed through casualty, fortunately for him lacking any police presence, and outside he saw a bus stop across from the entrance with a waiting bus.
He wasn’t an odd sight to the bus driver. Wheeler looked like the standard alcoholic homeless passenger he always saw returning from casualty. Wheeler paid his fare and sat down. There were agonizing moments of waiting for the bus to go and then they were away.
Police cars with sirens headed into the hospital as the bus came out and Wheeler smiled. Some shopping, a neat change, cheap hotel room and a change of look would put him back on track. He gingerly touched the top of his head and winced. He hoped that his luck would change for the better from there on in.
He knew, as an experienced assassin that even the best plans went wrong. He mused on the fact, as the bus swung widely around a corner just missing someone chancing a quick run across a junction, that he had no plan on this job at all. It was all chance, in a way, until he got to London and actually got the contract. He didn’t like it. It wasn’t the way he usually worked. Bruised and uncomfortably dressed and unarmed he had a moment of feeling vulnerable. He quickly shrugged it off. The only way, he well knew, was forward.



Chapter 22


Euston Tower
11- 30 a.m.
April 17th
After some intense and concentrated research and careful access to restricted sites Beaumont was first with the information on Special Forces activities that day.
“Well there were only two special forces exercises in the UK this week. The SAS were in Scotland and they were around the Kyle of Lochalsh, but they were dropped by helicopter, not submarine. The other was the marine commandos, but that was a swim in to the Cornwall coast, but they used a corvette class out of Plymouth, so that rules out the submarine drop off being MOD exercises.”
“Well decrypted MOD navy site reveals HM submarine HMS Vengeance passing Port an-eorna at that time in the morning heading for the polar cap.”
“Really?”
“Yes, but there’s no mention of the stop and surface there.”
“Where did the sub come from?”
“Well she had been on NATO exercises in the Atlantic, coming up from Southern US base. That was before leaving the naval sub base on the Clyde two months ago. So she must have picked up the passengers in the US.”
“How long ago was that?”
“Two weeks.”
“So our four were put aboard two weeks ago, stayed on for the Atlantic exercises and were dropped of en route.”
McKie nodded a slow deliberate and grave nod.
“That would mean that they’d have to have top secret clearance to be on the submarine. That comes from a high level. Whoever got them on there is MOD or government then.”
“Or at least has the power and clout to bypass the usual channels.”
The phone rang cutting in on their thinking. McKie answered it. It was Jack Fulton and he wasn’t happy.
“Glasgow police lost the Wheeler, he got away, so we can forget sending a team for now. What have you managed to unearth.”
McKie outlined their research and deductions then asked. "Could all this be down to that Nigel Sternway?”
“Yes it could. It could be any one of ten different people we’re aware of.”
“What’s our next move?”
“We watch those ten. I’ll send duty teams out to our hit list with mobile tracking and listening equipment, gun mikes and other sensitive stuff. “
Beaumont silently mouthed “What about us?”
McKie relayed the question.
“You two keep looking and thinking. See if you can work out possible routes and contact DIC watchers on the routes you work out. I’ll have the Glasgow watchers keep an eye out for Wheeler and make sure they go armed. If he’s dragged back into the net I’ll send a team to interview him, other than that get on with the brain work.”
“Right okay then.” McKie sounded disappointed and Jack picked up on the tone of his voice, smiling to himself in his office.
“Don’t be like that David. I’m inclined to send you two when we get a fix on Wheeler or any one of the others, liaising with armed police of course.” Jack hung up and David related Jack’s remarks.
“Oh great.” Beaumont ran a hand through his grey hair. “First intruder is ours then lucky us!”
“It’s okay they’ll have armed police on hand we won’t be alone.”
There was a moment’s silence.
“I thought you didn’t want the chance to use that gun.” Beaumont said.
“I’m feeling more Brie than cheddar right now. Anyway like I said armed police will be there first and in the meantime we’d better work on the possible routes.”
Beaumont smiled.
“Okay Mr keen let’s get a cup of tea and bring up some online map software. We can start with the one who got to Inverness by rail. What was his name?”
“Peter Mason, ex infantry and SAS man.”
“Okay let’s work out his possible routes.”



Chapter 23


The Mersey Marina
11- 45 a.m.
April 17th
Charlie Cobb made the mouth of the Mersey, a little before lunch time. The call to Mersey Radio on VHF channel 12 had him waiting for river traffic then crawling past the Liver Buildings; he thought of the legend of the birds keeping watch, one out to sea and one inland. He wondered who else was watching. He passed the Albert Dock and cleared the Brunswick Lock making the Marina with some struggles, especially with banks and tides.
The berth had been pre-booked in a different name to Jake Howard and Cobb had to make sure that he got out the right set of fake documents. He cleared the paperwork easily when the young watch man came out to the boat to greet him. The young watch man was incurious and keen to be indoors out of the niggling April drizzle.
Cobb noted the CCTV camera on a pole in the centre of the marina and decided the controls would be in the marina office. He opened his rucksack took out a tube of superglue and popped it into his pocket with the lid off. He wrapped a scarf around his face and pulled his hood up and thanked the weather for the excuse of muffling is face.
Covering his head with a hood and his face with a scarf he walked quickly to the office, passing through the punch key gate. In the office it was dry and bright. Cobb looked around the room. There was a chart cabinet dead opposite a desk where two screens showed the images of two cameras. He noted that they turned when needed by way of a lever control. One watched the boats and the other watched the approach and office. Cobb didn’t want his presence recorded. Cobb noted that he could see the office behind the desk in the reflection of the window.
“You haven’t got a lower west coast chart I could have a look at have you?”
“You haven’t got one?”
“Unscheduled stop I’m afraid. I wasn’t going to go that far south, but I’m not sure yet”
“I’ve got one you can look at, but don’t take it away.”
The young watch man went to a filing cabinet. The moment his back was turned, Cobb moved the approach camera away from the office then moved the marina waters camera away from his boat to the other side of the marina. He took the super glue from his pocket and squeezed it into the ball socket and turned just in time, popping the glue quickly back in his coat pocket.
The young watch man put the chart on a nearby pin board as he did so Cobb glanced back at the control to see if the glue was visible or if he had left a trace from squeezing it into the gap. There was a bare trace, but nothing significant or noticeable. He made a show of looking at the map and noted some features. He liked the idea of Bristol as an entry to land if he went further by boat.
He thanked the watch man and walked back to his boat sure in the knowledge that the cameras wouldn’t record his presence there. He didn’t know how vital for his continued journey it was. He had sought to prevent a record of his presence, not knowing that the cameras were being watched by people close by.
Deciding not to go out Charlie settled exhausted into a bunk after cooking a well earned and heartily greasy fry up. He lay on his bunk smoking a lucky. The trip hadn’t been easy, but to his mind it had kept him away from people. He wasn’t sure whether to take the little boat further down the coast. If he did do that he’d have to be out of the Marina by five latest and there was a narrow window on the tide directions. He decided to get some sleep first and look at the charts and tides on waking. He dug in his bag and set a small digital alarm for three-thirty pm. It was warm and humid in the cabin from the cooking and Charlie slumped into a deep sleep, the memory of the cold Atlantic water and the dark land looming in his dreams.



Chapter 24


Inverness
12 – 30 p.m.
April 17th
Stanton threaded the van through busy Inverness streets and into a pay and display car park on Strothers Lane, near the railway station. He checked for cameras as he drove in and before getting out of the van he searched the van for change. In the glove box there was two pounds forty-three in change. He strolled casually across to the machine put enough in for an hour and a half and went to find himself a place to eat. It was getting on for lunch and he had a yearning for pasta, besides, he had to see if the card worked and no better place or time than a restaurant.
When he got to Bridge Street he found Bella Pasta. It was pleasant and the waitress was friendly. He sat by the window, as was his habit, people watching, keeping an eye out. He ordered spaghetti, tomato based sauce and a bottle of sparkling mineral water. When it came he ate it slowly and deliberately. He’d done his homework and the night train didn’t leave until gone eight. He wasn’t going to go in until the last minute, though he’d book the ticket after lunch. He knew Mason was booked on it, but he didn’t care about the rule on any of them travelling together. He was sure it would be fine.
With thoughts of his travel arrangements cleared from his mind, eating his spaghetti, he wondered if the wife of the frozen truck driver was somewhere in the crowds that passed by. He wondered if he was being watched. He wondered why they’d not come in through Dover or even Heathrow? Why Scotland? What also bothered him was the fact that whoever was behind this could get them on a British submarine, but had only given them thirty pounds in cash. The fake credit card looked good enough though. In the back of his mind he sensed that something didn’t add up. Still, he thought, he was in it now and there was a million at the end. He called the waitress and handed over a Mastercard. He was pleased when it worked. That meant no ‘fishing’ for money or cash, which always meant death and the added risk of capture.



Chapter 25


Glasgow
1 p.m.
April 17th
Mason had arrived in Glasgow around lunch time. He’d been doing his thinking on the way. In spite of the changed plates the white Alfa would have been reported stolen by now and any white Alfa on the bridge cameras would have been picked up. The car, he knew would be getting hotter by the minute. Add the possible CCTV images anywhere on the industrial estate and he might not get through.
He opted to get a disguise, change clothes and get on rail as soon as possible. He wanted out of Scotland.
He parked the Alfa on a rough looking residential road on the Govan estate. He wiped it clean of his prints and left it unlocked and ready to be stolen by any nearby ‘Neds’. They would easily cover his tracks.
He headed out of the estate and caught the clockwork orange underground at Ibrox into central Glasgow. He avoided the shopping centre and bought second hand clothes on the outskirts of the town. A visit to an Oxfam shop yielded beige trousers, a thick sweater, checked shirt and worn grey overcoat. He bought hair dye, scissors, reading glasses with a slight blue tint, the kind used for dyslexia, flesh coloured medical tape and a mirror from a pharmacist. He put all of these in an old fashioned sports hold all he’d bought in a luggage shop.
There was a decent sized greasy spoon cafe on Buchanan Street. The waitress was an out of place blonde and breezy eighteen year old. Sharp green eyes, blond pony tail, petite build she caught every man in the room’s attention. Mason fell in with the crowd and flirted, it would have been odd not to.
“What will you have?”
“Apart from you what’s tastiest?”
“Not much I’m afraid and I’m not on the menu.”
“Well I’ll have the all day breakfast.”
“Okay”
“Is it called that because it takes all day to digest?”
The girl laughed.
“Don’t be cheeky or you’ll not eat.”
He smiled back.
“I’ll be good if it means eating.”
She took his order for tea and he watched her perfect behind wiggle away. It had been some time he thought, given half a chance he would make a move on her, but there was the job in hand.
He was annoyed with the job and his work when the girl delivered his food and tea and gave him a positive green light, touching his hand as she handed him the tea and smiling into his eyes, she even looked back when she walked away. He shook his head at the irony.
He flashed up the memory of the look back in his mind, ‘lovely lashes’ he thought, then ‘focus Mason focus.’
It wasn’t the best cooked food, plastic texture eggs, over cooked smoky bacon, bendy toast, dry sausage and an unhappy tomato half, all over cooked. He washed it down with raw tannic tea. It sat heavily in his gut.
Brunch done Mason paid the bill and left a good tip so as not to be noticed. The blonde watched him pay. He was tall, broad shouldered, fit looking, tanned and his black hair was in the kind of untidy mop she found alluring. The cafe was getting busy and as he didn’t respond to the ‘green light’ the girl, though disappointed, got on with her busy day.
In the cafe toilet he filled his flask with water and locked himself in a cubicle. There were three so he might have some time, but he nearly laughed out loud when he thought it might turn out to be a busy toilet if the food was anything to go by.
He worked quickly. He first wet and dyed his hair. Black to blonde just wasn’t possible in the time so he had bought a light brown. It was a fifteen minute wait for the dye to take and in his case the longer the lighter. About four people visited the toilet, but none bothered him in his cubicle. He listened well and came out to rinse and dry his hair under the hand dryer, it was a risk, but he had to. No-one came in and the hair dried quickly.
Back in the cubicle he cut his fringe and hair to create a thinning effect and a high fore head, saving short pieces of lighter brown hair cuttings. He used his glue to carefully put the cuttings on the backed surgical tape, creating a matching moustache. The door was rattled a couple of times as he worked at his disguise, but he groaned and blew a realistic raspberry.
“What did you eat mate?” The voice outside laughingly asked.
"The all day breakfast pal." Mason called back and added a groan.
Silence again and he finished the disguise with the clothes. He pulled a bin bag from his rucksack, put his old clothes in, along with the rucksack, transferring his pistol, ammunition and other essential items into the sports hold all and finally putting on the tinted glasses he left the toilet, pushing his head down and forwards, slouching and walking with a less direct, less upright bearing than he usually managed.
He certainly wasn’t the same man that walked into the toilet. He passed within feet of his waitress and she looked at him directly, but didn’t even register him in her eyes. Job done he walked into the city centre, dumping the old clothes and disguise residue wrapped in the bin bag by a litter bin. He headed for Glasgow rail station.
DIC watchers in Glasgow didn’t recognise him even though he had to wait an hour and forty-five minutes for the London train and sat on the station concourse watching people go by, secure that anyone watching him or watching for him wouldn’t have a clue who he was or what he was up to.



Chapter 26


Euston Tower
4-30 p.m.
17th April
David and Beaumont worked solidly for some hours, looking at on line charts and using software to calculate all possible routes south and across the country. They highlighted possible terrorist targets on the digital maps and sent out the completed routes, when done, to the scanner teams on the other floors. This made it easier for those teams to make more finite searches and communicate with DIC watchers on those routes only.
Finally David completed the last digital map and pressed send. The compressed file zipped around the building and was then zipped across the country at high speed.
“What time is it?”
“It’s just gone three”
“Let’s go and take a break.”
“Sound idea.”
The two men sat in the canteen drinking coffee and eating biscuits.
“It’s been an interesting first day.” David smiled looking around.
“Let’s hope it doesn’t get any more interesting. Remember that curse? May you live in interesting times.”
“I see you’re eating Jaffa cakes. Now that’s an interesting conundrum. Is it a cake or is it a biscuit?”
“It’s whatever the majority of people decide it is I guess." Beaumont said and gave him a twinkly smile.
“What about the tyranny of the majority concept?”
“True enough. I see you’ve read your JS Mill.”
“Also if you start thinking of Pol Pot and the ‘Year Zero’ concept isn’t anything exactly what a powerful tyrant says it is?”
“Hmmm. I tell you what though a cake by any other name would taste as sweet.” To emphasise the point Beaumont popped the rest in his mouth.
“Well that’s philosophy, politics and literature covered what’s next?”
Beaumont looked at his watch.
“It’s information technology next my friend. Let’s go.”
Both men chatted amiably on their way to the lift. In a short space of time the pair had formed a bond.



Chapter 27


Mersey Marina
4 – 30 p.m.
April 17th
Inefficiently Cobb had not set the volume on the small digital alarm and though it flashed into action it made no sound. Cobb slept on in the warm bunk, lulled by the gentle action of the marina water.
It was too late that Cobb woke and seeing the time cursed his inefficiency. He lit a lucky, and put the kettle on. He noticed there were just two cigarettes in the pack and that the bag of groceries he’d ordered for the boat obviously didn’t include dinner of any kind. There were four eggs, two rashers and eight slices of bread from the small loaf left.
Coffee made, though instant, the kind Charlie hated, he went on deck to a river view close to sunset. He knew he’d have to stay put or leave the boat as it was. Charlie was essentially a comfort man. He didn’t fancy travelling at night and changing scene. The day was gone, why move on? The others wouldn’t have made London yet, he knew that. He flicked the cigarette butt into the Marina waters and mind made up decided to eat better. Some take away, a beer, one at least, a pack of cigarettes and he’d see if he could get a signal on the little TV.
Getting his coat and rucksack, with his weapon in it, identities and all useful tools of his trade included, he climbed off the boat, walked the boards, punched the numbers into the locked gate and headed into the city on foot.
The harbour watch man saw Charlie leave; he noted Charlie had his rucksack on him and figured him headed for a hotel. The Americans always did that. He knew the American hadn’t been off the boat all day and thought he’d be off for a night out.
As Cobb got on to the Nelson Street he found a convenience store, noting, further down the same road, a Chinese Restaurant doing take away. Ten minutes walk from the Marina, Charlie stocked up on useful and tasty supplies.



Chapter 28


Liverpool
5 p.m.
April 17th
Three miles away in a house on Croxteth Road, Sefton Park Walter, Wally to his friends, Tyson held the hands of his only child as they swung back the green, iron garden gate and arrived home, damp and laughing.
She was a sweet freckle faced seven year old girl. He held her book bag and sports bag in his other hand. She had been at after school club playing football and Wally had been watching her play. In spite of being small she was incredibly tenacious as a player. Wally wondered whether his love of football and lack of a son had begun to turn her into a tomboy.
They laughingly sang their way through the front door, dripping onto the hall carpet. He loved being able to collect her from school and the DIC work allowed him that most of the year and this year, at forty-five it was his last year for active rota.
He was feeling a little guilty as he’d been alacritous about his work today. His partner, Ginny, was down with the flu. Though he’d logged on, in his loft, in the morning and caught the traffic about the four intruders through day, including the call to check the marina, when he printed the four pictures, he’d been
shopping since and every time he’d meant to check again Ginny had called for some TLC.
With Tara home he decided to quickly nip down and check the marina.
He settled Tara with a snack and TV, fussed around Ginny and told her he had a ‘visual check’ to do. He kissed her hot forehead and grabbing diplomatic pass, intruder photos and his coat, no gun, he got into his little blue Fiesta and drove towards the Liverpool Marina and the Mersey. It was five o’ clock when he set out and it didn’t take him long to get there.
The marina watch man, a keen sailor in his mid twenties, was just finishing up in the office when he noted the red Fiesta enter the car park. He sighed as the tall, blonde curly haired figure in the beige duffle coat headed straight for him. He had a sinking feeling as the man drew out what looked like some sort of badge from his pocket, in readiness.
Glancing at his watch he set his face to helpful as the man entered the office.
“Evening I’m a civil service employee doing a Marina check for new arrivals.” Wally handed over the credentials. It took the watch man a moment to read it.
“Civil service?”
Wally raised an eye brow in a conspiratorial way.
“Oh I see.” The watch man handed the credentials back.
Wally drew out the pictures.
“Have you seen any of these men?”
Each picture drew a blank until they got to the sketch of Cobb.
“That looks a bit like a guy who got here after lunch. He’s American. He’s just gone out.”
“Just?”
“Yeah about ten minutes ago. He had a bag with him. He’ll probably be out tonight, stay in a hotel.”
“Can you show me his boat?”
It was Wally’s turn to sigh. Given the DIC e-mail traffic he’d read he knew these men were on the move and was annoyed at having missed him. He was sure that Charlie was moving on. Still he’d check the boat and when he called in he’d not mention why he hadn’t checked earlier.
The watch man and Wally passed through the punch key locked gate, down the jetty and towards Charlie’s boat. The lights were off. The little boat sat bobbing in the early evening dusky gloom.
“Are you sure he went out.”
Wally hesitated, no weapon on him, but in Wally’s case he only ever got it out to clean it.
“Wait here.” He said sternly and climbed onto the boat. Charlie hadn’t locked it.
Wally gingerly entered the cabin. He saw the unwashed utensils and plates. The cabin reeked of greasy food. The bunk had been slept in. He called the watch man in.
“Hey you come in here.”
The watch man clambered onto the boat and stepped down head bowed into the cabin.
“What?”
“Watch me as I search.”
“Why?”
“In case I find something incriminating and the man I’m looking for, if caught, says I planted it.”
“I’m not sure about this. I might need to call someone.”
Wally was withering in his reply.
“Just do as I say.”
“Is the man in trouble?”
“Not yet, but you could say that as a person he is trouble.”
Wally began searching,
He found the stubbed ‘Lucky’ on a saucer, recalling Michael Dewey’s e-mail sketch from the match flare that morning. The man was a smoker. There were no bags, no passports and no gun. There were no personal effects, which struck a discordant note with Wally. If this was a regular American tourist where was the camera, the set of personal items and the paraphernalia of someone away from home? It was much too suspicious. Wally had made up his mind to get home, e-mail DIC centre and call the police to the boat.
Cobb, white plastic bag with prawn fried rice, duck, pancakes, vegetables, Ho-Sin sauce and a six pack of Budweiser in one hand and his backpack in the other noted the lights on in the marina office past the hours of business listed on the door. He tried the door handle and found the office open. Charlie smelt trouble. He double checked his handiwork on the CCTV camera control, still in place. The young man probably never checked it. He left the office his senses alert and made his way to the punch key locked gate. He looked along the jetties and seeing where his boat was, with the lights on he narrowed his eyes and flared his nostrils making a face that would have made a snake flinch.
He squatted down in the shadows by the gate, putting aside the take away and beer. In the last light of day the dull metal of his Russian PSS pistol swallowed the low lances of the setting sun. He punched in the access number, eased through and closed the gate with deadly silence. Treading the boards towards the edges with soft silent steps he honed in on the yellow beacon of his boat lights. There were no lights visible on other boats, he noted. He saw the shadows behind the boat’s thin curtains.
He could have climbed onto the boat, but knew better. They’d be coming out and he’d save himself some cleaning up. He lay down on the drizzle wet boards, hidden by the prow of the boat. They’d exit via the stern of the boat and move to his right back towards the gate.
Wally and the watch man did emerge, clambered off the boat, Wally doing most of the talking. Cobb heard the words ‘police’ and ‘alert’ and ‘CCTV’ footage’. He let them get four metres down the jetty and gave each a silenced shot in the back of the head within a second. Each victim pitched forward, damaged beyond repair and spiralling downwards brain dead they fell to earth near lifeless. Cobb was on his feet in a moment he stood over them and put a round in each heart. It had taken mere seconds to stop the life in them simply because of their inconvenience. The young watch man and Wally lay on the jetty like landed fish in the last gasps of drowning, small, pathetic after death twitches moving muscles as the last nervous signals pulsed and faded in their finished bodies.
The last light of the day saw Charley busy. Glad for the harbour water, simply for hiding the bodies and washing the blood he got to work. He checked the bodies for identification and car keys. He didn’t pause to muse over the pictures of himself and the others he took from Wally’s corpse and the even more curious diplomatic badge with Wally’s picture on it; he put them in his pocket with a definite view to looking at them later. He took what little money they had, frowning at Wally’s wallet pictures of Tara and Ginny. Who sent a family man to deal with a killer like him?
He found the cars, cut the tyres from the spares, took the jacks and rims for weight. The Sheets and duvet cover from his boat wrapped the bodies, tied by spare mooring rope from his boat. Weighted he lowered them into the marina waters, below the jetty, he knew the weight wasn’t quite enough and hoped they’d be hidden an extra day bobbing against the underside of the wood. He washed the jetty down quickly with three buckets, sloshing the blood away.
Looking around he saw the lights of the city, tens of thousands of people, but not one near enough to witness his actions. Cobb went back to the gate, picked up the now cold take away and his rucksack.
One remote key blipped a Peugeot 207 hatch back. The other key opened the old red Fiesta. He drove this out the gate and parked it on Hill Street. He walked back to the Marina, always looking around. He locked the office. Happily settled in the Peugeot 207 he drove away, Manchester bound.
‘So much for the quiet night’ in he thought pointing the car towards the M62. As he drove he wondered how the authorities had so quickly got pictures of all of them. He knew his picture was a sketch, seemingly lit by a glow? Could they have seen them that morning? It was impossible surely? Charlie was suddenly very worried. The whole situation looked and smelled like a set up.



Chapter 29


Leicester
5 – 30 p.m.
April 17th
It was the same thoughts which led Mason to get off the London train at Leicester. He was happily settled on the train, feeling warm and comfortable and then he started thinking about the submarine. It had told him from the start that it was a government job. Someone in power had given the green light to an assassination in the UK. He had thought it sensible to send five of them to make sure the job got done, but now that he thought of it, he was struck by the thought that there was something odd about it. He knew they’d gone in Scotland to avoid detection, but who were they avoiding. If the target was someone important they’d be guarded. If it was someone in secret service it made more sense that they came in from a remote place. Then it struck him. Stanton had chosen to hitch because he was avoiding CCTV and centres that meant that Stanton, who’d been far from chatty those two weeks on the sub, knew something they didn’t or at least had worked out what he was working out now.
The idea got into Mason’s head that whoever they were going to kill would have security that were watching for assassins. He’d made up his mind to get off the train and find transport that involved him being away from the public when Leicester station was announced. He grabbed his bag and stepped onto the platform into lashing rain.
He asked the ticket barrier guard for directions to a supermarket and was told the nearest one was the Tesco along the Uppingham Road and that a 747 bus would take him there. He had to make his way up to the Humberstone Gate and found the stops there. He stood waiting for the bus, the rain hammering onto the bus shelter roof.
Leicester public transport is known for its efficiency and the 747 bus arrived within minutes and Mason was at the Tesco quicker than he’d expected.
He was wandering the car park waiting for the right person and vehicle to show up and it was becoming a problem. He needed a car that was overloaded at the back, the boot lid held down by rope because wood was sticking out or something. It was either that or a van that was overloaded at the back or had a broken back door handle.
Mason had spent half an hour in the car park looking suitably fuddled in case someone asked him what he was doing. He created a part for himself in case security came over. He decided to be a man with mental health problems who couldn’t find his daughter and the car. This was his lie and he worked it over in his head, mentally doing the voice and visualising the facial expressions.
He needn’t have worried as the rain was making people more concerned with themselves than anyone else.
He was going to give up, feeling exposed, when he saw a plumber’s van with faded writing, blue on white, ‘David Barrett Plumbing amp; Heating Engineer’ on the sides. It pulled into a space half way up the row he was walking along. Mason had seen it so easily because the small van had a bath sticking out the back and bungee straps holding the door.
Mason watched David, presumably, get out lock the van doors and do that half run half walk people do so embarrassingly into the Tesco entrance.
As soon as the man was out of sight he walked to the van, unclipped the bungee straps and pulled the bath out, which was thankfully coated PVC and not cast iron, laying it behind the car to his left. He climbed through into the driver’s seat, grabbing a screw driver on the way. Half a minute’s quick work and the van had started. He was pulling out when, as an afterthought, he pulled the bath into the space and popped the plug in.
As he drove away the bath began filling with rain water. Mr Barrett would think one of his mates was having a laugh and might not call the police for a while before he’d checked. Mason was spot on. Dave Barrett didn’t call the police. On seeing the bath where his van had been he simply stopped being amazed at the lack of his van and rang his mate.
“Alright Jimmy bring my van back.”
The conversation went on and the more Jimmy, who was in a pub, denied it the more Dave Barrett didn’t believe him. Mason was heading out to the M1 via East Park Road in the direction of the 5199. He decided to stop at Bedford for the night. He watched his speed as he hit the big motorway, easing into the fast moving traffic and playing it safe.



Chapter 30


Euston Tower
6 p.m.
April 17th
There was an air of intense activity on the watching floors of Euston Tower. Contact with DIC watchers and replies were flying back and forth across the country. Every last scrap of CCTV was being checked. Jack Fulton was prowling the rooms looking at screens.
“What’s that?” Jack stopped in his tracks by a transcript print out of a call to police regarding a stolen hatch back in Inverness.
“Stolen car, White Alfasud Ti, stolen off the Carse Industrial estate in Inverness.”
“Check motorway route cameras for that type of car, get about ten people on it, split the time between reported theft and now between you.”
“Okay Jack.”
Jack went up to the duty team floors. He stopped in on Beaumont and David. They were printing possible routes.
“Is that every possible route?”
“Yup, that includes boats, assuming the target destination is London. I can’t think why though. It can’t be because the quickest way in would be London airports or boat into Thames.”
“If Dewey hadn’t spotted them we’d be none the wiser. No-one knows Dewey is there to watch. Some know we exist, but they don’t know exactly where our watchers are. Whoever did this probably thought the remote location gave them a better chance. They know security services can watch the airports and that they have a daily photo match for every airport, so once every face had been run through their systems and files, which takes three hours a day, the assassins could safely assume security services would know all about them. No this was an attempt to throw off regular security services; of course as that doesn’t include us they made a mistake.”
“If any have taken the sea route we’ll have to watch Marinas and harbours quite closely.”
“Have all the marina visits been done?”
David checked. “Everyone, but a guy called Wally Tyson in Liverpool. He hasn’t e-mailed back yet.”
Jack grinned. “I know Wally, shambling man, lovely outlook, very gentle, utter genius, mathematically, so he’ll need a nudge. I’ll phone personally.”
David and Beaumont looked surprised.
“Relax I know Wally of old. Put those routes into the system and we’ll create a rolling incident map. The computer programme will add sightings and connections to possible routes.”
“Well given the start they should all be south of Glasgow by now.”
“Not Wheeler. According to the police there he’s badly dressed, seriously injured and won’t be able to move until he’s disguised and he’ll need clothes and a place to change. God help anyone who runs across him, though happily he’s disarmed.”
Jack went up to his office. Magda had retired to her apartment on the top floors. She was single, in her late twenties and largely lived in the building. She loved the work and adored Jack. Jack noted her absence and went into his office and closed the door. He didn’t often call DIC watchers at home, but this was important to him. In the back of his mind he was worried. As the phone ‘burred’ its attempt to contact and rang loudly in Wally’s house Fulton stared at the hard face of Cobb sketched in the match light. Ginny answered the phone. It was near seven-thirty and she was worried about where Wally had got to. Jack put the phone down and called Mersey police, mentally saying a prayer for his friend’s safety.
Beaumont and David, having done their maps, ordered take away. Twenty minutes later they were sat comfortably in club chairs drinking coke and munching steadily.
“Anchovies and black olives!” Beaumont declared through a mouth full of pizza.
“Beats that tired and not a little weird ham and pineapple combination.” David replied.
“You say tomayto base etcetera?” Beaumont laughingly replied.
“There’s no accounting for taste.” David said flatly.
An announcement over the speaker system called them from their reverie. It asked for them and two other duty pairs specifically and called them to the offices. It was eight p.m.



Chapter 31


Mersey Marina
8 p.m.
April 17th
On the basis of Jack Fulton’s phone call to Mersey Police two constables had been despatched to the marina with armed back up from one special unit. Two armed police went ahead, the two regular constables followed, shining torches and a last armed policeman followed them, covering the rear. They searched the marina and jetties for any signs of life. There was a black shadow movement which made them all tense and relax as a cat jumped off a sleek white yacht. With no collar, rather dirty and thin looking, it had to be one of Liverpool’s million strays. The marina was all in darkness.
Assuming Jack Fulton was right every boat had to be checked. Whilst one constable radioed this conclusion the other one decided to walk the jetties probing the ground with his torch. To his mind if there had been a murder here there might be one small sign. He moved off walking back over the planks his sweeping torch moved ahead of him. In the background his colleague’s radio crackled management unhappiness, he heard an approximate number of boats mentioned and then his torch lit the cat’s green eyes, jolting him again. The cat was near another boat now, two down from the sleek yacht, a scruffy looking ocean going cruiser, a small one. The constable was about to carry on when he saw the cat licking at a small white fragment close to a mooring post.
It would have taken hours to search every boat, but they didn’t have to. The constable had approached the cat, it had moved away, leaving the licked clean fragment. When he picked it up the constable knew at once it was a curved bone fragment, more than likely part of a skull. He called his colleagues.
Within half an hour the Marina manager was on site. They’d established that the watch man was missing and found Wally’s car. Police divers were standing on the jetty by Cobb’s boat and police were standing on Cobb’s boat having searched it and noted the missing bed linen. The sharp eyed constable was feeding the cat some chocolate. Crime scene investigators were on their way and the place was filling up.
The chief constable rang Jack Fulton. Fulton upset as he was asked the name of the constable who had seen the cat licking the bone fragment. PC Jamie Ford he was told and he noted the name down on his desk pad.



Chapter 32


Inverness
8- 30 p.m.
April 17th
Stanton had made his phone reservation for the night sleeper to London via a call box using the Mastercard happy in the knowledge that it worked. It was a simple matter of check in and board. He walked into the station at eight-thirty. The train left at eight-thirty eight giving him just enough time to catch it. He knew he’d show up on CCTV and given the odd method of entry into the country and the cash limitations he felt that someone somewhere would be watching. He strode in quickly, head down and made every subtle move to make any camera image unclear.
“Ticket in the name of Sam Kirk please?”
“Yes Mr Kirk. I have it here.”
She handed over the ticket and asked, “You have a restaurant reservation…” Stanton tuned out. To his left, exactly the next ticket station along, he heard a voice he recognised. Slightly stressed sounding Spencer was there.
“No sleeper births at all?”
“No I’m sorry sir. You should have booked earlier.”
“Okay, Okay I’ll take any seat.”
“That’ll be seventy eight pounds.”
“Mr Kirk, you’ll have to hurry the train will be leaving very shortly”
“I’m sorry, I was distracted.” Stanton said politely then added “Do you know if Mr Townshend, he’s a friend of mine has booked in?” Stanton said this loudly. Spencer suddenly tuned in.
“I can’t check for you and you really should get moving sir.”
“Oh well he was booked for a sleeper on this train. I’ll try and catch him in the restaurant, I know he has a booking there.”
“Well each carriage has the name booked on a reserve ticket on the sleeper door so if you’re willing to walk the train I’m sure you’ll find him.”
“That’s really sweet, you’re so kind.”
He was handed his ticket and passed by Spencer, who gave him a grateful look. Spencer recognised Mason’s entry cover name, Townshend and realised that if Mason had taken another route the sleeper would be empty. Spencer counted out the cash he’d taken from the taxi driver. He was grateful that Stanton had helped him with the information as on the submarine he had not been one to talk, keeping himself to himself. The coded ‘I’m sure I’ll meet him in the restaurant’ didn’t pass him by unnoticed either.
They both made their way to the train, though separately. They boarded, both feeling safer, ironic as the nearest DIC watcher was keenly scanning for them and immediately sent a message to DIC centre.



Chapter 33


Euston Tower
8 – 45 p.m.
April 17th
Fulton was leaning against the table in the duty rota common area. There were three team pairs around him.
“Wally Tyson is missing. He was checking the Liverpool marina, Brunswick Lock, on the Mersey. He went out before my ‘go armed’ call around five.” Jack paused. “He’s almost certainly dead, if he ran into Cobb, which I’m sure he did. I’ve called the police and they’re checking the Marina. They’re due to call me. The thing is if Wally turns up dead it’s a murder investigation.” He paused again, struggling. “He’s one of us. I’ll be sending teams to that area, but I’ll be sending teams chasing Cobb. You’re those teams. I’ll want Cobb alive, but make no mistake I want him brought in. The police can’t move across counties and don’t have anything near our resources…”
In his peripheral vision he caught a waiting messenger.
“One at Inverness station, he boarded the sleeper.”
“Which one?”
The messenger spoke excitedly, almost breathless.
“Marco Spencer. We called the police, but the train leaves in two minutes. Armed police are their way…”
“Call them back. I’ve a plan. Get me the train times for the London sleeper out of Inverness and a map of the various stops.” Fulton turned back to the gathered duty team pairs. “Magda’s organised a helicopter transport to take all of you to Stansted, then you can fly to Liverpool. The jet can take one pair to the planned stop for the sleeper train.”
They went down in the lift to a viewing room. Up on a screen was CCTV footage of Spencer at the ticket desk and showed him walking away. McKie noted that the man at the next window seemed difficult to see clearly, in spite of being right in view of a camera; it jarred slightly with him and he was about to mention it when the view on the screen was replaced with the map of the route and a timetable.
“Right, I’ve called the police off for now, they agree. Surrounding the train station and disembarking all the passengers makes sure that no innocent people get killed. Looking at the map the best stop will be Perth. The train gets there around eleven o’clock tonight, which gives us two hours. I’ll call the Scottish police and get the trap in place.” He turned to the three pairs. “ Shadz and Terry I want you to go to Wally’s house and see his wife Ginny. Jaz and Tony I want you to meet the police at the Liverpool marina, a place called Brunswick Lock. Beaumont and David I’m sending you on to Perth. You’d all better go and pack overnight bags. Get your rucksacks, weapons and surveillance equipment. Wear your hand guns in shoulder holsters and have your diplomatic passes ready. Off you go.”
Ten minutes later three pairs met on the roof, just outside the shelter of the doorway. Behind them the receiving equipment, phone masts, array of five large dishes and complex analogue and digital signal aerials, sat in silhouette like one vast alien robot. In front of them the helicopter landing pad, lit up, created a sense of impending adventure, a stark step into the dark sky.
On the roof McKie suddenly felt afraid, it all seemed so dramatic and intense. Customs had its unnerving moments, especially at Dover, but the news of Wally’s possible death, of which Fulton seemed so sure now, made the helicopter ride ahead seem like being fired like a flare into a tomb. McKie’s grim thoughts were interrupted by a sudden shocking remembrance.
“I haven’t called my wife.” Beaumont turned from watching the sky, from which, through the wind and drizzle, there was the distance chatter of a helicopter.
“Me either.
“I said I would.”
Beaumont touched his arm. “Don’t worry. Call her with the satellite phone on the jet.” David nodded.
The three pairs, relative strangers, had joined each other the roof with bags. McKie, having seen them around took them in for the first time. He noted that Jazmin, or Jaz as she preferred to be called, reminded him of a Gladiators competitor, blonde, strong physique and intelligent focussed eyes. Shadz was a cool Indian man in his mid twenties. He was dressed immaculately, down to polished brogues, the slight purple tint in the grey suit matched by lilac shirt and deep purple silk tie. He had neat hair and a warm smile. His mathematical background made him sharp minded and he kept in good shape playing squash. Terry was a short stocky Liverpudlian. He had the build of an Olympic weight lifter and was an engineering graduate. Tony Deany was the joker in the pack. A tall man with the trace of an American accent, New York no less, he looked more like the kind of men they were chasing.
This formidable team were hailed by Jack Fulton as he joined them on the roof.
“Good to see you all ready. Every now and again there’s a serious threat to deal with amongst the everyday problems of cheating, stealing and murder committed by government ministers, their support staff, police and other government paid services. This is one of them. There are assassins loose in the country. We have to stop them. Take care. Call in regularly and stay in contact. Every place you go to will have one of us there to support you. This isn’t a job for a lone ranger. Work with the team and know we’re behind you.” He gave each a firm handshake. “I’m going in to liaise with the police in Liverpool and Perth.”
“You nervous?” Tony asked David, knowing him to be new.
“Yes some first day at work. I can’t believe we’re going armed to chase and catch hired assassins.”
“Armed police will go ahead of us and there’s nothing says we have to take these men on. They’ll be outnumbered.”
“You seem confident Tony. Have you experienced this before?”
“I was New York police.”
“What brings you here?”
“Dual nationality, my mother’s English. When my father died my mother wanted to come back to the UK. I came back to look after mom and joined the Met. DIC recruited me and here I am.”
“Have you faced someone with a gun before?”
“Sure and I’ve killed. It happens quite fast, you get upset, if you’re normal, and then when you know they’d have killed you you’re relieved.”
“It makes the stomach ache thinking about it.”
“That’s natural. If you don’t get that then you’re not normal. When the moment comes, if it comes, the training kicks in and you just do it.”
“I hope so, but right now I hope I don’t need to use the training.”
Beaumont, who had been listening, said “Oh now you’re less keen to use that weapon!”
“I’m feeling less brie like right now.”
Tony raised a quizzical eyebrow. “A metaphor we were discussing.” Tony nodded and laughed.
“Are you nervous?” Beaumont asked his partner.
“Yes. Chasing assassins is a first for me. Have you been in a helicopter before?”
“Yes. Security and bodyguard work so it’s not the thought of the flight that’s making me nervous.”
“Well I’ve never been in a helicopter before and it is making me nervous along with everything else.”
They all watched the approaching lights and stopped talking as the noise of the machine grew louder.
The Eurocopter EC135 flew in, slowly descended, and when the blades unwound to a clicking stop Beaumont, McKie and the others hunched their way to the open door and climbed in. Seatbelts and headphones on they felt the machine wind itself up and lift into the London sky.
They sat in their pairs. Beaumont was not inclined to look out the window, but McKie couldn’t tear his eyes away from the night lit cityscape below. The yellow and red dots, the lit up roadways, car lights and a million windows, behind which dinners were being eaten, love was being made, hate was being brewed and the infinite combinations of tragedy and comedy were being played out into the blank unwritten pages of so many small personal histories. McKie sat enthralled, lost in speculation, until he registered their descent and the sight of airport lights brought him back to the matter in hand.
They left the helicopter behind, the DIC machine, slick and organised had them there on time and the white Lear jet60 XR was fuelled and waiting with a quickly booked emergency government slot in the air traffic flow out of Stansted. Within minutes the small, but powerful and iconic jet had slammed them back in their seats and was manoeuvring into the skyway traffic system above the UK mainland.



Chapter 34


Inverness to London Sleeper Train
9 p.m.
April 17th
Once on the train Spencer had held himself back from going for Mason’s booked sleeper straight away. He went and found Stanton in his sleeper. The two were friendly towards each other, yet, as men in their business were, slightly wary too. Together they had used a spare fake passport of Spencer’s and altered it using their combined skills and the resources that each carried. These items included a small roll of plastic laminate, an adjustable circular date stamp, razor blade and miniature stamp style three word printer and ink pad. Within ten minutes, working in silence, Spencer had ID good enough to fool a carriage guard in a gloomy rolling corridor.
“Meet me in the restaurant in twenty minutes, my treat.” Spencer nodded.
“I’ll expect a repayment.” Stanton added.
“Of what kind?”
“Information.” Stanton spoke with a hard factual tone in his voice.
“I’ll tell you what I know. Thanks Stanton.”
A short walk along to the next carriage and Spencer identified himself to the guard, said that he had got on the train in the last minute, having been mugged for his luggage and wallet. This also explained the state of his clothes, which pleased Spencer. When asked for the ticket, Spencer explained that the muggers had taken it, but handed over the passport, explaining that he kept it in his pants, giving the guard a good reason not to hold on to it for too long. The guard happily found the sleeper with the Townshend reservation. He let Spencer in. Spencer quickly washed and visibly freshened up went to the restaurant. His booking was overdue, but the guard, fishing for tips had already contacted the restaurant and asked them to be flexible. Stanton, already drinking a mineral water, called him over. Spencer self deprecatingly and profusely thanked the waiter and threading through the tables sat down opposite Stanton. It was nine-forty pm when they ordered food.



Chapter 35


Lear Jet over UK Air Space
9 -55 p.m.
April 17th
On the Lear jet the teams had hardly had time to settle, all of them nervous, fidgety, chatting for distraction, when the pilot called seat belts on for the descent to Liverpool airport. The Jet bumped down and being a government flight and internal the two DIC roving teams for work in Liverpool were quickly on their way to their set destination in the car of the DIC man whose watch included the airport.
Jack and Beaumont stayed on the Lear jet waiting for their plane’s slot in the take off queue. It was close to ten o’clock, one hour to their rendezvous in Perth when the jet once more slammed them into the seats as it took off.
Finally less self conscious with only Beaumont there David called his wife. In spite of being in a plane and travelling fast the satellite phone was clear. It rang for a short while and his wife answered.
“Hello?”
“Hi sweetheart it’s Davy, did I wake you?”
“No I’ve been waiting for your call. Conor was waiting too, but he’s long since asleep.”
David felt the good father’s guilt pang flush through him and all of a sudden the distance from his home and family swamped him with the sense of a world all too big and unknown.
“I’m sorry. It’s been that kind of a day.”
“What’s the room like?”
“Nice enough… but… I’m on a small passenger jet heading for Perth.”
“What?”
“There’s a situation, I can’t tell you about it, but we’re on the way to Perth.”
“Dear god! No wonder you haven’t called.”
“I’ll call you tomorrow. They might need this line to contact us.”
“Okay. Hey if you get the chance drop in on your father, Glasgow’s not that far.”
“Good idea. I love you.”
“I love you too, especially now you’re a member of the jet set.”
“Kiss Conor and pat the bump for me.”
“Okay. I miss you.”
“I miss you too. I’d better go.”
“By love.”
“Goodnight sweetie.”
McKie held the unconnected phone to his face a moment a huge sigh building in his chest.
“Mind if I call my wife.”
“No Beaumont, sorry, that’s the worst I’ve ever felt in my life.”
“So far eh?”
Beaumont dialled his number. David turned away and went to the small toilet. How did a man become so tied to his little tribe? He looked in the mirror, feeling the sting of tears begin their gathering in his eyes; he splashed water on his face and scrunched his face into the soft white towel. What was he doing here? A DIC man was missing presumed dead. One of the men they were hunting had probably killed him. What if he, McKie, were killed? What if his family never saw him again? He gritted his teeth, pushed air out his nose and lowered the towel staring straight into his own eyes in the mirror. No it wasn’t going to happen. He’d make sure. He had a choice here. His father once told him that the coward dies a thousand times, but the brave man only dies once. He nodded to himself, focus, clear your head, forget fear and do the job. You’ll be home.
When he got back to his seat Beaumont was on the phone still except that David could tell it was Fulton on the other end. Beaumont was being briefed. He ended the call with an ‘okay Jack.’
“What’s the plan?”
Beaumont began briefing him on the instructions that Jack had given him.



Chapter 36


Mersey Marina
9 – 45 p.m.
April 17th
A detective inspector from Liverpool police greeted Jaz and Tony. They showed him their diplomatic passes. The marina was lit up starkly by temporary lights and the generator feeding them was making a steady hum, creating a busy feeling at the scene.
On the jetty two bodies were laid out, lying on the cloths they’d been wrapped in. The detective led Jaz and Tony to the bodies. Face up the watch man could not be recognised, the bullet having exited by his nose taking a lot of flesh and bone with it. A gaping, red raw, butcher’s block nightmare greeted Jaz, who on seeing the ripped and jagged remains turned away, held her fist to her mouth and bit on her knuckles, sensations of nausea and shock flooding her body with adrenalin.
Tony had more experience. He took the photograph of Wally out. Taller than the watch man, Wally’s fatal bullet had exited his forehead, leaving his features in tact and enabling Tony to match the picture. Tony stared at the still white face, dead fish eyes dripping with Mersey water. Shot in the back of the head. Unarmed and shot in the back of the head. An unarmed family man shot in the back of the head. Tony’s face hardened and he tore his eyes away from Wally’s corpse.
“That your man?” The detective asked.
“Yes.”
“Can I ask what he was doing here?”
“He was here to check on recent boat arrivals. Seems he found the one we were looking for.”
“Was he armed?”
“We don’t know, but we don’t think so. He wasn’t the kind to go anywhere armed and we think he missed our warning.”
“The man he was looking for who is he?”
Tony pulled out a picture and some brief typed details.
“Doesn’t look like the usual terrorist.”
“He’s not a terrorist. He’s worse than that.” The detective went to hand it back. “No you can keep that.” Tony said.
“We’ll put out an alert. The owner of the marina says that the watch man’s blue Peugeot 107 is missing. We’ll chase it up.”
“So will we, thank you.” Tony turned to Jaz who was looking out over the Mersey “You okay now Jaz?”
Jaz quietly nodded.
“Was it Wally Tyson?”
“The one without a face, we’re assuming is the marina watch man. He was only twenty-one. The man with a face is Wally. Call Shadz and Terry, they’ll have got to Wally’s house by now. They’re waiting outside.” Jaz nodded and took out her phone. Tony took out his and called Fulton.
People in the watching room with Jack as he took Tony’s call confirming Wally’s death could have sworn he had tears in his eyes, some even heard a quiet sniff.
Jack gathered his choking voice, but Tony heard the strain when Jack’s voice came through.
“It’s half ten. Go over and see Wally’s wife with the others, sort out his loft equipment and look after her. David and Beaumont will have landed in a minute or two. I’ll call them and warn them. If they can get Spencer alive we can find out what they’re up to and who’s responsible.” Jack closed the phone and looked around the room full of people, computers and screens.
“Jack I’ve been looking at the routes David and Beaumont projected and…”
“Not now Amber. I’m going to get a drink.” He put a hand on the shoulder of the girl speaking. “I’m sorry. I’ll be back in ten minutes. I just need a drink.”
Jack headed for his office; he held back the moisture building in his eyes until safely in the lift he let it go and thought of Wally Tyson, a man he had known many years, a good friend, a man without whose help Jack would not have lived longer than nineteen eighty seven. When Magda saw his face, she moved towards him, but he waved her away. Shutting his office door and going to the cupboard he drew out a bottle of whisky and two glasses; he poured two measures, one in each glass.



Chapter 37


Inverness to London Sleeper Train
10 – 30 p.m.
April 17th
Spencer had eaten hungrily. Scottish salmon, new potatoes and green beans went down well and quickly. Like Stanton he drank mineral water. Wiping his face he decided to answer the question Stanton had asked just as the food arrived and Stanton, seeing his hunger, had decided to let him eat first.
“I was MI6. I worked for dirty tricks, which isn’t an official title, just an accurate description. The thing is there’s this branch of the civil service that practically no-one knows about. They’re called the Department for Internal Concerns or DIC for short. They aren’t military. In fact they aren’t beholden to anyone but the British tax payers, who have no idea that they exist. The thing is that they’re armed and have the right to kill, under certain circumstances, to which end they have diplomatic immunity in the UK.” Stanton’s face was intense with listening and Spencer continued. “They have people in every town and city in the UK. These people monitor all digital and analogue traffic, they have the equipment to do it too, and they have access to CCTV. This is fed into a centre, somewhere in London, but no-one knows where the centre is.”
“How have they kept so secret?”
“Well for one they don’t advertise their presence in any way whatsoever and two though MI6 know they exist, they don’t know who the members of this huge network are so it’s hard to prove they exist. If you suggested there was such a network people would laugh. Big brother scares and all that. Top civil servants, the old ones are aware as is the queen. They’re funded from MOD money. They have spies literally everywhere. They watch everything and everyone.”
“Can they watch any CCTV?”
“Seemingly so, hence our drop off in Scotland.”
“So we could have been spotted already?”
“Yes, but odds are we haven’t or the police would have arrested us. Anyway our arrival point was too remote, which I think was the idea.”
“Right, who do you think is behind this hit?”
“I don’t know, but you must have sussed that it’s either military or government, the sub tells you that.” Spencer suspected his old boss Sternway, but didn’t say.
Stanton nodded and said “We’ll find out when we are told who the mark is. It’s got to be big for a million.”
“Listen thanks for the help and the meal. I appreciate it.”
“That’s alright. I’ve learnt something.” He got out his card. “Is yours not working?”
“No it’s bloody annoying.”
“I’m sure.”
“We’ll split up when we get to London, but if we get to the rendezvous point together or close we could collaborate, two heads and all that.”
Stanton was cautious “I’ll think about it. We might make a good team. I’ll see if we get to the rendezvous together.”
Stanton watched Spencer head for his sleeper. He stared at the door a long time and then mind made up to get off at Perth he went to his sleeper and began packing. If Spencer was telling the truth about these DIC they were probably already compromised. In his sleeper he ditched the passports and all the paraphernalia of an assassin, keeping his weapon, ammunition and a small plastic box with a hypodermic syringe and a variety of drug ampoules though. He picked an ID from the pack which had a change of face and look and with his complete change of face paraphernalia from his rucksack he went to the toilet and locked himself in. It was ten fifty p.m.



Chapter 38


Perth
10 – 55 p.m.
April 17th
Informed by the pilot that the Lear jet needed eight hundred and seventy-five metres to land and the runway was closer to eight sixty the two men held their straps tighter as the plane screamed in and juddered to a halt. Being a small airport the steps went down and grabbing their bags the two man DIC roving team ran towards a waiting police car.
“Evening gents I’ll brief you on the way.” A senior police officer greeted them at the waiting car.
They sidled into the back seat and the police car light flashing and siren blaring rushed them to Perth, down the 94 from Pitroddie, the Perth Road, into the city centre across South Street Bridge, round Marshall Place and finally through a police cordon into Leonard Street.
In the car they had been told that there were armed police surrounding the station, staff at the station had been evacuated and the signals were red from Perth on so that the train’s automatic systems wouldn’t let it move. The police were going to take over the engines, staff would be asked to leave first and the speaker system would explain that there was a fault with the engine and people had to get off. There were police in Scot rail uniforms, some in boiler suits with luminous vests, on the platform ready for each door to open, but they were going to empty the train a carriage at time in single file. There were snipers on roofs and a dog handler ready to sweep the train when the passengers were off if they didn’t find their man and in case of booby traps.
It was all in hand.
David nervously checked his weapon, but he needn’t have worried, he wasn’t allowed to the front and in the open. He and Beaumont were standing at the gate ready to spring and call if Spencer got past the police.
The station was lit up clearly and everyone tensed, radios crackled and went quiet as the train slowly cruised gleaming into the station’s stark lights, it was eleven fifteen. In well timed movements the disguised police manned the doors, the men allotted to the engines swung into action and the drivers were the first to leave. At the barrier they passed McKie and Beaumont.
On the train there was a stunned silence, followed by a babble of complaints and annoyed groans when the instructions to detrain were given including instructions to have a ticket ready to be examined at the gate. The staff came out of every door of the train and passed the DIC men, the first in what was to be a long line.
In the toilet Stanton finished his disguise with a frown. He felt sure that the engines were fine. He walked into the corridor and looked out of a window. On the platform there were a lot of staff, too many. He looked at the boots and knew they were police. Hasty disguises didn’t always include the foot wear and men of action liked their sturdy comfortable boots. He didn’t know that they weren’t looking for him, but now with a disguise and identity that didn’t match the name on his ticket he didn’t fancy his chances. He went back to his sleeper and sat down.
Spencer had been asleep. He was muzzy headed. He too looked out the window. He was sure it was a trap. He decided to get out the train on the track side, using the emergency opening. He’d alert them, but it was a chance he’d take. He knew he’d get caught for the taxi driver once they took his prints and there were other kills besides. He didn’t fancy thirty years in prison.
The passengers passed through the barriers a coach at a time with Police checking tickets and ID and McKie and Beaumont watching, searching each face. They were down to the last coach when they heard a shout and two shots.
Spencer, rucksack on his back and loaded weapon in hand, had opened the door and spotted by a sniper, who called out to stop, had fired a round at the voice, then dropped off the train, his dropping so quickly meant the sniper missed. Police marksmen with Enforcer rifles and those with Heckler-Koch MP5 sub-machine guns opened up as he ran down the track, zig zagging.
By the ticket barrier the people panicked, but were shouted at to calmly continue through the barriers. David looked past the crowds and saw the muzzle flashes. There were clangs, zipping noises and then a call to cease fire.
Spencer stood in the middle of the track, no less than nine rifles trained on him, hand with his weapon, still held tightly, at his side. He had to decide; capture or death. He ran through his mind the possibilities; the shouts to drop the weapon came thick, fast and with urgency.
The detective nearest McKie had a crackling voice from his receiver, someone breaking radio silence.
“We’ve got your man.”
“I’ll be the judge of that.” David’s voice came out stronger and more directed than he himself had intended and his customs confidence surfaced. He had a badge and an office. The police here had been called by his boss, the man who sent him. Authority surged through his mind and pushed his shoulders back. David called Beaumont and they pushed through the crowd and onto the train. The two of them walked down the train, but were stopped by two armed police just opening a door via the emergency handle. David looked out the window nearest to him at the figure of Spencer, near enough dead parallel standing below on the track, his hand instinctively reached inside his coat to pull the SIG P220 Rail from its holster, but Beaumont’s hand gripped his wrist. David looked around sharply and saw the warning in his partner’s wise eyes. He nodded and pulled his hand out empty.
“Is that him?” The policeman asked.
On the track Spencer steeled himself. Perhaps he could drop and roll under the train he thought. A dive under the train seemed futile, but it might give him time to think. He looked to his left at the train and saw a door open two metres forward. He looked direct left straight into David’s eyes. He read David’s lips.
“That’s him.”
As McKie spoke Spencer swung his right arm round and up aiming straight for the door, two shots sped through the space where the ducking armed officer’s head had been and into the woodwork, David and Beaumont watched stunned as all nine rifles hit their target and jolted Spencer like a puppet; in the bright white light fine mists of blood and ripped skin surrounded him for a second as the Enfield Enforcer sniper rifle rounds tore through him.
After the gunfire there was a brief silence and the two armed police in the doorway dropped out and approached Spencer’s awkwardly felled body machine gun barrels to the fore, fingers twitching.
David watched from the window as they kicked the weapon away and one officer felt the pulse on Spencer’s bloodied neck. He was still. McKie turned and exited the train on the platform side; passengers were being let through without checks and taken through the cordon to waiting coaches. As he walked back to the barrier McKie’s peripheral vision registered one handler and one dog entering the train.
“You shouldn’t have got on the train!” The detective was annoyed.
“What?”
“Not until we’d checked for booby traps.”
David pulled his badge. “Read that. I’m government.” He pulled back his jacket showing the SIG 220 in its shoulder holster. “See that I walk around this country armed. I go where I want. You’re supporting me.” McKie turned to Beaumont. “We’d better call in.”
“I’ll do it David.” Beaumont turned to the detective. "Sorry my friend’s wound up, but there are three more of these men out there and one of ours is missing presumed dead.”
“Then it looks like it’s one all I’d say.” The detective said flippantly.
McKie heard and turned around. “You think you’re funny?”
The detective blanched and swallowed.
“There are three more like this one and as far as you know that corpse on the track may have notched up other bodies. Now you times that by four because they’re all like this one. I watched him die, but he died trying to kill and escape, against all odds. That’s not natural.”
“Alright.”
“Somewhere out there three more men, who arrived this morning, are armed and ready to murder one person in this country and they’re prepared to kill innocent people and risk death to get to that person. That’s the job we’re on now friend. Pray it’s not anyone you know they come across and need to get out of the way or at least pray our people find them first.”
McKie turned and stared at the train, a movement up the platform had caught his eye. The dog handler emerged from a door on the next carriage up. The dog was excited, barking wildly and it seemed to be leading him down the slope of the platform and away down the track, south.
For a second the handler looked up and his and David’s eyes met. David registered dark blue, almost black eyes, black hair under the cap and a wiry goatee beard and moustache, then the man was gone at a run up the track the dog barking wildly, seemingly distraught. David thought he the saw a gun small chunky, almost invisible in the large hand.
David stared, his senses suddenly alert. Custom gave you pure focus when it came to body language. The shoulder’s were stooped, the cap down, too much shadow. Something from the Inverness ticket footage of Spencer was struggling to make itself known; he frowned and squinted as the figure seemed to disappear up the darkened track. What else bothered him? Yes! There had been a handgun, but it wasn’t a regulation police model. David began striding as quickly as he could along the train up the platform, he heard the dog barking, then there was a pained canine shriek and then there was silence. He stood at the end of the platform staring. Back down the platform there was a shout for help from inside the train.
A voice called “Someone’s killed Mickey and his dog’s gone.”
McKie pulled his hand gun from the holster and faced out into the dark. He called out.
“Up here!”
Seeing him at the end of the platform the detective and two armed men ran to his side.
“A man dressed as a dog handler went up the track… there was a howl and the dog stopped barking.”
They all stared into the darkness.
“I thought we got your man. Who was that?”
“I don’t know, but he’s killed you dog handler right?”
“How did he get the dog to go after he killed his handler” was all the detective could say “they live together. They’re practically psychically linked.”
The detective looked back to the train. A body in white underwear was being lifted off the train.” An officer joined him running to his side.
“Mickey’s dead, shot through the heart and we found this.” He held up a needle.
“He gave the dog a shot of something, LSD or some such. It’s a historically documented way of dealing with watch dogs, not just drugging to sleep, but sending crazy, making them a nuisance not a help, buggering up their senses.” McKie spoke quietly not taking his eyes of the darkness in front of him.
“What kind of psycho would do that?”
“A well trained one and one who came equipped for just such an eventuality.”
“My god and there are three more out there.”
“We’d better get some lights and search that track. You better get a helicopter or two searching this area.”
Beaumont was suddenly by his side.
“What’s going on?”
“It could just be a coincidence, but I don’t believe in them. There was a second one on the train.”
Beaumont looked down the track and back at the train.
“Let’s leave the police to sort this out. The press will be here soon, TV included and we don’t want to be seen. There’s a guy called John McFarlane, he’s DIC Perth for the area round here. Jack gave me his number. I called. He’s just four streets from here. Let’s get our bags and go.”
David stared down the track.
“David!”
“Sorry. There’s a dead dog on that track down there.”
“Okay. Put the gun away.”
“Artillery and ships have guns, this is a pistol.”
“What?”
“It’s what you’re told by an army dad when you were playing soldiers.”
“I see. I need a drink.”
Overhead two helicopters chattered onto the scene, hovering, one with a spotlight, the other using thermal imaging. Armed police moved forward, more dogs arrived and torches slashed at the darkness.
Back up the platform McKie and Beaumont passed the two covered corpses.
Half a mile away, having crossed South Inch Park at a sprint, Stanton squatted by the river, his pistol wrapped in a plastic bag, he waded in and swam down river towards the motorway, a map of the town in his head. His target was the M90 motorway to hitch lift.
TV crews and journalists flooded the town centre as Beaumont knocked on a black door on Wilson Street. It had been a short walk for the two DIC men, but David, couldn’t keep his hand from dipping into his jacket; every shadow and recess held the unnerving spectre of the second assassin.
When John McFarlane finally shuffled to the door, his Scottie dog barking shrilly, McKie couldn’t help but imagine the door being answered by the escaped hired killer. Beaumont showed his badge. John let them in. He bolted the door and put the chain on.
He looked into their tired faces and David’s ‘jungle ready’ eyes.
“You two look like you need a whisky. Have a seat.” He waved them into the lounge. BBC 24 was on the screen and straight away they saw the scene they had just left.



Chapter 39


London
Hampstead
Midnight
A tangle of bed ruffled long blonde hair spilled out across the top of a thick plush purple duvet cover. As the phone rang Sternway’s head surfaced from the undulating silk waves and the blonde hair sank beneath them with a groan.
“Yes.”
Stella curled up foetal dreading the not unknown night phone calls. Sternway listened to the voice on the line, put the phone down, unfolded himself from the bed and donning dressing gown and slippers descended first to his kitchen, putting the kettle on, and second to his lounge, flicking the television on with the remote. He flipped through the sky guide with practised ease and found his way to BBC News 24.
Having made a cup of tea he sat down on the mahogany brown leather sofa, put his feet up on the pouf and took reflective sip of tea. It was just after midnight.
On the screen he watched the unfolding drama of the post shooting scene at Perth.
“What exactly are the authorities saying Tom.”
The journalist, outside the station, flashing blue lights behind him, drizzle sparkling in the haze, paused to hear the satellite delayed question.
“It seems that there was an organised trap for as yet unknown assailants on the train. The train was stopped and armed police were waiting. The train was being emptied when it seems one of the wanted men got onto the track and there was a shoot out with police. He was killed by the police. His partner it seems was hidden on the train and killed a dog handler; the dog was drugged and the second man, disguised as the dog handler, fled up the platform, shooting the dog just out of sight of the station. Police helicopters have been searching over head and the police are checking the river, which is just over that way the other side of South Inch Park.”
“Was anyone else hurt Tom.”
“It seems not. The passengers have been taken on in coaches and Scotrail staff members are now at a nearby hotel waiting to be interviewed.”
“Is there any indication of who these men were?”
“Not yet, but we are expecting a statement from the chief constable sometime soon.”
The view returned to the studio with the insert of the scene top right.
“Tom Harris there at the scene of a police shooting Perth Railway Station and other breaking news tonight is that of a double murder at the Mersey marina. Police called there apparently by security services found two bodies, one of them is thought to be the night watchman.”
Sternway turned off the TV. He picked up the phone. Thirty metres away in the next door garden an uncomfortable DIC operative listened carefully, glancing around nervously, the gun mike signal coming and going. They couldn’t tap Sternway’s phone for sure.
“Do you know who was shot Joe?”
“Our reports say it was Marco Spencer.”
“That’s embarrassing one of our ex operatives.”
“Yes.”
“What about this Marina business?”
“It looks like a DIC operative has been murdered.”
“These men are leaving a lot of bodies behind.”
“Yes sir.”
“Still DIC look like they’re being put to the test and I can’t say that makes me unhappy.”
“No sir.”
“Okay I’ll see you first thing and you can brief me properly.”
In the bushes the cold and hungry DIC operative sighed heavily. It was teasingly close to Sternway showing knowledge, but vague enough for it to be a natural interest on Sternway’s part in terrorist activities in the UK.
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Liverpool
Midnight
In Wally’s living room there was uncomfortable silence. Tony was in the loft sending and receiving transmissions. Down in the lounge Ginny, red eyed and exhausted was hugging a weeping and sobbing Tara. Jaz was outside in the garden smoking a cigarette with Ginny’s father, who had been called over for moral support. In the kitchen Shadz was making tea with Ginny’s mother.
“You look a bit fit to be a smoker if you don’t mind me saying so.”
Jaz gave him a weak smile and said “I gave up ages ago. It’s been a shock tonight.”
“I can imagine. I didn’t know he did this kind of work.”
“You’re not meant to.”
“Ginny knew he did this then?”
“Yes, but partners and spouses sign the act too, though they don’t know exactly who their partners are working for, it’s very secret.”
“Does your partner know what you do?”
“Yes she does.”
“Oh sorry.”
“No need to be unless you had plans.”
Ginny’s father flushed and stuttered. “I didn’t mean… you know.”
Jaz put her hand on his arm.
“It doesn’t matter.” She said quietly.
“He was a lovely fella. I can’t imagine him doing this kind of work. Who exactly are you people?”
“I can’t say.”
“Oh… will you get this bastard then?”
“Oh yes… we bloody well will I can tell you.”
“Tea up Jaz, Mr Mayhew.”
“Cheers. You’re a scouser Terry…”
Jaz went in. Tara’s sobbing had subsided. Tony was in the door way, he stood beside Jaz and Shadz joined them.
“We’re leaving Terry here on guard; he’s got family in the city.
Ginny’s mother had sat down beside them. Tony moved into a space in the room in front of them and steeled himself.
“Ginny. We have got to go. We’re going to get on the trail of this man, Cobb. Terry has offered to stay.”
Ginny had been through the anger with them, the shouting, the blaming them, blaming the people Wally worked for.
“Will you take that gun away please, the one in the cabinet in the loft?”
“Yes.”
“Id like Terry to stay, I don’t feel safe, even though I know he isn’t after us.”
“Okay.”
“Wally knew your boss well didn’t he?”
“Yes they worked a big case about twenty years ago. Jack will come up here personally I’m sure.”
“Will you kill this man?”
“We’ll try not to, though it looks like Cobb and the others that came in with him are death or glory types, especially after what’s happened at Perth. I’d rather he was put on trial, along with the people who hired him, that can only happen if we catch him alive.”
“What happened at Perth?”
“There was another shoot out, one dead assailant one dead police man and his dog.”
“It’s awful.”
“What Wally was doing was a part of all this. We have to stop these men before they do whatever it is that they think killing innocent people is worth the price of.”
With that they said their goodbyes. Tony took a last look at Ginny and Tara. He fixed in his mind the image of Wally’s corpse and their faces. It would determine him, harden him to the task. He carried them grief before him as a warning and a torch to light his way in what was becoming a very dark journey.



Chapter 41


Perth Scotland
Midnight
“Right the one at the Marina is Cobb.”
“Right.”
“Spencer was the dead one on the track.”
“Right.”
“Wheeler was the one who escaped the hospital.”
“Right.”
“That leaves Mason to be the one on the train.”
“Right.”
“A booking was made in the name of Townshend weeks ago, but Spencer was in that sleeper.”
“Right.”
“Except Mason didn’t show up on the CCTV for Inverness and evidence from CCTV linked to a stolen white Alfa shows someone like Mason on the industrial estate where it was taken.”
“Right.”
“Which means there’s a fifth man.”
“Dewey missed one then.” Beaumont said finally.
David nodded.
“Let’s tap into the CCTV footage of Inverness. You know before we left London I was looking at Spencer on the screen and something bugged me about the man at the next cashier. It was the same thing that bugged me on the platform.”
They pulled up the CCTV footage.
“Trains, planes and automobiles.”
“What?”
“Well, one bike, one boat, one train, one flight which leaves walking.”
“Or hitching.”
“Right.” David ran the footage and froze it on Stanton. It was hard to see his face clearly, but for a second McKie caught a glimpse at one eye. He ran the footage on and there was a look of recognition from Spencer as the fifth man passed.
“Spencer knew this guy. They could have met on the train. We’ll arrange interviews with restaurant staff and have the girl at Inverness who served him interviewed too.”
McFarlane had been sat in silence quietly stroking his dog. Too old for the duty rota he spent time knowing his city and the people in it.
“Your man has probably gone down river. He’ll head for the motorway and hitch. If you pull up the map I’ll show you where it joins.”
“Good John. That’s a thought.”
“He’ll kill the driver of course.” Beaumont added gloomily.
“Why?”
“No witness.”
“That could mean he killed the driver who took him to Inverness. Jack said to check missing persons.”
McFarlane pulled up the map on the laptop. The M90 was clear as a scar on sunburn, threading south.
“Edinburgh or Glasgow?” He asked.
“No idea.” David was stumped.
“I like the idea of Glasgow.”
“Call Jack and have him send a duty team to Edinburgh, we’ll go Glasgow way tomorrow.”
“After we’ve talked to the police and some of the staff. If only we had an image of the fifth man.” Beaumont suddenly brightened. “Couldn’t you try and sketch the face you saw on the platform, the way Dewey did?”
“I can’t draw. I’d know him if I saw him.”
“I can draw. I was a graphic designer. I still do some freelance work. Get that Inverness image up and we’ll add any changes.” McFarlane left the room to get a sketch pad and a portable scanner.
“Okay. The man on the platform had a goatee beard for a start.”
Half an hour later they had the sketch of their fifth man, scanned it in and sent it to Jack at DIC centre. Jack told them they’d have to decrypt the MI6 site again, that could take until sunrise. Fulton agreed they should head for Glasgow. He also suggested that there might be more than five. He added to their knowledge by telling them of Sternway’s conversation, crackly as it was, and that it might implicate him in whatever plot was unfolding. He explained about the police being called to a burning Alfasud on an estate in Glasgow. Mason was probably there too and Wheeler could be holed up there. There was no doubt that Glasgow should be their next stop.
They tossed a coin for the spare room and Beaumont won. Exhausted and troubled Beaumont and McKie went to sleep, David with his hand gun on the arm of the sofa. The slightest of noises woke him all the way through the night.
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Just outside Perth
Midnight
It was a sopping wet and exhausted Stanton who stood at the edge of the M90. He had swum three miles down stream, knowing that the thermal imaging helicopter was checking the ground to the south of the station. He heard dogs and sirens, but kept swimming on, freezing and as the night wore on the rain got stronger, a veritable downpour. In the end the weather was to his advantage. He skirted the A94 and crossed fields to get to the Glasgow bound section of the M90 and risking being spotted started walking, soaked and muddy along the hard shoulder. Exhausted as he was he knew that he must keep going, the risk of capture now held years in prison and he had been free too long to suffer a cell.
Cars were few and far between and none would stop for the sopping figure, most having heard the news at least on the radio; man on the run. It was looking grim as at any moment one might connect and do the good citizen thing.
The rain lashed at him and he shivered uncontrollably. It was in his mind to get out of the country. Find a friend and leave this mission behind, money or not.
A sympathetic lorry driver saw the sopping figure way ahead and as Stanton held out his thumb the HGV truck and trailer slowed and pulled into the hard shoulder a hundred metres ahead of him. Stanton gathered his strength and ran to the open cab door and dripping rain water climbed up.
“My god friend you are soaking, wait a minute whilst I put a blanket on that seat.”
The driver turned and delved into sleeper compartment at the back of the cab. Stanton took his chance with the man’s back turned, slid the wrapped weapon out of his coat, and without taking it out of the bag, gripped it and shot the driver in the back of the head.
Blood spattered the sleeping compartment as Stanton made sure of the man with two more shots. He covered the body with the blankets and duvet, spending ten minutes neatening it up, just in case he was stopped. He found the man’s bag of spare clothes and put the baggy items on, just to be dry. He quickly checked the man’s paperwork.
Tom Welby had been fifty-seven years old, driving his lorry from Dundee down to Glasgow. What Stanton didn’t know was that Welby was divorced and hadn’t seen his grown up children in years. He spent most of his time on the road and so he was a lonely man always looking for company. He had paid a high price for his loneliness, his humanity and his sympathy.
Stanton found a towel, dried his hair, put the heaters on full blast, drying himself, though he turned them down when the smell of blood began to pervade the cab.
After a half hour stop to make himself warm, dry and look normal, Stanton rammed the gears home and drove the lorry away, concentrating fully and remembering the HGV training he’d had in the Foreign Legion.
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Glasgow
Midnight
Wheeler, light headed as he was, still had enough sense to stay away from the city centre. He’d hidden all day in Kelvin Park, but was still fairly dry having found the shelter of thick bushes and trees. It dawned on him that there was CCTV in the city and he was dressed somewhat oddly. He decided that the best way out of the city was a bus. He headed for the bus station on Killermont Street having skirted the city centre and having walked for miles.
He stopped on the way at a pub for a stiff drink. The bar was full, it being a Friday night. He picked a dowdy, rough looking pub on purpose; they’d not be too fussy about his mode of dress. He played the down and out to the letter, bought whisky, with a frowning up and down look from the landlord and sat in the corner for half an hour watching the screen above him. He had to stay there as long as possible, because he knew he’d be sleeping rough. There was no football, but the sports channel was on. It was around last orders that the breaking news came through about Perth and then the marina killings. Wheeler inwardly groaned. The Secret Service people were on to them for sure and he’d be on their list. He bought another whisky, dipping into the white bin bag for change.
When the pub closed he made his way to the bus station, but aware of CCTV decided to sleep nearby. He chose a building just opposite Port Dundas Place which had trees and bushes at its edge. He found a shielded spot, gathered leaves, grass sticks and branches and in the now pouring rain lay down in a depression in the ground, amongst bushes. He slowly and carefully covered his body with the camouflage materials and lay shivering. His plan was to get fresh clothes, change at the bus station and get on the soonest bus for London.
Wheeler lay sleeping in the bushes unaware the building he was sleeping near was Police head quarters. The police went about their night’s business unaware that the man they were searching for was fast asleep covered by moss leaves and branches at the very edge of their grassed frontage area on the Cowcaddens Road.



Chapter 44


Harlington Road Bedfordshire
Midnight
The white plumber’s van chattered discontent as Mason came off the M1 and took the Harlington Road. After a brief drive around he found a wooded area just of Toddington Road and near Harlington Station, which gave him two ways out. With a military approach he camouflaged the van, locked up and settled down in the back with snacks and drinks he’d bought at services along the way. Within the hour he was curled up in the back of the van pistol in his hand. Uncomfortable, but tired enough to sleep like that and happy at least to be safe, he was hidden, and dry, which he knew from long experience was vital if he was to keep up energy and fitness levels.
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Manchester
Midnight
Cobb had driven as fast as caution allowed down the M62, switching to the M6 and finally the M56. His plan had been to find a hotel near Manchester airport. He knew he could park the car amongst the hundreds in the car park, stay overnight and get a plane very early.
Having negotiated the car park and got himself a room on the ground floor of the Bewley’s Hotel on Outwood Lane. Even without a booking and at that time of night he was able to get in. The airport located hotel had round the clock staff ready to ‘make a buck’ on the odd hours of travellers.
Once in the room Cobb settled down to eat the cold takeaway and drink a beer.
He began looking at the pictures he had taken from Wally. Surely his face in the sketch was lit by match flare, the light from below. When had they seen him? He recalled the cigarette after landing. Who had seen them? Surely no-one could have been there so quickly unless they were being set up.
He turned to the identity badge. It was an odd one. It didn’t mention which specific branch of the security services the bearer worked for it just gave authority to the bearer and was signed by the Queen. He noted the right to bear arms and diplomatic immunity on the UK mainland. Who gave their people immunity on their own turf? It was a new one on him. They’d been picked up and dropped off by a British navy submarine which to his mind meant that it was someone with authority in the UK, secret service or some such, wanting outside assassins to do a job for them.
He looked keenly at Wally’s face in the picture, then taking up Wally’s wallet he looked at the family pictures. Cobb got off the bed and walked to the window, swigging his beer. This guy with the badge was married, had a kid and was a local which meant that there was some sort of nationally co-ordinated neighbourhood watch scheme. The local guy in Scotland had seen them and he, Cobb, had been tracked to Liverpool. Looking out across the grass to the hedge and beyond the railway tracks to the city lights beyond Cobb felt ‘eyes’ watching.
He closed the curtain and looked around the room. It was clean enough, but it was all worn, like the arm chair sat in by a thousand people and the bed slept in by the same and it was all so impersonal. The white mug and tea pot washed a thousand times for a thousand different people sat impersonally on the courtesy tray with the sachets of coffee and sugar. Cobb reflected that he’d seen at least a hundred rooms like this and had thought from time to time as he had left them to go and do a job that it might be the last place he’d have taken refuge in before he died.
Cobb shook his head and settled on the bed, pistol within reach and put the television on. Having found a repeat of ‘Where Eagles Dare’ just starting Cobb leaned back on the pillows and switching his mind from the day’s events, the impersonal and jaded furniture of the room and, as the third beer took effect, the direction his life had taken, Cobb watched Richard Burton and Clint Eastwood blast their way through German positions until he became drowsy and fell asleep.
It was around one a.m. when one of two returning drunks, singing down the corridor, fell heavily against Cobb’s door which ripped him from his sleep and pulled him upright, off the bed his cocked PSS pistol pointed at the door. He stood frozen in attitude, ears straining for other sounds and the tell tale noises of security forces gathering at the door. There were none and he relaxed on hearing the shutting of the door of the next room and a room further up the corridor. His pulse was just slowing when he became aware of BBC News 24 running on the television and caught the words ‘Mersey marina’.
With a certain amount of personal interest and horror he saw his face from the sketch on the screen and a picture of the Peugeot with the license number listed beside it. They had found the bodies very quickly. He became more than concerned when the news went on to the Perth shootings and had a growing sense that this spy network in the UK was highly organised and efficient to a deadly level.
Knowing that he’d be in the papers the next day Cobb had a cold shower, made some hated instant coffee from the courtesy tray and sat cleaning and loading his pistol whilst planning.
After cleaning up and packing Cobb took a long look at Wally’s government pass. Manchester airport would give him no need for a passport, but with the right glasses and the right wig he could pass for Wally and the ID badge would get him through quickly, especially with diplomatic. There’d be a lot of security around the airport and they would be looking for him so a disguise was needed. Cobb knew well that as far as security was concerned the right hand hardly ever knew what the left hand was doing.
Cobb removed Wally’s credit card and went to look at the hotel room door lock. They didn’t have the swipe keys here yet. He took his key, locked himself out and listening carefully to the corridor, reassured, he set about opening the door with the card. He practised the movements four or five times, went back into his room, got his bag ready and read the lay out of his room.
The drunk in the room next to him had shed clothes on the way to bed and had slumped onto his bed at an awkward angle. Cobb had managed the door easily and silently and stood in the room eyes adjusting to the dark for some thirty seconds. The whistling snores put him at his ease and having left the door pushed to, but not closed, he made his way to the bedside. Sure enough keys, cell phone, wallet and change on the bedside table. The key was a ‘bleeper’ type with a Citroen tag. He gathered the items quietly and exited the room.
Cobb checked out of the hotel via his window, made his way round to the car park, which was in full view of the front of the hotel, but that couldn’t be helped. He pressed the key as he walked around and the indicators lit up on a Citroen C4. He popped his bag on the back seat and started the engine. He fired up the Satnav and scanned a map of the area. His eye hit on the Daisy Nook country park and he punched in the destination. It was just outside the city on the M60, close enough to get back in early and far enough out to hide him and the car.
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Glasgow
6 a.m.
April 18th
Stanton had driven all night, down the M90, onto the A90 and then onto the M8, one short break of a half hour along the way, in a lay by to make a phone call, using the dead man’s cell phone, hadn’t given him any respite at all. He was getting exhausted, but pushed on taking the lorry on the A899. His target was the A72. An old Legion buddy lived in Motherwell and Stanton had been this way before some years earlier.
On the last part of the exhausting trip he had opened the window as the bodily fluids of the deceased were beginning to make a stench. Stanton mused on the fact that he would probably go down as serial killer having killed two truck drivers and a dog handler in one day.
Clarky was expecting him. He hadn’t gone into details, but Clarky owed him and was glad to help out such a good army buddy.
Stanton steered the big lorry up the Bothwell Road and into the Hamilton Park racecourse. He’d had this in mind earlier when he’d thought of Clarky. They’d had a good day out here when he stopped by, years ago, and Stanton roughly knew the lay out in his head. He entered via The Paddock and swung the lorry through a tight circle. It was six am and the whole place was empty. He parked under a line of trees and spent a while wiping the cab. He locked the doors on exit and walked to Hamilton West train station. There were CCTV cameras so he kept his head down and faced away, though he was getting too tired to care. It was a chilling and nerve racking wait, but a short one, before the early train screeched to a halt. He was drifting off when the train arrived and the brief journey saw him to Motherwell station with ease.
Clarky opened the door of his house on Parkneuk Street to an exhausted friend.
“Hey Trev. My god you look wasted. Better come on in.”
“It’s good to see you my friend.”
Stanton took a look around at the street before he walked in. The only thing which caught his eye was the oversized white satellite dish on the roof of the house opposite.
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Harlington Road Bedfordshire
6 a.m.
April 18th
Mason was awake very early. The back of the van was freezing and the rain drummed on the metal roof like a hyperactive Phil Collins. He checked his watch it was six-thirty. He unfolded himself from the back of the van and stretched. All was quiet, the van was scantily camouflaged, but he needn’t have worried it wasn’t a much visited spot. He walked off through light drizzle and relieved himself behind a tree.
Sitting in the van’s cab, engine running and heaters going full blast with radio four on Mason hungrily wolfed down a packet of Pork Scratchings and washed it down with a sachet of orange juice. News headlines at seven had him nearly choking mid swallow and exhaled orange juice ran down his chin. The news of the Perth shooting and Cobb’s handiwork in Liverpool, along with the report that security forces were looking for Wheeler and himself sent a cold shiver down his spine, especially when listeners were directed to the Today website to see pictures of the wanted men.
He wiped his face and looked in the rear view mirror; he knew he didn’t look like any picture they had of him and he wasn’t far from London. They’d probably have tagged the stolen van, though they couldn’t know who it was that had stolen it. He decided to head for greater London and dump the van and the sooner the better. With that in mind he drove onto the A road and then back onto the M1. With any luck he’d hit St Alban’s without a hitch, then a he’d get a commuter train to London. Once in London he could very easily become lost from sight, especially if he was careful.
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Liverpool
6-30 a.m.
April 18th
Tony sat on the bed in Jaz’s room cleaning his Sig220. Jaz looked up as the regular click of bullets being loaded back into the magazine clip interrupted her reading of the early morning DIC e-mails.
“You expecting trouble?”
“Yup. You’re not?”
“Well the armed police should be able to deal with the rough stuff.”
“This guy killed two unarmed men. Shot them in the back of the head and then shot each through the heart without hesitating. One of his colleagues fought to the death, outnumbered at that. Another shot an unarmed dog handler and the dog. I bet you that there’s a wave of murders in their wake. If we’re the first to come in to contact I’m likely to shoot first and talk later.”
“That’s not what Jack wants. He wants them alive.”
“He’ll be lucky if last night is anything to go by.”
Jaz went back to her e-mails.
“First up is that the Peugeot was seen heading into Manchester, local police are looking for it. Second is that a listening team near the house of Sternway MI6 dirty tricks have a conversation which might implicate him, there’s an image of a fifth man, the one who killed the dog handler and finally we’ve got a helicopter ready for us at the airport to take us to Manchester Airport.”
Tony cocked the pistol, put it on safety and holstered it.
“You think he’ll go out by plane?”
“Well it’s as likely as any. He’d have to be disguised, but Spencer’s baggage had fake passports. He’ll try to get to some safe spot quickly, probably under the wings of the buyer’s contacts, so a plane seems likely.”
“He won’t be booked so we’ll have to monitor bookings, but we might as well have local DIC watching all CCTV covered exits.” Shadz joined them immaculate as ever.
“After Wally’s murder everyone is watching.” Jaz looked Shadz over. “I take it you’re ready to go?”
“Yes. Ready.”
“Alright let’s get to Manchester, the quicker the better. Cobb could already be on a flight.”
The phone by the bed rang and Tony answered.
“Sure. No tell them to wait, just surround the hotel and area. Only make a move if he wakes and checks out. We’ve got a helicopter waiting and we’ll be there in about half an hour. If you do have to move try to take him alive.” He hung up with a smile creasing his handsome face.
“They found the Peugeot at the Bewley’s Hotel. A man fitting Cobb’s description checked in last night. He hasn’t checked out. Jaz e-mail the local DIC for that area and ask them to check CCTV for the airport car park, the hotel and roads in and out throughout the night. Armed police are there and waiting for us so we’ve got to move and fast.”
They quickly packed the last of their equipment and took a taxi to the airport. The helicopter was fuelled and waiting and they were in the air by seven-thirty am.
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Manchester
7-30 a.m.
April 18th
The barking of a dog woke Cobb from his uncomfortable sleep in the car at the Daisy Nook Country Park up the motorway from Manchester. He uncurled from his cramped position on the back seat and squinted through the leaves of the branches he had pulled down to cover the car, even then he had parked it off road amongst trees.
A thin a pinched looking woman was throwing a ball for a Great Dane, but she was a good distance away and passed him by pursuing her dog into the park.
Sure that she was gone, Cobb got out of the car and removed the branches. The car quickly started and he drove into the car park and pulled up. He put the heaters on and laid out his collection of ‘gathered’ items on the passenger seat. He had cards, cash and ID. He looked again at Wally’s picture.
It crossed his mind that he was going to need a wig and that would take some organising. He knew that he needed to change his appearance at least a little to get around Manchester so that he could shop the items. He wasn’t going to use Wally’s card to shop, but if the drunk didn’t rise until late he might well get his needs met before that stolen card was cancelled.
On a whim he checked the boot and found a small bag with a scarf and a rain coat folded in it. There was a hood on it which would cover his close shaved hair until he could get a hat. Too his delight he found a laptop in its case complete with connections to the cell phone.
Cobb lit a cigarette and fired up the laptop. The user profile was password protected, but a trawl through the phone found a ‘wallet’ file with passwords and to his delight the pin numbers for the two cards in the wallet and the verified by visa password. The phone was contract and the signal was strong enough for internet. Cobb logged on and searched for the Manchester Airport booking website.
There was a flight at ten-thirty and he bought a ticket in the card holder’s name. That gave him three hours to get ready and get the flight. He felt sure that disguised as Wally he’d pass through check in quickly and he could easily pass off the booking name as his boss buying the ticket last minute.
He smoked a second cigarette looking for a wig shop and shops with the clothing items he noted Wally had been wearing. Fifteen minutes saw him done and as two cars arrived, spilling dogs onto the tarmac and off into the woods, Cobb decided to make a move. He drove onto the 62 and headed back into Manchester.
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Perth
8 a.m.
April 18th
The smell of bacon woke David from his uncomfortable sleep on the sofa. Rising from dark dreams into unfamiliar surroundings he sat up suddenly. Beaumont appeared in the doorway fresh from the bathroom.
“What time is it?”
“It’s just after eight am.” Beaumont sat down in an armchair April rain spattering the glass behind him.
McFarlane entered carrying a plate of bacon sandwiches. David frowned at the greasy, smoky smell.
“Here a good solid breakfast. Set you up for the day. I figure you’ve got a long day ahead.”
Beaumont’s eyes lit up.
“Good man.” He took the plate and selected a thick doorstep of a sandwich, taking a sizeable bite.
“I was up early. I checked the e-mails and this came through from the centre.” McFarlane handed David sheets of paper, one with a passport photo. “That’s Trevor Stanton. He’s ex Foreign Legion and a freelance assassin.”
David read the file, extracted from MI6 system by DIC after a decryption department foray into their computer system.
“Nasty piece of work.” He handed the picture to Beaumont. “Do you think he’s in the area still?”
McFarlane rubbed his chin reflectively. “Well he got as far as Glasgow if he got to the motorway and hitched a lift.”
“We’re heading for Glasgow after interviews today.”
“Not Edinburgh?” Beaumont spoke through a mouthful of bacon sandwich.
“Why Edinburgh?”
“East coast get a boat head down and come up the Thames I thought.”
“Wheeler’s not out of Glasgow. We could tell local DIC to watch Edinburgh marinas and exits. If we’re in Glasgow it’s only a short trip, but I’m sure I’d head for Glasgow if I were him. Maybe we should decide after we’ve interviewed staff and spoken to the police.”
“Listen lads I’d let me do the interviews and you get to Glasgow. This guy will be on an early start and if you leave quickly enough you’ll get ahead. I can e-mail you the results of the interviews.”
Beaumont nodded. “Get Jack to book us hotel rooms and see if he can get us a helicopter to Glasgow.”
“I’ll go get washed and dressed.” David got up wrapping the blanket around his waist.
“Have a sandwich first.”
“No thanks. Could you find me some cereal?”
“I’ve got porridge.”
“That’d be grand.”
David left the room.
“Healthy man eh?” McFarlane raised an eye brow at Beaumont.
“He is that. I’ve not known him long, but I can tell you now I do feel safe near him. He’s big, fast strong, but happily a thoughtful and intelligent man. He’s not at all Gung Ho and he is a good listener. I’d like him healthy. I’ve a feeling I’m going to be safer if he’s on ball.”
“I’ll make that call to Jack and get the helicopter for you.”
When McFarlane had left the room Beaumont looked over at McKie’s Sig220 lying heavily on the sofa arm. He stopped mid bite of a sandwich and stared a moment. Either David was taking the threat very seriously or he was highly strung. Beaumont continued chewing and decided the former fitted the bill. He thought he himself had better try and do the same; with that in mind he picked up Stanton’s photo. Sure enough this man had killed a police dog handler without hesitating. On an impulse he put down the sandwich and the photo and wiped his hand. He drew out his own Sig 220 pistol and started checking it over.



Chapter 51


Glasgow
8-30 a.m.
April 18th
The sound of traffic on the Cowcaddens Road woke Wheeler from a heavy sleep. He checked his watch. It was eight- thirty. He was as stiff as a board, a little more wet than damp and his head ached. Camouflage leaves and sticks tumbled off him as he sat up. He quickly checked to see if he was visible to the building or the road and was sure that he wasn’t. Which given the nature of the occupations of the building’s residents was something of a shame.
He gathered up the white bin liner and brushing himself off he jumped down from the wall and grass bank and made his way to the bus station just up the road. He was overtly aware of the CCTV, but on finding that the first National Express coach had left for London at eight-fifteen and the next was at eleven am he decided to get into the city and get a disguise.
He stopped for a cup of tea in cafe, drawing no more attention than any other down and out at that time in the morning. A visit to the ticket office yielded the knowledge that the ticket to London was fifteen pounds and being happy with the cash he had to get to get a ticket, better clothes and items for changing his appearance, he bought it and with near enough two hours to be ready he left for the Sauchiehall Centre on the 88 bus, having asked where the nearest shopping centre was and had been told in detail with many sorry looks at his state of dress and appearance.
On the bus he thought about the fact that he was badly dressed and that he’d have to use cash to get clothes as use of a card would almost certainly arouse suspicion. Deadbeats didn’t have bill addresses.



Chapter 52


M1 near Hemel Hempstead
8-30 a.m.
April 18th
Mason was just outside Hemel Hempstead when the police Volvo S70 T5 ‘lit up’ behind him and he heard the siren’s quick blast. He knew he wasn’t speeding so it had to be either fact that it was stolen or the bungee cords on the back doors. Either way things were about to get nasty.
Mason took the exit off the M1 onto Breakespear Way and seeing signs for the Hemel Hempstead Industrial Estate turned right onto its main route in. Whilst pulling over he pulled out his PSS, tucked the pistol in his back trouser pocket, it was an easy fit as the especially silent Russian made pistol was designed for easy concealment. As he slowed down the police Volvo pulled past him, about six metres in front and he braked and stopped.
He watched a very large traffic cop in standard uniform, knife vest, baton, tear gas and cuffs, squeeze out of the driver’s side. Mason quickly popped the door open and stepped out.
“I’m sorry officer it’s the bungee cords I’ve meant to get that back door fixed” Mason called out walking towards the big man.
“Can you get back to the van and get your license and registration documents please?”
Mason closed the gap a little too quickly and the officer began a process of sudden awareness, starting in his eyes and spreading to his face, and Mason knew he had to act before the awareness spread to the rest of the man’s body. He reached for his back pocket.
“I’ve got my license here in my wallet.” Mason’s hand reached back. The danger sign movement put the officer on guard, he reached for his baton.
“Stand still hands where I can see them.” The policeman’s last words echoed on the morning empty road as the PSS, presented at chest level, spat out a 7.62 round with a whisper of sound.
The big man creased and folded, weakening as the hole in his heart haemorrhaged blood.
Mason pushed passed the falling corpse stepped up to the Volvo and shot the woman police officer in the heart through the window just as she pressed the transmit button on the car radio.
Unsure as to whether the bullet had done enough damage, being slowed down by having to shatter the car window first, Mason aimed again. The woman writhed, her face an image of agony as Mason shot her through the eye. She slumped against the passenger seat.
Mason took a moment to look around him. There was no traffic, but some people might be working in the units. Mason quickly grabbed the sports hold all from the van. He opened the back seat passenger door of the Volvo and dragged the heavy man from the road and stuffed him onto the back seat. Mason dropped into the driver’s seat and adjusted it for his thinner frame then he tightened the seat belt on the woman police officer in the passenger seat and pulled her hat over her eyes.
He put on a green high visibility vest and the dead officers cap. It was a tight fit, but from the waist up he’d look the part. He started the 2.5 litre turbo charged Police pursuit Volvo and turned a tight U turn, back onto Breakespear Way and he accelerated onto the M1 and with four wheel drive and 225Bhp the car quickly put fresh air between him and the scene of his crime.
As an added measure he put the siren on. The vehicle’s call sign was repeatedly requested by the radio centre and Mason knew it was a matter of ten or fifteen minutes before all hell broke loose.
He flipped on the Satnav and punched up the St Alban’s rail station. He froze it on map and zoomed out to get a route over view. With one eye on the fast scrolling road, morning traffic around him slowed his progress, most of the traffic moved for the siren though.
Looking at the Satnav he could see that up the rail tracks from the station was the wooded Beech Bottom Dyke. Mason took the car off the M1 and turned the siren off. The traffic was building up and he winced each time traffic nearly stopped him thinking of drivers seeing the dead police woman, but he kept his eyes front acting normally.
Within ten minutes he was past the Hemel Hempstead Road and heading along Bluehouse Hill. Within fifteen he was on Batchwood Drive and at fifty he made Beech Road quickly. There was a track opening just along Beech Road and he pulled into it. The heavy green trees, thick trunks, leafy branches dripping with the night’s rain swallowed him up as he drove through a gap in the trees along the edge. He got out and looked down into the ancient earth works. It had to be thirty feet deep here. The ancient earthworks were built for defence purposes but now they were covered in places with moss and rough grass. There was an earthy morning fresh smell and at the bottom a layer of sticks and fallen leaves gave off a damp mouldy woodland odour.
The harsh luminous colours and the stark angles of the car were at odds with setting. Mason was suddenly aware of the contrast and was thankful that the dyke was so deep. Hiding a police car at short notice was no easy matter. He reached into the car and removed the hand brake. It was a heavy car and a hard push, but once the front wheels were on the down slope the car rolled away from him into the deep earthworks, crunching into the mud at the bottom, glass shattering and the front folding and crumpling. He saw the bodies thrown forward and away from his view blood spilled across the unbroken areas of glass. The car lay at the bottom, hind end up, nose buried, like a coffin slipped from a ship in a sea burial just before the waves took it down.
Mason wasn’t happy, but at least content that it would take them some time to find it, not long, but it would be enough time to get away.
He left the woods and jogged through the grass and weeded areas along the rail track, staying safely on the other side of the fence to the tracks. Ten minutes after dumping the car he had skirted the roads around the station, entered it, bought a ticket for King’s Cross and was sitting on the platform waiting quietly.
The London train was five minutes away. Mason allowed himself a smile. In half an hour he’d be in central London and no-one watching CCTV knew what he looked like. Commuters gathered in numbers creating a crowd causing Mason to risk a silly smile in front of strangers; hidden by the crowd he felt a lot safer.



Chapter 53


Manchester
8-30 a.m.
April 18th
The good news for the team landing at Manchester airport was that the Bewley Hotel was close by. As the Helicopter landed Jaz, Shadz and Tony were met by a chief inspector and the head of armed police in Manchester.
Once out from under the turbulence of the Bell 206 Jetranger helicopter’s landing Jaz, Shadz and Tony were greeted by serious faces. Tony took the lead showing his government pass.
The chief inspector gave serious attention to the leather covered passes and took his visitor’s all the more seriously knowing that diplomatic immunity and the right to bear arms in the UK were not rights given lightly to anyone. The quick clearance for the landing of the chartered helicopter near the Manchester Airport freight terminal told him equally as much about the importance of the DIC team.
As he walked them to a waiting car the Inspector chattered quickly.
“We’ve got the place surrounded, marksmen on every vantage point and personnel covering every exit.”
“I take it you haven’t cleared staff or guests from the hotel?”
“No we didn’t want to alert your man and we were waiting for you.”
“Good. When we get there you can clear staff from danger points and into a safe area of the hotel. Have someone outside the window and I’ll go in.”
“Are you sure about this?” The head of armed police, a solid and heavy set man with a day’s stubble and marble hard eyes, exclaimed loudly and looked from face to face.
“Yes I want to go in first and these two will back me up. I don’t want a repeat of Perth. I want this man alive.”
“If you say so Mr Deany.” The chief inspector said, but he gave a meaningful sideways glance to the head of the armed police units.
The unmarked police Vectra swirled its way through the airplane parking and taxi areas and passed for a moment along near the runway, where the thunder of a taxiing passenger jet drowned the out conversation in the car. They passed through a gateway into the car park, from Ringway Road and within five minutes the team found themselves walking to the Hotel along Parade Road, the chief inspector readying his staff by radio.
The chief Inspector and the head of armed police stopped at the edge of the car park near an unmarked van being used as a control centre. Tony led Shadz and Jaz up to the reception of the hotel.
“Tony are you serious?”
“Listen Jaz we have to do this ourselves. Beaumont and David allowed the armed police in first and look what happened. No we’ll handle this. Alright Shadz?”
“Sure if you say so but this is a bit of a first and it’s been a while since the training.”
“You’ll be okay. We’ll do a run through in reception. I’ll lead the way.”
“Tony I don’t want to be rude, but is this some kind of macho crusade?” Jaz asked somewhat sarcastically.
As they entered the hotel and the door closed behind them they saw reception staff being replaced by armed police and being shepherded to the kitchen areas of the hotel.
“Look Jaz I was New York police. I know how to deal with this. You’ll be more effective DIC agents if you use your brilliant minds, some guts and the rights the badge gives you to see this job to its ultimate end. I want him alive and I don’t want to go back to Jack having stood back and let armed police fill him full of holes. Okay.”
Jaz nodded.
“Let’s find a door and empty room to have a quick run through then let’s get on with it.” Tony said with finality.
Using the empty manager’s office Tony showed Jaz and Shadz how to stand either side of the door and with the door open he pushed it, as if kicking, open and stepped into the room; Jaz and Shadz followed his instruction to follow in to left and right.
“Okay. Now if you have to shoot, Shadz you aim low, Jaz you hold back at the right and kneel down, that means you can take a second to pick and aim at his gun arm or hand okay.”
“My god you had better be right Tony.”
Tony smiled and patted her shoulder. “Let’s go.”
They made their way down the narrow dimly lit corridor with, at each end, armed police waited.
“You’re to put these on. No Questions.” An armed officer handed them some bullet proof vests.
Tony nodded and took the Kevlar vest. Having taken a moment to adjust and fit the bullet proof vests the three DIC officers took up positions at the hotel room door. Tony paused and kicked the door in.
The crash of the door and Tony’s shouted ‘Armed Security show yourself’ woke several guests on the corridor, especially the drunk next door.
Shadz was in the room in a second his Sig before his face pointing where he looked. Jaz knelt on one knee to Tony’s right her Sig steady at the end of her pointing arm, the muzzle like an accusing finger.
The empty room, unmade bed and lack of articles around the room didn’t put them at ease. All three pistols pointed at the bathroom door. Slow steps to the door, all three fingers now edgy on the triggers, ignoring the voices in the corridor the three inhaled, Jaz pushed the door open from the hinge side and Shadz put his weapon hand around the jamb as Tony stepped into the door way. Finally the empty bathroom put them at their ease.
“That was great!” Shadz finally breathed. “Man what a rush!”
“Bloody men!” Jaz laughed and shook her head.
They made their way into the corridor.
“Empty.” Tony said.
“We’re sweeping the rooms and corridors one at a time, one guest at a time. We’ve got the manager’s list. You think he might be in another room.”
“No.” He’s gone.” Tony shook his head. “We’re too late. Keep checking the rooms though.”
“Mr Deany this man’s got an interesting story.” Tony turned to see a young man in his late twenties, hastily dressed, ruffled morning hair and red eyes.
“Someone stole my stuff in the night, wallet, car keys and phone.”
“What make of car?”
“Citroen C4, pale metallic blue.”
“Check the car park.” Jaz spoke to the nearest officer. He radioed the request. They all heard the reply.
“No car like that in the car park is he sure he parked it here?”
They all looked to the man.
“Yeah of course I left here and we went into the city and got bladdered, used the bus there and back.”
“That’s your answer then.”
Jaz, Shadz and Tony walked down to reception. The Chief Inspector was waiting with the manager.
“He went in the night then?”
“Yes.” Tony answered, slowly calming from his adrenalin high.
“He’ll have watched the news late and seen the Perth footage and the news item on Wally’s murder. That’s when he’ll have decided to get out.” Jaz spoke excitedly, still pumped up by the danger.
“I’ll put out an alert for the Citroen C4.” The chief inspector said calmly.
“How far south could he be in say eight hours?” Jaz asked.
“A long way.” The inspector replied ruefully.
“Let’s set up and see what local DIC have on the CCTV for roads out of here and service stations in the last eight hours. Can we have your office?” Shadz turned to the manager.
“Yes of course. Follow me. Can I get you some coffee?”
“Please and thank you.”
As they made their way to the office the head of armed police called out to them “All rooms are clear, he’s not here.”
The chief Inspector wound up the operation and cleared away his staff within fifteen minutes. He popped his head into the manager’s office.
“We’re all done here is there anything else I can do?” There was a note of angry tension in his voice. They’d be alerted and called out early and all for nothing. He wasn’t a happy man.
“Yes come in. Have a coffee.” Jaz looked up from her laptop and gave the police man her warmest smile. “You must be exhausted.”
“Thank you.”
He sat and Jaz poured him a coffee.
“Sugar?”
“Two please.”
“We’re checking all CCTV. It looks like he headed up the M62 around midnight any ideas where he could have gone?”
“Well assuming he wanted somewhere isolated the Daisy Nook Country Park would have been the best spot.”
“Good thinking. I’ll just get a map up, can you show me?” Jaz smiled sweetly again.
Shadz caught the tone of her voice and looked up. Jaz leaned into the Chief Inspector. Shadz suppressed his smile and looked down at his laptop. She was a sly one. She knew how to play men that was for sure. With the thought that if she’d found men attractive she’d be lethal he began scouring into city routes CCTV from eight am onwards realising that Cobb had to be back on his way into the city. Luckily for him local DIC were already on the case and with a shout of triumph Shadz declared the car was on a street near the city centre. They grabbed their equipment and ran for the car park. The chief inspector called a quick armed response team to meet them on Gun Street.
Just before the DIC team had arrived at the hotel Cobb had turned off the A62 onto Great Ancoats Street and having parked half way up Gun Street he threw the car key away. He then made his way onto Pickford Street and walked through the car park. He was approaching his target building, the wig suppliers, Wigs Up North, from the back. It was eight thirty-five and he had to hope that the workers didn’t arrive until gone nine. As it was he was wrong. The manager and deputy were at the front of the store as Cobb arrived at the back. In a way Cobb was lucky for that as the alarm system would have tripped when he picked the back door lock and entered the storage rooms, but for the fact that it had been switched off at the front two minutes before his consummate lock picking skills gave him access.
Cobb had no way of knowing where to look for the kind of wig he was seeking. He walked the large back room storage staring at piles of boxes, on the side of each one, clearly visible in black marker, was a stock number. He was about to start looking box by box when he heard the voices in the corridor outside. Looking to the door he saw a clipboard with listings hanging on a hook. These weren’t the made to measure specialist work that the firm made its real money from.
Cobb froze and stepped to one side of the door. He eased his silenced pistol from inside his jacket. He heard a kettle boiling in the next room and some muffled words. One set of footsteps passed the door. Some moments after the sound of the kettle another set of footsteps passed. Cobb looked at his watch. It was a quarter to nine.
He waited by the door, still, expectant and listening. There were no sounds. He pulled the manifest from the wall and looked at the listings. There were order numbers on the left and descriptions to the right. He scanned the list and caught sight of the word he was looking for, ‘blonde’. The product number fixed in his head, he scanned the boxes. It was quickly found, though there were two unwanted boxes on top. He quietly lifted the light boxes and placed them in front of the door by way of a warning hazard. He slipped out a lock knife and opened the box. Inside there were a number of blonde wigs. Cobb pulled out Wally’s pass and looked each one over. In the end, not able to try them on he chose four with curls and packed them into his rucksack.
Just as quietly as he had removed them he put the two boxes back and made his way to the back door. He flipped the Yale catch and left as he had come, unseen.
Down stairs in the shop the manager and his deputy had no idea how close to death they had been. Sipping coffee they waited for their day’s custom.
The DIC team were on Gun Street by ten past nine, the Vectra and the armed response car were backed up by a police car at each end of the street. Tony and Jaz got out with the Inspector. They approached the car and looked around, trying the doors.
Back in the Vectra Shadz sat with his cell phone linked to his laptop waiting on messages and tapped into the city CCTV.
Still one step ahead and more by luck than planning Cobb had pulled the black coat on at the back of the wig shop building, pulled up the hood and wound the scarf around his face ‘hoody’ style. He was heading into the city centre and there was CCTV there, lots of it. On his way in, close to High Street, two police cars flew past him, blue lights flashing, no sirens, heading, he knew, for Gun Street.
He quickened his pace and made it to the Arndale Centre around ten past nine and rapidly found the Vision Express. Outside he checked Wally’s Pass again to get a picture of the glasses. Before he went in he took off the hood, undid the coat and loosened the scarf. CCTV camera ten metres away caught his image and as he walked into the shop DIC alerts in the city flagged up on Shadz’s laptop.
Cobb knew he didn’t have long, but played it cool nonetheless. He walked around the shop looking at the racks of glasses frames, each with clear plastic lenses firmly fixed in. He was asked if he needed help and politely explained he was browsing. A rack containing the frames that looked most like those in Wally’s pass was his third stop in the store. He selected the frames, then four others and tried each different frame twice putting them, not back on the rack, but on the shelf in front of him. In the shuffle of hand to eyes, down to shelf and hand to eyes he palmed the wanted frames into his sleeve.
Casually he glanced at his watch and made the look of a man who is late. Leaving the unwanted frames on the shelf in a pile he left the store. It was ten minutes before the tutting assistant went to replace the frames on the rack and noticed the stolen item, by that time Cobb was away.
The Vectra came skidding at high speed into the Arndale Centre pick up point and the three DIC team members jumped out slamming doors. Armed response vehicles pulled up and plain clothes and uniformed armed police scurried to every exit and entrance.
Each door team was given a picture of Cobb and were told he was wearing a black coat.
Tony, Jaz and Shadz sprinted the short distance to the Vision Express and once outside the door only Jaz went in whilst the other two scoured the crowds.
A very short distance away Cobb was in River Island, buying clothes in as similar a style to Wally as he could remember, duffle coat included, and he added a shoulder bag to replace his recognisable rucksack.
The girl with dark hair took his card and smiled.
“Wow a completely new look for you and well chosen too. You ought to grow your hair.”
“Good idea.” Cobb said. “Do you think long blonde curls would suit m?.”
“Yeah better than a pony tail if you don’t mind me saying. A lot of older men do that to look cool and it doesn’t work.”
Cobb smiled. He punched the pin number into the receptor praying for the girl’s sake that the card hadn’t been cancelled.
Luckily for Cobb the drunk he had robbed in the room next to his back at the hotel hadn’t cancelled the card. That morning after being woken by armed police at the hotel the muzzy headed lad had taken a shower, got dressed and was just finishing breakfast at the hotel as Cobb used his card. The unlucky hotel guest was regaling his mates with his possible near death experience and how he would have handled the armed killer. His friends joked about his car being filled full of holes and he was horrified to recall his laptop being in the boot. It was only hours later, when he needed to check out of the hotel that he remembered, with embarrassment, that he didn’t have his card. His friends paid for him with the thought that there’s one born every minute and Cobb had the same thought as the girl thanked him and bagged the items, giving him the receipt.
“Could I change into these now? I have a…” Cobb paused for effect “… date and I wanted to wear them.”
“Yes that’s fine the changers are over there.”
Cobb walked casually to the changing room, pulled the curtain across and began his transformation.
Once in the Vision Express store Jaz had pulled out her pass and angled her arm so that the underarm holster and shiny black Sig showed a little. She ‘tagged’ a shop assistant and held up the sketch of Cobb.
“Have you seen this man?”
The girl looked at the pass, noted the gun and stared back at the picture.
“Yes he was in here about ten minutes ago. He was looking at frames. Is he dangerous?” The assistant who had put the frames back wandered over.
“Is this about the shoplifter?” He asked.
Jaz stared hard at the boy. “Shoplifter?” She exclaimed.
“Yes.” He looked at the picture. “I saw that guy trying frames. Anyway he left them in a mess and when I went back to put them on the rack there was a frame missing.”
“Thank you.” Jaz joined Shadz and Tony outside. Tony was holding his cell phone.
“Local police are in the CCTV security booth watching for him.”
The phone rang.
“Yeah?” He listened, nodded and flipped the phone shut and turned to Jaz and Shadz. “River Island, don’t pull weapons in the store. Just wait.”
“He’s got glasses.” Jaz spoke as they half jogged across the mall.
“Glasses huh? Disguises. Damn.”
Cobb came out of River Island unnoticed by CCTV watchers and made his way to the front exit. In the changing booth his rucksack, packed with the old clothes sat waiting. Two metres from the front exit he noticed the armed police. He took out the drunk’s cell phone.
“Is that the police? Yes I’d like to report a bomb in the Arndale Centre. River Island changing rooms, you have three minutes.”
Cobb shut the phone, dropped it in a bin near the door and walked past the armed police, all of whom were checking for a man in a black coat with a shaved head.
Too late Shadz, waiting outside River Island, called the Inspector and suggested a change of clothes and some glasses and even then they wouldn’t have thought he’d have long blonde curls.
As Tony and Jaz pushed their way to the pay desk showing badges, the fire alarm sounded and Tony’s phone rang.
“Yeah, well damn it get people out, but we’re staying here.” Tony argued.
The voice on the other end, the Chief Inspector’s, was so loud it could be heard from the phone’s tiny speaker. Tony winced.
“We have to get out. Someone phoned from a cell phone and said there’s a bomb in this store.” Tony said ruefully.
“Where?” Jaz asked.
“The changing rooms of River Island.” Tony said.
“It’s Cobb. He’s changed and left his bag!” Jaz replied.
“Regardless he could have explosives. We have to get out.” Tony said with urgency.
They joined Shadz outside the shop and began speed walking to the exits.
“He’s a clever one, very slippery customer!” Shadz said almost gleefully.
“A bold one too.” Tony said harshly.
“Not so smart though we know where he’s headed and Manchester wasn’t a scheduled stop. The hotel suggests the airport and the road routes out would need a car. With every copper in the city on alert he won’t steal a car and rentals are traceable so he’ll want the quick way out. He must have used the internet to find his way round and that means he’ll have booked a car or a flight or train online, meaning he used a card.” Jaz spoke quickly and breathlessly as they headed for the exit.
“Brilliant.” Shadz exclaimed.
“My money’s on flight.” Tony said.
“Mine too.” Jaz added.
“Let’s get to the airport, sit in their security centre and check all of today’s bookings.” Shadz grinned. “Plus we call these guys pull some muscle and find out which card he used.”
“Very clever Shadz but we don’t need to. Find out the name of the guy who was robbed at the hotel. Five quid says the dumbo hasn’t cancelled the card yet.” Jaz said grinning.
As they made their way to the exit the building was nearly clear and when they got to the exit doors bomb squad officers rushed past them.
“My God I hope hasn’t really got explosives! Suppose this place is the target?” Tony said looking at the crowds exiting the shopping centre.



Chapter 54


London
9 – 30 a.m.
April 18th
Mason’s train journey had been a pleasant affair. The April rain was holding off and a mild sunshine was brushing the Hertfordshire landscape with light spring strokes. His view from the window slipped over the jigsaw of fields with neat hedge edges and the trees so recently furnished with leaves, having for the last two days drank in the rain were greedily absorbing the least rays of light.
Mason’s eyes wandered over the commuter crowds, a healthy and unhealthy range of every type, all shot arrow like into London’s heart. At times he envied such mundane existences, but knew his adventurous soul would break free of such a treadmill within months of joining it. An attractive office girl, well made up, pristine, scent of perfume cutting through the musty dry cleaner smell of surrounding suits, caught his eye. He glanced three or four times, drinking in the highlighted honey and chestnut hair, the heavy push of breasts against the buttoned suit jacket and the neat line curve of her lower leg beyond the edge of her skirt.
His mind turned to army days and job or no job he was due some rest and recreation time. The three word contact information, ‘Priory Arms Vauxhall’, fixed in his head could wait until tomorrow. Spencer was dead. Mason hadn’t liked the sneaky ex secret serviceman and had given him a wide berth on the cramped submarine. Stanton he knew had escaped, but surely must be trapped in Glasgow, given the tightness of the net surrounding him and Wheeler, as much as he knew then, was in the same position. Surely even Cobb, given the high media profile of his murders must have gone to ground, if not have quite a numerous task force dedicated to his capture. No even then as he thought of it he must be the first into London.
His train of thought led him to the person who had set up this ‘race’ to London. They had got themselves a team of top assassins, got them onto a British Navy Submarine and inserted them at the other end of the country. Mason ran through the facts he knew. They’d been picked up pretty soon after entry which meant someone had been watching out, either waiting for them or just out of habit. Security services had either been alerted or there was a system he was unaware of for tracking people through CCTV. Certainly it smacked of out and out government dirty tricks. Whoever wanted this job done knew the risks. He knew he’d have to watch himself. The buyer wasn’t one to get themselves exposed by the likes of him and though once in the ‘pipeline’ for the job he knew he’d still be regarded as dispensable. He tried to lighten his thoughts. He was a man of action and too much thought dulled the reactions and the willingness to act.
Another glance at the girl saw her catch his gaze, she frowned and pulled out her cell phone. Spencer taken aback a moment by such an adverse reaction to what he knew to be his reasonable good looks recalled his mode of disguise. He was going to have to polish up if he was going to get himself a girl tonight that was for sure and he was shocked at how unattractive his disguise had made him when his reflection became apparent through the train entering the tunnel around Borehamwood. Behind the tinted glasses his eyes creased at the edges and below them a tight smile appeared, stretching the carefully arranged and, if he did say so himself, expertly created moustache. He hadn’t recognised himself for a moment.
Mason spent the rest of the journey planning his night out. The card he had still worked and a hotel, haircut and new clothes could easily be bought with it. It was cash he needed. He decided that a couple of neat swift hotel thefts would rack up enough ready cash to have a good night out.
His planning passed the time and when the train stopped at West Hampstead he decided to get out and take the Jubilee line. He picked Baker Street as a good place to stop. It was for the most part a journey spent wistfully sizing up and measuring the merits of most of the young women, broken by one cold sweat moment when looking at a national tabloid over the shoulder of a well groomed man to his right he saw his own image along with Cobb’s, Wheeler’s and Stanton’s. Spencer’s image was in a separate inset describing his death. Only by catching his reflection dragged over the tunnel walls was Mason relieved from his sudden panicky thoughts. He glanced back at the paper and realised that he could not be in any way thought to be the man in the photo, but the awareness that St Alban’s CCTV would link him to Glasgow station CCTV which in turn flag him up as having murdered the police officers gave fresh and more realistic reasons for him to smarten up and change his look. He shrugged off the fears knowing that he was close to his goal and the potentially protective wings of whoever was funding this kill and he finally stepped up onto Baker Street with the thrill of a carefree man in a city full of promise on a warm spring day.
He set off for a walking tour of the area, with the particular aim of choosing a hotel and noting the location of others in order to gather some needed cash. He finally opted for The Bickenhall Hotel in Gloucester Place, it was the kind of small hotel he liked. It was easy to place each face and easier to be aware of any atmosphere changes brought about by the arrival of officialdom in the form of police or security services.
He had a shower, a brunch on room service and lay down for a nap. He booked an alarm call for three pm so that he could get a haircut, shop for clothes and get ready for his night out.



Chapter 55


Perth Airport
9 – 35 a.m.
April 18th
DIC’s powerful machine and immense influence enabled them to get helicopters chartered and ready when they needed them, but sometimes even that was a slow process; the Liverpool team had been in the air quickly earlier in the day, but David and Beaumont had a wait. The Helicopter had been chartered from Aberdeen and had landed, but had to refuel enough for a return flight. By the time David and Beaumont took off it was near nine forty am. The pilot promised a short flight, around twenty minutes.
Inside the Bell 407 with their headphones on David and Beaumont sat watching the landscape speed by below.
“You were a bodyguard?”
Beaumont gave him a glance, David’s voice sounding less conversational through the headphones.
“Yes.”
“How does a man with a philosophy degree get into that?”
“When I graduated I couldn’t decide what to do so I talked my way into a job as a security guard. I thought I’d make the money and needed the job. I got married in my third year at university and our first child was born just after I graduated. So I worked at garden centres and shops for a security firm. I liked it, but London houses are expensive and Ella’s job and mine didn’t bring in enough for a bigger house and she was pregnant with our second, my son Jacob. So I did a course on body guard work. Defensive driving, unarmed combat and small arms techniques. I switched to body guard work, my trainer and I got on and he got me the job. It was guarding rich business men in foreign countries. Turns out I was away from home a lot. I did that for near enough ten years.”
“Why did you stop? Were you head hunted?”
“I was head hunted after I stopped.”
There was a silence. David looked at him.
“I’m sorry I didn’t mean to pry.”
“No it’s a good story, if it is a sad one. I’d been working for a rich business man, diamond business, South Africa. A good friend, by the name of Greenwell, Bob Greenwell, and I were driving our client to a dinner do one night and were attacked by roadside bandits. They had semi-automatic weapons. Bob told me to stay with vehicle, rolled out of the car and opened fire. He killed the four men, but they returned fire as he shot them and Bob was shot dead. I had to go out and get him, he died in my arms as I carried him back to the car and then I got the client away safely.
David whistled. “My god sounds really heavy.”
“Well I went back to the UK with his body and at the funeral I saw his wife and children, no older than my two. Ella was scared it’d be me next. The incident was in the papers and I resigned, but a couple of days later I got a call from DIC. I figured this had to be safer work.”
“Doesn’t look much like it now does it?”
“No, but if we’re careful we can ride it out. You didn’t seem shocked at the sight of Spencer’s dead body I note. That indicates either stupidity or experience and I know it’s not the former.”
“We opened a truck at Dover as we had a tip on for illegal immigrants. Inside there were fifteen dead Afghanis. The smell was terrible. The lorry had been sealed on the French side, but the driver hadn’t calculated the air supply properly as the ferry was delayed. They avoided leaving air gaps as they knew it alerted us in customs. He hadn’t let them out on the ferry. There were dents on the metal walls of the container where they’d been beating the walls, but the sea was bad, hence the delay, so no-one was on the car decks during the crossing. It was awful.”
“It’s a bad old world sure enough David.”
The pilot interrupted their chatter.
“Ten minutes to Glasgow airport. Do you want to me to arrange transport to your hotel for you?”
“No thanks our firm has a car waiting for us.”
David and Beaumont smiled at each other.
“Still you get the VIP treatment when you travel so there are compensations.” David said.
“Do you feel more like Brie when that happens?” Beaumont answered.
“Trust you to have food on your mind it’s been over an hour since your bacon butties.”
The helicopter began a circle descent into Glasgow airport. It was closing on ten a.m. when they landed.



Chapter 56


Manchester
10 a.m.
April 18th
Cobb had a ten minute start on the chasing DIC. Once he was outside the Arndale Centre Cobb made his way two hundred metres up the High Street to the cash machine and stole one hundred pounds from the account using the card and pin. After he binned the card he walked two streets to the taxi rank. He was worried, but knew they didn’t have a description matching the way he looked. Cobb took the lead cab in the line and flopped in the back.
“The airport please.”
“Sure enough what time’s your flight?”
“Ten thirty.”
“Blimey you’ll just make that. Minimum check in time’s ten minutes.”
“An extra twenty pounds if you get me there in the next twenty minutes.” Cobb said breezily. The adrenalin of his close escape was beginning to give him a buzz.
“You’re on lad. Buckle up eh?”
The big white saloon pulled away with the direct power of all automatics and Cobb leaned back and relaxed for a moment. It wasn’t over yet but he’d been in tighter scrapes than this.
Outside the Manchester Arndale centre it was mayhem, fire engines, armed police and press were all over the place. The DIC three exited the building and they all stopped and looked at the chief inspector in a huddle with armed police and men in suits. All the men in the power huddle turned to look at them. The chief inspector gave them the darkest of looks.
“Let’s get our own car shall we.” Tony said suddenly.
“Let’s.” Shadz said and opened his cell phone and dialled the local DIC watcher.
It was ten past ten when they drove away to the airport with the local DIC watcher telling them that the next London flight was at ten thirty. He floored the accelerator and headed for the airport.
In the car, buffeted by the turns, Shadz had the laptop running. The satellite phone setting gave him clear signal, even on the road. Tony was on his phone and Jaz on hers.
“Yes. We’re civil service. Can you hold the London flight until one of our people gets to you?” Jaz said and she paused waiting for an answer from Manchester airport security.
“Yes his name please” Tony asked the police man on the other end of the line, looking at Shadz who’s hands hovered over the laptop which was showing the airport booking system, which they had been able to access with DIC technical help.
Tony looked at his watch. Ten past ten. He prayed they’d get the name, hold the flight and get there in time.
“Talk to Chief Inspector Phelan. He’s been working with our team…” A pause. “We’re national Security.. top level… name…” Jaz looked desperately at Tony. He looked back and nodded gravely. “We’re called DIC. Our members are elite, armed and carry a diplomatic pass.” She paused and waited for an answer.
“The name is Joe Milton…” Tony exclaimed.
Shadz began scrolling the names, there it was.
“He’s booked on the ten thirty flight!” Shadz exclaimed.
“You will. Brilliant! DIC personnel will be there in about twenty minutes. Can you call the airport security and armed police to get to the plane… Okay then put me through please.” Jaz said smiling at the other two.
Cobb’s taxi driver had broken the speed limit getting to the airport, it was near enough twenty miles, but they were there by twenty past ten. Cobb overpaid the taxi driver, entered near the W H Smiths and took the lift to check in. This was the tricky bit, but he knew these pass holders were on his trail and he had a badge and plan.
Jaz stared at the un-scrolling road ahead talking to the chief of airport security.
“Yes please go to check in and wait, yes go armed and wait for one of our people to get there. We carry diplomatic passes with the right to bear arms. Yes. Thank you.”
“Better get ready.” Tony took his Sig out and checked the action.
“How many times do you have to whip that thing out and cock it?” Jaz asked. Shadz looked at Tony and laughed.
“Just checking and you’d better check yours too, both of you.” Shadz stopped laughing.
“Sorry Tony. Just nervous, you know.” Shadz said a little embarrassed.
Cobb approached the check in desk just in time. There was a smiling well manicured girl at the desk.
“The seat’s booked in the name of Joe Milton” Cobb said smiling.
She looked at her booking terminal and keyed in the name. The confirmed booking in for the flight was flagged up in security who radioed the men who were already on their way to the desk. They had been watching the screens, but no-one matching Cobb’s description, with or without glasses had been spotted.
The girl gave Cobb a suspicious look as he handed her Wally’s DIC pass as Identity.
“It’s my boss’ name he booked it early this morning for me.”
The girl looked at the official government pass and then looked past him. Cobb turned to the direction of her gaze and noted airport security and armed police heading his way from the left. He was ready for this. He held onto the badge. He felt the silent PSS 6 shot pistol hard against his stomach, tucked into his wait band. He had two left in the magazine and a full six shot clip in his pocket.
The armed police drew and pointed their weapons at him. The girl slid beneath the level of the desk and crawled away. People around ducked behind seats and moved away, though still watching with horrid fascination. Terrorism was all over the news.
“Hands in the air no sudden movements!” One of the policemen loudly commanded.
Cobb turned around holding the pass up.
“Are you armed?”
“Yes and you’re meant to be helping me.” Cobb said calmly watching their eyes.
The policeman approached, two circled Cobb still pointing MP5’s at him.
The officer asked “Where’s the weapon.”
Cobb nodded down with his head. The policeman took the PSS pistol. Cobb waved the pass slowly raising his eyebrows. The policeman took it. He flipped it open and looked it over, noted the right to be armed, looked at Cobb’s face, the hair, the general look.
“Wait a minute you the DIC man?”
“Yes!” Cobb smiled. He had a feeling this would happen. So that’s what they were called. He’d never heard of them before, perhaps they were new like the U. S homeland security.
“Why didn’t you say?”
“Waiting for the right moment, you know, always tricky with these gun situations you know.”
“Right.” The policeman said seeing the sense of Cobb’s calm compliance.
The airport security chief came running up, he had seen the pass and gun handed back from a distance.”
“You the DIC man?” the security chief asked. Cobb nodded “Your man checked in and he’s on the plane do you want it stopped?” The security chief added.
“No not now. I’ll get on with him and follow him. He may lead us to his cell.”
“Good thinking. There’s just time to get you on the flight. I’ll make sure there’s a seat.”
Cobb tasted DIC’s VIP treatment as he was rushed through the security control and made it to the door of the plane which was being held for him. He noted its closing and the jet engines firing up as the Easyjet A320 Airbus began to taxi. He was shown to his allotted seat and passed his booked seat on the way. He couldn’t help but smile, but as he sat down he knew that in an hour they’d be waiting for him in London. He had an hour to find a plan to get off the plane at Gatwick and get away.
After the plane had taken off the DIC team had arrived and Tony had been in the middle of an angry ‘why couldn’t you have done as we asked’ rant at the security chief when he was told in a slow controlled voice that a DIC man had got onto the plane. After some confusion the truth emerged and red faced the DIC team were taken to the security centre. In the security office Jaz was staring at the CCTV screen looking for all intents and purposes at the figure of Wally at the check in desk surrounded by security.
“He had the badge you described. He was armed as described and he wasn’t in any way ruffled or troublesome.” The security chief, a big man with a close shaved head and sharp focussed pale blue eyes stood arms folded, a look of self satisfied confidence on his face.
“But he’d checked in for the seat in the name of Joe Milton.”
“We didn’t know that. When we got to the gate he was there. When we drew weapons the check in girl ducked and got out of the way. As far as we were able to tell the one who booked in the name of Milton had got on the plane already and the man with badge was following”
Tony laughed harshly.
“My god these guys are good. Some front he’s got using Wally’s pass. He must have got a wig.”
“Wigs Up North is best. My uncle got his there.” They all looked at a big build armed policeman at the back of the room.
“I bet it’s near Gun Street right.”
“That’s right Reddenhill Road.”
Tony shook his head again and again. Shadz walked in looking grim.
“Jack is not happy. We’re booked on the next flight to Gatwick, which by the way is on full alert. The pilot knows he has an armed assassin on the plane and they’re ready for anything.”
“When’s our flight?”
“Half an hour and we have to check in early. Weapons and technical stuff to go in the hold by the way”
“Okay let’s go.”
When they had left the security chief looked at the policeman.
“Who the hell are DIC?”
“I’ve never heard of them?”
“I checked with the home office and they said they’re top level secret wouldn’t say any more about it.”
“Well they aren’t that good I mean they cocked this right up.”
“You certain they did?”
“Well they didn’t check to see if their dead operative’s pass was missing did they?”
“Good thinking. Hopefully that puts us in the clear if he hijacks the plane.”
“You think he will?”
“Well he must know they’ll be waiting at Gatwick for him. What’s he going to do jump out over the Midlands?”



Chapter 57


Glasgow
10-30 a.m.
April 18th
Wheeler avoided the shopping centres and went down market. Cash shops mostly, stacks of jeans, cheap sweaters and cheerful, thick socks and clean pants. He bought a razor, deodorant, soap and a towel in a pound shop and left the assistant thinking that he’d rarely seen anyone more in need of the items.
It was ten thirty when with a handful of plastic bags he got on a bus and headed back to Buchanon bus station. He checked the time and went to the toilets. He put the pants, socks, jeans and the old boots on in a cubicle. It wasn’t an unknown sight for down and outs to wash there. One or two patrons gave him looks as he washed and shaved at the sink. In the last ten minutes he was alone drying himself and putting on the new clothes. His bus was due to leave twenty minutes later.



Chapter 58


Glasgow
10 – 40 a.m.
April 18th
David and Beaumont had dumped their rucksacks on each of the single beds in a twin room of the Glasgow Thistle hotel on Cambridge Street.
Both were tired. They'd picked up their car at Glasgow airport and made their way to the hotel. The airport was twenty odd miles outside the city centre and once in the city the traffic had been thick and David didn’t like driving. He took four wrong turns and lost them some time. After check in they’d ordered hot drinks and made their way to the rooms. Neither of them was in a good mood, the night before catching up on them and Beaumont was in a worse mood because of David’s driving.
A knock at the door signalled room service coffee and in Beaumont’s case a slice of chocolate cake.
“Get that David. I’m going to log on.” Beaumont sat at the standard hotel room writing desk, his laptop on the blotter. The start up sequence began and he plugged the cell phone in. At the door David took the tray and thanked the porter.
“Do you ever stop eating?”
“No, but what worries me at the moment is that I’ve not been working out.”
David put the coffee and cake on the table and walked to the window.
“They’re out there somewhere.”
“Hopefully we’ll have a sighting in a minute.” Beaumont said, logged onto the system and sipped his coffee. With no hand free he eyed the cake with anticipation.
“My father lives in Motherwell. I told my wife I might drop by. If we have a moment could we take a drive out there?”
Beaumont slammed the laptop shut and pulled his Sig out and checked the status; he cocked it and put the safety on.
“We’re taking a ride now. Wheeler’s been spotted at the Buchanon Bus station, it was around eight am, but Lawton the spotter said he’d keep watching.”
David pulled out his phone and tried to call the armed police on the way to the lifts, but he lost signal as the phone rang and they entered the lift.
In the lift Beaumont looked at him.
“I’m driving.” Beaumont said flatly.
“Okay.”
“My God David I can’t see why you got so flustered over driving.”
“It’s my weak spot. Everyone’s got a weak spot.”
“I haven’t.” Beaumont replied.
“Yes you have. It’s food. I bet you’re thinking of that cake in the room.”
“Okay, but being constantly hungry is manly. Being a crap driver that’s… well it’s…”
“What?” The lift opened onto the lobby.
“Bizarre in a man like you that’s all.” Beaumont replied.
They were quickly in the car and on their way to the bus station. David rang the police again and finally got through. It was hard making himself understood. The conversation halted when he was finally put on hold waiting to talk to armed response.
“You know where it is?” David asked.
“Yes I do. Five minutes away. I checked.”
“Do you think he’s still there?” David asked.
“The e-mail was after nine this morning and Lawton the local DIC spotter said Wheeler got there after eight fifteen, then left; he says the next London bus is eleven. You could check your laptop for an update see if he’s come back.”
“I didn’t bring it.”
“Damn it David. Are you awake today?” Beaumont said angrily.
“I’m okay, a little shaken by last night that’s all.”
“It’s not amateur night David. We’re after hired killers now focus.”
Armed response answered the phone and Beaumont turned onto Killermont Street, the bus station was mere yards away.
David got out of the car first. The Bus station was busy and they were illegally parked. Beaumont joined him.
“Did you check your gun this morning?”
David shook his head.
“Well you had better find a quiet spot to do it, don’t want to scare the natives. Nip into the toilet and use a cubicle.”
They began walking for the toilets together they were nearly there when Beaumont stopped and looked over at the National Express coach.
“That’ll be his target vehicle. I’ll wait here and watch.”
David walked into the toilet, pushing back the heavy door to find all the cubicles busy. Suddenly there was a man just coming out of a cubicle. David took in the lines of the face as the man passed him, it didn’t quite look like Wheeler. He thought himself edgy, shrugged and pushed the door open on the cubicle that the man had just left. He saw the white bag with the abandoned clothes, but straight away it was the glasses, dimly visible, but pressed against the plastic, that did it for him. Anyone might change clothes, buts no-one left their glasses behind. He rushed back to the door and outside drawing his Sig as he came out.
Wheeler was walking towards the National Express coach and was just level with Beaumont.
“Stay where you are Wheeler! Beaumont it’s Wheeler!” David shouted.
Beaumont spun round trying to draw his weapon, but Wheeler was too close. Wheeler gripped the gun hand just as the Sig cleared the holster and pressed it to Beaumont’s chest. David daren’t shoot with them both in such a tangle and daren’t get close to help as he wanted to back Beaumont up with a clear shot if needed.
There was a muffled crack and Beaumont’s face creased in pain, legs giving way and folding under him he dropped to the floor, Wheeler pulling the gun from his grip as he did so. There were screams and shouts from bus passengers and in the noise David heard sirens approaching.
David stood pointing his weapon like a duellist, side on for a smaller target.
“Drop it Wheeler!” David shouted, suppressing the fear inside and trying not to look at Beaumont stricken on the ground. McKie steeled himself.
Wheeler’s arm came arcing up away from Beaumont and in a back hand, but before the muzzle was on target McKie squeezed the trigger. He aimed for the head and his round struck Wheeler dead centre of the forehead knocking him back, eyes blinded by the smashing of the brain as the bullet ripped through and came out the other side; he fell backwards, no arms out, and smacked flat backed onto the course way in front of the coach, head two feet from the passenger doors.
The Sig 220 rail had clattered to the floor right by its owner. Beaumont lay on the tarmac hand to his chest air rasping in and out quickly his face bearing the concentration it was taking to do the simple task of breathing.
McKie stepped over Wheeler and checked his pulse. He couldn’t help but see the ragged hole in the head the bullet had rent. Wheeler twitched, eyes glazed and the pulse was weak. McKie picked up the pistol and put it in his jacket pocket as he squatted down by Beaumont.
“Jack! Jack! Can you hear me?” Beaumont looked up and nodded. McKie called out to no-one in particular. “Is there an ambulance on the way?”
“Armed police drop the weapon stand up and step away facing me hands in the air. Do it now!” was the answer he got to his question.
David looked into Beaumont’s eyes “You’ll be alright no?”
Beaumont’s eyes in a pain and fear filled place of their own gave him no answer and David felt the danger of the police weapons pointed at him. He took a last look in Beaumont’s eyes and then did exactly as he was told.
Once up he noted the three police vehicles and with relief the arrival of an ambulance, pre called by the armed response team. Officers made their way to Beaumont and another checked Wheeler. David allowed himself to be manhandled and he was made to lie on the ground. He was frisked, the two Sig’s taken and his pass pulled out. The pass was handed to a senior officer who looked very closely at his pass.
David looked up, neck only able to move, his hands cuffed tightly behind his back.
“I’m a civil servant! I have diplomatic immunity; check the pass. My friend the black guy he has the same.” Beaumont was being loaded into an ambulance and the police man wasn’t going to hold up his rapid journey to Stobhill.
“We’ll see about that. I don’t know if you or the dead man over there called us. So you’re going to have to come with me.”
“For God’s sake!” David shouted.
The policeman leaned down.
“I had that Wheeler in the bag at Stobhill yesterday, but he knocked out my constable and got away. I’m going to be very sure of who I let go and give a weapon to today I can tell you laddie.”
McKie nodded it made sense. He was helped up and put in the back of the police car. Forensic teams arrived and that part of the bus station was sealed off, including, unfortunately for the bus passengers, the toilets.
Ten minutes later David was sat in a cell, no shoes, his belongings in a sealed bag at reception, staring at a cell door thinking of Beaumont and of Wheeler’s face as he fell to the ground. He hadn’t said a word. He knew it made sense for them to make sure. The Police Inspector had made it clear that he was personally going to make sure that no assassin got past him on his watch, not after Liverpool and certainly not after Perth last night.
David looked around. He’d sat in customs holding cells with suspected smugglers, but this was the first time he’d been locked in a cell. It was small square and yet high. Fifteen feet from the ground there were opaque glass windows in the ceiling, thick oblong slabs in grill pattern. They let in a grey washed light. The thick steel door had a drop down flap about chest height. A policeman had checked on him through it. The floor was stone and the bed he sat on was a board. There were brown blankets and a rolled up thin blue mattress. It was a holding cell. There was a half walled area with a metal toilet and a flush button. Opposite the bowl was a spy hole similar to that of a domestic door. No privacy and no chance of escape; he’d felt that when the door locked. He had to wait whilst they checked his credentials. He wanted to know how Beaumont was.
He sat there thinking over the incident and each flash of memory brought butterflies to the stomach. After twenty minutes in the cell, the memory repeating itself over and over he made for the metal bowl, noting briefly an eye at the viewing hole in the wall opposite and big man as he was he bent over and was violently sick retching up porridge and coffee.
The time passed with David seeing Beaumont folding to the floor and his fingers twitching as he recalled the single shot opening the hole in Wheeler’s head. With an empty stomach he retched each time the memory of the dead man’s fall popped into his head.
Monty Lawton parked his dark green Mondeo in the visitor’s car park of the police station at Port Dundas Place half an hour after David’s arrival there. He’d had a busy morning. First he’d seen Wheeler, whom he’d been watching for all the previous day. He had also been told to look for Stanton. It was just before he’d been called out today that he’d got through the train station CCTV. His sharp eyes and quick mind had noted the man at Motherwell station, right where he lived. A CCTV backtrack within a ten mile radius had flagged up the lorry at the race track and he was about to call the police when the window inset live stream had shown Wheeler back at the bus station. He’d tried to call McKie, but the phone was engaged. Beaumont’s phone had just asked for messages, since it was still attached to the laptop in the Thistle Hotel. He’d watched with horror the unfolding drama at Buchanon and made a call to Jack. He’d rushed out jumped in the car and driven into the city.
In reception he told them who he was and they’d asked him to wait and whilst waiting his phone rang. The desk sergeant gave him a frown.
“Hi Monty here.. Yes Jack…I’m waiting…You called them yourself… Good…No… Is he? Good. Good… That’s two dead then… Stanton… No idea…but I’ve to get the police here to check a lorry at Hamilton Race Course… I think Stanton’s in the area… Okay… yes, “ he looked over at the desk guiltily “… Yes I am and ready at that. Okay I’ll have him out in a moment. Alright…” The inspector appeared at the desk then the door opened. “Right I’ve to go now. I’ll call back.”
“Mr Lawton?”
“That’s me right enough.”
“Inspector Searle.” They shook hands. “You boss identified this man as one of your own. He’s got some pull your boss. He came off the phone and then the Home Secretary called. Sorry we had to hold him, but we weren’t sure who was who at the bus station.”
“Doesn’t he have a pass like this?” He handed the inspector his pass.
“Yes, but we couldn’t be sure, not after Perth.”
“Sure enough.”
The inspector handed the pass back.
“This pass gives you diplomatic immunity. I’m therefore not able to hold him for the shooting of that man at the bus station. In fact right from the top it says to let him go even though he shot that man, who your organisation are saying is Wheeler, a man picked up after a road accident and found to be armed. He escaped yesterday.”
“Sure enough the man killed by McKie is Wheeler one of the illegal immigrants and according to our organisation a hired assassin.”
“Is that so? I’m not exactly sure who or what your organisation is?”
“You’re not meant to, but take it from us the country’s a better place for that man being dead. I do commend your thinking on holding David until you were sure. Our communications network shows that the Mersey marina murderer managed to get onto a flight this morning using one of our passes and a disguise, so good thinking.”
At that point David came out and was handed his shoes, bag with watch and money in, his pass and his Sig and holster. He was handed a third bag with Beaumont's Sig in it.
“David. I’m Monty Lawton. Glasgow branch.” They shook hands. “Jack Beaumont’s stable, shot through the lung. He had a tricky half hour, but he’s looking good for it right now. I’ve to take you over there.”
“Thanks. Did Wheeler die?”
“Yes he did.” Monty patted his shoulder. “It’s not easy killing a man, it was kill or be killed, plain and simple; it was you or him and he had shot your partner.” David nodded silently.
Lawton took David to the hospital from the police station. The room had been quiet and Beaumont was asleep, wearing a respirator over his face and wired up to a heart monitor. Yellow sunlight brightened the room through angled blinds and hospital noises were distantly muffled by the door. It was a cocoon of quiet, even the heart monitor was set to silent in the room. It crossed David’s mind that it could have been him. He felt a wave of guilt and shame flush through him. He should have taken his laptop. He should have checked his Sig before he left. He should have checked with Lawton by satellite phone. He felt that he had lost the edge he had started out with. He wondered if he had the capacity to do the work. Spencer’s death, the fear of Stanton at the station and a lack of sleep had eroded his mental and physical edge. If it happened once it could happen again. He watched Beaumont breathing for a while as a new father watches the baby and dare not look away for fear it may cease. Lawton gently called him away.
Once back at the hotel David showered and drank a cup of sweet tea. When he was dressed he stood behind Monty Lawton as he sought evidence of Stanton’s whereabouts.
David stood uneasily behind the chair at the desk in the Thistle Hotel. Lawton was logged on to Beaumont’s laptop and was checking the latest communiques. For David it was hard to focus on the screen as the uneaten slice of cake sat accusingly next to Beaumont’s laptop.
“Stanton has gone to ground, there’s no trace after the rail station. He’s either in a house nearby or has stolen a car. I’ve checked reported car thefts, but there’s nothing in my area. Stanton’s good. It makes you wonder just how good DIC are if we can’t track them fast enough to be there waiting for them.”
“Maybe it’s because they’re more used to this intensity and pace.” David said.
“It’s possible. The one that scares me is Mason. He completely disappeared shortly after entry, there’s only that footage at the industrial park and the stolen Alfa found in Glasgow, after that nothing. He must have disguised himself well.”
“That’s true enough, but we did pick them up at point of entry which is better than not at all.”
“True, true,” Lawton logged off. “You’d better call Jack and see what his instructions are. I’ll go and wait in the lobby, I’ll pay the bill.”
“I’d like to go to see my father. He lives in Motherwell, Sunflower Gardens.”
“Some coincidence that’s round the corner from me, I’ll drop you there and you can pop back round after your visit and we’ll sort out what Jack wants you to do.”
“Okay. Thanks Monty. It’s been quite a day and it’s not over.”
“Like I said killing someone isn’t easy.”
“Have you?”
“Yes. I was in the parachute regiment. I’m rare for DIC. I was recruited in the eighties after I came back from the Falklands. I don’t have a degree, but for some reason they head hunted me and here I am. Yes I’ve seen death. If action doesn’t leave an outer scar like the one Beaumont will have it leaves one on the inside. I’ll be in the lobby.”
David nodded. The door closed behind Monty and David sat heavily on the bed and held his phone.”
“David, are you well?” Jack asked.
“Yes, but I’m a little shaken and a bit overawed by events. I’m okay though.”
“Good. You did well…”
David interrupted.
“I made mistakes and I got Beaumont hurt.”
“You did well David. Firstly these men are trained killers, no mercy. You are not a trained killer. Secondly whatever you didn’t do right didn’t get you or Beaumont killed. Wally went casually and unarmed. His mistake got him killed. Thirdly these men are extremely dangerous especially as they don’t seem to want to be taken alive. I can’t imagine the price being paid for their services, but it must be high. No you did fine, but perhaps you had better come back to London, report in and go home. You’ve done enough. Consider your two week duty done.”
“Thanks Jack. I’m going to visit my father, he lives near Monty.”
“That’s a good idea, then home to that family of yours and just home monitoring for you. I’ll arrange counselling services to visit you at home for next week.”
“Thanks Jack.”
“There’ll be a Lear Jet at Glasgow Airport in one and a half hours. We’ll fly you in to Stansted.
“Thanks again Jack.”
“Good job David. I’ll see you for lunch in fact can I order you a sandwich?”
“Yes cheese and piccalilli.”
“Okay. See you then.”
David hung up. There’d been no hint from Jack that he thought McKie had failed, but David didn’t like the fact that he was being sent home before his two weeks were up. There was a crisis on and Jack had called in extra teams. He was sure that Jack had felt that he had failed. He packed up the gear, took both rucksacks and went down to the lobby where Monty was waiting. They climbed into the green Mondeo silently, Monty noting David’s sullen face. He was diplomatically silent for the first half of the journey.
They drove out of Glasgow and onto the M74. It wasn’t until the car cruised along the roads adjacent to the Clyde where bright green trees and flashes of light lancing off the water made for so peaceful and calm a scene that Monty felt disposed to break into David’s deep thoughts.
“What did Jack say?”
“He said there’ll be a jet for me in an hour and a half. I’ve to go home, to Dover, duty over.”
“That’s good. Have they arranged someone to talk to you?”
“It’s being done. Is that usual?”
“For DIC yes, they take any trauma seriously. Other firms or services might not.”
“I didn’t know.”
“You thought he was sending you home with a flea in your ear to be nannied by some psychotherapist?”
“It seemed like it.”
Monty laughed.
“What’s so funny?” David asked.
“Well…” Monty paused thinking “…everyone thinks it’s like the films. Blazing away with a gun, watching people die, all that blood and death and then at the end you kiss the girl and it’s alright. You’re not James Bond you know. In fact the man you killed today is more like James Bond. He was a hired killer. People like that are desensitized to death as all the bodies turning up demonstrate. When the army trains it’s to do three things. The first is follow orders, the second is work together and be loyal and the third is that they brutalise you so that being able to kill people is easier than it naturally feels. Thing is that afterwards it can eat into the brain; the mind gets fractured by trauma. I should know. I got help from DIC I wouldn’t have got it from the MoD.”
“I suppose that’s true. My father was in the Black Watch.”
“Was he now? How has he coped?”
“He’s not bad. He had a drink thing for a while after he was invalided out, but it cleared up when my mother died and he had to look after me.”
“You see his therapy was throwing himself into care. That would have brought out the human again. Jack is sending you home for your safety. You’ve done something that we’re taught is bad, you’ve killed. So you go home… got a family?”
The car crossed the rail bridge onto Merry Street. David knew where he was.
“Yes a wife, pregnant, and a son.”
“So you see your dad, I drive you to the plane and you go home to Dover, hug your wife play with your son and sit the rest of this one out. We work as a team. You’ve done a tough bit of this job for us and it’s time to be substituted.”
“You’re right. Thanks Monty.”
Finally on Parneuk Street Monty turned into Sunflower gardens. He pulled up, but didn’t turn the engine off.
“I’m up the road from here, round the corner past Thyme Square. Walk round in about twenty minutes and I’ll take you to the airport.”
David got out and knocked on the door. His father opened it, leaning on his stick, his tall figure mildly stooped by the limp.
“Hello son. You’d better come in.”
The door closed behind David and Monty pulled up at his house around the corner completely unaware that Trevor Stanton, the man that he and the whole DIC organisation were searching for, was asleep in the house opposite him.



Chapter 59


Manchester to London Gatwick Flight Approaching London
11-30 a.m.
April 18th
Cobb wasn’t aware that the plane’s pilot had been informed of the presence of an armed criminal on the plane, but he guessed that as much would be said and that the cabin crew would also be informed and be told to act naturally.
Down at Gatwick armed police were gathering and a plan to evacuate the plane quickly had been formed.
Cobb sat on the plane for a full ten minutes contemplating the ticking clock and what he knew would be an armed reception at Gatwick and for this reason it should have been a nerve racking flight, full of anticipation and fear, but the nature of his work had instilled in him the ability to make the most of quiet moments; he could switch off from the surrounding or impending dangers, just as he could skirt around the moral issues of the deaths incurred or occurring as a result of his work. He dealt with dangers and fears when the moment came and not before.
It was twenty minutes into the flight that he had a plan. It was simple enough. He would wait until the plane had landed and go to the back emergency exit of the plane and whilst it was taxiing drop the emergency ‘slide’.
The Airbus A320 had the emergency exit at the back and he hadn’t too far to go to get to it. He made a short reconnaissance trip and looked over the door, after making sure that the cabin crew were busy elsewhere, and felt sure of his being able to do it. He thought carefully about his quite literally hitting the ground whilst the plane was still moving and he knew he must relax and parachute roll off the slide. He didn’t relish the thought, but escape across the airport, even in a state of high alert would be easier then than being trapped by entering the terminal.
Cobb settled down, ordered drinks from the well informed cabin crew, knowing that they would have been warned of his potential danger and he would be treated with kid gloves. The bourbon and ice in the plastic cup burned a warming passage through him and he felt anguished that he wouldn’t have the chance for a cigarette before the moment of potential danger came; the word terminal came to mind in both its meanings. He resolved to make sure that Gatwick wasn’t the termination of his journey in any respect. Paying was the way to get anything on the Easyjet flight and he handed over the exorbitant amount for yet another measure of Bourbon, purely medicinal purposes he felt; painkillers were going to be a must.
The plane began its descent into London Gatwick and Cobb readied himself for the fight of a lifetime. Aside from the fear of injury on his jump he knew that he would be up against a fair number of armed men. He recalled nights in foreign countries; the knot in the stomach going in; the killing sometimes up close, knife or silenced machine pistol and sometimes from a distance watching the target drop through a night scope. He recalled the mission extraction, tense faces, sometimes barking dogs in the distance, every sound making fingers twitch near triggers and the hunted look in every team member’s eyes. As a Navy Seal he’d had respect and admiration, now killing for his own services he was a criminal and every government force was unfriendly.
The Airbus ‘plumped’ onto the runway and began decelerating rapidly. Cobb swirled his head from left to right window across the plane orientating as fast as he could. He noted the control tower as he had passed and picked it as a good spot to head for.
As the plane began its taxiing the passengers, in spite of instructions, began getting out of seats to ready themselves to deplane. Cobb rose from his seat and made his way to the back of the plane. He knew there would be mild depressurisation on opening the door, but not as extreme as if he had done it in the air. There were enough people in the gangways to cover his movements and once at the door he straight away pulled the emergency handles and opened it.
The air blast sucked people in the gangways over and Cobb held onto a nearby grip waiting for the slide to deploy which it did. The engine sounds forced their way through the cabin.
In the cockpit the pilot noted the open door alarm and radioed the terminal. It was with a great relief, after a flight locked in his cabin, fearing hijack and knowing that the end of the journey might see a hostage situation, with the added thought that Cobb might break his own neck jumping out, that the pilot settled back to taxi into Gatwick. In the cabin behind him there was mild mayhem, oxygen masks had dropped and cabin crew went into emergency procedures, but also with a sense of relief that the killer and his gun were elsewhere.
It had been noted that using the emergency exit had been one of their possible scenarios for Cobb’s attempted escape and considered a likely action, but not as likely, to their orthodox thinking, as hostage taking. Cobb had dismissed such an idea as likely to lead to entrapment and death.
In the arrivals, which had been cleared, the chief inspector radioed his colleagues below the arrival gate on the plane parking concourse. Three deployed cars were quickly despatched.
Cobb jumped onto the escape slide the moment it had opened and as he got to its centre the mild jet wash twisted it like washing on a line, folding him inside, then with a twist back it unfolded and he rolled heavily to the tarmac in a complete somersault and to his momentary amazement landed on his feet. It took less than half a second to spot the tower, two hundred metres back and he began running, holding the shoulder bag to his chest and reaching for the silenced pistol.
The passing of the plane making its way to the terminal halted the three cars with a breathtaking moment of fear for the pilot who saw them ahead of him, as he turned left, the heavy plane edging round, and the police in their cars too not having thought of the plane, but of the chase turned dramatically left and right from its path.
Cobb, in spite of the effects of cigarettes, arrived at the control tower twenty eight seconds after landing on the runway. He was sure he had seen cars there and that meant a speedier exit. At times during his sprint he had felt exposed and almost felt the sniper’s cross hairs on his head, but having reached the safety of the surrounding hedges and no shot hitting home he felt some relief.
Airport security was raised to top level terrorist alert and every gate entrance and exit was guarded by armed men and women.
Once on the runway the three cars drove to likely locations, but not to the control tower as there was a unit there already, which came as a shock to Cobb as he rounded the hedge to face two armed police with MP5 submachine guns, held at waist level, standing in front of a neon striped Land Rover.
A moving streak of pure instinct Cobb side dived to the ground as the faster of the two men facing him presented the MP5, set at two to three round burst, at waist level and pulled at the trigger. As the ten millimetre rounds, wasp like, buzzed over his body, missing him by a couple of centimetres, he aimed and fired the PSS. His first shot, fired in mid fall shot the shooting man through the groin; its upward trajectory sent it through his testicles in a burning, agonizing sweep upwards through his lower bowel and lodged it in his buttock. The second closely followed shot, aimed better from a firm position on the floor, punched through the second man’s eye in a diagonal across the brain cutting communication and disabling him ready for death by bleeding. Both men strangely hit the ground together.
Cobb, rapidly on his feet, stepped over, took away all weapons, ripped radio mikes from the uniforms, and took the dying man’s utility belt, as he did this he mused on the fact that the body armour had covered none of the points he’d aimed for. He was about to leave when a thought struck him. He stepped back to the first man, curled up in a foetal ball of agony. Cobb ejected the empty clip, slid in the full one from his pocket and pressed the short barrel to the back of the wounded policeman’s neck.
“You’ll be paraplegic, not dead, unless you tell me your call sign now.”
“X Ray Delta three.” The man breathed out through gritted teeth.
“Good man.” He removed the wig and the duffle coat, put on the man’s chequered peaked cap and donned a black nylon rain coat from boot. He strapped the belt on over it. It was sparse, but it made him less noticeable, at least from a quick look or a distance.
Holding his groin the policeman felt the sticky hotness of blood on his hand. He heard the engine of the Land Rover start, there was a rush of air and metal as it passed near his head and then it faded to the distance. He began dragging himself along the ground to the entrance of the control tower where he knew there would be armed security, locked inside, but the door was glass and one look at him would get him help and set alarm bells ringing.
Cobb drove along quickly following signs for the Cargo area. He called in on the radio declaring a sighting of himself near the terminal sending the searching units that way.
Driving straight across the cargo area he saw an exit, not blocked, but guarded. He rolled up, PSS pistol on his lap, knowing that the height of the window gave him perfect advantage.
The two policemen guarding the cargo area exit to Larkins Road saw what they thought was a colleague approaching. The Land Rover drew up and both men stood aside waiting to speak to the driver. It was too late that they saw the unknown face in the adjacent car window and were just too late to raise weapons and fire as two deadly silent 7.62 millimetre rounds killed each man stone dead with a shot each to the heart.
Cobb accelerated onto Larkins Road and was a rapidly moving blur on Perimeter Road, unstopped because of the vehicle, along with his use of lights and siren, and unrecognisable because of his speed. He was at the Gatwick exit to the London Road when the felled officer crawled into the view of a colleague behind the locked door of the control tower entrance and by then he was weak through blood loss and pain. His wounded form and the subsequent discovery of his dead colleague alerted them to the stolen vehicle and calls to the cargo exit guards unanswered led them to understand the mode and direction of Cobb’s escape.
In the stolen police car he listened to the calls coming and going and the extent of their search, waiting to hear of the downed men, but it wasn’t until he was hammering a groove up the London Road, siren blaring, lights painting a blue streak, that he heard anything on the radio and then it was a bit of a shock; followed by his harsh laugh.
“You listen to me Cobb, you murdering bastard it’s shoot to kill as far as you’re concerned, but my god we’ll make it last so you run… We’ll be on you in a minute…"
Cobb flicked the radio off. The first thought that entered his head was to dump the vehicle.
It took the police ten minutes to get a chopper to the scene and by then Cobb had entered Horley. He parked up in a street near the station, driving onto an empty driveway and under its covered car port. He took the black nylon gun bag out of the boot, put the MP5 and some ammunition in, along with the contents of his own bag, the assassin’s bag of tricks, and walked quickly, but calmly to the railway station. He had a bare five minute wait for a train and DIC, unaware of his near police uniform look, desperately scouring the CCTV around Gatwick, missed him.
He then took a short trip as far as Merstham, detrained and following enemy evasion tactics decided to head some distance on foot. He headed for the sound of the motorway and finding the M25 disappeared into the shrubbery around its edge. He began following the M25 knowing that it would lead him closer to central London.
The police helicopters searched a grid of ever increasing circles yet in spite of thermal imaging equipment they weren’t successful as Cobb had gone beyond the outer circle of their search and not every hot body image amongst trees, near the motorway or not, could be investigated.



Chapter 60


London Euston Tower
12 Noon
April 18th
Jack Fulton watched the midday news in the screen banked room. It was a horror story of failure and foolishness.
The BBC news was awash with bodies and massed armed security. The Manchester Arndale bomb alert, news of the morning, and the subsequent alert at Manchester Airport was eclipsed by the Gatwick high security alert, which, with the added drama of the shootings, was the main story. In addition footage of police at Hamilton Race track removing the body of the truck driver, grisly scenes of the covered body removed from the refrigerated van in Inverness and police divers bobbing near a boat on the Moray Firth as a crane pulled a taxi, bleeding seawater, up and around to land were only eclipsed by the sight of the wrecked traffic police Volvo pursuit car buried nose down and police struggling to lift a bagged body up the wet muddy sides of Beech Bottom Dyke.
When it came to Glasgow Buchanon bus station there were pictures of blood on the floor and interviews with witnesses. The news reader turned to screen.
“These suspects are leaving in their wake a trail of bodies. Security services have accounted for two of the five hunted men whose aim and objective is as yet unknown. We are expecting a statement from Tarquin Robinson Home Office Minister, within the next ten minutes, we’ll bring you that live when it begins.”
Fulton was pulled from his entranced viewing of the news by the ring of his phone. Shadz, Jaz and Tony had finally landed, after obvious delays, at Gatwick. Jack told them to get to Euston and report to him in his office.



Chapter 61


London MI6 Offices
12 Noon
April 18th
“We have very little information at the moment regarding the intentions of the possible terrorists and their intended targets. Needless to say we are very concerned about the number of deaths related to their entry into the country. I cannot at this time say how many of them there are nor obviously give any more information about those we are aware of. We have three that we know about and pictures have been released to the press. We warn member of the public, if they see these men, to keep well clear and contact the police. The men are armed and dangerous. Our sympathy goes out to the families of those who have been so callously murdered and rest assured we will bring these men to justice. That’s all.” Tarquin Robinson, home office minister ended his press statement.
Sternway switched off the small portable television in his office after watching Robinson and turned to the two men in front of him. He leaned elbows on his desk and put his two neatly manicured hands together in what looked like prayer, resting his nose on the steeple of finger tips, his eyes clearly focused on the gap between the two standing men.
“You bloody well chose them and they’re committing mass murder out there. There are dead police, dead civilians and one dead DIC operative, not to mention thefts of cars, money and shoplifting; oh and one dead police dog.”
“We weren’t to know it was going to go this way.” Joe said quietly
“No. They do seem keen. You don’t think we’ve offered too much?” Sternway asked.
“No men like these come at a price and when the first or last man so to speak, if it comes to that, hears the details of the job they’ll expect a lot.”
“I’m going to have a hard time making good this damage if it comes to light.”
“Only DIC could possibly get any evidence and we’ll make sure they don’t.” Joe said firmly.
“Good point. No more talk over phones, in fact no more talk within possible range of any kind of radio mike and have a team sweep my house and our office section for bugs.” Sternway looked at each man in turn. “This had better work. As for that maniac Cobb I’d rather he didn’t make it. His capture or death will at least satisfy DIC and the public. He’s near London, so he may get to the contact point first. Have the contact set him up in a hotel and then when that’s done let the police know where he is. That’s all, you can go.” Sternway turned to the window and his men left the room. The extermination or E order had been given on Cobb

Chapter 62

London
Home Office
1 p.m.
April 18th
“Yes Prime Minister. We are making progress. DIC do seem to be a step behind though as far as I can tell. I’ll keep you posted. I’ll prepare to make statement.”
Robinson put the phone down and reached into the inside pocket of his tailored suit. His permanent secretary often joked that Robinson’s tailor charged overtime rates for the making of the suits.
Robinson pulled out the Bic ‘disposable’ cell phone and rang the only number in the memory.
“Hello sir.” Before Robinson could speak the voice said sharply, “No names please.”
“Hello. I’m extremely unhappy at the way things are turning out.”
“I was sure you would be hence the item you are at this moment holding and the current conversation. As far as I’m concerned it’s going well.”
“The publicity is appalling and the… top man has just spoken to me and he’s unhappy.”
“Is he unhappy with you?”
“Not any more I pointed out who he ought to be unhappy with.”
“Good then the purpose is being served.”
“There are a good too many… Bodies…”
“Collateral damage as our friends across the Atlantic have so beautifully named it. In my business that’s usual.”
“Are you sure you don’t want to stop now?”
“Such a waste if we do and ultimately it’ll give more power to those who desire it and an end to such an inconvenience.”
“I’m still unsure.”
“Think of it as you being the manager of the winning team. We are a team aren’t we sir?”
Robinson sighed and thought hard. It was an outcome he’d be pleased about, it was the process that was bothering him.
“Yes.”
“Hang on to the item, but dispose of it if it becomes necessary. Feel free to chat again, though not too frequently.”
“I will.”
The lined went dead.
At his end Sternway looked at the orange Bic disposable cell phone and his mouth twisted in distaste. They all had a lot to gain with this. He felt sure that his plan would work. The old boy ought to have more guts. Sternway suddenly laughed, one of his rare laughs, very rare, but the unintended pun really tickled him.
Back in his office Robinson put the orange coloured Bic cell phone back in his inside pocket. He remembered Cole. He suddenly felt like a rabbit that had fallen into a snake pit.



Chapter 63


Motherwell Glasgow
1-30 p.m.
April 18th
Stanton had slept well and felt refreshed. His old friend had the good grace to feed him and let him rest. Stanton took himself to the bathroom and had a cold shower. His friend hearing the shower began cooking bacon, eggs, fried bread, Scottish sausage, black pudding and fried tomatoes.
As he came out the shower Stanton smelt the food and felt good. Clarky was much the same build as him and Stanton dressed in the Khaki camouflage trousers, the thick black leather belt pulled tight, a stretched white T-Shirt over his muscular upper body and that was covered with a chunky beige sweater. He put on thick socks and happy that Clarky had the same size feet laced up the worn brown walking boots. The clothes were comfortable and durable. The boots felt good. He felt like a new man, a better man from yesterday. Clarky called him down to get something to eat.



Chapter 64


Glasgow, Motherwell
1-30 p.m.
April 18th
David sat in an armchair leaning back. His father sat opposite holding the Sig 220 rail, turning it over in his hands. They’d sat and had lunch, small talk had passed between them, but the ‘elephant in the room’ had remained un-remarked upon until they had sat down together in the lounge after lunch and David’s father had asked after the weapon he was carrying.
“It’s a neat enough weapon so it is.”
“It did the job.”
“Some job for a history graduate son of mine.”
“Oh come on father…” David sighed.
“I didn’t work those years under fire and in danger to watch you do the same. I had hoped you’d find a nice, clean safe job.” His father said aggrieved.
“Well it looked like it up to a point… But…” David tried to think of something to say, but his father’s sadness took his words away.
“I never told you about the things I saw, but I told your mother, god rest her and she told me she worried every day I was in Ireland. Mary’s pregnant and there’s your son. You can’t put her through that.” His father handed the weapon back and looked him in the eye.
“I know… I know… but I can’t run away…you taught me that you know.” David smiled and his father softened.
“Well I might have been wrong. What have you to do now?”
“I’ve been sent home and I’m to get counselling.”
“Good. Firstly you don’t play the hero. You let someone else chase these men. Second you take the counselling. We got none of that and I can tell you I still see things that’d turn any man’s stomach.” His father said rising from his chair.
David rose from his seat. His father had moved after his mother had died; too many memories in the old house his father had said. Around him though were pictures, familiar items, pictures of their family life such as it had been. David’s gaze was caught and trapped by the image of himself, at his own son Conor’s age, on his father’s shoulders, a photo taken by his mother, in woods in Devon.
“David. Don’t get yourself killed.”
For the first time in his life David saw tears in his father’s eyes. “I can’t stand to lose anyone else, not after your mother and where would Mary and the children go?” His father’s voice was cracking slightly.
David closed on his father and for the first time since he was a child the big man embraced him in a tight strong hug. They stood for a moment and broke away from each other his father patting his back.
“Now look what you’ve brought me to, blubbing like a woman, away with you.”
David picked up his bag and holstered the Sig.
“I’ll call you. Maybe you should come down sometime.”
“Aye take good care son.”
David left the house, pausing before he closed the door behind him. A prayer to get home safely passed through his mind and he began the short walk around the corner to Monty’s house.
Stanton stood at the window of Clarky’s house a mug of tea in his hand staring through the net curtains at the white satellite dish on the house opposite.
“My god Trev you’re right in it pal and no mistake. Jesus the dog too.”
“Well you remember that time…” Stanton began.
“Yes but that was war my friend.” Clarky said.
“I need a way out, one that doesn’t show me up on CCTV.” Stanton said suddenly
“You do right enough. Listen I’ve an idea, I’ll just get a map.” Clarky left the room.
Clarky had been glad to see his friend, but he wanted him out of the house. He’d seen the news and asked about the lorry at the race course. Part of him was praying that Stanton had enough regard for him not to kill him.
At the window Stanton started suddenly as David walked up the street and onto the path of the house he was looking at. He instantly recognised the big Scotsman from the railway station at Perth. He stepped back into the shadow of the curtains.
“What is it?” Clarky was back in the room.
Stanton turned to face him eyes blazing.
“Did you grass me up?” Stanton hissed.
“Good God no Trev why do you think that?”
Stanton grabbed him by the arm and thrust him to the window.
“You see the big man going in? Well he was at Perth station last night. Why would security be here?”
“I don’t know, but he’s not come here, to my door has he and there’s no armed police out there.”
Stanton let go his arm and let out a laugh. It was true enough. They were looking for him and he knew it must be the DIC people.
“DIC the white satellite dish! So that’s how they do it. I’m sorry my friend I’m a little nervous.”
He watched from the window as Clarky laid out the map on the coffee table. McKie came out with Monty and they got into the car.
“I’ll be seeing you again some day no doubt.” Stanton said to the vehicle as it passed fixing McKie’s form and face in his memory.
“Come away. I’ve a good plan to get you out. It’ll even give you a choice as to whether to continue with this job or disappear.”
They went to the map.
“The other side of Glasgow is the Clyde Marina with boats of all kinds. I’ll drive you up. There’ll be at least one boat leaving at some point this afternoon and if there isn’t I’m sure you’ll think of something.”
“Good idea, keep going.”
“You can travel down the coast and pick any point to stop and go inland or as I said just keep going.”
“Good. Let’s get ready then. How long will it take to get there?”
“An hour or so.” Clarky said
“You’re a good comrade.” Stanton patted his shoulder.
“We’ve been through too much for me to let you down.” Clarky said warmly.
Stanton looked him in the eyes. “… but you’ll be glad when I’m gone.” He said bringing the truth he saw in Clarky’s eyes into the open.
“Yes. I’m sorry, but that’s the truth of it. Look… when you’ve done this job… if there’s trouble make your way back here… if you have to.” Clarky trailed off speaking.
Stanton slapped him on the shoulder again. He was grateful, but he knew that Clarky was just making himself useful enough not to be killed. It was a bad business when a man’s friend feared him as much as his enemies.



Chapter 65


Lear Jet to London
2-10 p.m.
April 18th
Monty had seen David to the plane. It was a mild spring day with a light cold breeze and yet David felt chilled walking to the steps of the white Lear jet. There were no other passengers and he sat alone with his thoughts as the jet pushed him back into his seat and rose into the sky.
He looked from the window to the map like view below. England lay below him like a child’s table full of tiny toys. It was no game though and he knew it. He thought of the flight to Scotland, he thought of Beaumont and with a sudden start he thought of his wife. He went to the back of the plane and picked up the phone.
In the Dover semi the phone rang for a good few rings. Mary was slow on her feet and waddled down the stairs to the hall. David was about to hang up when she answered.
“Hello love it’s David.”
“Oh thank god! I’ve just had a call from your father. Are you coming home?”
“Aye I’ve to go to London and collect my things. I’m on a plane.”
“My god when I saw the news today I was worried half to death. Are you okay?”
“Careworn love I miss you.”
“I miss you too. Come on home Davey.”
“I’m on my way. Early evening is when I’ll get there.”
“Okay love. You can tell me all about it.”
“Okay. I love you.”
“Are you on a plane?”
“Aye.”
“Call me when you land and then call when you get on the train.”
“Okay love.”
“Bye.”
David put the phone down. He thought about the fact that on the way out he’d had tears in his eyes when he thought of being killed and taken from his family and had then thought he would make sure he didn’t get hurt. How close had it been though? He didn’t feel like crying now. He was changed. He felt a sudden flow of strength. He’d made mistakes sure enough, but he’d shot Wheeler dead and much as it had pained him to think of having killed a man it felt suddenly good to be the one talking to his wife, sitting on the plane, going home. He felt bad about Beaumont, but at least he’d shot the man who’d wounded his partner. It could have been a lot worse. He found strength and solace in his survival and the scar across his psyche hardened, healing like the hands of manual workers, creating a first layer of tougher skin across the novice softness and making it easier for him to work at his own labour. David had his first taste of hardening from experience as far as mortal combat was concerned.



Chapter 66


London Vauxhall
2-30 p.m.
April 18th
The Priory Arms in Vauxhall on Landsdowne Way seemed innocuous enough to Charley Cobb. He’d made himself presentable, ditched the pseudo police look and walked miles around the M25 and finally when he got far enough into London he’d taken a taxi to Vauxhall. It had been no mean feat. Most of the day was gone and he needed to make contact. Only the buyer could offer safety of that he was sure. It would go badly if he wasn’t the first there, but he might be able to get a ticket out as a consolation prize, either that or do for the competition. He was getting desperate.
The contact, Peter Brook, was sitting at a window table. Brook was a solidly built, stocky man in his early thirties. He had light brown hair, side parted in a neat college boy style. He was wearing a brown pin stripe suit, Next, Machine washable. The cut was good on Next off the peg suits, he could get trousers to fit, jackets a bit bigger on the chest and body, with shorter sleeves for his muscular stocky arms. He wore black framed spectacles for reading. He took them off and displayed light hazel eyes which took on a hard pebble like quality when he saw Cobb approach the pub through the window looking over the small front of house ‘beer garden’. He watched him walk past, then return and enter.
Cobb had no idea how they would make contact. He was tired and dusty. He didn’t have to push his way to the bar, the pub wasn’t busy yet.
Brook had been there every day for the last two. He’d sat at the window table, spending money on drinks, to keep the landlord happy, buying lunch there and for his cover reading a racing post and pretending to make bets on a cell phone. He’d got know every face and knew the faces of the five men he was expecting, but knowing that even disguised he’d know anyone who wasn’t a regular.
Cobb, pint in hand, turned to face the room. Brook looked him directly in the eyes. He knew Cobb. He’d been surprised at how good the sketch in the papers had been. He nodded, putting a knowing look in his eyes. Cobb made his way over.
“I’m supposed to meet an employer here today.”
“That’d be me. You’re Cobb right?”
“Yes.”
“I’m Brook, you’ve been busy.”
“Am I first here?”
“Yes. You still want the job?”
“Yes, but I need to get out of sight.”
“I’ll arrange it. I get you to a hotel tonight and drop the details of the job in tomorrow.”
“Good.”
“My car’s around the corner. Let’s go.”
“You lead.” Cobb relieved nearly lost his edge of survival.
Brook rose and they got to the door. Cobb put his hand into the shoulder bag, gripped his pistol and pushed the bag against the Brook’s back.
“It’s for sure that after it’s passed through the bag it’ll have enough energy to rip a path into you and lodge itself somewhere nasty and as this is a Russian made PSS no-one is going to hear a thing when if I pull the trigger. Walk steadily and don’t move too far ahead of me.”
“Okay Cobb. Take it easy. I’m to take you to Claridge’s Hotel set you up in a good suite, order food and get you ready for the job.”
“What is the job?”
“I don’t know. I’m just a link in the chain.”
They got to a plush and polished black Honda Accord S type saloon. The contact blipped it and unlocked the doors. Cobb looked around and let the contact get in the driver’s side. He put the black bag on the back seat and got in after it. The contact looked at his face in the mirror.
“Okay no tricks. The round doesn’t have to pass through the bag now, know what I mean?” Cobb said quietly.
“Sure enough. Look Cobb just relax a little. Even if you don’t trust me I’m all you’ve got. Without us and the job you’ll have a hell of a time getting out of the country or going home for that matter.”
Cobb lowered the PSS pistol’s barrel which had been pointing at the back of the Brook’s seat. He didn’t put it away.
The black Honda Accord purred quietly way from the bright blue fronted pub and headed into central London.



Chapter 67


Baker Street Area of London
3 p.m.
April 18th
The phone rang waking Mason from a deep and comfortable sleep. He reached out lifted the receiver and acknowledged the call. A shower, change and coffee saw him ready for an outing into London. He’d removed the self manufactured false facial hair and looking at himself in the mirror he decided to get his head shaved to the length of the shortest hairs and he decided to dye it back to his natural black. He knew he’d have to buy clothes and decided on Oxford Street. There was the matter of cash and whilst bathing he’d run through the hotels he’d seen. Mentally picturing each one led to his choice of the Sherlock Holmes Hotel on Baker Street. A visit to the laundry room in this hotel would yield enough kitchen uniform to access the hotel at the back.
He left the Bickenhall Hotel room around three thirty. He decided to go unarmed. He locked the pistol in the small room safe using a self made combination and hoped for the best.
It was all too easy to get the laundry room and staff access areas. Most people hesitated, were nervous or held back in out of bounds areas, but having the confidence to just walk through the doors marked staff only and do so with an affected air of rectitude was one of the skills that delineated the successful in the killing trade. The trick was to look like you belonged there.
There was no lock on the staff door around the corner from reception and he pushed it open and made his way down a narrow stair case to a basement area. There was a decent though not large sized open area in front of him, a small lift to his left and storage rooms behind him and to his right.
To his delight the laundry baskets were sitting waiting to be taken away near a cellar hatch hydraulic hoist. He was at the back of the hotel and there were steps up beside the hoist and he could smell fresh air. He opened a basket and without cringing waded through the linen. Sure enough there were aprons, blue check trousers and white cotton tops, even white kitchen caps, at the bottom. He held a number of them up to look at, senses alert to the possible arrival of an employee. The third pair of trousers he pulled out, tomato stained and mucky around the trouser cuffs, were his size roughly and he found a white top with a variety of splashes and smelling of stale sweat which was roughly the right size too. The sound of the lift hurried his decision. He took the items, rolled them under his arm and climbed the steps into the fresh air.
Just around the corner from his hotel on Montagu Row he found a hair salon. The girl wasn’t impressed by his badly cut and poorly dyed hair. He needed an appointment and as the receptionist had taken pity on him when he’d told the story of a stag night binge and waking to find his hair damaged and dyed. They had a stylist available and she said she’d fit him in at five. She frowned at rolled bundle of dirty chef’s clothing and his shabby clothes. He’d shrugged his shoulders knowing she’d assume the worst.
The tube took him to the Oxford Circus, where he knew he’d get some clothes. He was also looking for a launderette. He walked amongst the crowds aware of the CCTV cameras watching, but knowing that he could not be spotted in the huge crowds of shoppers. Thanks to the brown hair and even without the fake facial hair he was the wrong shaped needle in a haystack.
He picked out the Diesel shop and bought himself a much more in touch look. The shop assistant gave him sad looks, thinking that it was another middle aged man having a trend crisis. Mason spent over four hundred pounds including a leather coat and shoes.
When he paid it struck him that he ought to change now.
“Do you mind if I change here?” The assistant raised an eye brow and Mason gave him the deadest of cold stares, hardening his face. The youth looked down
“Yeah sure no problem.”
Having used the cubicle to change in and feeling more human and much more like himself out of the Oxfam clothes he strode over to the counter. The youth was serving a customer.
“Bin that lot mate. Ta.” Mason said breezily.
Mason dumped the bag full of old clothes on the counter and walked out. He was feeling fine. Tonight he was going to have fun and tomorrow he was going to make contact and make a million pounds on one hit.
It took him five minutes to find a launderette two streets away in Marshall Place. It was fully attended so he left the small bundle to be washed and ironed and decided, looking at his watch and seeing it was four thirty, to find a bar and have drink. A short walk down the road he found the John Snow Pub. It was half full. He ordered a pint of lager and sat at the bar watching the clock. He caught his reflection in the mirrored surface behind the bottles on optics and frowned at himself. He looked down at his new clothes and smiled. ‘Nearly there.’ He thought.
Within half an hour he had collected his stolen kitchen uniform and caught the underground back to Baker Street. He had just about run out of ready cash.



Chapter 68


London
4 p.m.
April 18th
After the landing at Stansted Airport David was taken by car around Long Border Road, along Coppice Road and through the Avenues to the airport plane parking area where there was a helicopter waiting to take him into central London.
The trip was different to the outward journey and David noted that London looked rather more mundane from air by daylight than it had at night. He mused on the fact that perhaps he had been full of expectation on the night journey out and on this return he was deflated and jaded.
As the helipad came into view below them David got more of a sense of the scale of the building than on the outward journey. He was not dwarfed or made to feel insecure by the sense of the huge machine of which he was a part. He felt a certain relief and comfort in coming in to land on the top of his base. He had felt alone and isolated at times on the ‘mission’, but as the helicopter bumped down the strength of the department and the threads of its power stretching across the country imbued him with a sense that the remaining assassins would be brought to book one way or another.
Out of the helicopter it was windy on the roof and he quickly made his way to the lift and into the warm conditioned air. After the short lift ride he made his way to Jack’s office. Magda told him to wait in a chair and gave him a warm smile.
David was lost in his thoughts for some minutes when the sharp opening of the office door and Jack’s friendly tones beckoned him in.
“David. Good to see you back safely come in. Magda hold all calls until further notice.”
David sat in the chair opposite Jack’s and looked at the grey sky and gloomy clouds held at bay by the thick protective glass of the DIC building. Jack sat opposite. David looked at the desk and saw a Sig 220 and two full magazines of ammunition lying beside it. They were stark against the scattered papers. He refocused his eyes on his boss’ face.
“Well the good news is that Jack Beaumont will make a full recovery. I’ll need a report, but you can type that and e-mail it tomorrow. By all accounts Wheeler was a nasty piece of work and the kill was necessary, even unavoidable. I’ve seen the bus station CCTV. I’m amending procedures for active rota at the moment since the last two incidents.”
“I’m sorry Jack it was all a bit intense and not at all as easy as it appeared to be at first sight.” David said.
“You needn’t be sorry. Aside from the lack of DIC fatalities you did the job well. I can tell you that everyone in this building is speaking highly of you right now.” Jack said looking at McKie with keenly focussed eyes.
David raised an eyebrow.
“Oh yes.” Jack continued. “There are less than fifteen people in this building who’ve had to kill either as a part of this job or the job they had when we head hunted them and they are the most impressed. You join an elite cohort of DIC workers who’ve had to use a weapon and the immunity to prosecution that the DIC badge bestows. If you like the David McKie legend begins here.” Jack finished tapping his desk.
“I hope it ends here too, sorry, but this is a little more brawn and much less brains than I had bargained for.” David replied quite seriously.
“I’m glad to hear that or you’d not be the man I hired, but I hope you’re not going to leave us. I know you were in at the deep end from the start, but I have every faith in you, in fact no-one could have handled that duty ‘mission’ better. Many would have hesitated to pull the trigger. Most would be awed by the responsibility of such a task.” Jack was taken aback by David’s remarks and it showed in the tone of his voice.
“Thank you. No I don’t want to leave, but I would like to go home and spend time in front of the screen monitoring.”
“And you will David. I’ve had your things packed and there’s a car waiting to take you to Charing Cross station. The counsellor will call next week to make sure that you don’t get post traumatic stress disorder.”
“Any news on Cobb, Mason or Stanton?”
“No. Cobb’s certainly in London. Mason must be here by now if the police car in St Albans is his handy work. Lord knows where Stanton is. Perhaps Monty will run him to earth.” Jack rose from his seat speaking. “Well it’s time for you to go home and I have things to do. I have to arrange for my deputy to take over whilst I go to Wally’s funeral.”
“I’m sorry about that. Did you know him well?” David asked glancing at the pistols on the desk.
“Yes he and I were partners on a DIC active rota in the eighties. He saved my life. He was one of those staff I mentioned who killed in line of duty.” Jack paused and picked up the pistol turning it over in his hands. “Sadly because of the shock of the kill he didn’t like to carry his gun after that, nor did he like the idea of killing again.”
Jack Fulton laid the Sig gently on the desk and suddenly reminded by the unused pistol David got up and grabbing his bag pulled Beaumont’s pistol, in a plastic police labelled bag, from his rucksack. He put it on the desk. He then added the laptop and cell phone.
“Beaumont’s.”
“Thank you.”
When David exited the office his overnight bag was waiting. He took the lift directly to the ground floor and went out through security. As he put his hand on the biometric pad his details were flagged up on the security screen. The desk section opened and he passed out. He felt the eyes of the security staff on him and turned to meet the gazes of the three men.
“See you soon Mr McKie.”
“Yeah safe journey home too.”
David smiled and in their eyes and across their faces he read some admiration and respect. Word really had got round the building. He smiled back.
“See you soon.” He replied smiling.
The revolving door eased him slowly out of the building and into the waiting car. The driver pulled into traffic, knowing where they were going. There was no talk, but David saw in the mirror the glances from the pool driver and in his eyes he read admiration too. The word had certainly got round that was for sure. David didn’t feel all that comfortable with such hero worship though.
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London
4-58 p.m.
April 18th
Mason arrived at the hair salon two minutes early and was shown to his seat straight away. They were cleaning up and had obviously considered that shaving his hair short would only take a moment. The receptionist looked startled at his appearance. The story had got around the salon and so his description had been fixed in her mind.
“Who butchered your hair like this?” The hair dresser asked.
She was an attractive Asian girl in a standard black skirt and white blouse, a foot shorter than him, slim at the waist and rounded in a fulsome, but not heavy way, around the her backside. His eyes followed the contours of her body, flat stomach and small rounded breasts, up to the smooth dark skin of her neck and her hair which was spiky and swept around and under her chin in places, showing her high cheek bones. He looked at her face and thought it slightly Eurasian. Behind the dark eye make up he saw professional disdain in her eyes and her dislike of the job she was going to have to do. She looked at her watch and sucked on her teeth. She looked over at the receptionist.
“Tara I can’t do this quickly. If you leave the keys I’ll lock up.”
“Are you sure Aliesha?”
“Yes.” She turned back to Mason pulling at his hair gently in various places as she spoke. He mentally stored her name.
“I’ll clip the back and sides shorter and try and give it some sort of style, but they’ve cut the top and front too short and that’s the worst part to have done. What’s your natural colour?”
“Black.”
“I suggest we wash it and dye it black. It’ll cost, but you won’t look middle aged any more. I take it you aren’t middle aged?”
“No.” Mason said smiling.
For the first time she looked into his eyes via the mirror. He smiled in a wry, lop sided way. She smiled back with a little warmth, appraising his face, thinking it handsome and mulling over the confident cat like animal way he had walked over.
“I heard the story. Not your stag night?”
“No my friend’s.”
“Come this way. I’ll wash your hair.”
She covered him with a robe, which tied at the back, and he was a little surprised when her hand smoothed the crumpled material across his back with an all too tender touch. He mused that perhaps it was his build or his eyes that had created a mild attraction. It had been said by other women that he had an animal magnetism. He sat in the chair and rested his head back. The warm water coursed through his hair and tingled his scalp, a tingling which increased in intensity as she lightly massaged her fingers over his scalp. She spoke gently in a soft teasing voice.
“You a naughty boy then?”
“Yes.” Mason sighed the word out.
“Like to get out and cut loose?” She pursued.
“Not all the time and I don’t get that drunk often, in fact I can’t remember the last time that happened.”
She made him sit up with a light push of her hand and dried his hair lightly with a towel.
“That’s good, can’t have you winding up bald.” She took him back to the seat, mixed up the dye and wearing plastic gloves applied it to his hair.
“It’ll be ten minutes before it takes to the right darkness. Can I get you a coffee?”
“Have you got anything stronger?”
“I’d have thought you’d had enough.” She caught his eye in the mirror.
“Well I was planning on a night out and a drink before hand always goes down well.”
“Where are you going?”
“I don’t know really. Is there anywhere good around here?” Mason asked catching her eye in the mirror.
“I usually go to the Underworld. That’s good if you like to dance and there’s a friendly atmosphere.”
“What’s the action like there?”
“Oh you are a naughty boy aren’t you?” She looked at her watch. “Time to rinse, back to the basin.”
He sat down and tipped back his head her hands gently caressed his scalp.
“Not too hot?” She asked.
“No fine. So what’s the action like?”
She leaned over close to his face. “It depends on what you’re looking for?”
Back in the chair she clipped away at his hair. He kept his gaze steadily on her face. She caught his eye from time to time and in her look he saw the decision making process building its way to a conclusion. When she was done they went to the reception desk. He paid and told her to put on a big tip.
“It’s nearly half five. I’ve kept you.”
“Couldn’t send you out looking like that, you’d definitely miss out on the action.” She looked at the card before she handed it back. “Mr Townshend. M is for?”
“Marc, with a C.”
He took the card.
“Thanks. Where’s that club?”
“It’s on the high street in Camden”
“I’ll give it a try.”
She handed him the receipt and he felt her fingers brush his hand. He looked in her eyes and she gently bit her lip, putting her head to one side.
“I would if I were you. I’ve a feeling you’re going to find that action you’re looking for.”
“Bye Aliesha. Thanks for the lovely hair cut.”
He said no more. He picked up his plastic bag with the kitchen clothes and without a look back walked to Baker Street. He felt good. It was going to be a good night and the girl looked like a sure thing. Even if she wasn’t a sure thing he knew the club he was going to start the night out at.
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London Euston Towers
5-30 p.m.
April 18th
The CCTV cameras on Baker Street picked up Mason’s image as he walked back to the hotel, but it was rush hour. The large number of Central London CCTV cameras was being watched by an unusually extensive team at Euston Towers and the recordings were being racked up and watched in detail by an extra team dedicated to the task.
It was half an hour after Mason had passed a camera looking at him fully that the DIC watcher at the tower matched him, looking now more like the picture of the morning before, to the image inset on his screen. He sent out a message and other watchers combed the areas CCTV cameras, whilst the roving team were alerted and the police called.
Along with two quickly assembled extra duty teams were Shadz and Jaz, Tony and Ellie, a thirty year old woman put with the team to replace Terry who was greeting Jack Fulton in Liverpool that night. When Mason’s location had come in they had readied themselves and were given lists of hotels in the Baker Street area.
Jack’s Deputy Diane Peters came down to brief the teams. Diane didn’t waste words.
“Be careful, tread softly and carry guns. Find him and get him alive, but if you have to shoot, shoot to kill. Remember how Spencer died, Wally’s murder, Jack Beaumont and what David McKie had to do.” She went to leave the room and suddenly turned. “Everyone to check their weapons.”
They all un-holstered their Sig 220’s, checked the magazines, pumped a round out, pulling back the casing and releasing, twice in succession, reloaded the magazines, pumped the action again and put them on safety. Tony was first to finish.
“Good off you go.” She turned on her heel and took the lift to Jack’s office. In the lift a shiver ran down her spine. To her mind it was all getting out of hand.
They left Euston tower in a three car convoy, each car with four DIC and each DIC pair with a list of hotels and the latest still image of Mason taken from the CCTV footage.
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Baker Street
5-45 p.m.
April 18th
Mason walked confidently into the lobby of the Sherlock Holmes Hotel and looked around. A guest passed him on the way to the stairs with a swipe card. He took a detailed, but surreptitious look at reception. One girl was manning it. He noted her having looked at the clock once or twice. It might be time for her break. The swipe card key given to each guest for their room was the one item which defined his plan. Seeing the guest toilets to one side he went in, closed himself in a cubicle and changed into the kitchen uniform.
He walked through the dining room, catching dark looks from the waiting staff who didn’t like to see kitchen staff in the guest areas. He walked straight into the busy kitchen. Once in he stopped and orientated himself. He saw what he needed to his left, two plates of sandwiches nearly ready to be delivered somewhere.
“Who the hell are you?” A big red faced man with sweat gathering on his forehead and his apron tied under a round gut came to a stop on his left and turned around barking at him.
“I’m Marc a temp agency sent me.”
“I don’t need anyone tonight.”
“Are you sure?”
“Of course I’m bloody sure!”
“Alright take it easy. Obviously it’s a mistake.”
The chef calmed a little. “I tell you what just wait here and I’ll go and check.”
“Cheers mate.” Mason replied cockily.
The chef walked off and passed into a door marked office. Mason made his way to the plates of sandwich snacks, walking around as if just taking an interest. He watched the kitchen underling garnish the sandwich plates with salad.
“Not busy right now mate.” The kitchen underling noted his presence, assumed him to be a temp worker and found a job for him.
“No.” Mason said putting a helpful look on his face.
“Good then run these over to the duty manager’s office would you, it’s late arriving already.”
He handed Mason the plates and Mason unable to believe his luck took the two plates of sandwiches, walked out the kitchen door and over to reception. He braced himself.
Back in kitchen the underling took the wrath of the Chef, who called the duty manager’s office and asked him to send the man ‘with the sandwiches’ back to the agency. He then turned with full gusto to his evening’s work.
At reception Mason was his cheery best.
“Hi there, sandwiches for you apparently.” Mason said armed with his warmest smile.
“For me?” The girl asked warily.
“Yeah., you are due a break aren’t you?”
“Well yes, but I can’t eat it here and I don’t usually get them.”
Mason put on his very best smile and came round to the staff side of reception. He knew he didn’t have long, but so far all he looked like was an incompetent yet keen kitchen temp.
“Well I think it’s a treat for not being relieved for a while. I think they want you to eat it here.” He looked around for a staff access pass card and saw it on the desk to her right.
“Oh well it’s the usual disorganisation with staffing. Are you new?” The girl asked a little charmed by his smile and friendly demeanour.
“I’m a temp.”
Putting down the sandwiches in his right hand he stood behind her, placed her sandwiches on the desk with his left hand to her left and whilst her eyes watched it being placed and knowing her to be distracted he took the staff access pass card with its fob from the desk on her right and slipped it into his pocket.
“I’d better go. Enjoy.” Mason picked up the second plate and walked away.
“Could you get me a drink, some mineral water will do?”
“Sure.” Mason said and winked.
Mason made for the restaurant, looked back saw her head dip below the level of the desk to take a bite of the sandwich and he doubled back swiftly to the guest staircase and made his way to the rooms. Once upstairs he started to look for a suitable room. He knew he’d have to be quick.
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Dover
6 p.m.
April 18th
David McKie’s train had taken nearly two hours to get to Dover, nearly half an hour longer than it usually took. There had been a security alert at Charing Cross station and the police, all of them armed, had been checking tickets and faces, making the boarding of the train a slow affair.
It had been a long, start stop journey from there and the train became less and less crowded as it got further south until only David and an old couple with suitcases, obviously headed for the ferry, were left in his carriage. The final run through the cliff tunnels had infused him with memories of home so strong that when the train emerged into the setting sunlight at Dover Priory Station he felt the satisfied journey’s end feeling all travellers encounter when so close to home. It grew uncomfortably stronger when the taxi pulled up outside his house in Markland Road. Having paid the taxi he saw Mary at the window and waved and when hr got to the door it opened in welcome.
“Oh I’ve been so scared. It’s good to have you home.” She said as she embraced him tightly.
He said nothing and let the smells of the house and its warm familiarity of embrace him as passionately as he embraced her. He drank in her familiar smell, Obsession perfume mingled with fabric conditioner and her herbal shampoo. He buried his nose in her blonde, untidy hair. He felt the bump against him and deliberately touched the safely covered womb protecting his unborn child.
“Where’s Conor?” He very suddenly said.
“He’s asleep. He knew you were coming home and he was so excited all day he fell asleep.”
“Something smells good.” David said to allay guilty thoughts of his son’s disappointment.
“It’s steak and kidney pudding. I made it myself.”
“Lovely. You’d better sit down. I’ll sort everything else out. I’ll just pop up and see Conor.”
David took his bag upstairs and put it in their room. He felt as if it had been an age from home. He went into the next room and saw his son curled up on a small bed with a small, light blue fluffy blanket covering him. The floor was strewn with toys; a fluffy Pooh Bear lay across a bright blue Thomas the Tank Engine toy and everywhere brightly coloured bricks lay at odd angles in strange piles and shapes.
He leant over and kissed his son’s warm forehead. The boy didn’t stir. David wiped a lone tear from his cheek. The sheer relief of his return washed over him. He thought of the families of the murdered men and he flushed with shame at his joy at being home. When he got to the door he looked back, sighed and for a moment was taken over by the strength of a resolution, a strong desire to be a protector. He knew it to be his job to be one of the people who protected families from men like Wheeler, Spencer and Stanton, though as he descended the stairs he wondered for how long.
Down stairs Mary was sitting back on pillows on the only chair she found comfortable. He went over and kneeling put his head in her lap. She stroked his head.
“I had to kill a man Mary.”
There was a pause and her hand stopped moving for a second or two then resumed.
“Better him than you Davey.”
He raised his head and she saw his eyes were awash with tears.
“I don’t know if it’s the job for me you know.”
“Oh sure it is. You weren’t just lucky. You’re a strong, fast and determined man, just like your father.”
“I could have been killed.” He said and she looked him in the eyes.
“You weren’t though. You’re tired and you’ve had a hard time and you’d not be a good man if you didn’t have feelings like that and I married a good man.” He went to speak, but she put her finger to his lips.
“Go have a wash and we’ll get the tea on. We can talk when you’ve had a rest. Jack Fulton phoned and said you’d need time and TLC for a day or two. He said you’d not be going back on duty rota until November. Now go wash. You’re home now.” She took her finger away kissed it and put it back to his lips.”
He stood up and left the room, stopping to turn and blow her a kiss. When he had gone she crossed herself looked to the ceiling mouthed a ‘thank you’ and wiped the gathering tears from her eyes.
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Glasgow
6 p.m.
April 18th
It was a pleasant drive across to Ardrossan on the Atlantic coast. Clarky owned an ex army nineteen eighty- four Land Rover series three, used in Northern Ireland, but with the ‘mesh’ protection removed. It still had the ‘high velocity’ HV protection of the armoured wind shield. Clarky was very proud of it, though to make it less obtrusive he had re-sprayed it dark blue.
They had left Motherwell at four thirty in the afternoon. The A72 took them out of red brick and house crowded Motherwell onto the A71 and they traversed Scotland westwards into the pretty green fields of Ayrshire. The Ayrshire dairy cows scattered amongst the greenery flashed a camouflage pattern across Stanton’s eyes as a steady fifty miles an hour took the two men in mutual silence into Kilmarnock.
Cold as it was getting in the pre night cooling Stanton felt the warmth and comfort of the Landy’s heaters and felt cocooned behind the strong metal and the bullet proof glass. Ahead of him were some unknown dangers, the usual companions in his otherwise single existence, and several times he looked at Clarky thinking of their Legion days, the brutal punishments and harsh training which had hardened their bodies and the bloody deeds that had hardened their minds. For a moment warm and calm he reflected that it might be time to quit, but at just over an hour they entered the outskirts of Ardrossan and Stanton felt his destiny inexorable draw him back into the ‘game’.
As Clarky pulled up in the Ardrossan town railway station car park he turned to his friend.
“Here we are. The marina is up that way.” Clarky pointed up Prince’s Street.
The moment was pregnant with unspoken thoughts. Neither man wanted to impose his thoughts on the other, but both sensed the other’s fears.
They had trained together and served in the First Foreign Cavalry Regiment and seen action in the first Gulf war. After their short, but intensive Legion training he and Clarky had found themselves in the Persian Gulf in September of 1990. Both had left the Legion around the same time; Clarky had made senior corporal and yet of the two only Stanton had seen the carnage of Rwanda, in his case a special transfer.
Having left the Land Rover both men stood looking at each other.
“Is this mission sacred?” Clarky volunteered echoing the Legionnaires’ code.
“No not really. No honour and no fidelity I’m afraid.”
Clarky suddenly stepped forward and embraced Stanton. Stanton somewhat unwillingly embraced his old comrade.
“We are still family you and I. We are still brothers.” Clarky said. “Take the boat, but whatever the prize at the end of this ‘mission’ is you must consider sailing away.”
“I’ll think about it, take care of your self my friend." Stanton replied and then he watched Clarky get into the dark blue light armoured vehicle and drive away with the lowering sun on its back window.
This moment defined him; always alone. As an orphan his only family had been the Legion and after that there had been no-one. He shrugged off the thoughts and claimed new ones, those of stealing a boat.
It was half five as Stanton headed for the station cafe; in a bag Clarky had given him were his weapon, still in the plastic bag, tools and a map of the area. He ordered coffee from the half hearted woman behind the till and sat in the dim light on a high stool in the corner of the small empty room.
The map showed him the marina and its sea ward entrance. He knew that he couldn’t simply take a boat. He would be spotted, even after dark. Looking at the landscape he saw a better plan. To the north of the marina was Mariner’s View which had a path towards the end of which was the northern half of the narrow marina entrance. Stanton felt sure that if he could wait on a boat leaving, in the dark, he could drop into the water and steal aboard the boat from that point, as it passed. He sipped his coffee and wondered on the likelihood of a boat going out at night from the Marina into the uncertain waters of the Firth of Clyde. His plan B was to swim the marina from that point and climb aboard a boat after dark, circumventing the watchman and the locked jetties. There was no ‘gate’ to the sea and though sailing out under motor power was noisy he felt sure he could get away with the night to cover him and the loss of the boat wouldn’t be noticed until morning.
His coffee finished Stanton walked up Prince’s Street and up to the marina. There was little activity. He looked at the usual security systems, metal spiked gates and punch code entry systems. There was a marina office with a watch man and CCTV pointing only towards the boats, sitting like white sardines tied to floating wooden jetties. Stanton noted the CCTV angles with DIC in mind. He thought of Spencer.
He looked across the harbour to Mariners Walk scoping for witnesses. There were four cars parked there, but no-one walking the path.
Ten minutes later he found himself on the spit of land along Marina’s walk as the sun began to set slowly. To his surprise and annoyance, as it was still light, he saw a boat pulling away from the jetty furthest south, a man at the back had just cast off and was heading for the wheel house. It was a long white and blue ocean going cruiser. Stanton looked around, scanning the cars parked behind him and looking for people nearby. An elderly couple had left their car parked and had walked past him, intent on the sunset, two minutes before he got there. They were standing at the seaward edge with their backs to him.
The boat slowly rippled its way to the entrance. Stanton knew it was his only chance for plan A. He looked down into the Marina waters by the wall below him. The sunset cast shadow into the dog leg of the wall and entrance spit. He looked around one more time and thinking of the buffer buoys on the side of the nearing boat he dropped into the water feet first with a well practised lack of splash and barely surfacing his head, submerged from the nose down he hugged the shadowy corner ready to spring.
On the harbour wall the old man looked around wondering if he had just seen something or not. His wife’s warm mitten gripping his cold bare hand took his mind away from the thought and back to the sunset.
In the wheel house of the boat Kevan Dean, the boat’s owner, was momentarily distracted by his passenger, a buyer for the boat whom he was unhappily taking for an impromptu trip. The man had called earlier in the after noon and had arranged to take a short sail around four, but the man, a banker named Griffith, who’d travelled from Inverness that day, had been very late. Dean needed to sell the boat and Griffith clearly had the money to buy it. Happy or not Dean agreed to take him for a half hour trip. Luck was on Stanton’s side as Dean was in such a hurry that he hadn’t pulled in the bump buoys, such was his keenness to get out and come back quickly. Griffith had asked about the controls and looking briefly away from the harbour entrance Dean missed Stanton’s drop and, too busy focussing on his exit point, he gave no thought to the now empty harbour wall, though the missing figure, noted a moment before, jarred his reality before priority thinking glossed it over.
The engine sound loud in his ears and the wash of the boat against his stroke Stanton struck out from the wall and fast crawled the four metres between himself and the passing boat. Two powerful kicks of his feet and an upper body thrust gave him the momentum to rise out of the water and grab the rope threading the bump buoys to the side of the boat. He twisted his wrist around the rope and he hung by the boat’s side an arms length down allowing his body to be hidden by the water as he was dragged away into the Firth of Clyde.
The water was cold, but he wanted to clear the Marina before getting on board. To the old couple watching the boat leave he was just extra surf thrown up as the boat speeded up on exit.
“This Landguard Nelson 33 is a rare find and I know it’s pricey, but you get a lot for the hundred and thirty thousand. Built to take the seas rough or smooth, she’ll cruise at 15 knots, but you can push her to twenty one. You’ve seen the four berths and there’s even a shower. It’s a real peach. When we get into open water I’ll let you steer her, she handles really well.” Dean spoke with his eyes fixed on the water ahead.
It was fair to easy going. There was only a slight swell and Dean was right that the boat was built to take the sea. Outside as the boat picked up to ten knots Stanton was struggling. From his view of the boat he couldn’t climb directly up the side as he’d be in full view of the wheel house. Spray filling his mouth and his grip slipping he went hand over hand down the side of the boat. Luckily he was on the passenger seat side and so Griffith, an inexperienced sailor didn’t notice the random knocks of Stanton’s body against the hull.
Stanton, wet and exhausted hauled himself onto the back platform deck of the boat. The canvas cover was folded back and the door to the cabin was closed. He gathered himself, drew his pistol from the plastic bag. He checked the action carefully and on his knees peeked through the door window. Both men were seated left and right in the wheel house. Opening the door would alert them and there was no way to keep both under the barrel of the gun. He measured strides to the wheel seats and pulled the door open. He passed through the cabin pistol ahead of him and when Griffith’s head was centre of the sight he squeezed.
There was a shocking explosion of blood against the inside of the wind shield, Dean froze in his seat, gagging at the slumped body of his buyer, a man he’d met less than an hour ago. The body twitched. Dean turned with an agony of fear in his stomach and so much of it showing in his eyes to look down the barrel of the PSS.
Dean was stunned that the pistol had made no sound. There had been no bang and no flash. The silence of the death, as if by some evil magic shocked him greatly. It had been as if Griffith’s head had spontaneously exploded.
“Don’t move. Have you got an auto pilot?”
Dean nodded dumb fear tying his tongue.
“Set course for Aberystwith and put it on. No sudden moves.”
Dean did as he was told under Stanton’s evil gaze.
“Show me the controls then we’ll get the charts and have a chat.”
Dean showed Stanton over the controls with the occasional glance at Griffith’s corpse, oozing blood over the wheel house. When Stanton was satisfied he sat with Dean in the lounge cabin, the two men sitting opposite each other. Stanton ran his eye over the sea between Ardrossan and the Welsh coast.
“What’s this all about?” Dean asked.
“A boat theft.” Stanton said coldly not looking up.
“That’s it? Why kill a man?” Dean’s voice was high pitched and betrayed his fear and shock.
“I don’t leave witnesses.”
“What kind of thief are you?” Dean asked.
“I’m not just a thief.” Stanton raised his eyes from the chart and looked Dean in the eyes. “I’m mostly an assassin. I needed a boat.”
“Oh.” Dean’s face fell. Then suddenly with fear and triumph he said “You’re the man who escaped from Perth aren’t you.” Stanton nodded and Dean fell silent.
His planned route in mind and how to follow it clear Stanton readied himself for the next unsavoury task.
“Get me some sheets from the cabins.”
They went below and collected sheets. Stanton drove Dean at gunpoint back to the wheelhouse.
“Wrap the body in the sheets and drag it to the back of the boat.”
“His name was Mr Griffiths, Tom Griffiths.” Dean gagged as he pulled the body onto the sheets and wrapped the dead man. “I don’t suppose that matters to you?”
Stanton didn’t answer. He knew what was coming he’d been there before, twice. Two times he’d had to listen to the victim’s of his assassinations before he was ready to kill them.
“My name is Dean, Kevan Dean.”
“Just wrap the body and drag it out.” Stanton’s voice was like the scraping of metal on an iceberg.
“I have a family… a wife and children… my son is nine and my daughter is only two… I haven’t done anything…” Dean’s voice was desperate almost a sob.
“Just do as you’re told.”
“Whatever you’re doing… I could offer money… everything I own…” Dean looked into Stanton’s face and saw a little hope in the assassin’s raised eye brow.
“I’d need a million cash?” Stanton barked out harshly knowing that even if Dean had the money and gave it to him he’d still have to kill him.
Dean’s face fell.
“I’m worth that, but not in cash.” He said quietly.
“Too bad.” Stanton shrugged the death sentence.
Dean carried on and dragged the body out of the narrow door and out onto the back of the boat under the evil eye of the pistol. Stanton looked and saw that the coasts were hazy lines a good distance away; they’d just passed the southern tip of Arran. They both stood at the back of the boat, Dean standing over the mummified body of the banker.
“Throw it over.”
“Can I say a prayer?” Dean asked, part stalling and part feeling the need to pray.
“If you think anyone will listen.”
Dean bowed his head, trying hard from memories of church in childhood to get the words right. He crossed himself, wishing that he’d led a more godly life, been less concerned with his business, spent more time with his son. He began to cry, lifting the body he said the Lord’s Prayer out loud. Griffith’s body made a dull smack as it hit the water.
Stanton was expecting tears and begging, it had been the way before, but Dean mustered some pride. He turned and faced Stanton self consciously wiping the tears from his face.
“Do you think anyone will pray for you when your time comes?” He asked Stanton a note of anger rising in his voice.
“Does it matter? Drop to your knees and ask whatever God you believe in to save you or welcome you it doesn’t matter to me.”
“I’ll say my prayers standing. I won’t die on my knees.”
“Then stand on the edge, facing out.”
“No you look me in the eye when you kill me you cold blooded son of a bitch!”
Stanton smiled. “You’re brave. Okay Kevan Dean, as you wish.”
“If and when they find my body I want my son to know that I faced my killer.”
“Touching.” Stanton said aimed the pistol at Dean’s head and pulled the trigger.
Dean knew what was coming and knew he had his chance. He knew the pistol was silent and so focused all his attention on Stanton’s trigger finger, no easy task as the boat rose and fell, but the will to survive can make people momentarily superhuman, sometimes.
Very suddenly he threw his hands to his face covering it, cried out and dropped back as he saw Stanton’s finger tighten. Stanton had fired. Dean fell backwards, unhurt, into the Irish Sea. The boat was doing twelve knots and the bump and ride of its passage made Stanton’s vision unclear. He felt sure he’d shot him dead centre of the head, but he watched the body for a moment and assured that it wasn’t moving went to clean the wheel house. Stanton knew he rarely missed.
Dean lay still on the water for as long as his breath allowed him. When he raised his head the boat was distant. Dean knew he didn’t have long in water that cold, but Arran couldn’t be too far back. Dean swam for his life thinking all the time of his family.



Chapter 74


Baker Street
6 p.m.
April 18th
Jaz and Shadz had parked and walked up to the Sherlock Holmes hotel. It was their first hotel check. They went into reception. They were greeted at the desk by an admonished receptionist, no longer eating her sandwich and silently fuming over the temp worker who’d dropped her in it with the manager. She fixed a smile on her face, but struggled to maintain it.
“Hello can I help at all?”
Jaz pulled out the badge and held it up for inspection along with the picture of Mason, captured from the recent CCTV footage in the area.
“Have you seen this man?”
The girl pushed her face closer and squinted at the slightly fuzzy black and white image. Recognition dawned.
“Yes I have. He was here fifteen minutes ago dressed in kitchen staff uniform.”
“Is he still here?” Jaz almost shouted fear suddenly tightening her stomach muscles.
“I don’t know. I could get someone to check.”
“No don’t.” Jaz fast dialled the DIC contact number and spoke hurriedly. “Yeah it’s Jaz at the Sherlock Holmes on Baker Street. Get the rest of the teams here we’ve found Mason.”
The reply was simple. Sit in reception, look unobtrusive and wait for the other teams to get there. Jaz told the girl to say nothing and she and Shadz took places at a table, seated on a small comfortable sofa, backs to the wall.
Half a mile away one of the DIC teams was entering reception at the Bickenhall when they got their call to the Sherlock Holmes. The other teams with five negatives on hotels between them turned and honed in on their team mates on Baker Street.
Mason had spent the fifteen minutes prowling the corridors holding a plate of sandwiches avoiding do not disturbs and had already tried three rooms to no avail. Everyone must have been using the self service combination safes in the top of the wardrobes. He finally entered a room and was about to call out ‘room service’ when the sound of the shower indicated an occupant too busy to hear him. He didn’t close the door, padded on the balls of his feet past the closed door to the small bathroom and came across personal effects on a dresser. He picked up the wallet, put down the plate of sandwiches, turned about and was about to leave when the screech of car tyres in the road below, heard from the slightly open window, drew him across the room. He peeked through the edge of net curtains to see two cars illegally parked outside and busy, hurried looking people getting out. Security, he knew it.
The ceasing of the shower focussed his attention, he padded quickly to the door, lifted the fawn mackintosh and tweed hat from back of the door and left, quietly closing it. The room’s occupant emerged a micro second later and began drying himself, looking at himself in the full length mirror. It was whilst putting on his pants that he suddenly noticed the sandwiches.
Out in the corridor Mason recalled that his clothes were in the gents’ toilet near reception. He pulled the coat around him and sure from the map in his mind that the lifts were opposite the toilet he took the lift to ground floor.
DIC staff were gathered in the foyer. The decision not to call police had been made higher up. Shadz was given the job of watching the reception area, others were sent to the exits and Jaz with another was to sweep through the hotel floors. The DIC teams split to their tasks as Mason, hat on head, emerged from the lift and went into the toilet. Locked in a cubicle he began changing as quickly as possible.
Shadz stood in reception looking around, somewhat tense. He kept the image of Mason in his head and suddenly noticed from the mental image that Mason was dressed as a temp worker, kitchen clothes. Shadz decided to check the toilet to see if he had changed there. Learning the lesson from Glasgow bus station he drew his Sig as he entered only to find himself pointing it straight at Mason’s head as he emerged fully dressed from the cubicle.
The two stood staring at each other and Mason grinned as he saw the slight shaking of the hand holding the weapon and the slow gulp Shadz made as he swallowed his nervously rising bile.
Mason tensed his muscles, then relaxed them and took a single step towards Shadz.
“Don’t move Mason! Put your hands in the air!” Shadz spoke nervously.
“Or what?” Mason’s reply came with a wry smile.
“I’ll shoot. I swear I’ll kill you.”
“Shoot an unarmed man? You don’t have the balls.”
Mason stepped towards Shadz and made a scissor movement with both hands, sweeping them into Shadz’ gun holding wrist. The impact knocked the Sig from his hand and Mason followed with a forward kick to the stomach. Shadz folded exhaling through his teeth. Mason grabbed his head, rammed it down onto his up coming knee, rocking Shadz with a powerful blow and smashing his nose. Mason swept his hand under Shadz’ head, tilted his chin up and broke his jaw with a ram rod downward blow. Shadz crumpled. Mason watched the body slump, picked up the Sig, slid it into his belt below his coat, checked his reflection and walked straight out. There was no-one to be seen. He walked out of the hotel and hailed a passing taxi.
Time for that rest and relaxation he thought to himself as the taxi drove away in the direction of Camden.
Back in the hotel on the second floor Jaz found a man standing outside his door holding a plate of sandwiches and talking to a member of the waiting staff.
“… gone and my coat and my hat and these were on the table. I want the manager, now!”
Jaz pulled out her badge.
“What’s going on?” She asked.
The man was half way through his story when Jaz connected the theft, the temp worker at reception, the sandwiches, the man’s words as she approached and the flash image of a man in a coat and hat entering the toilet from the lifts just as she left the foyer. She pulled out her phone and called Shadz on fast dial; it rang twice before she leapt to the stairs and tumbled down them into reception.
She dashed across to the toilet door, drew her Sig, off safety, and entered the toilet. Shadz lay in a pool of blood on the floor. Jaz nearly cried out and pulling herself together and holding his wrist felt a flood of relief feeling the weak, but regular pulse. Once more on the phone she called an ambulance and then the rest of the DIC team. Then she checked Shadz. He was unconscious, damaged, but clearly alive.
She waited with him and called DIC centre. The check on CCTV was stepped up. A trace on the taxi was begun too.



Chapter 75


Claridge’s Hotel Mayfair London
6 – 15 p.m.
April 18th
Claridge’s hotel in Mayfair was just what the doctor ordered for Cobb. The contact had dropped Cobb off at the grandiose entrance and had the porter pull a glossy set of luggage from the boot of the Honda. Cobb out of place in his rough looking clothes, carrying the lumpy black bag with weapons in it, drew disparaging looks from the severe receptionist until his reservation under a diplomatic booking, no less than first class and a suite at that, quickly changed her mind.
Cobb’s luggage was carried ahead of him into the lift and onward into the well designed and impressive one bedroom Claridge’s suite.
Cobb tipped the porter, though not too generously and waited for the man to leave. He took a turn around the rooms, found the mini bar and poured some Bourbon into a glass and dropped some ice in. He took a long drawn out swallow from the drink to feel the ice rest against his top lip before it dropped back into the glass.
He smiled almost manically.
The first class treatment suited him well. To the victor the spoils he now knew to be true. He unpacked the black leather cases to find full sets of clothes, which he unpacked and put away. There were two suits, one dinner suit and a black single breasted wool rich suit. He briefly checked the sizes and was impressed at the accuracy. There were clean cotton socks and boxer shorts in plain sober colours and the shirts were well made and comfortable looking. There was a stainless steel Rolex Oyster in its box, white gold cufflinks and Cobb’s favourite after shave, Calvin Klein Contradiction. There was a set of Gillette’s best disposables and every other type of bathroom self grooming product. There was also an envelope with five hundred pounds in notes and change, all used. Finally to his great joy there was a carton of Lucky Strike and a stainless steel Zippo, already primed and fuelled.
Cobb opened the carton slit open a new soft pack, flicked a cigarette out, did a neat trick lighting the Zippo with a finger click, drew in and pushed out the smoke in a heady sigh and went back to the mini bar. After having poured and drunk another glass of Bourbon he began to try and book a table in the restaurant only to find that it had already been done. Having also established that there was a Casino nearby he headed for the bathroom.
It was half an hour later that he emerged and dressed himself in the dinner suit. He checked his reflection. He’d made a few small changes to his appearance, not much, but enough to make the ‘search pictures’ vaguely inaccurate. He checked the time with the speaking clock and set the Rolex, slipping the expanding strap comfortably over his thick wrist.
He sat for a moment with the PSS pistol laying on a hand towel. He took it apart and cleaned it. He had only four rounds left, but he did have the black bag with the sub machine gun under the bed, there were three clips of ammunition too. Cobb put the silent PSS pistol into the waist band at the back of his trousers and turned his reflection in the full length mirror this way and that. Sure that he looked great and that the pistol didn’t show he picked up the cash and his key and walked to the lift.
The Gordon Ramsey restaurant was expensively low key and Cobb was amused that they’d booked him a reservation, that couldn’t have been easy. Cobb knew that the cost of the dinner would go with the room and someone else was picking up the bill. It was all gravy from there and he felt sure he’d make the hit and take the million. With the hardships of the last days in mind, like Mason, he set his heart on some rest and recreation. He settled down in the 1930’s style restaurant, plush red chairs and bright white linen creating a blood stain contrast, the irony of which was not lost on him. When the food was drifted in by waves of waiters it was exquisite, as was the well chosen wine.



Chapter 76


Kildonan
Isle of Arran
7 p.m.
April 18th
Kevan Dean was cold, shivering and shaking, and dripping water as he crawled onto the rain spattered ground at Kildonan. It was getting dark and there were lights on behind curtains in nearby houses. He plodded heavily over rocks and up to the road. A short, but heavily walked distance down the road he reached the nearest house and leg muscles giving out as he got there entered the garden got to the door and rang the bell.
There was a long pause after he heard the bell ring inside the house. Dean rehearsed what he was going to say to have most impact. A big man opened the door.
“What do you want?”
“My name is Kevan Dean, I’ve escaped from a boat where I witnessed a murder.”
“What?”
“Please help me. I’ve swum for miles. I’ve witnessed a murder and escaped with my life.”
“You’d better come in. I’m George Hudson. I’m a member of the Arran Police force. It’s good fortune you’ve come my way.”
Dean was welcomed into the house. He had a quick image of a dinner table, two children and a woman before he was bustled up the stairs, stripped and stood under the hot water of an electric shower over a bath. Given ten minutes under the hot pressured water stream he first felt pain in his muscles then warmth and relief spread through him. Being dressed in some thick dry pyjamas and a dressing gown helped Dean felt better. Better still sat in front of a fire and sipping whisky laced coffee he finally felt safer. George Hudson sent his two young children upstairs, in spite of their protests, and gave the man time to warm and recover. Whilst he waited he called the station; they were surprised to hear from him on his night off. A car was being sent down the A841 from Lamlash.
Hudson came and sat in his lounge opposite Dean.
“There’s a car on the way. What happened?”
Dean told his story and began shivering again, but not with cold. Tears ran down his face. Hudson looked at his wife in a meaningful way. She left the room and bustled in the kitchen.
“I need to contact my wife.”
“They’ll let you call from the station. This man on the boat he said he was one of the men from Perth?” Hudson probed.
“That’s right.” Dean took a sip from the coffee.
There was a knock at the door. Hudson left the room and returned with two men equally as large as him, made bulkier by their uniforms, knife vests and loaded belts. All three men filled the room.
“This is Kevan Dean. Says he escaped a boat hijacked by the escaped Perth killer. Apparently the hijacker killed a man who was keen on buying his boat.” Hudson explained.
The shorter and stockier of the two policemen squatted down by Dean.
“You’re shivering. Are you alright?”
Dean shook his head and spoke falteringly. “He shot him from behind, straight in the head. There was blood. He made me wrap the body and throw it over the side.” Dean began to cry “I thought I was going to die. I told him I had a family, it meant nothing to him. He said he was an assassin, I offered him a million, but he wasn’t interested. Cold blooded bastard!” Dean spat the words through gritted shaking teeth.
“We’ll take it from here George.” The larger of the two policemen spoke. “Get him a coat and some boots. Give us a bag with his clothes and we’ll wash and dry them.”
Dean was led out to the car, oversized wellingtons on his feet and an oversized coat hiding the pyjamas and dressing gown.
Hudson stood at the door and felt his wife’s arm curl around his waist. Dean turned at the door.
“Thank you Mr Hudson. Thank you Mrs Hudson.”
Hudson closed the door and put all the bolts on, turned to his wife and gave her a strong look.
“Check all the windows. Lock all the doors. I’ll get a rifle from the gun cabinet.”
“Surely there’s no danger now.” She said.
“Hmm. Can’t be too careful, it’s a bad time when assassins roam the country killing witnesses. Maybe he’ll be back.”
Jean Hudson went to the kitchen back door to bolt it, as she bent down to the lower bolt her husband’s big strong body filled the little doorway of the country kitchen and the shadow turned her head towards him.
“Jean you’d better call Ivy McLane. I’ve a mind that this is some business she’d be interested in.”
Jean nodded seriously. She and Ivy McLane were old friends and some years before, during the Northern Irish ‘troubles, Ivy had been seriously ill. Jean had stayed with her and nursed her through a fever. Jean had seen a diplomatic pass and hearing electronic sounds in the loft had investigated, Ivy had left her equipment running. Jean had told her husband what she had seen. He in turn had gone to see Ivy and had been appraised in full and certain terms of her rights and his need to back off, which he had respectfully done. George Hudson assumed with the Irish coast so near and Arran being remote that spies were needed. It surprised him little that a middle aged woman painter, as that was her career, turned out to be a spy. Spies were in his view those that we would least expect.
Whilst Jean phoned Ivy he went upstairs to their room and unlocked the gun cupboard removing a BAR hunting rifle. He sat down on the edge of their double bed with a cleaning kit, tools and gun oil. The box of ammunition lay unopened on the counter pane next to box clip.
The BAR lightweight Stalker made from aircraft-grade alloy with a matte blued finish had a detachable box magazine, which after stripping, cleaning and oiling the rifle Hudson filled and locked into place. He put the rifle on safety and went down stairs with it.
Jean was coming off the phone. She didn’t like guns of any kind, but remote places allowed certain members of the population to be armed and she trusted George to be careful. That man, Dean, well she’d heard bits of his story. She felt safer locked in with George and even safer knowing how well he handled a rifle.
In the loft of a house on Benlister Road, round the corner from the Arran police station at Lamlash, Ivy McLane unlocked her small gun cabinet and took out the Sig 220 ‘rail’ pistol. She didn’t need to clean it. Since the alert two days ago she’d followed the memo on armaments to the letter. Satisfied that she was safe, doors locked and windows barred she sat in the loft and sent out her message.
'Stanton heading down West Coast in a boat and has killed. The surviving witness is at Lamlash Police. Please call to advise my right to interview or send duty team to do same.'
The reply was swift.
Duty team members in Edinburgh mopping up post Perth to attend. Please welcome and assist.
At Lamlash police station after making a statement Kevan Dean had cried on the phone to his wife. He told her he’d be back the next day. A police launch was to take him to the mainland and he’d be driven home. In their warm, plush and well decorated detached house his wife sat hugging her children and thanking god for her husband’s deliverance.
At a nearby house Dean’s clothes were already washed and being tumble dried. An on call doctor had given him a mild sedative after his interview. Dean had refused food, but welcomed the cell bed with its thick warm woollen covers. He was left to sleep with his cell door left wide open. Arran police checked Mr Griffith’s details and made a call to the mainland and a car was despatched.
In Edinburgh Mrs Griffiths sat alone in her lounge. Her children were grown and had left home, one at university the other working in London. She sat singly on the sofa with her arms wrapped around her own shoulders, body language showing her closed, shocked grief.
“I’m afraid we are sure Mrs Griffiths.” The police man said and looked at the family photos arranged on the nearby grand piano in the large and comfortable reception room. “The owner of the boat saw it happen and was to have been killed too. A lucky chance allowed him to escape, even then he had to swim through a couple of miles of open sea.”
Mary Griffiths shook her head looking from the face of the police man to the face of the police woman colleague brought along to comfort the widow.
“Why?”
“A random chance that this assassin would go for that Marina and that your husband was on a boat he could use.” The police woman said quietly.
There was silence.
“Do you have anyone who can stay with you?” She asked Mrs Griffiths.
“My sister is coming over. The children will be coming home tomorrow.”
The policeman and police woman rose to go.
“Please stay until my sister arrives.”
They both sat down.
“I’m sorry. It makes me so afraid. Why do people like that do that? Why kill people so easily… as if they were… insects… swatting people like insects…” She broke down crying.
The police woman moved over and hugged Mary Griffiths, who feeling the strong warm arms wailed out loud, clung on and sank into sobbing.
The police man’s eyes hardened and he exchanged a look of shared understanding with the police woman.
That was the way it was. A political or diplomatic viewpoint, a hired gun, forces pitched against each other and there you were at a point where one woman drank brandy with relief whilst another sobbed in loss and grief. Some were killed and some lived when men in power made their chess board moves playing games with armed men.
By the time a doctor had sedated Mary Griffiths, whilst she was comforted by her sister, and Kevan Dean was deep in sleep in a police station, that was now at armed and ready status, the DIC helicopter from Edinburgh airport was landing in a field to the west of Lamlash. There were torches planted in the ground to mark the landing spot and nearby Ivy McLane waited by her car, switching the headlights on when the chopper had landed.
They were in for a long night, but that was DIC work, occasionally rushed and busy, most times simply watching and waiting.



Chapter 77


Dover
9 p.m.
April 18th
David sat slumped in his arm chair, full of steak, kidney, suet and gravy, not to mention potatoes and greens. In spite of this he was not sleepy. Mary had noticed that he had been staring at the television, but seemingly seeing nothing.
“You alright Davy?”
David roused himself from his introspection.
“No. I’m worried about Beaumont.”
“Why don’t you go up and log on. It’ll put your mind at rest before your sleep. I’ve unpacked your bag, except the rucksack. That’s on our bed.”
“Good idea.” David smiled, rose and made for the door. As an afterthought he came back, leant over Mary, lying back on the sofa, knitting, and kissed first her forehead then her bump. She smiled and a little glow rose on her face. She watched his broad back disappear.
In the loft he unloaded the rucksack. Camera, gun mike, weapon and laptop were laid out on the desk in the middle of the loft. The technicians who put it there followed a pattern laid down since the war. Boards were laid down, a hook down ladder added and a desk set up. Added to this in modern times were ‘Velux’ windows in the roof, electric power cables and wire link to the dish. David opened the Velux windows on both sides of the roof, reached up to a high roof beam and retrieved a key, locked the gun away in the cabinet, hung the key back up, plugged and powered the laptop. Whilst he waited he put on the head phones and plugged these in to the gun microphone. He held his arm up, pointed the gun microphone out the ‘Velux’ at the front of the house and flicked the on switch with his thumb.
Programmes on television came into range and went away, as did faint conversations, as he swept it left to right, but it was the clearly recognisable energetic sounds of love making at his one o clock position that made his thumb flick the switch off. His mind’s eye pictured the houses and he smiled when he knew it to be the house across the road four doors down. It was the home of a big angry man, bald and muscular, but ironically for his macho looks and demeanour a ladies hairdresser, whom David had argued with in the local pub once. His wife was the over made up kind of ‘dolly’, obsessed with tanning and clothes.
David laughed out loud at the image of their lovemaking, his first laugh for some time which in some way brought him closer to ‘home’. He recalled laughing last when he had been joking with Beaumont.
David logged on and read through the night’s traffic. The murders along the routes of the assassins had more details, such as names. The attached and related files showed pictures of families and homes. Karl Bushby, the Scottish truck driver, found in the Inverness car park; Grahame Dodd the taxi driver; Stewart Mitchell and Moira Brown, two Hertfordshire traffic cops; Bill Carter and ‘Jackie’, police dog and handler; Tom Welby long distance lorry driver; with Wally Tyson, DIC operative, Julian Young the Marina watchman; John Furze, Tim Wilson and Dave Jarvis armed police at Gatwick and now Tom Griffiths a Scottish banker, for whom details, new as the case was, were sketchy. The DIC files showed passport pictures, which said nothing to him about the people, but family pictures, children, in Julian Young’s case his parents, carried him into the lives of the slain with rapidity and detail. Small children in too big, gaudy coloured coats grinning, holding hands with dads, a baby held in Moira Brown’s arms, husband, hand on her shoulder, smiling down; summer snaps of men in trunks children on shoulders. Bill Carter squatting by his dog, muscle bound arms and a big grin. Family portraits in lounges and restaurants, the background to life, lives lived and now cut short. The ‘album’ of pictures was a plethora of pleasure past and David felt deeply for those touched by this massacre, empathetically sensing the years of pain ahead. David shook his head at the thought of the twelve dead people and the dead dog. He clicked through the files and images, stomach churning, jaw clenched in silent fury. The injured weren’t so numerous, two hospital workers, Beaumont and now Shadz, not to mention Ben Dowling, Gatwick armed policeman, shot through the groin, stable, but in intensive care. McKie’s eyes narrowed as his hand relaxed on the mouse touch pad. Stolen vehicles and money, damaged property and general mayhem and what for? What were they doing? What did all this death, grief and crime add up to? What could be worth all of this?
With no answers coming to his tired mind he e-mailed Jack Fulton for an update on Beaumont. A reply came back, from Diane Peters, Jack’s deputy, telling him Beaumont was stable and conscious. His family were there and he was making good progress. Beaumont had asked after David, it seemed, and for the last time that day tears wet McKie’s cheeks.
Diane didn’t mention the growing chase on Mason and Stanton, but she noted from the ‘Tekkies’ log report on David’s online activities that the files McKie had looked at tended in that direction. It was always the same with shootings. The man, or woman, always questioned things, raw and a little sensitive with trauma, answers were sought by those who’d been there and walked away in one piece.
Both David and Diane checked the update on Arran. Both learnt at nine thirty that night that the DIC duty team had interviewed Kevan Dean. Writing from Ivy’s house, where they and the pilot of the helicopter were spending the night, the report that came in made shocking and yet vitally important reading. Dean’s witness account was gruesome. The picture of Stanton was coloured in more clearly; cold stone colours like the tones of grave monuments.
Dean told of the murder, described the boat and direction, added the nugget about the million pounds turned down and gave DIC a razor edged etching of the kind of men they were after. Just one witness left behind and by the looks of it psychologically scarred for good by the encounter.
Diane sent out alerts, the west coast DIC were to watch, coast guard had been alerted and Stanton, Mason and Cobb were to be stopped and questioned, but if it came to an armed showdown, as the lat two incidents indicated it probably would, DIC were to shoot first and shoot to kill. The three men were to be stopped at all costs. Diane’s report ended with the remark that the hit had to be worth a million which meant it was a high rank target and hard to achieve.
David logged off and heading for the loft hatch was struck by the thought that Stanton was heading along the coast. He wondered where he would land. He gave the gun cabinet a friendly tap as he passed, remembering that the weapon in there had saved his life and ended the existence of a poisonous reptile of a man.
Mary was in bed when he came down. He looked in on Connor and finally folded himself into bed next to Mary. Her body was hot, lying on her back, the heavy womb rising and falling with her breathing. David inched beside her and felt her warmth. He fell asleep with his hand on the bump, not woken by the tiny night kicks of his unborn child.



Chapter 78


London Henry’s Bar
8 – 30 p.m.
April 18th
Mason had pulled a neat trick with the taxi. He’d had go down the Edgware Road, onto Park Lane and into Piccadilly, where he got out and walked towards the nearest tube stop. He picked out Henry’s Cafe Bar, right by Green Park Tube Station. He took a place at the long wooden bar between the two large cream coloured pillars and waited for the bar man. He ordered a ‘Screwdriver’, took his time over it and watched the door. When the first drink was down he popped to the toilet. In the cubicle he looked at the Sig 220 he had tucked in the back of his trousers. It wasn’t the weapon issued to secret service that much he knew. It was a neat enough hand gun. He wondered whether to dump it or keep it. Instinct told him to hang on to the weapon, someone was on his trail and he knew he’d better be ready for them.
The DIC machine had tracked down the taxi. It took them half an hour to get the taxi firm to confirm by radio. Jaz was at the hospital with Shadz, but the rest of the teams were pulled out of the Baker Street area and pushed on to Piccadilly. They took the street from both ends and swept down, bar and cafe, open building at a time. The CCTV for the street was being keenly watched and the previous hour’s footage being visually combed as the teams on the ground swept on.
Mason ordered a second ‘Screwdriver’ and thought about the tube and the CCTV cameras. A man sat down at the bar next to him, taking off a trilby hat, ruby silk scarf and green trench coat first. He had mid length floppy grey hair, a pinstripe suit and waistcoat. He looked through half moon glasses at Mason and ordered a bottle of champagne, loudly proclaiming the imminent arrival of his crowd of friends and his need for the lavatory. The man walked away, the barman had his back turned and Mason saw his chance. He took the hat, scarf and coat, resting on the stool, got up and walked out. He placed the hat on his head, swung the coat on and slipped the scarf dashingly around his neck. He passed a crowd at the door, young lawyers by the look of them, two or three glanced at him, recognising first the hat and coat, then looking away when his face didn’t fit.
It was a short distance to Green Park tube station. He pulled the hat brim down and descended. He took the Victoria line to Euston then switched to the Northern Line to Camden Town.
The Underworld night club was opposite the tube station. He popped across the road and walked straight in through the bright blue doorway and paid his dues in the stolen cash.
It was early, but a crowd was gathering. He’d dropped his chasers for sure. He noted that band called the Falconers was live that night and was amused by the early smattering of Goth styled revellers. There was black leather, fish nets, dark hair and heavy eye make up. It was going to be interesting seeing how Aliesha dressed, unless of course she’d been winding him up. He couldn’t see himself scoring at this gig unless she did turn up. He ordered a beer and sat in the bar. Loud heavy metal came from further into the building.
He was on his third beer when a perfumed arm curled around his neck and Aliesha’s voice alcohol slurred his false name.
“Hi Marc. You took the hint.”
Mason turned on his stool and was delighted at the sight. She wore a lace up black Basque, layers of black net skirt and leather boots. Her hair was spiked and her eye make up was heavy. The crowd with her were disappointed.
A tall twenty something lad, thin and dressed head to foot in black and clearly jealous spoke first.
“Invite your uncle ‘Leash’?”
He withered under Mason’s stare. A plump girl not quite carrying off the wan look and for all the world looking like a satanic meringue picked up the hat.
“Very dandy!”
Aliesha put her head to one side.
“Why the hat?”
“Stolen disguise…” Mason shrugged.
“Don’t say you’re a secret agent?” They all laughed.
“You didn’t fall for that line ‘Leash’?” The thin lad said.
Mason was rescued by the sound of Falconer’s ‘Man Of The Hour’ pumping from the stage room. The gang rushed off and Aliesha grabbed his hand and pulled him.
“Come on the music’s great.”
“I don’t dance.”
“Neither do I, but it’s dark in there and music turns me on.”
“Well why didn’t you say?” He dropped off the stool and followed her in.
The wall of noise hit them and ‘Leash’ dragged him into a dark corner. She was a little drunk, but knew what she was doing. Her hands ran down his back and stopped. Her kiss broke off and her eyes wide and sober stared into his. The music pounded on. He gripped her around the waist and spun her to the wall, bent in and shouted in her ear.
“Yes it’s a gun. I’m a bad man ‘Leash’. Still want to play?”
The answering smile and tongue into the mouth kiss told him all he needed to know. The dark side, girl’s loved a bad boy, thought they could tame them and she had sensed his danger and flew to it moth like. It only remained to be seen how ‘burnt’ she’d be by the end of the night. If she’d passed off the gun that quickly she was already ‘blind’.
At DIC centre in Euston Diane Peters, sitting in Jack Fulton’s office, sipped a late night coffee, which she needed, but knew she shouldn’t be drinking. Mason had dropped off the map again. She checked traffic, multi-screen on his computer and banner information feed showing nothing as the teams converged near the Green Park tube station.
The phone rang and she set it to speaker phone.
“Diane, get the teams looking for a hat and trench coat on the tubes from Green Park in the last hour.”
“Will do.”
After two songs, music he couldn’t stand, to escape the noise and give ‘Leash’ a chance to breathe Mason took her to the bar for a drink and saw a look of quizzical comprehension and recognition pass over the barman’s face when Mason ordered their drinks. Behind him on the side, near the raised bar access Mason saw the red top of The Sun newspaper. It was a quick click in his mind to the conclusion he was about to be grassed up.
“We have to go now.” Mason said with sudden harshness.
“What? The night is young, I want a drink.”
“Then I have to go now, you stay.” He was abrupt and business like.
Aliesha caught the tone in his voice.
“Okay. Back to my place, a movie and a pizza?”
“Fine which way?”
“It’s on Fortress Road at the top of Kentish Town Road, maybe two miles away.”
“Meet me out front I’ll rustle up some transport.”
Mason scanned the bar quickly and spotted a motorbike helmet. Amongst all the black clothing and the leather there had to be a biker and sure enough there was. At a crowded table a worn black leather jacket was draped over a chair, underneath which was a gaudy coloured helmet. Sitting on the chair was the muscled body of a black haired boy in a ripped T-shirt. Behind him on a ledge, next to a door, was the full pint glass of a thick bodied man talking to a lean and rather sexy looking girl with black bunches, mini skirt and knee length striped socks. Mason walked around the table, pushed the swing door open with his right hand and with his left swept the pint onto the biker’s neck and carried on through the door. He did a U turn in the corridor beyond and walked back to an angry scene, both men facing each other, friends shouting. Security was on the way over. Mason walked past the chair, all their backs to him, pulled the jacket off the chair as he passed and on his way to the door. He slipped out the keys and dumped the jacket on the floor. Behind him a full blooded furious fight broke out in the bar.
At the tower Jack Fulton’s phone rang and the speaker phone declared to Diane Peters that a bar man at the Underworld had spotted Mason. The banner stream declared the club security had called police to the same location. She set the teams on their way. Traffic slowed them.
Outside the bar Mason scanned the surrounding roads and pavement for a parked bike. Across the road by the tube station was a blue and white Suzuki GSX-R600, checking it was the right make on the key fob, he grabbed ‘Leash’s hand and dragged her across the busy road.
Sirens sounded in the distance, people were being thrown out of the club behind them. In the street light he found the lock key, unlocked the chain, straddled the bike and put the key in.
He twisted, revved and put his foot on the clutch.
“Get on.”
“We’ve no helmets!”
“Let’s live dangerously. Get on ‘Leash’.”
She ungraciously swung a leg over the bike, grabbed his midriff with both arms and felt the acceleration of the bike nearly pull her off the back. She leant forward as the bike blurted like a blue comma across the pavement and slammed its way up the Kentish Town Road. ‘Leash’ whooped as the fast moving air streamed around her, the leather seat between her thighs coldly pressing against her sheer lace thong. She felt the lump of the hand gun in the back of his trousers pressing against her abdomen and thrilled to the itch it gave her lower down.
Behind them at the club the police arrived in numbers to a full scale riot at the Underworld. Police Vans and thirty policemen struggled with crowds coming out. Bloodied security, glass cut men and crying girls filled the road, stopping traffic. The vans were filling as police wrestled fighters, two or three cops to a struggler, pinning them down and cuffing them.
The DIC cars were waved through a make shift cordon made of police bikes, as was an ambulance. When the teams got out it was hard to find anyone to talk to. They scoured the crowds. Tony Deany made his way against the flow into the bar. His feet crunched on glass and heavy looking policemen and women stood around waving batons, some taking notes. He waved his badge as a police woman tried to stop him. Ellie followed in his wake to the bar.
“Which barman recognised the face from today’s Sun?”
“It was me.” An Australian, lean and tanned moved forward.
“Was he with anyone?”
“Some Asian Goth girl, looked nice too.”
“Did you see them leave?”
“I think she left before him, maybe he lucked out. He went up that way and then the fight broke out.”
“Was he fighting?”
“It’s hard to tell, it all got a bit mad after a while. Then the cops showed up and I lost sight of him.”
Deany looked down at the bar stool and beneath it the green trench coat, crumpled hat and a beer soaked red scarf. He picked it up.
“He was here alright, the stolen ‘disguise’ from Henry’s.”
“Maybe he started the fight to cover his escape?” Ellie looked around.
“How did he know we were coming?”
“He’s smart. The barman kept looking, he got nervous. Maybe the girl recognised him and walked off threatening to call the police.”
“If he followed her out god help her, is all I can say.”
As they returned to the outside where things had calmed down the police were sending the crowds into the club. Police organised the club goers into groups and began sitting them down. A table was being set up by the door to the outside. Traffic on the road was moving again.
Liam Kershaw, a time served DIC recruit in his early thirties broke away from a group of police and approached Deany and Ellie.
“Nothing to go on, he’s not in the vans and no sightings. It’s going to take hours to interview our way through this lot. Some have left, but we’ve had most sent back in.”
“Interview all of them?”
“Diane’s orders see if he was here to meet anyone.”
“That’s going to take until morning.”
“I know so let’s get started.”
Mason dropped ‘Leash’ at her house and watched her go in. He rode the bike to a back road and parked in a side alley. He walked back to her house and rang the bell. She answered the door with a beer in her hand.
“Welcome. Follow me.” He stepped over the threshold watching her wiggling behind go up the stairs. Duly he followed.
It was a three bed semi detached house and ‘Leash’ had a large room on the second floor. She didn’t turn the light on when they went in. She turned to face him and they stripped each other, unlacing, unzipping and shedding clothes.
Mason’s lust enveloped her and consumed her for over an hour and she drank in his passion and desire. The sex was good and when they finally sank away from each other both were satisfied.
“You want something to eat?” She asked.
“Yeah and a drink.”
They went to the kitchen, she in a short black Kimono style dressing gown and he with a towel around his waist. She got him a beer from the fridge and began making him sandwich.
“Why are the police after you?”
“I’m an assassin.”
“Isn’t that just a posh word for killer?”
“I suppose. You scared?”
She smiled. “A little, but I like danger. How do you become a paid killer?”
He didn’t answer.
“Oh is that one of those you can tell me, but you’d have to kill me questions?”
When he didn’t speak she turned with the bread knife.
“You aren’t going to kill me are you?” She waved the knife in front of her.
Mason’s move was fast, the scissor hands knocked the knife away and he stepped in grabbing the back of her head with his left hand and his right hand sliding between her arms and her back, pinning her suddenly, unable to move due to the edge of the kitchen side against which her arms were held tight. He looked in her eyes and strangely they were defiant, not afraid. He leant in and tenderly kissed her lips.
“No, but make no mistake that I can at any time, that enough danger for you?”
‘Leash’ smiled. “You are a bad boy aren’t you?”
They went back to her room with snacks and drinks. In spite of his reservations Mason was drawn to her. She had, he could tell, reserves of strength and courage. She had spirit and character. Most women he met weakly surrendered to him, but she had bucked and fought back, scratching and pulling.
“I could be your secretary. You know. You on some job somewhere calling me and me watching your back.”
“You’ve seen too many films. It’s not like that. It’s lonely, messy, frightening and you never have anyone you can trust.”
“What if you could trust me, you wouldn’t be alone then.”
Mason got up and walked to the window and looked out of a parted gap. There was a million on this hit, enough for him to retire to a non-extradition country and then what? Whores would take his money or stitch him up and he’d have to work again. With a girl he could trust he could settle. The last few days and how close the security services were at the moment made him feel that it was time to quit. He’d rather taken to ‘Leash’ and he felt he could control her. He turned, dropped his towel and walked over to the bed.
“Let’s talk about what you can be for me in the morning, in the meantime…” He climbed onto the bed and slipped off her robe.
Around midnight ‘Leash’ woke with a strong urge to urinate. She disengaged from Mason’s arm, which pinned her to the bed, and extracted herself from the ‘spoons’ position they had adopted after sex, necessary for them both to sleep in her single bed.
Mason didn’t wake, but he mumbled in his sleep, hand twitching on a fantasy pistol trigger. “Time now Jono…time…priory… at the priory…” His foot kicked out and he shifted slightly. ‘Leash’ watched his face, it was tense. Perhaps that was what it was like for men who lived his way, never relaxed.
She went to the toilet looked in on Leah’s room, the ‘satanic meringue’ girl with whom she shared the house. She was surprised that she hadn’t come home. Maybe she’d scored at last. ‘Leash’ smiled and went back to bed, easing herself onto the bed and pulling Mason’s arm over her. ‘Priory’ she thought, ‘maybe he had killed a priest?’



Chapter 79


Mayfair Rendezvous Casino
11 p.m.
April 18th
The Rendezvous casino in Mayfair on Old Park Lane was as plush and luxurious as it sounded. After the taxi had dropped him off Cobb squared his shoulders and strode in with confidence. He bought four hundred pounds worth of chips and after walking amongst the tables he went for a drink in the up stairs bar. Sitting on a too comfortable spotted seat under multi coloured tile decor he frowned at the somewhat chintzy look of the place. His over expensive bourbon on ice was finished too soon and he was unhappily reminded of the smoking laws. He put away his ‘Luckies’ pack and Zippo and went down stairs.
He chose American Roulette in the end and sat down in a spare seat. A short haired man in a casual suit was making a pile of chips to his left. The blonde casino worker smiled at him as he sat down and he took in her black uniform, tight in the right places and accentuating her curves. Her neat make up and bright blue eyes were the friendly face of the casino.
The man to his left placed one hundred pounds in tens around the black twenty, a lady who must have been in her fifties, low cut dress showing ageing cleavage and mottled neck, followed his lead saying ‘I might as well ride your luck’ and gave the younger man a wink.
He smiled back faintly at the clumsy ‘pass’ and Cobb noted the woman’s accent as American, though, explaining her extrovert bravado, tinged with an alcohol slur. Cobb looked the young man over. The suit was blue grey tonic, the shirt silk and the watch on the hairy wrist was an Omega. The man’s face was tanned and his dark eyes and short cut, expensively untidy hair was black. He had a Mediterranean look. As Cobb watched a lean, gorgeous, tanned beauty in a long green dress, low neck line and smooth rounded cleavage, decorated with pearls came over and stood at the end of the table by the roulette wheel. Her auburn hair was ‘up’ showing a smooth tanned neck. Cobb was smitten.
He placed five twenty pound chips around the table, all on black numbers and a hundred pounds in chips on the black.
When red nineteen came up, the ball clattering to a halt in the ‘cup’ there was an unhappy sigh from the older lady.
“Now you owe me a spin. “ She said laughingly.
Again the good looking young man smiled faintly.
Both he and Cobb repeated their bets, Cobb knowing that he’d be out in two turns if he lost again, but he and the young man were lucky. The spinning wheel slowed clattering the ball into black twenty. A pile of chips to the sum of three hundred and sixty made its way to Cobb’s left and Cobb got his two hundred. The older American woman laughed aloud when she got her three hundred and sixty.
“Now we’re even. We make a good team!” The young man didn’t reply, but gave a knowing look to the girl in the green dress. She returned the look. The American woman saw the connection and accepted her defeat at the perfectly manicured hands of the younger woman. The young man was not to be the lady’s.
“Maybe I’ll try ‘blondie’ here, what say handsome?” She leaned over Cobb’s way.
“Sure I’m going red this time if you want in?”
“Hey! Fellow American! We should stick together baby.”
The young man bet tens around the black ten and Cobb bet red, putting fifty on red and a hundred on the red three. The lady put all of her chips, seven hundred pounds, on red three.
When the wheel clattered to a stop it was black two. The old lady groaned. Cobb rose to go.
“What say you buy me a drink handsome and we’ll call it quits.” The American woman stumbled as she got up. Cobb nodded. As she walked towards him he noted her mutton dressed as lamb look, but figured her for a sure thing in her state.
“I’m staying at Claridge’s, you want to come back, get a little champagne and room service?” he asked giving her wink.
“You rogue, you want to take advantage of a rich widow.” She took his arm.
“It’s a thought at that.” He said and led her to a taxi. She wasn’t a dream girl, but it wouldn’t be a total loss if he got laid.
A taxi took them back to the hotel, she was drunkenly noisy and Cobb had steered her quickly through reception up to the room. She was impressed with the suite. They ordered champagne and food. He ordered a bottle of bourbon and got good and drunk. The American woman, Betty, was well preserved bodily, plastic surgery had been good to her, but Cobb couldn’t have slept with her sober. She guzzled champagne and chattered inanely.
After finally getting into a ‘clinch’ they staggered to the bed and sweated half an hour away together, she thinking of the young man and Cobb fantasising she was the auburn haired girl.
Betty, blind drunk, flopped unconscious after their first coupling and Cobb drank some bourbon, smoked a cigarette and went back to the bed and ‘used’ her whilst she was comatose. Finally he left her slumped on the bed, had a shower and drank some coffee. It was two in the morning when he arranged spare blankets on the suite lounge sofa and settled down with the television.
He’d ordered cold cuts and crusty bread along with fruit, salad and snacks. He watched the news eating a beef and horseradish sandwich. News twenty four was covering the riot at Underworld. When they mentioned Mason’s name he chuckled. So Mason knew he’d lucked out and had gone for a night out, silly man. Still he hoped the ‘fella’ got away. They’d got on well during the time on the submarine. Betty’s snores made him look in on her. He covered her tanned old skin with the duvet, thinking her not too bad when he didn’t look too hard.
He went back to the sofa, turned off the television and fell asleep thinking about how sore the old broad was going to be when she woke up.

Chapter 80

London 
2AM
April 19th
‘Leash’s face seemed to glow golden brown in the light of bedside lamp. She stirred when he eased himself away. Mason looked at the clock. It was two in the morning. He knew he had to get out of the house.
The sound of the shower woke ‘Leash’ and she stood in the bathroom doorway naked with ruffled black hair watching him shower.
“Are you going?”
“Yeah. I have to move on. “The shower stopped and he stepped out and towelled himself. She went downstairs and he heard the kettle boiling. He was quickly dressed and when he got to the kitchen she stood arms folded by two cups of coffee on the kitchen side. She had lit a cigarette. He held the stolen Sig 220 in his hand.
“Those things will kill you.” He said waving the weapon at her cigarette.
“Ditto tough guy.” Her smoke waved at the gun barrel.
He tucked the pistol in the back of his waist band and picked up his coffee. He broke a short silence between them.
“Look I’m in the UK to do this one job. It’s a big job and a lot of money. After that I have to head for a non extradition country, like South America or something…” He trailed off. He'd never before wanted to say what was on his mind at that moment, but the feeling he got when he looked at her was strong.
“If you’d like to hook up… I could contact you… I mean…” Again he trailed off and she moved towards him, dropping her cigarette in her freshly made cup of coffee. She put her arms around him and held him tight.
“I’d like that. I had a feeling about you. It’s got stronger now.” She ended the embrace and put her face close to his, kissed him gently, twice on the lips. “Do your job, get out and call me I’ll come running, really I will.”
“Listen,” his face became serious, “The people after me are good, really good, so they will get here sooner or later. Tell them nothing. Tell them we met, you cut my hair, we arranged to meet and we spent the night together. Tell them nothing else. I’m not a bad man ‘Leash’, I just kill for a living. The people I kill have generally done something bad so it’s like pest control. Thousands of people are killed in accidents every year, through doctors’ negligence, company health and safety lapses, you name it. I was a soldier once and I killed on government orders, so killing isn’t so bad if there’s money or a reason behind it. They’ll tell you I’m evil, that I’m a murderer, but they’ll kill me on sight if they see me and say it’s in the interests of national security. Don’t believe what they tell you about me. When we get together again I’ll tell you all about me and my life and you can decide. I wish I had time now. I’ve wanted to share my story with someone for years, now you’ve come along I’ve got to go…”
‘Leash’ touched his face gently. “It’s okay Marc I understand.” Mason suddenly laughed.
“My name is Mason, Peter Mason, sorry I forget sometimes.” ‘Leash’ laughed too and held out her hand to shake.
“How do you do Peter Mason I’m Aliesha Jones.”
They laughed and embraced. They said goodbye quickly and from the open doorway she watched him walk away. Tired she went back to bed, able to smell him on the sheets. She smiled and early morning day dreams of life on a tropical beach in South America filled her head.
Mason went to the motorbike, wheeled it into the road and started it up. He followed the map in his head back to the Bickenhall Hotel. He kept to back roads, twisting and turning through an indirect route, not just because of those giving chase, but because he had no helmet and he didn’t want the police to stop him. Two or three times on the short winding journey his mind turned to ‘Leash’, but he shook her out of his head. He had to be serious and clear headed, no time for school boy romance now.
He rode up to within fifty metres of the hotel, parked the bike and dropped the key down a drain. He walked past the hotel and saw an open window, two floors up. Each window on the white frontage had a ledge above the old sash window. The first floor windows had a balcony and rails. Mason jumped, scrabbled and made a route up to the open window as if the hotel front was a climbing wall. Finally standing on the narrow window ledge he slowly and carefully wiggled in a limbo movement inside. There was nothing beneath the window and he was inside kneeling in the half light in a double room. A bald man he had seen check in was lying in bed, covers half off, snoring. Mason saw keys and personal effects on the bedside table. He padded over, took them, including a wallet, and silently exited the room. He walked through the dark corridors, into the stair well and up a floor to his room.
His key pass worked and he gathered his things, especially his pistol from the self locking safe. He quickly and carefully checked the room to make sure there was nothing personal and opened his window. His room was at the back. He took a length of twine from his bag of tricks and lowered his bag. He followed the bag down, using the climbing wall style again to get down and at ground level grabbed his bag.
The key fob was VW. It took him an annoying half an hour to find the white VW Beetle. It was in a car park on the corner of Gloucester Place and the Marylebone Road. The ticket was in the wallet. He adjusted the seat, started the car, cleared the punch ticket barrier and turned the car for Vauxhall. It was three in the morning, traffic was light and sparse and it didn’t take him long to get there. He parked up two streets away from the Priory Arms, tilted back the passenger seat and settled down. It would be ages before the pub opened and he could meet the contact.



Chapter 81


Albany Street Police Station London
3 a.m.
April 19th
It had taken much less time than Tony Deany had expected to get through the interviews at The Underworld Night Club. They had worked through a hundred or so club goers. They showed Mason’s photograph and asked a set pattern of questions.
“Do you recognise this man?”
“Did you see this man in the club?”
“Did you see this man talking to anyone in the club?”
A number of ‘are you sure?’ questions were added. If they had seen him the ‘where?’, ‘what was he doing?’ and other related questions were added. Trained in observation the DIC duty team members, tired as they were, applied their full training to the task, checking body language and tone of voice at various points.
They came up blank. He had been seen and with a girl, but none of the people interviewed knew her.
“Well that’s that.” Deany said wearily. “I can’t believe that we didn’t get a single link or lead.”
“Time to get back and get some rest.” Ellie yawned.
“Oh no. We’ve to go to the police station and interview the people they arrested. They’ve had a hard time containing them as it goes.” Liam said, he was logged into his laptop.
“Didn’t another duty team go?” Deany was tetchy and tired.
“No. DIC are at full stretch right now.” Liam replied.
“I take it they checked the CCTV here?” Deany asked exasperated.
“Yeah. Tape went over when we started. Look.” Deany and Ellie looked over his shoulder at the isolated footage on the laptop screen. The footage showed Mason arriving, the next clip showed the girl arriving with friends, the short conversation and the walk to the band room, the final clips were of their return to the bar a little later, their quick leave taking and lastly Mason leaving with a jacket.”
“Well for one we need to find the thin guy and the fat girl. Second he started the fight to get the jacket, but dropped it. What did he take?”
“Keys!” Ellie shouted then added, “ Bike keys it’s a heavy metal club. He took a motorbike.”
Liam tapped in a message, check tube station footage for motorbike for Mason’s leaving time. The reply was swift, Easy, we have Mason and girl on motorbike leaving. Registration PN07 GYP. Will have camera checks on road CCTV for last hours run through. Good Luck. Diane.
“We’d better get going to Albany Street.” Liam said.
Back at DIC centre activity was intense. Diane was exhausted and Jack wasn’t due back until nine in the morning. Cobb was still being searched for and nothing was showing up. A full London cab check was being done. CCTV watchers had been taken out of the rooms and sent to cab companies with pictures. Every CCTV camera was being checked, but there were too many hours of footage and not enough people. Diane had called in every DIC watcher in the country to work the night shift and log into the system to check an area’s film footage. She had excluded McKie and Jaz from the mailing list. When a section of the city had been checked and cleared from one time to another it was automatically logged. Diane had been in contact with the coastguard and Navy, but the stolen boat had not been seen. It was dark though and a boat without lights at night was invisible except to radar, but she needed a visual check.
When Deany, Ellie and Liam got to Albany they were faced with only thirty interviews, but Deany knew who he was looking for. They looked in each cell until they found the fat girl and thin guy.
It was three in the morning when the club goers arrested in the fight were allowed to leave, some cautioned, some pending trial.
Leah and Jack, ‘Leash’s’ friends were taken to an interview room. All three DIC came in and sat down.
“Is this about that man ‘Leash’ hooked up with?” Jack asked.
“Whoa! Slow down mate. Have you seen this man?”
“Yeah that’s the man Leash was with tonight!” Leah practically shouted. “Oh my god he’s not a murderer is he?”
Ellie sat down in front of Leah. “Who’s ‘Leash’?”
“She’s my friend. I share a house with her on Fortress Road, number 23. Is she in danger?”
The three DIC looked at each other. Liam left the room.
“Tell us what happened tonight, from the beginning.”
“Hadn’t you better go and help her.”
“My colleague will deal with that right now. Tell me about this man.”
Outside Liam spoke to the Superintendent, who in turn called armed response. Liam called Diane and she told him to let the armed police handle it. She knew they were tired and didn’t want casualties. Liam was relieved. He went back into the room.
“… then they went for a drink and didn’t come back and then the fight broke out, that’s all I know.” Leah ended and looked at Liam.
“Armed response are going to deal with it, Diane says we step aside on this one, tiredness can kill and all that.”
“Oh my god poor ‘Leash’”
“According to CCTV footage she happily got on the motorbike with him.”
“Typical ‘Leash’ always looking for excitement.”
Jack said and shook his head in disbelief.
“Well she’s found it now, probably too much.” Ellie said.
“Is there anything to eat, I’m starving.” Leah said. The three DIC officers and her friend Jack gave her withering looks.

Chapter 82

South West Coast of England
Close to Torbay
4 a.m.
April 19th
Stanton’s eyes were glazing over. He’d pushed the boat as fast as he could and the currents down the west coast had helped him. He was low on fuel and exhausted. He’d taken off the wet clothes and put on Dean’s waterproofs. The clothes weren’t drying. The yellow rubber trousers and top were uncomfortable and he’d taken the boots off. Dean had no other clothes on the boat. He wanted to get to the mouth of the Thames before day light, but knew he wasn’t going to make it. He couldn’t take the boat through channel waters in daylight as he assumed the boat’s owner and the passenger would be reported missing and air sea recue, coastguard and lifeboats would be alerted on the assumption that the boat had run into trouble. He was unaware of Dean’s survival.
Come daylight the Navy would be scouring the ocean. He had to have another plan, a plan B. He didn’t want to get back on land. He fancied sailing in and sailing out. He ran into less people that way and he liked it. He might be tired, but in the dark at sea he felt safe from capture.
Once he’d turned the boat left at, right angles, skirting the needles and land’s End he calculated the time and fuel and knew he wouldn’t make the Thames Estuary by daylight.
He put the boat on autopilot and made a coffee then he checked the charts. Southampton was not too far away, full of boats. He could moor up, dump this craft and steal another. The navy wouldn’t be looking in a harbour for it. He checked the currents on the chart. It looked complicated and could take hours, what he needed was an open harbour in a bay. He ran his finger back along from Southampton and stopped it at Torquay. It was close enough for the fuel to last as well. He had made up his mind.



Chapter 83


London
4 a.m.
April 19th
The smash of the door had woken Aliesha from a sweet dream. She didn’t have time to get out of bed before an armed policeman with an MP5 shone his barrel torch in her face and screamed at her not to move. There were shouts of ‘clear’ all over the house and she was dragged, wrapped in her duvet down to the lounge. They’d let her dress, cuffed her and taken her to Albany Street. She was left alone in the interview room for half an hour. Tony Deany, Ellie and Liam had been called back to Euston Tower, where they gratefully went to their rooms and slept. Tony didn’t even take his clothes off he just laid down on the bed and fell asleep.
The wait at Albany Street station for Aliesha was for Diane Peters and the DIC psychologist Else Patrick to arrive. Else wasn’t happy at being woken up and called out in the early hours.
Else was a PhD in Psychology, Masters in Psychotherapy and had numerous qualifications in Occupational Health. She was a sixty year old short blonde woman from Lancashire. Her short, neat stature, belied a giant mind, but she was a woman of regular habits and disliked being woken at odd hours.
She and Diane were let into the locked interview room. They both sat down opposite Aliesha. Diane put, stereotypically, a brown cardboard docket on the table.
“Who are you two, you don’t look like police?”
“I’m Mrs Peters and this is Mrs Patrick, we’re from a government agency.”
“Oh spooks eh?” Else raised an eyebrow.
“We’d like to know about Peter Mason, the man you took home from the nightclub.”
“There’s nothing to tell. He came to the hair salon, where I work, I cut his hair, and I fancied him so I told him the night club I was going to. When I got there he was sat at the bar, I got off with him and he wanted to go back to my place. We went to my house had sex and when I woke up he’d gone.” Aliesha spread both hands out in ‘a that’s it’ manner.
“Did he tell you anything about himself?”
“Not much?”
“He told you his real name at the salon though?”
“Yes.”
“Don’t lie!” Diane’s voice was like a whiplash in the room and left a thick echo for a moment.
“I’m not lying.”
“He booked and paid for his hair cut in the name of Marc Townshend, but you knew he was Peter Mason. So he must have told you later. That tells me there’s some connection between you that’s more than casual sex for both of you.”
“Clever bitch aren’t you.” Aliesha folded her arms and stared into mid distance.
“If Peter Mason told you his name then you’re either lucky to be alive or you mean something to him and I’d bet on the latter and as that’s true it means you can tell me about him.”
“I’m telling you nothing. You have nothing on me and you’ll have to let me go in twenty four hours.”
“That’s not true. I’ve got a link between you and Mason and that means I can hold you on the prevention of terrorism act. I can hold you here for 42 days, well when I say here I mean I can have you put in a prison cell and transported between there and here every day, so don’t get cocky with me Miss Jones!”
“I haven’t done anything. I just met him and… he was a bit rough, he scared me… he even told me his name… but I don’t know anything else I swear…” Aliesha’s switch to a half pleading earnest, innocent victim from a confident young woman would have drawn sympathy in most people, but Diane knew her job and she looked left at Else, who was sitting, hand over her mouth thoughtfully gazing at Aliesha.
“She’s lying.” Else said slowly.
“What?” Aliesha stood up. “What the hell is she, a psychic or something?”
“She’s an insecure young woman, probably fell out with her parents, the usual East West clash, her brothers got all the attention. She’s changed her name by deed poll to ‘Jones’ to make the break complete, probably at seventeen, it’s usual when legally free for the unhappy to do that. The black clothing and pseudo anarchic culture of Goths and metal appeals to her because of the occult links which fly in the face of the gentle and respectable values of what would have been a Hindu upbringing, but being genetically inclined to seek adventure the family life didn’t appeal and drove a wedge. Now she thinks she’s a night life good time girl, but really she’s just a naughty little girl inside. If she didn’t know who Mason was when she met him, she does now and she’s protecting him because he’s like the father figure she wants…”
“You Bitch!” Aliesha went to slap Else, but Diane had risen and executed a neat block, grab and twist, spinning ‘Leash’ into the chair.
Else continued, “… he’s lied to her and she believed him. It’s typical really and somewhat predictable. He’ll have known they’d find her so why didn’t he kill her…?”
“He wouldn’t have killed me. He loves me! We’re in love!” Diane looked at Else again.
“Hmmm yes that is a sensible suggestion. Though he more likely likes the idea of having a girl with him, perhaps he’s getting past his prime. She does love him though or rather she’s smitten, little girls can’t tell the difference.”
“ off you bitch.” ‘Leash’ hugged herself and yet managed to look like a cornered cat.
“That hit home. Okay Else thanks you can go. Sorry to wake you, but this was crucial.”
“Don’t make a habit of it Diane.”
“Is that it?” ‘Leash' asked stunned.
“No.” She paused as Else left the room. “She’s something of an expert. Rarely wrong. Now I know the situation we can get down to what you can tell me… oh and before you say you haven’t committed a crime you’re an accessory to the theft of a motorcycle okay.”
“He had the keys how was I supposed to know it wasn’t his.”
Diane ignored her. She opened the brown file and spread pictures on the desk. There were crime scene photos from Beech Bottom Dyke, The crushed Volvo 440 with clear images of the dead officers’ lifeless bodies at odd angles in the blood spattered carnage of the dumped vehicle. The shots were enough to turn anyone’s stomach over. ‘Leash’ turned her head away.
“Look at them!” Again the whiplash voice which this time pulled her head round, but there was no trace of shame.
“He said you’d lie to me. Say he was a murderer”
“Really, we’ve got his DNA off your bed and any minute now I will be able to link it to the bodies and when we’re done we’ll have him for any other assassinations he’s done here or abroad.”
“He’s going where you won’t be able to get him.”
Diane laughed.
“Really?” She said drily.
The door opened and a plain clothes detective came in and put a sheet in front of Diane. She looked down and the looked up with clear hard eyes. Then she dealt out what she knew would be the winning hand.
She slid the sheet with the DNA results in front of ‘Leash’.
“Look at it!” Even the plain clothes man winced when she spoke.
‘Leash’ looked at it.
"Pick it up Aliesha and read it.”
'Leash' picked it up and read it. The two bars of data on the sheet matched. Her eyes rose slowly from the paper and then she went to place it on the table to see two pictures, family pictures, a man with two children, a girl and a boy, and a woman and a her husband in portrait with a cute blonde two year old boy.
Diane’s voice was soft and motherly, tender and emotional.
“That’s Stewart Mitchell and his two kids. His son Antony is fourteen and his daughter, that’s her with her dad’s hand on her shoulder, she’s eleven; she’s twelve this Saturday coming.”
Diane paused. ‘Leash’ stared at the picture then watched Diane’s manicured finger point to the second photo.
“That’s Moira Brown with her husband and their two year old son.” ‘Leash’ unable to bear it looked away. Diane slid the photos of the Stewart Mitchell’s blood coated face, neck twisted when his body was pitched around by the dumping of the police Volvo and Moira’s bloodied face with the bullet wound clear and grim where her eye should have been.
“Look at it!” ‘Leash' didn’t respond. “Look what he did because they’d tried to stop him. Two unarmed police officers and he killed them. He’s here for a reason, he doesn’t love you he just wants to use you and he’s going to kill at least one more time, now you’ll be responsible for the next person he kills as well if you don’t help me stop him…”
‘Leash’ had begun to sob.
“I’ve got a daughter about your age. How old are you Aliesha? Twenty, twenty-two?”
“I’m twenty.”
“My daughter’s a year older. She goes to clubs. I’d hate to think of her being tricked so badly by a killer. He used you and he lied to you Aliesha. What do you know?”
“Will you call my dad?”
“Yes love. I’ll call him.” She turned to the officer.
“She named him as next of kin on the checking in form. You’ve got a number.” He left the room.
“Well?” Diane asked in a once again harsh voice.
“I think he got attached to me, he seemed friendlier in the early hours when he left. I thought his name was Marc. He had a gun…”
“Probably the one that belonged to one of my men; he’s in hospital, lucky to be alive by all accounts..” Diane interjected.
“I was excited, he’s very manly. He said he had a job to do, big money then he was going to a non extradition country. He said he’d call for me… he said you’d lie… that he’d been a soldier… that people die all the time…”
“They’re good at deception Aliesha.”
“I think he meant it though, really I do.”
“Yes perhaps he did. Perhaps he wants to settle down with his ill gotten gains and you appealed to him. You are attractive and to a man his age… well… but what do you think would have happened when he got bored with you or a settled life?”
“I know. I… I’m sorry for those people really I am.”
“Did he say anything else anything at all?”
“No… I ‘m sure… wait, in his sleep he said some name like ‘Jon’ and the word ‘Priory’… twice… I wondered if he’d killed a priest in the past, he was having a bad dream…”
“Guilty conscience and wounded psyche does that. Else counsels our people who have to kill anyone. They get checked. Killing’s unnatural.”
The officer came back in.
“He’s on his way.”
“Did he say anything?” ‘Leash’ asked.
“Just that he was on his way.”
Diane collected the photos into the file and got up.
“Let her go, but have her watched and by armed police, protection,” she turned to ‘Leash’ ”and you young lady build some bridges with your father. Family life is important and it’s what good society is built on, the bedrock. Make the most of your time with your father.” She tapped the brown folder. “There’s a girl in there that’ll long to see her father every day from now on, but especially Saturday next. He won’t be coming home though. Make the most of the time you have, it may run out much faster than you expected.”
When Diane got outside the cell she leant against the wall, took a hankie out of her sleeve and wiped away the tears that she had controlled in the room. She blew her nose, pushed the hankie into her sleeve and got out her ‘sat phone’.
“It’s Diane. Run the word ‘Priory’ through the computers and compile a list of places. It may be nothing, but there’s not much to go on… yes she did…silly little mare… she’ll be fine… daddy’s on the way to make it all better for her.”



Chapter 84


Torquay Harbour
5 a.m.
April 19th
Torquay was an open harbour, walls around, but no blocks to entry. Stanton was nearly out of fuel when he entered the seaward gap. It was dark and the sun wasn’t due to rise for at least an hour. He turned on the light on the top of the boat and steered his way into an empty berth. There were three empty berths near the sea wall. There was a heavy bump as the prow of the boat hit the wooden jetty. Stanton had cut the engine when he’d steered it in, so there was no reverse power to hold off hitting the woodwork. He switched off the light, ran to the back of the boat, grabbed a line and tied her up.
Stanton stood quietly on deck looking and listening. The harbour was quiet. Some distance away there was an inner harbour with smaller boats. There was a little traffic on the road, lone car lights, the street lamps polluted the pre dawn dark, aside from that there was nothing.
Back in the cabin, aware of time as he was Stanton took a break to eat and drink. A pack of digestive biscuits from a cupboard and a large mug of tea helped him feel stronger.
Refreshed he gathered some useful tools in a bag and walked the jetties looking at berths. There were plenty of yachts and most had engines. He couldn’t really sail a yacht, not alone. There were very few cruisers. There were five sprigs of floating walk ways and along the third he found what he was looking for. There was a clean looking Fairline Phantom 38 three berths in from the walkway.
Stanton climbed aboard and broke through the back door using a crow bar. Glass shattered as he levered the door open, he was acutely aware of the noise as it echoed off the water. The harbour seemed unwatched and no alarm went off when he broke in. He was twenty minutes getting to the wires behind the control panel. He found the starter wires and fired up the engine, it started first time. He went to the back, cast off and as the boat began to drift he gave it power and steered his way carefully around the sprigs of jetties and into the open sea. He checked the electronic panel, fuel tanks were full. It was a nice little boat, lounge, berths, kitchen, very plush, but unlike the Nelson Landguard 33 there was no ‘autopilot control system’, he’d have to steer it all the way.
To that end he motored around the bay, checked the depth sounder and anchored just off Oddicombe beach, just under the Babbacombe cliffs. He took of the aft cabin doors and threw them over the side, putting the back covering up. He cleaned up the glass and checked the boat over. He found no clothes left there except for a blue Berghaus coat with a hood and a woolly hat.
It was lovely really, a real floating home. He found the paperwork for it in cabin storage, the berth ticket for Torquay and owner’s papers. Not for the first time he blessed the complacent laziness of the average human being. They hadn’t thought that anything would happen to them. In his line of work you spent everyday assuming that bad things were going to happen and watching out for them. The alarm system hadn’t even been switched on. At last clear that he could pass muster with a harbour master at Dover, as he knew he’d be arriving in daylight, the Torquay ticket showing he hadn’t come from abroad, he could cruise in, tie up and wait until nightfall to get out and head for the Thames estuary.
It was getting on for six am and there was a pale light in the sky to the East. He hauled anchor and pointed the boat out of the bay and into the channel. The Fairline could do 30 knots and Stanton pushed it as hard as he could, knowing channel traffic would slow him around the Dover area.



Chapter 83


Dover
6 a.m.
April 19th
The darkness surrounded him, there were screams and cries, lights flashed showing images of shadow figures pointing guns, the muzzle blast was bright orange and in the light women children and men were shot, then the light flash ended, darkness taking the bleeding victims away as the shadow gun men faded away too. David ran to the flashes of light to help the people who’d been shot; he was fearful of the shadows with guns, terrified that the light would shine on him and he’d be shot. He struggled to pull his own gun from the folds of his coat and light after light came on and more and more people were shot by the shadow men. He rushed from place to place to help, trying hard to fight. Finally he got his gun out and the light shone on him. He spun in a circle sweating and in a light further away Beaumont stood, called to him and was shot. David ran towards him suddenly reaching the end of a railway platform. David pointed the gun into the dark beyond and a figure marched out pointing a rifle, David fired just as the shadow figure emerged into the light and David saw that it was his father falling to the ground and the view changed to one of himself as one of the shadow men looking into the pool of light at his father’s bloodied face…
“Father!” David shouted as he woke, hands tangled in the duvet and soaked in sweat from head to toe. David breathed as if out of breath. He started as Mary’s hand touched him on the back.
“Bad dream Davey?”
“Aye.”
“Get up and write it down straight away then you can get me a nice cup of tea.”
David went downstairs found a piece of paper and wrote the dream down, he heard the toilet flush and Mary appeared, heavy and round in her pregnancy, the belt of her dressing gown under the bump like a fat man’s belt under a gut, the dressing gown didn’t quite cover her.
“Not long now Mary McKie eh?”
“No I’ll be glad when she comes out.”
“Sit down I’ll get you some tea.”
Mary watched him leave the room. He was tall, broad shouldered and his biceps stretched the edge of the T-shirt of his ‘pyjamas’, his legs in the shorts showed defined calves. She wondered that such a formidable man, strong and intelligent should struggle with his emotions. She knew he’d been troubled by the lorry of immigrant bodies he’d told her he’d found one time in customs work. She knew though that most of his life he’d feared little. When Connor was born David had been there strong and assertive, but when the baby came out he’d cried, with joy of course. It touched her that such a man was attached to her. She was unsure though of the path his life was taking and feared that his ‘secret’ life would drive a wedge between them. David came back with two mugs of tea.
“Conor still asleep.”
“Yes.”
“What was your dream?”
David told her.
“That’s very Freudian I’d say, killing your own father. Didn’t Oedipus do that by accident?”
“Yes. What do you think it means?”
“Something to do with control I’d say. Maybe you feel that things have got out of control, you know, the parent, the controller being killed, safety gone, feeling unsafe?”
David grabbed her hand and kissed it.
“My word you’re a clever lass aren’t you. Maybe you should counsel me eh?”
“I’d like that. I don’t want to be on the outside.”
“I don’t want that either. We’ve always been close.”
She squeezed his hand.
“What happened at the bus station?” She asked.
“I’m not supposed to talk about what I do.”
“I’ll not tell, anyway no matter what you signed with them you made promises when you married me and my claim on you pre-dates theirs. I won’t tell I promise.”
David’s face broke into a big grin. “You’re right. No-one will know and I’ve always told you about my work. I don’t see the problem in us sharing it. Maybe you could help.”
He told her the situation, what had happened and the story, what he knew of it, of the five men. Mary sat rapt in attention until he finished.
“My God, that’s incredible. There are three more out there?”
“Yes.”
“Davey it’s just as well you shot that man Wheeler. He’s an evil man and no doubt.”
“Who’s evil mummy?” Conor had come into the room.
“The Hamburglar at MacDonald’s wee man. Want to go to the Harbour today and get Old MacDonald’s?”
“Yay. Please dada, can we sit and watch the boats?”
“Sure sweetie.”
“I’ve to take him out this afternoon. Mona and Terri asked me over for a coffee and their boys will be there. You want to play with Leighton and Hadley this morning Conor?”
“Yay. Can I watch Teevee mummy.”
David rose.
“I’ll get breakfast. Log on and check my mail, do my CCTV survey for a bit and then I’ll take wee man down the harbour.”
“It’d do you good. Bit of father son bonding, red meat, fries and fresh air.”
“Perfect.”
David went to the kitchen and got out the cereal boxes.
“What do you want for breakfast Conor?” McKie felt relieved, more in his comfort zone. Talking to Mary had helped and his role as family man was a ‘suit’ of clothes he felt safe in, the traumas of the past days faded to the back of his mind. He went to the fridge and got the milk out.



Chapter 86


Claridge’s Hotel Mayfair London
7 a.m.
April 19th
Cobb had asked for an alarm call and breakfast in his room. He showered, dressed neatly but comfortably and whilst waiting for breakfast he took out the police issue Heckler Koch MP5, stripped it, cleaned it and armed it. He did the same for his PSS and tucked that in his waist band at the back of his trousers.
Breakfast arrived and he sat down to enjoy ‘ham and eggs’ British style. The coffee was strong and the kind he liked. Betty still hadn’t stirred and he wondered how he was going to deal with her.
Across the city Tony Deany had risen from his duty team stopover room’s single bed, washed, dressed and after eating a good breakfast and gone down to the office assigned for him for the two weeks. He was surprised to find Ellie already there.
“Early riser?”
Not usually, it’s hard to sleep knowing these men are out there. I mean twelve dead, the mayhem at Gatwick, sorry to remind you, then the mayhem at that club.” Ellie paused and looked up from her screen.
“It’s not so hard to sleep when you need to. I always rise early, did whilst I was a cop and always do now, no matter how much sleep I’ve had. I suppose I don’t like to waste a day knowing how short life could be.” Tony sat down and logged on. Ellie turned back to her screen and then cast him a sideways glance.
“You know that sounds good to start with and then becomes really quite grim at the end.”
Ellie looked at him. Tony looked back and took in her face. It was a clear skinned, pale oval, set with a wide mouth, a small neat nose and heavy lashed pale blue eyes. Her hair was black and cut in a long ‘bob’. She smiled and he smiled back
“What’s the news from the network?”
She watched him turn to the screen, slightly flushed with embarrassment. He was sweet, especially for a man about six feet tall, muscular, with short, untidy half curled hair. She liked his eyes, slightly hooded looking, almost sleepy and a warm brown colour.
“No sign of Mason. They found the motorbike at the Bickenhall Hotel, well near it. They had an armed team go in softly, softly. You know rang up, woke manager, did a walk in opened door with a key. He was gone. I don’t think they expected to find him."
“News on Stanton? “
“Nothing really. Daylight will mean the search can get under way, but he’ll know that so they’ll have to search harbours. DIC teams are doing West Coast Harbour checks to see if he put in. There’s a negative response there. As for Cobb, no sign at all. There were a couple of false leads off the CCTV checks, he’s fairly average looking Cobb, especially from black and white footage.”
“So that’s it. You might as well go back to bed.” Deany smiled at her.
“No way. When the call comes in I want to be ready.”
“You’re a bit gung ho aren’t you?”
“I knew Wally Tyson. When I started some years back I was duty team partner to Wally for a year. He was a great guy and a real brain man.” Ellie blinked holding back her tears.
Deany nodded, the word ‘brain’ bringing back the mental picture of open shattered skulls and leaking brain matter on the jetty at the Liverpool Marina.
“So I want to be the one to either bring him in or shoot him.” Ellie said in a lighter tone than she intended.
“I was at the Marina and his house, with his wife and daughter. It was a shocking thing to do to anyone, so I’m keen to get the scum too; just so you know.”
“Good, then he won’t have chance will he.” Ellie looked firmly into mid distance, in her mind’s eye seeing Wally as he was when she met him. Deany stared into his computer screen, but saw Wally’s shattered face and head, dripping with Mersey water, and then he thought of Ginny and Tara. In a moment he’d relit the torch of revenge he swore to himself he’d carry for them.
Across the city the Paddington Green Police Station desk sergeant took the call with some cynicism.
“Right thank you sir. I’ll have that looked into.”
He called the special branch office who in turn called the DIC centre, where the information was passed to Diane.
When the phone rang at seven thirty in Tony and Ellie’s office neither were expecting anything vital.
“Tony, it’s Diane, listen there’s a report of a sighting of Cobb at Claridge’s Hotel in Mayfair. It’s unlikely, but take a photo and trek along to reception there and see whether it’s true. If there’s a positive identification then called armed police, oh and both of you follow weapon check procedures before you go. I had Magda call down for a car.”
“Thanks Diane. You sound tired shouldn’t you sleep?" Tony had a soft spot for Diane and Ellie gave him a knowing smile, Tony acknowledged her intuition and ‘waved her away’ with his free hand, he liked Diane, but not in that kind of way, more like a favourite aunt. Whilst talking to Diane he looked at Ellie, who on reflection he felt was more his kind of woman.
“Not until Jack’s back from Liverpool, he’ll be here by 9am sharp, he said, I’ll sleep then.” Diane said and she hung up.
Tony told Ellie and five minutes later they were in the DIC pool car, a black VW Polo, ideal for the London streets. They went along Marylebone Road, into Portland place, then Wigmore street and Ellie found a parking space for the car on Vere Street. They walked down New Bond Street, into Brook Street and were at the hotel within ten minutes of leaving.
Up in his room Cobb had woken Betty. She was rather hung over and he called down for Alka Seltzer and more coffee. Betty groaned and made for the shower. She hardly remembered what had happened. It was always the same. Her husband had been a stock broker and since his death she lived well, but the kids were grown up, living in America and generally didn’t want to see her when she did fly over. She’d taken to getting bored and going out to get drunk. The hot water brought life into her body and she did remember bits of the night. She knew she was at Claridge’s, she recognised the art deco style from when she’d stayed here before, with her husband. She felt really sore, above and below and wished she hadn’t got so drunk.
The room service had arrived and freshly showered and dressed in a hotel dressing gown she sat in the plush lounge, downed the Alka Seltzer and took the proffered cup of coffee.
“I don’t know your name.”
“Charlie, you’re Betty right?”
“Right. I feel a bit roughed up Charlie, we didn’t do anything weird did we?”
“No it was straight and a lot of fun, you’re a passionate woman.”
She blushed and Charlie, in spite of his harsh life, laid on the charm, it couldn’t hurt to lie a little to ease her discomfort.
“Nice place, you must be doing well.”
“Yeah I’m hoping to close a million pound deal today.”
“Hey that’s nice, my husband was a stock broker he made a real killing in the nineties.”
“Yeah I hope to make a real killing today. You said you were a widow I wasn’t sure if it was true.”
“It is. I bet you’re thinking sad old broad going out and getting drunk and laid like a tart.”
“No Betty, you’re a sweet looking woman can’t be easy being a widow in your thirties.”
“Now you’re being silly.” She smiled nonetheless. She added suddenly, “Charlie I can’t walk out in the evening dress I was wearing. Could you do me favour. If I gave you my keys you could go to my flat in Chelsea and get me some day clothes?”
“Sure Betty.” Cobb wasn’t happy, but he wanted to make things smooth. He didn’t want her getting hysterical, crying rape or calling anyone up. He was hidden and he wanted to stay that way. He called for a taxi, took the address and was about to leave Betty in the room, when he thought about the MP5 in the bag under the bed. Whilst she was in the lounge he took the bag with the weapon in and all his incriminating items from under the bed.
“What’s with the bag. If that’s cash in there I wouldn’t trust me with that much.”
“I wish it was cash, but it’s… the prototype of my new product, secret stuff and all that, patent pending so…”
“It’s okay Charlie, I understand, I wouldn’t trust me either. You’re close to your fortune, take no chances eh?”
“Sure. I’ll be back in half an hour. You sure the alarm’s not on at your house?”
“Yeah I never switch it on.”
“No, most people don’t, everyone tends to think they’re safer than they are, always complacent about their safety and then sometimes the worst happens and they’re not ready, silly really.” Cobb said and closed the door behind him.
Ellie and Tony were greeted with sniffing disdain at reception in the beautiful opulence of Claridge’s entrance foyer. The revolving door led into the grand reception, floor in polished black and white checks, gilt and glass everywhere and imposing square pillars supporting an ornate and powerful place.
The receptionist was unhappy at first at the thought of divulging information about guests and unimpressed by any official badge, but was ultimately moved to action by Cobb’s photo thrust under her nose.
‘Yes she did recognise the man, he had a suite and were they sure this man was a wanted killer?’
The answer shocked her. A copy of The Daily Express and Cobb’s picture, amongst the others, inside, page four, yielded a sharp gasp. There was an even greater gasp from the attractive girl and her bright face blanched as she looked behind them. Both of them turned reaching for their Sig 220’s knowing what it meant.
Cobb was crossing the foyer when looking to reception he looked at the girl and saw the fear in her eyes; the man and the woman there on his side of the desk reached into their jackets. Cobb shouldered the nylon bag reached into his waist band, pulled the pistol out and started to run, pointing the weapon behind him spending his last four rounds in a self cover escape blast. It worked.
Tony, Ellie and the receptionist threw themselves for cover as the PSS spat the rounds in their direction, glass shattered on a huge gilt edged mirror and wood splinters flew up from the frame of a free standing screen. One round chipped the plaster on a square column as it ricocheted into a beautiful art deco lamp on a table above Ellie’s head, dropping bulb glass into her hair.
When they looked up Cobb was just on the other side of the ornate revolving door. Unhesitating in spite of the door’s expense and beauty Tony, up on one knee, took careful aim and slammed three close grouped shots at the shadow of Cobb’s departing head as the door turned on its pivot. The glass in the door was toughened safety glass and the shots made a three centre spider web and did no more.
Ellie and Tony were on their feet and running, but as Ellie went to thrust herself full force into the segment and push her way out Tony, running just behind, encircled her with his arms and pulled her to the ground, slamming her right shoulder which made her squeeze the trigger. A spider web appeared a foot off the ground in the glass panel of the revolving door dead opposite their position. Then the door began to disintegrate under a close quarter barrage of sub machine gun rounds. The wood splintered and glass flew in all directions, into the foyer, onto the check floor and over the two prone DIC officers sheltering with arms over heads from the onslaught.
Cobb had simply got through the door, thrown away the PSS pistol and ripped the MP5 from the Nylon bag. It was cocked and ready to go and he simply clicked it from safe to automatic and in less than a second, knowing they’d pursue him out the door, turned and fired, he saw them fall to the right, saw the round hit the glass as they fell just as he opened up. He couldn’t be sure if he’d killed them or not, but he pocketed one of the other magazines, unclipped the spent one and locked the third into the MP5, set it to single shot and ran off down Brook Street towards Grovesnor Square.
Tony rolled across the floor ignoring the glass and lay on the floor dead centre of the shattered doorway, pointing his Sig at where the gunman had been, seeing nothing he got up, motioned Ellie to take the left and taking the right, stepping through the now empty revolving door frames they emerged onto the street, sweeping the clock with their Sig barrels.
“There he goes, down Brook Street. You take the left pavement I’ll take the right.” She was off running and Tony ran across to the left side of the road and began chasing.
It was early, but there were a few cars on Brook Street and being one way they were all heading towards the chase. Cobb was running down the middle of the road, dodging to the sides of traffic, sparse as it was, coming towards him. In his mind’s eye he looked at a map and knew that Hyde Park was at the bottom and Hyde Park Corner tube was on the other side of Park Lane, to the left.
There was a sharp bang and a round buzzed past him, whirring like an insect. He stopped a taxi, pointing the MP5 at the windscreen, ready to take a hostage, but Ellie saw it coming and had stopped, shouting to three pedestrians coming her way to hit the floor, which seeing her pistol they did. She stood in duellist stance and as Cobb made for the taxi door, without shouting a warning she sent off a round which sliced through his left ear and ricocheted off the taxi coach work. Cobb dropped turned, stung, but not stunned and set the Heckler Koch to automatic and loosed of a burst in the direction of the shot. Ellie made it to the shelter of a BMW, parked on her side of the road, which was then peppered with glinting, hot fizzing holes. The taxi accelerated and Cobb was briefly exposed for Tony, on the other side of the road, sheltering behind a parked car, to take a shot. The round missed Cobb by a millimetre and shattered the window on a parked Mini Cooper.
The MP5 in one hand, Cobb emptied the magazine in Tony’s direction and took off running. With cars swerving to avoid him Cobb kept running, knowing that if he stopped a car he’d risk being shot. He increased his pace heading for the park, trees, bushes, cover and his only chance of escape.
His MP5 clip was empty and he had one magazine left in his pocket. He was running and close to being out of time.
When he got to Park Lane Cobb ran across not looking and was lucky in that cars were too far away to hit him. He was across into Hyde Park and disappointed to find himself running across open ground along a long diagonal path, one of many criss-crossing that area. He saw that he was heading for the corner of the serpentine and Hyde Park Corner.
With a flat path beneath him and a steady pace, he unclipped the spent magazine and loaded the last one in. As it was open ground he knew that if he stopped rolled and turned he could open up on his pursuers.
Not daring to fully look behind in case he tripped he slowed, dived onto the grass, did a rolling turn and faced back up the path. There was no-one there. Cobb jumped up and looked around full circle. A jogger and a dog walker caught his eye briefly, but otherwise his pursuers were gone.
Watching Cobb crossing Park Lane Tony stopped Ellie following, got out his phone and breathlessly called in. DIC centre called for police helicopter surveillance and the nearest was a minute away. The instructions to the helicopter were to observe from as high up as possible.
“What now, you just going to let them take over?” Ellie was panting and angry.
“No, he won’t get away, we can shadow him from the line of trees along Park Lane, anyway, you’d have got shot on open ground and he’ll be heading for Hyde Park Corner tube stop I’ll bet.”
Ellie smiled. “Clever man, come on let’s go.
They sprinted for all they were worth, looking right as they ran, catching glimpses of Cobb in silhouette the shadowy gun giving him away. Cobb took the first diagonal to Speaker’s Corner and as he did so began thinking of how to get on the tube with a sub machine gun. He knew he’d have to wrap it in his coat and carry it. As he got to the exit he slowed and took off his coat wrapping the weapon. The helicopter was just arriving and couldn’t see him. Armed response teams were at every exit of the park and teams were entering, all looking for an armed man.
Tony and Ellie had got to the Hyde Park Corner exit and stood either side of it. An armed response team screeched to halt as Cobb emerged. As the policemen got out of the car, Cobb desperately unwrapped the MP5 from his coat bundle, but Ellie and Tony fired.
The first shot from Ellie hit Cobb in the heart, then Tony’s shot hit him in the same place and then their next two each grouped around the centre of his chest. Cobb pitched forward dropping the coat and Tony and Ellie moved in weapons to the fore.
Cobb was spitting blood and rasping, eyes wild as he drowned in his own blood, which filled his punctured lungs. Blood leaked from his wounds staining the dusty ground. Tony and Ellie knelt down next to him holstering their weapons. Behind them armed police alerted to their presence joined the death scene.
Tony looked into the fear wide eyes. “You’re going to die now Cobb and then you’re going to fry in hell for the people you killed you murdering son of a bitch.”
“We’d better call an ambulance!” An armed office had squatted down by Tony and added, “That’s a callous thing to say to a dying man mate.”
“You know the guy who shot those cops at Gatwick, murdered those guys in Liverpool?”
“This him?”
“Yeah and that’s a police MP5 over there right?” Tony asked. “You call an ambulance when this bastard stops breathing right?”
The officer peered in at Cobb and the man’s smiling face was the last thing Cobb saw and Tony’s ‘So long Cobb’ was the last thing he heard.
Ellie and Tony stood up. “Three down two to go, wanna get a beer Ellie.”
Ellie shook her head.
“Anger’s like passion, you get all lusty with it and when you’re done you feel tired and worn out. I wanted to kill him, but now we have I feel sick.”
“First time you’ve killed someone?”
“You mean that isn’t the first time you have?”
“No. I was a New York cop.”
“I thought you were a bit unfeeling. Has killing and seeing the dead dulled your senses?”
“Yeah I guess it has.” Tony said the lust of the chase leaving him as he spoke.
“Wally said once that he’d killed and didn’t carry a gun because he didn’t want to do it again in case it rotted his soul.”
“You think my soul’s rotted?” Tony asked incredulous.
“No Tony, you’re still good, but I think your halo’s rusty and your wings are tattered. Better watch it or you’ll go the same way.” She pointed at Cobb. “He didn’t start life as a monster, military service and too much killing made him that. Just watch you don’t go the same way.”
“I think I’ll have a Bourbon with that beer.” Tony said frowning.
“I think I’ll join you now, but mine’s a G and T.”
“Let’s find a bar.”
“It’s eight in the morning I think a supermarket would be the best bet for a stiff drink.”
“Drinking out of a brown bag in a car?” Tony exclaimed.
“Yeah, bad idea.”
“Let’s get back to the car and go back to work.”
“You don’t want that drink then?”
“Maybe later yeah?” Tony smiled and raised his eye brows.
“You’re on mate!” Ellie grabbed his arm and led him away, he didn’t protest at the contact.
The ambulance and news arrived. Police cordoned the area and to get out of the cordon Ellie and Tony flashed their DIC badges with diplomatic immunity. They’d have to explain the killing and account for the rounds, but for that moment they walked away without a question being asked.

Chapter 87

Dover
8 – 45 a.m.
April 19th
David was in the loft, checking e-mails and DIC ‘traffic’ when Mary called him.
“David Conor wants to go to MacDonald’s for Breakfast!”
“He’s had breakfast. I thought we were going later?”
“He wants to go now and anyway I said Mona was picking us up at ten.”
“Okay MacDonald’s breakfast it is. Get him ready I’m on my way down.”
He heard Conor’s sweet voice shout ‘Yay’ and Mary telling him to get dressed in his outside clothes.
The DIC ‘traffic’ was mostly about traces on Mason and the search for ‘Priory’ in London. There was good news about Beaumont. He was stable and doing well. David felt better. He read the newly posted report on Cobb’s death and felt glad that he’d been put out of harms way. He left the computer running and climbed down the ladder, closing the hatch.
Conor was in the hall, wrapped in puffy coat, blue wellington boots, hood up over woolly hat and strapped into a buggy.
“We ready for an adventure wee man?”
“Yeah. Go and see the boats, get old MacDonald’s.”
David put on a warm coat and threw a scarf around his neck. Mary opened the door. The rain had petered out during the night and the April day was cool and damp, with a touch of watery sunshine. David wheeled the buggy down the path and smiled back at his wife.
“Be good and back by ten as I’ve to take him with me, okay?”
“We’ll be good!”
David walked the buggy down Markland Road, turned left then right, passed the pub and Mr Patel’s, the newsagents. He sped down Elm’s Vale road and slipped onto the Folkestone Road. His fast walking pace made Conor whoop with the speed and laugh when David splashed the buggy through puddles. Within minutes they’d passed the entrance to Customs, zoomed past the Station steps to Dover Priory and past Dover College. David wheeled his son into the town centre and they arrived giggling and breathless at the MacDonald’s.
David bought them the breakfast, to take away, with coffee for himself and milk for Conor. That done they went up the pedestrian shopping centre, down into the underpass, David letting the buggy go and running beside it down the ramp, Conor squealing with fear and delight. A short push up and into the open concourse of the harbour front, to the right of the ferry terminal and the left of the Marina and they pulled by benches, near the swimmer statues, the harbour wall in front of them. They settled on a bench, Conor’s little legs dangling and David got the food out.
It was a fresh morning and seagulls hung like mobiles on the buffets of close to shore breezes. The harbour was calm in its own way, the water frothed only at the edges by the shore line, but David could see heavy swells and rabid frothing out by the Dover Harbour wall. The sky was a mix of speeding white clouds and grim heavy grey ones, the sun flashing through when space allowed. David drank in his son’s fresh face, chewing on hash brown potatoes and scrambled eggs.
“Look a big white boat!”
“That’s a liner.” David said looking at the big ship docked to their right.
“Liner, yeah, it’s hooj Dada.”
“That it is. Would you like to go on one day?”
“Yeah, I’d be a pirate and capture it and steal all their treasure.”
“That’d be bad. I’m a police man now. I’d have to stop you.”
“You wouldn’t though, you’d be my helper and I’d make you rich, then mummy wouldn’t be so sad.”
“Has mummy been sad?” David was suddenly focussed on his son’s face.
“Yes.” His son’s face was earnest and concentrated. “She said she wanted you home. I’m glad you’re home. I asked God to get you home.”
“That’s good. Thank you.”
They finished their breakfast. David threw away the left over wrapping and put Conor back in the buggy. He walked to the right as they always did, along the front, along Waterloo Crescent, past the Marina, over the bridge on Union Street, up Snargate Street and left at the roundabout onto York Street. The traffic was heavy even at that time in the morning and David had his eye on the lorries and trucks as he made the crossing.
David was so busy watching the traffic that he didn’t see Trevor Stanton, who had just been to the Somerfield on Castle Street and coming back was entering York Street from Old Mill Lane.
Stanton did see McKie though. He made a casual glance to his right before he turned left towards the seafront and was stunned to see McKie, the man from Perth Station, the man he had seen on Parneuk Street in Motherwell, pushing a buggy across the pedestrian crossing.
Stanton had got into Dover marina with ease, earlier in the morning. Moored up he’d checked the boat’s cupboards and unhappy with the choices, decided to go shopping.
Standing there in a large hooded Berghaus coat he’d taken from the boat, his brown boots, still damp, new thick socks, dark blue trousers, a new black T shirt, that he’d bought in town he looked carefully at the figure across the road, now heading away at a fast walking pace. There was no doubt in his mind. Stanton had fixed the man’s size, shape and face in his memory and there he was large as life pushing a buggy.
Stanton knew at once that McKie lived in Dover. He knew the man must be DIC and if that was the case McKie would have DIC equipment at his house. Access to that network would be really useful to Stanton. Stanton didn’t have a weapon on him, his was back on the boat, but he decided to follow McKie at a distance. He pulled his woollen hat down close to his eyes, dumped his shopping and the plastic bag with the yellow waterproof clothing over a wall on the trail up the Folkestone Road; McKie’s figure was easy to follow, though his walking pace kept him well ahead. McKie was absorbed listening to Conor’s inane chattering and wouldn’t have looked for danger. He felt safe.
When Stanton got to the junction of Elm’s Vale Road and Church Road McKie had disappeared. Stanton knew he’d gone that way though and had a quarter of an hour walk around the streets before he saw a house with a big white satellite dish on Markland Road, just up past a primary school. Stanton did some reconnaissance around the area and after making his way up to Eaves Road saw through gaps in garden gates the school field and the backs of the Markland Road houses.
David had got in from the walk breathless and giddy. He’d unwrapped Conor, given him a biscuit and was sat having a big mug of tea chatting in the dining room with Mary. It was a quarter to ten in the morning.
“Did you have a good time?”
“Yeah we saw boats and Dada promised to be a pirate with me.”
“Change of career then Davy?”
“Maybe.”
Mary was sat facing the garden picture window. The long garden backed onto the primary school field, across which there was a steep bank, leading up to the back gardens of the houses on the Eaves Road. She proffered David a plate of biscuits and he took a custard cream and bit it.
The door bell rang and Mary, expecting her friend, got up and missed the view of a dark figure sliding down the bank from an overlooking garden.
There was the bustle of Mina and her son Hadleigh in the house. Mina made small talk with David and then within ten minutes Mary and Conor had left in Mina’s car. David was going to go to the loft to do some work, but he quite suddenly felt comfortable and happy. The urge to put the television on and vegetate for a while overwhelmed him. He wasn’t normally lazy, but he felt that after what he had been through switching off for an hour or so would make him feel a lot stronger. He took his tea into the lounge and switched the set on.
At the top of the garden a figure crawled under the link fencing and emerged behind a small shed at the top of McKie’s garden. Stanton began looking at the house for weaknesses from his hidden vantage point. His eye lit on an open Velux window on the roof.



Chapter 88


London Vauxhall
9 a.m.
April 19th
The DIC checks revealed a fair few ‘hits’ for the name ‘Priory’ in London. There were pubs at all points of the compass, not to mention religious buildings and of course the ‘Priory Grange’ Roehampton, the rehabilitation clinic. Jack Fulton, in the building spot on nine in the morning, thought the intended victim might be there and sent a team to check the list of possible high profile patients. In spite of the high number of possible locations Jack despatched DIC watchers from London locations and took staff off CCTV watch and other duties to visit the pubs, restaurants and religious buildings with ‘Priory’ in the title.
Mason had been awake for an hour and had sat up in the car early in the morning. He was parked in a large car park in the fore court of a building on Benson Court. After waking he put the radio on and heard, amongst other items, news about Cobb. It hadn’t surprised him that Cob had been killed, but the fact that he’d had a suite at Claridge’s, a fact mentioned in the news, was out of place. It crossed his mind, given the speed of security’s arrival and the high profile nature of the hotel that Cobb had been set up. Cobb couldn’t have afforded the suite, Mason reasoned, so it meant that the people hiring them had put him there and if that was the case Cobb had got to the contact point first. So why not put him in a nice quiet place, out of the way, especially given his high media profile after Gatwick. Mason was nervous. He’d had his reservations about the people hiring them and the whole trip south to London.
He got out of the Beetle, walked around the corner to the Priory Arms on Lansdowne Road. The bright blue pub and its little outside ‘beer garden’ frontage was a closed face. He stood outside wondering whether to make a break for it out of the country and forget the whole thing, when someone called his name.
Paul Bentall had been with MI6 for five years. He’d spent the night in the black Honda watching for Mason or Stanton. He had the night shift. Peter on the day shift had it easy sitting in the pub and Bentall looked back on his five years and thought about how he always got the crappy part of any job. He checked the time and seeing it was close to shift change he got ready to report to Pete, when he arrived. They would swap cars and he, Bentall could go get some breakfast and go home to sleep.
He glanced over at the pub and saw Mason walk up and stand outside. It was Mason, he was sure, but he checked the photo just the same. He opened the car door and walked over.
“Peter Mason?”
Mason spun around, his hand on the Sig in the back waistband of his trousers.
“It’s okay Mason. I’m from the buyer. Want to step into the car?”
Mason pulled the Sig from his waistband and put it under his jacket at the front.
“After you.”
They walked over to the car and Bentall got in the driver side, Mason got in the passenger seat. Bentall was nervous. He didn’t dare reach into his jacket for his revolver, a snub nose point three eight Smith and Wesson ‘Night Guard’ special.
“Shame about the others any news on Stanton?” Mason asked establishing the man’s credentials through common knowledge.
“No. Cobb died this morning.”
“I noticed. Did your firm put him in the suite?” Mason didn’t look into his face, but deliberately looked over at the bright blue pub frontage.
“Yes.”
“A bit open wouldn’t you say?”
“No. We wanted him to wait until today and it seemed the least we could do after all he’d been through.”
“Do I get a suite at a top hotel?” At this point Mason did look into Bentall’s eyes.
“No. The job’s on from today, it’s all getting heated.”
Mason stiffened and made his pistol visible, sliding it from under the black leather jacket and resting it on his lap, as Bentall pulled an envelope from under his seat. He handed it to Mason, overtly cautious and casting glances at the automatic aimed at his stomach.
“Easy Mason. There’s the brief.”
Mason struggled to open the envelope one handed, but did so anyway. When the sheets slid out, he dropped them onto his lap, still pointing the pistol Bentall, he scanned the page and looked at the paper clipped passport photo attached to the sheet, his eyes widened.
“Him?” Mason’s voice was the epitome of disbelief.
“What did you expect for a million?”
“But him, that’s not possible! How do you expect me to get near him?”
“That’s your problem. You're to leave that envelope with me, so memorise those five key times and locations which are always the same when he’s at home and give it back.”
Mason read the sheet, put the brief back in the envelope and handed it back.
“Now I take it you’re parked nearby, so you’d better take your equipment and get going.” Bentall was harshly forceful in his tone of voice.
Mason didn’t move though, he had questions now for sure.
Who the hell are you people anyway?”
“That’s secret.” Bentall reached onto the back seat and brought a briefcase forwards. Mason raised the pistol and held his hand further back in response to the sudden movement.
“The equipment and a contact method is in there.” Bentall rested the briefcase on his lap and tapped it.
“Contact method?”
“Disposable cell phone with one number in its memory is the contact method. When the job’s done call and you’ll be taken to safety, a hideout, then a pay off and a well planned escape, any questions?”
“You really expect me to trust you?” Mason looked him in the eyes.
“What else have you got?”
“My wits and my instincts.” Mason said all too suddenly and pressed the weapon to Bentall’s chest and pulled the trigger. There was a muffled bang and Bentall’s face screwed up in agony, he jerked and twisted and finally slumped against the window, his heart having stopped.
Mason looked around. There was no-one to be seen. He began searching the car. He was damned if he’d do the job before he knew who he was working for. The glove compartment was locked, but Bentall had the key in his trouser pocket. There was a nine millimetre Browning pistol with silencer and a spare clip and Bentall’s identification, clearly showing he was with MI6.
Bentall had been told not to take ID with him, but he was sure he’d be spotted by someone whilst he was sitting outside the pub all night every night for at least three days and wanted something to show any police who might show up.
Mason smiled. So the secret service wanted ‘him’ dead. There was a turn up for the books. He checked the case and found a bomb with a timer and the cell phone. He switched on the phone and rang enquiries to get a taxi firm number. He ordered a taxi for twenty minutes later, went back to the Beetle and got his sports holdall. After ten minutes with Bentall’s pass and his own photo he’d made up a passable MI6 badge for himself.
He knew how he was going to get to the target. This was a historic hit. He wasn’t going to trust them after he’d done it, but he knew who they were and where to find them and they’d know that too. They wouldn’t mess with him and he’d get the money and get himself out. Him, no wonder it was a million.
He left Bentall’s body in the Honda, putting the bomb and cell phone in his holdall. He went to meet the taxi around the corner. As he jumped in with the briefcase and gave the address a DIC watcher was driving past him on route to the Priory Arms. Sharp eyed as ever the watcher passed, noted and turned his car around in the car park on Benson Close, to follow. He called Euston Tower on his satellite phone as he followed, alerting DIC.
A DIC duty team was despatched to follow, but not to intervene until Mason had got to his destination. Jack Fulton made it very clear that he wanted to know where Mason was going, it might reveal the people hiring or the target.
Neither Mason, his taxi driver nor the DIC man, in his car, noticed the Nissan Micra following them. Peter Brook had arrived at the Black Honda to relieve Bentall seconds after Mason had walked around the corner. He’d found Bentall dead, the case on the passenger seat, the brown envelope with the target and details, bloodstained on Bentall’s lap, but the bomb and the phone gone. He’d run to corner of Benson Close to see Mason get into the taxi. He had taken the envelope and followed and he too had made a phone call.
The three car ‘convoy’ went up Lansdowne Way and turned right onto the Wandsworth Road. Traffic was thick and it was slow going.
In his office Sternway took the news badly. He’d just sat down and ordered his coffee when the phone rang.
“Sir? It’s Brook. I’m following Mason in a taxi going up the Wandsworth Road. He’s killed Bentall, taken the bomb and he’s headed the right way for the job.”
“Killed Bentall?”
“Yes. One shot to the chest, so he didn’t torture him. There seems to be no reason.”
“Did he take the envelope with the hit details?”
“No sir. I’ve got that with me, covered in Bentall’s blood.”
“Right keep following. He’s not doing that and getting away with it. I don’t like anyone killing my men for no reason. Get ready for extermination and see if you can pick a spot on the route. I call in three minutes to confirm that E order. Clear.”
“Yes Sir.” Brook reached into his glove compartment and took out gloves, he slid them on. He was one of the better skilled men from ‘dirty tricks’ and had carried out a few E orders, mostly abroad. Bentall had been a good colleague and Mason was going to pay.
Sternway put the phone down and stared at it. He’d liked Bentall, a good solid man he’d always said, never complained and always did the nasty stuff really well. Sternway was about to give the execution order for Brook to carry out when he had a better idea. He called Joe from the outer office.
“Mason killed Bentall at the meet point. Brook is tailing him in a taxi up the Wandsworth Road, so you know where he’s headed. Make a call to the Sun newspaper, use a disposable cell phone and whilst you’re at it get rid of this, I mean crush it to pieces.” He threw a lime green Bic disposable cell phone across the desk. It was the only thing to link him to Mason. They had stacks of them, used for one off contact.
Joe picked up the phone and went to the outer office. He sat down and called the Sun newspaper and when he was done he took the cell phones down to the boiler room and threw them in the furnace.
The Sun news desk workers were delighted when they got an anonymous call describing Mason, his route and direction. They despatched a photographer on a motorbike and called armed police. Armed police called DIC as a matter of protocol, but cars had already left Euston Tower. Armed police units sped, lights pulsing, sirens blaring to the junction at the north end of Vauxhall Bridge. All the vehicles converged on the Vauxhall Bridge exit.
Unaware of the gathering problems around him Mason prepared for the taxi to stop a street away from his target’s address. The taxi made slow progress up the Wandsworth Road and the Sun photographer arrived at the bridge exit in time to see the junction surrounded. It was ten in the morning.
The London cab rolled onto the bridge, the red railings flashing past and the two towers on the far side looking like sentinels. The driver was suddenly struck by the lack of traffic coming from the other side.
“Might be a contra flow for some reason; I’ve never seen it this empty.”
Mason looked ahead and saw the blue flashing lights. He looked back and only three cars were following, a large empty gap behind them stretching back across the Thames to more flashing lights at the south entrance.
When the police had sealed the northern exit they waited and sprang into place cutting traffic off at the south entrance. They’d been unable to stop the three cars; directly behind the cab was DIC, a civilian car and then Brook from MI6.
Mason was stunned. Then he became angry. They’d grassed him. It was a trap. He pulled out the Sig and shot the glass between himself and the driver, who hit the brakes.
“Drive on or you’re dead.” The cab driver felt the muzzle of the gun against the side of his face. He drove on.
“Speed up.”
“Are you crazy?”
“No. There’s a road block ahead and they will be armed. You think they’ll give a damn about you when they open up with those rifles and sub machine guns. If you don’t floor it I’ll kill you and if you do floor it you’ll be going fast enough for them not to want to fire at you. Now do it.”
The cab sped up and the DIC operative slowed down, the car behind him also slowed. Brook was about to put his foot down and drive past them, but thought better of it, he slowed too.
At the north entrance police were told not to open fire until the cab had stopped and they had a good clear shot at Mason so as not to endanger the cab driver.
Through the windscreen Mason saw the two police Volvo 440’s blocking the road, the heavy black cab accelerated towards them like a tank and Mason and the driver braced for the crunch. Policemen behind the cars moved away at the last second as the taxi crashed through, smashing the front of each Volvo.
Metal screeched and the impact took the speed out of the cab. Mason was thrown forward, his torso pushed through into the front of the cab. As the damaged cab headed towards Bessborough Gardens a sniper, tracking the car through his scope, saw Mason full body from his side of the road. Mason pulled himself back through the gap just as the round was loosed and the Enforcer round punched the window shattering it, ricocheted off the steering wheel and grazed the cab driver’s forehead, knocking him unconscious.
With his heavy foot on the pedal, dead weight, and his body sliding the wheel to the left, the cabbie unconsciously drove the cab into Bessborough Gardens, smashing into the iron railing gates, where the cab came to rest.
The Sun journalist was positioned opposite the park and his high powered zoom lens honed in on the details of the scene as the rapid shot setting on the camera captured the round stunning the driver, the cab’s passage and the cab crashing. He took shot after shot of police running forward.
Through the lens, on the digital screen, the camera saved the images of Mason rising from the cab’s floor well in the back, the flashes from the Sig220 instantly matching two policemen knocked to the ground as the rounds slugged their way into, but not through, their body armour. Finally the camera caught Mason’s face as three sets of high velocity armour piercing Enforcer rounds penetrated the cab door at chest height, puncturing both lungs and heart. Mason grabbed the door handle and in desperate pain struggled out the door. He fell to the ground on all fours and was knocked onto his back by a kick from a policeman pointing an MP5 at his prone body.
Ambulance men came over, paramedics bearing stretchers. News teams arrived and though held back were able to get shots of the scene from behind the now powerful police cordon.
The cab driver was carefully extracted from the wrecked cab and rushed to St Thomas’ hospital near Westminster Bridge. They checked Mason, but he was dead. He was stretchered to the ambulance and taken away.
The police searching the cab found the case with the bomb in it. It took fifteen minutes to evacuate the entire area including all the buildings surrounding. Press, news teams, police and anyone else in a quarter mile radius was evacuated. Bomb disposal arrived, they used a controlled explosion to destroy it and had they not done so a strange fact would have been revealed, which might well have raised interesting questions at the time, but it was thought safer to blow it up under safe conditions.
The cab, of course, was a wreck. Bullet ridden, dented, glass shattered, ripped apart inside and charred all over with twisted metal pointing out at odd angles, embedded in iron railings. It sat like a gargoyle memorial to yet one more of the hired killers and a testimony to their desperate fatal struggles to remain un-captured.
Traffic was backed up along the Thameside roads as the Vauxhall Bridge was closed at both ends. Traffic on the embankment on both sides took until night time to get flowing again and even then the taxi had not been moved.
Back at the DIC centre, Euston Tower, Jack Fulton and many members of the team watched the scene in awe from live CCTV footage from the numerous cameras in the area.
For a few seconds the whole building sat in silence, all work stopped as the scene was brought up on every screen in every office.
When the shooting was done Diane Peters was standing at Jack Fulton’s side.
“What a mess!”
“Yes it is. Is the taxi driver dead?”
“You want me to find out?”
“Yes. If he’s alive and can talk he can say where Mason was going, the address he’d been given. It might tell us the target of these assassins.” Fulton rubbed his chin in thought.
“I’ll find out and let you know.” Diane replied and strode away with purpose.
Jack noticed Tony Deany by his side.
“Four down one to go boss.” Tony said too brightly for Jack’s liking.
“Very true, aren’t you seeing Else today?”
“Yeah,” Tony looked at his watch, “In about ten minutes, Ellie’s having her session first.”
“Good Else will be off down to Dover to see David tomorrow.” Fulton said reflectively.
Everything had stood still at Euston Tower. Then when the shooting had stopped, some began watching the news footage, but most went on with their searches, knowing that it was their work that had brought down Spencer and Wheeler, and, as they thought at the time, their work alone that had ended the lives of Cobb and Mason. Pride swelled in the building as the teams of watchers knew that they had stopped four of the most murderous assassins the country had ever seen. They all focussed on finding the last man, Trevor Stanton.



Chapter 89


London
10-30 a.m.
April 19th
Tarquin Robinson looked over the assembled press. BBC news, ITN news, CNN and various journalists from the newspapers who were all gathered in the press briefing room. He was sat behind the table with the head of the Met Police beside him, who was answering questions.
“We’re not sure what the intention of the men is in detail. All the men killed are not people we have been watching, not have they been under surveillance from Special Branch.” The head of the met said slowly and deliberately as if reading.
“Brian Mayhew CNN. Is this a new tactic for Al Qaeda, employing paid assassins to plant bombs and carry out killings?”
“We have no information to either confirm or deny such a theory. That these men don’t appear to have links to any terrorist group is not a reason to preclude that being true. In the meantime we can only assume that the device found indicates their intention to target someone or something in London.”
“Minister, what is your view?”
Tarquin Robinson gathered his thoughts.
“There is no doubt that these men have a target in mind. Who or what that is has not so far been revealed. We have no leads and government security agencies are doing their upmost to find this last man and get him alive so that we can get to the bottom of this. We can’t rule out terrorism nor the fact that the use of paid assassins might be a new terrorist tactic.” Robinson said relishing the attention he was getting.
“Can you reveal how the men first came to the attention of security services?” A BBC reporter asked.
“I’m afraid I cannot. Needless to say our methods of observation must be kept secret in order to make the effective.” Robinson replied stonewalling with skill.
The questions continued with the back and forth verbal tennis of government press conferences. Robinson excused himself after having made a final statement and left the room listening to the head of the met assure the press that security measures in London had been stepped up to maximum level.
Robinson got into his car, surrounded by security. He put up the security glass between himself and the driver and pulled the orange coloured cell phone from inside his jacket.
He dialled the only number in its memory.
“How much longer?” He asked.
“Today. We’re certain. It’ll either happen or the ‘product’ won’t get through.”
“I need to ask questions… important information… this line…”
“Be careful what you say.”
“I want to meet. I need answers and I can’t ask on this line. If the time is close I’d like to decide whether we go ahead or not. We must meet.”
“No out of the question.”
“Can you send B… your man again?”
“Again out of the question, ‘you know who’ will be watching closely now.”
“What if I send someone to meet you, someone we can both trust?”
“You’ve told someone?”
“My wife knows. I talked to her.”
There was silence on the other end of the line.
“Hello.”
“Well it’s good you’ve got such a trusting marriage." Sternway said in an exasperated tone of voice thinking to himself, ‘why couldn’t the man just see it through?’
“My wife has always supported all my ambitions.”
“I’ll be watched, this is out of the question.” Sternway said tersely.
“Then you can call a halt now. Stop the process.”
Sternway grimaced at the other end of the line. The conversation was taking a long time. He didn’t want to stop, they were so close.
“La Rueda, Byward Street, three thirty. Tell her to come alone and bring your questions in writing. I’ll write the answers over lunch.” Sternway said rapidly.
The line went dead.
Robinson felt pleased. His wife had said that he should exert some control. He didn’t really have any important questions. His wife had said he shouldn’t let Sternway take the lead. She’d also said they should tape Sternway as a form of evidence to help them keep control. She would know a way to get Sternway talking too, questions on paper or not. Melinda was a strong woman and had as many ambitions for him as he had for himself.
Across the city Sternway sat at his desk staring intently at the disposable mobile in his hand. He picked up the phone, gave a harsh instruction and two minutes later Joe came into office.
“Problem Sir?”
“Yes. Book me a table at Rueda, for two at three thirty?”
“Mrs Sternway sir?”
“No Joe Lady Macbeth by looks of it.”



Chapter 90


Dover 
10 – 30 a.m.
April 19th
David grabbed a handful of fruit from the bowl on the dining table. He sat in a comfortable armchair watching ‘SpongeBob’ and peeling a banana. Conor liked ‘SpongeBob’, but didn’t understand it very much, though David and Mary found it hilarious. Kids’ television had certainly got better since he was a kid. He bit into the banana, enjoying the moment and feeling justified in doing nothing for a while. He had felt tarnished by the last few days, exhausted by the intense travel and imminent sense of danger. He promised himself that he’d finish the banana, the large juicy orange and the fresh looking Gala apple and get back to work upstairs as soon as the episodes of the cartoon were over.
Stanton crawled from behind the shed at the top of the garden and sprinted the short distance to a larger shed nearer the house. The garden was twenty metres long and Stanton felt exposed until he was hidden from view by the old fashioned post war shed. He sidled along the exposed edge of it and made it to the shelter of the house. Crawling along on his stomach he got below the dining room window. He could see McKie watching television in the lounge as the dining room and lounge were ‘knocked through’. Stanton made his way around to the side of the house, climbed onto the roof of the kitchen extension and from there up the drain pipe to the roof. Using powerful arm and stomach muscles, amazingly agile for a man his age, he flipped his legs and torso feet first onto the roof tiles and slid his upper body and head afterwards. He spread his weight out and inched himself slowly up to the Velux window on the back of the house. The DIC technicians always put a roof window on both sides to let light into the attic. The one at the front was next to the large white satellite dish that David’s neighbour objected to.
The neighbour, Tom, a retired accountant went out into his garden to get the washing in for his wife as she had seen spots of rain on the front windows. He looked into the sky and his eye was caught by the sight of a pair of legs disappearing into the Velux window on David’s roof.
Tom wouldn’t have believed his eyes, but he wasn’t the kind to doubt them. He had been annoyed at the noise months before when the men had come and obviously done some kind of loft conversion and then there had been the satellite dish. He disliked changes to the locality. The nineteen thirties semi-detached houses on Elm’s Vale were a matter of pride for him; he lived in the house his parent’s had bought just before the war, he’d grown up there and he had a sense of ownership over the area. He was pleased to have a customs man living next door, good solid civil service job, but the changes to the house made him unhappy with his neighbour.
Tom had checked at the time of the changes and McKie didn’t need planning permission. Tom felt angry and thwarted by the changes to ‘his’ street. Now it seemed a man was climbing in windows that he had objected to. Tom would have rung the bell and told David that there was a man in his loft, but anger made him decide to make a point about the windows and their inconvenience. He went inside and called the police, but not nine, nine, nine. He called the Dover number and duly waited.
Up in the loft Stanton went over to the laptop, which had not been locked by password, and began looking at the DIC network. He wasn’t shocked by the news bulletins on Cobb and Mason. He knew Mason had nearly made it and he knew himself to be the last man of the five. He quickly read the details of the shooting and began searching elsewhere on the DIC network. He didn’t have long and he wanted information. He found the file with the full list of DIC agents in the UK and their locations. He found files with the location of DIC headquarters and details about the duty rotas. It was very useful information. He checked the list of building CCTV cameras and chose the lobby, where there were two. He saw the revolving door, two guards and the lifts behind the desk. He had a quick scan around Euston Tower, the armoury and data gathering rooms. He was impressed by the size and scale of the operation of what was an organisation that the British public knew nothing about.
On the desk were writeable DVD’s and he popped one into the drive and began copying the file. In the meantime he looked for a quick way into London on the internet. He decided on a National Express Coach and saw that there was a coach leaving at eleven am and got into London at one forty-five p.m. He noted the price of five pounds, he could easily cover that. It was ten thirty so he knew he had time to get to the National Express stop at Pencester Road, a ten minute run from where he was, according to the online map. He covered his tracks by deleting the history tool bar and all cookies. The file copying continued. He looked around the loft and saw the gun cabinet. He then looked around for a key and found it hanging high up from a roof beam. He retrieved the key and unlocked the cabinet. He took out the shiny Sig 220 ‘Rail’, added the silencer, put a clip in, pumped a round into the breach and clicked it to safe. Looking in the cabinet he saw the laser sight and fixed it to the ‘rail’ on the pistol. He twisted around looking at the laser dot. He turned to the computer and seeing the file downloaded, took out the disc, popped it in a jewel case and slid it inside his jacket. He covered his tracks on the file copying as best he could, but didn’t know that the DIC access work was logged and monitored. The fact that the files had been copied registered on McKie’s ICT usage log at Euston Tower. Stanton was just making for the window when he heard the hatch being opened.
Cartoons over David went back to work. He pulled the ladder down and climbed up into the loft. Too late the personal danger signal hairs on his neck told him someone was there. He felt the cold muzzle of the pistol against the back of his neck.
“Climb in slowly, knowing that I’m taking a step back and this weapon has the laser dot sighting so I can fire accurately in this half light.”
David climbed into the loft, stood up slowly with his hands on his head. He turned around to face his assailant and stared straight into the eyes of Stanton. Stanton the killer from Perth, murderer of Griffiths and others and now was it his turn to be killed by him? How had he got there? How had he got in? Why was he there?
“What’s your name?” Stanton hissed.
“McKie, David McKie, you’d be Trevor Stanton right?”
“That’s correct.”
“I saw you at Perth. You had a goatee then.”
“I saw you in Glasgow too my friend.” Stanton’s bared teeth were as close to a smile as McKie imagined the man got.
“Glasgow?”
“Yes, after you’d killed Wheeler.”
“Motherwell? Were you following me?” David was astounded and a little unnerved.
“No. Our paths have crossed accidentally, which is unfortunate for you.”
“You came into Dover by boat, but you saw me and came here… you want revenge for Wheeler, that’s not very professional!”
David, palms sweating and heart thudding, remembered his training. He probed the man a little, a little needling, a small wind up might make the man react less rationally and, as he’d been taught, that might give him the ‘chance’ he needed. David felt as if the red dot from the laser sight would burn through his chest if it stayed there any longer.
“Believe me it’s purely professional and I’m not here for revenge. Now I need you to sit in your chair. Move carefully, hands where I can see them.” David hadn’t unsettled the assassin, Stanton remained calm.
David moved to the chair and sat down. He looked at the screen. There was no way to send a message about what was going to happen. They’d find him in the loft, killed by his own pistol. Mary wasn’t due home yet. He prayed that Stanton would leave before they got home. The thought of Mary and Conor at the mercy of Stanton made the anger rise McKie. He felt Stanton move behind him.
“You’re no killer McKie. I can see it in your eyes. Saddened about the sanctioned murder of Wheeler you sat at this desk and committed suicide. Put your hands on the keyboard McKie.”
David put his hands on the keyboard, but he put his feet between the ‘spoke’ like floor supports of his office swivel chair and tensed his leg muscles. Stanton was right behind him and placed the barrel of the pistol to McKie’s right temple.
McKie pushed both his feet against the edges of the supports, sending the chair in a clockwise spin, turning his head and body through ninety degrees. It was the micro second turning of body and head that made the bullet pass within an inch of his face. Even with the silencer the discharged weapon deafened his right ear. McKie’s hands cross cut Stanton’s weapon hand sending the Sig clattering to the floor near the desk. Stanton lashed out with his left hand sending David falling backwards, the chair tipping back, but David hooked his left leg under the desk, stopping his backwards fall. He lifted his right leg in a swift vertical movement and slammed his shin into the side of Stanton’s head. Stanton stumbled backwards and fell over near the loft hatch, heavily stunned.
David’s chair tipped forwards again and he dived for the floor, grabbed the Sig and stood up in a twisting turn. Upright he was facing Stanton, now standing just in front of the hatch. The red dot of the laser sight sat between Stanton’s eyes.
“You going to kill me McKie? An unarmed man killed in cold blood.”
“No. Turn around and kneel down. I’m taking you in.”
“I’d rather die and you’re going to have to kill me, which you won’t, you’re not the type. What now?”
The door bell rang down stairs and through the Velux they heard “Mr McKie it’s the police.”
McKie smiled, but was unnerved by Stanton smiling too.
Stanton took a step back and dropped through the hatch feet first, landing on a rung half way down the vertical ladder and in a twisting turn dived head first down the stair well. McKie ran to the hatch, looked down and saw nothing. He heard bumping down the stairs.
Stanton executed a single roll down the stairs, landed on his feet and opened the front door. He kicked the policeman in the stomach and knocked him out with his rising knee meeting the constable’s head. The second policeman pulled his baton, but Stanton parried it and flipped the man on his back, kicking him across the jaw, rendering him unconscious.
Stanton ran from the house and sprinted up the road. David came down the stairs and hurdled the unconscious policemen. Tom the neighbour watched horrified from his front garden as McKie gave chase, unarmed, knowing Stanton to be unarmed and wanting him alive.
David was faster than Stanton and Stanton felt the closing foot fall of the athletic Scotsman as they got to the Folkestone Road.
A huge container lorry, late for the ferry, mistakenly having taken the B2011 exit, near Hougham, off the A20, came thundering down the Folkestone Road. Stanton felt it coming, turned, looked and saw McKie three metres behind Stanton veered into the wake of the passing lorry and jumped. His hands gripped the upright metal bar of the container lock and he clung on. His feet hung in the air for a moment and then he got his feet on the light and registration plate bar of the trailer.
David desperately chased the lorry down the Folkestone Road, but the driver was running late and at forty miles an hour over a half mile the truck outpaced the running man. McKie kept chasing, but the lorry had disappeared down York Road towards the terminal, when he got to the roundabout. McKie stood panting for breath, hands on knees. He needed to get back to the house and contact DIC and the police. He wrongly assumed Stanton was headed for the marina. He turned and ran back as fast as he could towards Elm’s Vale.
Stanton headed straight for Pencester Road, after dropping off the back of the lorry on York Road and doing a circuit of Pencester Gardens. Stanton waited outside the bus station, aware of the CCTV. It was ten fifty, ten minutes before the coach left. Stanton wondered what to do, how to get on the coach without being seen by CCTV.
Back at Elm’s Vale Tom the neighbour had called an ambulance and David was greeted by Police, Ambulance men and a lot of questions. David walked straight past all the people on his door step, went to his coat and got out his DIC pass. He turned on the police man in his door way.
“Check this badge please.”
The policeman read it.
“I see sir. I still need to know what happened here.”
“Come on in and close the door and we can talk in private.” David nodded towards the gathering group of neighbours.
“Yes sir, can we bring the injured men in here?”
“Of course.”
They all decamped into the lounge and David excused himself for a moment, went to the loft and fired off an alert on Stanton. DIC Euston scanned the CCTV for Dover town centre. Back in his lounge David explained the situation and the policeman sent out an alert. Police in the area began combing the streets and some were despatched to the harbour, where they found the stolen boat and Stanton’s weapon.
Back at Pencester Road bus station Stanton’s idea was good. There were no cameras at the exit to the bus station so he waited there. He was blessed with good fortune as foot patrols were sent into the bus station first, to check for Stanton. They boarded and checked the London National Express coach, but found no-one and after they got off the doors closed and the coach swung in a wide arc to exit the station. The driver pulled up and braked sharply as a man suddenly appeared in front of the coach. The coach driver noted the man’s waving arms and gave a smile. No-one took any notice of the coach stopped in the exit and the police had already turned their attention to the ticket office to ask if anyone of Stanton’s description had bought a ticket.
Yards away the man they wanted stood in front of the stopped coach holding up a five pound note.
“Silly sod risking his life to catch a coach,” the driver said and he opened the door. Stanton ran around and stepped aboard.
“Sorry and thanks for opening the door. I was running late.”
“You want to be careful mate, you could get yourself killed, better late than never, they say.”
“Sorry. Thanks again.” Stanton looked humbled and grateful.” Ticket for London please?” He proffered the fiver.
He bought the ticket and settled into a seat by the window at the front. The coach pulled out of the station at last and Stanton had made his escape, unseen and heading into London.
Back in Elm’s Vale the police made heavy weather of the situation. David evaded all questions fired at him. He gave the rehearsed excuse of DIC that he was ‘Civil Service’ and that he had obviously been compromised by one of the ‘terrorists’ that everyone was on the alert for. When everything had been cleared and Jack Fulton had made phone calls and pulled rank, to fend off too many questions being asked of David, the police left and David alone in his lounge made for the drinks cabinet and poured out some Glenmorangie single malt in a good stiff measure.
Sat in his armchair he looked at the time. Mary was due home in fifteen minutes and he knew he’d have to tell her. He downed the scotch, felt the warmth of the ‘burn’ and the Valium like power of the drink to sooth nerves. He picked up the phone.
The first call to his father was easy. He told the story briefly and clearly as his father had demanded he did of all incidents from childhood to university. He asked for his father’s help and the old soldier said he’d be there in a few hours, stating that he’d catch a plane. David put the phone down glowing with warmth at the manly camaraderie he shared with his father, a man to rely on in a crisis. David’s father readied himself and prepared to ‘move out’ with the military discipline he kept as a ramrod for such occasions. His son’s family needed him.
The second call was less easy.
“No David.” Fulton’s voice was firm and clear, if not a little icy.
“I’m not waiting here to be a target, my family to be a target. I’m still supposed to be on duty rota and I want in on the chase.”
“You can’t make this personal.”
“I didn’t. He did and I’m going after him, now you can either back me or be prepared to sack me, but either way I’m going to help bring him in.”
There was a pause on the end of the line as Jack considered the situation. His knowledge of the rules told him to keep McKie away, but his forward thinking mind veered towards the fact that David McKie was a formidable team member and fully capable of dealing with the tough situations that were at the time being demanded of his duty teams.
“Okay David. Get here to Euston Tower. If anyone can get Stanton and has the edge to find him before he gets to the target I know you can.”
“Thanks Jack. I’ll be there in a couple of hours.
At his end of the phone Jack had a rueful look on his face. McKie did have a point, but all the same Fulton felt he was giving the man too much power. McKie still hadn’t seen Else Patrick. Jack booked an appointment with Else for McKie that afternoon.
Back in Dover Mary got home to find the black holdall in the hall. Conor jumped all over David, who hugged his son tightly until the boy struggled free and ran up to his room to get a toy he’d been thinking about. Mary pointed to the bag.
“You off again?”
“Yes.”
“I heard on the news there’s just one left you don’t have to go.”
“I do. The one left is Stanton and he was here, in our house and he tried to kill me.”
Mary’s hand went to her mouth.
“Dear God Davey, what the hell is going on.”
David took her into the lounge and told her what had happened. He was worried she’d say no and they’d row. Her face was pale and she hugged herself, chilled by the thoughts.
“I’ve got to go and make sure of him. The man’s evil.”
Mary nodded.
“That you have, but what about us here?”
“My father’s on the way. Call Mina and ask her to come over for company before I go. You’ll be alright.”
He hugged her and she held him tight then held him at arms length. He wasn’t wearing his suit. He had black jeans, a dark blue hooded fleece and his comfortable black leather trainer style shoes on. She knew he was dressed for comfort and that meant he had more in mind than making an impression.
“You find this man David and if you have to kill him, do it and don’t think for one minute I’m not behind you, because I am. No-one is safe with a man like that at large and free. If anyone can stop him it’s you, but you had better be careful.” Mary wasn’t going to stop him, she knew him too well and though she worried he might be in danger, she had learned not to stifle the adventurer in him.
Whilst waiting for Mina David checked his computer and messages. He read about Mason’s death and he watched the footage of the aftermath on the BBC website. He too wondered about the taxi driver. Would he reveal a street name or place that could be tied to a target?
So it was just one left, Trevor Stanton. David checked his pistol and packed the rucksack with his equipment.
Before he logged off and packed the laptop he acted on his curiosity about what Stanton had been doing in the loft. DIC technical control ran a remote check on his computer. They didn’t find the search for National Express, but to everyone’s concern the fact that the DIC staff name and location list had been downloaded came to light.
It was an emotional goodbye on both sides for man and wife. David nearly didn’t go, but the drive in him to find the man who had invaded his home and his peace of mind was stronger. Mary’s ‘come home safe’ was greeted with a firm nod and a hug. He was on his way and he didn’t look back to the door in case his determination failed him at that point.
By the time David got on the train at Dover Priory, bound for London, there was an emergency high level meeting of DIC ‘top brass’ going on at Euston Tower. DIC had been compromised. The information on the disk made it possible for anyone with it to expose DIC and its work. For the first time the department’s history a ‘stop at all costs’ and ‘shoot to kill’ order was given. Jack didn’t like it, but if DIC was exposed they’d be less effective. There were a lot of dodgy businessmen, corrupt politicians and immoral civil servants that would be delighted to know who had thwarted their schemes and underhanded dealings in the past and it would be the end of DIC.
By the end of the meeting Jack Fulton was extremely glad David McKie was back on the duty list. If there was one man determined to get Stanton it was him and at that moment Fulton felt no tinge of guilt at wanting that particular assassin dead. As he closed the door on his office Fulton’s thoughts turned to Sternway. Had the dirty tricks man planned this? Was the ultimate goal of the whole affair to expose and destroy DIC? Who was the assassin’s target?
On that thought Fulton called the hospital. The taxi driver wasn’t conscious yet. Where had he been taking Mason? Where was Stanton now?



Chapter 91


Canterbury
12 noon
April 19th
The coach was moist and humid on the inside. The stop in Canterbury had been a short blast of fresh air on Stanton who was sat near the front. All the way to Canterbury Stanton had mused on Mason’s death. They’d penned him in alright. It was the thought of the bridge at Vauxhall that made Stanton realise that the police must have known where he was coming from. He knew for certain that the Priory Arms was being watched. Someone had talked he was sure. He knew that he had a problem. He couldn’t go to the meeting point because it was too ‘hot’. He couldn’t contact the ‘employer’ because he didn’t know who it was. He assumed that they knew he was alive as no news of his death had put out and he knew for certain that news of his boat being found in Dover would tell them that he was close.
His question to himself was ‘if he were them what would they think he would do?’
It wasn’t easy. He thought of places in London that would link to his background or past, but there was no glaringly obvious place they could link to him or assume he’d think of. They must know that he wouldn’t go to the Priory Arms.
It then struck him that the most natural thing for him to do was to find a hotel and wait for contact a message of some kind. His best bet was to find a hotel closest to the Priory Arms in distance and wait there. Assuming that they’d think he would do that they would most probably be there waiting for him. The question was would the security services work that out too? It was a chance he’d have to take if he was to get under the protective wing of his employer, not to mention get the one million pound hit.
The Kent countryside flashed by blurred into an impressionist canvas by rain drops being dragged across the glass work. The coach sped into London and Stanton knew that he was going to have to use the rail network. He needed no disguises, his hooded coat and woolly hat would serve, even if it matched McKie’s description, which was no doubt circulating. A million people in London would be wearing wet weather clothes with hoods up. It would be a bad day for CCTV watchers. Stanton willed the rain to get heavier.
He decided to get an hour’s sleep before he got into London. He was hungry and thirsty, but his Legion training helped him ignore the needs. He folded his arms and twisted in the seat to be able to sleep. He thought about McKie. The man had killed Wheeler, there was no doubt he could kill if pushed to it, but DIC, Stanton felt sure, weren’t made up of disciplined, hardened and fear exempt agents, he was sure. They were gifted amateurs, in a way, and yet the thoughts led him to feel the side of his head and the bruise there. McKie was a tough, strong, fast and quick thinking individual. Stanton resolved not to be too scornful of DIC and its people. If McKie was anything to go by they had both brains and brawn. He fell asleep thinking of the four men he’d spent two weeks on a submarine with and all of whom were dead, all accounted for by the work of DIC. There was no doubt, he yawned, that it was some machine and it was looking for him.
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London
1 p.m.
April 19th
Jack Fulton closed the door on his office and settled himself in his chair across the desk from David McKie.
“What happened?”
“I took Conor to the harbour ate some MacDonald’s breakfast and walked him home. He must have seen me there and followed me. He climbed in through the Velux window on the roof and when I went up to work he was there. I managed to disarm him. My neighbour had called the police, Stanton knocked them out and I gave chase.”
“You left the roof windows open?”
“Yes it gets warm up there and you don’t expect anyone to do that.”
“We do now. I’ll have to put out a window lock kit for every DIC operative. Your computer wasn’t pass word locked then?”
“Well in the roof space, in my house. It’s not what I expected, I can’t be the only one.”
“No I agree and we’ll put out a procedure now. He copied a file, the names and addresses of all our UK operatives and the names of our leadership team and our location.”
“I know, but he went for that first by the looks of it, which means he knew about us and knew where to find us. It was pure chance that he wound up in Dover and saw me.”
“It does seem like chance, but it seriously compromises the DIC and I’ve ordered a shoot to kill and stop at all costs on Stanton. We must also retrieve that disk.”
“Any tags on where he is now?”
“He disappeared. He may be holed up in Dover or he could have hitched a lift and killed the driver. He didn’t steal a car, but he might steal one tonight. The theft would get lost in the usual night time thefts by joy riders. The main thing is that we know where he’s headed, though if he’s smart he’ll know his contact point is compromised, especially as Mason was so close to Vauxhall when he died.”
“That just leaves it to us to watch and wait.”
“If we can get the address from the taxi driver we can be there waiting for him anyway.”
“Did Mason have a phone on him or anything? Anything we could use to find out his contacts?”
“He had a disposable phone, one number in it, but there’s no reply at the other end. The dialled number turns out to be a cell phone registered in a false name, as was the one Mason had. There’s no way to put a trace on it. Records for Mason’s phone have him using the directory service to get a taxi number and the satellite location put him near the Priory Arms when he did that. So far we’re drawing a blank.”
“I’ll go to my office and check in with the duty teams. How’s Shadz?” David asked realising that if Jack was stumped then he couldn’t add anything.
“He’s going to be fine, but a fair bit of reconstruction on his face. He took quite a beating. He could have shot Mason there and then, but he didn’t; didn’t have the killer instinct.”
“Stanton said that about me.”
“He’s wrong. If anyone has it’s you and that’s why you’re back here so soon. However I’ve booked you in to see Else our counsellor.”
“Good. I’ll go down and create a brain pool with other duty team members.”
When David had left Jack pulled CCTV files out of the computer that he’d been scanning. He carried on looking and captured faces digitally and sent them. He had thirty faces in separate files and he called the decryption team.
“Are you in yet?”
“Ten minutes Jack. Do keep it short, the spooks are getting jumpy.”
“Okay.”
Jack called another extension in the building. He’d put together a scanning team and he told them to get ready to match the files he was sending them to faces in MI6 and other security services files. Then he waited for decryption to call back.
David found the duty room offices empty. He went to the canteen to find Terry, Tony, Jaz and Ellie eating lunch.
“Hey McKie come on over and join the club.” Tony was eating a French bread sandwich and waved David over, dropping salad and mayonnaise on the carpet as he did so.
David drew up a chair and sat with the group.
“Hi Jaz. You back from the hospital.”
“Yeah, Shadz is okay. He looked terrible though. His nose was smashed, black eyes, broken jaw, was wired. He wasn’t conscious as they’d drugged him to stop the pain. Mason made a right mess of him. Still it could have been worse, he could have killed him.”
“And you Jaz, you alright?” David asked tenderly. The team had been through a lot in the last few days.
“I’m fine. I hear Beaumont’s okay.” She added thinking not just of her own horror, but of David’s too.
David nodded there was a small silence and then Tony spoke.
“Well that small group of people who’ve killed in the line of duty is getting bigger. That’s David, Ellie and me have had to kill.”
“You too Ellie?” David asked.
“Yeah. We both shot Cobb.” She said and put her hand on Tony’s shoulder and none of them missed the warm contact between the two.
“Have you got to see the counsellor Else?” David said ignoring the urge to make a teenage comment about Ellie and Tony.
“I saw her today, Tony did too. She’s nice, but don’t be fooled she really can read people. It was nice to talk and I did get upset, but she said it was healthy. At least I’ll sleep better.” Ellie said with a small smile following.
David recalled his dream.
Terry suddenly spoke
“It was sad at Wally’s funeral. I got a bit choked there and Jack, well Jack, his eyes were streaming.” He shook his head. “I’ve spoken to Else too. She says I’ll need a little grief therapy. Sadness touches people in al sorts of ways she says.”
“I didn’t expect this when I took the job on. Stanton was in my house, nearly murdered me.” David said gauging their faces for shock.
“My God that’s terrible. You poor man. Were your family there?” Ellie said thinking of her own children at home being baby sat by her mother.
The two weeks of duty team rota was the only draw back to a job that was perfect for a single mother. Ellie had got pregnant young and done her degree through the Open University. She was only a year on the police force as a forensic scientist before DIC head hunted her.
“No they were out and I nearly had him. I wanted him alive, shooting would have been easy. I had the laser dot between his eyes. He was willing to die. They don’t want to be captured these assassins, love their freedom too much. They don’t value anything. I feel lucky to be alive, but angry I didn’t end it there, but killing an unarmed man, even one like Stanton isn’t a good thing to do, that’s a fact. I’ll be glad to talk to Else find out what the right reactions are to doing this kind of work. It’s not what you expect is it?”
“Well I spoke to Else and she said that this isn’t the first time there’s been this level of death and destruction. There have been five or six times in the past when DIC has had agents in such danger and when agents have had to kill under diplomatic. She says it’s rare, but not unknown. We’re just unlucky to be the team on duty when it happened.” Ellie smiled at David when she said it.
She admired him, they all did. She felt camaraderie too. She, Tony and he had killed. She had been keen to get Cobb in revenge for Wally, a man she had admired too, but when she had she was swept over by nausea. She liked the way the killing had made David poignant in outlook. She also worried about Tony, who seemed breezy in spite of the ‘heavy burden of taking a life’. That had been Else phrase and she liked it. ‘The heavy burden’ which she was concerned Tony was carrying with too little effort.
“Listen has anyone got any ideas about where Stanton will pop up next?” David changed the subject in keenness to get the job done.
“We’ve talked it through. He can’t go to Priory Arms. We’ve got an armed team member there.”
“Who’s that?” David asked.
“Liam.” Tony answered.
“Sure I know the guy. So what will Stanton do?” David replied not to be sidetracked.
“Well if I was him I’d have got on a ferry at Dover and left.”
“That doesn’t suit the man I know.”
“You know him, you think?” Jaz exclaimed.
“I saw him on the Inverness CCTV footage, he didn’t stand out and was unclear on the film, he can blend himself in; he’s like a snake, deadly and invisible against the right patterned background. I saw him at Perth on the platform, looked into the eyes. He was bold and not at all panicked. He’s got this far because he’s slick. He’s experienced and a very cool customer. He climbed my roof, was unafraid of me when I had a gun on him and his eyes showed a determination you don’t often see in anyone but terrorist extremists. He’ll carry on. Not because he needs the money, or the help of the employer on this job to help him escape, but because he really believes he can do it. He’s something of a terminator Stanton.” David said clearly focussing his eyes on the face of Stanton in his mind’s eye as he spoke.
They all nodded.
“So assuming he’s coming to London what would he do?” Tony asked.
“Maybe he’s got a contact number or something, a back up place maybe.” Jaz shrugged as she spoke.
“Unlikely. We know his target is high profile so for a million the employer wouldn’t want to be linked so easily if any of them were caught. Add to that the fact that the landlord of the Priory Arms identified Cobb as having been there. There was only one meet point. Now it’s gone. What can he do?” Ellie said and picked up her coffee mug and took a reflective sip.
“You think you know him David, what would you do if you were him?” Tony asked and popped the last part of his sandwich into his mouth.
“I’m not sure, but think bold and clever that’d be the way.”
They were all silent for a moment and Jack Fulton approached them and pulled up a chair.
“I’ve got interesting news. We’ve identified one member of MI6 at the scene of Mason’s killing. I sent the photo to Liam at the Priory Arms on the off chance and the landlord recognised him as a regular.”
There were low whistles and expelled breaths.
“Yes. MI6 are linked to this which probably means Sternway. We’re not getting anything from the listeners, but we’ve got teams ready at four of his favourite cafes and restaurants. We may get something, in the meantime any ideas about Stanton?” Jack looked around at the group.
“We’ve just been discussing that.” David said.
“And?” Jacked looked at each of the faces of a group of what he knew to be very clever people.
“No ideas yet.” Tony replied.
Jack got up. “Well keep working on it. We’ve got one assassin left, we know MI6 are behind this, or at least involved in some way. I’d like us to be there waiting when Stanton gets to his target.”
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London 
MI6 Offices
1-45 p.m.
April 19th
“Well any ideas?” Sternway sat back and spread his hands. Joe, Brook and a third operative, Telford, sat across from him looking sheepish.
Lionel Telford was a short neat man, going bald and had subsequently shaved the remaining hair to stubble. He dressed casually in spite of his boss’ liking for neatness. He wasn’t muscular in any way and when he’d had to do ‘dirty work’ always used a weapon. He was a first class sniper, could blend in almost anywhere and a great undercover agent. He had an intelligent and active mind even if he was a little too imaginative for Sternway’s liking, but he was always the man with the clear view of the situation. Sternway considered him a vital member of his little ‘department’.
“He’s the last one. If he can’t make it then it can’t be done.” Telford spoke first.
Joe smiled.
“It’s been a good run though and Stanton’s been really good. DIC have really shown weaknesses here. I can’t believe the mistakes they make.”
“We’ve made mistakes too though. Mason and Cobb were utterly out of control and we lost a very good man.” Sternway’s voice cut the smile from Joe’s face with razor accuracy.
“Stanton won’t go to the Priory Arms. Blimey I won’t go there myself. DIC will be all over that by now. Mason must have talked to that bint he picked up, very bad work all round there.” Brook was shaken in spite of his professional coldness.
He knew it was very nearly himself laying dead in the black Honda. They’d had the car taken away very quickly to cover their tracks. Bentall’s body was in the MI6 morgue.
“What will Stanton do?”
“If I was Stanton, assuming he’s seen the news, I’d know Mason had come from Vauxhall. I’d know I couldn’t go to Priory Arms. I’d know we’d be having a meeting, even if I didn’t know who we were. I’d know that the question was being asked as to where I would go.” Telford spoke and Sternway focussed his ‘cold telescopic eyes’ on the man’s face. Telford felt pressured but spoke his thoughts. “I’d go to the nearest hotel in distance to the Priory Arms and wait there. I might even book in.”
Sternway swung his chair around and looked out the window. They waited as Sternway sifted and weighed his thoughts. They knew him to be a careful and detailed thinker.
He swung back.
“A good thought Lionel, a very good thought.” Joe had already picked up the phone and dialled his secretary.
“Christine get me a list of the closest hotels to Priory Arms Vauxhall, nearest one first on list.” He hung up.
“Of course that assumes he’s still in the UK. The police found a boat in Dover marina with his PSS pistol in, so he isn’t coming in by boat. He must avoid the CCTV unless he disguised himself there and the ‘intel’ we’ve had is that he was spotted and searched for in Dover, but hasn’t been found. By all accounts he’s probably very close to London if not in London now.” Sternway listened to Telford’s reasoning after which there was a silence of consideration.
Finally Sternway spoke.
“Telford and Brook can go to the hotels. Joe get them the list and both of you get cracking. He may be waiting there and if we can reason this DIC can too. I’m sending two of you, though Stanton won’t be looking to bite the hand that can haul him out of the sewage tank. Still go armed and watch out for each other.” Sternway gave them a ‘why are you still here’ look and they rose and got moving.
Sternway sat back in his chair and closed his eyes. The plan was working and if he could just get to the end of it he’d get what he wanted and a few other things besides. It all depended on Trevor Stanton.

Chapter 94

Euston Tower
2 p.m.
April 19th
McKie sat in his office, which he now shared with Liam, for the duty rota duration. Liam was at the Priory Arms. David roved over the CCTV footage for the area. His roving through cameras took him along the Wandsworth Road. His eye was caught by a single building, white with a Greek portico. He squinted at the screen and saw the name ‘Chelsea Guest House.’ The light bulb went on in his head and he called Jack’s office.
“Jack here.”
“It’s David. His next move if he couldn’t make the pub would be to find a nearby hotel. That might even be a backup plan. They’d know that’s what he’d do. We should stake out the hotels nearest the pub.”
“It’s a good thought, but it’s a long shot. Alright I’ll send you in two’s to the nearest hotels. Do the run around and check. Give them a number and wait nearby.”
“I’ll generate a list of hotels in a two or three mile radius.” David offered.
“Okay David, good brain work.”
Magda called up the pool cars. David met the other two teams in the lobby with the list and maps he’d very efficiently found at high speed.
“We’ll take the Chelsea Guest House.” Tony stood with Ellie.
“We’ll get the Comfort Inn there’s two buildings either side of the road.” Terry offered.
“That leaves me the Belgrave Hotel on the Clapham Road.” Said David thinking he’d got the short straw in the draw.
“You can’t go alone David.” Ellie looked at the map print out he had given her with the list. “Look it’s right near Landsdowne Road, call in at the pub and collect Liam. The landlord can call your Satellite phone if Stanton turns up there.”
David looked dubious.
“Do it Davey. It’s safer, you can’t go alone.” Jaz expressed her concern earnestly and David was moved by the words of support in favour of his safety.
All having agreed on what to do they made their way to the waiting cars. David was disappointed to see the driver get out and hand him the keys at the front of the building.
“Aren’t you going to drive me?” David asked and the pool car park attendant laughed.
“I’m no driver I’m just the attendant. We’ve got staff all over London at ‘Priory’ named locations. The drivers are all out collecting them and bringing them back. You’ll have to drive yourself Mr McKie.”
David got in and sighed. He hated driving and he’d never driven in London before. He steeled himself, switched on the Satnav and pulled out into traffic, knowing he was just going to have to try really hard not to take a wrong turn. The Satnav took him straight towards the Vauxhall Bridge.
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London
2 -15 p.m.
April 19th
A short while later Terry and Jaz sat in the lobby of the Chelsea guest house waiting patiently. They had covered the distance quickly, avoiding the Vauxhall Bridge. After showing badges, the photograph of Stanton and explaining the situation they were given a cup of tea and a place to sit. They waited patiently.
At the Comfort Inn Tony and Ellie had had to make a difficult choice. The Comfort had buildings on both sides of the road. They had thought of splitting up, one each side, but for safety’s sake they had left a number with reception on one side and decided to sit in reception on the other. They too had done the badge, photograph and explanation routine. Tony sat bored reading the hotel literature.
“Double rooms are cheap for a night here.”
“Really.” Ellie’s voice was humorously sarcastic. “What of it?”
“I’m just saying, they’re cheap here.”
“You thinking of getting a room?”
“No.” He paused. “Well not unless I had a need of a bed.” He stared intently at the literature, purposefully.
“Not on company time Deany.” Tony smiled.
“When do you finish?” He asked.
“Whatever happened to romance? You’re a dirty dog Deany!” Ellie smiled when she said it. “You want me you’ll have to woo me.”
They both looked up as a man came into reception and looked at each other when it was clearly not Stanton.
Stanton was delighted at the heaviness of the London April rain. As the coach pulled under the giant glass portico sheltering the bus passengers in the giant parking bay at the back Stanton put on his woolly hat and pulled his hood up. He had no luggage, but he had cash and the card, which he was not sure he’d be able to use.
It was a short walk to Victoria Station. Umbrellas and hooded figures abounded in the intense rain. Stanton felt secure. He could not be recognised on CCTV in the rain lashed ‘muzziness’ and amongst the well covered people he was invisible to his pursuers.
He felt the disk in his pocket and knew that he needed to find the nearest hotel to the Priory Arms. He stopped a passing man and asked him where the nearest Internet Cafe was. The man was helpful and pointed to Victoria Street gave him directions and told him about the Net Lounge.
Stanton made his way in and paid for a half hour and got himself a coffee. He managed to find the Belgrave Hotel using Yell. com and got himself directions, knowing he’d go through Stockwell Tube station. There was no drive to put the disk in. He went and spoke to the young woman behind the counter.
“Hi. I’m logged on over there. I’ve got this disk and I want to send some pictures to a friend. Can I do that?”
“No. We have USB connectors for accessing pictures to put on profiles, but no drives.”
“Right thanks very much.”
Stanton walked away knowing that he needed a laptop. He could steal one or he could ask his contacts to get him one. He made his way to Victoria station and descended into the tube. It was three stops south bound on the Victoria line and straight walk up the Clapham Road. He kept his hood up, even on the underground.
It was a modern reception, light wood, fish tank in the wall. As soon as Stanton walked in he saw Brook sitting at the table, on soft grey, high backed chairs across from the reception desk. Stanton had his hood down, but his woolly hat on and the waterproof coat was done up to the chin.
Brook instinctively knew it was Stanton, the eyes below the hat were hard edged and hunted looking. He rose and greeted him warmly, putting on a show for the receptionist.
“Anton thank god for that we thought you’d remember what we said.”
“Yes. I haf been walking lots since we separate and I remember Belgrave Hotel.” Stanton affected a foreign accent.
He was sure the man was the contact. He had the ‘smell’ of secrecy and double dealing about him that Stanton had learnt to see in his years in the ‘trade’. The girl simply thought them daft older men, her mind unable to see through the layers of deceit both men wore as a matter of habit.
Stanton was shepherded him out of reception, before the girl had a chance to get a good view of his face.
“Thank you so much.” Brook said to the girl. “I knew he’d remember eventually and it was good of you to let us shelter from the rain.”
“Goodbye.” The girl watched them leave. The hotel wasn’t much of a landmark for tourists to use as a meeting point if they got lost, but it took all sorts.
Telford was parked across the road watching the entrance. He’d seen the figure go in and watched Brook emerge with him. They rushed across to the car and Brook got in the back with Stanton.
Brook was careful. He didn’t know Stanton was unarmed. Stanton wasn’t shocked to have a snub nose thirty eight revolver pointed at him from Telford turning round in the driver seat.
“Frisk him.” Brook ran his hands through Stanton’s pockets. He found no weapon. He did find the disk and held it up.
“What’s this?”
“Research, it’ll help me get the job done, possibly. I need a laptop to access the information.
“Let’s go, just drive away from the hotel and park up further up the road.”
Telford drove up the Clapham Road and parked near the junction with Ellias Place.
Brook got out and went to the boot of the car. He brought out two cases, one with a laptop and one with the ‘materials’ for the job. Brook got back into the car.
“Let’s start with the fact that this job is near enough compromised.” Brook began. “I’ve got to warn you that there are people watching.”
“DIC, I know all about them. They have no idea of what the job entails or where I’m going, mind you neither do I for that matter.”
Brook handed him the case. Stanton opened it and saw the bomb, a lime green Bic disposable cell phone and an envelope. Stanton opened the envelope read the details and whistled.
“Wow. That’s got to be worth a million when I pull that one off. I hope you guys have a good exit plan for me.”
“We have. You do the job and phone the single number in this cell phone. You get picked up by us and taken to a place to lie low. Then you get paid and you’re sneaked out of the country.”
Stanton nodded.
“Do you know about a civil service agency call the DIC.” Stanton asked.
Brook’s eyes met Telford’s in the rear view mirror.
“We’ve heard of them yeah, what about them?” Brook asked.
“Have you got that laptop?” Stanton put all the materials back in the case, except the envelope. “Oh and could you give me a pistol of some sort?”
This time he saw the look the men gave each other in the rear view mirror.
“I’ll hand you the case and you can put the weapon in and leave it on the front seat until you drop me off.”
Brook nodded. Telford unlocked and opened the glove compartment, pulled out a nine millimetre browning, a silencer and a single clip. Stanton passed him the case and sat back.
“You want me to use the bomb?”
“Yes. It’ll make it look like terrorism.”
“It isn’t terrorism?”
“No. He needs removing. He’s inconvenient and we’re behind the man who wants to replace him.”
“That’s fine with me.”
“Now about DIC, what’s on the disk?” Brook asked.
David was very late. He’d got stuck in traffic around Vauxhall Bridge and his bad driving skills hadn’t helped extricate him from that. The Satnav wasn’t helping. He got to the Priory Arms long after he could have and picked up Liam. Relieved that Liam could drive he let him, but it was just a short drive around the corner. They got to the Belgrave Hotel at two thirty.
“We’re government security officers, we’re looking for this man. He held up the photo. “Have you seen him?”
“No. I haven’t.” The girl at reception hadn’t seen enough of Stanton to match him to the photo.
“Has anyone been here and left a message or sat waiting?”
The girl paused thinking. It hadn’t been a busy morning and she was none too bright and very bored, day dreaming most of the empty time away, but she remembered the men.
“Yes, about twenty minutes ago there was a man here said he’d arranged with a friend to meet outside here if one them got lost. It was raining so he asked to wait inside. This man turned up all wet. They left. He called him Anton. The wet man had a German accent.”
McKie looked at Liam.
“Could be them.”
“Might not be.”
“We’d better wait.”
In the car on the Clapham Road Brook and Telford were hiding their wide eyed amazement well. Stanton had told them about how he got the disk. He told them his plan and how to get into the target’s heavily guarded residence. Brook and Telford were delighted. As far as Stanton was concerned they were civilian middle men for a buyer willing to pay a million for a very tricky kill. The visit to McKie’s house had supplied him with what he needed and all he’d wanted from that situation was to know who and where the DIC operatives were, but now he found that the information on the disk would also help him get the job done.
Stanton told them his plan, which again took much acting skill from both MI6 men not to reveal their pleasure. He took directions to a target address, from the internet on the laptop, attached to Brook’s cell phone. When he was done he took the disk out and closed the computer.
“You want to leave that disk with us?”
“You want it?”
“Well it’s interesting stuff, could be useful, but I was thinking it might be bad news if you were caught with it.” Brook said.
“You might be right, but I’ll hang on to it.” Stanton was cautious.
“Well your employer might be interested. Could sell it for you, take a cut. Say five percent. He’ll be very happy to do that. Shame if it got damaged due to falls or bumps.” Brook added willing Stanton to give him the disk.
Stanton nodded and handed the disk over.
“Call me a taxi will you?”
“Sure.” Brook dialled. “Yeah, Cab please. From Clapham Road at the junction with Ellias Place to Lord North Street please. Ta mate.” He rang off. “Fifteen minutes Stanton.”
They waited in silence in the car it was close to 3pm. Stanton read the target details and the regular times and likely room locations for the home address. He handed the envelope back to Brook.
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London
3 p.m.
April 19th
Liam and David were surprised when David was relieved by another DIC man and David was even more surprised to be driven back to Euston Tower.
“What’s the deal?” David asked.
“Don’t know Mr McKie. Jack Fulton sent me with your replacement, said you were wanted back at the ‘Tower’.” The driver said respectfully. David McKie was the most talked about man in the building.
London flashed by as the pool driver made neat work of journey back in spite of the traffic problems around Vauxhall. David wondered if it was about that. His bad driving in Scotland had made them late, cost the time and ultimately led to Beaumont getting shot. Maybe Liam had been called and they knew he had been late to Vauxhall, making Liam and himself late to the Belgrave. They might have missed Stanton due to his lateness.
The car drew up outside Euston Tower and David went alone into reception. The slow revolving door made him feel, as all felt, very exposed. He cleared reception with biometrics and with a glance to the two false lifts made his way through the ‘real’ entrance. He took the lift to the floor with Jack’s office on it. Else Patrick was in the waiting area. She rose from the seat.
“David I’m Else Patrick.”
“Hello. I take I’ve been called back for a chat.”
“You could call it that. My Office is on this floor. Come with me.”
They made their way along a corridor and she held a door open for him. It was an innocuous enough room, comfortable and friendly. There was no table and no other furniture than two soft arm chairs. David sat down and Else sat opposite.
“Where do we begin?” David asked.
“How has your appetite been?”
“Fine, really.”
“You look like you keep healthy, anyway. How have you been sleeping?”
“Not well. I had a bad dream too.”
“You had a bad dream? Have you had bad dreams before?”
“When I was very small, yes.”
“What were they about?”
“As far as I remember they were mostly about my dad, being hurt, he was a soldier you see.”
“I see and this current dream?”
David told her the dream. She took no notes and watched him intensely. When he was finished she spoke.
“You had to be the man of the house when your father was away. It’s a burden for a boy, especially an only child. You feel the need to protect people quite a lot and express it through your work, public service with customs and now this. You took on the responsibility, by coming here today, for the capture of Stanton. It’s natural and in your nature now to be a protector. The dream indicates that you feel you are failing, not able to protect. Your father represents the protecting parent.”
“My wife said that.”
“You told her the dream.”
“Yes.”
“That’s good. Are you able to talk to her, as much as the job allows, about what’s bothering you?”
“Yes she’s very supportive.”
“Good.”
“How do you feel about the assassins?”
“I can’t believe they have such a careless attitude towards human life.”
“How did you feel when Stanton had been in your house?”
“At the time, well at first fear, then anger and when I got the upper hand, the job kicked in and I tried to take him alive.”
“Did you want to kill him?”
“Not then, at that moment when I had the gun in my hand, but afterwards I was angry. He’d invaded our house. My wife is pregnant, I was very angry.”
“How do you feel about Wheeler?”
“I feel quite at ease now. I had guilt, nausea and then I felt relieved I was alive.”
“That’s natural. Has the incident with Stanton changed your feelings about Wheeler?”
“No. It’s changed my view of killing though.”
“What do you mean?”
“Well before I thought I couldn’t have done it, but then when I had to shoot I did and I felt awful afterwards, but I know that I can now, but I also know I have a choice. I don’t have to kill, but I can if I need to.”
“If you come across Stanton will you kill him?”
“Only if I have to.”
“You don’t want revenge for the invasion of your home?”
“No that was business on his part. No if we end up face to face and he’s going to kill me then I’ll get in first.”
“Kill or be killed?”
“That’d be it. That’s what it’s about. In this job, at the moment it boils down to kill or be killed. Stanton, Wheeler and the rest they kill first. I’ll only kill if they try to kill me or anyone else.”
“That’s healthy. Did you cry at all?”
“Yes when I got home and saw my wife and son.”
“Good. Take moments to grieve and don’t lose touch with yourself. I can see that you might get stressed from trying to protect too many people. You can’t protect everyone and you aren’t responsible for every bad thing that happens as a result of these men or any other trouble makers.”
“What about those who are responsible?”
“What do you mean?”
“Someone brought those men here and set them loose. It might be a man called Sternway, what about protecting people from him?”
“That’s a different job, but if you can bring the people behind this to justice will it make you feel better?”
“A little, but what’s done is done and can’t be undone, it won’t bring the dead back.”
“Would you like the person responsible for this to suffer?”
“Yes.”
“How?”
“I don’t know. To feel what I feel, to feel as those families do, the ones left behind.”
“It would be good if they did, they seldom do.”
“How do I stop my anger about that when all of this is done?”
“Perhaps a chance to confront them if you catch them, make them realise, feel that pain, but you won’t get the chance. When this job is done you can come and see me and we’ll confront the anger you have at those responsible. It’s a noble sentiment, idealistic, but dangerous to become motivated by thoughts like that. Check your feelings when you continue and finish this chase.”
“Thank you. Is that it?”
“No I’d like you to describe every event in the last few days where you feel you have not had control, how you dealt with it and how you felt afterwards.”
Half an hour later David left the room. He felt better, cleaner and less tired in spirit. He went and got a cup of tea and then went to his office. There had been no sighting of Stanton at the hotels or the Priory Arms.
Else sat in Jack Fulton’s office.
“Nothing to be overly worried about, he’s coped well, but the stress has brought a certain protective anger to the surface. His father was in the army and as the only child at home, he got to be man of the house. He’s been well loved. His mother died some years back and he’s grieved well, but… well he feels the need to see justice done. He has a problem, not with the assassins, that’s a black and white issue, but he’s got good solid working class anger against the uncaring attitude of those higher up that chain.”
“That’s not so bad. Idealism is good if you’re going to be heroic.”
“If anger against injustice is what drives that idealism it can turn to zeal and zeal can lead to ill considered actions.”
“Should I send him home?”
“No you brought him her, best use him, he’s a good man, best for this job by what I can see, just watch him when Stanton's in the bag or dead. He may want to crusade against the evil doers behind it.”
“Okay thanks Else.”
Else left and Fulton sat back. He felt the same way though. He’d lost a good friend, Cobb was dead, but he didn’t feel better. He felt in his bones that Sternway was behind it and he felt anger and zeal at the thought of getting justice for Wally’s death, especially if it meant Sternway’s downfall. He applied Else’s warning to his own situation.

Chapter 97

Lord North Street London
3-15 p.m.
April 19th
It was straight forward really and Stanton knew it. Hood up and woolly hat on, but coat open, he held the silenced nine millimetre Browning pistol under his coat, arms held in front of him, as if waiting in a queue. He knew it was the right house and he didn’t need the white satellite dish to tell him that this time. He rang the bell.
There was a tense five minute wait as Bill Hutchings came to the door of what used to be the original DIC centre. Back in nineteen forty it had simply been a central office, packed with radio equipment and cine film viewing room. Now it was a stipend residence for a DIC operative. The radio listening and gathering centre was gone and the house didn’t have the high tech equipment in the loft.
Bill Hutchings was in his sixties, slow on his arthritic feet; a bald portly man with a gentle nature. He had his DIC technical equipment in what would have been the back ground floor room as climbing to the loft was beyond him in his advancing years.
When Bill opened the door he was just what Stanton was expecting. Stanton pushed him back into the hall, shut the door behind him, put the case down and pulled out the pistol.
“Hands on your head Bill.”
Bill looked back at him. He knew the face he’d been keeping up with all the alerts and doing the CCTV scans for his area. Now faced unarmed with the killer he was unnervingly brave.
“You’ll have to shoot me you scumbag.”
Stanton did, he shot him through the calf. Bill crumpled to the floor in agony. Stanton grabbed him and dragged him into the lounge and threw him into an armchair and pointed the weapon at his face, within an inch. Bill looked back with now steady eyes.
“I’m telling you nothing. You’ll have to kill me, which no doubt you will, but you don’t scare me.”
Stanton put the gun on a nearby table, Bill tried to rise, but his leg gave way. Stanton grabbed his arm, pulled him up and punched him across the jaw. Bill slumped into the chair unconscious. Stanton needed him alive in case there was information he needed. He took Bill’s tie off and used it as a tourniquet on his leg, took a curtain cord and tied Bill up.
He went to the kitchen got a tea towel and wrapped it around Bill’s wound. He looked down at the old man. He thought him brave and he made sure of the knots, a man like that would crawl out of the house and get help. They didn’t make them like that any more.
His first call was the upstairs of the house, there was no-one else there and the loft was empty. He found the equipment in the back room. The computer was on, but was pass word protected. He’d suspected as much. After McKie he knew they’d tighten security. He didn’t need the computer anyway, but would have liked to have got the updates, see what was going on. He thought of waking Bill and getting the answer out of him, but he felt sure Bill would die first. He found Bill’s DIC pass in the drawer of the desk. He examined it. He switched the computer off, logged on to the guest profile. He found a lot of Paint pictures with the name Stacey on them, a grand child no doubt, by the look of the badly drawn princesses and horses with odd legs. He found the scanner controls, a Lexmark, and set to work, he checked the time. It was three forty five. He was sure he’d be done in half an hour. Then he’d head for the target with the perfect ‘access all areas’ security pass. He called a taxi for four twenty.



Chapter 98


La Rueda Restaurant London
3-15 p.m.
April 19th
The beautiful glass building was full of light. From his seat in the large restaurant room Sternway could see the tower of London. He looked at his watch and as he did so he saw the rather elegant lady, in her fifties, half size heels, square toed and expensive, Dior original dress and beautifully glossy and pampered hair walk across the room towards him. Sternway found it hard to equate this obviously well heeled and attractive woman with her plump and spineless politician husband.
Sternway rose and pulled out her chair and settled her. He sat down opposite her.
“This is lovely.” She put her small bag on the table.
“Shall we order?” Sternway said and handed her the menu. The waiter arrived.
“I’ll have the Spanish Noodles with mixed seafood and shellfish.” Sternway said in a neat precise tone of voice and the waiter scribbled away.
“I’ll have the Lobster, Clams and Saffron rice.” Mrs Robinson said and added “Shall I choose the wine?”
Sternway smiled. She was surely the driving force behind her husband’s career.
“Please do.”
“I think the pink cava will do don’t you?”
“Yes.” It wouldn’t have been his choice, but he went with the flow.
When the waiter had gone Mrs Robinson opened her small bag and took a piece of paper out. It was an A five sheet, folded.
She slid it across the table to Sternway.
The sheet had three questions. The first was ‘would Stanton be killed when the job was done?’ The second was ‘what did Sternway want in return?’ The third was rather shocking and related to the target.
He took out an expensive, glossy ball point pen, emphatically clicked it once and wrote his answers; one word, a sentence and one word again. She took the sheet and read it.
Across the room a young man and a girl were eating Paella. The man had a medium sized sports bag on the floor beside his chair. Sternway had looked around the room when he arrived. He’d noticed the young couple, obviously engrossed in each other, but hadn’t noticed the bag under the table.
He had been too busy appraising Mrs Robinson as she entered to notice the young man move the bag out from under the table with his foot, reach into it and pull out a pack of tissues, as Mrs Robinson entered. If he’d been watching he’d have seen that the movement looked slightly too long and too complex the simple retrieval of a pocket tissue pack.
When Sternway did look around the room again after he had seated Mrs Robinson and himself and noticed that the girl had put her hand bag on the table, she was doing her make up and looked in the bag a couple of times.
After ten minutes Sternway’s and Mrs Robinson’s food arrived. It was a mini feast. Sternway wasn’t over indulgent with food, often left food on the plate, but ate the very best of what was on the plate, especially if it was good food and he liked La Rueda, for the food, the service and the view of the Tower of London. It was one of four or five of his favourite lunch spots. He avoided patterns as a spy, but he also liked to go places where he knew the staff and layout. His choice of favourite spot was random and he varied his lunch time. DIC had been watching him for some time and knew enough about him to put a team there.
As Sternway and Mrs Robinson ate delicately and made small talk the gun microphone in the bag fed their conversation, via the transmitter in the hand bag, to a car parked across the road. In the car a DIC operative recorded it on his laptop as a digital sound file. It was fairly boring listening material.
The two DIC members in the restaurant and the operative in the car didn’t know who the woman meeting Sternway was.
It was close to four when they finished their eating. The restaurant wasn’t busy, but was waiting for the build up after five o clock. The young man and the girl were lingering over dessert and on the verge of ordering coffees that neither of them wanted.
Sternway called for the bill.
“The answers are clear, but what guarantee do I have that he won’t suffer the fate of his predecessor?” Mrs Robinson spoke suddenly, yet quietly and with confidence.
Sternway was silent. He gave her a look that would have had a time served assassin feeling queasy, but Mrs Robinson was made of sterner stuff.
She had met her husband at Oxford University. He had been slimmer then and both of them were studying politics. They’d both had an interest in politics, but for different reasons. He was man with a view for creating social justice for the working classes and she saw it as a route to an easy life. They had courted, married and she had worked hard to see him make it up the ladder of success. She had introduced him to Terry Bloom, the future prime minister, long before the man was publicly noted. Robinson had served as a back bencher under Bloom, but with her support he had made good contacts. It was Mrs Robinson who had paid attention to the changes in the wind and had pushed her husband towards Gary Braine before any change had taken place there. She was monstrously brilliant at manoeuvring her husband into the right circles, right places and right jobs. Braine hadn’t given Robinson a place in the cabinet. Melinda Robinson saw her chances slipping away and had engineered the situation with the then home secretary, Robert Cole. She had cajoled her husband into contacting Sternway, creating suspicion around Robert Cole about his investigating MI6 foreign operative work. The rest had been easily done, a scandal and the carefully arranged hill walking ’accident’ carried out by Marco Spencer. Mrs Robinson, a favourite of the PM, had arranged her loyal husband’s promotion, in the aftermath, to Home Secretary. She wanted the view from number Ten Downing Street. She needed more control of Sternway.
“Question three…” She paused whilst the waiter took the card and cash tip away. “Question three are you sure that… it can’t be done… “
Sternway kept looking at her, not answering. The waiter returned handed back the card and walked away. Sternway rose, smoothed his clothes and very suddenly grabbed Mrs Robinson’s hand bag.
“Forgive me.” He opened it, took out a small digital recorder and pressed the off switch. He leant in and whispered in her ear.
“You’re a lovely lady Mrs Robinson and people like you do scare me a little, but you tell Tarquin that it will happen in the next hour, as arranged, and if he doesn’t show some backbone he’ll regret it.“
With that he put the recorder on the table and walked away. Mrs Robinson had flushed at the threat, Sternway was a dangerous man. She put the recorder back in her bag and left. The young man and the young woman called for their bill and left.
By the time the young couple of DIC watchers got to the car the digital recording was back at Euston Tower via the internet as was the photograph of Mrs Robinson, who’d then been identified.
The whisper was unclear and had been sent to the technical department to ‘enhance it’. Fulton was on tenterhooks. He knew if he could get a link he’d have Sternway in the bag.



Chapter 99


St Thomas’ Hospital London
4-15 p.m.
April 19th
The DIC team at the hospital, where the taxi driver who’d got shot taking Mason over Vauxhall Bridge, consisted of two people rotating shifts of two hours. Jack was a good boss and knew that sitting in a hospital all day waiting wasn’t interesting to the kind of people he hired.
Sonita was one of the Euston Tower permanent staff. She liked the job, watching CCTV, listening to radio transmissions, checking e-mail submissions and the occasional special jobs. She was twenty two and made excellent money in a civil service job which offered a lot of interesting work. She might get a home based DIC job later on, when one became available, but the London jobs didn’t come up often and that’s where she liked to live. The hospital staff had been told to alert either her or her alternating watcher the moment that the taxi driver, Don Chapman, woke up.
“Mr Chapman is awake miss.” A nurse stood by her and leant in to speak quietly.
Sonita had been day dreaming and was for a moment flustered. She’d been excited by the CCTV footage of the last three days. She’d watched David McKie at the bus station and all the other action that had been captured, isolated and put together as a digital file for use in the building. She was wondering what it was like to hold the pistol, pull the trigger. She pushed away her thoughts and went into the room.
Don had a bandage over his head and was looking around the room.
“Who are you?” He croaked. “Not the press?”
“No.”
“Shame.”
“I expect you’ll get the papers here yet. I’m civil service.”
“Civil service?”
“Yes.” She winked.
“You look a bit young.”
“I’m the office junior, sent to do one job, ask one question.” She smiled.
“Well ask away pretty, but you only get the answer if I get a kiss.”
“You’re a well man, I can tell, but can you remember where the guy with the gun who got into your taxi was going.”
“Yes I can because when he pulled the gun and started shooting I thought ‘oh no I hope they stop him’.”
“Where were you talking him?”
Don told her
“Are you sure?” Sonita’s eye brows nearly touched her hair line.
“You don’t forget that in a hurry.”
To his surprise and delight Sonita kissed him on the lips.
“Thank you, Thank you.” She ran from the room for the nearest hospital exit and once outside switched on her satellite phone.

Chapter 100

Euston Tower London
4-15 p.m.
April 19th
Jack Fulton burst into the Liam and David’s office.
“The target was Downing Street. I’ve called and they’re on alert. I’ve told the Prime Minister that I’m sending operatives to number ten. You two are to go, now. Check weapons and be ready.”
“You think Stanton’s going to get in there?” David thought it very unlikely.
“I’ve no idea, but he must have plan and a way in. Now get going. Take a laptop and satellite phone, keep in contact.”
They left the room. The pool car had been left waiting at the front of the building for them. It was a grey Citroen C4.
Jack went back to his office and called the PM to tell him that his men were on their way. He put out an alert for CCTV in the Westminster area to be scoured by every watcher; orders given to drop everything else. Jack made a personal call to Bill, the Westminster DIC operative, but there was no reply.
On Lord North Street Bill was conscious and heard his phone ringing, but couldn’t answer it.
At the gate to Downing Street the old man with glasses and thinning grey hair, brown mackintosh carrying a laptop bag, Sig 220 ‘rail’ in a shoulder holster noted the heightened security.
“Bill Hutchings DIC.” He showed the DIC pass.
“We’ve been expecting you.” Stanton kept calm, but inside he was grinning like a crocodile in an abattoir. This meant that DIC knew the target, but it also meant they had cleared the way for him, he knew he didn’t have long, but he was used to this kind of pressure.
The policeman’s radio crackled as he opened the gate.
“Where’s the other one there’s supposed to be two of you?” He suddenly asked.
“He’s circling the streets, ready for a sighting.” Stanton replied casually, sensing that the DIC units knew he was around and why. It seemed plausible. The line did its work. Stanton passed through the gate and was stopped by a second armed policeman.
“Can I check the bag please?”
“Sure. It’s my laptop and sat phone. Need to follow the updates.”
The policeman looked in the bag. There was a laptop and a satellite phone.
“Okay you can go in, but you need to hand over your weapon.”
Stanton pulled it from the holster.
“No need for that in there eh?” Stanton said
“Safe as houses Mr Hutchings.”
“I don’t think we’ll mention house prices in front of Mr Braine eh?”
The Policeman laughed.
Stanton walked up the street steadily and got to the door of number ten. The paperwork in the envelope had clearly said which room for that time of day. The Prime Minister was a man of habit. In this case it would be the small dining room.
Stanton got to the glossy black door with the armed policeman in front it. He was let in. He passed the porter’s chair, as shiny and black as the door and he took in the clock and Wellington’s travelling chest.
He was greeted by the Downing Street security chief.
“You from the DIC unit?”
“Yes. Bill Hutchings.”
“Well I don’t know how you can help. I’m not really sure about you chaps, but the PM said he wanted some of you here. There’s only you?”
“Yes, my partner’s doing a drive around, ready for action. Can I just set up in a room somewhere?”
“The PM will be in the small dining room shortly, if you go in there he’ll see you and you can update him.”
“Oh that’s brilliant! I need to log on and get an update, there may be news.”
Stanton made his way to the room. There was the strange feature of a fire place under the window. Stanton looked around for a place to put the bomb. There were unlit logs in the fireplace. He quickly opened the bag. Pulled out the laptop and opened it.
He had hollowed out the laptop with a knife creating a space for the ten centimetre long paper covered tubes containing, he assumed, plastic explosives attached to small detonator with a digital display which had a push button. The instructions were clear. The bomb was pre timed for ten minutes. Plant it and get out were the instructions. He closed the laptop and put it back in the bag, then got the satellite phone out.
He heard voices. He slid the bomb under the grate with the unlit logs and straightened up as the Prime Minister and his security chief came into the room. Stanton quickly flipped open the stolen DIC Sat phone, closing the laptop as they entered.
“Yes… yes… okay… no.. I’ll be there straight away.” Stanton acted out the end of the phone call. The Prime Minister unused to waiting looked impatiently at him.
Stanton closed the phone.
“I’m sorry sir I apologise. My Partner’s on an unconfirmed sighting on Lord North Street. I’ve got to get to him. Jack Fulton’s orders we’re to go in pairs at the moment.”
“That’s fine. Things are secure here.” The security chief spoke with slight anger. It all seemed like a waste of time.
“You’re rather old for duty rota aren’t you?” Mr Braine asked, knowing the DIC rules.
“I work around here, my patch. I know the faces. There are more men on the way.”
He grabbed the laptop bag.
“Well thank you anyway er…?” Mr Braine left the space for the name to be proffered.
“Bill Hutchings Mr Braine.”
“Right Bill.”
Stanton made his way out and the Prime Minister sat down as his afternoon tea was brought in. Stanton got to the gate, was handed his pistol and was on his way to Parliament Square with little trouble. He pulled out the green coloured ‘disposable’ Bic cell and pressed dial when the one number in the phone memory came up.
Traffic had held up the Citroen C4 with McKie and Kershaw in. In spite of Liam’s best efforts it took them what felt to be an age to get there. They got to the end of Downing Street and jumped out holding badges in front of them. In spite of the badges four MP5’s were levelly held in their direction.
“McKie and Kershaw, DIC, we’re expected.”
“Your man’s just been here, name of Hutchings, Bill Hutchings.”
“Bill Hutchings.” Liam and David looked at each other. Liam pulled out his satellite phone and called Jack. David spoke to the policeman.
“We were the only two sent.”
“He had a badge, laptop bag like yours, went in came out left and collected his weapon, said he’d had an ID on a suspect had to get to his partner…”
Liam interrupted.
“Jack says Bill Hutchings is the Westminster DIC, sixty years old, wouldn’t be sent…and he’s tried to phone him with no contact”
The policeman got on his radio and called security in ten Downing Street. David stood by the half open gate. Liam got his laptop out. He held it on his arm, plugged the satellite phone in and ran his finger rapidly over the mouse pad.
“This isn’t right.” David protested.
“You’ll have to wait sir.” The policeman replied implacable and annoyingly calm.
“Where is the PM?” David asked, becoming exasperated.
“I couldn’t say sir.”
Liam held the laptop up to the police man.
“Is this the guy you saw?”
“Well yes and no, it looks like him but the other man was bulkier, stronger looking… Stop where you are!”
David pushed his way through the gate and ran. The police man raised his MP5.
“For god’s sake get the PM out, it must be a bomb!” McKie shouted.
“Don’t shoot him we’re government security I’m telling you we sent no-one else, the man who came through was an imposter, it must have been Stanton.” Liam shouted.
The policeman looked at his colleague. The policeman held his MP5 on David’s receding back, the other held his aimed at Liam’s chest. David had made it to the glossy black door. The policeman there had drawn and was aiming his pistol at McKie. David stopped.
There was a crackle of radios and the weapons dropped. Liam’s phone rang. It was Jack, he’d cleared a path. David burst through the famous door and onto the checked black and white floor. The security chief was waiting for him.
“You McKie?”
“Yes. Where’s the PM?”
“The small dining room as always at this time of…”
David bounded into the room. The Prime Minister looked up startled.
“You need to leave now sir.”
McKie grabbed him, and manhandled him towards the door. They got to the door of the small dining room and there was a sharp bang and a flash of white, McKie pushed the PM to the floor half way through the door way, covering him with his body, as an orange ball of smoke enveloped them.

Chapter 101

Euston Tower 
London
4-30 p.m.
April 19th
Jack sat in his office looking at CCTV images on his laptop, stunned at the sight of smoke billowing from the window above the fireplace in the small dining room of ten Downing Street. There were fire engines and ambulances on the scene. It was a manic gaggle of activity and uniforms. He sat wide eyed looking at the scene; a scene he knew would be on the news within minutes.
Jennie Millington, the head of the audio unit in the technical department walked into the office. She put a laptop on the opposite side of the desk to Jack. She fiddled with it and looked up ready.
“You’re going to be really happy with this Jack…” She became silent and turned the sound up. Jack was drawn away from the drama on his screen by the sound of Sternway’s voice.
“You’re a lovely lady Mrs Robinson and people like you do scare me a little, but you tell Tarquin that it will happen in the next hour, as arranged, and if he doesn’t show some backbone he’ll regret it.“
“… It’s not even fuzzy we’ve been using this new programme we got from the CIA…what?” Jennie became aware of the look on Jack’s face. “Oh yeah shocking right he practically threatens to kill the home secretary…”
Jack looked at Jennie. This was his department, made up of enthusiasts like Jennie. He looked at her, wispy untidy blonde hair, held back by a mass of hair clips, blue jeans, trainers and GAP T- Shirt. She had lean, neat and fashionable black spectacles. They were his department, The Department for Internal Concerns, and they’d failed. The biggest concern, the ultimate terrorist prize had been won.
“Jack?”
The phone rang. Jack’s brow furrowed, quizzical and then a slight smile and sigh of relief.
“A smoke bomb? Just a smoke bomb?” He almost shouted with joy.
He picked up a remote and flicked on a TV.
“… orange smoke billowing from ten downing street. There was some sort of small explosion, but apparently the Prime Minister is fine. Whether this was some sort of demonstration or not we…”
It was Jennie’s turn to look shocked. Jack Fulton switched off the TV.
Play that again Jennie please.”
“What?” Jennie looked from the blank screen to Jack. ”What’s going on?”
“I have no idea, but I am sure we’ll work it out. Play me that file again.”
Jennie played the file occasionally glancing at the blank TV screen as if she were unsure as to what she had seen.
“You’re a lovely lady Mrs Robinson and people like you do scare me a little, but you tell Tarquin that it will happen in the next hour, as arranged, and if he doesn’t show some backbone he’ll regret it.“
Jack grabbed Jennie and spun her around.
“Well done. New programme from CIA did you say? Brilliant!”
“Yes, you just isolate the…” Jack held his hand up.
“Save it for later just give a copy of that file please.”
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Westminster London
4-30 p.m.
April 19th
The black Honda had been parked nearby and it was there in minutes. Stanton stood by the back of the car as door opened for him on the stroke of half four. He looked back towards Downing Street expecting a huge explosion, but there wasn’t one. He stood still by the open door of the car looking.
“Get in Stanton.” Brook hissed.
Stanton was unmoved, he stood still looking. Suddenly bright orange smoke rose up in the air from that direction. Stanton got into the car and pulled the door closed.
The Honda pulled away. The cell phone in his pocket rang. He took out the lime green phone and answered the call.
“Yes.”
“This is the man who employed you.”
“Who are you?”
“We’ll meet later. Congratulations.”
“There was no explosion, just a smoke bomb by the looks of it.”
“That was the job Stanton; that was the job. We’ll meet and I’ll explain. In the meantime my men will take you to a safe house and give you your reward.”
The phone call ended.
“Impressive work Stanton, very impressive.” Brook grinned.
“I’m still confused.” Stanton replied.
“All will be revealed.”
“Any news on a price for the disk?” Stanton asked, not knowing what else to say.
“Yes. The boss is very impressed. Overall I’d say he’s all ecstatic. Job done.”
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10 Downing Street
6 p.m.
April 19th
Tarquin Robinson sat in the chair opposite Gary Braine, across the table in the cabinet room. The building had been swept, the small dining room sealed off and security was at maximum. Mr Braine had a folder with a report in front of him.
“So we’re sure it was lucky the device didn’t properly explode, the orange smoke was due to the chemical mixture. I’ve not got a full report from the bomb experts at MI6, they’re handling it for us, they’ll be able to tell the origin and so forth. Stanton is being searched for. He must have had help. He disappeared, but we’ve put out alerts at all exits.” Robinson’s voice was a mixture of concern and efficiency.
“DIC can deal with that.” The Prime Minister replied.
“I’m not sure that’s best Prime Minister. It was DIC and that man McKie that gave Stanton the best possible method of entry. DIC have been appalling in this. That’s two of their passes stolen and used. Stanton used them and in a way McKie led them to you. I have to say that there must be a review of DIC and their role.”
“McKie risked his life to try and save me Tarquin.”
“I know Gary, but they’re not experts, they’re just people trained to watch and the duty team members haven’t distinguished themselves on this matter. I’m not saying that we don’t need full CCTV surveillance of that kind, but maybe it’s time to pass it to the Home Office to run, fully and properly. It was a good idea for nearly fifty years, but the world has changed and we need proper security experts, under the guidance of MI5, MI6 and the Home Office.”
“Jack Fulton’s a good man, nearly died over that nuclear business in the eighties.”
“Yes of course I’m not saying he’s not good, but a separate and independent civil service branch with armed people, bearing diplomatic immunity on UK soil isn’t what’s needed. They’re seriously compromised and let’s be honest, when it came to the ultimate test they failed. They failed you very badly. It’s just luck that you weren’t killed and DIC led them here.”
“I do see what you mean Tarquin. Well we’ll have a review and a full investigation of the past three days. I suggest you head it and perhaps the head of MI6.”
“Can I suggest Nigel Sternway? He’s very well thought of.”
“Okay.”
“Oh and I suggest even if DIC continue work whilst we hold the investigation and review that their duty teams be suspended?”
“Yes. That would be a good idea.”
Robinson got slowly to his feet.
“Thank you Prime Minister. I’ll start on that first thing in the morning.”
He left the room and went to his car, joined by a security operative, who sat in the front with the driver.
Robinson checked the glass between himself and the two men in the front, knowing he was secure he pulled out the cheap orange coloured Bic cell phone. He rang the one number in the contacts list. The voice at the other end levelly answered ‘Okay’ in a monotone voice when it was told.
“Job done, complete delivery of last requested item.”
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Euston Towers
6-05 p.m.
April 19th
Jack sat back in his office chair as if stung by a hard slap in the face. The prime minister’s call had been a shock.
He called Magda from her office and dictated an all personnel e-mail. He registered her shock as she left to send it. He rang the duty team offices and then made his way to the board room on his floor.
Ten minutes later Jack Fulton was sat at the head of an oval polished table in a neat plain room. At one end on the wall above Jack’s head was a black and white photo of Churchill and at the other, on the wall next to the door, was a black and white photo of Daniel Trevelyan, the first head of DIC. Jack was lost in thought when the door opened and the duty team members came in.
David McKie sat on an upholstered wood frame chair at the door end of the table. Liam, Tony, Ellie, Terry and Jaz followed and sat in places around the table and finally Diane walked in and stood behind Jack, after placing a laptop on the table.
“I have bad news I’m afraid. I’ve heard about a meeting at number ten between the P. M and the Home office minister Tarquin Robinson. The P. M has decided that DIC active duty rota teams are to be stood down and arms bearing and diplomatic rights are to be suspended pending an investigation…”
There was a series of exasperated and angry comments from the team and Jack held his hand up. Silence followed.
“The home office minister is concerned about mistakes made and use of DIC information and identity passes to access Downing Street. There’s to be an investigation”
There were no remarks after this. Each of the team knew that the assassin had got in on their watch. They had all seen the news footage and thanked God that the bomb hadn’t gone off properly.
“The thing is that it may be a plot to discredit us. We’ve got this tape and it does show a link between Robinson and Sternway.” Jack fiddled with the mouse pad and the file played clearly in the room.
“You’re a lovely lady Mrs Robinson and people like you do scare me a little, but you tell Tarquin that it will happen in the next hour, as arranged, and if he doesn’t show some backbone he’ll regret it.“
“That’s it then. This links Robinson to Sternway. They planned to have the P.M. killed and they can cover it up. They’re just trying to blame us and take the heat off themselves. You need to take this to the P. M!” David was very excited, animated and not a little angry.
“David this only tenuously links the men, it doesn’t constitute cast iron proof. I wish it did, but it doesn’t. I will play it to the P.M. at my meeting with him and Robinson at eight tonight, but you must expect our service to be rendered inactive until this has been fully investigated.”
McKie rose from his chair.
“For the love of God Jack can’t you see Robinson and Sternway are linked and that means they might have engineered Cole’s death to put Robinson in place.”
“David you need to be careful what you say. It’s an obvious notion, but there’s no proof.” Diane’s voice was soothing she knew how he felt.
“There’s a trail of dead bodies, innocent dead I might add, and you say there’s no proof. We need to confront them. They must pay for this!” David’s voice wasn’t a shout, but a loud firm imperative tone made his anger clear.
“It will be done by investigation David.” Diane said quietly
“They’ll fudge that and it’ll take years and in the meantime DIC won’t be watching them.” David slapped his forehead. “Of course! That’s what they want! Can’t you see?”
Jack ignored the remark. He had had the thought himself, but had no way to prove it. He needed to end the meeting and plan for eight O clock meeting at Downing Street.
“I’ll need you to take your weapons to the armoury before you leave the building. It’s late tonight so I suggest you stop over and end your duty rota time tomorrow.”
“That’s it? That’s all?” David looked around exasperated.” Dear God are we not going to make a fight of this? We’re just going to quietly fold?”
He pushed back his chair and headed for the door.
“David…” Jack spoke as David reached the door and opened it, McKie paused. “Calm down. We’ll sort this out. I know you’re angry, but don’t do anything rash.”
“No I won’t Jack. I think about everything very carefully before I act. That’s why you hired me. Brains not brawn remember.” David left the room.
All the other team members looked at each other in concern for David.
“I can’t blame him for being angry, but we have to do this carefully and within the rule of law.” Diane spoke to the remaining team members. “Clear?”
They all nodded and the meeting broke up. Diane stayed behind to talk tactics for the eight O clock meeting with the P.M. and Robinson.
In the duty team kitchen David McKie made a coffee and looked out over London. His eyes were hard and showed a process of mental calculation in their occasional flickers from the sky line to the kettle. By the time his coffee was made up so was his mind. He took the lift down to his duty team office. He was damned if they’d get away with all this on his watch. He picked up the phone.
“Hello decryption? It’s David McKie. I’ve got a job for you.”

Chapter 105

MI6Safe House
London
6-10 p.m.
April 19th
Stanton started to come round. He’d walked into the house, one man in front and one behind. He’d been hit on the back of the head and had fallen forwards into a hard blackness.
It was a bare room. Stanton went to rise and found that he couldn’t move. He was tied by his arms and legs to a wooden dining chair. His arms were behind his back, each arm tied at the wrist to each upright support of the chair. The back of his head ached.
Looking around the room, which was in half light with curtains closed, he could see a musty green carpet, dust all around him and in the corner a table. He could hear voices in the distance. On the table was the laptop case with the Browning pistol and scooped out laptop inside. Next to that was the Sig220 in its holster and Bill’s beige coat.
Stanton listened carefully. There was no sound of traffic, but he could hear distant voices. The voices began to approach, coming it seemed up towards him; he was upstairs somewhere.
He’d been betrayed and he knew it. Used and betrayed. He gathered himself for a session of torture, but he wasn’t sure what he knew that they wanted to know. He ran his mind over the last few days. It hadn’t been a real bomb of that he was sure. They seemed interested in the information about the DIC and very happy about the disk. He realised that he and the others had been used. They probably wanted any last scraps of information he had.
These people had wanted to get DIC in the open. Stanton knew that he’d exceeded their expectations. Spencer had known DIC existed and he’d worked for MI6, so UK security services knew DIC existed, but Spencer had said they weren’t able to identify who and where. These people weren’t out to get the Prime Minister, it had been a lure and he and the other, now dead assassins had been bait.
Two men entered the room, Brook and Telford. Brook had his jacket off and Stanton saw a waist band holster with a snub nose Smith and Wesson 38 ‘Night Guard revolver. He’d knocked off at least two MI6 agents in his work for various groups around the world, groups trying to avoid the scrutiny of British Secret Service.
Telford was unarmed.
Brook saw the look on Stanton’s face a, look of understanding.
“That’s right Stanton. MI6. I can see you understand now.”
“I take it I don’t get my million pounds and safe exit then.”
Brook laughed and then a third man entered the room. He was a tall thin snake like man and he carried a chair and a big black square bag made of faded and worn leather.
Stanton eyed him warily and Joe looked at Stanton with eyes that Stanton felt looked right into him. Joe put the chair and the bag down and sat in front of Stanton.
“We want to know everything you learnt about DIC, everything you saw on the computer.”
“It’s all on the disk.”
“There might be more in that head of yours.” Joe leant forward and tapped Stanton’s head with his for finger.
“I didn’t see much at all.”
“No? Well I need to be sure.”
Joe looked at Telford who opened the bag and took out a piece of equipment. There were pads and wires and brown wooden box with a dial. Telford walked over to the wall and plugged in the long lead.
Stanton braced himself. Electric shock torture! He’d take a few ‘shots’ and make up some stuff. He ran images and information from the DIC network through his mind, trying to pick out useful stuff.
Brook took a pair of scissors and cut Stanton’s black T-shirt open then he undid Stanton’s trousers pulling them down to his thighs, as far as he could go with Stanton’s legs tied to the chair.
Stanton said nothing, protest was useless and fear was for children. Stay mentally sharp, eat the pain and plan a way out.
Pads with wires attached were put on him. One was put over the solar plexus and the other was put on the skin of his abdomen, just above the pubic hair line of his groin.
Telford lit a cigarette, but all of them heard the door downstairs open and close and Telford dropped the cigarette and ground it into the mouldy green carpet.
There was a footfall on the stairs, the door opened and a fourth man stood in the room. He was out of place in the dirty, dusty, dilapidated old bare room. He had highly polished black brogues, a neat dark blue three piece pin stripe and oiled, thinning black hair. There was a red silk handkerchief poking in a shiny peak from his top pocket.
“Hello Trevor.” The voice was clear and crisp, neat and slicing in its enunciation. “You don’t mind if I call you Trevor do you?”
Stanton looked into the cold ‘telescopic eyes’. Sternway continued.
“I feel I know you so well from your file. I’m very pleased with your work.”
“I’d hate to see the way you treat those who fail you.”
“Cobb and Mason failed me. You can take them as an average example.”
Stanton knew it all long. He made a vow. If he got free, if he had his chance he was going to kill this man. Sternway saw it in his eyes.
“Proceed Joe and make it painful to start, no use wasting time.”
The electric shocks were powerful and with the pads over two of his Chakra points, or nerve centres, the pain was immense, surging through him almost blotting out all thought.
There were three such shocking surges and Stanton sat writhing in the chair for half a minute before he felt the pain die down.
“Now about DIC and all you know please or there’ll be more of that.”
“What do you want with DIC?”
“They’re an inconvenience. They came close when your friend Spencer did a little job for me and they cause no end of trouble. Only the PM, Home Office Minister and the Queen, oh and some of the royal family, know who the head person is. We know about their existence, but we don’t know where they are and how much coverage they’ve got, which is pretty damned annoying when you’re trying to change things in your own favour through underhanded means, which you can imagine is what I do. Your friend Spencer, who used to work for me, was nearly caught by them when we did for Robert Cole. Right now we’re trying, with the help of a certain Mr Robinson, Cole’s replacement, no coincidence, to get rid of them for good. Then we’ll be free of their meddling influences and sticking their ‘tuppence’ in every time we want to make a change.”
“I see, if that’s all why didn’t you say? Let me go and I’ll tell you everything I found out.” Sternway smiled a crocodile smile.
“That’s what I love about mercenaries Joe so easy to get round to your way of thinking. Yes we’ll let you go; in fact well we’ll help you go. I don’t want you getting caught.”
Stanton gave them details about the building, what he’d seen on the computer. Telford drew a sketch from Stanton’s description of the lobby. Stanton had seen names for floors on the disk and assumed the boss, Fulton, was on the top floor. He told them about the cameras in the building.
He made up fake facts about security from having seen the foyer and finally told them about how he’d got the badge and what was in the loft in Dover and Bill’s house in Westminster. When he was finished Sternway smiled.
“Well done Trevor you know you really are quite the most dangerous man I’ve ever met and…” He was interrupted by a phone ringing. Sternway took the orange coloured Bic cell phone from his inside jacket pocket. “Yes. We’re just about ready… within the next hour.”
He rang off and put the phone in his jacket again. He suddenly patted his left jacket pocket and looked at Stanton.
“The green Bic cell phone?”
“Coat.” Stanton nodded with his head in the direction of the table.
Telford emptied the pockets. There was the lime green cell phone and a DIC pass. He picked up the pass and shoulder holster with the Sig 220.
“Well goodbye Trevor. I’m sure we won’t meet again.”
Sternway left the room, Joe and Brook followed and Telford left after checking the ropes on Stanton.
Downstairs Sternway gave his instructions to Telford who left on what was to be a tricky mission. Sternway told Joe and Brook what to do and left for home.
Upstairs Stanton knew he was going to be killed. They were down stairs arranging it, he couldn’t hear what they were saying, but he could hear the voices. He wiggled the chair, it was quite old. His hands were tied to the upright struts and his legs to the legs of the chair. Stanton bunched his muscles and tightened them. He balanced the chair on the two back legs, tipping the chair back and bounced slightly, but heavily, trying to avoid noise. There was a sharp crack from the two back legs. They must have heard because the front door opened and closed and there were hurried feet on the stairs.
With the legs bent inwards at the back Stanton bounced and sat on the chair heavily. The back legs gave way and the front legs snapped as he sat down. Stanton quickly stood up legs free, even if the front chair legs were still tied to his shins. He ran backwards, using his toes to counteract the low level of his trousers, at the closed door with all his might, bracing himself for the pain on his arms. Just as Brook and Joe arrived at the door and pushed it Stanton hit it and the chair back broke away from the seat and at the same time preventing the men from entering. Stanton wiggled free from the back of the chair, braced against the door. With his hands free instinct kicked in and he stepped to one side as three shots perforated the door panels where he had been standing.
Brook kicked the door in and stepped into the room. Stanton was behind the door and kicked it into Brook, stepped around grabbed Brook’s gun hand, extended into the room, slammed his hand into Brook’s elbow crook, grabbing the gun hand and pushing the revolver under Brook’s chin. Stanton got his finger to the trigger. A single shot slammed up through Brook’s chin, passed through his skull and embedded in the ceiling. Stanton wrenched the pistol from Brook’s grip.
Joe had left his gun in the black Jaguar under the seat. He ran down the stairs to the front door, but a single shot from Stanton at the top of the stairs hit him in the small of the back paralysing him and he slumped into the door, no power in his legs.
Stanton did up his trousers. He carried Joe into the room upstairs in a fireman’s lift and dropped him on the floor. Brook was on his knees groaning and twitching, alive but half brain dead. Stanton walked over and shot him point blank in the chest with the last chamber of the revolver. Brook collapsed, twitching; falling in front of Joe’s terrified eyes.
Stanton stripped Joe’s jacket and shirt off and put them on. They were a tight fit, but better than his split T Shirt. Stanton gathered up the electrical equipment and sat down next to Joe.
“You’re going to give me a lot of useful information. I’ve got all night. We won’t bother with anything below the waist, but if you tell me what I want to know I swear I’ll leave you alive.” He tapped Joe’s head with his forefinger. “Let’s see what in that head of your shall we.”
He attached the pads.
Joe fought as hard as he could, but knowing he was paralysed weakened his resolve. He took half an hour to break down with the pain and when he did Stanton had all the information he needed.
As promised he left Joe alive, but he didn’t call an ambulance and he didn’t intend to. It was seven in the evening when Stanton left the house with a loaded revolver, a silenced nine millimetre Browning and the keys to a Nissan Micra, which he quickly found.

Chapter 106

London Euston tower
7-10 p.m.
April 19th
Ellie leaned into the proffered kiss from Tony. They were in the shared kitchens of the duty teams in Euston Tower. Ellie decided that on their last day of duty rota she would cook Tony dinner. There was a casserole dish in the oven and the smell of Coq Au Vin permeated the room.
Tony broke away from the tender and soft kiss first.
“That was nice. Do that again.”
Ellie kissed him again, longer this time and more passionately. There was a cough from the doorway. They broke from their embrace suddenly. It was Jack Fulton.
“Sorry to bother you two. I’ve got a bit of a problem.”
“Yes boss.”
“Liam was in the duty office and David was talking angrily about Sternway. Liam thought nothing of it, but David went to get a cup of tea and decryption called to tell David that his five minute access to the MI6 network was ready. Liam said he went to get some dinner and when he came back David was looking at details on Sternway. Then David grabbed his coat and left. Liam said he was still armed”
Tony and Ellie showed their concern.
“Any idea where he is?” Tony asked.
“That’s the thing our DIC listener at Sternway’s house has just phoned to say that David McKie is parked in a car across the road from Sternway’s house.”
Ellie put her hand to her mouth in shock.
“I think he’s very worked up. I want you two to go and talk him round. You and he get on well Ellie and Tony has experience in talking people ‘down’ if you know what I mean.” They both nodded.
“Do we go armed?”
“No. DIC diplomatic and armed status has been suspended indefinitely.”
Tony and Jaz left in a hurry. Jack noted the smell of casserole and promised himself he’d keep an eye on it. He leant against the kitchen side. He was worried. ‘Unstoppable’ that’s what the Lympstone Commando base trainers had said about David McKie.
In the car Ellie frowned at Tony who pulled his pistol and holster from a Tesco bag. He checked it and armed it. They sped away with Ellie half jokingly calling Tony a ‘thrill seeker’ and a ‘renegade’.



Chapter 107


Nigel Sternway’s House
Hampstead
London
7-30 p.m.
April 19th
David finally made up his mind. He checked his pistol and stepped out of the car. The lights were on downstairs and they made red glow around the edges of the deep red velvet curtains in Sternway’s living room. Della was upstairs with the two children, reading them stories.
The DIC operative in the bushes had been told to report if David made a move, but he was slumped unconscious, hidden by the thick foliage of Sternway’s neighbour’s bushy border. At the back of the house a figure scaled the drain pipe heading for the small open window of an upstairs toilet.
At the front David rang the bell.
Sternway rose from his comfortable chair in the lounge, put the paper down and padded to the front door in his slippers.
“Yes?” McKie wasn’t familiar to him.
David pulled out his Sig and pointed it at Sternway.
“In!” McKie barked.
Sternway did as he was told backing down the hall, leaving the front door open. David pushed him into the lounge and into a chair.
“Who are you?” Sternway demanded.
“David McKie DIC.”
Sternway smiled thinly.
David assumed that the listener in the garden was ready and waiting, he wanted a confession and some answers from Sternway. He also wanted to know who had been behind all of the deaths.
“Oh you’re McKie. DIC diplomatic and arms bearing rights are suspended so you’re breaking the law. Or are you going to kill me?”
“You’re responsible, through your twisted plotting, for the deaths of innocent people. I want to know why you brought those killers into the country.”
“Killers come and go. I believe you’re a killer yourself now, or doesn’t killing people like Wheeler count. Just because you have a badge and he doesn’t that makes you the good guy does it? I have a government remit, that’s my badge. Men like Wheeler, Stanton and you are all the same. Hired killers, government trained, whichever side of the trenches you’re on and you kill on orders or as part of the process of doing your job. There are no black and white hats for people to wear McKie. All the hats are shades of grey. You became a government paid killer just like Stanton when you shot Wheeler.”
“You can’t compare us. I don’t kill for no reason and unlike you and the people who work for you I protect the innocent and wouldn’t kill on orders if I thought it was wrong. You’re to blame for all this admit it.”
“I don’t know what you mean old boy as far as I…”Sternway’s face was suddenly a mask of horror.
Behind David entering the room were his children, his wife behind them, pale and frightened and to his ultimate horror Trevor Stanton holding two weapons. One, MI6 snub nose revolver was pointed at his wife and children and the silenced Browning was pointed at Sternway. McKie spun around and pointed his pistol at Stanton.
Stanton shoved Della and the children towards Sternway, but he pushed them to his left away from him, instinctively protecting them by separating them from him in Stanton’s eyes.
Stanton suddenly pointed the revolver at McKie and kept the Browning pointed at Sternway.
“Hello McKie we must stop meeting like this.”
“Drop it Stanton. Don’t shoot him.”
“Come on McKie you want him dead as much as me. I heard what he said. The man’s a slug, an evil slug. The cold blooded bastard had me tortured.” He turned to Sternway. "Joe might still be alive, but he’s crippled and he talked. Brook’s dead. You picked the wrong man to play your game with Sternway.”
“I don’t know what you mean.”
The shot slammed into the wall by Della’s head, the movement of the Browning from Sternway to Della and back was swift. David held fire when he saw that no-one was shot. He held himself calmly.
“He planned all this to get to DIC and destroy it. Sternway has an orange coloured cell phone and Robinson, the home secretary, is on the other end of it. That’s the man you want. If you don’t believe me Sternway’s got two lime green Bic cell phones, one of them was for me. If you search here or his car you’ll find them and they’ll link him to me, check the satellite based locations for the calls made if you don’t believe me. He’s going to die and there’s nothing you can do. He’s a monster and he deserves to die. He told me they’d accounted for Robert Cole. DIC were getting too close, he said, a nuisance. You know he has to die for what he’s done.”
“Don’t listen to him McKie.” Sternway’s voice wasn’t pleading, he kept his authority. “You’re paid to stop men like him. He’s going to kill all of us, including my wife and children. Kill him. Kill him now.”
Stanton turned the gun pointed at McKie towards Della and the children.
“Move towards the door you three.” Stanton’s voice held a note of finality.
“Nigel.” Della was terrified and the children were whimpering.
“Do as he says it’ll be alright.” Sternway was calm.
Della made her way towards the door and Stanton repositioned himself pointing his weapon at McKie as he moved and backing into a space between them. Della and the children stood by the door. Sternway was across the room from them and McKie stood in a corner. Stanton pointed the Browning at Sternway and the revolver at Della and the children.
“Kill him McKie it’s your bloody job.” Sternway barked the order.
“Sternway if you confess I let your family walk out that door and only kill you. McKie isn’t going to shoot first.” Stanton’s voice was cold and factual.
“Confess to what?” Sternway held his party line.
“I’m going to count to three and then I’m going to kill your son Sternway unless you confess to McKie what you’ve been doing, why you hired me and why all those people died.”
“I can’t tell…”
“Please Nigel… the children…”
“One…”
Ellie and Tony were standing in the hall silent. Tony had his gun drawn. Della and the children were too intent on the scene to see them, but McKie glanced at Della’s pleading face and saw Ellie poised behind her. His face didn’t betray their position.
“Please Nigel.. for once put the family first…”
“I can’t do that Della…”
“Two…”
“Don’t do it Stanton I’ll fire I swear I will. Put the gun down and we’ll talk you can be a witness there might be immunity…” McKie’s finger tightened on the trigger.
“Three…”
Stanton fired both weapons. McKie fired. Ellie dived into the room shielding the children and Tony pushed in and fired his weapon at Stanton.
Ellie screamed as her body passed between Stanton and the children.
Sternway cried out and spun around facing the wall as if punched.
Stanton hit in the hand by McKie’s shot dropped the revolver then suddenly crumpled with a blood stain appearing on the right side of his chest from Tony’s shot.
Della grabbed the children and rushed them from the room. Tony dropped to Ellie’s side on the floor.
“Ellie!”
Ellie sat up cradling her arm. Tony saw blood and whipped off his belt and made a tourniquet. In his peripheral vision he saw Sternway turn back from the wall and take a step. He raised his Sig.
“You stay where you are!”
“My wife and children.” Sternway muttered. Blood showed on his right shoulder and he put his hand to it and looked at the blood.
David leant over Stanton. He was coughing blood.
“You tried not to kill me.” He coughed. “You shot the gun hand pointing at the children too.” He felt a pain spasm and coughed heavily. David put his hand on Stanton’s chest, there was a mass of blood, a pool of it was gathering around him on the floor.
“I think he shot an artery.”
“Forget… it… time for me to go… everything I said… find the phones..” Stanton closed his eyes.
“Is there a message for someone? Family maybe?” David asked.
Stanton’s eyes opened.
“No family… no one…”
“I’m sorry…”
Stanton slumped and his body went limp. David stood up. There was the sound of sirens, ambulances and police. He turned to Tony and Ellie.
“You okay Ellie?”
“Just a flesh wound.” Ellie grunted.
“Tough woman.” David said and looked at Tony.
“That’s my girl.” Said Tony keeping his pistol trained on Sternway.
Before the police came David went into the garden to see what the DIC listener had got and found him unconscious. Tony helped him get the unconscious man into the house. David made a thorough search of the house. He worked around Della Sternway as she packed. He found a Bic ‘disposable’ cell phone, orange coloured, in Sternway’s suit jacket and two lime green Bic ‘disposable’ cell phones in the Jaguar.
Ellie was taken away in one ambulance with Tony. The DIC listener was taken away in another and Nigel Sternway had a police escort in his. He had tried to speak to his wife, but she had cut him dead and defeated he had sat looking at the ground whilst Tony held him still at gun point.
Ten minutes after the gun play, the only blue light left was a waiting police car and the ambulances had gone. David stood in the door way of the house having answered all police questions he was able to. The DIC badge had done most of the work, DIC official stand down not having been something that would be externally broadcast.
On the doorstep Della held out her hand for the Jaguar keys. The children were dressed and there were bags on the floor.
“Do you need a hand with those bags.” David asked.
“That’s good of you thank you.” She said softly.
David took the bags to the car and put them in the boot. The children got in the car. Della stood by the driver’s door.
“I didn’t know exactly what he did at work. I knew that he was MI6, but I never asked. I didn’t realise he was so cold blooded… he wouldn’t even stand in front of us, to protect us, he was more concerned about his secrets.”
“I thought he was moving you away from him so that Stanton would shoot at him not you, I thought he was protecting you.”
“You’re a good man Mr..?”
“McKie, David McKie.”
“Do you have a family?” She asked.
“Yes.”
“Don’t ever put your work before your family like he did. His work turned him cold. He wasn’t like that when we first met, his work changed him.”
“I’ve heard a lot about that, killing rotting the soul.”
“Then you’ll know to be careful.” She said and opened the car door and turned to face him. “We’ll be at my sister’s house if anyone wants us. I expect you can get the address easily in your line of work.”
David nodded. He watched her get in the car and pull out of the drive.
He turned his own steps to the Citroen C4. It was getting on for eight o clock and he had a meeting to get to.

Chapter 108

Euston Tower
8 p.m.
April 19th
Brook hadn’t heard anything from anyone. He hadn’t been in contact. Once you were into the tube of an E order you kept out of contact and kept heading for the target.
He had prepared well on the information Stanton had given them and done some research on the floor layout of the building from the plans, which were available, but didn’t show any of the details, just the structure.
He walked into the revolving door at the tower. It moved slowly, very slowly. The guards watched him. The x-ray showed the holstered weapon and the infra red showed he was hot, sweating probably. The guard at the desk readied a weapon. When the door revolved to let him into the lobby he made his way to the desk and held up his badge. The MI6 people had quickly made a copy. It was good.
“Hi lads Leigh Taylor new guy reporting for duty.” Telford held out the badge.
The guard looked at the badge and then at the roster and the list of expected people on the screen in front of him under the desk.
Telford noticed a second guard appear from a door to the side. He was a heavily built man. He leant on the door frame.
The guard behind the desk rose and opened the sliding gap in the long desk pressing a button under the table.
Telford walked through, walked up to the two lifts and pressed the button. The door of the left hand lift opened instantly. He stepped in and the door closed. The two guards smiled at each other and one picked up a phone. DIC medical team came down in the lifts behind the hidden entrance door and deployed themselves outside the left hand lift door.
In the lift Telford had a second’s abject fear as the lift filled with gas and then he passed out and slumped to the floor. Fans switched on and sucked the gas out.
Minutes later when the doors opened the medical team put Telford on a stretcher and unconscious he was loaded into a private ambulance. The guards were back at their posts serious faces, but there was an atmosphere.
Suddenly one of them laughed then the other joined in. Their laughter echoed around the lobby.
“Silly bugger!”
“I wonder who he was?”
“I expect Jack will tell us when he gets back from Downing Street.
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10Downing Street 
8-15 pm
April 19th
Tarquin Robinson sat on the same side of the cabinet room table as Gary Braine. Across the table Diane Peters sat with an MP3 player attached to speakers in front of her. Next to her Jack Fulton sat with his face like stone looking over at the photographs arranged in front of the PM. They were photographs of Sternway and Mrs Robinson leaving La Rueda, separately.
“This is ridiculous!” Robinson was in full flow. “I have no idea what this is all about. That could be Nigel Sternway’s voice, it sounds a bit odd, but Melinda didn’t meet him there as far as I know, even if she did we’ve met socially, she could have been there to ask a personal favour.”
“You know why she was there.” Jack’s voice was flat.
“This doesn’t change anything Fulton. We need to suspend all DIC activity until this whole sorry mess has been investigated.” Robinson was adamant
“I’m sorry Jack, it doesn’t look good. I’ll admit the tape does show Mrs Robinson speaking to Sternway, but frankly Jack I’m shocked you’d make the accusation on such flimsy evidence. The Home Secretary has a point, you’ve hardly distinguished yourselves.”
Jack looked at Diane and Robinson smiled.
A phone rang. The phone was in Robinson’s pocket. He took out the orange coloured Bic cell phone and pressed cancel.
“I’m sorry…” He went to put it back in his pocket but it rang again. At the same time the cabinet room door opened and David McKie walked in holding an identical orange Bic ‘disposable’ cell phone in his right hand. In his left hand he held a sheaf of papers.
“What’s the meaning of this?” The Prime Minister asked tersely. Jack looked quizzically at Diane.
“I’m sorry Prime Minister. I’ve just come from Nigel Sternway’s house where myself and another DIC officer shot Trevor Stanton…”
“This is ridiculous!” Robinson shouted. “Your duty teams were suspended Fulton. I want this man arrested.”
“.. Stanton spoke before he died. Sternway was injured and a female DIC officer, unarmed, shielded Sternway’s children with her own body and was also injured.”
Jack looked horrified.
“It’s alright Jack she was just a shot in the arm, Ellie’s fine.”
Robinson rose from his seat.
“I must protest Gary…”
“Sit down!” It was Diane’s voice.
Robinson suddenly bidden by her voice did sit down glowering and was beginning to feel warm and uncomfortable.
“Stanton told me about the plot to discredit DIC and he told me about this cell phone. It was in Sternway’s jacket. I checked the locations of phone calls.”
David moved around the desk and put the papers by the Prime Minister. Then he reached into his pocket and took out two lime green cell phones.
“These link Stanton and Sternway. The orange ones link Robinson here and Sternway. That’s the chain. There are two dead bodies, Stanton’s work, at an MI6 safe house. Sternway was there earlier this evening and he took a call from that phone whilst he was there. The whole plot was to discredit and disband the Department for Internal Concerns. Stanton told me that Sternway had Cole killed, by Marco Spencer, the man who died at Perth, no less. Della Sternway is a witness to everything Stanton said. Sternway himself is in hospital with a police guard, shot in the shoulder.” David looked at Jack. Jack gave a grim smile.
The Prime Minister looked at Robinson, who was no longer protesting then he looked at McKie.
“Good work McKie. Now call a police officer and have Mr Robinson arrested.”
“Gary really?”
“Robert Cole was a friend of mine. I always wondered about his death. You’ll answer for all of this.”
“I’ll go public.”
“You think MI6 will want the scandal?”
“What are you suggesting?”
“Think about it.”
McKie re-entered with two police officers and Robinson was taken away.
“Take him out the back please.” The PM called out.
Mr Braine turned to Jack and Diane and said “Sorry Jack I should have trusted you.”
Jack got up and went to gather the evidence.
“Leave it there Jack." The prime minister said and Jack nodded in answer.
“Consider DIC back to full operational duties.” He added. Again Jack nodded.
Moments later Jack, Diane and David stood in Downing Street as the black door of number ten closed behind them.
All three cast large shadows as they walked towards the exit of the famous street.



Chapter 109


St Albans
5pm
April 20th
Tony opened the front door of Ellie’s house to find Jack Fulton standing there holding a casserole dish.
“I thought I’d find you here Tony. I brought dinner. Good choice of woman. Great cook by the smell of it.”
“Come on in Jack. The proof of the pudding is the eating anyway.” Tony added.
“Spare me the intimate details, Ellie my dear!”
Ellie stood in the hall with her arm in a sling children running around her.
“Look honey Jack brought dinner.”
They went into the lounge. Tony went and put the kettle on.
“I’ve had conformation that you’re to get the George Cross Ellie.” Jack beamed.
“Why me? There’s David and Beaumont and well why me?”
“You showed real courage. In the words of Atticus Finch, to misquote I might add, ‘true courage is not a man with a gun in his hands’.” Ellie flushed. Tony came in with the tea.
“What’s that did I hear you quoting the great literature of my homeland?”
“Ellie’s going to get the George Cross Tony.”
“Wow” Oh sweetie that’s so well deserved.” Tony kissed her head.
Ellie’s son said ‘Yuck’ and ran from the room.
“What’s the situation anyway?” Tony asked sipping his tea.
“Sternway and Robinson are to face trial, but they’re being silenced by the secrets act and they know they won’t live if they make a scene in the media, at least that’s what I hear. Telford woke in hospital shouting that he had to get to the Priory Arms in Vauxhall, very confused. He’s been sacked by MI6. Sternway’s department has been disbanded. Oh and the Prime Minister called today to say that he wants a DIC operative as permanent secretary at the Home Office, sort of insider. I’ve suggested Diane.”
“Who’ll replace her?” Tony asked.
“Beaumont’s my choice.”
“What do I get?” Tony mockingly whined.
“You get me.” Ellie laughed.
“That’ll do me.” Tony replied.
“I heard David said he was going to leave DIC. Thought that killing would rot his soul, so he said.” Ellie looked at Tony when she said it.
“Yes he did say that. I told him to think about it. I know he’ll stay on, he’s a natural for it and nothing can taint the soul of people like the ones I choose for DIC.” Jack said and beamed at them.
“How can you be sure he’ll stay on?” Tony asked.
“I arranged for someone to talk him into staying, now how about that dinner?” Jack said with finality.

Chapter 110

Dover Harbour Front
6 p.m.
April 20th
Mary McKie sat uncomfortably on the wooden bench by the swimmer statues on Dover harbour front. Conor was wrapped in a puffy coat dancing around to the tune that only every child knows and hears in their head. Beside her David’s father looked as she did to the two figures at the water’s edge.
“She’s a lovely old lady. Her husband was in Ireland bomb disposal. She’s very sweet looking for an old widow that woman.”
“Do I detect a hint of romance in the air you old widower man?” Mary laughed.
“Don’t be daft Mary.” The old man blushed.
At the shore the tall man and the small old lady stood looking out into the channel.
“So you see David it’s always a matter of needing people with a good soul. You naturally want to protect. You’re a good soul. From what you told me, Sternway pushed his family away to protect them. You would have stood in front of them and shielded them. You’re a natural protector” They both looked back at the family on the bench then back out to sea.
“I suppose if you put it that way I should stay on.”
“You should David. As is always said in times of war and don’t forget we are at war ‘your country needs you’ and your country does need you David. Good men are hard to find especially those who in service of their country are willing to kill or be killed.”



EPILOGUE


Shores Of Loch Carron Scotland
April 20th
Sunset
At the very edge of the Atlantic coast of Scotland, near Port an Eorna, a black and white border collie snuffling the deep green bumpy ground looked up and barked at his master.
Michael Dewey stood watching MOD officials and divers drag dumped diving gear from the water near the shore. There were four official Land Rovers, Highland police men in black uniforms, plain clothes men and two men in Navy uniforms. Half a mile away off the shore a Navy Corvette sat rocking on the swell and five metres off shore a hard shell dinghy sat anchored with a diver and his support colleague looking to a small marker buoy with a red flag on it. The stark primary crimson seemed unnatural against the blue green of the water. Two divers surfaced, their masks catching the blood orange light of sunset, and together they held up a black bag, which was dragged into the dirigible.
Suddenly bored by the scene that had held his attention for an hour Michael looked over at Paddy. He took one last look to the setting sun on the western horizon and turned to the dog.
“Come on boy let’s go home.”
They got back in Land Rover and drove back to the house in Drumbuie with the large white satellite dish on; the house that was an electronic ‘pin’ on the DIC map of England, one amongst hundreds of ‘pins’, each one representing a dedicated watcher.
Night and day the watchers of DIC scan the electronic and digital networks for any signs of plots against the stability of the society they serve. Unallied to governments, security services or military forces, beholden to no group of officials the Department for Internal Concerns continues it’s work dedicated to protecting the way of life and values of the United Kingdom. Since 1940 to the present day they ‘stand to’ with teams ready to eradicate threats against the lives of the citizens and the stability of the government. Patiently they wait and always they watch. 
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